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        Five years ago, tragedy struck.

      

      

      

      
        
        In an attempt to forget, wolf shifter Benjamin Martinez accepted a dangerous undercover assignment infiltrating the most powerful rogue shifter pack in the country.

      

      

      

      
        
        When the rogues set their sights on Ben’s pack, he realizes he needs to go home to save his friends and family. What he didn’t count on was meeting Hannah Montgomery, a newcomer to his pack.
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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Even when he was relaxing, having a beer in a familiar locale, Benjamin Martinez preferred to sit in a corner, a dark one, his back to the wall, with clear line of sight to the entrance.

      On the Prowl was certainly familiar. Hell, before he’d left town it practically had been his second home.

      That had been five years ago. Long enough that he didn’t recognize a fair number of the patrons who were hanging out on a Friday night, kicking back after a long work week.

      Given the reason he’d returned, that played in his favor.

      Kason Holt was behind the bar, Natalia by his side, and they were flirting with each other as they concocted some fancy drink that most certainly involved magic, to the thrill of the group of ladies hovering and clapping and oohing and aahing. A cluster of witches and a single, redheaded wolf shifter in their mix.

      Natalia Vasquez, who was a member of the local witches’ coven, had left Golden even before Ben had, but clearly she’d returned at some point. And gotten back together with Kason. Good for them. Ben had always thought they were one of those couples who were perfect together, and he hadn’t understood why Natalia had taken off so abruptly after high school.

      Not that he was in a position to reacquaint himself with his old friends and have a catch-up session.

      He slid farther down in his chair and stuffed his hands into the pockets of his jacket. Wouldn’t it be nice to have the ability to become invisible? Sure would have made his job a hella lot easier over the years.

      One of the servers noticed his empty pint glass and asked if he wanted a refill. He grunted and nodded, and she left again. On the negative side, it would be hard to get a drink if he were invisible.

      He scanned the crowd again, taking note of every individual, cataloging his gut instinct about each one, doing the necessary recon for both of his bosses.

      While he appreciated their collective beauty, he dismissed the group of women at the bar as unconnected to his current mission.

      The two shifters who were hunched over their drinks and sat a few feet from the women were hunters from the local pack who also worked as deputies under Sheriff Ian Marshall. Aiden and Lyra Holland, siblings, scary as hell and faithful to their family, friends, hometown.

      Ben glanced at the cluster of young wolves over near the pool tables. They were all doing a lousy job of pretending to play a game while salivating over the ladies, who were all now doing shots of whatever Kason and Natalia had created for them.

      Ben needed to figure out a way to get the pool players out of the bar before other members of his pack showed up. They were exactly what his pack liked to recruit: young, aggressive, hungry for adventure.

      Except the sort of adventure his pack dabbled in was not what these guys wanted. Not even the romanticized version.

      Lyra glanced Ben’s way, and, with his gaze on the ladies at the bar, he gave an almost imperceptible nod toward the fellas hanging around the pool table. She smacked her brother on the arm, and they both slid off their barstools and headed that way.

      Ben watched as the two hunters chatted up the young guys.

      He knew that they wouldn’t look his way. He’d bet money that none of them were even aware that he was in the room. He wasn’t wearing a short skirt and heels, after all.

      After a few minutes and with only minimal protest, the young guys returned the pool sticks to the holder in the corner and made their way out of the building. Ben noticed they deliberately walked close to the bar and a few interacted with the group of ladies who were on their second round of shots. But Lyra was nothing if not efficient, and she didn’t give anyone time to exchange numbers as she herded them toward the door.

      Ben waited five minutes then slipped his phone out of his pocket and typed out a text message:

      No potential here.

      And then he made his way to the restroom. He needed to piss before he headed back to where his pack was waiting on the outskirts of town. Depending on how annoyed he’d be over Ben’s text, Vape, their leader, might decide to pull up stakes and head on to the next stop that very night.

      Ben certainly hoped so. Not that he relished getting on the road so quickly, but he certainly wanted Vape and his dangerous crew as far away from Golden, Oregon as he could get them.

      After draining the main vein and washing his hands, Ben tugged open the door to the men’s room as his pocket vibrated, indicating he had a text. Distracted, he stepped into the hall and slammed into another body.

      Automatically, he reached out to steady the other person. His hands landed on the curve of a woman’s hips. A nice curve. The flesh underneath the skirt fit so nicely in his palms, he smoothed his hands down so that his fingers could stroke over a plump, yet firm ass.

      “Hey!” The woman whose ass he was fondling gave him a shove; he realized what the hell he was doing and threw his arms into the air as he backed up a couple of steps.

      “Sorry. I didn’t mean to, uh…”

      “Grab my ass? Because it sure felt like you deliberately put your hands on my rear and gave it a squeeze.”

      He swallowed. “Um, sorry?”

      She shook her head. “Whatever. Just don’t touch me again without my permission.”

      A pretty face that was a dangerous mix of wholesome and sexy, plump cheeks, ruby lips, and wide, blue eyes was framed by vibrant, red curls. He’d always had a thing for redheads. And even though he should get the hell out of here and head back to where Vape and his crew waited on the outskirts of town, he stayed right there in that hallway and nodded. “I promise, next time, I’ll get your permission first.”

      Like there would be a next time.

      She canted her head. “You don’t look familiar.”

      “Neither do you.” He grew up in this small town, so chances were good that if she had, too, they would have crossed paths at some point.

      She glanced at the bar, like she was about to excuse herself and walk away.

      “How come you’re hanging out with witches?” he blurted.

      Jesus, he was usually way more suave than this. And honestly, he shouldn’t even be interacting. Even if this woman decided to give him her number—highly unlikely after this exchange—he’d never call it. He couldn’t. Maintaining contacts in Golden was dangerous to his undercover operation.

      Turning back to look him in the eye, she arched her brow. “How come you’re hanging out alone?”

      He shrugged. “Used to it.”

      She mimicked his action. “I’m used to hanging out with witches.”

      “Why?”

      “The first person I met when I moved here was a witch. We hit it off, we started hanging out. Hence…” She nodded at the cluster of women bellied up to the bar. “Why am I even telling you this?”

      He chuckled. “No idea. But I don’t mind. Tell me your whole life story, if you want.” Except he didn’t have time to listen to the woman’s personal history, and, frankly, he didn’t need to learn anything else about her because he was leaving town, hopefully sooner than later, and he had no idea when he’d be back.

      “Maybe some other time. I’ve got to get back to my friends.”

      She was tall and curvy and she walked away with a confidence that was both refreshing and a giant fucking turn-on.

      His phone buzzed, reminding him why he’d run into her in the first place. He pulled the contraption out of his pocket and swore when he saw the messages on the screen.

      Get back here. I want a full report.

      Where the hell are you?

      Both from Vape. Ben needed to get out of On the Prowl before the man came looking for him.

      He hurried through the bar without looking at Kason or Natalia or the group of women who had taken over the area near the pool tables. But he still noticed all of them.

      Especially the redhead who paused in the act of selecting a pool stick to watch him leave.
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        * * *

      

      They’d set up camp in the mountains. Far enough away not to raise the suspicions of the Western Wulf pack leader, Estella Monroe, but close enough that they could get in and out of town easily enough, especially as wolves.

      Ben shifted into his human form when he reached the first of six checkpoints set up around the perimeter. Vape had made a lot of enemies over the years. He never went anywhere without his security detail.

      Even when he was getting freaky with one of his paramours, there were always a couple of guys standing guard right outside the door. Ben happened to be in the general vicinity one time when Vape had unzipped the tent flap and invited one of the guards to come in and enjoy sloppy seconds.

      Ben made sure he was never in the area again when Vape decided to bang one of his groupies. He had no interest in having sex with anyone associated with this pack, frankly, and certainly not some girl who found Vape attractive enough to want to fuck him.

      Sometimes it sucked having such high morals because now that he thought about it, it’d been a damn long time since he’d gotten laid.

      Also, given what he did for a living, those morals were damned ironic.

      The guy keeping watch nodded at Ben as he passed. “Vape’s been looking for you.”

      Ben grunted and kept on walking.

      The guy at the next checkpoint snorted. “No one keeps Vape waiting, you know.”

      “Apparently, I do,” Ben replied.

      At the mouth of the cave where Vape had set up his temporary residence, Ben paused and waited for Durango to motion him inside. “He’s annoyed,” the beefy, dark-skinned man warned.

      “So I’ve heard.” Inside the lair, the temperature dropped quickly as the twilight faded.

      Ben was glad he was a shifter for a lot of reasons, including his elevated body temperature and the ability to see in the dark. Convenient when one sometimes took to living in caves.

      Vape was the leader of what was rumored to be the largest—and definitely scariest—rogue pack in North America. The irony that rogue wolves left their packs and joined up with Vape because they didn’t want to follow the rules wasn’t lost on Ben. Vape had a lot of rules, and he acted swiftly and deadly if anyone dared to break them.

      But his rules weren’t the same as, say, Estella Monroe’s. Estella expected her wolves to act in a way that maintained the peace, while Vape thrived on destroying said peace. And given the size of his pack, there were a hell of a lot of wolves who thought that was cool.

      This pack, which didn’t have a formal name because that would make them too similar to standard wolf packs, was transient. But that didn’t mean they didn’t appreciate the normal creature comforts, and most of them figured out quickly how to create a relaxing living space each time they moved to a new location and Vape decided to set up camp for however long it took to accomplish whatever objective was currently numero uno on the man’s agenda.

      Vape, especially, was good at making himself at home wherever he temporarily settled. Not surprising, considering how long he’d been rogue.

      He’d claimed a roomy, hollowed out area as his own, and some peon in the pack had set up plastic racks and hung heavy curtains from them, which helped keep the dampness at bay. There was a pallet in one corner piled with so many blankets it was probably a foot thick. Rounding out the space was a card table and four folding chairs, and a couple of Rubbermaid bins where Vape kept his clothing and toiletries and personal belongings.

      A battery-operated camp lantern perched in the middle of the table, basking the area in a pale blue glow. Vape sat in one of the chairs, his hands resting on the flat surface, his eyes closed, while a woman who was probably half his age stood behind him, kneading his shoulders.

      Ben knew from being in this pack for as long as he had that these women were not forced to be here. This wasn’t a patriarchal society. The expectations of females who joined this pack were pretty much on par with the males, with the exception that, if they ended up pregnant, they were kicked out because Vape didn’t believe in letting anyone tag along who could not carry their own weight, and a baby obviously couldn’t fend for itself.

      More times than he’d like to count over the last five years, Ben had snuck away to make arrangements for the poor girl who had been dumped on the side of the road with nothing but a knapsack full of clothes and a pup growing in her belly. Thankfully, he’d never been caught, and he was pretty sure each woman he’d helped was far better off than she’d been while a member of Vape’s pack.

      What Ben didn’t get was the attraction. Hell, he didn’t really understand it for the guys, either. But the women, at least the ones who warmed Vape’s bed, he really didn’t understand. First, the guy wasn’t remotely monogamous. And, as Ben had witnessed, he had a weird penchant for sharing.

      Second, Vape wasn’t attractive. Not that looks were what should matter, but seriously, Vape was like those rock stars from the ’80s who were ugly as shit yet had women lining up outside their tour buses, begging for five minutes of their attention.

      It wasn’t even like they could claim bragging rights. “I hooked up with the pack leader” meant nothing here because Vape liked to screw and also liked variety, so few women who were part of the pack for a reasonable amount of time couldn’t claim that title.

      The woman providing the massage, whose name was Polly, watched Ben’s entrance without breaking her stride. Vape slowly opened his eyes and waited for Ben to approach the table before he pushed Polly’s hand away.

      “Go,” he said. “Come back in ten minutes.”

      Good. Vape’s horniness was playing in Ben’s favor. The less time he had to spend in the man’s company, the better.

      As soon as Polly’s figure faded into the darkness, Vape leaped out of his chair with lightning speed, caged his hand around Ben’s neck, and slammed him against the nearest wall. “You’re late.” His voice was a menacing growl, his eyes narrowed.

      Ben tried to swallow, opening and closing his mouth. He couldn’t very well explain with his windpipe being cut off like this.

      Finally, the pack leader released him and Ben dropped to his knees, rubbing his neck and sucking in oxygen in great, gulping breaths. Son of a bitch, he never should have stopped to talk to the pretty redhead at On the Prowl.

      “Status report,” Vape said, calmly, as if he hadn’t just damn near choked Ben to death.

      Fully aware that the fury could return in a matter of seconds, Ben quickly said, “It’s an established pack. They’ve been here for several generations. Small, not much growth. Like I said in my text, no potential for new recruits. My guess is, the strong ones leave as soon as they’re of age.” It was a lie, and it was dangerous to lie to this guy, but it was necessary.

      Vape returned to his chair and rested his elbows on the table, steepling his fingers. “Thanks to my recruiting efforts, this pack has more than doubled in size in the last ten years.”

      Despite Ben’s efforts to thwart said growth.

      “We’re getting too large to be transient like this.”

      Icy fingers danced up Ben’s spine as he used the wall as leverage to help him gain his feet again.

      “And I rather like the climate here.”

      Vape had spent a lot of time in the Amazon rainforest before making his way into North America. Here in northwestern Oregon, the climate was more temperate, but it still precipitated regularly enough for the vegetation to be lush and beautiful. Ben could see how Vape would be attracted to this place.

      Not good.

      “Maybe it’s time to declare a home base for the empire I’m building.”

      “You’ve always said staying in one place makes one vulnerable to attack.”

      “True, but that’s another reason I like this location. It’s secluded. There isn’t another pack anywhere near here. And with the mountains and the ocean beyond, it’s not unlike how someone like you situates himself in a roomful of strangers.”

      Ben furrowed his brows.

      Vape waved at the curtains behind him. “We’d essentially have our backs against the wall, with a full view of anyone who might be stupid enough to take us on.”

      Not surprising he had noticed that particular character trait. The man saw far more than most people gave him credit for, and Ben could never let his guard down around Vape. Clearly.

      “According to you and my trackers,” Vape continued, “there’s one main road in this town. One way in, one way out, unless you plan to climb a mountain.” He spread his arms wide. “Easy to defend.”

      “Except there’s already a pack here,” Ben pointed out.

      “You just said they’re small and without young, strong members. With our numbers and strength, it should be easy enough to overthrow their pack leader.”

      Shit. Not this pack. Ben didn’t want that to happen to any pack, of course, but definitely not this one. His pack.

      His true pack.

      “There’s also a witch’s coven,” he blurted.

      Vape’s hands slammed down onto the vinyl tabletop. His fingers curled, his nails digging into the soft covering while his jaw clenched and veins popped out on his forehead. The air around his body shimmered and sparked with magic, like he was fighting the urge to shift.

      After a few moments, he blew out a long breath and relaxed his stance, his fingers straightening while he smoothed his hands across the now mangled top of the card table.

      “They will be the first to go,” he said quietly.

      Damn it. That hadn’t been the deterrent Ben had hoped for.

      “Tomorrow, take Durango and Nick and go back into town. Figure out where the pack leader lives. Gather as much information on his or her security as you can. I want to know how many wolves are here and what their capabilities are. I want to know how much of a fight we will encounter when we take over, how many we will be able to absorb, and how many will likely be killed.”

      Shit. Ben needed to get to Estella and give her a full report.

      The pack was in danger, and he had no idea how to stop the tsunami that was coming.
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