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Blurb

Are you a good witch or a bad witch? Or maybe it all comes down to circumstance? There’s no such thing as black and white. Sometimes all you get is gray.

Dalia Blakely is a white witch, who is jaded and tired of running. The ghosts of her past always seem to catch up to her no matter how fast she seems to run.  Lately, she hasn’t been getting that need to escape and she finds herself in maybe a false sense of security. 

All she really wants is a place she belongs, where she can finally be herself again. But will her secrets get in the way of her happily ever after?

Logan and Lucian, twin Alphas, have been searching for their Omega for years. When all seems lost and their hope all but gone a scent catches on the wind. Did their Omega just stumble into their lives by chance?  What could be the odds?

Leon has been having dreams of a faceless female, and he believes the Moon Goddess may be responsible. It feels as though time is of the essence to find this nameless female that he believes to be his mate.  When he gets a call about a break-in he encounters an Omega, which might just be a part of a cold case that happened thirteen years ago. What are the chances that she’s also his dream Omega?

However, I doubt the Elders are going to make it easy on them. I think it just might take a bit of heart, a little wisdom, and a lot of courage to see this through.

A Word of Caution

​Trigger Warnings

Dear readers,

This book is intended for an 18+ audience and may be troubling for some readers.  This book contains graphic violence and sexual content.  Due to sexual acts, violence, and language reader discretion is advised.  

Kinks/fetishes within the book include, but are not limited to:  

Light breeding kinks, light dom/sub, and the female main character will end up with multiple partners.  Sex without a condom. Biting/ primal.  Knotting.  

If these are triggers for you then please do not read.  Thank you.

Throw me to the wolves and I’ll return leading the pack.
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​Dalia  

We are the children of the Moon Goddess.  A race of witches that weren’t burnt at the stake for crimes we never committed.  We were the ones who escaped.  We are the children who survived the cruel butchery of innocent women.  Our ancestors were smart enough to choose to escape deep into the forest and go into hiding when they saw how bad it was getting.

There are several different types of witches that I probably won’t be able to name all.  I’ll take the time to name a few of the more common ones.  There are potion masters, seers, natural witches who dabble in plants, and white witches who use moon magic and dream magic.  As I said, the list could go on and on.  

However, the list of forbidden magic is much shorter.  About fifty years ago to this day black magic and blood magic have been banned and outlawed by officials.  If you are caught using such magic it is punishable by death.  These types of magics were known to force blood bonds, summon demons, control the unwilling, and many more nefarious acts. 

We are not the only race out there of course.  There are humans, witches, wolf shifters, angelic beings as well and demonic ones too; just to name a few.  I’m also rather positive there are dragons in these parts as well.  The majority of this information is hidden away from the bulk of society to keep the balance and peace between everyone.  It would not do us well to have another hunt on our hands.

There was a time when all races once lived together in peace.  However, something heinous happened during that time, nearly five hundred years ago.

The only reason why I know of these races is because my father taught me when I was younger.  I know my father was in a higher position than most and that’s why he was privy to such information.  I was young at the time and I’m pretty sure he was never supposed to tell me these things, but he went against tradition and did it anyway.  

The Moon legends that my father taught me about stated that we, the witches, were the chosen ones to hold the balance between the races.  The witches don’t govern every race either.  We do, however, govern ourselves and we were supposed to govern the humans and wolf shifters as well.  I’m sure there are more races it is a mighty wide world out there but for the time being, we will move on.

The Moon Goddess once had a more active role with her children.  However, it was also around the time when Omegas were being killed off because of their power by their own Alphas.  It was truly a sad affair and at the time the witches were unable to help.  Given that this was also the same time that humans were hunting us down and burning us at the stake for crimes never committed.  There will also always be those who lust overpowers that they do not control.

We learned our lessons the hard way and that’s how we found ourselves in hiding amongst those we once called friends.  Time passed and the witches began to blend back in with the humans as we always have.  We kept to ourselves and never forgot the lesson we were taught.  That to show our true selves is a death warrant.  

We hid in plain sight and watched over what we could.  Still trying our best to guide the balance of the races when we were able to.  When we were finally able to come back into the fold of things, life had changed.  Witches only looked out for themselves because the other races chose not to heed our warnings.  They deemed us as crazy, and we stopped speaking of our truths for their comfort.  To keep ourselves safe we chose to keep ourselves quiet.  

There were those among the witch community who that believed if others would not listen then let those races perish.  No one came to our rescue when we needed it.  I think a lot of us were jaded at that point.  Having lost our homes, families, and purpose will do that to a person.

There are few towns now that are solely made up of witches.  These towns are created with magical barriers so that witches can live freely and without fear of being discovered.  Those towns hold the schools where young witches are supposedly able to learn their magic in a safe controlled environment or, so I’ve been told.

I sometimes find myself wondering if we could have possibly changed this outcome.  Maybe if we had done better.  Maybe if we tried to help one another instead of turning our backs on each other.  Maybe if we had forced balance and peace upon the other races even though that is not the witch’s way.  

I think maybe if we had taken the time to care and love each other than the outcome would have been much different.  However, greed and power quickly won out against the masses.  It’s a shame because all this suffering could have been avoided but I suppose without the lessons, we will never learn.  

So maybe this time around we will learn our lesson. 
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Dalia

The mind is a terrible thing to waste.  It is the keeper of our memories, greatest fears, cherished moments, and deepest desires.  Some of those memories can be tarnished and fade over time, but still they remain.  

The mind is a terrible thing to waste.  Sometimes there are moments that we would rather not remember though.  There are moments so cruel and hideous that you plead for the void to take them.  Sometimes, we lose our grip on reality and are only left with illusions.

The mind is a terrible thing to waste.  Revenge plots and schemes travel through an electric storm of neurons.  It’s what keeps you warm at night when everything else has been taken away in one fell swoop.  

Sometimes, life isn’t that black and white.  Sometimes, life is filled with gray matter that you have to sift through.  It is where morals and values become a thin line, and once you cross them you can never go back.  
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Dalia

“Are you a good witch, or a bad witch, Dalia?” My father asked one night before bedtime.  Fuck, not this again.  It’s always the same nightmare whether I’m awake or dreaming it makes no difference.  I’m sure it’s some form of PTSD, and even though I know this it doesn’t help much.  The images still haunt my mind like an unruly spirit hellbent on torturing me.  

I pondered the question for a long moment, “A good witch, I think.”  How truly naïve I was back then.  So young and innocent.  My father looked me in my eyes and said, “Just remember munchkin, a good witch heals, and a bad witch harms.  If you follow the compass of your heart, then you will never go wrong.”  Being the foolish child I was, I smiled brightly and shouted to the moon goddess above, “I am Dalia and I'm a good witch!”

“Hush now, munchkin.  It’s late and well past your bedtime,” my father said in a gentle voice.  He ushered me into the little cupboard that I slept in because it made me feel safe.  He tucked me in with my favorite purple velvet blanket and kissed me on the forehead.  “Sleep tight, don't let the bed bugs bite.”  Then he gently closed the door.  

Sometimes I found myself wondering why he closed the door all the way.  It was peculiar because he would normally leave it open a crack to let some light in, but I had just been a child who thought nothing of it and closed my eyes and went to bed.  I was too tired to put up a fuss about it being closed all the way.  

Dave slams his hand on my wooden dining table officially jolting me out of my little dream nightmare, “Dalia, did you even hear a thing I’ve been saying?”  I blink my eyes rapidly ridding the sting behind my eyes and trying my best to focus on the here and now.  I swallow down the bile trying to crawl up my throat from the images still fresh in my mind.

When Dave finally comes into focus his lips are pulled into a sneer.  I cringe shaking my head, “No, sorry.  What were you saying?”  He swipes his hand down his face like he’s frustrated with me.  I can’t help that I zone out now and again.  It happens.  Sometimes it happens without me even being aware.

“Typical Dalia behavior.  What’s more important than what I was saying, Dalia?  I would love to know what floats around in that air-head of yours,” he grits out.  My eyes narrow on him.  He’s been more brazen with his words lately.

I had met Dave at a dive bar one night a couple of months back.  I had the aching need to get out of my home before the four white walls came crashing down on me.  I couldn’t stand the feeling and that’s how I found myself at a little dive bar across town.

I was ordering my drink and when I stepped back, I ended up stepping on his shoes and nearly toppling over in the process.  I mumbled an awkward apology and felt his hand run up my side making me feel even more nervous with the encounter.  I didn’t look back as I set off to find a quiet booth for myself.  Sipping my drink and minding my own business he slid into the booth opposite of me.

Sure, he was gorgeous.  The type of male that knew he was pretty with his dirty blond hair and light brown eyes.  But that was really all there was about him.  He had been dressed in a black button-up shirt that stretched along his muscles and dark denim jeans.  What I hadn’t known at the time was that his insides did not match the outer exterior.

I had only been dating him for the last two months, and it was starting to grate on my nerves.  I should have just walked away from him after meeting him at the bar.  It would have saved me a ton of emotional damage, but it was that loneliness that chewed on my insides that led me to such a poor life choice.  

I can’t help but wonder about my bad life choices especially when I pick up a dry piece of toast and take a small bite.  Mmm, cardboard.  Did I mention that I somehow managed to pick up a freakin’ health nut?  You know the kind.  The ones that love to deprive themselves of delicious food and lazy days.  

He had a damn opinion about every single one of my life choices and was always looking for ways to change me.  We couldn’t have been more opposite if we tried.  Hence the super healthy breakfast that I was currently trying to choke down.  He loved trying to enforce his ideas onto me with little snide comments that burrowed their way under my skin like a bad rash I couldn’t seem to get rid of.

Slowly breaking down my self-esteem little by little.  I was just sick of hearing his voice at this point.  What made matters even worse was that the sex wasn’t even that good to justify to me that being in this relationship was worth it.

Between the healthy force-feedings, the constant ridicule of my appearance, and the cruel judgment I was truly at my wit's end.  When it first started happening, I swallowed down the overwhelming need to retaliate and make him feel as bad as he made me feel.  Somehow all that did was make me into his punching bag.  I wasn’t prone to being a pushover, but my father’s words about what kind of witch I was always seemed to ring inside my ears.

That and the need for companionship had me always biting my tongue and just accepting it.  A sad excuse for putting up with such treatment that I never deserved.  At this point, I think I would rather be alone.  I quite enjoy my company, especially when compared to such a toxic person’s company.  I sit quietly contemplating this all in my head as I glare at my little wooden kitchen table.  

“You know you’d be so much prettier if you just smiled more,” he says nonchalantly like it doesn’t matter one way or the other.  I tense and my eye starts to twitch.  I slowly lift my head and glare over at him.  I just hate him at this point.  There’s no getting around that anymore.

I take a deep breath through my nose and force myself to set down the fork I’m currently white-knuckling in my grip.  That way I don’t accidently stab him to death with it.  Something I much rather be doing instead of eating this joke of a breakfast.  I could almost guarantee I’d find great joy in doing so, I’m sure of it.  However, I also knew that I didn’t look good in orange, so I refrained from doing any light stabbing today.  

“You know what Dave,” I murmur as I hold eye contact with him instead of shying away like my body was screaming to do, “I don't think this is working out.”  Yep, guess that’s where my morning was heading, but at this point, I no longer cared.  Fuck him and fuck his face.  There was no way in hell I was going to sit here and allow this to happen any longer.  I hit my breaking point, clearly, and he’s just lucky I have enough self-awareness not to choose violence today.  

“Huh, what do you mean Ally?”  He stares at me stupidly like I couldn’t possibly be doing this.  I blink slowly at him as my fake name falls from his mouth.  I never give out my birth name.  My upper lip pulls up in a sneer of disgust, and I thank the goddess I will never hear him calling me by my real name.

Ever since my parents were murdered it had become a rule of thumb to hide my identity.  I still find it strange to answer to another name even though it’s been years.  I let out a sigh to reign in some of my frustration.  

I felt it was best for Dalia to die alongside my parents on that horrible day.  I didn’t know who killed them exactly, but I had a very vague idea.  I was only thirteen when this nightmare of mine began.  That kind of trauma makes it hard to trust anyone anymore.  Well, except for just one person, I met him by chance a few years back.  Mitch.  He’s the only person that has never made me feel like I couldn’t trust him.

“Look, it's not me, it's you,” my voice comes out cold and detached as I stare into his eyes.  He doesn’t seem to catch what I say as he begins to sputter, but I go on, “We’re over, ‘kay thanks.”  I really should dial back my inner brat, but I can’t seem to find it in me to stay cordial right now.

“Are you fucking serious, right now!?!  I brought you breakfast trying to do something nice for you and yet here you’re breaking up with me?”  His voice keeps escalating in volume the longer he’s speaking until he’s yelling at me.  I force myself to remain perfectly still.  How the hell did he not see this one coming is beyond me.  

I count backward from ten hoping against hope that he’ll run out of steam soon.  Finally, he stops shouting and I’m about to ask him to leave when he lets out an exasperated sigh.

“I see you’re having a moment, Ally.  I forgive you,” my eyebrows shoot up to my hairline at the audacity of this idiot, and I’m stunned speechless.  Crossing his arms over his chest with a smug smile on his stupid face has me seeing red. 

“I am not having a moment,” I slowly grit out past my clenched jaw, “you’re not worth the toxicity that you spread, and I don’t need you around causing me emotional damage.  I can’t even say that the sex is good.”  I probably should have stopped while I was ahead because now his face is bright red with anger by the time I finish speaking.

“I didn’t hear you complaining the other night,” he snarls trying to regain his masculinity.

I let out a scoff, “are you kidding me right now?  You can’t be that stupid, right?  I’ve never gotten off with you between my thighs.”  Oh look, the little vein on his forehead looks like it’s about to explode.

“FUCK YOU,” he shouts.

“No, fuck you, Dave,” I say calmly, “I need you to leave.  Now.”

He stands abruptly slamming his chair back behind him in the process and the noise causes me to flinch out of instinct.  He must notice my reaction because a nasty smile curls his lips and makes me want to pick up my fork once more.  No stabbing, I tell myself sternly.  After what feels like forever of us staring each other down he turns on his heel and storms out of my house slamming the front door shut on his way out.

Breathing a sigh of relief, I slump down in my chair for a couple of moments trying to collect myself.  I’m left both completely emotionally drained, and like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders.  I slowly get up from my little kitchen table and go to lock the front door just in case.

I dump Dave’s “breakfast” in the trash with a sneer of disgust on my face.  Sitting back down at the table I pick up my mug of coffee and take a small sip.  I cringe when I realize it’s gone cold.  Today is clearly not my day, I let out a huff of annoyance and get up to reheat my coffee.    

Dave’s words keep replaying inside my mind by the time I sit back down with my now hot coffee.  Dave’s opinions of me don’t matter, I tell myself repeatedly but it’s like my subconscious mind won’t take the hint.  My emotions begin to rise, and I feel so foolish when I should have known better.

I saw all the red flags waving around like a damn amusement park, but still, I skipped merrily along to my admission ticket.  What the fuck was wrong with me?  Is this truly what I deserve?  Some second-rate fucker that couldn’t care less about me?  I growl under my breath as I take a long sip of my coffee and contemplate my epic failure.  

He only cared about the idea of me and even though I told myself it didn’t matter; it didn’t make it hurt any less.  It didn’t hurt now that it was over.  No, I felt ecstatic now that he’s gone.  That should be my first clue that this little relationship was doomed from the start.  I guess we were both using each other to get what we wanted.  I didn’t want to be alone, and he wanted to control someone.

For once, I would love to find myself in a relationship where I didn’t hate myself over it.  Guys like Dave were beautiful to look at, but that was only surface-level.  Most of the time they held no real value.  He was a narcissistic asshole causing me to retreat further into myself instead of trying to be my best version.

Part of me was desperately seeking love at any cost.  I cringe internally at my needy ways.  I think it’s definitely time for me to go on a no-guy ban until I can get my mind straight.  I’m just so tired of picking up weak boys pretending to be men.  

With my mind decided I take a deep breath trying to calm my nerves and all I want to do is leave.  I know that if I stay in my apartment then all I’ll do is dwell on every small insignificant detail about what happened.  I’ll probably even talk myself into taking him back.  Goddess, sometimes I feel pathetic.  

I drain my coffee and stand up going to the sink to wash it out.  I set it next to my coffee machine because you just never know when you might need a little caffeine boost throughout the day.  I make a snap decision to leave instead of dwelling on my woes.  

I grab my keys and purse off the side table next to the front door and head out before I can talk myself out of it.  Jogging down the stairs with a lightness I haven’t felt in quite some time I get to my truck in record time.  I drive without a real destination in my mind, just happy to leave the negative feelings behind.

Cranking up the music until it feels like my bones are rattling along with the music I sing along at the top of my lungs.  The kind of music that drowns out everything else and numbs some of the pain, even if it is for just a moment.  

Driving has always been my ultimate freedom.  Nothing could catch me if I was driving fast enough.  So, I just drove and that’s how eventually I found myself sitting outside a cute little bookstore.    

When real men fail you, I suppose it’s always safe to turn to fictional ones.  At least they won’t break my heart.  A small smile tugs at my lips, and I sigh in contentment at my destination.

The bookshop is a cute little old-fashioned style building with forest green awnings and beautiful displays in the front windows.  I glanced around noticing that this building looked rather out of place.  Their sign above the store read, ‘Just another Fairytale,’ and of course, being an avid reader, my whole body lit up with excitement to go exploring.

Hopping out of my truck I grab my bag and head toward the entrance of the little shop.  When I push open the stained-glass window door a little bell chime welcomes me in.  I let the door fall shut with an almost quiet thud.

The shelves are clustered with all shapes and sizes of books.  Some were leather-bound and others simply paperbacks.  Sunlight from the early autumn morning streams through the stained-glass windows, casting a warm and inviting atmosphere that has a smile tugging at the corners of my lips.

Stepping further into the bookshop I’m greeted by a small old lady with a gentle smile on her face.  She pushes her wire-framed glasses up the bridge of her nose as she stands from behind the counter, her hands placed on top of a well-worn book that she must have just put down.  

“Oh hello, deary, welcome to my bookshop,” she walks around her counter, and in a stage whisper she says to me, “There’s a cute young man in the fantasy section that might be waiting for you.”  

She tilts her head in the direction that she seems to want me to go.  I try to hide my smile behind my hand and take the hint, “Thanks, I’ll check him out.”  I head towards the fantasy section to look through the novels that I think she’s indicating.
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Chapter Two
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​Lucian  

I’m impatiently standing by the car as I wait for my twin brother, Logan, to get the hell out of the bookshop.  He knew I wasn’t going to be in the store for that long.  We have frozen food for crying out loud.  I really should learn to start giving him a time limit before going into the grocery store.  Like he would even pay attention to the time.

If he had it his way, he’d probably spend the entire day in there.  I’m glaring at the entrance to the shop right now like that will somehow trigger some twin power and rush his ass along.  He’s probably in there looking to add more book porn to his collection, but hey I can’t really knock it when he always seems to get the females.

When it comes to the opposite sex, I’m the complete opposite of my brother.  I’m painfully shy and never know what the hell to even say to them.  I fumble over my words and generally make a total ass out of myself in the process.

A cringe racks through my entire body as my mind decides at that moment to supply me with the last time I tried to talk to a female.  I’m positive she thought I had some kind of messed up issues.  I always manage to make a situation even more awkward than I should have the right to.  It’s like my superpower or some shit.

The Omega female was cute with light brown hair and a little button nose.  I had glanced over the produce section just in time to see her checking me out.  She gave me a small smile and I smiled back like any normal Alpha would do.  But then I had to go and open my mouth.  I.  OPENED.  MY.  MOUTH.  

Of course, I couldn’t be normal like every other Alpha out there in the world.  No, that would have been just too damn easy.  Instead, I simply asked if her melons were ripe, and she blinked at me.  She looked down at her chest as she huffed a little irritated breath and walked off since I obviously offended her.

I really did mean the melons in her damn cart that she was pushing.  How was I supposed to know that she was sensitive about her tits?  Shaking my head to clear the cringey memory away I let out a grumpy sound and kicked the back tire of the car.

I had dreaded running into her again at the grocery store earlier, but the Goddess was on my side for once.  I managed to get in and out without any incidents.  I took my time in the store knowing Logan would want to be in the bookshop for a while.  Well, as much time as I could spare anyway.  I sure as hell didn’t want to test fate.

I had hoped he’d be out here by now, but he wasn’t.  I huff out an irritated breath as I pace back and forth in front of the car like some kind of caged animal.  I even loaded the car already while waiting for him, but still no proof of life.  He’s going to make me go in there and drag his ass out kicking and screaming I just know it.

Not gonna lie though.  This bookshop helped me out since Logan was like an overgrown child when I had to take him to the grocery store with him.  Whenever Logan came with me, we would end up with random things in the cart that we didn’t need.  Last time he snuck in post-it notes, a random bar of soap that smelt like lemons, and a cheese grater all while I wasn’t looking.  So, it just made more sense to split up so that we both ended up getting what we wanted.

I swipe my hand down my face in frustration growing more antsy with the need to get home.  I paced the length of the car once more like it would help the matter.  It didn’t help.  I grumble under my breath, he’s just lucky it’s the middle of autumn and cold enough outside that the food will be fine.

I’m still ranting away inside my head when I catch a scent on the wind causing me to stop dead in my tracks.  I tilt my head slightly into the breeze and breathe deeply.  The scent smells like sage and lavender with a hint of... I take another deep inhale... a hint of nutmeg.

My whole body shudders from the pleasant scent, and this overwhelming need to find who it belongs to takes over.  I don’t even care if I make a fool of myself right now.  I just need to know who’s at the other end of this scent.

Quickly locking up the car I take another breath of the scent before it’s carried away by the wind.  The only place close to the scent is the bookshop.  I shrug my broad shoulders and head straight inside to find who I’m looking for.

“Oh, hello there,” a kind old lady says from behind the counter, “my shop hasn’t been this busy in what seems like forever. You do look very familiar though,” she says with a cheeky grin.  She must have been referring to my twin because we look exactly alike except for the fact that my hair is long and currently typed up in a bun whereas my brother has much shorter messier hair.  

I smile politely before turning to go in search of the scent that I’m now on the hunt for.  “She’s in the fantasy section,” the old lady calls from behind me.  I’m not sure if she’s a wolf but she has great instincts that’s for sure.  I head towards what I think is the fantasy section of the shop at a clipped pace. 

Suddenly out of the corner of my eye, I catch sight of my brother, Logan, mirroring my movements a couple of aisles across from me.  He must have been drawn to the same scent as me.  I round the corner where the smell gets stronger and once again, I’m blown away by the scent as I stare at the most stunningly beautiful creature in front of me.

Her brown chestnut hair falls down her thick body to the middle of her back in waves.  I can’t seem to help myself as my gaze wanders lower down to her little plump ass that’s wiggling around.  I realize she’s trying to balance herself on one of the shelves.  Her curves make me want to just sink my canines into them.

She’s tiptoeing in her little black boots as she tries to reach a book off the top shelf but she’s still too short to reach it.  Her little hand reaches out trying to grab at it but missing completely.  She gives a cute little frustrated huff and grabs onto one shelf; wait was she about to climb the shelves to get the book?  

Yep, no sooner than I think that, she does exactly that.  She steadies her foot on one of the bottom shelves and goes to pull herself upward.  I find myself lunging forward grabbing her around her soft middle, so she doesn't hurt herself.  I bite the inside of my cheek to keep the groan in.  “Here let me, gorgeous,” I gently pulled her back from the shelves not wanting to let her go, “which one did you want?”  

She looks back at me with wide surprised piercing green eyes.  The kind of eyes I could easily get lost in.  My arm subconsciously tightens around her and I find myself pulling her closer.  My gaze darts down to her lips and I find that all it would take would be for me to lean down ever so slightly to see if they were as soft as they looked.  

Her little face flushes as she clears her throat.  I force my eyes to lift and meet hers.  There’s amusement now in her bright green eyes.  Her blush deepens as she whispers, probably more to herself than to me, “I thought she was talking about a book.”

It takes me a moment to realize what she’s talking about before a burst of laughter escapes me, and I shake my head.  She’s obviously talking about the lady up at the front.  That cheeky old lady must have known what she was doing as she sent us all back here.

The mysterious female in my arms shifts causing her scent to intensify.  I have to fight my instincts not to bury my nose against my mystery girl’s neck.  I bite back a groan as this insatiable need to claim her barrels through my system.  Of course, Logan lets out an undignified grunt at that moment.  My eyes narrow when I look back at him and he shrugs giving me a small smirk in return.

She clears her throat nervously and takes a step back from me forcing me to release my hold on her.  She runs her little hands down her black dress as if to smooth out nonexistent wrinkles in the fabric.  “I, uh... I’m gonna go,” she points her thumb over her shoulder.  Clearly, she hasn’t noticed my brother yet.  She glances up at me and then quickly averts her eyes again.  

“It’s okay you can climb me to get your book,” the words come tumbling out of my mouth before I can even think of what I’m saying.  I feel my face begin to heat with embarrassment just as she lets out a sweet little giggle.  She shakes her head and turns to go, only to slam right into my twin brother’s chest.

“Holy fuck there’s two of you,” she whispers hoarsely as she stumbles back from Logan and glances up into his face.  A very wolfish grin spreads across his expression.  Her green eyes dart between us as she begins to fidget with the sleeve of her dark green cloak.  

As our gazes clash once more, I feel a sudden pull in my chest.  My eyes widened in shock before I could even get control of it.  I’m at a loss for words as I stare at her but something inside me refuses to allow her out of my sight.  That can’t happen.  I feel my wolf begin to stir in the back of my mind.

“Well, hello there beautiful,” Logan growls making himself look like a psychopath and I subtly shake my head at him.  Trying my best to get him to knock it off.  Ignoring me he takes a step closer to her causing her to quickly step back and in her haste, she bumps into the shelf behind her.  I find myself stepping towards her as well just in case she needs me again.  Or at least that’s what I tell myself.  

“Um hi,” she mumbles as she looks down at her boots and then back up at him.  Her little hands clench in the fabric of her cloak showing her nervousness as she mumbles, “I, uh, didn’t mean to back up into you.  I’m just going to, uh, go now.”  

The longer she rambles the brighter her cheeks get.  Her eyes dart around in search of an exit that she’s not going to find.  At least not with two Alphas standing in her way.  I find I quite like that shade of pink on her, especially when we’re the ones causing it.  

“But you just got here,” I cut Logan a glare.  What the fuck is he doing?  Trying to scare her off?  He takes another step closer, and with nowhere else to go she endures him stepping into her personal space.  

MINE, my wolf growls low in the back of my head and as if on instinct she glances up at me and lets out a little gasp.  If I had to chance a guess, I’m assuming my eyes are shining brighter with how close my wolf is to the surface right now.  I feel my canines begin to elongate in my mouth as well.  I shake my head trying to clear it from my wolf’s instincts.

“So, you’re both shifters.  Uh, cool.  If you could just scoot that way, I can get by you...”  When Logan doesn’t move, I watch her twist her fists in the fabric of her cloak.  Instead, he bends down and takes a deep breath of her scent.  I’m completely shocked by his reaction to this female.  I’ve never seen my brother act weird in front of a female before.  No, that role usually falls to me.
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