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Chapter 1


Declan





Who the hell do I have to bang to get a drink around here?” 

All the men in expensive suits standing around ignoring me froze, and I worked to hold back a laugh. My manager, Mason, growled softly from a few feet away, but I pretended not to notice.

We’d been at this stupid label party all night, and my drink had been empty for at least half an hour. There was only so much self-control I had left.

Besides, I’d been on my best behavior the whole time. I was just thirsty and sick of being talked over. Was it my fault these record execs had such large sticks up their asses? 

“Uh,” one of them said, finally breaking the silence. “Sorry. Let me just find Will–”

“Oh no,” I yelled over him, causing even more people to stop and stare. “I’m not fucking some dude for a little champagne. That’s too far.”

The man blanched, and it took everything in me to keep the smile off my face. “Of course, we would never expect–”

“A handy maybe, but only with the lights off. And I’m sayin’ maybe.”

The poor guy’s eyes went wide as his face turned red, and this time I couldn’t stop the chuckle from bursting out of my mouth.

“You’re an idiot,” Theo muttered from next to me, but I ignored my bandmate. He’d become a lot less fun since he found his fated mate a few years ago.

I shrugged and held up my empty champagne flute as I heard the sounds of rapidly approaching feet. “Will, darling,” I called as I waved the glass in the air. “Be a dear and fetch me some more champagne.”

“Here you go, sir.”

My whole body froze as my gut twisted deep inside me. I turned to find one of the caterers in their frumpy black and white uniforms, but this wasn’t the dude I was expecting. Instead, it was a woman with long ginger hair tied into a braid at the back of her head and dark green eyes that seemed to see right through me.

I stood there and stared at her for a long time as one of her brows quirked, and her face fell. “Um,” she said, her voice like a fucking melody. “Did you want this?” she asked as she nodded to the glass of champagne she was still holding out to me.

“Shit,” I muttered as I reached for it. My fingers brushed against her smooth skin, and my gut churned harder. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, her words trembling just the slightest as she placed her hand back on the serving tray. 

She started to leave, and I jumped into action. I’m not sure if she was trying to get back to her job or trying to get away from me, but it didn’t matter. 

I needed to talk to her.

“Will, you are by far the hottest guy I’ve ever seen,” I blurted out.

She gasped, and I could smell the blood rush to the surface of her skin, but there was something else. A hint of something wild. Something ancient.

She was a werewolf like me.

Her pretty eyes darted to mine, and my heart began to thump unevenly. But when they slowly narrowed, I felt my balls shrivel up into my abdomen.

“Do I look like a guy to you?” she asked, with a wave at herself.

I took that as an invitation to stare and wasted no time gluing my eyes to every curve of her body. They weren’t easy to find under the shapeless clothes, but it didn’t really matter. She’d be hot in a fucking garbage bag.

“The shitty uniform is a little deceiving, but no. You definitely look like a chick to me.” Her eyes lit with fire, and I couldn’t hold back a smile. “Why do you have a dude’s name then?”

She rolled her eyes and turned away. “My name isn’t Will. It’s Willow.”

That should have been that.

She was just another caterer at another label party. Sure, she was hot, but so were hundreds of other girls in this city. 

Besides, if she was interested, she wouldn’t be walking away from me right now. She’d be batting those long eyelashes and giggling at all my lame jokes while trying to get me to invite her back to my place. 

Instead, she was walking the other way, her ass swaying so hypnotically, I took a step in her direction before I could stop myself.

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” I turned to find another bandmate, Sawyer, standing behind me with a concerned look on his face. Before I could open my mouth and lie, he spoke again. “You know how the label’s been on Mason about our image. Fucking the caterer is not a good look.”

“I’m not gonna fuck the caterer. I just want a drink.”

Sawyer snorted as his twin brother Walker joined us. “Right.”

I rolled my eyes as I turned away. “Why don’t you concern yourself with your own chick? Your phone sex session last week was pitiful. I really expected more from a couple who’s been together for so many years.”

Sawyer’s face turned bright red, but I walked away before he could say anything. It wasn’t easy getting under the stoic werewolf’s skin, but like always, I somehow managed.

“So, Will,” I said as I stepped up next to her. “Are you from around here?”

Her green eyes went wide before she apologized to the suits she was serving champagne to. “Did you need something, sir?” she asked when she turned back toward me, that fire in her gaze already stoked to life.

“Sure. I’ll take a drink.”

Willow glanced down at my hand still holding a full champagne flute and ground her teeth together. “You haven’t even finished that one,” she said before she turned to walk away again.

I moved to block her path as I lifted the glass to my lips and drained it. Truthfully, I shouldn’t be drinking like this in public, but it wasn’t like it would do anything to me. Our metabolisms were too fast for regular human alcohol to have an effect. But still, if Mason was worried about our image, slamming back champagne at a label event wouldn’t look good.

But that didn’t stop me.

When the liquid was gone, I set the empty glass on her tray and held out my hand. “Now I’ll take that drink.”

Willow ground her teeth again as she handed me another flute of champagne. “Here you go.”

I purposely reached out and wrapped my hand around both her fingers and the glass. The low-grade stomachache I’d had since I first heard her voice finally dissipated, and I sighed in relief.

“Um.”

I looked up to find Willow’s horrified eyes darting from my face to where I still held her hand. A low chuckle rumbled out of my chest before I finally took the glass and let her go. “Thanks,” I said as I lifted it to my lips again.

My eyes didn’t leave her for a second, so I didn’t miss the harsh way her throat bobbed as she watched me. And even though the party was way too loud, it was impossible to miss how fast her heart was racing.

She stood there for another few moments before she blinked and shook her head. Willow backed up a step and spoke again. “Enjoy your evening,” she said before she spun on her heel and walked away.

This was another opportunity to do the right thing. To leave this woman alone and let her do her job. To be on my best behavior so Mason didn’t bitch. 

But again, I didn’t do that.

“Hey, do you like swords?” I asked Willow as I caught up to her again.

She glanced at me out of the corner of her eye but didn’t stop walking. “Not particularly.”

“Why not?” I asked, my voice carrying over the other conversations around us.

Willow’s face blanched as her gaze darted around us. “I’m just not the biggest fan of weapons,” she whispered before she tried to walk away again.

“Ah, but a weapon is only bad if it’s used to do bad things, right?” I asked as I followed her.

Willow glanced at me out of the corner of her eye. “I suppose.”

“That’s why I think you’d like my sword,” I announced. “It’s never been used for evil, only good.”

She stopped walking away and turned to me with a cocked brow. Her dark eyes raked along my body before she finally dragged them to my face again. “Ah. I see.” Willow’s graceful hands repositioned on the serving tray before she started speaking again. “Well, sir, I’m not interested in your sword or any other weapon you may possess. If you’d like something to drink, I’d be more than happy to help you.”

“I’d be happier talking about my sword.”

Willow’s eyes dipped below my belt before her pale cheeks turned pink, and she cleared her throat. “I’d be happier doing my job.”

Her words were sharp, but not sharp enough to deter me.

“Okay, we can talk about your job.”

Willow blew out a deep breath through her teeth, and I held back a laugh. “I didn’t say I wanted to talk about my job, I said I wanted to do my job.”

I waved a hand like the distinction didn’t matter. “How long have you been a caterer? Is it something you always wanted to do? Did you consider the uniform before taking the job? Because it’s horrendous.”

Willow squeezed her eyes closed and took another deep breath, this one through her nose. “Sir—,”

“It’s Declan.”

Her lids snapped open, and her green eyes blazed my way. “Sir,” she repeated with more venom this time. “Can I get you something to drink?”

Seeing that she wasn’t in the mood to talk about her job or that uniform, I switched lanes. “Sure. Could I get some moonshine?”

Willow’s eyes flashed my way, and I knew she knew what I meant. I was talking about the alcohol specially made for werewolves and only served at very specific places. If she didn’t know what I was before, she sure as shit did now.

“No,” she finally replied, her voice lower than before. “They don’t serve that here.”

I sighed loudly and held out my hand. “I guess champagne will have to do.”

Willow watched me carefully for a moment, her teeth digging into her bottom lip as she did. Finally, she straightened up and said, “They have wine too if you want. And I think I saw some beer in the fridge in the back.”

My stomach cramped even harder as I studied the sweet expression on her face. Gone were the lines of irritation I’d caused, and without them, she was even more stunning. I realized I’d been staring too long when her brows furrowed, and her lips quirked to the side.

“A beer would be great, actually.”

Willow nodded and turned for the back door before I could say anything else. I watched her ass again as I wondered how far I was going to take this.

Sawyer was right. The label had more than a few meetings with Mason recently about the headlines we created, and I knew he was getting fed up. Between Walker’s pregnancy scandal with the roadie, Theo getting shot by Mason’s assistant, and Roman’s physical altercation with the paparazzi, we’d had a rough couple of years.

But there was something about Willow I just couldn’t ignore. Something that drew me to her in a way I’d never felt before. Something that told me to not let this one go.

I’d never been so sure of something in my life, and the dicks at our record label weren’t going to keep me from her.

That feeling in my gut intensified, and I looked up in time to see Willow coming through the back door with her tray empty except for one drink. Her eyes met mine, and I watched a million emotions race through them as she walked back over to me.

Wariness. Suspicion. Interest. Anxiety. Fear. Hope. And then nothing.

She blinked, and her face was wiped clean of any thought she might be having. I didn’t know how she’d done it, but the door she’d just slammed between us was locked up tight.

“Here,” she said as she handed me a frosty glass of beer with a slice of orange wedged onto the rim. “I hope you like Blue Moon because that’s all they have back there.”

I could feel the moment growing awkward as I stared at the condensation sliding down the glass. Finally, I cleared my throat and threw on the best idiotic smile I could manage. “You did all this for me?”

Willow’s cheeks turned pink again as she looked away. I could tell I’d made her uncomfortable, and I hated that.

Without thinking I grabbed her free hand and dragged her closer. I dipped my head and looked straight into her eyes as I said, “I think I’m in love. Will you marry me?”

Her pink lips fell open with shock, and I even heard her breath hitch in her throat before my words sank in, and she rolled her eyes. 

“We don’t get married,” she muttered as she pulled her hand from my grasp and took a step back.

She was referring to the fact that werewolves mated instead of marrying, and I just grinned. “I could make an exception for you,” I said with a wink.

Willow’s expression didn’t change, but I still heard her heart stutter in her chest. Despite how hard she tried to act unaffected, she wasn’t. And that was all I needed to know.

“What are you doing after work?” I asked as I took a small step in her direction.

Her eyes darted around the packed room before landing on mine again. “Um.”

“That sounds like fun. Can I join you?”

This time Willow’s gaze grew wide as she looked up at me. “Um.”

“Willow!”

Her heart stopped beating for a moment before she straightened up and glanced over my shoulder. “I need to go,” she said as she tried to step around me.

I moved with her. “But what if I need another drink?”

“There are a dozen other servers here,” she said as she tried to take another step away from me.

“Okay, but what about after your shift? Are you free?” I asked as I shadowed her again.

“I… don’t think so.” This time she actually made it past me.

“Why not?” 

She turned back to me and glanced around to make sure no one was paying attention to us. “That just sounds like a really, really bad idea.”

“Sometimes bad ideas lead to the most fun.”

“Goodbye Declan,” she said before she spun around and walked away.

I watched her ass sway as she hurried away from me. Now I needed to figure out a way to get her to say my name again.








  
  

Chapter 2


Willow





Why is Declan Holmes staring at you right now?” 

I worked to swallow past my dry throat, but it wasn’t easy. “Who?”

Vicki scoffed as she turned to me with a hand on her hip. “You’re telling me you don’t know who Declan Holmes is? The rhythm guitarist for the biggest band of all time?”

“Aren’t The Beatles the biggest band of all time?”

She rolled her eyes as she adjusted her standard black tie. “Yeah, maybe a hundred years ago. Today the biggest band is Phase, and if you’re not interested, I sure am.”

Vicki stood up a little straighter and fiery hot jealousy ripped through my veins. She was tall and blonde and so freaking pretty I knew she could have any guy in here. But did she need to go for that one?

“I didn’t say I wasn’t interested,” I muttered as I took a quick glance over my shoulder. I’d meant to be sneaky, but that was impossible when the person you were trying to spy on was already staring directly at you. 

I whipped back around and pretended like I was busy filling my tray again. My boss had already yelled at me once for slacking off, and I couldn’t afford to lose this job. I was only a couple thousand dollars away from my goal, and freedom was so close I could almost taste it. I wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize that.

“Ha,” Vicki scoffed again. “Even if you did get a guy like Declan Holmes, what would you do with him? Play Minecraft?”

My face burned, but I kept my chin to my chest so she couldn’t see. “I haven’t played Minecraft in months. I’ve been too busy with school.”

Vicki puffed her chest out and licked her lips as she turned around. “Then you’re too busy to go home with Declan Holmes tonight.”

“I—,”

Before I could say anything else, Vicki tipped her chin in the air and began strutting through the party toward Declan. I watched carefully as his bright blue eyes jumped from me to her and back again. 

It seemed like he didn’t want to look away, but when she came to a stop right in front of him, he had no choice.

“Hi,” she said, her voice breathy like she’d just run a mile to get to him.

“Hey there,” Declan said as he ripped his eyes off me to look at her. “How you doin’?”

“Better now,” Vicki said with a little giggle that was faker than her bleached hair.

Declan’s smile was pleasant as he reached in his back pocket and pulled out a Sharpie. “Did you want me to sign something?”

I bit my lip to hold back a laugh as Vicki wilted before my eyes. It didn’t last long of course. A moment later she was back to arching her back to stick out her chest.

“You can sign these,” she said, her voice deep and husky now.

My mouth fell open in shock as I watched this woman blatantly throw herself at him in the middle of a party she was supposed to be working at. 

“How about I sign a picture instead?” he said with a grimace I think was supposed to be a smile.

Vicki’s face fell, and I had to hold back another giggle. “Fine,” she said as she unbuttoned her sleeve and rolled it up her arm. “How about here?”

Declan shrugged as he uncapped his marker. “Sure.”

I watched carefully as he wrapped one hand around her wrist and bent his head over her arm. This was nothing. Just a musician giving out an autograph. 

So why did it feel like a betrayal?

Why was my throat slowly closing and my heart straining to pump as I watched them interact?

“Make sure to leave your number there too,” Vicki said, like she knew those words would be the final nail in my coffin.

Declan had shown interest in me first, but I’d turned him down. Repeatedly. What did I expect? That he’d wait around for me? Frumpy and freckled Willow Greene?

Not likely.

“Okay,” Declan with a shrug as he went back to writing on her arm.

I tried to hide the wince, but that single word was like a slap to the face.

When he was done, he lifted his head with a smile and turned to wink at me before he capped the marker and tucked it behind his ear. “Okay. All done!”

Vicki lifted her arm with a coy smile that slowly faded as she read what he’d written. “What’s the number thirteen for?”

Declan’s lips spread into a wide grin as his eyes darted back to me quickly. “That’s my favorite number.” Vicki’s brows furrowed but his smile never dimmed. “You asked for my number. Thirteen is my number.”

Her mouth contorted into some kind of frown as her forehead creased with confusion. “Um. I meant your telephone number.”

“Oh,” he said, and in that one syllable, I could tell he’d known exactly what she’d meant, and he didn’t care. Declan’s eyes found me again as he lifted his beer to his lips and drained the contents. “I don’t give my phone number out to strangers. But thanks for asking,” he said with a smile so big and beautiful I saw stars from here.

Without another word, he stepped around Vicki and started heading my way. His eyes didn’t leave mine once, and I had no doubt about his intentions. But my heart still slammed to the back of my throat when he stopped right in front of me.

“Hey, Will. Could you get me another beer?”

I pressed my lips together to hide my smile. “You know you could have asked any of us for a refill,” I said with a casual wave toward where Vicki stood watching us and fuming.

Declan shrugged. “But I didn’t want to ask just anyone.” The sincerity in his tone drew my eyes back to his. “I wanted to ask you.”

How was I supposed to resist that?

How was I supposed to keep fighting this?

I plucked the empty glass from his hand, careful not to touch his skin. “You know, you can’t always expect this sort of special treatment.”

“Says who?”

I rolled my eyes at his antics before turning to fetch his beer. The longer I stood in his presence, the worse my brain seemed to function, and that was a problem.

My entire life had been about controlling myself and my destiny, and Declan was threatening to upheave all of that. His charming smile and baby blue eyes alone were almost enough to break all my rules.

But damn.

The way he watched me. Like I fascinated him. Like I was the most interesting person he’d ever seen. Like he could stand there all day with his eyes on me just sipping his beer.

It made my toes curl in my non-slip shoes and the hair on my arms stand on end. It should have felt intrusive to be stared at like that, but it didn’t.

Instead, it was thrilling.

I’d never had a guy show me attention like this before. Hell, I’d only been with one man, and he was just an old study partner. Most of the time, he’d paid more attention to his textbooks than he did to me.

So, although Declan’s constant focus was new, it somehow wasn’t uncomfortable. And that meant something different coming from the girl who’d tried to be a wallflower her whole life.

“What the fuck, Willow?” Vicki said as she burst through the door and stormed across the kitchen. 

I was busy pouring Declan’s Blue Moon into a fresh glass, so I didn’t bother to look up. “What’s the matter?”

“What’s the matter?” she repeated, her voice twice as loud as mine had been. “Why did you let me walk over there and ask for his number? I just made a complete ass out of myself.”

I frowned at the golden foamy liquid as I emptied the bottle. Honestly, I only put up with Vicki because she was someone to talk to at work. She was a little superficial and a little vapid, but she was usually nice enough.

That was probably because I’d never stood in between her and something she wanted before.

“I didn’t tell you to go over there,” I reminded her as I moved to put the empty beer in the recycle bin. 

“No, but you let me do it!”

I snorted as I cut another slice off the orange I used earlier and slipped it onto the glass. “Like you would have listened if I tried to stop you.”

Vicki was quiet, but I could still feel her eyes on me, so I knew we weren’t done yet. “Do you two know each other?”

I shrugged. “I served him a drink earlier.”

She didn’t need to know about the conversation we’d had or the way he’d followed me around the room.

“Then why is he so interested in you?”

I’m not sure she even meant for her words to sting, but they did. It was just a reminder that I’d been the forgettable friend my entire life.

Until today, I guess.

“I dunno,” I finally said with a shrug as I put his beer on my tray and lifted it off the counter. “Maybe he has a thing for red-heads.”

Vicki snorted as she eyed my strawberry-blonde hair suspiciously. “Maybe,” she finally conceded although it looked like it hurt her to say.

Thankfully it seemed like our conversation was over, so I walked past her and out of the kitchen.

And right into someone’s hard chest.

“Oof,” I said as my nose collided with a nipple. The beer on my tray wobbled dangerously, but at least I was able to keep it from tipping over.

Someone chuckled, and I noticed my belly twisting like it did earlier around Declan. I pulled back and looked up into his blue eyes that already somehow seemed familiar.

“Hey,” he said with a grin.

My heart shot to the back of my throat before I remembered where I was. And more importantly who I was. 

I cleared my throat and took a quick step away from him. “Hi. Here’s your beer,” I said as I shoved the drink in his direction.

Declan once again wrapped his hand around both my fingers and the glass, but this time he didn’t let go. I finally relented and met his eyes which were already focused on me.

“You didn’t answer my question from earlier.”

I frowned. “What question?”

“I asked what you were doing after work and if I could join you.”

I tried to swallow but my throat was too dry. “Oh. Um.”

Declan laughed. “That’s what you said last time.”

A nervous giggle spilled from my lips before I could press them together. “Uh. I was just going to go home. And study.”

“Study?” he asked like the word offended him.

“Yeah. I have a final on Monday.”

“But it’s Thursday.”

“Right which means I only have four days left.”

Declan rolled his eyes. “Do you think you could take one night off from studying?”

Realistically? Yeah, I could. And after a night like this, binge-watching K-dramas in my fleece pajamas was probably what I’d wind up doing anyway.

But I was pretty sure that’s not what Declan had in mind.

“We could go get a burger or something,” he said, but it was more like a question. “If you have to eat the shit they’re serving us here, you’ve gotta be hungry.”

“They actually don’t let us eat.”

Declan’s eyes grew wide with outrage. “What?” he yelled. “Why the hell not?”

I shrugged, my eyes darting around to make sure my boss hadn’t heard his outburst. “The food isn’t for us, it’s for the guests.”

“That’s bullshit,” he muttered as he grabbed my wrist and dragged me through the party. “Here,” he said as he swiped an appetizer plate off a passing server’s tray. “Eat this.” Declan shoved the food toward me, but I dodged his offering.

“No, thanks. I’m fine.”

“You’re not fine. You’re probably starving!”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not starving. I’ll eat after my shift.”

His blue eyes scanned my body quick before he shook his head. “No. You need to eat something right now, and then you can let me buy you dinner later.”

I glanced around and took a step closer in order to keep our conversation as private as possible. “I’m not allowed to eat the food we’re serving, and I can’t afford to lose this job,” I whispered as sternly as I could.

Declan was obviously not as worried about secrecy. “Will, I’m telling you right now, if you don’t put this weird little cracker thing in your mouth I’m gonna cause a scene.”

I pressed my lips together to stop a smile from spreading, but it was impossible. “That’s a gourmet hors devours.”

“It looks like it’s already been eaten once, but I don’t give a shit,” he said as he held it in front of my face.

I tried to resist, but it was obvious Declan wasn’t going to budge, and I couldn’t afford the “scene” he’d promised. So, I opened my mouth and with a carefulness I hadn’t expected, he placed the cracker on my tongue before retreating. 

He hadn’t even touched me, but I felt hot all over. And when I got the courage to meet his eyes again, they blazed so bright it almost hurt to look at him.

I glanced away before I could lose myself in that sky blue color and worked to chew the hors devours. Honestly, it tasted just as bad as it looked, and I swallowed it as quickly as I could.

“You were right,” I croaked as the dry cracker worked its way down my throat. “That was disgusting.”

Declan chuckled and held his beer out to me. “Here. Wash it down.”

My eyes went wide before they darted around the party again. “Are you nuts? I can’t drink while I’m working!” I whisper-yelled.

Declan rolled his eyes. “It’s just one sip. No one’s gonna see.”

I looked around again and had to admit no one was paying attention to us. And that hors devours was really nasty. 

After another quick glance I grabbed his glass, took a quick gulp, and thrusted it back in his hand. The whole process took less than two seconds, but my skin was still flushed with guilt from head to toe.

I’d never broken a rule in my life until I met Declan. He had this way of making bad ideas seem like good ones. I knew he was trouble and yet, the longer I spent with him, the less I wanted to listen to that little voice telling me this was wrong.

“So.”

Declan’s voice broke me out of my mental spiral, and I swallowed hard before I looked up at him again.

“Are we getting burgers after this party or what?”

His persistence was relentless, and I was out of reasons to refuse him.

“A burger?” I asked, because even though he’d won, that didn’t mean I had to go quietly.

“Or we can get pizza.”

“Are those my only options?”

His eyes widened, and I didn’t miss the way his heart started to race. “Does that mean you’re going out with me?”

“I don’t know. Are burgers and pizza my only options?”

“Fuck no. You can have whatever you want.”

My lips twitched with a smile. “Okay, I want barbecue.”

“Barbecue?”

I nodded. “I want a whole rack of ribs to myself.”

His head tipped back with a laugh. 

“And mac and cheese. And cornbread,” I added.

“Is that all it takes to get you to go out with me?”

I shrugged. “This time.”

Declan’s heart thumped unevenly once again as a grin spread across his face. “Deal.”








  
  

Chapter 3


Declan





What are you doing back here?” 

I jumped and gasped as I spun to face my manager. “Mason! What the fuck?”

He just narrowed his eyes at me. “What are you doing back here?” he asked again.

“What are you doing back here?”

Without a word, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a set of keys. He pressed a button and a pair of headlights flashed from nearby. “I parked back here. Now, I’ll ask you again: What the hell are you doing back here?”

I sighed as I glanced toward the rear door of the event space and then turned to Mason. “Avoiding the paparazzi?”

Mason sighed too. “You know when you phrase your answers like questions I don’t believe you, right?”

“Fine. I was just out here taking a breather, okay? After that big party full of people, I needed a little time to myself.”

Mason pursed his lips before looking pointedly at the dumpster full of rotting food less than five feet away. “You decided to come here to take a breather?”

I tipped my head back and rolled my eyes. “Fine. I just—,”

“Enough,” Mason said over me as he put a hand in the air. “Just stop.” He shook his head before pinching the bridge of his nose and sighing. “Are you out here waiting to bother that waitress again?”

My mouth dropped open with a gasp. “I haven’t been bothering anybody!”

Mason just stared at me until I had to look away. “Right,” he said before letting out another sigh. “Listen, Declan, I’m not in charge of your dick or what you do with it, but if I have to explain one more headline to the label, I’m going to lose my fucking shit.”

“I hate to break it to ya, Masey, but I think you lost your shit a long time ago.”

His brown eyes darkened as he drilled them into mine. “Keep your business out of the papers or keep your dick to yourself. Got it?”

Mason was the closest thing to an alpha we had in our little group of werewolves, so when he got pissed, we all listened.

“I got it, Masey. I’m just gonna get some food. Nothing scandalous, I promise.”

He eyed me critically for another long moment before he shook his head. “I still don’t believe you, but I’m too fuckin’ tired to argue.” Mason turned around and headed for the parking lot. “Make sure you’re ready and downstairs at your apartment building by ten tomorrow morning,” he called over his shoulder. “I have a car picking you up to bring you to the radio station for your interview.”

I didn’t even know we had an interview tomorrow.

“Got it, Masey. See you in the morning! Sweet dreams, Shnookums!”

His growl from across the lot only made me laugh. It died soon after though when I heard the steel door slam open behind me, and my gut started to churn. 

Dozens of workers had already left the building, but I’d been waiting for one in particular. 

Willow stumbled through the doorway as she struggled to hold onto her phone, a water bottle, and what looked like a takeout container. A smile pulled at my lips as I watched her fumbling with her things, seemingly unaware I was here.

Her ginger hair was starting to escape her braid and curl around her face while her freckled nose scrunched in concentration. Willow finally got herself situated with a sigh of relief, and I couldn’t hold back the chuckle any longer. Her dark eyes snapped up, their depths filled with fear and shock for only a second before she recognized me.

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched her gaze soften, and her lips curl with a smile. I stood there like an idiot, frozen to the spot as she sauntered over.

“What are you doing back here?”

Another chuckle burst out of me. “I’ve been hearing that a lot lately.” Willow frowned and I laughed again. “I was waiting for you, obviously.”

Her eyes widened with the tiniest bit of shock. “Really?” 

I scoffed and grabbed her wrist as I started walking. “You’re not gonna tempt me with barbecue ribs and then back out, are you?”

Not like I was giving her a choice as I hauled her toward the street where I had a car waiting.

“I just figured when I saw you leave that you’d changed your mind.”

Her voice was soft and even sounded a little hurt which was not okay. I ground to a halt before I spun around to face her. 

“I wanted to give you some space to finish what you needed to do,” I said with a shrug. “You know, you could have solved this problem by giving me your number sooner. Then I could have texted to let you know I was waiting out back for you.”

Willow bit her lips like she was holding back a smile before she shook her head. “Oh, this is my fault?”

“I’m glad you understand,” I said as I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone to hand to her. “Better hurry up and give me your number so we can make sure this never happens again.”

A soft chuckle fell from her lips as she took my cell and saved her information. Before I could say anything she placed a call to herself and waited for it to ring before hanging up and handing the phone back to me. 
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