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Content Warning




These content notes are made available here so readers can inform themselves, if they want to. Some readers might consider these “spoilers.” If you don’t like spoilers, look away. You’ve been warned. 





	Bad language: strong and frequent


	Sex: several fully described and explicit sex scenes, including cunnilingus and fellatio


	Violence: several graphic and explicitly violent scenes, including torture


	Other: domestic abuse, fatphobia, homophobia, mentions of war, murder, pregnancy (not main characters), purity culture, sexual assault






If you’d like more information on any of the above content notes prior to reading, please reach out (celia.hart.author@gmail.com) and I will be happy to elaborate so that you may make a fully informed decision before choosing to turn the page!








  
  
For my exes.


You don’t deserve it, but surviving you made me stronger, wiser, and freer. Like a phoenix, I’ve risen from the ashes. While you’re all still losers, I’m out here publishing my fourth novel. Thanks for the material!
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Note



Several characters in this book are native Russian speakers. To avoid repetitive clarifications throughout the text, assume the following:





	If a conversation takes place between characters who are native Russian speakers, they are speaking in Russian unless otherwise stated.


	If a conversation includes one or more native English speakers, it is in English unless otherwise indicated.






This approach allows for a more seamless reading experience while maintaining linguistic authenticity.











  
  
Chapter 1



Theresa

Half-full. Between the two options, that was the one I preferred. It wasn’t that bad things never happened—I was only mortal after all. But attitude was everything. And a good attitude was particularly important at that very moment as the crushing weight of a sandbag dug into my shoulders, snow crunched under my winter hiking boots, and wind cut at the exposed sliver of skin between my gaiter and hat. 

“Faster!” my father telepathically barked through mindlink, snapping me out of my thoughts. His tone was as uncompromising as the Alaskan cold we were battling. “College made you weak.” Retirement hadn’t softened him one bit. Although my brother Tyce had succeeded him, the notorious former Alpha Lance wasn’t one to let his legacy fade quietly.

I gritted my teeth and redistributed some of the weight on my shoulders. The heavy as duck sandbag I was carrying had to be at least a hundred pounds. I continued my climb, each step more precarious than the last. None of this was safe. If I slipped, I’d tumble down the mountain like an avalanche. I could already imagine my father’s dismissive reaction. “You’ll heal,” was all he’d say.

He wasn’t wrong. But it wasn’t like it wouldn’t hurt like all heck.

I am tough. I am strong. I am alpha female! The silent mantra carried me forward, while outwardly I panted like a dog.

Above me, my father’s wolf form moved effortlessly over the rocks, his huge, lethal claws cutting through the snow to get a good grasp on the frozen earth. He stared me down with his severe, unforgiving amber eyes. While some people remarked I had the same ones, they’d often follow the comment by stating that mine were somehow gentler, friendlier. His gaze was anything but. If there’d been a time when my father was warmer, I’d never known it.

My shoulders and upper arms burned.

“Pick it up!” he snapped again, and I let out a low growl, forcing my legs to move.

By the time we reached the summit of the small mountain, I could barely feel my limbs from both the intense climb and the merciless winter biting at them. While most of Alaska was known for its hard winters, up north, where we were, was particularly unrelenting.

My father motioned for me to drop the sandbag. I heaved it off my shoulders and let it fall with a thud before collapsing into the snow. I readjusted my gaiter, thankful he wouldn’t question why I was so covered up at this time of year. I didn’t know how long I’d be able to hold my family off from finding out what I’d done.

I glanced down. Unfortunately, even with my night vision, I couldn’t see much. I hadn’t seen the sun since I’d gotten home for winter break, and it would be almost another month before it rose again. My gaze wandered to the sky. In the perpetual night of winter, the stars shone brilliantly, a stark contrast to the cold, dark earth below.

My peaceful moment was cut short as I was back on my feet, hoisting the sandbag onto my shoulders, with Dad mushing me back down the slope. The trek down was no less grueling. The icy ground threatened to betray my footing at every step.

When we finally made it back to the snowmobile, I promptly turned away before my dad could shift into his human form without warning. He was so used to being among pack warriors who thought nothing of constant shifting, he often forgot how uncomfortable it was for me to see him naked. I’d, very regrettably, caught him unclothed far too many times.

The bzzt of his snowsuit zipper informed me that it was safe to look again. I turned around and strapped the sandbag to the back of the snowmobile. My muscles throbbed. Each movement sent an aching protest through my limbs, begging for relief after the hours of relentless strain.

“Not bad today, Terri.” His grudging approval was rare and yet, nevertheless, came with a barb. “But you’re not as strong as you were before you left. I’m disappointed. You promised to keep up with your training.”

“I have been.” I tried not to sound defensive. “It’s just hard sometimes. I have classes, homework, exams—‍”

“And friends and drinking,” he cut in, throwing me a sharp look. “I’m not stupid. I know what goes on at college campuses. Figure it out next semester. I don’t want to have this discussion again in the spring.”

I nodded and readjusted my gaiter to hide the flush of irritation rising in my cheeks. He climbed onto the snowmobile, and I followed. The engine’s growl drowned out any lingering argument as we sped away. The cold wind cut across my face as I looked up at the dark, starry sky while we drove back toward the pack.

Just as the large gates came into view, my phone vibrated in my coat pocket, signaling that we were back in range of the cell tower on our pack land.

My dad hopped off the snowmobile as soon as we parked, grabbing the sandbag to bring inside on his way in. At least he wasn’t going to make me do that too.

Just before disappearing into the packhouse, in a rare act of fatherly affection, he called over his shoulder, “Hurry inside. It’s freezing.”

I stayed behind for a moment and pulled out my phone.

The screen lit up with three new messages from an unknown number.




Unknown


I know you’re back


Unknown


The past can’t be changed


Unknown


You’re not perfect either






My chest tightened, my lungs contracted, and a chill crept up my spine. My fingers trembled as I stared at the screen. My breath quickened, fogging the air. I impulsively glanced around, the eerie feeling of being watched taking hold of me. My thumb hovered over the Block button, but I hesitated. Blocking the number wouldn’t stop him. He always found a way.

He doesn’t have power over me. I won’t let him. He’s already taken enough.

After a steady breath in and out, I hit block and shoved the phone back into my pocket.

The warmth that greeted me in the packhouse was a welcome relief. I peeled off most of my heavy layers but left my gaiter on. The smell of food guided me to the dining room, where my mother sat at the long table, picking at her plate.

“Dinner’s almost ready, Terri,” Tasha, our cook, called from the kitchen. I slid into a seat across from my mom, and Tasha appeared moments later.

The water with lemon was brought out first, shortly followed by a salad with some pan-grilled chicken strips on top. I sniffed the dressing. Honestly, I didn’t have to do that. I already knew it would be low-fat. Altogether, the meal she placed in front of me couldn’t be more than eight hundred calories. Mostly devoid of carbs and flavor. I’d definitely be raiding the pantry later for a couple of my brother’s protein bars. When no one was watching.

“I let Tasha know what you’d like,” my mom stated, as if it were me who had chosen this meal.

“Thanks,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Alpha Nikolai’s due back soon from his land search,” my mom remarked with as little emotion as the food had flavor. “Just in time for the big hunt.” Considering what had happened to my mom’s former pack months earlier, which had forced them to move here from halfway across the world, I’d expected more grieving.

I nodded in response.

“He’s staying with us,” she added with an odd glint in her eye.

My fork hovered over my plate. “You mentioned.”

“He’s an alpha,” she continued. “It’s only right to show him proper respect. We found families to host everyone else, but I made sure the alpha stayed in the packhouse where he belongs.”

“Of course,” I said cautiously, “I’d never consider being disrespectful to an alpha.”

Her eyes lingered on me. “He’s single, you know.”

I set my fork down, biting back an annoyed groan. Normally, this was the part where she warned me to keep my distance from unmated men. “Okay, I’ll—‍”

“I know your father insists you wait for your fated mate,” she interrupted, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial murmur, “but if someone of higher rank takes an interest . . .” She trailed off, and her lips curved into a small smile. “Well, how would he know the difference?”

I blinked.

Before I could respond, she rose abruptly, leaving her empty plate behind as she disappeared down the hall.

I sat there, stunned, her words ringing in my ears.

Had my mother just suggested what I thought she’d suggested?








  
  
Chapter 2



Nikolai

Forty. That was how many pack members were left in Severnaya Zvezda Pack, including me. A nice, even forty. Our pack had never been particularly large. As opposed to some packs in Russia and other post-Soviet states, where numbers could climb to ten thousand, ours had always maintained a balance of around a thousand. Now only scraps remained of what we had been. 

After months of coordinating with my late beta’s aunt, Yulia Tikaani (née Vovchenko), we finally arrived at her pack. When we first fled our war-torn home, we traveled in our wolf forms, bringing only what we could carry as we crossed into Moldova. From there, it took nearly three days by air to reach Alaska.

We had left just about everything behind, and only a sliver of hope remained.

As generous as Luna Yulia’s invitation was, we couldn’t depend on her hospitality forever. Our pack needed stability—a place to truly call home. With my newly elected beta, Sasha—a man as ruthless in battle as I was—at my side, I set out to survey the terrain, searching for the perfect location to rebuild. It had to be remote yet sustainable, a stretch of untamed wilderness where we could endure for years, if necessary, even without electricity or running water, until we had the means to establish proper infrastructure.

From what I’d gathered, Alaska was largely lawless, which worked to our advantage. Not being citizens would make purchasing land difficult, so we’d likely have to squat.

Sasha and I had traveled in our wolf forms for weeks, enduring the relentless darkness and brutal cold, with temperatures plunging to between negative thirty and negative forty degrees Celsius. The wind howled through the barren landscape, slicing through our fur like icy blades, but we kept moving.

At night, we sought out whatever shelter we could find. We huddled together as we slept, pressed against each other to keep warm. It was a strange shift. We had always been friends, but never this close. Before the war, our interactions had been limited to a firm handshake, a nod of respect, a high five. We had never touched beyond that.

But war and survival didn’t care for social norms.

When we returned to civilization, I wasted no time stepping into a hot shower, savoring the way the steaming water soothed my exhausted muscles. After weeks of surviving on raw game, the thought of a hot meal was more than alluring.

How I also longed for a banya, the social center for warriors back home. There was nothing I’d have liked more at that moment than the lash of a birch venik on my back. But the days of simple pleasures were now over.

“Ah! Alpha! You’re home!” Luna Yulia greeted me at the bottom of the stairs. “I must introduce you to my daughter, Theresa. She’s finally home from school for winter break. I told you what a good cook she is, of course?”

“Yes, you mentioned,” I responded, annoyed by this bombardment. It was common for mothers to boast about their daughters to me. Fruitless, as I’d never entertain anyone as my mate except my fated one. Though perhaps I’d entertain them in other ways—ways their mothers certainly didn’t have in mind. In the past, I’d found amusement in the game, but now, it was just a grating irritation. I no longer had time for female company. I was too busy leading what was left of my pack.

“I’ll have her cook you a meal after the full moon passes.”

“Thank you, but there is no need. Tasha does a sufficient job. I am thankful for the hospitality your pack has offered me and mine. No reason to go out of your way for me.” I tried to say it as politely as possible. The last thing I needed was the alpha’s sister fawning all over me. It would put me in an uncomfortable spot with the family that was hosting us, and I was not in a position to be making more enemies.

“She will make you our family’s borscht recipe,” Luna Yulia responded and turned away, heading out of the room. I let out a breath and made my way into the kitchen.

“Alpha,” Tasha greeted me. She was a courteous middle-aged woman with chestnut hair that was always pulled back into a tight bun. Her manner of speaking was straightforward, and she never offered any sort of polite conversation, which I appreciated. While in the past there were things to laugh and joke about, these days I preferred solitude, or at least minimal social interaction. “Yulia asked me to make chicken with buckwheat for you today.”

Tasha had been the daughter of my pack’s cook when Luna Yulia lived there and had made her way over here soon after Yulia did. I understood that they were lifelong friends.

“Thank you,” I grunted.

“It’s been a long time since she’s asked me to make buckwheat, or any of her other favorite Ukrainian foods. She must be trying to impress you.”

I nodded. More like to seduce me on behalf of her daughter. I had known her family well growing up. And if she was anything like the rest of them, she was an opportunist. A good quality, but also one to be aware of.


      [image: ]That evening, the entire Jade Moon Pack gathered in front of the packhouse. The excitement penetrated the air and almost forced itself into my frozen heart. Almost. Many wolf packs that lived in highly isolated areas took part in the great hunt, including mine. And there was a point in time when I’d looked forward to the night before the full moon every month. It was something we dreamed about as young pups. Our fathers would show off their kill to us, and tell us stories of how they tackled wild beasts with their buddies. 

But now I couldn’t bring myself to feel pleasure even in what was previously my favorite activity.

“How’s it going, Volkov?” Sasha’s heavy palm landed on my shoulder.

I shrugged, offering no real response. He gave me a knowing look.

“Let’s take it out on the animals tonight,” he said, attempting to hype me up.

“You act like that’s not what we’ve been doing for the past two weeks,” I replied flatly.

“Tah, but that was for survival. Tonight is the great hunt. Plus, I have some vodka to look forward to after.”

“Mudak!” I scoffed. “Wasting money on booze.”

“Relax. It was a gift from my host family. We deserve a drink after what we’ve been through. Now, go out there and bloody some bears. Show them what a real alpha is made of.”

Before I could reply, Alpha Lance approached, his presence as overbearing as ever.

“Alpha Nikolai!” he greeted, offering his hand.

I took it, returning a firm shake.

“Ready for tonight?” he continued. “If you’re anything like me, I’m sure you can’t wait to sink your teeth into some meat. There’s nothing like the taste of warm blood when you first bite into Bambi’s neck.”

I offered him a curt nod.

From behind him, Luna Yulia’s voice rang out over the crowd. “Where’s Terri?”

Lance barely spared her a glance. “Who knows? That girl’s been strange ever since she got home.” Then his gaze landed back on me. “Have you met Terri yet?”

“Not yet.”

“She’s supposed to be here tonight. But if not, there’s always tomorrow at the full moon ceremony.” His tone was casual, but as soon as Yulia was out of earshot, his demeanor shifted. His grip tightened around my forearm, and his eyes narrowed, glinting with unspoken warning.

“You’re going to be living in close quarters with her for the next month,” he said in a low, firm voice. “And you better stay the fuck away from my daughter if you know what’s good for you. My hospitality only extends so far.”

I met his gaze, unwavering. “Understood. I have no time for women now.”

His expression relaxed into something that almost resembled approval. “Good. Then we’ll get along just fine.” He clapped me on the back with what would seem like camaraderie to an outsider. “Now, go fuck some animals up.”

With that, he walked away.

“Want some company tonight?” Sasha asked as we lingered at the edge of the crowd.

“I need to be alone,” I replied.

He nodded in understanding. “Ni pukha!”

“K chortu,” I muttered, accepting his good wish.

Alpha Lance called for silence and led the pack in a series of religious chants, the words reverberating in the cold night air. When he dismissed everyone, they dispersed, bodies twisting and bones snapping as they shifted into their beast forms.

Sasha gave me one last pat on the back before following the others.

I waited until most of the group had disappeared before I headed out, finding a safe spot to dump my clothes before I shifted. While it had been good to be human again, there was something so satisfying about succumbing to my animal brain. Everything was so much simpler. I ran on instinct, with all my human thoughts and trauma fading into the background.

I swiped my bladelike claws through the snow, cutting through ice easily. The frosty wind ruffled my fur, I inhaled the crisp Alaskan air, and then I was off.

My instincts took over as I brought my snout to the ground, chasing the scent of fresh game. While tracking didn’t give me the same thrill it used to anymore, I was still fully invested, especially in this form. I couldn’t return to my host pack without bringing something back for their full moon ceremony. It would just be wrong. And I intended to make it good. Not just a couple of rabbits. It was all or nothing.

I headed farther out, farther than I imagined anyone from the pack going. I must have traveled for an hour when I finally saw it. A huge caribou in the distance. My claws were already tingling with bloodlust, my incisors watering. While I may have not vocalized my agreement with Alpha Lance, I certainly felt exactly as he did. There was nothing more satisfying than tearing into the throat of unsuspecting prey.

I got into attack position, readying myself for the tackle. I took a deep breath, and inhaled something unexpected. It was something I’d never scented before, and my first thought was it must be some sort of plant that was capable of blossoming in the dead of winter, the nectar of its flower carried on the wind. But while the scent was slightly sweet, it was also carnal, like the damp, glistening skin of an aroused woman. But no, this wasn’t any woman. This was the type of woman I could have lusted after for months, to finally indulge in the satisfaction of kissing her soft skin, inhaling the scent between her thighs. This was the kind of scent that, if it made a sound, it would be a siren pulling me to my death. I’d risk everything for that scent.

During those seconds that I lost my concentration and found myself distracted, I saw her. The most stunning wolf I’d ever seen. While I couldn’t quite make out the color of her fur, I knew it was dark and thick, glowing under the moonlight. I was captivated, watching every inch of fur flowing back with the wind as she leaped into the air in the most elegant and deadly way. It was almost catlike, how she made it seem so effortless, as if she were simply dancing. Her claws sank into the body of the hapless caribou, and in nanoseconds, she was tearing its throat out. Just as quickly as the prey had become aware of its demise, it was gone.

I was about to step forward and offer to carry her kill back for her. But she was too quick. She flipped the humongous beast onto her back and sprinted into the darkness of the night as if she were merely carrying a hare. Whoever she was, I had to know.

I crept closer, circling the red stain left behind in the snow. Beyond the pungent smell of blood, that slightly sweet, lascivious smell lingered. Had that been hers? Was it possible for someone to smell so fucking good?

Knowing I couldn’t return empty-handed, I turned to continue on my trail. But I just couldn’t get her off my mind. All I knew was that, whoever she was, I had to stay away. That was exactly the sort of distraction I didn’t need in my life right now. Not while I had thirty-nine pack members depending on me to help them through their grief and resettlement.








  
  
Chapter 3



Nikolai

“Za zdarovye ,” Sasha and I toasted each other, and I took a gulp of the vodka. After piling our kill in a shed the pack had for exactly that, he invited me over to the beta wing of the packhouse to throw back a few. 

“Not bad, eh?” he asked.

“Not bad.”

He gave my shoulder a shake. “Hey, Volkov, loosen up. Life’s getting better. We’re free now.”

I grunted.

Sasha was my good friend going back to when we were pups. People had always remarked we could pass for brothers. They clearly lacked keen eyes. Sure, we both sported thick blond hair and tall frames—although I had at least a good ten centimeters on him—our facial shapes were much different. His was more rotund, and his cheeks constantly reddened with emotion.

My features were far sharper, hardened, and had become even more so in the past year. At times, I looked in the mirror, and I saw my late father staring back at me. His ghost haunted me from the beyond, shaping my features to mimic the forehead furrows, lifeless eyes, and permanent scowl I’d always associated with him.

I took another sip of the vodka.

“Have you checked out any of the girls around the pack yet?” Sasha asked.

How could he be so relaxed, talk about such meaningless things, especially after he’d lost almost his entire family except his sister and niece? He’d had to carry the poor fatherless girl on his back for kilometers since she couldn’t shift yet. I, myself, had carried an orphaned boy.

“There are more important things than girls,” I replied.

“Like what? The pack was nearly wiped clean. If you ask me, reproduction should be at the top of our priority list. We should be paying our pack members to have sex.”

I let out another grunt.

“Hey, come on, you have to have a sense of humor. Otherwise, life’s just damn depressing.”

“Life’s damn depressing either way,” I replied.

We silently sipped on our drinks and munched on chips Sasha had dug up from the packhouse cabinets. There’d been a time when this would have been fun. When drinking had meant joking and laughing and giving our friends shit. But now, I only had one friend who hadn’t left for the other realm.

The alcohol numbed me a little. It wasn’t enough to take it all away, but it was something. The two of us drank until there was only half a bottle left, and I was feeling the effects—something that took a lot for an alpha. But I was pleased that, when I got up, my head was a bit light, and my shoulders slumped into a relaxed position.

“You need some pussy, big time.” Sasha shook his head at me. “I’m telling you. It’ll be like ten therapy sessions in one. Your balls must be so heavy. When was the last time you emptied them?”

“Stop being so vulgar,” I responded, swatting him over the head. With that, I headed toward the alpha wing and proceeded upstairs to my bedroom.

The Tikaani family had been more than generous. The bedroom they provided was better than the one I’d had back in Ukraine at my own packhouse. And the fact that they were willing to host my entire pack without asking anything in return was flabbergasting. I vowed to repay them, and then some. One day. Once I was able to get my own pack settled and functioning independently.

It was well past midnight, and the halls were silent. I was about to turn right to head toward my room when my nose caught that scent.

Fuck, it was amazing. I breathed it all into my lungs, as if I were inhaling the best drug in the world. It instantly melded with my buzz, and soon my feet were carrying me in the direction it was coming from. Boginya, what I wouldn’t do to bottle it up and snort it every day.

A door creaked open in the hallway and out stepped an angel. My eyes traced from her bare toes, which were painted a tropical orange, up her baggy black sweatpants that hung low on her hips, to her stomach that peeked out from a cropped, long-sleeve shirt and was more toned and sculpted than possibly even some of my warriors’.

She wore a scarf—no, a blanket, really, with how much it covered her chest in thick, concealing folds. While I was not usually one for excessively lewd thoughts, I suddenly could think of nothing but tearing it from her neck, revealing everything she was hiding underneath. I could already imagine how her bare breasts would feel in my hands after I pushed her against the wall and shoved aside the superfluous fabric between us—

Boginya!

What the fuck was wrong with me? I didn’t even know her name.

She stepped forward with her head down and long, dark waves shielding her face like a curtain. Then, slowly, she looked up. My eyes locked with the most remarkable amber gaze I’d ever seen in my life. The whole earth seemed to tilt beneath me, the world faded into nothing, and suddenly we were the only two people, everything else long forgotten.

“Paru.” The word forced itself onto my lips, and I almost choked when I said it. Could she really be—?

“What?” she said in a deep, honeyed, throaty voice, furrowing her brows.

Did she not feel it too?

“Sorry, what did you just say?” When I didn’t respond immediately, she continued speaking. “Why are you looking at me like that? Do I have something on my face?” She brought both manicured hands to her cheeks.

I shook my head, trying to clear my mind.

Unexpectedly, she smiled widely, revealing all of her perfectly straight, white teeth. The most perfect teeth I’d ever seen. They’d put any movie star to shame. “Oh! You must be Alpha Nikolai Volkov! Hi! I’m Terri, Terri Tikaani. I’m Alpha Tyce’s sister and Julia’s my mom. She’s already told me so much about you.” She put her hand out.

“Do not you—?” I started, not sure exactly what to ask.

“Don’t I what?” She tilted her head, observing me. I stared back into her inquisitive amber eyes, unable to tear myself away from them.

Was she fucking with me? I mean if we were . . . Shouldn’t she feel it too?

And then a bleaker thought came to me. What if someone had bewitched me to believe she was my mate when she wasn’t? Could someone do that? Would they? And why? It was the only explanation I could think of immediately, unless she really was just fucking with me. But I also wondered why she’d do that. We’d never met each other, and most women were desperate to be with an alpha. So what would be her reason to pretend not to be mated to one?

“You seem sad. Are you okay?” Her expression suddenly changed. She looked up at me through her long, dark lashes, her eyebrows downturned in almost a look of pity.

“What?” I barked.

“It’s almost like I can feel it.” She glanced down at her hands as if they held some answer to a question she had and muttered, “And you seem perplexed. I don’t understand.”

“Good night,” I grunted and turned on my heel to head to my bedroom. I had to get away. The alcohol was clearly affecting me more than I thought it was.

“Good night!” she called out. “It was nice to meet you, Alpha Nikolai. See you around!”

Boginya, she was peppy. And that was when I knew there was no way she could be my mate. She was exactly the type of girl that grated on my nerves. The kind with no worries, no responsibilities, who walked around like life was just some big fucking party. A princessa. And she had to be a princess, having been raised in this oversize mansion with so much money she was probably used to always getting what she wanted.

I shut the door behind me and let out a breath, relieved to be in the privacy of my bedroom. As I threw off my clothes and got ready for bed, thoughts swirled around my head. Distractions. I couldn’t seem to get her out of my mind. Boginya, she was so beautiful. Stunning. I couldn’t recall ever seeing a more gorgeous woman in my life.

The resemblance to her alpha brother was undeniable. The same tan skin, dark hair, and striking amber eyes. Their facial features shared a similar structure, but where his had a rugged edge, hers were soft and cherubic. Her cheeks were full, dimpling when she smiled with those plush, pillowy lips.

And her scent.

Was that how she smelled naturally? Or had she been wearing an elusive perfume? I’d heard mates were supposed to smell particularly nice, but I still couldn’t make sense of what just transpired.

I tried to push it from my thoughts but found I simply couldn’t. I tossed and turned, and soon found myself painfully stiff. Blyad, this was exactly what I didn’t need right now! Especially living in the same home with two alphas who would have my neck if I even thought about touching her. Fuck my life.








  
  
Chapter 4



Ginger

My twin sister, Paige, finished twisting the last bit of my hair around her curling wand and sprayed it down with hairspray. “I miss this.” She let out a deep sigh, sitting back on her heels, her body collapsing a bit. We had gathered on the floor of her bedroom while getting ready for the evening. The bedroom that wouldn’t be hers much longer. She would be the last to fly the coop, leaving our parents to an empty nest—something our mother couldn’t stop being melodramatic about. Her wedding was in a matter of days, which was the reason I had flown back to Vermont with my mate, Tyce. 

“It’s not that much different from when I was in school,” I replied, my stomach squeezing a little, but I needed to put a positive spin on our situation.

“Yeah, but you were at least home for the entire summer then. Now, I’ll probably only see you a week a year or something like that.”

Nonchalantly, I blurted, “Maybe the family can move to Alaska.” At first, I meant it as an offhand remark, but then I thought, why not? I straightened up with the confidence of a great idea.

“Funny,” Paige responded, clearly not amused.

“No, but seriously. Why not?” I said more enthusiastically. “I’m stuck in Alaska because Tyce is alpha of his pack. But what’s really keeping all of you here?”

“Are you serious?” Paige squinted at me.

“Yeah, I’m serious. I hate not having you guys out there.”

“They don’t even allow female warriors in your new pack,” Paige responded. “And Dad would probably have to start all over. You know how warriors are with newbs. Even if Tyce put him in as a senior warrior, they’d never really respect him coming in as an outsider. And what about Heidi? Are Hunter and Evan going to move to Alaska with Kelli?” Paige brought up the big, fat family secret. While Paige and I were both informed of the fact that our older sister, Heidi, and her best friend, Kelli, were mates, everyone else in the pack, including our parents, thought they were actually mated to their husbands and beards, Hunter and Evan.

I blew out a breath and slumped my shoulders.

“Have things at least improved with the in-laws?” Paige asked.

“I don’t know. Not really. They still think I’m a fat cow with a fucked-up wolf.”

“Oh, Gigi.” Paige threw her arms around me.

“Please don’t.” I shrugged her off. “I’m fine. Everything’s fine. Things between Tyce and me have never been better, and that’s what really matters.” I forced a big smile on my face. “And tonight’s going to be fucking awesome!”

“Yeah,” Paige responded, biting her lip, clearly not as excited about the impending event as I was.

“What’s wrong?”

“Lucy caught wind of the bachelorette party and basically took over planning the entire thing. Jasmine said it was just easier that way, especially since she’s so busy with being luna and her twins. She was really apologetic about it. And said if it sucks, she’ll take us out for dinner or something.”

I burst into laughter. “Oh my Goddess. I was there when Lucy found out too! That girl is nuts. But that just means tonight’s gonna be better than I was expecting.”

“What, you think Jasmine can’t plan a fun party?” Paige defended her best friend, putting her hands on her hips and giving me a pointed look.

“Paige, I love Jasmine as much as you do. For a lot of things, she’d be perfect. Like tackling big bad wolves, perfect. Squat competition, also perfect. Help with calculus homework, there’s no one I’d trust more. But bachelorette party? I think we need to acknowledge that is not one of her strengths.”

“But Lucy is such a train wreck!”

“Yeah, she is. That’s why tonight’s going to be epic.” I laughed, already imagining all her probable antics. Because I’d be getting married a few months after Paige, Jasmine took on the task of hosting a joint bachelorette party for us. Of course, I understood why this may have been a huge undertaking. Being the luna of her pack, the female leader married to the alpha, along with having a couple of babies that were only months old, would certainly be sucking up a fair amount of her time.

I pulled out a portable mirror to apply my tinted moisturizer, and Paige took a seat in front of her full-length mirror to apply her own makeup.

After some time, I broke the silence. “So how’s the marking situation going? Are you going to make it to your big day?”

Paige snorted. “Goddess, I hope so. The wedding is literally five days away. But now I totally get what Jasmine meant. I’m going to die if I don’t mark him soon. What about you?”

“Tyce has been biting my ass sometimes. Honestly, it feels kind of good.” I giggled. “I think it’s the venom in his fangs. You should try it!”

“What is wrong with you two?” Paige pushed my shoulder. “And we don’t have venom in our fangs. We’re not weresnakes!”

“Then why does it feel so good?”

“Probably his drool.” Paige giggled.

“He does drool all over my ass.”

“Okay, I think I’ve heard enough about your ass and Tyce for the night.”

“I’m only getting started.” I smiled slyly.


      [image: ]We met at the pack entrance gate as instructed by Lucy. Heidi, her belly straining against a coat that looked bulky everywhere else, was already waiting with her mate Kelli when Paige and I arrived. I threw my arms around her, so happy to be reunited with my other sister. “Where’d you get the coat?” I asked. 

“It’s an old one of Dad’s. It’s the only thing that fits anymore.”

“I thought it looked familiar.” I gave one of the sleeves a tug.

“Paige! Gigi! You’re here!” Lucy popped out from seemingly nowhere with Jasmine trailing behind her. “Don’t worry, our ride’s on the way. They just got a little lost. But I’ve got it handled.” She pulled out her cell phone and walked away.

“Any idea what she has planned?” Paige asked Jasmine, who stayed behind with us.

“You think she told me?” Jasmine laughed. “Like I said, if things get too crazy, we can always leave early.”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine.” Paige bit her lip.

“Lucy’s been better behaved lately. I will give her that.”

“I don’t need well-behaved!” I butted into the conversation. “I need the train-wreck crazy version of Lucy to host my bachelorette. I need a night that I’ll remember and smile about when I’m kept up all night by Tyce’s little screaming brats. I need male strippers, lines of coke, and so much penis paraphernalia that I become dicknotized!”

“Gigi!” Paige exclaimed. “Have you ever even done coke?”

“Well, no. But my bachelorette party is the perfect night to lose my c-card!”

“I’m not going to be your sober babysitter tonight,” Heidi said. “I’m too far along for that. If you pass out in the bathroom while coked out of your mind, you’re on your own.”

“So much for having a sister’s back!” I replied.

We all stood in a group laughing and catching up. Jasmine and Heidi pulled out matching veils and sashes for Paige and me. As we were in the middle of taking cute pictures, a bus with tinted windows pulled up to the pack gates. Lucy lugged a huge cooler and waved us onto the bus.

“Wow! This is nice!” I exclaimed as I entered, taking in the black and colorful fluorescent lights and plush leather seats. I plopped down on one, bouncing a bit. “What’s in the cooler?”

Lucy gave me a mischievous look and a wink. “Once everyone’s seated and we’re on our way, you’ll find out.”

“It’s probably just her special punch,” Paige loudly whispered to Jasmine.

“Okay, that is in there,” Lucy admitted, rolling her eyes. “But that’s not all.”

“Does coke need refrigeration?” I snickered.

“No drugs,” Jasmine chimed in. “It’s on the list of ground rules I gave Lucy.”

“Goddess, you’re so boring!” Lucy whined. “But I followed them, okay?”

“What else was on the list?” Paige asked.

Lucy pulled a paper out of her small purse and cleared her throat. “No drugs, no strippers . . . Please, Jasmine, you think Blake cares?” She rolled her eyes again and continued, “Nothing illegal, no crossing international borders, no Jell-O or mud wrestling, no wet T-shirt contests, no topless mechanical bull riding, no nudity in general, no tattoos, no happy-ending massages, no orgies, no driving any vehicles of any kind after drinking, no asking police officers if they’ll use their handcuffs on you or going in the backseat of their cruiser, no asking firemen to use their poles or hoses, no pantsing, no mooning, no pornography.”

“So sex clubs are okay?” I asked, giggling.

“Add that to the list of noes!” Jasmine exclaimed.

“Too late!” Lucy smirked. “I’ve already paid, and it wasn’t on the list.”

Jasmine narrowed her eyes and appeared as if she was readying herself for a fight.

“I’m just kidding! Jeez, no reason to get your granny panties in a twist.”

“Okay, so what can we do?” I asked.

“Well, I’m so glad you asked!” Lucy bounced up and gave her long blonde hair a shake. She flipped open the large cooler. “I think we can all agree that no good bachelorette party starts without some drinking!”

She fished out a large pitcher and began pulling glasses down from a cabinet in the bus.

“I guess we should help.” Kelli glanced at Jasmine. Jasmine nodded in return. The two of them stood up, clearly putting aside whatever disdain they held for Lucy.

“Hold the glasses while I pour. And, Jasmine, put these straws in them.” Lucy shook a bag in front of Jasmine’s face. Jasmine took the bag and opened it to peek inside, her face reddening in response to whatever she discovered.

“Not only did you have to get penis straws, but you had to get the biggest, veiniest ones possible, huh?” Jasmine rolled her eyes, holding up a purple plastic phallic object that looked more dildo than straw.

“I figured we’d all want to succeed tonight. Suck. Seed. Get it?” Lucy burst into laughter, then grabbed the straw from Jasmine and shoved it into the glass she just poured. “Here, you start, PJ. You and Blake don’t have any problems in that department, right? Why don’t you show us how it’s done?”

Part of me felt a little bad for wanting to laugh at Lucy’s quips, considering Jasmine was my friend and Lucy most definitely wasn’t. But it was entertaining to watch the two of them bicker. They both clearly had some deep-seated resentment that had never gotten properly resolved.

Once all the drinks were passed around, we settled into our seats, and Kelli hooked up her phone to play music.

“So, are you going to reveal where we’re going?” I asked.

“I figured we’d do something different and go into a human town. This one is super cute, very New England, and gets all decorated for Christmas. I found it online. And it’s not too far from us.” It wasn’t typical for werewolves to venture outside their pack much. Most felt more comfortable among their own. I was the exception and had spent most of my teenage and adult years in boarding schools and away at college because I’d lost my wolf when I was only twelve. I thought I was facing a future of being wolfless until my mate Tyce helped me get mine back over the summer.

I had grown up in Vermont but moved to Alaska not long after I turned back into a werewolf, since my mate was an alpha and had an obligation to lead his pack.

I sucked a big load of my drink into my mouth, wanting to savor the evening. I knew I wouldn’t have many more nights like this with my sisters in the future. It took almost an entire day to travel to Vermont from Alaska, so it wasn’t worth the trek except for special occasions. I glanced over at Heidi, who was rubbing her round belly while sipping on a mocktail. My stomach tightened with the realization that soon we’d likely all start having families, meaning we’d be pulled further apart from each other.

“You’re going to suck that cock dry!” Lucy teased, waking me from my melancholy thoughts and bringing my attention to the fact that I had already sucked almost my entire drink down. As usual, Lucy was quick to refill my cup. She was a good hostess like that. In reality, she probably just did it for the plot, but who could blame her?

I willingly put my cup out for more booze, taking full advantage of the fact that I was no longer a lightweight in comparison to my fellow werewolves. Paige and Jasmine, as expected, nursed their drinks. Heidi had, obviously, opted for a mocktail, and Kelli followed suit in solidarity. I was suddenly thankful I had Lucy here, even if she was an unwelcome guest, because at least she was reliable for a good time.

After my third drink, I was feeling it, my head a bit light and my vision getting a little unstable. Whatever Lucy’s secret recipe was for her cocktail, it was no joke.

About a half hour or so after we left, we arrived in a cute little downtown area that was all done up for Christmas, with the colonial-style houses, buildings, and trees decked out in evergreen garland, large red ribbons, and string lights. As if on cue, small snowflakes drifted down from the sky as we pulled into a parking space. While this town was super cute, it didn’t exactly scream bachelorette party, and now I was suddenly questioning what had happened to Lucy since I left Vermont. What happened to the crazy girl that flashed an entire nightclub just months earlier?

“Okay, this was not what I was expecting,” Paige said to Jasmine. “Maybe you’re right. Lucy has calmed down.”

“This sucks,” I blurted out to the two of them.

“You do realize you’re about to become a luna,” Paige responded.

“So? My pack isn’t here. This is the perfect opportunity to act crazy for one night.”

We filed off the party bus onto the sidewalk, trying to avoid the particularly slushy parts so we wouldn’t get our white sneakers wet.

“Please tell me we’re at least going to a bar!” I shouted. “Not just doing some touristy Christmas stuff.”

“Who do you think I am?” Lucy glanced back at me as she led the way down the festive street, bringing us past cozy shops and restaurants, the lights of their interiors spilling out onto the wet sidewalk. Before long, we found ourselves in front of a towny-looking pub, where the vast majority of the populace inside was middle-aged men downing tap beer.

I looked over at Lucy.

“Okay, I really thought the people out tonight wouldn’t be so . . . old,” she said.

I sighed but figured I should just make the best of it. Maybe once I got back to Alaska, I could meet some friends who knew how to party for real. Not that there were many places to go out in the middle of nowhere where I lived. And it was so strictly conservative too. More so than the pack I’d grown up in, which was saying something.

“Here, take these!” Lucy handed Paige and me fake IDs that, as usual, looked nothing like us. She then draped about a pound of penis necklaces on everyone.

We all marched in, and everyone’s eyes instantly went to us. Lucy made a beeline for the bar and started ordering us drinks before anyone could protest. I followed her, excited to get my drink on. The bar was playing my favorite Mariah Carey Christmas song, and I was ready to start dancing.

After we all had our drinks in hand, an older man with a gray beard asked, “What is this all about? A birthday?”

I blinked a few times, thinking how obvious the veil and phallic jewelry were. But I was feeling the alcohol and decided to engage in his dumb questions. “A bachelorette party!”

“Woo!” Lucy cheered before taking a big gulp of her drink.

“A bachelorette party? What’s that?”

“Never heard of such a thing, Bob,” his seat companion said. I studied his face, to check if he was joking, but he said it without even a slight smirk.

“You’ve never heard of a bachelorette party?” I responded, taking a sip of my drink, about to roll my eyes.

“Nah, have you heard of a bachelorette party, Al?” he shouted to a man sitting on the other side of the bar.

“A bacha-what?” Al asked.

“Bachelorette.”

“What the hell is that?”

“No clue. Hey, Jim!” He waved down the bartender. “These girls are having a bachelorette party. Any idea what that is?”

“I think I saw that on TV. That’s a show, right? The Bachelorette?” Jim stroked his beard.

“Ah! Are you all famous?” Bob asked, glancing at each of us.

“Is this a joke?” I asked.

“A joke?” Bob replied. “Do I look like a joker to you? Lou.” He looked over at the man next to him. “Am I a joker?”

“Not at all, Bob,” Lou replied. “I didn’t hear you say anything funny.”

“Why don’t you explain what a bachelorette party is to us?” Bob said.

“Can’t you tell?” I tugged at the veil on my head.

“Are you getting married?” Bob asked.

“Ah! I know! These girls are having a party to celebrate her upcoming nuptials!” Lou said.

“Oh! I see!” Bob responded. “Well, in that case, you’ve come to the right place. Our town’s brides also celebrate before their marriage. But we call it a Bride Fight.”

I blinked a few times. “Bride Fight?”

“Well, you see, before any broad gets married here, she’s gotta engage in a duel with a giant chicken.”

Jasmine and Paige stifled laughter behind their hands. “Seriously?” Paige asked.

“Absolutely!” Lou nodded. “Poultry farming is our town’s biggest trade. So any lady that’s to be wed must prove herself in matters of wrangling chicken.”

Was it just me or were the men sitting at the bar struggling to hold straight faces?

“Oh, Gigi will definitely triumph. What do you lovingly call your fiancé?” Paige elbowed me. “Tyson Chicken?”

“Oh hell yeah! Chicken fight!” Lucy sang while pushing a shot into my hand.

“Hey, wait! Paige, you’re getting married sooner than me. So you should really be the one challenging the chicken.”

“You’re the one that wanted a crazy bachelorette party. So this crazy is all you,” Paige responded.

“I wanted to do coke, not duel cock!” I replied.

“Hey, hey.” Bob chuckled. “There’s an easy way to settle this. You can just pull on a wishbone. And the person who gets the short end has to fight.”

“And you just have wishbones randomly lying around?” Lucy asked.

“Always. For times like this.” The bartender, Jim, pulled one out of what seemed like thin air.

I grabbed for it and held it out to Paige. “Let’s go!” I shouted.

Paige rolled her eyes and pulled, taking part of my half of the bone with her as it broke. Damnit!

“Gigi, is it? Looks like it’s all you.” Bob got up and his companions at the bar began helping him move some tables and chairs around.

“Lucy, where the hell did you find this place?” I asked as we all watched, and a crowd began gathering in the area being cleared.

“Isn’t this fun, though?” She clinked her shot glass against mine.

What the hell? I downed it, the burn of tequila familiar in my throat.

After I thumped the shot glass on the bar, I exhaled with a satisfied sigh and exclaimed, “Okay, I’m ready! Let’s go!” I may have slurred that a bit. The alcohol was really hitting me now.

“Okay, warrior.” Paige snickered.

“You can do it, Gigi!” Lucy cheered.

Jasmine patted me on the back as we moved closer to the now-cleared area.

“I’m looking forward to seeing this giant chi—‍” Heidi stopped before finishing her sentence as a man with a huge beer belly wearing a chicken suit strutted out onto the floor. The whole bar cheered, clinking their beer mugs.

The room went quiet, and all I could hear were murmurs and some snickering as the patrons of the restaurant all gave each other looks, lifting their eyebrows, glancing to their friends and then toward the chicken man. “The Chicken Dance” blasted from the restaurant speakers, and the men who had been chatting with us at the bar cheered.

The man in the chicken suit put up his hands in a chicken-beak gesture, opening and closing them. “Come on, Gigi.” He waved me to come to him. “It’s time for a chicken—‍”

Before he could finish his sentence, I was already sprinting toward him, not listening.

Alcohol blurring all thought and common sense, I went into fighter mode, the practiced moves pulling at my muscle memory. Tyce had made me practice every beginner warrior move with him for hours every day until my legs were like jelly, my fingers numb from the Alaskan frost, tears frozen solid to my skin, core muscles screaming to stop.

The last thing I saw was fear in the chicken man’s eyes as they made contact with mine. And it was at that moment it came to me: perhaps he wasn’t actually looking to fight. But it was too late. I was already in the zone. I gripped his shoulders and swung my leg behind his. In a matter of microseconds, his back hit the ground with a loud thump.

I turned to face my audience to celebrate my victory. A loud, collective gasp sounded through the crowd, and the music stopped abruptly.

Oh, damn.

“Holy shit! That broad took you right down!” Bob from the bar rushed over to the man currently sprawled out on the floor, moaning.

The chicken-suit man blinked a few times.

“How many fingers am I holding up?” Bob brought three fingers to the man’s face.

“He was just going to challenge you to a chicken dance-off!” Lou from earlier pulled on my elbow and gave me a look of severe disappointment. “Why’d you have to get so violent for?”

“I . . . I . . . I didn’t know.”

“Hey! You told her she would have to battle him! Next time be more specific!” Lucy butted in. “Gigi is training to be a warrior. You picked the wrong bitch to fight!”

“A what?” Lou asked.

“Sorry, we’ve all clearly had a bit too much to drink,” Jasmine cut in before Lucy could say more she wasn’t supposed to.

It reminded me of the time at the nightclub when she threatened humans with her “beta,” which had a far different connotation to humans than werewolves. I almost snickered out loud thinking about it, but I knew that wouldn’t look good at this particular moment and stopped myself.

“Is he going to be okay? Can I call anyone for help?” I asked, trying to fix the situation.

“I’m a’right!” The man wheezed a bit as he slowly got up onto his forearms. Lou and Bob helped him stand.

“I’m so sorry!” I exclaimed. “I didn’t realize.”

“You were on your way to murder before I’d even finished my sentence!” the chicken-suit man replied.

“Is there anything I can do to make it up to you? Buy you a drink?”

He smirked a bit and pulled on his white, unkempt beard. “You and your friends could join me in the chicken dance-off, and we’ll have a vote to see who wins fair and square.”

“Uh, okay,” I replied, looking around at the ladies who had come here with me. They nodded, clearly also feeling bad about the situation, which had gone from odd to bad to very odd.

“Okay, get in position!” he said, dusting himself off.

“Goddess, this place is weird,” Lucy whispered as she took her place next to me, handing me yet another shot and clinking the one she had in her other hand to mine. We both downed them, and then the song started.

We all began quacking our hands, flapping our wings, and shaking our butts. As the song went on, we got more and more dramatic. At one point, Paige and I hooked elbows and danced around each other. The man in the chicken suit spun and dipped Lucy. And Jasmine, Heidi, and Kelli grabbed hands, dancing in a circle.

As the song ended, the crowd cheered, and the bartender came around to hand us all free drinks.

“You girls aren’t s’bad. Stick around!” the man in the chicken suit said, giving us all high fives. He then grabbed a microphone and announced, “I concede to the ladies. They have out-chickened me!”

We cheered, and everyone who’d seemed hesitant about getting too crazy was now heartily downing their drinks. I noted that Lucy was especially quick to make sure that Jasmine was never empty-handed.

Before long, everyone, except Heidi and Kelli, was clearly feeling it. I was now to the point where the whole place was spinning and blurring. Yep, definitely couldn’t see straight. And, wait, what? Was Jasmine agreeing to get on a table to dance with Lucy? Holy shit!

I rushed over to witness the momentous event. By the time I reached the table, Paige was joining the two of them as well. I cheered them on and snuck my phone out for some photographic evidence-slash-blackmail.

We drank and danced for so long that we shut the bar down and barely made it back to the party bus. I almost fell into a dirty puddle at one point, but Paige and Kelli grabbed me before I could.

Once the bus started moving, it wasn’t long before most everyone drifted off to sleep. I was just nodding off when I caught the sound of hushed voices.

“Thanks for planning this, Lucy,” Jasmine whispered. “I’ve barely managed to keep up with my luna duties lately. It’s been . . . a lot. And I really appreciate that you stuck to all the rules. I know I gave you a crazy list. It wasn’t fair of me not to trust you, or to ignore how much effort you’ve been making to better yourself. For what it’s worth, I had a lot of fun.”

“I’m glad you let me plan this,” Lucy said with a heavy sigh. “Honestly, it means a lot. And . . . Jaz?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m sorry. For everything. For all the problems I caused you. I should’ve been more understanding about you being mated to Luke.”

Silence stretched between them. For a moment, I wondered if Jasmine would respond.

Finally, she said quietly, “Apology accepted.”

“Thanks,” Lucy murmured.

“And I’m sorry too,” Jasmine added after a pause. “For how you found out. We should never have kept it a secret from you.”

“Thank you for saying that,” Lucy replied softly. After a beat, she added, “I hope . . . maybe one day, we can be friends again.”

A long moment passed before Jasmine answered, “One day.”








  
  
Chapter 5



Tyson

’Twas several nights after the winter solstice (and one night after Christmas) when all through the packhouse, not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse. And thank the Goddess for that, because we weren’t really big fans of mice around here. At least I wasn’t. Although, I had come to warm up to rats . . . Well, some very specific pet rats. Other than that, still wasn’t a big fan. 

But you know what I was a fan of? T and A, especially when that T and A was attached to my perfect, voluptuous, thick AF fiancée and mate. My mate who was very conspicuously missing from my bed. I had gotten used to having her warm body next to mine at night, and every inch of my skin was practically tingling with the loss of her. Because her family was devout, it had been decided that she would stay at her parents’ home, and I at the packhouse of my ally, the Midnight Maple Pack.

I knew she planned to go back to school during the spring semester, but damn, this was torture. For years I was totally fine being on my own, in fact preferred it. But somehow, now, it felt totally foreign and unnatural.

I rolled over and flipped my pillow, trying to get comfortable in the bed with far too much space. Goddess, what I wouldn’t do for—

The door creaked open slowly, and the most luxurious, perfumed scent drifted in. Her feet padded across the floorboards, and I could instantly tell she was drunk because she was doing the shittiest job sneaking ever, clumsily tripping and giggling as she made her way to the bed.

I shifted and made room for her as she crawled in under the covers.

“You’re awake!” Gigi exclaimed quietly as soon as I opened my eyes.

“I’m always awake for you, baby,” I replied, pulling her closer.

She brushed her fingertips along my biceps. “My, Grandma.” She snickered. “What big arms you have!”

“The better to snuggle you with,” I responded, squeezing her to me. “Mine,” I added with satisfaction.

“My, Grandma, what big, glowy eyes you have!”

“The better to stare at that fat, delicious ass while you’re making gains during your deadlifts.” I gave one cheek a big squeeze. Her pelvis instantly shot right to my crotch, rubbing against the massive boner I’d been sporting since her arrival.

“My, Grandma, what big pecs you have!” She pushed her hands under my T-shirt and inched them up my chest, conveniently ignoring what was really big and in need of her attention at that moment.

“The better to . . .” I paused. “The better to lift you up and onto my cock.” I smiled, baiting her in that direction.

She gasped. “Grandma! That’s not appropriate to do to your granddaughter!” She swatted at my chest and smirked. “Now where was I?” After a pause, she continued, “My, Grandma, what big quads you have.”

“The better to fuck you from behind with,” I quipped.

“No, Grandma! You can’t do that to your granddaughter!”

“I officially hate being a grandma.”

“My, Grandma, what big fingers you have.” She brought my hand to her face and slipped a digit into her mouth, gently sucking on it.

“I like the direction this is heading.” I groaned a little, now very aware of how much my cock was throbbing, begging to be in her mouth instead. “The better to undress you with.” At that, she bit down. Hard!

“Hey!” I pulled my hand from her mouth. I got up and pinned her down, straddling her body and pushing her arms down onto the bed so she couldn’t move. “Didn’t anyone ever teach you not to bite the hand that fingers you? What terrible manners!”

She struggled a little, trying to get free from my grasp, meanwhile giggling.

“Someone needs to teach you a lesson, you naughty little redheaded girl.”

“My, Grandma, what big teeth you have!” she exclaimed.

“The better to eat you with,” I replied, flipping her onto her stomach and immediately pushing her hips up until I had perfect access. Holding her wrists behind her back so she couldn’t move, I used the other hand to push the skirt of her dress out of the way and rip her panties clean off.

“Hey! I liked those!”

“Not anymore,” I replied, finally letting go of her wrists and bringing my mouth right to my favorite meal. My tongue slipped between her ass cheeks, and if she’d been planning to protest initially, she definitely wasn’t anymore. Every muscle in her body rapidly relaxed, and the only sounds coming from her were soft moans as I licked the perimeter of the opening of her behind.

I pulled away and sat back on my heels, taking an appreciative look at the sight in front of me.

“Hey, don’t stop!” She turned her head to glance up at me.

“Oh, who’s okay with Grandma all of a sudden?” I teased, pulling my T-shirt off with one swift movement. I moved closer to her. “I think it’s time for Grandma to put her injured hand to work doing what it’s meant for. Is that okay with you, Grandchild?”

She got up on her knees, pouted, and crossed her arms across her chest. “Fine.”

“Anyway, I’m not your grandma. I’m the big bad wolf.” I pushed her back onto the bed, flipping her onto her back. “Now where was I? I think it’s time for me to use my big mouth to finish my meal.” I pushed her knees apart and brought my lips to her pussy, which was glistening with wetness. I kissed it up and down until I found her sweet little bean and sucked it right into my mouth where it belonged. She let out a passionate cry in response.

Goddess, I love that sound!

I eagerly lapped at her clit, stroking back and forth, allowing her enthusiastic moans and the mate bond to guide me. I was officially pussy-whipped, a prisoner to my mate’s perfect pink cunt. I would spend the rest of my life happily rubbing, licking, massaging, tasting, inhaling, and doing anything else it needed to be fully satisfied.

“Oh, Goddess, Tyce,” she cried out, and I could tell she was close. Her legs were trembling, and her hands were entwined in my hair, grasping firmly at the strands. I gave one final effort, putting everything into the focused flicks of my tongue, dancing it across her clit, until she let out a vehement concluding scream that I quickly muffled by sticking my fingers into her mouth to prevent her from waking the pups in the room next door. Blake wouldn’t be such a gracious host if he found his twins woken and introduced to sex ed about thirteen years too early.

She was left panting and had never looked so beautiful, with her face flushed, her hair astray, the skirt of her dress crumpled across her stomach to reveal her legs that, because of her dedication to warrior training over the past few months, had transformed to be firmer and more muscular.

“Tyce,” she whispered, brushing her fingertips along my thighs.

“Yes?”

“I’m still horny.”

I smirked down at her. How did I get so lucky? “You don’t have to ask twice.” My boxers were off in under a second. Her legs fell open, and I was unable to hold back the groan that escaped my lips. I fisted my cock and guided the tip right to her opening, teasing her a little by swiping it up and down the edge. She sucked in a breath, her nails dug into my thighs as she pulled me closer, and I could sense her desperation. I couldn’t hold back anymore as I inched my way inside her.

She gasped with satisfaction, lifting her chin and inviting me to trail kisses along her neck as I thrust into her slowly, gently building the pace, trying to savor every moment. It was short-lived, because before long she was moaning out, “More, Tyce.”

I pushed forward harder and faster, covering her mouth with mine, swallowing her impassioned whimpers. A shudder ran down my spine, and before I knew it, I was fucking her like I was trying to win an Olympic race. I gave in fully to the pleasure of my cock being encompassed by her tight little wet pussy. Gigi writhed underneath me, her limbs shaking, and I could tell she was close. I stroked her clit until her nails were clawing so hard at my skin I wasn’t sure she hadn’t broken it. I gulped down her screams while she unraveled underneath me. My orgasm crashed inside me like a wave, and I pulled out just in time, spilling my come all over Gigi’s stomach. Fuck! That was so good!

“Mmmm . . .” Gigi inched closer to me, her breath heavy, and her skin damp and glistening. I inhaled her intoxicating scent, not able to get enough. After our canines receded, the sign of our unmarked mateship, I grabbed my T-shirt from the floor, quickly cleaned her, and threw it toward the hamper.

As I drifted into sleep with my arms wrapped around her, I whispered, “Happy nutting to all, and to all a good night.”








  
  
Chapter 6



Theresa

The excitement in the air was palpable. The whole pack had gathered on the airplane runway. This was the one part of the pack land that was consistently plowed so we’d continue to receive food and supplies throughout the harsh winters, even after we gave up on plowing the roads that led to the main highway. It was how I was able to get back and forth from school during the holidays. 

Full moon runs were a longtime tradition of our pack’s and one of my favorite celebrations during the long, sunless winters. Even when seasonal depression tried to sink its way into my bones and pull my spirit away, these runs tended to give me the adrenaline I needed to keep going. There was something magical about an entire community coming together to expel all our energy in the wilderness and subsequently feast on the kill we’d contributed to the celebration. My heart was full of gratitude knowing that, no matter how tough things got, this pack would always have each other’s backs.

I spotted my friends in the crowd and pushed through to make my way over, simultaneously staying aware of my surroundings. I knew he was here, and the last thing I wanted was to have to interact with him. During the past few months in school, I’d done so much work to find acceptance in the situation and learn to move forward. But I knew I was still on thin ice. Seeing and interacting with him could easily form cracks in the delicate, newly formed ground I was standing on. No, it was best I stayed away. What was done was done, and I couldn’t change anything now.

“Hey, girl!” Sophia, one of my closest friends from forever waved me over. A balaclava covered her naturally voluminous, curly blonde hair, and she’d donned a snowsuit that would be easy to zip off for the run, similar to what many others were wearing. It was definitely a balancing act to find something that would keep us warm in our human forms but be easy to slip off when shifting.

I was about a yard from my destination when I felt a firm grip on my shoulder. I instantly turned to come face-to-face . . . well, face-to-ski mask with my mom.

“Are you trying to rob a bank or something?” I tried to joke with her.

“Come,” she responded, not even acknowledging it, grasping my wrist and pulling me along. My mom may have been a petite lady, but she definitely wasn’t weak. She fought every lump, wrinkle, and sag like she was at war with her mortal enemy, and she was no stranger to the gym.

Within seconds, she planted me right in front of Alpha Nikolai. Okay, let’s be honest. He was hot! Like really, really hot. It was rare that I felt any attraction to anyone. I mean, sure, I’d had crushes in the past. But that crazy, lustful, need-to-get-my-pants-off-right-now feeling? I thought it had to be made up in books and movies. Because I’d never felt that with anyone, at least not when first meeting them. I googled it once out of curiosity. I knew I wasn’t demisexual, because I did feel solely physical attraction sometimes, and I was certain I’d never be able to date someone based on personality alone. There were tons of people I enjoyed being around who had amazing personalities, but I didn’t feel attracted to them. After my long search, I finally settled on graysexual. It was kind of asexual, but not really. It was the best I could come up with to try to label myself. And I wasn’t even sure that label was quite right.

But this man? Holy wow.

His scent hit me first—musky, raw, undeniably masculine, and far too many pheromones. Like a good version of a men’s locker room. Goddess, that sounded so wrong, but it made sense in my head. It shouldn’t have stood out among the mishmash of scents around me, but it did.

My heart thudded, and heat crept up my neck. He was massive, casting a shadow over my mom and me in the moonlight. Under all his winter layers, I knew he was built like he could uproot an entire massive tree.

I looked up into his silver eyes—yes, definitely silver, not gray—and a deep sadness emanated from him. Granted, I was a pretty empathetic person and great at reading facial expressions, but this was different. It was almost as if I were feeling my own emotions, but they were definitely his. How strange!

“Nikolai! You’ve met my daughter, Theresa, right?” My mom pushed me forward. “I’d like you to take her on the run tonight. You just never know what’s out there in the dark wilderness. It would be good for her to have an alpha watching out for her while her brother is out of town and her father is preoccupied leading the run.”

He looked me up and down, and didn’t say anything.

“You’ll do this favor for me, won’t you, Alpha?” My mom crossed her arms and stared him down. Although she was shorter than me, my mom knew how to intimidate.

“She looks capable,” he finally replied.

Gathering that he was not a fan of the idea, I started to say, “I can just run with my frie—‍”

“Hush, Theresa,” my mom cut me off. “As a mother, I worry about my pups, especially my daughter. You’ll understand when you have your own one day. Now, come, Alpha, take her with you. After all, we’ve done so much for your pack. What is this small favor in comparison?”

It was clearly difficult to argue with that. I could sense him weighing the options in his mind. But Julia knew what she was doing.

“Yes, Luna Yulia. I will do this favor,” he finally responded, and I could tell it was hard to grit out each word. He pressed his lips together in resignation, and then forced the corners of his mouth into a half smile.

“Wonderful,” she replied. Without another word, confident she’d made the correct chess move, she turned on her heel and left the two of us to socialize, I suppose.

His eyes bore into me, his face expressionless. He did have a pretty good poker face, but I could still sense everything he was feeling, and it was definitely something along the lines of irritation. But he didn’t speak.

Making an effort to avoid awkwardness, I began rambling like I always do in these situations. “Are you excited? It should be a lot of fun tonight! It’s slightly warmer than it has been.”

“Hm.” He gave a small nod. Well, okay then.

“How has it been joining our pack? Are you getting everything you need?”

“Fine.”

“Let me know if you have any problems with my brother Tyce. He comes off rough sometimes, but he’s a good guy.”

No response.

“What do you like to do for fun?” Why was this like pulling teeth with him? Why was I trying so hard?

I tilted my head, studying him, making it clear I was waiting for a response. He stared back. Once again, I was reminded what a nice face he had. He clearly hadn’t shaved in a few days, which left him with stubble covering his angular and well-sculpted face, giving him a sexy, scruffy look. He was like a supermodel, so gorgeous it was simply unfair.

For a moment, something flickered in his silver eyes—pain, hesitation?—but it was gone before I could place it. His face hardened once more. “We don’t need make conversation,” he muttered. “Let’s just finish this.”

Ouch! I was just trying to be nice. And, to think, I could have been running with my friends, having a great time. But his sadness still made its presence known, and I squared my shoulders. His bad attitude probably had nothing to do with me, so I shouldn’t take it personally.

“Jade Moon Pack!” My father’s voice rang out, hushing the large crowd. He continued on to give his monthly speech to the pack. Well, not so much his anymore. Ever since he’d found his mate, Tyce changed. While I always knew he had it in him, it wasn’t easy being raised to be alpha by two alphas who very much were not going to give up their power without a fight. He’d really stepped up lately. Which I’d noticed even though I wasn’t home from school much.

As my dad’s speech ended, the crowd dispersed. I followed in Alpha Nikolai’s footsteps. I guess I probably could have split at this point, and promised not to tell my mother if he didn’t run with me. He’d be relieved as it clearly wasn’t in his plans to babysit a full-grown woman tonight.

But, I can’t lie, I kind of liked the idea of spending some time with him. Maybe he’d open up more and—okay—he was hot! Who wouldn’t be ecstatic if their mom dumped the werewolf equivalent of Austin Butler in her lap?

When we’d barely made it past the edge of the gathering, Nikolai began shrugging off his coat.

“Oh, uh, sorry, I’m just going to go a little farther in. But meet you back here?” Not that I would mind getting a glance at what he looked like underneath the heavy coat. I just didn’t exactly feel comfortable stripping here, in front of him, and basically anyone in the pack that might walk by.

He grunted with a small nod. That was probably the best I was going to get.

I crunched through the snow to find a rock to hide behind. Once I found a good spot, I looked around just to make sure I was safe. Only then did I unravel my scarf along with everything else. Once I’d gotten the last sock off, I shifted. My bones stretched my skin to rearrange themselves, nails turned to claws that tore through the tips of my fingers and toes, and fur sprouted to be immediately blown back by the chilling Alaska wind.

I sank my paws into the snow and headed back to where I’d come from. I’d been told my wolf looked like the smaller version of Tyce’s. I think they only said that because we had similar, black-tipped brown fur. I’d seen pictures of our wolves together, and I didn’t see much of a resemblance outside that. We had totally different face shapes, and that lucky son of a gun had gotten the long, lush fur. I’d taken more after my mother in that respect. Her whole family had much shorter fur, albeit thick to survive the cold eastern European winters.

Silver lightbulbs tipped me off to his location. Not that I needed them to identify the person I was looking for. I could smell him from yards away. Goodness, that scent!

Maybe if I teased him a bit, it would get him to lighten up.

As soon as I reached him, he launched forward, barely even acknowledging my presence. I followed right after him. He picked up speed, and I wondered if he was trying to outrun me. Tough luck with that! With my dad’s training plan of torture, I had no problem keeping up with anyone. When his run turned into a sprint, I followed, racing him deep into the frozen tundra. I easily dodged the rocky outcroppings he did and hopped across frozen rivers, following right in his paw prints. As we approached a rugged, snow-covered ridge I was very familiar with by now, I hatched a plan to shake him up a bit. He continued running down an opening that was a path during the summer, and I sprinted up a small ledge, doubling my speed. I got there with perfect timing, leaping up and landing right in front of him, sinking into the snow.

He tried to stop but still ended up slamming right into me. I’d had just enough time to get low to the ground, so he tripped over the top of me and went flying into a pile of snow. He growled and flailed frantically as he got himself up.

If I could have, I would’ve laughed. Any one of my friends would’ve thought it was the funniest thing ever. We were constantly playing around in our wolf forms, play wrestling, racing, and playing silly tricks like the one I just did. But when he glanced at me, there was no humor in his eyes. Yikes, he really was a grump.

Just as quickly as he’d tumbled, he got right back to it, flying across the snow-covered expanse. I followed right behind. At this point, I was determined to get him to see that I was a fun time and not just a little puppy who had to be babysat. I gained some speed on him. When I was well in front of him and right at a fork in the trail, I fell to the ground and howled as if I were injured. He immediately stopped and approached me. He brought his snout close, sniffing me everywhere while I continued to moan and cry out. As soon as he lifted his head, I got a good swipe of the snow with my paw and sprayed it into his face, sticking my tongue out as soon as I did.

He froze. His eyes pierced right into my bones. Eek! I thought that would have at least gotten some humor out of him. It wasn’t like it hurt. Zero for two.

He turned his back to me, practically swatting me with his huge alpha tail, and got right back to it. Once again, I followed. This time, he was definitely trying to get rid of me. I felt like I was one of those dogs in an agility competition. But he clearly didn’t know me and my history. My grandpa and dad trained my brothers and me as if we would constantly be at war. Fortunately, being so isolated in middle-of-nowhere Alaska, that wasn’t really the case. But as my grandpa would say when he was still alive, war is unpredictable and unfair, and it only takes one misstep to fall to your death.

Eventually, Nikolai began to slow down, and I could sense he was finally getting tired after running at full speed. Thank goodness, because I didn’t really know how much longer I’d be able to keep up with him, although I was determined to. I slowed down much more, falling behind. This could go one of two ways. Either he would stop to rest with relief once he determined he lost me. Or he’d come looking for me because he felt responsible after my mom’s talk with him. I supposed it would be too much to hope he genuinely cared about my well-being. Although, he had seemed concerned when I’d faked my injury. So there was hope!

With faith in my heart, I ripped a bit of my fur out with my teeth and then used my crazy-sharp claws to scratch the top of my head. I cringed at the pain, although I had grown pretty used to it throughout the years. It was important to get my scent really concentrated in this area, and the head bled far more than any other part of the body. It left a nice red splattering in the snow and then closed right up. I carefully climbed the jagged rock face, using every muscle in my body to hoist myself up by my claws, and then found a nice sturdy ledge to rest on.

Moments later, my heart fluttered as a cream-colored wolf with a silver undercoat backtracked with his snout close to the ground. Wahoo! I prepared myself, my insides vibrating and adrenaline rushing. Steady, steady. He crept closer until he was standing above the crime scene I’d left for him. And was that a whine? Milliseconds before I put my plan into action, I hesitated as I sensed the kind of anguish I’d never in my life felt—the kind of despair that chokes you and leaves you with no more will. My chest tightened, and I almost forgot how to breathe. But I had already sprung into action, and the feeling was gone just as quickly as it had appeared. I leaped onto the thick ledge, shaking all the snow that had accumulated on it to dump onto Alpha Nikolai.

I wish I could laugh in this form. Because that had to have been one of my best pranks yet. I climbed my way back down the rocky surface to find Nikolai clawing his way out from the snow pile. I quickly dashed behind a snowbank before he got above ground. As soon as he was out, he frantically looked around and I jumped out, letting out a bark that sounded as much like “boo” as I could manage.

He shuddered, jumping back by instinct. And then his eyes met mine. I stuck my tongue out in a playful gesture.

He was not happy.

Not at all.

If looks could kill. I took a few steps toward him, thinking I’d try to comfort him. Bad idea. He bared his teeth and crinkled his nose—a face that said, You’re about to die. I lifted one paw, and he growled the most menacing growl I’d ever heard in my life. That was pretty impressive considering I’d grown up with three alphas. When I didn’t immediately move, he leaped closer, getting right in my face, and snapped at me. I backed up and he inched closer still, continuing to threaten me with his teeth and growls, making it very clear that I was no longer welcome.

I swallowed, my face, neck, and ears feeling impossibly hot, and, with my tail between my legs, turned to go. My mission to get Alpha Nikolai to lighten up had failed spectacularly. And I’m pretty sure I may have made things worse.
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