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​​​​​​This book contains:

An Alpha’s Mate 4: Dangerous Games

Nora Cage hides what she is. It is necessary, and she does it because she wants to survive. Desperation takes her to a pub in the middle of nowhere where she joins a poker game in hopes of winning money she needs to make rent. The last thing she expects to happen is to have her secret discovered by three Alpha werewolves.

She is suddenly caught in a game that she doesn’t know the rules to. She doesn’t know that there’re none.

When the Alphas want something, they take it. And what they want, is Nora Cage.

...

“Lost little human girl in the middle of a wolf's den. Beautiful little thing, hidden under a jacket two sizes too big, gambling more than wise. I have neither seen nor smelled anything more enticing. I have never wanted anyone more than I wanted you... How desperate you must be to be in a place like that. What it would take to break you, I wonder?”

Start Reading It Here!

An Alpha’s Mate 5: The Caged Healer

Ria is aware of how much she is lusted after. Healers are rare in these lands, and her gift is exceptionally strong. She is, therefore, not entirely surprised that there is raid beyond her burning tent. It is always the same. She will be taken under a different Lord, and she will serve as their healer for as long as they are able to keep her.

She does not expect her Lord to try and end her life before she falls into the hands of another, nor does she expect the monster that saves her from his knife. He stares at her and it is like looking into an abyss that bleeds red at the edges.

She sees something different about the men that have come for her... She sees that they are not men at all.

Werewolves to not need healers.

So why have they come for her?

...

The Caged Healer is a story of two halves coming together, a love story between a healer, a werewolf, and the obstacles that keep them apart.

Start Reading It Here!

An Alpha’s Mate 6: Captured Omega

Tanya is an Omega, a rare species of shifters that has the latent ability to make those around her to think of nothing except satisfying their carnal desires and stuffing her full. Her very existence means chaos and laws are set in place to capture and train all Omegas to be pliant and submissive to the Alpha they are assigned to. 

Tanya denies her nature, masks her scent, and works as a cashier in the middle of nowhere.

She thinks she's safe because people don't know she's an Omega. She underestimates how much she draws savage, cruel men towards her. The men in her life wants to possess her. They want her pliant and whimpering, begging them to do what Alpha's do best:

Dominate.

Start Reading It Here!
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​Look Inside An Alpha’s Mate 4: Dangerous Games
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“LOST LITTLE HUMAN GIRL in the middle of a wolf's den. Beautiful little thing, hidden under a jacket two sizes too big, gambling more than wise. I have neither seen nor smelled anything more enticing. I have never wanted anyone more than I wanted you, and it was so easy."

He growls and continues. "How desperate you must be to be in a place like that. What it would take to break you, to earn your trust? It took you too long to notice you should not have joined our game and I thought to myself: it would be so easy to take you and make you mine, splayed across the poker table, your hands interlinked in mine, soft gasps from your lips as I thrust into you," he drags his fingers over her lips and dips his finger in as if to make a point.

The image fills her mind. She remembers too clearly the smell of alcohol and cigarettes in the air, the texture of velvet of the poker table. It would be easy, she thinks, to succumb to the beautiful man who's helped her. She closes her eyes, feels his calloused fingertips drag over her lush lips. Her lips part slightly.

"How good you would feel beneath me, soft and pliable, so innocent," he growls. "And it would be the first time anyone's taken you, wouldn't it? Perfect little human, keeping yourself pure just for me," he growls as he rubs his finger over her teeth. She wants to say it's not true, that the reason why she's never been intimate with anyone is because she doesn't know if she can control her animal. But her mind screams, yes, yes, and please, please, please!

She moans and opens her mouth, taking his finger into her. He presses his finger inwards without hesitation and she closes her lips gently on the digit, wetting it with her tongue. Tentatively, she sucks at it, tastes the green of the fresh vegetable he was cutting and fresh cotton of his own clothes on it. Beneath it all, he is coated with his own scent, musky and deliriously wonderfully. She sucks at it greedily.

She watches in delight as his pupils dilate in pleasure and he dips his finger deeper into her mouth, growling in approval when she sucks harder. She licks the tip with her tongue and feels his body vibrate against her. He is half-hard, pressing against her inner thigh.

"It would be easy to own you," he says. "The right words at the right time, your knight in shining armour from my brute of a brother."

He pulls his finger from her mouth with an audible 'pop' and drinks in the look of intoxicated desire in her eyes. He kisses her again and she knows it is meant to be a fleeting kiss because he tries to pull back immediately after.

Without thinking, her fingers wrap in his hair and she pulls him back down, demanding he deepen their kiss. He chuckles into her lips as his hands rests on her hips, large palms warming through the towel.

He pulls back with a jolt. He seems to return to himself, his expression hardening. "But then, I realized it would not be so easy."

Start Reading It Here!
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"WHY COME ALL THIS WAY if you don't really have a need for me?" she asks, taking the steaming cup of tea from his hand. Their fingers touch, and there is a shock to the base of her spine, a sudden energy and conviction. It occurs to her that she has never healed a werewolf before.

The moment she lowers the cup on the table, he grasps her wrist in his hand. The flash of lightning casts light upon his expression, dark and dangerous, with the same promise that she is afraid she has misread days earlier. "Why do you think, Ianuaria?"

"For me?" she asks softly.

In answer, he grips her by the arms and pulls them together. He kisses her in the sudden, welcoming silence. His tongue brushes over her soft upper lip.

When she gasps, he sucks her lower lip in his mouth and teases the soft flesh with his tongue. He growls, his grip on the back of her neck tightening to the point of bruising as his tongue skims her trembling lips, wordlessly seeking permission for more.

She feels the edge of the table dig into her belly, but he is not as rough as she knows he is capable of. She parts her lips without thought and he thrusts inside, his tongue fluttering over her teeth before going deeper still. When their tongues touch, the sensation is unlike anything she's experienced before. Urgent need flows through her body and before she realizes what she's doing, her arms are wrapped around his neck and she has climbed on top of the table to deepen the kiss.

He groans and pulls her to the edge of the table with a steady grip around her waist, and she wraps her legs around him like it is the most natural thing in the world to do.

He grips the back of her neck tightly, keeping her from pulling away even when her lungs are begging for air. He kisses like a man possessed, like the air he craves is hidden in her lungs and once he has tasted it, he cannot let go.

When he finally pulls back, they are both panting for breath. He returns to himself faster, trailing his grip from her neck to her hair until he is tugging and pulling her head back sharply, eliciting a sharp gasp from her lips.

Her breathing quickens and grows heavier with each exhale. Her chest lifts and falls heavily.

"For you," he confirms, his lips trailing down her neck and stopping only once he finds the pulse there. His lips part and he clamps his teeth to the soft flesh there, sucking gently to leave a bruise against her skin.

It is the pain that makes her come to herself. "Let go," she gasps, the words coming out like a moan instead of a demand. Her own grip around his neck is tight, and sometime in her haze, she has wrapped her legs around his chest as well. He is so warm, so comfortable to hold. She doesn't want to let go.

He growls his chest rumbling against her own. "Never," he says, and the word sings in her bones. She has never had a Master who is so careless and blasé about her gift. Most are so worried about the gift that they would not so much as touch her, just in case it holds true. He doesn't care at all that she may lose her gift of healing.

As if realizing that her thoughts have wandered, he grips her by the hair and yanks her head back, beckoning her back with the sharp pain on her scalp. She hisses at the sensation, and he rumbles something soft and dark that is lost in the flesh of her throat.

"I have hunted your scent for years, Ianuaria," he claims. "Now that I have you, I am not letting go." He is still mouthing along her neck, creating a ring of bruises there. He sucks and licks the skin, tasting her, devouring her, marking her as his. The mixture of pain and pleasure that courses through her body unnerves her. Pressure coils in her belly, like a warm fire that is quickly growing too wild to control. She has never felt this way before. It is intoxicating and addictive. She rolls her hips against him, looking for something more, and comes to herself with a jolt.

"St- stop!" she gasps, renewing her efforts to escape.

She unwinds her arms from his neck and tries to push him away with her palms on his shoulders. It is like trying to push against a brick wall. He chuckles a little, finding her efforts to free herself humorous. 

"Be still, love," he says, his voice moderate but still holding a ring of command. He licks at the freshly formed bruise on her neck and she moans and starts to quiver with pleasure at the touch.

Start Reading It Here!
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"THE BRA TOO," HE SAYS. She nods and reaches an arm behind her to unhook her bra. The cloth all but flies from her, proving his theory about her bra being too small to be accurate. Her nipples are pink and quickly perky in the cold air, just begging to be sucked.

"Hand me all your clothes please," he says, adding further humiliation as he waits for her to gather the rest of her clothes and give them to him. She bends down, offering the perfect view of her round ass and slightly wet pussy lips. Her fingers brush against his and she yanks her hand back as if he's burned her. She wraps an arm over her breasts and covers her shaved pussy with her free hand.

"I'm not hiding anything, you see," she says adamantly, her eyes still glistening, so pretty in her humiliation. He wants to parade her outside like this, naked and crying quietly. Maybe he'd let a couple of strangers finger her pussy after he's taken her virginity. His mouth waters at the thought.

He shakes his head and hands the clothes to Damon, who makes a big show out of patting down the material. He steps behind her and make sure she's not looking when he presses her panties to his nose and inhales deeply.

Carlos grins, understanding the impulse. He's certain that the young woman smells delicious.

Her eyes are glued to her feet and he takes the opportunity to study every inch of her, drinking in her creamy white skin, the soft curves of her full breasts, her flat stomach and tiny waist and rounds out with her full hips and ass. She looks so soft and so, so fuckable. He commends himself for his patience.

Time for the finale.

"I suppose you're not hiding anything in your clothes," he starts and watches as she breathes a sigh of relief. "Did you hide anything in your pussy?" he asks, clicking his tongue in disappointment.

"What?! No!" she gasps, her panicked gaze meeting his eyes at last. "Of course not!" she cries plaintively. She shakes her head, her soft curls spilling over her eyes.

"Do you want to go to jail, Tanya?" he asks finally, fingers on her chin to lift her face up and stare at him. He wants her to believe that he's really going to do it, that he's really going to hand her over to the authorities if she doesn't do exactly what he says. Her big blue eyes show nothing but panic and despair, and he almost gives up his plan altogether, the slight pull of his conscience telling him that there's a better way to court her.

Thankfully, it's just that. A fleeting thought. The image of her with her legs spread wide and his thick, black cock pounding into her pink pussy is enough to banish what little scruple he has, which really isn't much to begin with.

Her eyes glisten. "No," she whimpers, shaking her head lightly from side to side.

"I don't want you to go to jail either, but I have to make sure you didn't take anything that doesn't belong to you," he says rationally. "And you still have to be punished for stealing the cigarettes-"

"But I didn't-"

He hushes her. "We found it in your bag, Tanya. The same bag that's been with you for the entire weekend. You could've taken it out at any time, but you didn't. Maybe you want to get caught." She blinks a few times and shakes her head. "It doesn't matter. What matters is the this, Tanya. And you have the cigarettes in your bag, money's missing from the cash registry, and you don't want the police to be involved, right?"

He can feel her heartbeat quicken. Her breath rises and fall quickly. She nods.

"Which is it, Tanya? Do you want us to handle this here and then put the incident behind us completely, like it's never happened, or should we call the police?"

Her answer is barely above a whisper, more like a sigh, accepting her fate.

"What's that? I can't hear you," he's grinning now, unable to keep the glee from his voice. This is all unfolding so perfectly, and her reaction is even more exquisite than he could've ever imagined.

She swallows the lump in her throat and squeezes her eyes shut. "I want you."

Start Reading It Here!
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Nora Cage hides what she is. It is necessary, and she does it because she wants to survive. Desperation takes her to a pub in the middle of nowhere where she joins a poker game in hopes of winning money she needs to make rent. The last thing she expects to happen is to have her secret discovered by three Alpha werewolves.

She is suddenly caught in a game that she doesn’t know the rules to. She doesn’t know that there’re none.

When the Alphas want something, they take it. And what they want, is Nora Cage.

...

“Lost little human girl in the middle of a wolf's den. Beautiful little thing, hidden under a jacket two sizes too big, gambling more than wise. I have neither seen nor smelled anything more enticing. I have never wanted anyone more than I wanted you... How desperate you must be to be in a place like that. What it would take to break you, I wonder?”
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“LOST LITTLE HUMAN GIRL in the middle of a wolf's den. Beautiful little thing, hidden under a jacket two sizes too big, gambling more than wise. I have neither seen nor smelled anything more enticing. I have never wanted anyone more than I wanted you, and it was so easy."

He growls and continues. "How desperate you must be to be in a place like that. What it would take to break you, to earn your trust? It took you too long to notice you should not have joined our game and I thought to myself: it would be so easy to take you and make you mine, splayed across the poker table, your hands interlinked in mine, soft gasps from your lips as I thrust into you," he drags his fingers over her lips and dips his finger in as if to make a point.

The image fills her mind. She remembers too clearly the smell of alcohol and cigarettes in the air, the texture of velvet of the poker table. It would be easy, she thinks, to succumb to the beautiful man who's helped her. She closes her eyes, feels his calloused fingertips drag over her lush lips. Her lips part slightly.

"How good you would feel beneath me, soft and pliable, so innocent," he growls. "And it would be the first time anyone's taken you, wouldn't it? Perfect little human, keeping yourself pure just for me," he growls as he rubs his finger over her teeth. She wants to say it's not true, that the reason why she's never been intimate with anyone is because she doesn't know if she can control her animal. But her mind screams, yes, yes, and please, please, please!

She moans and opens her mouth, taking his finger into her. He presses his finger inwards without hesitation and she closes her lips gently on the digit, wetting it with her tongue. Tentatively, she sucks at it, tastes the green of the fresh vegetable he was cutting and fresh cotton of his own clothes on it. Beneath it all, he is coated with his own scent, musky and deliriously wonderfully. She sucks at it greedily.

She watches in delight as his pupils dilate in pleasure and he dips his finger deeper into her mouth, growling in approval when she sucks harder. She licks the tip with her tongue and feels his body vibrate against her. He is half-hard, pressing against her inner thigh.

"It would be easy to own you," he says. "The right words at the right time, your knight in shining armour from my brute of a brother."

He pulls his finger from her mouth with an audible 'pop' and drinks in the look of intoxicated desire in her eyes. He kisses her again and she knows it is meant to be a fleeting kiss because he tries to pull back immediately after.

Without thinking, her fingers wrap in his hair and she pulls him back down, demanding he deepen their kiss. He chuckles into her lips as his hands rests on her hips, large palms warming through the towel.

He pulls back with a jolt. He seems to return to himself, his expression hardening. "But then, I realized it would not be so easy."
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NORA KNOWS SHE SHOULD’VE left the moment her nose picks up the scent of cheap tobacco and overpriced beer from the sidewalk. It’s not her usual hangout, but she’s no longer welcomed in her usual places and there are not enough illegal gambling opportunities near her university. She takes shallow breaths, trying not to fill her lungs with too much second-hand smoke.

“Lost?”

She frowns, seeing not one, but two bouncers at the door. That should’ve been her first clue that this isn’t the kind of place for her. She’s desperate enough not to care.

She does her best femme fatale impersonation, fluttering her long lashes and smiling seductively at the larger males. Her voice adopts an unfamiliar seductive tone when she says, “I’m not lost. I’m exactly where I want to be.” She’s fully prepared to slide them a fiver in order to get in, but evidently long lashes are all that’s needed.

His leering gaze makes her want to cross her arms over her chest. She keeps smiling like she enjoys the attention. After a pause, he asks, “You want in?”

No, I’m standing in the cold because you’re such wonderful company. She resists the urge to roll her eyes. “Yes, sir,” she allows her lips to curve slightly and tilts her hips. The red dress hugs her body at all the right places, accentuating her large breasts and small waist, flaring out at her hips and stopping just short of her knees to show off her long, shapely legs.

“Go ahead,” he says, nodding inside.

She steps into the threshold of the pub and wraps her oversized jacket back on, draping it over her small frame and covering the sexy bodycon dress that she’s worn to disarm her opponents if necessary. She hopes it’s not.

She wishes she hadn’t wasted money she didn’t have on a fake ID. It’s only a few months before she’s finally legal anyways. Even then, she knows she’s going to be carded. At least at the places that cares about drinking ages. The places that offer what she needs don’t care about her age.

Her heels stick to the floor with layers of things she would much rather not identify as she steps into the dimly lit pub. She’s suddenly grateful she’s not gifted with an enhanced sense of smell.

It’s not an unpleasant place. There’s a dance stage where a scantily clad woman is doing away with most of her clothing. She averts her eyes and drinks in the dozen filled tables and - she sighs in relief – a few poker tables.

The bartender doesn’t care about her age either. She finds a seat in the back, nervous fingers picking the label from her bottle, the cold biting her fingertips. The soggy paper peels easily beneath her nail, leaving a trail of glue and residue on the amber glass.

“I can do this,” she murmurs a quiet encouragement to herself and presses the mouth of the bottle to her lips. She takes a sip, flinching with the bittersweet liquid makes its way down her throat. It’s Friday night. Most of her friends are busy getting themselves drunk in sorority parties and there she is, trying to make ends meet. She swallows the bitterness. It goes down with the beer.

There are four poker games going on simultaneously. She nurses her drink slowly as she observes them without being too blatant about it. She’s taking care not to get drunk. She needs herself sober if she wants to win.

The first table is tempting, especially with the crisp greens in the middle of the table, but the buy in is two hundred bucks, more than she has in her wallet.

The second table is speaking in a foreign language she can’t pick up, the words guttural and dangerous. She senses an unspoken threat beneath the sharp curses and laugher. Two of them were smoking cigars, the other two drinking whiskey.

The third and fourth table are more promising. The third table doesn’t look like they’re keen on inviting new players. For one thing, most of them are already too drunk to be making bets, not that it’s stopping them. There’s no honor in winning from drunkards. More importantly, drunk losers can get violent.

The last table is her best bet. There’s three of them, sitting around and bantering good-humoredly. They seem like old friends, but she senses a tension in the air, like none of them really wants to be there. She hears a hint of Italian in their conversation, but most of it is in English, probably for the benefit of the only black guy at the table. She imagines running her palm over his shaved head and wonders if she will feel any hint of hair growing. His arms are littered with tribal tattoos that disappears inside the sleeves of his shirt.

The other two had their backs to her, but they’re no less intimidating in size. She will normally take longer to figure out their game, but she’s desperate.

Desperation is dangerous, a little voice whispers in her head. She ignores the warning and sashays over to the table, making a show of swaying her hips just enough to gain attention. The drunkards in table three whistle at her as she walks past.

“What’s the buy in?” she asks table four even though she’s seen how much money they’ve tossed in the pot in the beginning of the game.

They ignore her, the black guy dealing out three sets, passing the cards over her like she’s invisible. That’s usually her cue to leave, but rent is due in a week and she’s not going to make it with her part time job. The university’s policy of not allowing more than twenty hours of work a week is going to be the end of her.

She bites her bottom lip and considers taking off her jacket to entice them. She sees no rings on any of their fingers.

She knows she looks good. She’s a young, fertile, eighteen-year-old woman, who, her friends have admitted, smells curiously enticing to shifters with enhanced smelling. They don’t know what she is. It’s safest if nobody knows. She can tell, based on instinct alone, that all three men at the table are shifters, but she can’t put her finger to what kind of shifter they are.

Her gaze wanders to the two men she couldn’t see from behind. The two looks like brothers, same blue eyes, dirty blond hair, and tanned skin on gorgeous, perfect physique. She gulps when she takes in their faces, one clean-shaven, the other slightly stubbled. The jacket stays on. They’re beyond her league and she’s not going to win any points just by being pretty.

“You want in?” the one without the stubble asks, his brow arching impressively.

“Really, Dom?” his brother drawls, unimpressed by the interruption.

The black man arches his eyebrow, “Dominic?”

“I want in,” she says in the quiet the followed. She really should be leaving. Her gut is screaming for her to leave. These men are dangerous, her subconscious screams, too dangerous to get involved with in any way or form.

It looks like they’re gambling for money, but there’s something more to the fifties and hundreds they’re putting on the table. There’s something else at stake. She doesn’t know what it is, and her gut tells her she shouldn’t be there.

“That is not a good idea, ma chére,” the giant black man says with a southern accent that piques her curiosity. Briefly, her traitorous mind wonders if he speaks French to his lovers in bed. It’s a beautiful language.

“I’ll pay double,” her mouth says before her brain can catch up with her. She really needs to shut up.

“This is a private game,” the black man intones, carefully putting the remaining cards on the table. He has a deep baritone voice that makes her bones sing.

She looks away from him deliberately. She’s not going to focus on how large and masculine his arms are. There’s something off about all the men at the table, something not quite right.

Loud, obnoxious laughter can be heard from a few tables away. She tunes them out and focuses on finding out why the men at the poker table doesn’t belong. They’re wearing suits, which is a little odd, but not unheard off, especially since it gives an air of confidence that helps win poker games. They aren’t smoking, and none of them looked like they are on drugs. They look like they’re in their thirties, maybe early forties.

They’re too clean, she realizes with shock. Their suits are too expensive, too clean-cut and fitting. They are neither drinking, smoking, nor ordering anything from the bar. By all reasonings, they shouldn’t even be allowed in here, and yet here they are.

Most importantly, everyone is giving a wide berth of them. She’s never been able to sense when shifters are dangerous to get close to. She should’ve listened to her animal. It’s always known better than her when to back away from danger. Problem is, she doesn’t always listen.

“Let her play, Jonny” Dominic drawls, glancing at her with his sea-blue eyes.

“Maybe this isn’t such a good idea,” is what she should’ve said. Instead, she nods.

“Buy in is fifty,” Jonny says in that same pleasant tone.

She knows that already. Her stomach does a flip as she grabs a chair and drags it towards the table. She takes a seat between Dominic and his lookalike. The man’s sharp blue eyes cut to her, drinking in the sight of her as if he can see her creamy soft skin through jacket.

She avoids his eyes carefully and watches as Jonny reaches for the deck and reshuffles to make a place for her.

“You know the rules?” the angrier brother asks.

She nods. A hundred and fifty on the table. Another hundred from her bumps it up to two hundred and fifty. That leaves her with eighty something and change. She shouldn’t have bought the overpriced beer. She licks her lips. It’s more than she’s planning to spend on one round.

Maybe this isn’t such a good idea. She tosses the crumpled bills into the pot. Her wrist is caught in a firm grip before she manages to stuff the back in the safety of her jacket. She looks to the man and hides her fear, keeping her gaze on him as if it’s not wreaking havoc on her lunch.

“What’s a pretty thing like you doing in a place like this?” he asks. You don’t belong here, his gaze says.

It would be so much easier to ignore him if he didn’t look like some sort of sex-deity. His sea-blue eyes don’t blink at all, staring at her as if waiting for her to crack. She doesn’t. She also doesn’t let her eyes drift to his mouth, knowing it would be as perfect and kissable as the rest of him.

“Play nice, Elliot.”

She wrenches her hand back and pushes her animal away from the surface. It’s not time to strike. It’s never time to strike.

It takes a moment for her heartbeat to slow.

“I know what I’m doing,” she says, resisting the urge to rub the ache from her wrist. She nods her thanks at Jonny when he finishes dealing her the cards. She can feel the men’s eyes on her, trying to figure her out. They don’t know she has the upper hand, having observed them longer.

The cards looking back at her are not in her favor. She has a six, an eight, a ten, a queen, and an ace. She tosses two of the smallest cards and picks up two more, praying for doubles of any of her cards.

She should’ve walked out when she had the chance. She keeps her cards covered. Shifters can tell when someone’s bluffing.

“Here with someone?” Elliot asks.

She resists the urge to retort with, ‘Are we playing or talking?’. She will play one game and then leave. There’s a danger here. She keeps her expression neutral even though her heart is beating out of her chest. “I’m here on my own,” she regrets the words the moment they leave her lips. He shows teeth, liking the answer.

Jonny folds and Dominic raises with a sixty.

She counts sixty from her pocket and tosses it in to join the rest.

My, what sharp teeth you have, she thinks as Elliot catches her eyes. He meets the sixty and raises another hundred, all the while looking at her as if he knows she doesn’t have enough in her pocket to cover it.

Fuck.
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SHE LOOKS AT HER CARDS then. There’s no use betting everything on cards that aren’t any good. She tilts her head and the lines around her eyes deepen. Her heart skips a beat and she knows by the side-glances from the shifters that they heard it. She can’t cover the raise, but it’s not as if she has nothing else to offer. She stares at the pot. Her cards are good, but are they good enough?

Dominic places another hundred-dollar bill on the table without looking at his cards. There’s no concern behind his blue eyes. He’s confident he’ll win. She turns to Elliot. They both are.

Either they’re both bluffing, or their cards are spectacular. She prays it’s the former.

It’s her turn now.

She pulls all the rest of her money from her bag and tosses it in to join the rest. The coins clatter on the table loudly. She stays absolutely still despite the curious gazes she’s drawn from the table.

Elliot smirks at her. “That’s not enough, Bambi.”

She grimaces at the pet name but doesn’t try to correct him. “It’s all I have,” she shrugs, trying to appear nonchalant about it.

“Then, you have to find another way to cover the differences, haven’t you?” Elliot asks, leering so openly that she has to avert her gaze.

“I’m going all in,” she says, trying to apply the universal rules for poker. If she had chips instead of cash, she would be tossing all of them into the pot now.

“If you can’t meet the raise, you’re out, mon chére,” Jonny says, sounding somewhat apologetic about their own addition to the rule. It’s familiar rule around these parts. It avoids the complicated math calculations for side pots and main pots. It’s also an underhanded way to win money from the underdogs. “Maybe it’s best you leave,” he adds.

“No, let’s give the girl a chance. I’m sure she’s got some pretty goods hidden under that jacket,” Elliot says, his lips pulled back in a smirk that sends a cold shiver down her spine.

“What do you have in mind?” she asks, taking off her jacket dutifully, like it’s no big deal at all. She knows she’s pretty. It’s helped her win plenty of games. She shouldn’t have waited until she’s down to her last two hundred and change to find a pub. It’s better when she has more money to try her luck, more chances or not fucking up. Like right now.

There’s a deadly silence in the pub. If the tension in the air had been palpable before, it is crushing now. She’s suddenly aware that the other poker players have stopped gambling in order to observe their game from a respectful distance. She wishes she could scent the men and find out what kind of shifters they are, but it’s too risky.

“Stop harassing the poor girl, Elliot. I’ll cover her raise,” Dominic picks her crumbled tens from the pile, slides it back to her as if it offends him, and adds two crisp hundred-dollar-bills to the pot to meet Elliot’s raise.

“Ever the knight in shining armor,” Elliot snarls at him. He’s mad that he’s taking the opportunity of... whatever it was that he has in mind taken from him. Nora prefers not to think about it.

“Thank you,” Nora murmurs.

“Or perhaps I am merely confident that I will win regardless,” he says serenely, ignoring Nora’s gratitude.

Nora reassess her previous thought that they’re brothers. They obviously hate each other.

Elliot is furious. Nora feels the hairs on the back of her neck stand on edge. She knows if she’s any other shifter she will be on her knees, terrified beyond words. To other shifters, she appears like an unwitting human. She’s held her animal back for so long that she’s not sure if she’d even recognize her own animal if she lets it out to play.

“All in,” Elliot snarls. All in is a lot of money, more than Nora can count. The stack of hundreds in the middle of the table is starting to be dangerous rather than tempting. Every instinct in her body is telling her to run.

“Really?” Dominic purrs. There’s humor in his gaze, like Elliot’s anger just made things interesting. Jonny is looking at the two like he’s ready to step into a middle of a fight when it inevitably breaks out. “How much do I have to match, little brother?” he asks.

Brother? Nora thinks with a jolt. They behave more like mortal enemies. Maybe that’s how brothers act with each other.

“I don’t know. Why don’t you fucking count?” he hisses.

“I fold,” Dominic says, peacefully placing his cards on the table without turning them over.

Nora’s never seen a man’s head explode before.

“Oh, you fucking-!” Elliot flips his cards on the table in rage and-

Nora feels a wash of relief and a bubble of adrenaline.

“Three of a kind,” Elliot says in triumph, flashing his three nines, a Queen, and an Ace.

“Straight,” Nora says, flipping her cards over. Her draws of Jack and King yields her with the sequence of cards from Ten to Ace. She was hoping for a pair of any sort. She reaches for the money and feels Elliot’s hand grab hers for the second time that night.

“You didn’t match my raise,” he says.

He’s right. She couldn’t match all the money he threw in the pot, but he’s the one who ended the game by showing his cards.

“Now you’re just being unreasonable, Elliot,” Dominic comments, still with that serene smile on his face. There’s no doubt in her mind that he’s having fun.

Rules doesn’t matter. Now anymore. And everyone’s waiting to watch the fight happen. Nora tries to pull herself free. It’s been too long since she’s had someone touch her with the intent to injure, just as it’s been so long since she’s allowed anyone to touch her at all. The desire for contact is one that does not fade away. She finds she likes the way Elliot’s grasping her wrist as if he has no intention of letting her go. His calloused fingers circle her small wrist, holding it in place, the tips of his fingers so tight it will likely bruise. There’s comfort in the pain.

Maybe there’s something wrong with her. It has been so long since she’s let her animal out to play. It’s too dangerous, too unstable, too feral.

She misses being her animal; it’s a sudden wave of desire and need that hits so hard she almost loses her footing in the force of it. Even after all this time, it still takes her by surprise, where her loss feels as fresh as it had the night she buried it. She misses the power coursing through her veins, the freedom of not being caged, the way she can do whatever she wants without repercussions. Those days died when her parents did.

“Let go,” she says, quiet, just enough of a tremble in her voice to imitate fear. Her increased heartbeat could easily be mistaken for terror instead of excitement.

The pub has stopped pretending to do anything other than watch. Pale blue eyes glare at her, waiting for her to beg. She’s ready to. She’s done it a million times. Play the prey, pretend to be weak, let them have their way and she can continue to be free. Something about the way the men at the table look at her makes her blood sing. Her eyes narrow. It’s as if she knows what everyone’s thinking.

Poor, weak human girl, a hapless prey locked in a den of apex predators. That won’t do, her animal bristles in a rare moment of pride. Let me out, it whispers. Let me play.

She allows her gaze to lift and his baby blues reflect her own bright amber, like an ocean that’s been set alight. It’s almost beautiful. She lets her animal out, just a little, enough for her to realize that she’s at a table of Alpha werewolves, enough for him to glimpse.

He releases her and makes a valiant effort of not running away. Biology wins. He takes a single step back.

She resists the urge to preen at the unadulterated fear in his gaze. What an expressive man, she thinks. I wonder if he’s as expressive in bed, if he growls when he fucks, grunts when he comes. I bet he does. I bet he’ll be a wonderful mate.

Her attention wanders from one man to another, finding enough qualities in all three that her animal desires. They’re all apex predators. Alphas. Powerful and in control of their own packs; Healthy, masculine, and more than capable of providing her with cubs.

Cubs? She thinks in panic, the word echoing in her mind. That’s why her animal has been restless.

The blood drains from her face when she realizes what she’s done. She forces her animal back and prays that the glimpse isn’t enough for people to realize what she is.

“Interesting,” Dominic says, his voice so close to her that she can feel his breath on her skin. She twists around to find him behind her, a solid wall of sinewy muscles, barely hidden beneath his black and white suit.

“Keep the money,” she says. She’ll get out of here. They don’t know her name. She’ll worry about rent in the morning.

“You won the money, mon chére,” Jonny comments. There is a slight hitch in his voice, and a reverence in his eyes that makes her more afraid than the cool indifference he’s shown. Has he seen what she is? Is he going to get her in trouble?

“Forget the money. I’m just going to go,” she murmurs, keeping her gaze low as she sidesteps Dominic.

“If you leave now, we’ll tell,” Dominic whispers, his voice laced with danger.

She narrows her eyes at him, anger seething in her bones at the threat, burning like a fire. For the second time in years, she has to hold her animal back. She’s been doing such a good job of being human. Why now? What’s changed?

“I’ll let you keep the money,” he offers graciously. She wants to take it. She’s desperate, but she’s not stupid enough to not know that it’s a bait being dangled in front of here like a piece of meat being offered to a starving rat.

She looks at the pile of cash. Of course, it’s a bait. She’s worth more than the money on the table to the right pack, or worse, the right collector. They won’t be able to take her, not with just the three of them. Her animal’s been kept in the cage of her own making for too long for three wolves to be trouble. It will be a massacre.

Or will it? Her animal’s been caged too long. Maybe she will be too weak, too unused of her own strong fangs to be good in a fight. These are Alphas that’ve fought their way to the top. They could take her.

She spies at them from beneath her long lashes. But they don’t want to.

No. It’s not fear of a fight breaking out or the chance to report her to the right agencies for money. Money doesn’t mean anything to these men. The poker game is just that, a game. They’re toying with each other, picking at wounds, testing boundaries, contesting without inflicting injury. They’re playfighting.

‘We’ll tell,’ his words echo in her mind. Not I’ll tell. We.

They may not be on the best of terms, but they’re allies. They’re in this together, all three Alphas. It’s rare, but not unheard of, for three Alphas to be in the same pack. She gravitates towards the three men, her steps measured and careful, head tilted as she tries to understand, to see the hidden bonds between them.

Is that what’s awaken her animal? It’s been content in the cage for so long, but the call of power is too great to resist. Three Alphas in the same pack. Enough power to satiate her beast. Finally, her animal purrs. Finally, something worth her attention.

“You’ll let me keep the money?” she echoes, realizing that they’re waiting for an answer. She needs to keep her animal contained, or it will be more than three Alpha’s at her tail.

“Don’t you think we should let Bambi keep the money, Elliot?” Dominic asks.

Elliot nods curtly.

Jonny gathers the pile of cash and offers it to her, keeping it just out of reach so she’ll have to cover the rest of the distance to take it.

“In exchange for something,” Dominic finishes smoothly, directly a steady gaze at her until she had to turn away.

“Doesn’t seem like I’m given much of a choice, am I?” she murmurs quietly, sliding back to her damsel-in-distress persona easily.

“A drink,” Elliot says with flourish. “Have a drink with each of us.” He avoids her eyes like a form of peace offering, an apology for being rougher than he should’ve. She hears the sincerity in his voice and can’t help but wonder what would happen if she wasn’t what she was. If she’s only human. If she’s prey. He’ll eat you alive, a small voice whispers. And you’ll let it happen, because he will be very good at it. He’ll pick at you until you beg for him to devour you whole.

“It will be opportunity for us to know you better,” Jonny adds with a small inclination of his head when she takes the money and stuffs them into the inside pocket of her jacket. His voice is kind, but she’s not fooled by the kindness.

“Somewhere else, if you find our establishment too daunting,” Dominic offers graciously. She puts her jacket back on. Of the three, he is the most peaceful and the most terrifying. There is a storm, a danger beneath those steady blue pupils.

“A drink with all of you...” she echoes, frowning a little. “Why?” she can’t help but ask.

“Why not?” is all the answer she gets.

He steps to the left, giving him ample opportunity to flee. She has no doubt she will be captured before she reaches the exit. The bouncers are inside of the pub now, standing by the door like a pair of gargoyles, stone guardians, ready to come to life with a snap.

“Okay,” she says. She has money now and they didn’t look like the type to get authorities involved. “I work everyday except Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays,” she says.

“Today’s Friday,” Elliot says with a smile, his teeth showing like a shark.

A wolf, her brain correctly in amusement. “It’s very late,” she murmurs. She considers telling them she’s not yet twenty-one, but she has a feeling they don’t care.

“I’ll leave our numbers in your phone and we’ll contact you soon,” Jonny says.

Looking at him, she recognizes her rose-gold phone in his hand. “What? When did you- What?” she gaped.

“Here,” he says, offering her phone back to her like a gift.

She snatches her phone and flees, aware of more than three pairs of eyes on her back, studying her like she’s their new favorite toy.

She should’ve left when she had the chance.
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​Chapter 3: Far Enough

[image: ]




HER HEART IS STILL beating wildly against her chest by the time she’s returned to her apartment. She doesn’t know if it’s from excitement or fear. Maybe a bit of both. She presses her palm to her heart and gulps in air by the lungful, telling herself that everything is going to be alright (It’s really not).

Most of the world has not seen her kind for years, not since the Great Hunt of ’08. Power hungry werewolves were in charge then, and any other shifters that were Apex predators were thought to threaten their position at the top of the food chain. Like animals, they were hunted down and euthanized. Lions, bears, tigers, panthers... anything that could challenge the Werewolves in power had to go. There weren’t many of them to begin with and there is so much less now, even though the hunting had been outlawed.

What little of their kind survived are in hiding, keeping their animals in tightly-locked cages inside them, pretending so well that they’re humans that most of them had begun to believe it themselves. It tempting to let her animal loose.

Nora lost her parents in the hunt and only survived because she’s spent her entire life hiding her animal and has gotten so good at it that even other shifters can’t tell she’s a Were. She spent most of her teenage life in the orphanage for humans.

Even though the authorities have stopped capturing and putting down predator shifters that aren’t wolf, it’s still not safe for her. Governments want to study her, breed her, create more of her kind to make up for their fuck up that drove most of them to extinction, packs want to recruit her for sheer status, and collectors want her in their private museums.

Tonight, she almost fell prey to one, or all of those. She really doesn’t know what the Alpha’s want with her.

Maybe they’re curious. Maybe they’re looking to have a rare shifter in their pack to brag about. It’s really not her business.

Breath heaving, she leans against the door and slides down, settling in a pile on the floor to feel the cold seep through her clothes. Her legs feel boneless, like she’s just ran a marathon even though she had taken a cab the moment she stepped out of the pub.

Fingers shaking, she pulls the wad of cash from her bag and counts, letting the crisp greens calm her. It was... it was too much money. She losses count, having dropped the cash in shock, when she reaches a thousand. She starts over, emptying her jacket’s pockets the twenties that Dominic had tossed back to her.

She losses count two more times, her fingers trembling too much to hold the money steady. She laughs and rubs her hand over her face. Her palm comes away wet despite the cold. Her skin feels like it’s on fire. She counts the money with unsteady fingers, pulling off her gloves with her teeth when they get in the way.

If she can ignore the fact that she’s shown her animal to strangers tonight, it wouldn’t have been bad. The total tallied to two thousand, six hundred, and forty dollars. That’s enough to cover a few month’s rents and groceries.

Enough for a new number, she thinks quietly. Decision made, she transfers all her contacts to her online account and takes out her sim card. Resisting the urge to crush it under her boots like she’s seen in tv shows, she slides it in her pocket and leaves it. She’ll throw it away later. She’ll get a new number and keep hiding.

Everything’s going to be fine.

She falls asleep in the pile of cash, exhausted from the events of the day, and dreams of pale blue eyes and dark-skinned men hunting her in the dark as she runs and runs.

...

Loud knocks drive her awake. Her eyes shoot open, finding herself in the pitch black of the night. She glances at the clock and sees that it's two in the morning.

She panics. They've found her. They've tracked her down and are going to hand her to the authorities and she'll never see the light of day again.

Bile burns in her throat and she scramble to stuff all her money into the bag, her eyes darting around the familiar room as if she will find something new.

The door jolts again, the knocks so loud it rings in her ears. She thinks of the window in the kitchen, wonders if she's capable of making the leap to the ground floor. They're fifteen floors up. Her animal could be able to do it. If she doesn't need to hide her beast anymore, she could get away.

The brass knob rattles and her heart pounds hard enough to hurt. She's not ready to leave. She has a good life here or will have a good life here. She's two years done with her degree, with only another year and a half to go before she can graduate. She's certain she'll make the honor roll. Her results are good. Her professors think she'll be able to get into their Masters or PhD program easily.

She doesn't want to leave.

Panicked, she pats for her phone in her jacket, hands shaking, fingers numb as she tries and fails to punch in her password. Who can she call? The police? What could can any of them do? The device lights up on her main screen and she bites her bottom lip.

"Open the fucking door, Nora!"

It takes her a second to process the voice, for her mind to calm enough to realize that it's not any of the shifters from the pub.

Of course, it's not.

"Coming!" she says and is momentarily surprised by how normal she sounds. She feels like she was on the verge of a heart attack.

"Come faster!" her housemate yells, then giggles at her own joke like it's the funniest thing she's heard all day.

She rolls her eyes and makes sure the rest of her money is safely tucked in her jacket before flipping open the lock. She opens the door, greeting her disgruntled friend on the other side with a small smile. "Forgot the keys again, Kira?" she asks.

She shrugs. "I think I left it over at Ken's place. I'll go get it back tomorrow." She takes off her jacket and drapes it over the couch.

Nora resists the urge to fold it and place it somewhere more appropriate. If she lets Kira have her way, all the furniture in their apartment would be clothed in her jackets.  She's dressed in a skimpy red dress. It barely covers any of her, but her boyfriend likes it that way She's looking for a mate. Nora knows it's just a matter of time before she finds one. She's a were-fox. Sometimes, Nora's jealous of how easy it is for her to fit in. Foxes are... not a threat to wolves, so they managed to escape the Hunt.

"Jesus, you look like you've seen a ghost," her roommate says when she finally looks at her. "You alright?" she asks.

"Yes," she answers automatically, then takes a breath to try and calm a few of her fraying nerves. She tries not to panic. "No," she admits quietly.

Kira tosses her bag to the corner of the couch and gives her attention to the sweat-stained, trembling figure standing by the door. "What's wrong?" she asks as Nora locks the door.

"I went gambling," she admits, avoiding her housemate's judging gaze.

"Jesus, is it because of rent? I told you not to worry about it."

Nora wanders into the kitchen and pours them both water. She hands one to Kira and sips the other. "You're on scholarship, Kira," she reasons. Her housemate is an exchange student from Japan. She's not exactly rolling in dough.

"I told you I have enough to cover the rent for next month. You're getting paid for your tutoring job, right? You can pay me back after. It's not like I'm going to starve."

They've had this argument for a year. Ever since Kira found out where Nora goes to get more money every time she's behind, she's been trying to talk her out of it. Kira means well, but she gets just enough to pay tuition, rent, and groceries. Nora knows she only goes out to party because her boyfriend is a social butterfly. The young man she's dating is a trust fund baby and doesn't mind splurging on his girlfriend, but Nora knows Kira doesn't like using his money.

"You could get in a lot of trouble if the University finds out what you're doing, Nora," she says, disapproval so thick in her voice that Nora's surprised she's not swallowed by the guilt.

She sighs, resigning herself to a conversation she doesn't want to have. "It's the easiest way to get money, Kira."

"And the most dangerous! Did you get in trouble? Is that why you're so freaked out?" She looks worried.  "Did you lose your tuition money, Nora? Are you addicted? Should we get help?"

"Nothing like that," she says. She can't help but chuckle at all the possibilities Kira has thought of. She looks at the water in her cup and wonders how nice it would be if her life is as peaceful.

"Do you owe dangerous people money, Kira? I umm... I don't have much after rent tomorrow, but I have a few hundred you can borrow, and I can ask Ken to help out."

Nora feels her eyes burn with tears. "Thank you, Kira, but it's not money. I won some money from a few guys tonight," she murmurs. "I realized too late they're werewolves."

Her eyes widen. "Werewolves?" she murmurs. "Do you know who they are?"

She shakes her head. She stays away from shifter politics as much as she can. It's not safe for her to be involved in any way or form. Probably why she's studying to be a Science researcher. She'll graduate and bury her nose in a lab somewhere. Much safer.

"Just regular werewolves gambling in a pub, then?" she asks.

"I wouldn't say they're typical werewolves..." she murmurs. She's not sure how to approach the subject without giving away her ability to shift. Nobody knows she's a shifter, not even Kira. "I think they're Alphas, but I can't be sure, you know," she tries for a nonchalant shrug.

"Holy fuck. You won money from Alpha werewolves?! Are you insane?!" she snaps. Nora doesn't need to look at her to know the anger comes from concern.

"I'm not sure if they're actual Alphas, but everyone seems to be afraid of them," she murmurs.

"You walked into a poker game with werewolves, Nora. Do you have a death wish?" Kira stands up abruptly and all but stomps over to her. She resists the urge to back away when her friend leans in close enough to take a deep inhale.

She knows Kira's scenting her, trying to find out if the shifter's scents are familiar, but it's still uncomfortable to stay still while her friend breathes in her scent.

"Holy fuck," Kira gasps. Her pupils dilate and she takes a step back. "How can you not smell that? Alpha werewolves, Nora. Whoever they are, they're powerful." She shakes her head in disbelief. "How can you not smell that?" she repeats.

Nora says defensively, "My nose isn't as good as yours."

"How much did you win?" she asks, stepping into the kitchen.

Nora knows she's in trouble when the normally over-affectionate girl gives her a wide berth as she does so, as if afraid to touch her accidentally. "Two thousand something," she says, unable to keep the pride from her tone.

Her mug drops in the sink in her shock. "Fuck." she looks impressed. "Alright, it's really fucking dumb of you to bet with werewolves, but that's... that's really good."

She smirks and takes another sip from her cup. "Yeah. I'm set for a while," she says.

Kira's smile fades quickly. She leans against the counter. "That doesn't explain why you're so freaked out."

"Adrenaline?" Nora offers, feeling less anxious in her friend's presence. "I think they're interested in me. They said they'll call me, but I umm... I took out my sim card."

Kira laughs, and she finds herself feeling more relaxed. "Good plan," she says. Nora wonders if she's the sort of shifter who thinks of non-shifters as inferior. As if reading her mind, Kira says, "Werewolves are... not the best kind of people to date, not if you're human."  Ken's a werewolf. "They've too many rules regarding shifter and non-shifter relationships. It’s hard even with me and Ken. Most of them have too many prejudices. I mean, some of them are decent, but most.... most aren't...” Her words trail off and she looks deep in her thoughts. Not for the first time, Nora wonders if things aren’t as perfect as they seem between Ken and her housemate. After a moment, she seems to return to herself and ask, “Do you think they get you in trouble with the University?"

Nora hasn't even thought of that possibility. She closes her eyes and tells herself to calm down. "They don't know my name, or that I go to school. Nobody carded me and the only thing they have to go by is my face. I don't think they'll be able to find me," she says. She's not sure if she's reassuring herself or Kira.

"You took a cab?" Kira asks.

She nods.

"Good. That means they won't be able to follow your scent so easily. How far away is the place?" she asks.

"About forty minutes?"

Kira makes a noise of approval. "That's far enough. You didn't leave anything of yours at the place, did you?" she asks.

"No," she says. "I won back the money I threw in the pot."

Kira hums and thinks for a moment longer. "I think you're safe." She finally manages a smile. "You should go to bed. You look exhausted. I'll leave my portion of the rent by the shoes rack. Can you pass it to the office on your way to work tomorrow? I’m going to Ken’s for the weekend."

"Sure," she mumbles, yawning widely.

Kira washes their mugs.

Yawning again, Nora bids her goodnight and heads for her room.

Sleep does not come for her as easily the second time as it had the first. She tosses and turns, fleeting memories of wolves nipping at her heels in the back of her mind. She opens her eyes to remind herself that she's safely tucked in her own bed. She abandons her blanket, closes her eyes and goes still, not reacting when cool air hits her.

The cold envelopes her and she lets exhaustion drag her into sleep.

She dreams of wolves circling her, waiting to pounce, eyes glowing in the dark of the forest. The leaves beneath her feet crunches with each step. She knows how to be quieter, how to be less human and more animal, but she couldn't do it.

She tries to discern one wolf from another, finding that while one is bigger and has darker fur, the other two are almost indistinguishable, their manes the exact shade of grey and whites. She has nowhere to run, the three wolves stepping 'round and 'round her, advancing slowly, but surely, caging her in the circle.

"What do you want?" she whispers, her voice laced with fear.

They are unnaturally large for wolves, towering over her when they're finally close enough that she can reach out and touch them. She looks up and sees the sharp fangs in their teeth, almost glowing white in the night.

She blinks and suddenly they're no longer wolves, but men.

"What do you want with me?" she asks, catching her fingers against a stubbled cheek. She's staring into eyes as blue as the sea and she can't look away. Hands suddenly grip her waist and she is hoisted high up. Before she can say a word, lips press to hers, familiar and hot and demanding. She succumbs to it, eyes closed and legs wrapped around the stranger's hard hips. She wonders if it should matter that she doesn't know the name of the stranger kissing her.

They break apart to breathe and she is passed to a different man. The man growls softly and bites against her neck as she squirms, rubbing against him.

"S-stop." She bites her lip and draws her hands down the stranger's back as the sloppy hot kisses continue against her skin, sending shivers through her over and over. The muscles beneath her palm are hard, sinewy, very much like the dangerous predators hunting her down.

She moans, feeling the man's teeth and tongue on her shoulder as he tugs down her shirt. She's suddenly laid flat on pillows, and the man drops heavily on top of her, rubbing kisses against the hollow of her neck. His hands crawl beneath her shirt to feel the softness of her skin, warming her cool skin with his palm.

She struggles beneath the heavy weight, her mind and her body warring with one another.

"Stop, p-please!" she whimpers, but her body is arching into the man's kisses on her belly as he tugs the shirt up, exposing soft skin with his hands on the hem of her shirt. She tries to pull her shirt back down, her own hands wrapping around the man's much larger ones. She feels calloused fingers prying her hands away and grip them over her head. She looks up and sees two men holding her limbs captive.

The larger black man leans down to kiss her, capturing her questions and hesitation with his lips. The shirt tugs over her head and traps her wrists together the same time the black man dips his tongue past her open lips and tastes her.

Expert fingers curl in her pants and removes it, leaving her naked and bare between the three men. Blood rushes to her head, her cheeks blooming red in embarrassment.

She crosses her legs, struggling uselessly to free herself. The man nips her lower lip, growling as if to warn her to stop. She doesn't anticipate the stubbled man grabbing her legs and parting them, then kissing the molten core between her legs.

She gasps, and jolts awake.
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​Chapter 4: Only Half Right
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​​SHE FEELS LIKE SHE hasn't gotten any sleep at all. Her alarm argues otherwise. It takes her ten minutes to feel less zombie-like and she's out of the apartment, snatching Kira's portion of the rent on her way to the office. She pays rent, sighing in satisfaction when the woman behind the desk confirms that they won't be homeless for another month. Success.

Her rent is a little steep, at five hundred per person, but she knows it's the price she has to pay in order to live close to the University. She doesn't have a car so it's not like she can live anywhere further, and the buses here do not keep to their schedule as strictly as they should. She learned that lesson the hard way during her first year. Her tardiness almost costed her the partial scholarship.

She's supposed to be in the lab for her tutoring duties at ten. She glances at her watch. Enough time for coffee.

The cafe by her University is usually bustling with students. It's too early on the Sunday for most students to be awake. She heads towards the quaint little shop with a half-smile on her face. She's going to splurge a little. Coffee, croissant, and muffins.

"Hello, Bambi."

She freezes. If she's lucky, the voice is just in her imagination and when she turns around, it'll be gone.

She forces herself to take a few deep inhales and exhales before turning around. There's no mistaking the imposing large male behind her.  He looks different in the daylight, his formal suit abandoned in favor of a pair of leather pants and a faded t-shirt. He's not wearing the jacket.

Jonny shouldn't be here.

She wants to know how he managed to track her down. She's sure her sim card is still hiding in her jacket. She hasn't even bothered turning on the phone. They didn't follow her out of the pub. She stares at the man, utterly lost for words.

"You look like you could use a coffee, mon chére," he drawls, opening the door to the cafe, graciously letting her enter first.

She keeps her panicked thoughts to herself. She's not sure she can keep from screaming if she opens her mouth. This is insanity. Surreptitiously, she pinches her arm and feels a flash of pain. Not dreaming then. Damnit.

"Coffee, or something different?" he asks.

She nods. "Coffee, thank you."

Her thought turns towards running. She could still sprint back to her apartment. He's just standing there, ordering them both coffee like it's the most natural thing in the world for him to do. She doesn't know what to think. Maybe it is natural. Maybe he buys people coffee all the time.

"How did you know I was here?" she blurts the moment he returns with the coffee. She hasn't seen a car, so he must've walked.

There's no way he found her by scent, is there? The University is a discordant mixture of scents, so many shifters and humans packed in the same space. It is almost impossible to track.

He winks at her as if it's an acceptable answer and hands her the coffee. The cup warms her palms and soothes her frayed nerves.

"You promised us a drink. I'm aware that you have other arrangements today, but I find it... difficult to stay away."

She chews her bottom lip, the pink flesh blushing red. "I took out my phone's sim card," she admits, feeling more than a little guilty. Jonny's been nothing but kind to her since yesterday.

"Is that so?" he asks, looking amused. He pulls a chair for her. "Perhaps you should consider putting it back. Elliot will not be pleased when he's unable to find you and you will not appreciate his temper."

"I suppose you're right," she murmurs.

"I suppose I am." He smiles a little. She feels dwarfed next to him, barely reaching his shoulder as she walks past.

"I have to go to work in twenty minutes," she says. More like forty, but he doesn't need to know that.

"Sit," he insists. "I won't take too much of your time," he says.

She eyes the chair with heavy distrust but ultimately decides to sit. He looks like a man used to having his way.

"What's your name?"

"Nora Cage." It had been her father's idea when she was much younger, a somber reminder to keep her animal contained. When the Social Workers asked for her name before handing her to the orphanage, she had said instead of her real name without thinking. She doesn’t even remember what her last name is supposed to be. It’s probably for the best.

"Nora Cage," he tastes the name on his tongue, curling it on his Southern accent in a way that made her shiver. "Good morning, Miss Nora. I am Jonny Aldridge." He extends a hand as if to shake her hand.

She wants to ignore it. She can't. She shakes his hand, except he palms it and lifts it to his lips. He kisses the back of her hand lightly.

"Pleased to make your acquaintance," he says.

"How did you find me?" she asks.

He gives her another one of his cryptic smiles. "Are you a student in the University, Miss Nora?"

"Yes," she says, tensing, immediately worried that he will cause her trouble with her studies.

"Your secret is safe with me, Miss Nora," he assures.

She doesn't know which secret he's referring to, her gambling, or her caged beast. She keeps her eyes to her drink, aware of the movements around her, of people starting to enter the cafe. "This is hardly the right place for a conversation like this, Mr. Jonny."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg
AN ALPHA'S MATm

L

‘\

.






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg
Chmes





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





