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 Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Haven’t you left yet?” 
 
    Alyssa jumped at the gruff sound of her alpha’s voice and spun to face him, her cheeks heating. “No, sorry. I was just about to.” 
 
    “Well, get a move on. I’m going to die of thirst at this rate.” 
 
    Her alpha Gregory stared at her in a way that made her uncomfortable, his gaze slipping down over her body like liquid. Instinctively, she crossed her arms over her chest, and wished she’d worn something more covering than the thin summer dress she’d chosen that morning. She wasn’t a small girl, and her breasts strained against the front of the dress, the straps tested by her curves. Her hips and bottom sent the material flaring out to stop mid-thigh.  
 
    She shouldn’t be made to feel this way. Gregory was not only her alpha, he was also at least forty—so twenty plus years older than her own eighteen years. He was already mated to the not-so-lovely Valerie, who was their alpha female. She knew alphas occasionally took mistresses, and she prayed that wasn’t what he had in store for her. Gregory was a bullish man, with a bald head, no neck, and wide, beefy shoulders. He wasn’t the sort of guy she’d be attracted to at all, and the age difference left a sickening dread in her stomach.  
 
    Perhaps she was imagining things—he had watched her grow up, and surely didn’t think of her as much more than a little girl himself. But no, the way his gaze lingered on the shelf of her breasts, she was sure he was thinking of her as most definitely all grown up. 
 
    “Take the car,” he said, “and the cell phone. I don’t want you messing around in town, and if one of the human men tries to talk to you, just ignore them.” 
 
    “I will,” she said. “I don’t speak to anyone in town.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it. Your place is with us, the Dark Ridge wolves.” 
 
    Then why is it always me you send into town to do chores? She didn’t give voice to her words, but she knew the constant allocation of chores was just an excuse for him to speak to her. Gregory had a niece, Ruby, who was still single and only a couple of years older than she was, but he never asked her to do the runs into town. 
 
    “I know, Gregory,” she said instead. “I’ve never wanted to be anywhere else.” 
 
    The men in town rarely spoke to her anyway, unless it was because they had to. Humans knew about wolf-shifters, but they had a silent agreement to keep themselves to themselves. The shifters didn’t involve themselves in human business and vice-versa. Occasionally, a rogue wolf lived among the humans, but that was rare. For the most part, wolves kept to their own packs and compounds, and the humans stayed in the towns. It had worked that way for hundreds of years, and, other than the occasional run-in, they lived peacefully. 
 
    “Then I’ll see you this afternoon with what I’ve asked for.” 
 
    A shout from one of the other shifters called Gregory over, and so he turned and walked away. 
 
    Alyssa sighed and headed over to where one of the cars was parked near the meeting house at the center of their compound. The pack didn’t have many cars. Gregory had his own beast of a truck, which he kept meticulously clean and wouldn’t let anyone else drive, but the rest of them shared the few vehicles they had. They tried to live their lives as close to nature as possible, so preferred to be on foot rather than drive vehicles, and things like cell phones and televisions were uncommon. They lived a simple life, and were happy that way. 
 
    “Hey, Alyssa, wait up.” 
 
    She turned to see her older brother Holton coming toward her at a slow jog. He was ten years older than she was, and beta in the pack. She was fiercely proud of him, and of their other brother, Joel, too, who was twenty-three and opposite to Holton in every way. Where Holton was big and dark, with his long hair and coarse beard, Joel was lean and blonde. She fell somewhere in the middle with her curly brown hair, though she wished she’d inherited some of the leanness Joel had. She felt like all she needed to do was look at a cookie and it landed straight on her hips. 
 
    Holton came to a stop in front of her, his thick dark brows drawn together in concern. “Everything all right? I saw Gregory talking to you.” 
 
    She sighed. “Yeah, I just have to do a run to the store. He was asking me why I hadn’t left yet.” 
 
    “That was all?” 
 
    “Yeah, that was all. Why?” 
 
    “Oh, no reason. I just wanted to check on my baby-sister, that’s all.” 
 
    She punched him on the arm, but her fist met only solid muscle and made no impact at all. “Hey, less of the baby. I’m eighteen now, remember? A grown woman.” 
 
    He cast a glance over his shoulder, in the direction Gregory had gone. “Yeah, that’s what worries me.” 
 
    Was Holton concerned about the same thing she was—that Gregory was thinking of her in a different way now that she was mature? She wanted to ask him directly, but even the thought embarrassed her, and the idea of saying it out loud, to her big brother, no less, made her cheeks burn with humiliation. Besides, it put her brother in a difficult position. He was Gregory’s beta—his right hand man. She didn’t want to put thoughts like that into Holton’s head. Holton was protective of her, and if he started to think Gregory had ideas about her in that way, it would make his job difficult. Nothing was more important than their pack being cohesive and working together. Friction between pack leaders could cause entire packs to break apart, and then they were left weak and open to being taken over by rival packs. The Dark Ridge wolves had always lived peacefully, and she didn’t want to be the cause of something like that happening. 
 
    “I can come with you, if you want?” Holton offered. “I’ve got a couple of things to finish up here, but I’d be happy to join you for a trip into town.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine, Holton, honestly. Gregory wants me to get a move on, and I don’t want to keep him waiting any longer.” 
 
    “It won’t do him any harm to wait.” 
 
    She tried again. “And I want to go on my own. I enjoy the drive.” 
 
    He studied her face. “As long as you’re sure.” 
 
    “I am, I promise.” 
 
    “Okay. Be careful, and don’t go talking to any strange boys.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes at him, and he laughed. “I know, I know. You’re all grown up now.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she confirmed. “I’ll be back by the afternoon.” 
 
    She turned away from her brother and walked to where the car was parked. The keys were in the ignition—no one in the pack would ever dream of stealing the car—and she saw the cell phone sitting in the holder on the dashboard. She removed it from the holder and slipped it into her purse. Her shifter pack only owned two cell phones. They were together most of the time anyway, so what was the point in them having more? Plus the pack couldn’t afford to fund a whole heap of cell phones for members who would rarely need to use them. Gregory was tight like that, so he kept one for himself, and the other was for the pack’s use when needed. 
 
    Alyssa climbed behind the wheel and pulled the door shut behind her. She started up the vehicle and maneuvered it to take the small dirt track out of the compound. A part of her relaxed as she pulled away from the rest of the Dark Ridge wolves and started the hour or so journey to town. She loved her home, but sometimes it did feel claustrophobic. Had she felt that way before she’d started to get uncomfortable around her alpha? She wasn’t sure, but now that she was driving away she could finally breathe. 
 
    She drove with the windows down and the radio on. The day was bright and hot, a beautiful day to be alive. Her irritation at always being the one to run the chores faded. Someone had to do it, so there was no reason it shouldn’t be her. The pack could hunt fresh meat in the forest, but there were always going to be things they needed at the store—they couldn’t pick up toilet paper, or even the booze her alpha loved so much, in the forest. Somehow, probably because she was at the bottom rung of the pack, the job always landed in her lap.  
 
    Today, however, she decided she didn’t care. If it meant she got to enjoy this gorgeous day away from Gregory’s watchful eye, she’d do every chore available. 
 
    The hour’s drive passed by with her singing along to the radio, lost in thought. Before she knew it, she found herself pulling into the parking lot of the store in town. The pack only used cash—they didn’t get involved with human institutes such as banks—and she only had enough to get the groceries Gregory required for the pack. Things they couldn’t hunt or grow were bought by the alpha and then divided among the pack equally. They got money by selling some of the things they’d grown or made. Some of the women were talented with crafts, and could crochet beautiful blankets which sold for enough to buy them groceries to last the pack a week. 
 
    Gregory had given her the right money for the groceries, but she thought there might be enough to get herself one of the treats she liked so much. After all, she was the one who’d gone to all the effort to drive into town and shop. 
 
    Heading into the store she figured after having to put up with Gregory getting an eyeful of her chest that morning, a sneaky candy bar was the least she deserved.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alyssa paid for the shopping and bent to haul the paper sacks of groceries into her arms.  
 
    Clutching the bags against her chest, she left the store and walked back to the car. Her thighs rubbed together beneath the skirt of the summer dress she wore, the material clinging to her backside. She’d thought the dress was too small when she’d put it on that morning, but it was so damn hot at the moment, she hadn’t been able to stand the thought of wearing anything larger. Besides, it was always several degrees hotter in town than it was at home. The shifter compound was on higher ground, and the dappled shade of the forest always kept the place cooler.  
 
    She was tempted to find somewhere to park for a little while to avoid going home. Anything to buy some time away from the way Gregory had been looking at her lately.  
 
    Sickened, she pushed the thought of Gregory away from her mind. Her brothers wouldn’t let him try to take her as a mistress, would they? Both Holton and Joel had always been protective of her, as she’d expect from them being older, especially since their parents had died, but would they stand up against Gregory if he chose to take her? It might mean they’d lose their places in the pack—if they survived such an encounter—and would have to start afresh. 
 
    Perhaps that wouldn’t be such a bad thing. They could all start somewhere new and see if any of the other packs from around their area had outsider shifters who would like to join.  
 
    The thought surprised her. She’d never considered leaving the Dark Ridge wolves before and she certainly shouldn’t be thinking about spending time with other packs. She’d been told all her life how dangerous they were—cold-hearted and ruthless. There was a reason shifter-packs lived in their own territories; when they crossed paths bad things happened. It was better to stick to your own, even if it did mean being mated off to someone who made your blood run cold. 
 
    “Stop thinking about it,” she muttered to herself, trying to balance the grocery bags as she fumbled with the keys to the car. She’d treat herself by sitting in the vehicle for ten minutes and eating the candy bar she’d bought before driving back to their shifter compound.  
 
    Alyssa placed the key in the lock, but something made her pause. Despite it being the middle of the day, there weren’t many people around. The hairs on the back of her neck slowly rose to attention and her nostrils flared. Due to her shifter genetics, her hearing and sense of smell were sharp—not as sharp as when she was in wolf form, but still good—and something was sending her a warning signal that all was not quite right.  
 
    She whipped her head around, trying to spot something, but the parking lot was empty. 
 
    Where the hell is everyone? 
 
    A waft of something—an aftershave, a hint of sweetness, and something else, musky and dangerous, which sent all her senses alight—drifted over to her. Her heart instantly picked up its pace, and she hurried with the keys, suddenly desperate to get the door open and get the hell out of there.  
 
    No longer caring if she spilled the groceries, she wrenched open the door and climbed behind the wheel, her chest heaving. The heat of the day, combined with the sudden rush of adrenaline, had caused the thin material of her dress to cling to her curves, so when she glanced down she could see the rolls of her stomach sitting beneath the shelf of her breasts. Even her thighs spread out enough to cover most of the seat. 
 
    Shame swamped the sudden, irrational fear she’d just experienced. She knew the candy bar wasn’t such a good idea, yet she didn’t seem to have the self-control to stop eating them. She enjoyed the pleasure of melted chocolate dripping down her throat, the warm feeling it created inside. There weren’t many things she could take pleasure from in life, but eating was one of them. So what if the result was that she no longer felt comfortable in her own skin? If she was lucky, it might even keep perverts like Gregory away from her. 
 
    Right now, she wasn’t hungry anyway. She was torn between wanting to get away from there, and not wanting to go home. She wished she had another option, but at least she had a place she belonged with her pack —even if it was only to do the chores—and that was more than she could say for anywhere else. 
 
    Alyssa pushed the stick shift into reverse and backed out of the space, before pulling out of the parking lot. She took the small road out of town, swapping the clusters of houses for the expanse of tree trunks and pine foliage. It was an easy, scenic drive, and she enjoyed just being able to zone out for a while, thinking only about the road rather than the possibility of a future with someone who turned her stomach. 
 
    Glancing over at the grocery bags sitting on the passenger seat, she spied the candy bar she’d bought. Perhaps she could manage it after all. She reached over to snag— 
 
    The steering wheel suddenly wrenched from her hands and the car went into a spin, throwing her to one side. She didn’t even get a chance to scream as groceries flew past her face, and the side of her head smacked against the driver’s window. White sparks burst in front of her eyes, and everything spun in conjunction with the moving car.  
 
    No, she realized, the car has stopped moving. It was just her head that was dizzy. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she muttered, reaching out to the steering wheel to pull herself upright and check her injuries. The fact she was still able to both swear and move made her think she wasn’t too badly hurt, though she had no idea what had just happened. 
 
    She became aware of the stench of whiskey filling the interior of the car, the fumes making her eyes sting and her nostrils flare. The bottle Gregory had told her to buy must have smashed in the impact. He was going to be mad when he found out—more upset about that than her being in an accident. 
 
    Sitting upright made her head swim again, and her vision grayed at the edges. She rubbed her eyes, and then hissed air in over her teeth as pain shot through her temple. A tender spot was beside her eye, and when she placed her fingertips to the area, they came back bloodied. The injury must have happened when she hit her head. 
 
    Alyssa opened the driver’s door. Several items of groceries fell from the car and hit the ground—a couple of cans and some dried pasta. Ignoring them, she climbed from her truck and staggered onto the road. What had happened? Had she hit something? She hadn’t been aware of any impact. The stench of whiskey followed her out, blinding all her other senses, and she covered her nose with the back of her hand. She didn’t know how Gregory could bring himself to drink that stuff. 
 
    Wincing against her sore body— a bruised shoulder, and stiff neck and back—she looked down to check under the car. 
 
    “Ah, shit.”  
 
    The back tire had blown out, which must have caused the skid. She glanced back down the road, the way she had come, and noticed a small pile of inch long nails scattered across the asphalt. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me!” She exhaled in exasperation. 
 
    If she didn’t know better, she’d have thought they’d been put there deliberately to cause an accident. 
 
    Alyssa headed back to the car to find her purse. Thank goodness she’d been allowed to take the cell phone with her in case of an emergency. 
 
    An emergency just like this one. 
 
    Alyssa found her purse wedged under the seat, and, with her body screaming in protest, she hauled out the bag. Fumbling inside, her fingers met with the cool metal of the phone and she took it out and checked the screen. 
 
    No service. 
 
    “Damn it.”  
 
    Keeping her eyes glued on the screen, she walked down the road, back in the direction of town. Hopefully, the phone would pick up some reception soon. She held it in the air, thinking the height might help. 
 
    “Come on, come on,” she willed the phone. 
 
    A single bar popped up. 
 
    “Oh, thank God!” 
 
    She hit the dial button for the only number programmed in—Gregory’s cell phone.  
 
    Pressing the phone to her ear, she prayed she wouldn’t lose service again. The phone rang and rang, and then Gregory’s voice cut in. “Hey, you know what to do.” 
 
    Voicemail. Damn it. 
 
    “Gregory, it’s Alyssa. I’ve had some car trouble about a half hour out of town. I got a burst tire and I hit my head. I’m okay, but I need help. I’ve no idea how to change a flat, and there’s no one else around.” 
 
    The phone beeped as she lost service again. She screamed in frustration. What the hell was she supposed to do now? 
 
    She lifted her face to the sky and yelled, “You could have answered your cell phone, asshole!” 
 
    Suddenly, a hand locked over her mouth, stifling her words. Someone with immense strength yanked her backward, pulling her off her feet, and her neck screamed with fresh pain. The cell phone clattered to the ground. Alyssa noticed what she hadn’t before, another vehicle parked farther up the road, hidden partially by bushes. 
 
    A low voice growled in her ear, “Who are you calling an asshole?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She froze in the man’s grip, allowing herself to be dragged backward. 
 
    Gregory? Surely it wasn’t him? 
 
    But no, even facing away from the man, she could feel this person’s build was different. Where Gregory was short and stocky, though fearsomely strong, this man was long and lean. Plus the hand covering her mouth was nothing like her alpha’s scent or taste. 
 
    She’d have smelled the man coming and been ready for him if it hadn’t been for that damn whiskey stench filling the air, and the knock to the head must have affected her hearing. 
 
    The distance dividing her from her truck grew greater, while the space to the partially hidden car reduced. Alyssa’s brain suddenly switched into gear as she realized what was happening. This wasn’t her alpha trying to teach her a lesson in humility; this was a strange man dragging her toward his car. 
 
    The realization caused panic to surge through her body. She wasn’t small in stature, and she bucked and squirmed in his grip, trying to kick back with her feet and jab with her elbows. She opened her mouth to bite the fleshy pad of his palm, which pressed against her lips, but she couldn’t get a decent grip with her teeth and only succeeded in nipping him. The man didn’t even break his stride. 
 
    Except, he wasn’t just a man, was he? 
 
    Now they were farther from the stench of the whiskey, she could detect the distinctive scent of wolf about him. Something about the scent pinged a memory—she’d smelled it before. In the parking lot, when she’d believed herself to be watched.  
 
    Could that be right? Had he seen her then? Had this whole thing been a setup, and he’d thrown the nails on the road in the hope of damaging her vehicle?  
 
    The possibility of him stalking her and causing the accident on purpose filled her with dread. It meant he had plans for her. This wasn’t just a spur of the moment thing. 
 
    Why her? She wasn’t much to look at, with her thick thighs, and big backside, and bust. Plus she knew her dress had been too short, exposing every bulge and dimple. Had she appeared vulnerable? Was that why he’d chosen her? 
 
    She didn’t get any more time to think. 
 
    He was too strong for her to fight him. With one arm locked against her body, his hand pressed against her mouth, he reached out and popped the trunk. 
 
    No, she wanted to cry. Please, not the trunk, but it just came out as a mumbled moan against his hand. 
 
    “Sorry, darlin’.” He spoke against her ear. “It’s got to be done.” 
 
    He released her mouth, enough for her to let out a yell, though there was no one around to hear her, and then he caught her up under her legs. With a scream, she was lifted off her feet and thrown unceremoniously into the trunk. She hit the metal bed, jarring her shoulder and already stiff neck, but she didn’t just lie there. Rolling toward the opening, she lunged forward, hoping to get out before he shut her in. 
 
    She wasn’t fast enough. 
 
    Just as the trunk lid slammed down, she locked gazes with him for a fraction of a second. Hard eyes of ice blue, framed by a fringe of thick, black lashes.  
 
    Then the lid blocked out any view and she was shut into darkness. 
 
    Alyssa let out a sob. 
 
    The smell of metal and gasoline surrounded her. The heat felt suffocating. 
 
    The driver’s door opened and then slammed shut with a hollow bang, and the engine chugged and stuttered to life around her. The vehicle got moving, taking her with it.  
 
    She bumped and jolted around the trunk as the car drove down the road and then swung around. They were heading away from town, but she assumed they wouldn’t be going back to her shifter compound. He would have to take a turn off somewhere up the road, and head in a different direction, or would he drive right by, perhaps bringing her within meters of her home, and her family. They would have no idea the car that drove past contained their sister and fellow pack member. 
 
    Alyssa held in another sob. She couldn’t cry. If she was going to make it out of this, she needed to be tough. Tough and smart. 
 
    Using her hands, she felt along the inside of the trunk lid, hoping to find a safety catch that might allow her to pop the trunk. But if such a feature existed, she couldn’t find it.  
 
    Realizing there was another way out, she kicked, thumping what would be the rear of the back seat with her feet. She couldn’t get enough movement in her legs to make the kicks efficient. Besides, she didn’t know what she planned on doing if she did break through. Would she strangle the guy while he drove? Cause an accident and hope she wasn’t badly hurt so she could run? It didn’t matter anyway. She couldn’t break through the back seats. 
 
    In her frustration, she slammed her palms against the inside of the trunk. “Let me out, you son of a bitch!”  Forgetting her promises to herself, she yelled until her throat hurt.  
 
    She was strong, but not strong enough to bust out from inside the trunk, and not strong enough to fight the man who had taken her. 
 
    The stifling heat in the trunk grew worse with her struggles, forcing her to stop. Her thin dress clung to her body, sweat beading across her skin. Would she die in here if he didn’t get her out soon? Would she run out of oxygen? 
 
    The thought caused her panic to build again, and only the force of her will kept the emotion at bay. 
 
    No, I won’t die, she reasoned with herself. The slightest breeze came from the front, between the joining of the seats and the metal casing of the car. The bastard must be enjoying the air, or had the windows rolled down. Her anger churned in a slow roil inside her. She wouldn’t let him get away with this. Sure, she might only be eighteen, with too many curves in all the wrong places, but she had claws and would rip his eyes out at the first opportunity. 
 
    Alyssa lost track of the amount of time she’d spent in the trunk—at least a couple of hours, it felt like anyway—and her whole body ached. Being cramped into such a tiny space, especially after she’d just been in a car accident, had left her stiff and sore. 
 
    Finally, the car slowed and stopped, and the engine cut out. 
 
    Alyssa held her breath, her ears straining as the sound of footsteps crunched on the ground outside. She tensed as the catch of the trunk popped open. She wanted to launch herself out, and catch him by surprise, but she wasn’t sure she could even move. Her whole body felt like it had seized in the fetal position. 
 
    The trunk opened and bright sunlight flooded the space. She squinted, and lifted her hand to shelter her already watering eyes. He stood, silhouetted against the light—a tall, lean figure, whose strength she’d already experienced, and whose bright blue eyes she had already seen. 
 
    He leaned into the trunk and reached for her. 
 
    Despite her promises to herself to be fierce and brave, she cowered back, and screamed, “Help! Somebody help me!” 
 
    His hand wrapped around her arm and dragged her forward. She pulled back against him, but his strength was overpowering and she didn’t stand a chance. He hauled her out of the trunk and dumped her to the ground. The padding on her hips and backside helped cushion the blow, but she still landed awkwardly, jarring her sore shoulder. 
 
    He didn’t give her any time to recover. Bending down, he yanked her back to her feet, and then lowered his shoulder, fitting it under her chest and lifting her up and over. 
 
    Alyssa gave a scream of surprise—she wasn’t exactly lightweight—and smacked him on the back with her fists. Her balled hands hit hard muscle, and she was horribly aware of the way the skirt of her thin sundress had ridden up. Not only that, the man had hold of her leg in order to steady her. His fingers were wrapped high on her leg, so they dug into the inside of her thigh. She hadn’t allowed a boy to touch her there, never mind a man like this—aggressive, powerful, and strong. 
 
    With stunning blue eyes and eyelashes to die for ... 
 
    No, no, no. 
 
    She wouldn’t let herself be that person. He was still a man who was abducting her. Whether he looked like a catalogue model, or a troll, it didn’t change who he was inside and what he was capable of.  
 
    “Help!” she screamed again, though the pressure of his shoulder against her diaphragm stole some of her breath. She battered at him, struggling. “Put me down, you fucking bastard!” 
 
    “You can scream and yell all you like,” he growled from beneath her. “No one is around for miles.” 
 
    She lifted her head enough to take in her surroundings. They appeared to be in a clearing, a narrow track leading away, which she assumed he must have taken from the road to get here. At the far end of the clearing was an old, dilapidated barn. With the big double doors, broken windows, and sagging roof, it looked like something she’d seen on a horror movie. 
 
    Oh, God. 
 
    Her terror reared up inside her again and she put every ounce of energy into kicking and hitting. It only served to cause him to increase his grip.  
 
    “Quit it!” he snarled. 
 
    But she barely heard him. Blind with fear, she wriggled and writhed, until he released his hold on her leg and repositioned his grip, only this time his whole hand cupped the mound between her thighs. 
 
    Alyssa froze, and he gave a low chuckle. “I thought that might get your attention.” 
 
    No one had touched her that intimately before, and, though she hated herself for it, a pleasurable throb tightened between her thighs and spread in a low heat through her belly. The sensation both thrilled and sickened her. 
 
    With his hands still on her, he lifted a foot and kicked open the barn doors. A portable floodlight, like the kind used for camping, had been attached to one of the beams in the middle of the barn. Beneath the floodlight was a wooden chair. Coils of rope lay on the floor. 
 
    The sight caused ice to run through her veins. He had planned this. He might not have planned for it to be her he abducted—that might have simply been a case of her being in the wrong place at the wrong time—but he’d definitely planned on taking someone. 
 
    Somehow, that knowledge made everything worse.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The man carried her into the barn, his hand clutching her pussy to keep her frozen over his shoulder. 
 
    He reached the chair and dumped her in it. Before he got the chance to do anything else, she jumped back up, her eyes fixed on the door, meaning to run. But his big body blocked the way and he grabbed her by the upper arm, forcing her to sit back down again. 
 
    “Uh-uh. No you don’t.” 
 
    She was able to get a decent look at him now. In his mid-twenties, she guessed, he was at least six feet two, with black hair and those blue eyes that had caught her attention when he’d locked her in the trunk. The edge of his square jaw was darkened with the promise of stubble, and his full mouth was narrowed into a hard line. 
 
    “Please, just let me go,” she begged. “I won’t tell anyone you took me. We’ll pretend like this never happened.” 
 
    A smirk touched his mouth. “Now, why would I want to do that?” 
 
    “Because people will come looking for me, and when they find you, they will kill you.” 
 
    He laughed. “Who’s going to come looking for you?” He seemed to catch himself.  “I mean, obviously there are people who are going to wonder where you are—you’re a beautiful young woman—but, what I mean is, who is even going to know you’re missing?” 
 
    “My pack will. As soon as I don’t come home on time, they’ll all be out searching for me.” 
 
    “Do you really believe they’ll find you in a forest made up of thousands of acres?” 
 
    She straightened her back. “They’ll find me. They’ll sniff me down, and when they do, they’ll tear you to shreds with their teeth.” 
 
    He leaned in closer, his nose brushing against her cheek so he could speak in her ear. “What makes you think I’m not stronger than they are?” 
 
    She froze at his contact, so aware of every single cell making contact with hers. But the scent of him—oh God, the scent of him—flooding over her was like honey, chocolate, and warmed brandy all rolled into one. A sudden desire to put out her tongue and lick the side of his face gripped her, and she had to physically ball her fists and clamp her jaw shut to stop herself from doing so. 
 
    What the hell is wrong with me? 
 
    “There are a lot more of them than there are of you,” she managed to say, though her voice sounded forced. She wished it were due to the stressful situation she was in rather than her struggle to control herself.  
 
    He chuckled. “Oh, darlin’. Do you really think that’s going to make a difference?” 
 
    Anger fired through her, anger at both her own body’s reaction and his irritating, cocky attitude. “Yes, actually, I do. What the hell makes you so special?” 
 
    “I’m a fighter, I always have been, always will be. I don’t rely on anyone else. It’s just me and the things I want to fight for.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like you.” 
 
    Their eyes locked and she stared at him, not wanting to be the first to glance away while trying not to drown in the blue glacier of his gaze. A slow smile spread across his face, and the tip of his tongue flicked out and ran over his full lower lip. 
 
    Alyssa’s breath caught, her cheeks flaring, and despite what she’d wanted, she looked away. 
 
    “So you’re saying you’re a lone wolf?” She flustered, trying to get the image of his tongue swiping across his lip out of her mind. 
 
    His head tilted to one side, contemplating. “For the moment, though I wouldn’t be averse to starting my own pack if I were to find the right mate.” 
 
    “Well, if this is your idea of dating, you really suck at it.” 
 
    He grinned, wolfish. “I don’t date. I take what I want.” 
 
    “Yeah, well I’m not available to be taken, so I suggest you let me out of here.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. “Not gonna happen.” 
 
    He crouched at her feet and picked up the length of rope. 
 
    He’s going to tie me up! 
 
    She couldn’t let him do that. Sensing an opportunity, she jerked her knee upward, catching him in the face. He let out a yell and fell back, clutching his bloodied nose.  
 
    Alyssa leaped to her feet and ran for the door. This time she managed to get past him, her feet digging into the dirt floor, skidding as she ran, but he lunged forward and snagged her ankle with his hand. The contact sent her flying, and she hit the ground with a full body slam, the impact jarring through every part of her. 
 
    She let out a groan and tried to get up, but the next thing she knew, he was on top of her, his heavy weight pressing down, his breath hot against her ear. 
 
    “Stop fighting me, darlin’. This is all for your own good.” 
 
    She managed to gasp. “You’re crazy.” 
 
    Alyssa wriggled and struggled beneath him, could feel his body pressing hard against hers. Something pushed a little too firmly against the rounded top of her bottom. She instantly fell still.  
 
    He gave a gruff laugh and got to his feet, pulling her up with him. “You’ve got some wicked curves going on, girl. I couldn’t help but react to them.” 
 
    “Pervert,” she spat, but he only laughed again. 
 
    His arm locked across her chest, pushing into the full mound of her breasts. He kept her pulled tight against him, and she tried not to think about the hardness pushing into the base of her spine. He wanted her, of that she had no doubt. She just wondered how long it would be until he took what he wanted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Damn, this girl is frustrating.  
 
    Callum Fraser shoved her back down onto the chair and grabbed the first loop of rope. Not planning on making the same mistake again, he moved behind her and pulled her wrists together behind her back. She hissed air in over her teeth, but she didn’t call him any more names—not for the moment, anyway.  
 
    His nose throbbed from where she’d kneed him, but he ignored the pain. He liked that she was fighting back and hadn’t given in to him. He’d been able to tell from her scent that she was a feisty one, and so far everything she’d done had confirmed as much. 
 
    But he needed to prove things to her. He had to convince her he was the one man she needed in her life. He somehow had to persuade her that he could give her everything she’d ever want, and she should turn her back on her pack and go with him. Callum only knew one way of doing that and to do so he needed to take her back to her basest state, to make her forget the role she’d been given in life. She shouldn’t be some bottom of the rung pack member. A woman as vivacious and beautiful as she was should be ruling the pack.  
 
    He needed to open up her mind, and her body, to a different way of life. If he didn’t break her down, she’d get right up and run back to that pack of hers. He couldn’t allow that to happen. 
 
    Securing the rope around her wrists, he pulled the knots tight. 
 
    Unable to help himself, he leaned in and pressed his nose to the soft, warm brown waves of her hair. God, that scent. It did something to him he couldn’t explain. He’d never experienced this before—the absolute certainty he had to have this woman. He had to take her as his own, or he’d never mate with anyone. Her luscious curves didn’t help matters. The way the thin cotton dress clung to her breasts, hips and backside made him hard, and having her struggling beneath him when she’d tried to get away had practically made him come in his jeans. 
 
    But he wouldn’t do that to her. He wanted her to want him. He wanted her to beg him to touch her, to understand he was all she would ever need. 
 
    Moving around to the front, but keeping his face and body at a safe distance, he picked up the second length of rope. She glowered at him with those beautiful brown eyes, her full mouth pinched, her nostrils flared. He ignored the dirty glares and grabbed her ankle and held it against the leg of the chair. Quickly, he looped the rope around and tied a knot, and then pulled the rope over to her left leg and tied that to the other leg of the chair as well. The chair was solid and heavy, and there was no way she’d be able to run with her legs tied to it, plus she’d no longer be able to knee him in the face if the desire took hold.  
 
    The stance spread her legs and he noticed her press her knees together in order to hide her underwear from him. The movement caused her cheeks to flare with color and the angry expression melted from her face to one of embarrassment. She pressed her lips together and glanced away. 
 
    He got to his feet. “You shouldn’t ever feel self-conscious about what makes you a woman.” 
 
    She blinked at him. “What?” 
 
    “You’re closing yourself off from me. You shouldn’t have to do that.” 
 
    “You’re crazy. I’m not going to spread my legs for you.” 
 
    The idea of her doing just that, lying wanton and delicious on her back, those thick thighs spread wide so he could see right into the very center of what made her a woman filled his mind, and he felt himself start to get hard again. 
 
    He forced the thought from his mind. “I don’t want you to be frightened of me.” 
 
    Her head snapped back to center and her fierce dark eyes focused on him again.  
 
    “You kidnapped me, threw me in a trunk, and now you’ve tied me to a chair. What else am I supposed to be?” 
 
    “I knew you wouldn’t come with me voluntarily.” 
 
    “Too damn right, I wouldn’t! I’m hardly going to choose to go off with some woman snatching rapist.” 
 
    He jolted back at her words. “I’m not a rapist, Alyssa.” 
 
    Her eyes widened. “How do you know my name?” 
 
    He thought quickly. “I checked your purse after I’d thrown you in the trunk. Your license was in there.” 
 
    She seemed to relax slightly at the lie. “If you’re not a rapist,” she said, “what do you want with me?” 
 
    He smiled. “I want to get to know you.” 
 
    “Most guys would ask a girl out on a date.”  
 
    He felt his smile widen. “I thought you’d figured out by now that I’m not most guys.” 
 
    “No, you’re not. Most guys I know are decent.” 
 
    He narrowed his eyes at her and she shrank slightly in the chair. “Is that right, Alyssa? Most guys you know are decent?” 
 
    “Well … I …” She stumbled over her words. “They don’t go around kidnapping girls, I know that much!” 
 
    “No, they don’t need to kidnap girls because they already know you’ll do whatever you’re told.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said, but she glanced away and Callum thought she at least had an idea. “All I want is to go back to my pack, and you’re keeping me here instead.” 
 
    He softened his voice, and crouched to bring himself eye-level with her. With her legs and arms bound, he no longer needed to worry about her trying to hit or kick him. “Is that the worse thing I can do to you? Stop you from going back to your life with the pack.” 
 
    Her eyes widened and she looked back to him. “No! I don’t even want to think about what the worse thing is you might do to me.” 
 
    “How about if what I have planned for you isn’t bad?” 
 
    “How can it not be bad? You’ve kidnapped and terrified me,” she said, a blush in her cheeks rising high, giving her an innocent appearance. “You’re frightening me, still.” 
 
    “What if I stop? What if I make you feel good instead?” 
 
    Her whole body went rigid, her eyes widening further. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Are you a virgin, Alyssa?” 
 
    “That’s none of your god-damned business,” she snapped. 
 
    “You haven’t found your mate yet,” he said, ignoring her comment. Perhaps she’d screwed around with guys who weren’t wolves—God knows, he’d fucked enough human women in his life, but he’d never taken the binding step of finding another wolf-shifter to mate with. Maybe she had messed around, but he got the impression she was far too well-behaved to leave her pack and head into town to find some regular guys to screw around with. His guess of virgin was most likely the correct one. 
 
    “You know we mate for life,” he continued, “even if some wolves decide to take other mates, they never leave the ones they had at the beginning. The fact you didn’t mention anyone when I talked about the men in your pack means you haven’t been mated yet. Besides,” he moved closer and reached out to run the back of his fingers along the fine line of her jaw. “I’d be able to scent it about you if you had. No wolf has claimed you yet.” 
 
    “Is that why you took me?” she said, her voice a whisper. “You plan to mate me?” 
 
    He bent down and placed his face beside hers to speak low in her ear. “No, I plan for you to mate me.” 
 
    He heard her sharp intake of breath and the way her heartbeat stepped up a notch. His words had affected her, and he wished he could see the images going through her mind. Was she imagining pinning him to the ground and straddling him with those thick thighs, or did she just think he was some pervert? 
 
    Pervert, he decided, she thinks you’re a pervert. A slow smile spread across his face. Which, to be fair, you probably are. 
 
    “I don’t even know your name,” she said. “You can’t seriously expect me to want to mate someone when I don’t even know their name.” 
 
    He grinned and stuck out his hand. “Callum Fraser at your service, Ma’am.” 
 
    She lifted her eyebrows and jerked her chin toward her back. “I can hardly shake your hand now, can I?” 
 
    He laughed. “I guess not.” 
 
    She pressed her lips together. “But if you untie me, I’ll think about it.” 
 
    He shook his head. “Sorry, no deal. Apart from the fact I know you’ll try to run again, I’m enjoying seeing you tied up. The way the rope is pressing against your skin is probably one of the most erotic things I’ve ever seen. Part of me wants to unwrap your bonds just to stroke my thumb across the imprint.” 
 
    He didn’t think he was imagining things when he saw her shiver, only this time he didn’t think the reaction was from fear. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    His name was Callum and he’d let her see his face.  
 
    That can’t be good, Alyssa decided. Men only took women for one thing, and the fact he’d allowed her to identify him meant he didn’t think she’d be reporting him anytime soon. Either he planned on using her in such a way she would be too humiliated to tell anyone. Or he was going to kill her. 
 
    She could shift, but turning against the moon was painful and dangerous. There was always the possibility she wouldn’t be able to shift back again. But if that happened, wouldn’t she be better off living out the rest of her life in the forest as a wolf, than not living at all? 
 
    Not yet. There was still a chance she could talk her way out of this. Shifting would be an absolute last resort.  
 
    He walked over to a rucksack left beside the barn door and bent to take something out. When he approached her again, she saw he had something in his hand.  
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    He opened his palm to reveal a small packet of antiseptic wipes. “You banged your head in the car accident. It’s not bleeding much anymore, but it still needs cleaning.” 
 
    He tugged one of the wipes out of the packet and reached to clean the graze above her eyebrow. As shifters, they healed faster than regular humans, but it would still be a day or two before the graze was completely gone. Alyssa jerked away as the cool wipe touched her skin. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said. “I’m only trying to help you.” 
 
    “Help me? You’re the one who caused the accident in the first place, weren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, I put the nails in the road. I was expecting you to have control of the car though. I honestly hadn’t thought you’d spin like you did. You should have just come to a slow stop. I don’t know why you lost control.” 
 
    She remembered that she’d been distracted, trying to reach the candy in the bag on the passenger seat. Perhaps she wouldn’t have ended up with a banged head if she’d been paying attention to the road. In fact, she might have seen the nails and been able to swerve to avoid them completely. Then she wouldn’t have been in this situation at all. 
 
    No, that was stupid. She shouldn’t be making excuses for him. He’d deliberately put nails in the road to burst her tires. 
 
    “You’re a fucking psychopath,” she snapped.  
 
    “No. I’m not. I just had to do what I had to do.” 
 
    “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” 
 
    He didn’t answer her question, but instead finished wiping her head and then turned away to dispose of the bloodied wipe. 
 
    Alyssa wished the guy wasn’t so stupidly gorgeous, and that he didn’t smell like a hot, gooey dessert on a freezing cold day. If he’d been five feet two, with buck teeth, and stank of body odor and booze, she’d be feeling a whole lot differently about things right now. But the man—Callum—had something magnetizing about him. Though she didn’t want to admit it, he was incredibly sexy and the things he said to her caused an unaccustomed heat to spread through her body. No man had ever told her he wanted her before—including her alpha. Gregory hadn’t said anything, but instead gave her lewd looks while licking his lips. When Callum licked his lips, something deep inside her clenched. When Gregory licked his lips, she wanted to throw up. 
 
    But Gregory has never kidnapped you and tied you to a chair, a little voice in her head spoke up. 
 
    That’s because he’s never had to, she retaliated. He’s already got me doing everything he wants. 
 
    Alyssa caught herself. 
 
    Ugh. She wasn’t justifying why Callum was better than Gregory, was she? That was what her life came down to—the choice between a creep and a madman. 
 
    “Are you hungry,” Callum asked her. 
 
    She snapped her eyes to his. “Why do you care?” 
 
    “Because even though it doesn’t look like it, I want to take care of you.” 
 
    “You’re crazy.” 
 
    “You haven’t answered my question.” 
 
    She was hungry, and thirsty, too. The heat of the day, combined with the adrenaline that had been soaring through her system for the past couple of hours, had left her tongue glued to the roof of her mouth and her lips sticking to her teeth. She’d never gotten to eat the candy bar she’d bought herself as a treat, and breakfast had been hours ago now. Her thirst was worse than her hunger, however. 
 
    “I’m thirsty,” she admitted. 
 
    “Of course you are. Forgive my neglect.” 
 
    He walked back to the rucksack. She watched him as he moved—the roll of his shoulders, the muscles in his lean back, the long stride. If she saw him in the street, he would catch her eye, but then she wouldn’t be able to do anything about it because he wasn’t a part of her pack. Gregory would never allow her to mate someone else, especially an outsider. She didn’t think her brothers, Holton and Joel, would be too happy about it either, especially Holton. As beta, he had a reputation to uphold, and he always needed to think about what was right for the pack. Bringing in an outsider would be massively frowned upon—not that she was considering such a thing, of course. 
 
    Callum pulled a couple of bottles of water, and a packet of something, out of the bag, and turned back to her. His face was swollen around the bridge of his nose, and already a darkening bruise of purple spread across the area and beneath his eyes. Good. She was glad she’d hurt him. It made him understand she wasn’t some little wallflower who would do anything he wanted, or who wouldn’t go down without a fight. 
 
    Unscrewing the lid as he approached, he stopped beside her and held the bottle to her mouth. She pressed her lips together, even though she was desperate for a drink, and shook her head. 
 
    He exhaled a sigh. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Untie me. I can drink it myself.” 
 
    “After you just kneed me in the face, and tried to run? I don’t think so.” He bumped the lip of the bottle against her mouth. “Now, open up.” 
 
    Alyssa was too thirsty to fight anymore. She opened her mouth and allowed him to tip water down her throat. She gulped and swallowed, and somehow he managed to pour the water at exactly the right speed, neither making her choke, nor spilling a drop. 
 
    When she’d had enough, she pulled her head back from the bottle. 
 
    He lifted the packet she’d seen him take from the bag and he gave it a shake. “Hungry?” 
 
    She held back the groan of desire. A bag of Hershey’s Kisses. Her absolute favorite. How did he know? Was it luck, or had he been watching her eat them when she’d treated herself during her trips to the store? 
 
    “You can’t win me over with chocolate, you know?” 
 
    One dark eyebrow lifted. “I thought flowers and chocolates were the way to a woman’s heart?” 
 
    She gave a closed-lipped smile that felt more like a grimace. “They don’t normally involve being abducted.” 
 
    “You’re right, but then we’re not normal people, are we? We live by rules regular people don’t have to.” 
 
    “It doesn’t look like you live by the rules to me.” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, I don’t. But you do.” 
 
    He was right. She’d never broken a single rule in her life. Even after her parents had died—her mother of cancer when she was ten, and her father a year later from a heart attack, though she’d put it down to a broken heart from grief—and she’d been left to be raised by her brothers and the rest of her pack, she hadn’t rebelled. It was as though she felt if she did everything right, nothing else would go wrong in her life. Hell, she followed the rules so closely she’d end up being mated off to Gregory as his mistress if he requested it, simply because it was the law of the pack.  
 
    “What do you want with me?” she said, suddenly tired of the games. “Why have you brought me here?” 
 
    “It’s for your own good.” 
 
    She gave a sigh. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I had to get you away from that pig of an alpha.” 
 
    “Gregory?” 
 
    He leaned in and his cheek grazed her jaw, and she felt the brush of his breath against her throat as he inhaled deeply. “You’re my mate, Alyssa. The second I got the scent of you in the air, I knew you were the one.” 
 
    Her heart leaped, pattering in her chest. His mate? Was he serious? “What? When? This morning?” 
 
    He laughed, the sound throaty. “No, I’ve seen you at the store several times now. I know how unusual it is for a pack member to mate outside of their own pack, but I thought it might be a possibility due to the fact I’d picked you out as my mate. Your alpha wasn’t so keen on the idea when I approached him, however. In fact, he said he’d rather kill you himself than let me have you.” 
 
    “You asked Gregory?” This sudden development shocked her. “When?” 
 
    “A couple of weeks ago now. To say he wasn’t happy about the idea is an understatement.” 
 
    Her mind boggled. Had this man really gone to her pack and asked Gregory if he could mate her? Was that part of the reason Gregory had suddenly started to show such an interest in her. She’d assumed it was because she’d turned eighteen, but had it actually been because of Callum all along? She wondered if her brother, Holton, knew about this, too. The idea made her uneasy. She’d always thought her brother would take her side, no matter what, but now she worried that he’d been discussing her with their alpha behind her back.  
 
    “You could have just approached me and said hi,” she said eventually. “You know, asked me out on a date, or something wild like that.” 
 
    “You know that would never have worked. Would you actually have considered dating a wolf outside of your pack, especially if your alpha had already forbidden it?” 
 
    No chance, she thought but didn’t say. It wasn’t that she wouldn’t have liked to date outside of her pack, it was that the rules didn’t allow it. The only time it was allowed was at the alpha’s orders, and that was only ever to keep the gene pool well populated. Everyone knew what happened when cousins mated.  
 
    Sudden anger rose inside her that all these men had been making decisions about her future without consulting her. “So you abduct me instead?”  
 
    “This way you don’t get the chance to say no.” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” she said. “This is me saying no!” 
 
    His brilliant blue eyes narrowed and flashed yellow, the wolf inside him rising to the surface. He moved in even closer, so her every sense was filled with the dominating presence of him.  
 
    “Ah, but I never take no for an answer. Just give me three days, my little wolf. In three days I guarantee you will not only be saying yes, you’ll be screaming my name with it.” 
 
    Despite herself, something deep inside her shivered with longing.  
 
    “I’ll die before that happens,” she said, trying to snipe, but finding the shiver inside her had permeated to her voice. Was she really going to spend three days tied up to this chair? What would happen if she needed the bathroom? She hoped he wouldn’t make her humiliate herself. 
 
    “Hush. No one is going to die,” he said. “Now, I thought you said you were hungry.” 
 
    Callum twisted open the foil of the first chocolate and held it beneath her nose. The sweet, creamy scent filled her nostrils, making her mouth water. She snatched out at it with her teeth, but he whisked it away.  
 
    “Uh-uh. Not like that.” 
 
    He’d gotten that wicked look in his blue eyes again, and she held her breath wondering what he had planned.  
 
    Slowly, he raised the candy to his mouth. At first she thought he was going to eat it himself, just to tease her, but then he put it between his teeth—straight, perfect, white teeth. Placing his hands either side of the seat of her chair, he leaned forward, bringing the chocolate to her mouth with his. 
 
    Alyssa twisted her face from him, pulling away the best she could, even though the smell of both him and the chocolate had woven itself into some crazy scent that was playing havoc with her senses. Had her body ever felt so alive? Her skin tingled with the proximity of his body heat, her heart racing, her breath shallow in her chest. Her mouth had flooded with saliva, and deep down, between her legs, a low heat had settled and was beginning to spread. 
 
    Lifting his hand from one side of the chair, he gripped her jaw and forced her face back to his. She stared at him, furious, but he held her eye. He leaned in again, pressing the now softening chocolate to her lips. The chocolate smeared its sweetness against her mouth, causing her lips to part, and he pushed closer, forcing the candy against her tongue, and his lips against hers. 
 
    Alyssa wasn’t going to let him get away with it that easily. Snapping out with her teeth, she bit him on the full lower lip he’d been tantalizing her with. She tasted blood mixing with the sweetness of the chocolate. 
 
    “Ah!” he exclaimed, pulling away from her slightly. He stared at her, anger mixing with lust, and the next thing she knew, his lips were pressed hard against hers, the hand that had been clutching her jaw now looping around the back of her head, knotting into her hair and forcing her mouth to his. His other hand—the one that had been pressed onto the seat of the chair—moved to the top of her leg, gripping hard. His thumb dug into the flesh of her inner thigh, so close to the apex. She wanted to fight him, tell him to fuck off and leave her alone, but his tongue pushed into her mouth, lacing with the taste of blood and chocolate, and teasing the tip of her own tongue. No one had kissed her like this, ever, and she found her body responding to him, kissing him back so their tongues danced. Her hips and breasts pushed upward, as though searching for contact, demanding a release she’d never experienced. The heat between her thighs was now a raging fire, and a moan escaped her lips. 
 
    He broke away, leaving her panting, a look of victory in his eyes. 
 
    “I knew I was right. You want me.” 
 
    Still she fought against what her body desired. He’d awoken a deep yearning inside her, and started something she desperately wanted him to finish. She was so conscious of how her legs were spread from having her ankles tied to the chair legs, and how his kiss had caused her to grow wet between her thighs, so her panties molded to every dip and fold of her. With mortification, she realized she could smell the musky fragrance of her arousal. 
 
    “No, you’re wrong,” she said, trying to ignore her traitorous body. “You forced me to kiss you.” 
 
    “Ah, but you admit you kissed me. I wasn’t wrong about you, Alyssa. You’re my mate, and I plan to take you as such.” 
 
    She shook her head in panic. “If you do that, I’ll never be able to go back to my pack. No other wolf will want me. I’ll be an outcast.” 
 
    “Again, I ask you, is that really the worst that can happen?” 
 
    “I have my family in the pack, my brothers. They’ll miss me, and I’ll miss them.” 
 
    “What about your parents?” 
 
    A wave of sadness swamped over her, and she clutched at it, hoping it would drown the desire Callum had awoken in her. “Both dead,” she said. 
 
    He bit his lower lip. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “It was a long time ago. My brothers, and my pack, have all raised me, which is why they’re so important to me.” 
 
    “But you’re an adult now, Alyssa. You know it, and your alpha knows it. If you don’t want to be mated to him and spend the rest of your life as nothing more than a mistress to a man twice your age, with his mate, the female alpha, treating you like dirt, I’m the only chance you’ve got.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Callum watched her lick a smear of chocolate from her full lips, which now appeared even fuller, swollen and plump, after they’d shared the kiss.  
 
    Wow, she had fire in her, and even though she must know he spoke the truth, she was still going to fight him every step of the way.  
 
    “I have other options,” she said. “Certainly better ones than some guy who snatched me off the side of the road.” 
 
    Damn, she was a stubborn one. He’d never met someone who was capable of actually lying to themselves. 
 
    “You felt what there is between us,” he said. “I know you did.” 
 
    “I felt nothing,” she replied, twisting her face from him. “You’re a kidnapper who forces himself on women. You leave me cold.” 
 
    He resisted the urge to growl at her and shove his hand between her thighs, and push his fingers inside her. The musky scent of her cream drifted up to his sensitive nostrils, and he knew she couldn’t fool her body, even if she was trying to fool her brain. But though he was desperate to give her the release her body ached for so badly, he swore he wouldn’t do it until she submitted to him.  
 
    He’d known she would fight him. Of course she would. She’d spent eighteen years conditioned to the way she should think by her pack. Why would a few hours, or even days, in his company make her think any differently? Only he knew differently. Despite all their conditioning to behave like a pack, there was one urge that ran stronger, more deeply, and that was to find a mate. He’d found his mate. He knew it the first moment he’d scented her. All he had to do was convince her he was right. 
 
    “I don’t force myself on women,” he said, reaching out to touch her jaw and realign her gaze with his. She jerked her chin away, but still their eyes met, her gaze burning. “You’re the only woman I’ve ever done this to.” 
 
    “Is that supposed to make me feel special?” she snapped. 
 
    “It should. You are special. I know you felt what I did. I made you feel things no man has ever made you feel.” 
 
    “Yeah, disgust and revulsion!” 
 
    “That’s bullshit, and you know it. You want this. The way you kissed me wasn’t the kiss of some sweet girl who doesn’t want my hands on her body. When are you going to admit it to yourself, Alyssa?” 
 
    She was trembling now. 
 
    He continued. “Are you going to allow yourself to be repressed by your pack for the rest of your life? You’ll never get to experience this again—this intense desire I know is rolling through your body. If you go back to your pack and your alpha mates with you, that will be it. You’ll spend the rest of your life with his stumpy body and probably stumpy little cock pounding you while you lie there wishing you’d made a different choice.” 
 
    To his horror, a tear spilled from her eye and rolled down her creamy cheek. Damn. He’d never been any good with a crying woman. 
 
    “I don’t have any choice!” she cried. 
 
    “Yes,” he said, slamming his hand back down on the seat of the chair beside her thigh. “Yes, you do. You choose me.” 
 
    “Choose you? I don’t even know you.” 
 
    “Perhaps our physical selves have only just met, but your wolf instincts know me. Our blood and hormones are speaking to each other without us even being conscious of it, telling us this is the person we are supposed to mate with.” 
 
    “You’re crazy” she said, though her voice was weaker, a little less self-assured.  
 
    He was wearing her down, but he didn’t just want her to give in. He wanted her to choose him with every fiber of her soul. He wanted her to believe there was no other future for her than the one he was offering. 
 
    “You think I’m just going to agree to run away with you?” she said. 
 
    He reached out and wiped the tears from her cheeks. “Not run, but leave with me. We can start our own pack. You’ll make an amazing alpha female, I know you will.” 
 
    She sniffed. “You don’t know anything about me.” 
 
    “I know enough.” 
 
    “So I’m supposed to choose between a man who abducts women and an alpha I hate? How fucked up is my life?” 
 
    “I’m not a man who abducts women,” he growled. “I already told you that.” 
 
    “Yeah, just me. I remember. How lucky I am.” 
 
    He exhaled a sigh of exasperation. He needed her to forget about the expectations her pack had put on her, and listen to herself for a change.  
 
    “I want you to do something,” he said. “I want you to go inside yourself and find your wolf. Forget about what’s happening right here, and focus on the most primitive instinct inside of you—to mate and reproduce. Ask that instinct what is right.” 
 
    She lifted her dark eyes to his and for the first time he saw softness and something else—hope. 
 
    “Reproduce? You want to have children?” 
 
    “I told you. I want to start a new pack, a fresh start, our own wolf-pups.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yes, once we’ve had the chance to get to know each other and find a place we can call home. Now, just close your eyes.” 
 
    Incredibly, this time she did as he asked, her eyelids slipping shut. He reached out and placed his hand on her naked leg. She jerked slightly at the contact, but didn’t open her eyes. He needed to take her back to her most primal state, to make her understand what her body was trying to tell her. 
 
    Softly, he stroked the inside of her thigh, each caress taking his fingers closer and closer to where her panties clung to her folds. 
 
    Alyssa let out a whimper and squirmed in the chair. 
 
    He leaned in and kissed her again, gentle but commanding. She didn’t bite him this time, but instead parted her lips, her tongue sneaking out eagerly to find his. She might be saying she didn’t want him, but her body language told him otherwise. 
 
    He broke the kiss, but didn’t pull away from her, instead speaking softly so his words whispered against her lips. “My hand is moving higher, and it will continue to move higher until I reach your panties. Then I will pull them to one side and slip my fingers into the hot wetness I know is waiting for me. I’m going to make you feel so good you’re going to want to cry, but if at any moment you tell me to stop, that’s exactly what I’m going to do.” 
 
    He kissed her again and she moaned against his tongue. 
 
    Just as he’d promised, he moved his hand higher. Even though she was bound, she slid down on the chair, pushing down on him in her eagerness, and his hand slipped higher. Now his fingers were barely an inch from her pussy, and she still hadn’t told him no. Taking the risk, he grazed his fingertips over the top of her panties, applying gentle pressure to her mound below. Alyssa let out a groan and wriggled even lower, lifting her gorgeous round bottom from the seat. 
 
    That was all the answer he needed. 
 
    He pushed his fingers against the outside of her underwear, directly above her clit, and the moan became a cry, her head tilting back to expose the creamy, smooth skin of her throat. He loved the idea of pushing the material inside her, to finger her still with the thin layer between them, as though it somehow both protected her and defiled her. But more than that, he wanted to feel her hot, wet channel clamp around his digits. He knew she would be tight. Maybe one of her pack members had fingered her before, or perhaps she’d played with herself, but she’d never had anything larger pushed inside her.  
 
    His cock grew painfully hard inside his jeans. Fuck, he wanted her so badly. What would she do if he pulled out his massive dick and fed its length between her plump, beautiful lips? Still bound to the chair, with her hands behind her back, would she take him into her mouth and be a natural, allowing him to fuck her face? Or would she gag and choke, drool running down her chin, and her eyes bulging? 
 
    How he longed to see that happen. It took every ounce of self control he had to stop himself acting out the fantasy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The material of her panties was pushed to one side and Alyssa’s eyes flew open. 
 
    Callum stared at her with such intensity she thought she might wither in his gaze. She didn’t know what he was thinking. She could imagine, only her brain didn’t seem to be functioning at the moment. He was right. Her body did want him with every single cell and there was absolutely nothing she could do to stop herself reacting to him. 
 
    His fingers made contact with the soft, wet skin of her pussy, stroking up and down her slit. She let out a whine and pushed down on his hand, wanting more. Her breath left her body in frantic gasps, and, behind her back, she curled her fingers together, wishing she could touch him. She wished she could lace her fingers in that soft, dark hair and pull his face in for another kiss. 
 
    The stroking of his fingers made her squirm in the chair, but then he changed the angle of his hand and his index finger moved past her inner folds and penetrated her. Alyssa gave a gasp of shock. Though she’d touched herself often enough, no one else had ever been inside her. Her channel clamped down on his finger, her muscles tightening. 
 
    He continued to look at her in that intense way, his teeth digging into the fullness of his lower lip. Using his other hand, he pushed the thin material of her skirt higher up her thighs, so she was utterly exposed, and then he lowered his face to her lap. 
 
    “Oh!”  
 
    His hot, wet tongue made contact with her clit, and her hips bucked involuntarily, forcing herself deeper onto his finger. She couldn’t believe he was licking her there. She’d read about such things, and knew it happened, but she hadn’t expected him to do so. How she tasted worried her, but Callum didn’t seem to mind. If anything, from the moan he gave which vibrated against her little bundle of nerves, he was enjoying himself.  
 
    He began a slow rhythm, slipping his finger in and out as he continued to lick her. The tension that had been residing at her core since he’d first cupped her pussy when he’d carried her into the barn steadily began to mount. She’d never experienced anything like it before, her nipples tightening to sensitized peaks which grazed against the cotton of her bra. The pleasurable pressure spread, causing the muscles in her stomach and thighs to tighten. She didn’t want to not be able to take in the sight of Callum between her thighs, but involuntarily her eyes squeezed shut and her head fell back. Her breath came in short gasps, and a high pitched ‘ah’ burst from her lips. The sound embarrassed her, but she was too far gone to prevent it happening again. Callum’s momentum built, forcing her arousal higher and higher. She was right on the brink, her toes curling, and she simultaneously fought to reach her peak, while not wanting to bring this feeling to an end. She wished again that her hands weren’t bound, so she could lace her fingers in his hair and force his mouth harder onto her. She wanted him to consume every last piece of her until she was nothing more than a puddle on the ground. 
 
    But just as she thought she’d reached the point of no return, he pulled away, his mouth from her clit, his finger from her pussy.  
 
    “What are you doing?” she moaned. 
 
    “Not yet,” he said. “Remember, I want you begging for it.”  
 
    He’d left her hovering on the brink, desperate for release. She tried to press her thighs together, to create the pressure she needed, but her ankles tied to the chair legs didn’t allow her enough movement. Arching her back, she attempted to grind herself against the seat of the chair, but the angle was nowhere near right. 
 
    “Finish what you started, you bastard,” she cried. 
 
    He stood back, brought his fingers to his lips, and, never breaking eye-contact, slipped the digit into his mouth and sucked off her cream.  
 
    She watched him, panting, her pussy clenching against a memory of penetration. She’d never needed anything like this before. It was like an intense hunger or thirst, a physical need that had to be sated, or she was sure she’d lose her mind. 
 
    “This is fucking torture,” she spat. Her gaze drifted to the large bulge in Callum’s jeans, at the way it ran across his thigh. Did that mean he wasn’t wearing any underwear? Was his cock only a mere zipper away? 
 
    Infuriatingly, he gave a laugh. “Remember what I said, Alyssa? How I would only take you if you were begging for it.” His head tilted to one side. “So, is this you begging?” 
 
    She scowled at him. “No. I’m not begging you for anything. You’re just a god-damned tease.” 
 
    He gave a shrug. “Very well.” 
 
    And with that he turned around and walked out of the barn, letting the big door fall shut behind him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alyssa’s shouts followed him out into the bright sunshine. 
 
    Callum hadn’t wanted to leave her like that, but he had to be strong. This was as much for her future as it was his. Yes, she might have enjoyed what he’d just done to her, but that wasn’t enough yet. Her bond to her pack was still very much intact, and if he let her go there was a good chance she’d run back to them. 
 
    He would give her time to cool down, to take her back to her base rate, and then he would go back in and build her up again. He’d do this as many times as it took for her to accept him as hers. 
 
    The rest of her pack would be starting to get concerned about her whereabouts by now. The car would almost certainly have been found with the blown tire. Would whoever found it think the occupant was in trouble, or would they just assume the person had gone for help? Would the car be registered to Alyssa’s alpha or someone else in the pack, and so the authorities would know who to contact to find out what happened? 
 
    Something moved in the forest to his right. The barn was located in the middle of nowhere, only miles of trees, streams, and bushes for as far as the eye could see. He assumed it must have belonged to a logging company at some point, but obviously wasn’t profitable, so they’d given up and moved on. Piles of unclaimed logs still lay around the cleared area, rugs of green moss, and alien-looking fungi covering the rough bark. 
 
    A crack came again, causing his head to jerk toward the sound. He held his breath, listening hard. His nostrils flared, trying to catch the scent of whatever had made the noise. Had it been large? By the sound of the crack, he’d thought it had been. These forests were filled with smaller prey, he often hunted them on the full moon, but there were deer and even bear as well. 
 
    Or it could be another wolf shifter. 
 
    Thoughts of Alyssa’s pack crept into his mind once more.  
 
    Though sure he’d only heard a deer, he left the clearing and headed deeper into the forest. He didn’t want to leave Alyssa for long—with her tied up like that, she might not be able to run, but she was also vulnerable. He doubted any passersby would happen upon her, but he didn’t want to take the risk. Besides, he was impatient to get back to her and continue where he’d left off. 
 
    Nothing gave him cause to worry any further, so he turned around and walked back to the barn. He pushed open the doors to find Alyssa in exactly the same position he’d left her in, with her glaring at him furiously. 
 
    “So good of you to come back,” she said, her voice thick with sarcasm. 
 
    “You should know I wouldn’t leave you for long. I just thought you needed to take a few minutes to cool off.” 
 
    “No thanks to you.” 
 
    “I told you, I want you to be begging for it, remember?” 
 
    “Didn’t your mother ever tell you it’s cruel to tease?” 
 
    He twisted his lips. “I wouldn’t know. I don’t even remember her. She died not long after I was born, and my father was cast out of our pack. He roamed the country with me until I was a teenager.” 
 
    Some of the anger had drained from her body, and she eyed him curiously. “And then what happened?” 
 
    “He died. Was shot while he was in wolf form by some hunters. He managed to make it back to me, but he died in my arms.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Callum. What did you do?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Just kept wandering. Did the occasional job for humans when I could get it. Hunted the rest of the time. I lived that way for years, and then one day I came across the most incredible scent and my whole world changed.” 
 
    “You did? What was it?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    She straightened in surprise. “Me?” 
 
    “Yes, the scent of my mate. I knew it the moment I caught your fragrance on the breeze. I watched you for a little while, found out where you’d come from. Then I approached your alpha, and let’s just say the rest is history.” 
 
    For once, she was silent. 
 
    He dropped down in front of her. “So you see why I had to go to such extremes to make sure you’d spend time with me, so I could make you understand how important it is for you not to go back to your pack.” 
 
    “I don’t know that you’re my mate. That certainty you feel isn’t inside me.” 
 
    He reached out to touch her hair, pushing the curly brown locks away from her throat and back over her shoulder. He noticed how she hitched a breath at his touch, at how her nipples crinkled beneath the thin summer dress she wore. 
 
    “I’m older than you,” he said. “I’m further into my maturity, so my natural instincts are stronger. If you were just a little older, you’d probably have scented me too.” 
 
    “But I didn’t, and I’m not.” 
 
    He pressed his hand to her thigh. “Which is why I have to convince you.” 
 
    She took a breath. “And if I said I was already convinced?” 
 
    He held back a smile. He knew what she was doing. She was trying to tell him that she agreed he was her mate, but she was only saying it to get him to set her free. The moment he undid those ties, she’d be out of here. 
 
    “Sorry, Alyssa,” he said. “I’m not buying it.” 
 
    “I’m not selling.” The fierceness was back, the glint of anger. Was it wrong that this side of her excited him? He’d always liked a challenge. 
 
    He got back to his feet and reached out to her and pulled the straps of both her sundress and her bra down her shoulders so they rested across the middle of her upper arms. A faint pale line drew across her skin where the straps had been. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    He didn’t answer. Without the support, her large breasts spilled out and down. He wanted to see them. He hooked his finger over the front of her dress, right at the point of her cleavage, and pulled downward. 
 
    “Callum!” she exclaimed. 
 
    He still didn’t speak. The front of the dress sat below her bra now—a simple white cotton and lace affair. He enjoyed seeing her tits half supported by the cups like that, but he wanted more. Reaching out once more, he pulled down the right cup, freeing her breast to the open air, and then he did the same to the second. She sat, tied in the chair, with her dress half way down her middle and her tits gloriously exposed. They were beautiful, large and round, creamy skin with pink areoles. His cock grew hard in his jeans again, and this time he placed his hand across the front of his crotch and rubbed. 
 
    Her breath had grown shallow, but her breasts jiggled with every intake. His palms itched to touch her, his mouth watering to latch around those big nipples and suck them hard. 
 
    She was watching him, her eyes wide, her lower lip slack with arousal. “What are you going to do to me?” Her voice was breathy. 
 
    “It’s more like what you’re going to do to me.” 
 
    He unzipped himself and pulled his erection out into the space between them. Her gaze locked on his hard cock, her lips instinctively parting. Oh, yes, he was going to enjoy this, and he knew she would too. He could hear her pulse thundering, and those big nipples tightened and shrunk into two hard buds. 
 
    Loving how she was watching him, he stroked his hand from the base of his cock, right to the tip and back down again. Her tongue sneaked out and wet her lower lip. Even if she didn’t give voice to it, she knew what he needed—what they both needed. 
 
    Callum stepped closer. With his other hand, he reached out to cup one of her tits. It was just how he’d imagined—warm, soft, heavy in his palm. His fingers caught her nipple and squeezed hard, twisting it slightly in a way he knew would cause both pleasure and pain. Alyssa gave a little cry, but her lips parted and her back arched, pushing her breast further into his palm. 
 
    Holding his cock at the base, he moved forward again, decreasing the distance between him and her mouth. If she wanted him, she’d show him. 
 
    And she did. Instead of turning away, she turned her face toward him, her lips parting. 
 
    That was all the encouragement he needed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She was probably losing her mind, but right now she wanted nothing more than to take him in her mouth. With her sharpened shifter senses, she could already inhale the masculine musk of him, and it made her crave him like nothing else in this world. He was working her nipple in a way that made her wonder if he was born for the job, applying just the right amount of pressure to send a line of arousal directly between her thighs. She knew she was getting wet again. Her mind might be telling her this was madness, but her body had another idea entirely. 
 
    Her lips parted and his cock was right there, brushing her mouth. She sneaked out her tongue and tasted him. He was hot and salty, and as she opened her mouth farther, he moved forward and pushed the head of his erection between her lips and onto her tongue. 
 
    His hand left her breast and knotted in her hair. She knew he was controlling her speed and movements, but he wasn’t forcing himself on her, more holding her steady. Strangely, she liked how it made her feel—still tied to the chair, his fingers fisted in her hair, his cock in her mouth. It was as though he was owning her, claiming her. 
 
    She bobbed back and forth, wanting to draw him deeper. Her tongue swirled around him, her lips around his girth. He was so hard, and yet his skin felt like silk. Pleasure built at her core, and she tried to press her thighs together, wishing her would put his hand between her thighs again and push his fingers inside her. Hell, she wanted more than that, she wanted all of him inside her. 
 
    Sudden alarm raced through her. She knew what that meant. Mated. If she let him inside her, she would be mated and then all of the things he’d talked about—her leaving her pack and them starting up anew—would be real.  
 
    Alyssa opened her mouth and released his erection, turning her face away. “No, stop.” 
 
    He immediately let go of her hair and stepped away. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    She was glad he hadn’t just forced himself on her. He must have been close to coming and there was nothing to stop him holding her there and taking what he wanted, spilling his seed down her throat, but he hadn’t. 
 
    “Please, just stop. I can’t do this.” 
 
    He tucked his deflating erection away and put up both hands in defense. “It’s okay. I’ve stopped. I thought you were enjoying it.” 
 
    “I was—” She stopped herself. “I mean, I wasn’t …” She trailed off. “This is all just too much.” 
 
    He growled his frustration and stepped forward to pull up the front of her dress to give her back her modesty, before he turned away. She thought he was going to walk out again, leave her to agonize over her thoughts alone, but he didn’t. He just stood away from her, his head down, perhaps mulling over his own thoughts. 
 
    As her arousal ebbed away, she discovered another, far more familiar pressure. 
 
    Crap. She needed to pee. The idea of telling him caused heat to rush to her face. That was ridiculous. Everyone needed to pee and he was the one who had created the situation where she was forced to ask to go. Even so, having to ask such a thing to a man whose cock she’d been sucking moments before filled her with shame. What if he brought over a bucket and made her urinate in it. She’d die of embarrassment. 
 
    But the pressure and discomfort increased and she knew it wasn’t going to get any better. If she had the choice between asking him or embarrassing herself by having an accident, she’d choose asking. 
 
    “Callum,” she said, tentatively. 
 
    He turned to face her again, but she couldn’t read his expression. Was he angry with her? Or just frustrated that she wouldn’t give into him. 
 
    “I need to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    His brows lifted. “Seriously?” 
 
    “I drank all that water you gave me. It’s not like it’s my fault. Women need to pee, too, or had you forgotten about that?” 
 
    He growled again. “I’ll untie your legs and you can use the corner over there.” He nodded to one of the four corners of the barn. “I’ll turn my back, if you’re worried about me seeing something.” 
 
    Her eyes widened in dismay. “I certainly will not use the corner! What do you think I am? Some kind of animal?” 
 
    He just continued to look at her, that same eyebrow raised. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” she said. “I may be part animal, but that still doesn’t mean I want to piss in the corner. Even dogs are housetrained. What if we can smell it? That will be disgusting. You need to let me go outside.” 
 
    He huffed out another breath, his hands on his hips as he decided. 
 
    “Fine. But behave yourself.” 
 
    She tilted her head to the side. “Would I do anything else?” 
 
    He narrowed his eyes at her, but stalked back over. He bent to her legs and untied the knots at her ankles. She groaned in relief as she was able to move them, drawing circles with her toes to release the stiff muscles in her feet and ankles. Then Callum untied her wrists and she was able to roll her equally stiff shoulders and neck. The movements felt almost as good as when Callum had pushed his fingers inside her. The memory caused a warm flush to crawl up her throat. 
 
    “Don’t get too comfortable,” he said, taking hold of her wrists and pulling them to the front of her body. “You didn’t think I was just going to let you walk out there without being bound in some way, did you?” 
 
    She was actually hoping he would have, but she’d clearly been wrong. She debated, trying to hit out at him and making a run for it, but he’d already proven to her that he was stronger and faster.  
 
    He tied her hands so they were at the front of her body, and then reached down and whipped off her panties.  
 
    “What are you doing?” she said, stepping out of the underwear. 
 
    “You can’t pee with them on, and I’m not going to let you go out there completely untied.” 
 
    Callum took her outside, and she inhaled a deep breath of the evening air. It was fresh and clear, unlike the musty air of the barn. It was starting to get dark now, the sun sinking down behind the line of trees. 
 
    “There,” he said, nodding to a tree. “You can go over there.” 
 
    The tree was only a matter of feet away, but she left his side and stumbled over to it, discovering her legs shaky from sitting down for so long. 
 
    She moved behind a tree. “You’re still watching me,” she called out. “I can see you.” 
 
    “So? You’re only taking a piss.” 
 
    “I can’t pee if you’re watching me,” she called out, peeping around the side of the trunk. “I get stage fright.” 
 
    She heard him exhale a frustrated sigh and then he turned away. She let her bladder go, used the tissue and buried it under a few leaves. 
 
    In a split second decision, she took the moment, turned and ran. 
 
    Her bare feet crashed through the undergrowth, struggling to keep herself upright with her hands still tied. She’d never realized how much she used her arms to run. She had no idea where she was going, only that she needed to be away. 
 
    Did she even want to be doing this? A part of her ached so badly, thinking she might be leaving this sexy, intense man behind, even if he did have very bad ideas about what constituted dating in this day and age. And she felt miserable about running back to her alpha. But still she plunged onward. Her hands tied together, the breeze passing between her thighs, reminding her she didn’t have any underwear on. 
 
    “Alyssa!” She heard his roar and her heart picked up pace. Her size didn’t make her a good runner, though she had shifter genetics on her side. Unfortunately, so did he, and he was also tall and lean. She might have had a matter of thirty seconds head start on him, but he quickly caught up to her. 
 
    He caught her by the arm and she screamed as he pulled her backward. They both stumbled and he landed onto of her, winding her. 
 
    “Where are you going, Alyssa? Don’t tell me you were running back to your alpha.  You can’t want him over me.” 
 
    She shook her head. “I don’t!” 
 
    “Then where are you going?” 
 
    “I’m running from you.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Was he stupid? 
 
     “Because you kidnapped me and tied me up in a barn.” 
 
     “You need to let go of all the social restraints you’ve been told about your whole life. I’m doing this for you, to stop you from making a huge mistake and living a life you’ll hate.” He paused and then said, “No, actually, I’m doing this for us, too, because I know we’re meant to be mated and the thought of your alpha getting to you first actually breaks my fucking heart.” 
 
    She stopped her struggles, looking into his eyes. He meant every word. She could read it on his face. 
 
    He leaned in and kissed her, and her eyes slipped shut. The next thing she knew he was scooping her up, carrying her back toward the barn. She was the stupid one—she should be fighting him, but he just managed to talk all the fight out of her. And he could kiss—wow, could he kiss. His lips warm and firm, his tongue pushing into her mouth, giving her no option but to touch hers to his. 
 
    She could kiss him for the rest of her life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She was driving him crazy. 
 
    Why would she take off like that? He thought she was finally starting to come around to the truth, especially when she’d been so enthusiastically sucking on his cock. Then she’d seemed to falter, and the next thing he was chasing her through the forest. He didn’t understand why she was finding this all so difficult. The last thing he wanted to do was tie her up again, but if she was refusing to accept what was so obviously the truth—that they were meant to be mated—she was giving him no choice. If she ran back to the pack, and Gregory got to her first, that would be it for them both. 
 
    But she didn’t fight him as he carried her back to the barn. The kissing seemed to be distracting her, and the fact he held her in his arms, and she was wearing no underwear, distracted him, too. 
 
    He’d kissed her to sidetrack her from trying to run again, but now he wondered if it was more the other way around and she was kissing him in order to stop him from tying her to the chair again. Her skin felt incredibly soft beneath his fingers and the scent of her called to him in a way that made his heart beat harder and his dick grow stiff. He wanted her so badly, but he’d never take her unless it was what she wanted.  
 
    It was what she wanted. He just needed to wait until she’d admitted it to herself. 
 
    He forced himself to break the physical contact and placed her back on the chair. 
 
    She looked at him with those big brown eyes. “Please, Callum. You don’t need to tie me up again.” 
 
    “If you hadn’t run off again just then, perhaps I would believe you.” 
 
    He got to work on tying her right leg to the chair again, and then her left. Her hands were still tied at the front of her body, and he would need to put that right, too. He couldn’t take any chances again. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to,” she said. “I don’t know what came over me. The opportunity was just suddenly in front of me, and I had to take it.” 
 
    “Take what? The chance to go back to your pack? To get away from me?” 
 
    She hung her head. “Both, I guess.” 
 
    “Is that really what you want?” 
 
    She didn’t answer. 
 
    He set to work untying her hands and rebinding them behind her back. “Just tell me what I need to do to make this work,” he said, hearing the begging tone in his voice. He’d told her he was going to give her three days before she’d be begging for him, but in truth he was hurt she hadn’t recognized him as her mate yet. It had been so immediate for him, that certain, unwavering knowledge the moment he’d caught his first scent of her. He guessed a part of him had hoped it was going to be the same way for her and that he wouldn’t have needed to do all of this. He’d have done anything for her, and yet she didn’t want to leave her pack for him, even when she had an alpha she hated who might take her instead. 
 
    “Maybe it isn’t all about the physical,” she said. “Maybe I need more than that to know if I want to spend the rest of her life with someone. And to be honest, I would never have chosen a man who thinks doing this is okay to be my mate.” 
 
    He shook his head. “I wish there had been another way.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment and then said, “Why was your father cast out of his pack? You said it happened not long after you were born. I can’t imagine a new father forced to make out on his own with a newborn son. There aren’t many males around who would be able to handle such a thing. Normally, a pack would rally around a situation like that, and the pack would help to raise the baby.” 
 
    “My mother was from a rival pack. My father’s pack believed he’d betrayed them by mating with a member of the other pack, and then the rival pack blamed my father for the pregnancy and her subsequent death. He was left with nowhere to go.” 
 
    “Is that partly why you’ve been so focused on getting me away from my pack?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Perhaps. I just hate to see you forced into a life you’d hate just because of pack hierarchy. It’s also the reason I want us to have a pack of our own. We can’t be thrown out of a pack that is of our own making.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alyssa had to admit the thought of her own pack with Callum was breathtakingly freeing. It was kind of ironic to think of something as freeing when she was currently tied to a chair in the middle of nowhere. 
 
    While she would never agree with his methods of trying to make her his, she was starting to get some insight into the man who stood before her. She couldn’t imagine growing up without a pack. Even though she’d lost her parents, she’d always had her brothers and the rest of her pack around her. She knew it didn’t excuse his behavior, but perhaps she was starting to understand the desperation surrounding his actions. 
 
    “I’m not going to pretend the thought of having our own pack doesn’t appeal to me,” she said. “I don’t want to be on the bottom rung of the ladder for the rest of my life, and I certainly don’t want to have to spend another moment in Gregory’s company. I just wish I could be as sure about this as you are.” 
 
    He crouched in front of her, between her knees, and she was horribly conscious of how she still wasn’t wearing any underwear. “You will be. Maybe it will take a little more time than it has with me, but I know you’re my mate. I’d lay my life down on that certainty.” 
 
    “And you want a pack, too,” she said, wanting to make sure he saw that in his future. She wasn’t like him in the way he’d spent so much time alone. She wanted other wolf shifters around her. 
 
    He placed his fingertips to her cheek, his face only inches from hers, his blue eyes deep and searching. “I only want you, Alyssa. Nothing in this world matters to me. I want to spend the rest of my life doing everything in my power to make you happy. And if having a pack of your own is what makes you happy, then yes, we can build a new pack, together.” 
 
    She felt it hit her, like the ground had just been pulled out from under her feet, and the world tipped on its axis. Her heart rate exploded, launching in her chest. Heat rushed to her skin, euphoria spilling inside her. Suddenly, she saw him in a new light. Not the man who’d kidnapped her, but the mate who would be everything she’d ever need in this world. The one who’d give her everything she needed to feel complete. 
 
    Alyssa took a breath. 
 
    “You feel it, don’t you,” he exclaimed, his blue eyes growing wide. 
 
    She nodded, shock and disbelief racing through her. “I do. I can’t believe it, but I do.” 
 
    A mixture of elation and sadness warred inside her. She’d found her mate, but she’d also never be returning to her pack. She was going to miss her home terribly, but a sudden world of opportunity had opened up in front of her. Where she’d only ever expected to be at the bottom rung of her pack, now she had the chance of running her own pack, of having a family of her own. 
 
    Of having Callum as her mate. 
 
    “So you’ll be my mate?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, holding back a sob of emotion.  
 
    A slow smile spread across his face, and he moved forward to kiss her, but suddenly drew to a stop. 
 
    From outside of the barn, the grumble of an engine pulled up. It wasn’t right outside, she could tell, but must have been somewhere near the end of the track leading up to the clearing where the barn was positioned. Only her shifter hearing allowed her to pick up on the distant sound. She glanced at Callum. His head was turned toward the barn doors, the muscles of his shoulders tense, and she knew he had heard it, too. 
 
    “Who—” she started, but he lifted a hand to silence her. 
 
    “Shh.” 
 
    Was the owner of the vehicle also whoever owned the barn and the surrounding land, or had someone come looking for her. Her brothers, perhaps? No, they wouldn’t be driving a vehicle. Her stomach dipped in disappointment. They would be the only thing she would miss. 
 
    “Wait here,” Callum told her as he ran almost silently toward the barn door. 
 
    She struggled against her bonds. “No, untie me.” 
 
    “No time.” 
 
    “Please, Callum!” 
 
    “Be quiet, or they’ll hear you.” 
 
    “They?” 
 
    Her ears picked up the footfalls of two people, one lighter than the other. Callum was right, two people were here. 
 
    Callum put his finger to his lips to tell her to be silent. She was a sitting duck, here in the middle of the barn with a spotlight above her head. What was the point in being quiet? She was the first thing they would see. Then she realized that was exactly what Callum was hoping for. He wanted whoever the new arrivals were to walk through the door, catch sight of her, and rush to her rescue without checking who might be hiding in the sidelines. 
 
    Why didn’t she shout? She could open her mouth and scream, but her heart hammered, and this time it was more due to her apprehension of who was about to walk through the door than it was fear of what Callum  might do to her. Who was coming? 
 
    Callum pressed his lean back against the inside of the wall beside the barn door. His whole body was taut with tension, and he focused on the door and the approaching footsteps. 
 
    The barn door opened and the first of the new arrivals set a foot through the gap. 
 
    He was a big man, bull-like, with a thick neck and a body that was almost as wide as it was tall. When he’d been younger he’d been thick with muscle, but now some of that muscle was turning to fat, enhancing his stocky appearance. His nose was flattened at the bridge, as though it had been broken one too many times. Despite his rough appearance, he was strong, and had a mean streak that ran deeper than the lines in his forehead. 
 
    Gregory! 
 
    Callum was about to launch himself at Gregory’s torso, but her gaze locked onto the weapon held at her alpha’s side. 
 
    She screamed the warning from the top of her lungs. “He’s got a gun!”  
 
    Gregory swung the barrel to point at Callum, and Callum raised his hands in a show of surrender Alyssa felt sure wasn’t real.  
 
    Alyssa stared at the gun in alarm. Where the hell did Gregory get a gun from?  They lived a relatively peaceful existence in their pack. Everyone knew their place, and because of that there were no fights, or thievery, or anything else someone might need protecting from. Any challenges were always done in wolf form on a full moon, and tonight definitely wasn’t one of those nights. 
 
    She saw he wasn’t alone. His mate, and her alpha-female, Valerie, with her skinny limbs and sallow face, slipped into the barn behind him. Her heart sank. The other woman was also armed.  
 
    “Well, well, well,” chuckled Gregory. “What the hell do we have here?” 
 
    Alyssa stared between them in bewilderment. She’d imagined at this point she’d be crying out for help and begging her alpha to release her, but now she was faced with the reality of being taken into Gregory’s possession rather than Callum’s, it was the last thing she wanted. 
 
    Gregory moved forward and Valerie stepped into his place, training her gun at Callum’s head. 
 
    “I got your voicemail, Alyssa, so I came out looking for you,” he said. “I was expecting to find you broken down on the side of the road. Instead, I found your car and signs of a struggle. There were more tire marks, and the scent was pretty easy to follow here. What sort of situation have you gotten yourself into?” 
 
    He sounded more amused than concerned for her safety. 
 
    “He took me,” she admitted. “And tied me up here.” 
 
    Callum took a step forward. “It was for your own good,” he told her. 
 
     “Keep your hands in the air,” Gregory motioned to Callum with the weapon. 
 
    A smile spread across Callum’s face, but he kept his hands raised. “I won’t just let you take her,” he said. “Alyssa is mine now.” 
 
    Gregory’s jaw clenched. “No fucking way. I’ve had my eye on this girl since she first started getting breast buds, and look at the size of those juicy tits now. I can’t wait to get my teeth into them. She’s mine to mate and I intend on doing so.” 
 
    Valerie kept the weapon pointed at Callum , and gave a high pitched giggle. “Yeah, you fuck her good and hard Greg-baby. I can’t wait to watch.” 
 
    “In fact,” said Gregory. “Seeing her all tied up like this is already getting me hard. Thanks for doing my job for me. I think I’ll take her now.” 
 
    “No!” Alyssa cried, yanking at her bonds. “I don’t want you! You make me sick.” 
 
    “Whether you want me or not makes no difference to me,” he said. “I’ll mate you and you’ll be mine. I’m your alpha and you have to do as I say.” 
 
    “Not if I leave the pack,” she said. “You won’t be my alpha then.” 
 
    He laughed. “You’ll never leave, we all know that. Not prim and proper Alyssa who always does what she’s asked.” 
 
    He approached with slow, determined steps. Where Callum approaching her had given her a thrill of excitement and the look in his eyes had conjured a surge of lust, all Gregory did was fill her with horror and panic. She couldn’t do this. Callum had been right. She wanted a mate who would fill her with all the emotions Callum had created in her. Being mated with Gregory was a fate worse than death. 
 
    Hell, she would rather be dead. 
 
    Gregory grinned, revealing his crooked teeth. “That’s it, baby, you keep squirming like that. It makes me hard.” 
 
    He moved even closer, his hand at his belt, whipping it undone, and then starting on his zipper. “Aww, hell,” he said, noticing how her ankles were tied to the chair legs. “I’m not going to be able to fuck you like that.” 
 
    He got to one knee, just as Callum had done not long before, and started working on the knots. Within seconds, her left leg was freed. She wanted to kick out, to hit him in the face just as she’d done to Callum, but Gregory had been her alpha almost the whole of her life, and a lifetime worth of training wasn’t broken in a day. 
 
    Gregory untied her right ankle and looked up at her with a salacious grin. 
 
    Alyssa choked back a sob. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Each of Callum’s senses was on high alert. He was just waiting for the right moment to take these assholes out. He’d die before he let this ogre mate Alyssa.  
 
    She was his, and the fact Gregory was even breathing the same air as she was made him want to rip out the other man’s throat. 
 
    The other woman’s attention was taken, watching her mate, and alpha, dominate the bound girl. He would only have seconds before she realized what was going on and reacted. The woman had taken her eye off him, though the gun was still loosely trained in his direction. She was preoccupied by the way her alpha was attempting to untie Alyssa, while also dragging his tongue up the inside of her thigh. That Gregory had dared lay a hand on Alyssa, never mind his mouth, filled Callum with fury. His anger wasn’t only at Gregory. He’d been the one to tie Alyssa to that chair and leave her defenseless. If he hadn’t done that, she could have run. 
 
    But then she’d also have run from you, he reminded himself.  
 
    Callum turned his focus inward, concentrating on the wolf that lived inside him. If the moon was full, the wolf would be raging and fighting to get out, but at this cycle of the moon the beast lay dormant, sleeping. 
 
    Callum needed it to wake. 
 
    He roared in his head. Wolf! I need you. 
 
    The animal stirred inside him, but then settled back down. 
 
    No! You need to wake. I need you right now! 
 
    The wolf moved inside him once more, and this time it didn’t settle. It sensed the urgency of the moment, and then pain ripped through Callum’s body as it arose. The animal pushed its way out of him, through skin, muscle, and bone. Callum roared his agony. He shed the human costume he’d been wearing, leaving pieces of human skin and bloodied, pink flesh lying on the floor around him. 
 
    As he fell to all four paws, the woman must have caught sight of him out of the corner of her eye. In shock, obviously not expecting anyone to risk shifting against the moon, she swung around. But she was too late. Callum leaped for her, his front paws landing squarely on her narrow, flat chest, knocking her to the ground. A shot rang out, and Gregory turned at the sound.  
 
    Standing over her, Callum opened his jaws and locked his teeth around the woman’s scrawny neck. She let out a shriek, and he closed his jaws tighter, squeezing the scream out of her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Gregory spun around at the sound of his mate’s scream. He’d put down the gun in order to work at Alyssa’s bonds, but now Callum was a wolf and had Valerie’s throat in his jaws. A single snap would tear out her throat, a shake would snap her neck, and Alyssa knew Gregory wouldn’t risk that happening. Whatever else she thought about her alpha, for whatever screwed up reason, he actually loved his mate. 
 
    “Just let her go,” he yelled to Callum. “I’ve put the gun down, now let her go!” 
 
    Callum snarled and gave Valerie a slight shake. The woman let out a stifled scream and Gregory stepped forward, his hands held out in the ‘stop’ position. 
 
    “No, don’t!” he begged. 
 
    Alyssa spotted her chance. Her legs were no longer bound to the chair, though her arms were still tied. She could run, but she wouldn’t get anywhere fast like this. Callum had shifted against the moon, and she could, too. She knew it would be painful and dangerous, but it was the only chance she had to get away. 
 
    With a sob, she lunged to her feet. Focusing on the open doorway of the barn, ignoring the chaos, the growls, snarls, and screams filling the air, she ran. All she needed to do was stay on her feet. If she fell, she’d land on her face and probably break her nose and lose her front teeth. She didn’t have her hands free to break her fall.  
 
    Caught in their own battle, the man, wolf, and woman didn’t notice as she raced past and burst out of the barn doors and into the fresh air. Gregory’s truck sat outside, but she didn’t know if the keys were in the ignition. It didn’t matter anyway. She couldn’t drive with her hands bound. 
 
    The light had changed outside again, so it was twilight now, and almost dark. That was good. The dark could offer her shelter. 
 
    She knew it would only be seconds before they’d noticed she had run, and they’d come after her. She couldn’t waste a second. Darting off the track that led up to the barn, she plunged into the forest. 
 
    The going was tougher with her hands tied than she’d anticipated. Her balance was off, and she was unable to hold back the overhanging branches which kept threatening to clout her in the face as she ran. There was only one way she’d escape, and she wouldn’t do so with her hands tied. In order to have enough strength to tear apart her bonds, she would need to shift. 
 
    The sounds of snarls and growls followed her, and a sudden gunshot blast rang out in the late evening air. Everything inside her froze, her ears straining for the sound of a whimper, her nostrils flared for the distinctive tang of wolf blood on the air, but her senses met with nothing.  
 
    She prayed Callum hadn’t been shot. 
 
    Her emotions were so mixed up about him. How could the thought of his death now fill her with terror? She didn’t want him to die, and for Gregory and Valerie to come after her. Callum had shown her the possibility of a different future, and the thought of submitting to Gregory’s will sickened her. She would miss her brothers with every fiber of her soul, but she knew now she could never go back to the pack. 
 
    She glanced up at the moon which peeped between the branches of the trees. It was barely past a waxing crescent and she knew waking her wolf at the wrong time of the moon’s cycle was going to hurt. 
 
    But she had no choice. 
 
    She was frightened of the wolf inside her, frightened that by calling it at the wrong time she would be giving it strength. What if it became stronger than she was? What if her wolf overpowered her and she wasn’t able to shift back? 
 
    Better that than becoming Gregory’s mate. 
 
    She continued to run, a strange stumbling lurch as she ducked beneath overhanging branches, her progress hindered by her arms being behind her back. Breaking through the trees, she spotted a trail, probably made by small animals, and she followed it. She didn’t dare stop for a moment, even to shift. 
 
    Alyssa focused deep into herself, mentally stroking the beast that lived inside her. 
 
    I need your help. Wake up. Please. 
 
    The animal stirred, and at first she thought it was going to settle itself back down, but it must have sensed her racing heart and the adrenaline firing through her veins.  
 
    Wolf, she urged it. We need to be wolf.  
 
    She let out a shriek as the animal woke fully and agony clawed its fingers into every part of her. The pain was so intense, she couldn’t even think. She dropped to the ground, her hands still behind her back, her cheek pressed to the dirt. As the animal forced its way from the inside, her skin tore from her face, dropping to the ground like peeled wallpaper. Her fingernails fell from the ends of her fingers like bloodied petals from a flower and the strength of the animal, combined with the different structure of the wolf’s massive shoulders rather than her human ones, tore the knots of the rope loose. The animal pushed through, leaving the shell of the body that had made her human in tatters all around.  
 
    Fully wolf, she got to all four feet and shook out her thick fur. Pieces of her human skin still clung to her fur and she dropped to the ground to roll away the last residues. The heady scent of earth and wilderness filled her nostrils and excitement and power filled her. Her thin summer dress was now in shreds—she’d never be wearing that again. It had been too small anyway. 
 
    Crashing came behind her, from the way she’d come. 
 
    It might be Gregory coming to claim her. 
 
    She needed to keep moving. 
 
    Alyssa set off at a bound, loving the power in her muscles, the strength in all four of her legs. She ran through the surrounding forest, so fast it felt like she was flying. She crashed through bushes and leaped small brooks, ignoring the animals—rabbits and mice—which scattered for safety as she pounded by. 
 
    The fear and helplessness she’d been in the grip of all day had vanished. She was strong and powerful, an apex predator. 
 
    She should have shifted sooner. 
 
    But she wasn’t alone. 
 
    Another wolf chased her. She heard the panted breath, the crush of the foliage beneath paw as it ran. Through instinct, she knew the animal was bigger than she was. Was Callum chasing her, or had Gregory shot him and decided to come after her in wolf form as well? 
 
    The chase felt endless. She ran and ran, her tongue lolling from her mouth and her chest heaving as she panted. She had no idea where she was headed, only that she needed to put as much distance as possible between herself and whoever chased her. 
 
    A solid, furry body suddenly hit her from the side, bowling her over onto her back. She snarled and snapped, purely reacting without thinking about who she was reacting to. Teeth nipped at her hind leg, and she gave a whine of pain, but then she caught the scent of him—a musky mixture of honey and chocolate—and realized it was Callum.  
 
    Shaking him off, she spun around to face him. His muzzle was bloodied, but it wasn’t his blood. Had he killed Gregory, or just injured him? Alyssa didn’t care. All she cared was that Callum had been the wolf chasing her.  
 
    He hadn’t been shot by Gregory. 
 
    His hackles were raised, his head lowered as he growled at her. He still wanted her, still wanted to dominate her. Question was, would she let him? 
 
    Her upper lip curled, flashing her canines. He was a beautiful wolf, more gold in his fur than brown, with black streaks highlighting his long back, and thick tail. His coat was a contrast to her light gray fur and white streaks. 
 
    They circled each other, both of them issuing low growls from barrel chests.  
 
    Despite what he’d done, her attraction to him was intense and her instincts told her he’d be a good mate—fierce, passionate, protective. 
 
    He lunged for her, catching her by surprise. Before she knew it, she’d spun around, snapping and snarling, but he was already behind her. He pawed her back, and mounted her, his teeth sinking into the fur at the base of her neck. 
 
    Alyssa lowered her body and submitted. 
 
    Before he could penetrate her, she felt her wolf retreating. Perhaps it understood this needed to happen with them both in their human forms. 
 
    The shift back to a woman happened almost instantly, each limb changing shape, fur melting from her skin. Even as she changed, she sensed Callum shifting with her, until they became a tangled frenzy of arms, legs, breasts and hips. The shift back had left them both completely naked. She twisted around to face him, their mouths hungrily meeting. 
 
    “Gregory?” she gasped as Callum’s teeth nipped her lower lip. 
 
    “Hurt, not dead.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “We all saw you run, and Gregory picked the gun back up and started to come after you. I still had his mate around the throat, but I had to let her go in order to chase Gregory. She grabbed her gun and tried to shoot, but she missed. It was easy enough for me to knock Gregory down, and I got his weapon away from him with my teeth. He stayed in human form. I guess he was too afraid to turn against the moon—perhaps he knows his wolf is stronger than he is. Anyway, he knew he couldn’t fight me off, definitely not in human form. His mate was too afraid to shoot again. I assume she was worried she’d shoot Gregory by accident. Gregory knew he wasn’t going to win, so he submitted.” 
 
    “But what if—” 
 
    “He’s not coming after you, Alyssa. He knows you belong to me.” 
 
    “I do,” she agreed. “I want you. I want you to make me yours.” 
 
    She felt the hard length of his cock pressing against her stomach. It felt big, too big to fit inside her. She’d never been with either man or wolf before, and the idea of his huge member pushing inside her thrilled and terrified her in equal measures. 
 
    He broke the kiss and sat up, so he straddled across her hips. She took in the sight of him, his dark hair, and blue eyes, now flecked with gold because of the shift. His body was beautiful, broad shoulders and a lean torso, his abdominals highlighted in the moonlight without being overly muscular. His erection stood up proudly, thickly veined, the head smooth and dark red. She’d seen the naked cocks of her other pack members when they’d shifted on a full moon, but never one so closely. 
 
    Suddenly, self-consciousness flooded over her, horribly aware of the rolls around her stomach, the thickness of her thighs, the full swell of her breasts. But Callum  reached down to her tits, filling his hands with their flesh, kneading and massaging to the sensitive peaks of her dusky pink nipples, before rolling them between his thumb and forefinger. Alyssa forgot all about being self-conscious as arousal flashed from her nipples, straight down between her thighs. She let out a moan. 
 
    One of his hands left her breast and slid up her throat to her lips. His eyes focused intensely on her face as he pushed his thumb inside her mouth. Alyssa parted her lips and flicked her tongue around his digit, swirling as though it were his cock, before closing her lips and sucking gently. 
 
    It was Callum’s turn to let out a moan, and she saw his erection jerk in appreciation. She knew exactly what was going through his mind. 
 
    “God, you’re so fucking sexy,” he growled. “I can’t believe you’re mine.” 
 
    Sexy. She’d never thought of herself as sexy before. She’d just been Alyssa—slightly dumpy, boring Alyssa. The good girl who always did what everyone told her. 
 
    Well, not any more. 
 
    Using her teeth, she gently bit down on his thumb. 
 
    He hissed air in over his teeth, and she parted her lips allowing him to pull back his hand. 
 
    “If we do this, we’re equals,” she said. “Joint alphas. I won’t have any man tell me what to do again.” She gave a secret smile. “Except for in the bedroom, of course.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t expect anything else.” He leaned over and kissed her, his tongue pushing inside her mouth to dance with hers, his erection crushing between their stomachs.  
 
    His lips left her mouth and he slowly crawled down her body, his mouth and tongue leaving a wet trail across her skin. He paused at her breasts, taking a nipple between his teeth and grating the sensitive flesh into a hard nub, before moving onto the other. Then he positioned himself between her thighs, pressing her legs open with his palms. Alyssa had never felt so wanton, open and exposed to a man. A man who was looking at her as though he was planning on eating her. 
 
    Apparently, that was exactly what he planned on doing. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    His mouth closed over her sex, his tongue licking a line right from the base of her, across her pussy, to curl around her clit. Alyssa groaned and lifted her hips to press against his face. 
 
    He worked her, his finger pushing inside her. She knew she’d be tight, and he needed to get her ready to take him. He was so big and it was her first time. He pushed another finger inside her, thrusting in and out, all the while continuing to flick her sensitive bud with his tongue. Her breath came fast, her chest heaving. He reached up to pinch one of her nipples, and she unraveled, her orgasm exploding through her body, causing her back to arch, every muscle in her body tensed and held in its grip. Wave after wave rode through her and she allowed herself to be carried on the most extreme pleasure she’d ever felt in her life.  
 
    “Oh, God,” she gasped as the orgasm finally faded away. She blinked open her eyes to find Callum staring down at her, an intense expression on his face.  
 
    “I’m not done with you yet.” 
 
    He dragged the back of his hand across his mouth, wiping away her cream, and then scooped her up and flipped her over, onto all fours. She gave a gasp of surprise.  
 
    He kneed her legs apart and positioned himself between them. Something hard, smooth, and hot pressed at her entrance and she gasped, her whole body turning rigid. 
 
    “Relax,” he murmured to her. “You just need to relax. I’ll take it slow, I promise.” 
 
    His hips nudged forward and the head of his cock breached her pussy. She felt her inner muscles stretch around him, the cream from her previous orgasm and his saliva lubricating the way. It felt good though, so good, sending sparks of pleasure from her core all around her body. His fingers and tongue had been amazing, but she knew this would be even better. 
 
    He pushed again, sliding his cock deeper inside her channel. She gave a little whimper as he came to a halt, and she knew he’d met with the thin veil of skin that made her a virgin.  
 
    “It’s okay,” she gasped, “I want this.” 
 
    With a grunt, he drove forward, and pain shot up through her body. She sucked in air over her teeth, but then he was moving inside her, deep, so deep. His hand reached around her body, locating her clit, and he rubbed in fast circles while he slid in and out of her. His momentum built, and once she’d gotten over the initial pain, her body relaxed into his and she found herself pushing back on him, wanting more. She’d never been so full before. Every sense was focused on this one point of her body.  
 
    His chest pressed over her back, and he lowered his mouth to her shoulder and bit her hard enough to make his mark. Hard enough to claim her. 
 
    Her second orgasm built with Callum’s movements. His fingers knotted in her hair, pulling the locks into a loose ponytail, and he tugged, forcing her head up and her back to arch. She was caught up in the pummeling of sensations making her mind spin, her body taking over all rational thought.  
 
    “Ah, fuck,” Callum groaned, and he released her hair. His fingers dug hard into her hips as he held himself deep, his body jerking as he came.  
 
    Stars exploded behind her eyelids as her orgasm took hold, her toes curling, her body shuddering. She let out a sound that was a cross between a scream and a howl, but she was no longer embarrassed. She wasn’t some timid little virgin any more. She’d been mated, claimed. 
 
    They fell together into the dirt, and he pulled her into his arms. She was right where she needed to be, with her new mate. 
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    They couldn’t lie together for long. They were both completely naked, their clothes in tatters, and there was always a chance Gregory had gone back to the pack to try to round together some backup. Alyssa doubted he would do this as it would mean he’d have to admit he had lost a fight to another wolf, and possibly jeopardize his place as pack alpha, but she didn’t want to risk hanging around here for long.  
 
    “I need to find some clothes,” she told Callum. 
 
    “I didn’t think to bring any women’s clothing, but there are a couple of blankets in my car. They’ll have to do for now.” 
 
    Hand in hand, Alyssa no longer self-conscious of her naked body, they made their way back to the barn. The walk was farther than she’d anticipated. In her panic, she hadn’t realized she’d covered such a great distance. 
 
    “What happened to Gregory and Valerie?” she asked as they walked. 
 
    “Last I saw of them, they were running off with their tails between their legs. I expect they’ve gone back to your pack.” 
 
    “My old pack,” she corrected, but not without a twisting of her stomach. Would she ever get to say goodbye to her brothers? Different packs didn’t socialize—to do so was seen as a betrayal—so chances were she would never get to see them again. 
 
    He squeezed her hand. “Yes, your old pack.” 
 
    Eventually, they reached the barn. The spot where Gregory’s truck had been parked was now empty. 
 
    Callum walked toward his car and opened the rear door to retrieve a blanket for her and a spare pair of jeans for himself. “I’m sure your old alpha got the message.” 
 
    “Good. I hope I never have to see him again.” 
 
    Callum’s lips pressed together and he glanced away.  
 
    “What?” she said. 
 
    “Let’s just hope he doesn’t decide to take revenge. I don’t think a guy like Gregory is going to take kindly to being beaten by a stranger and having his prize girl stolen out from under his nose.” 
 
    Rustling came from the undergrowth, and Callum automatically positioned himself to stand in front of her, protecting her from whatever threat was heading their way.  
 
    Two young men broke through the trees, one tall with long dark hair and bulked with muscle, the other blond and lean in stature. 
 
    Her heart leaped, but then plummeted again. Holton and Joel! Her brothers. Though she was thrilled to see them, she worried about their reason for coming. Would they try to fight Callum and then drag her back to the shifter compound on the Black Ridge Hills? Would they sense she had been mated, and so she wouldn’t be able to go with them even if she wanted to? 
 
    “We heard what happened,” said Joel. “We couldn’t just let you leave without saying goodbye.” 
 
    Holton stepped forward, his gaze flicking to Callum, but with none of the animosity she had expected. “We’re happy for you, Alyssa, honestly. Both of us hated the thought of you being with Gregory, but we didn’t have the balls to do anything about it. It looks like our little sister has bigger stones than us.” 
 
    Joel reached out and shook Callum’s hand. “I can’t say I approve of how you did it, but we have to thank you for giving Alyssa a different future.” 
 
    “We’re starting up our own pack. You can come with us?” she asked hopefully. 
 
    He shook his head. “Not yet. We need to keep an eye on Gregory for the moment, but we’ll find you should the time come.” 
 
    She pressed her lips together, and nodded, trying to hold back tears. Unable to contain her emotions, she flung herself at her brothers, hugging them both tight. 
 
    Joel glanced down at the blanket she still had wrapped around her curvy frame. “Oh, hell, I almost forgot.” He reached down to lift a bag she hadn’t noticed, but was placed at his side. “We figured you would need your things. It’s not all of it, but we knew if we didn’t bring your belongings, Gregory would probably burn the lot. It’s some clothes, some old photographs. Things to remember us by.” 
 
    Tears welled in her eyes. “I’ll never forget you.” 
 
    Holton smiled. “We’ll see each other again. This isn’t goodbye, it’s see you later.” Her big brother gave her a wink and her heart swelled with her love for him. 
 
    Callum was standing at the open door of his car, one arm resting on the roof. “You ready to go, darlin’?” 
 
    She nodded and blew both her brothers a kiss. They sent the kiss back, and then turned the way they’d come and strode off into the forest. 
 
    Alyssa climbed into the passenger seat, her bag on her lap. She just wanted to get out of here now. She’d pull out some clothes and dress while Callum drove.  
 
    Callum pulled the driver’s door shut and started the engine. He looked over at her, and then leaned in and gave her a kiss.  
 
    “Are you ready for this?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m ready,” she confirmed. 
 
    And she was. They’d start their own pack, and instead of being the underdog, she would be the alpha female.  
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END. 
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    She ran through the forest surrounding their compound in the Dark Ridge Hills. Four feet struck the ground as she galloped, soft pads against rough dirt and sharp stones. Her nostrils flared, hot breath snorting in the pine-scented air. Her tongue lolled from her mouth, her lips stretched in a happy grin, as she ran through bush and splashed through river. The dappled sunlight of late evening filtered through the canopy of branches overhead, the light dreamy and fractured like that of an underwater world. Insects flitted; clouds of midges circling, and larger butterflies landing on flowers, only to be scattered as she bounded past. 
 
    Something moved ahead of her, a quick flash of white in the undergrowth, warm-blooded and alert with fear. 
 
    Rabbit. 
 
    Yes, she scented a rabbit. 
 
    Ruby felt alive with the hunt, but she was also aware of a second wolf running parallel to her path. Unable to see him through the thick expanse of trees and bushes, she nevertheless knew he was there. She smelled him on the air as keenly as she’d scented Flopsy. His musky wolf scent, distinctly male. He matched her pace in synchronized rhythm, and her keen ears heard that, too—the thud each time his paws hit the ground. 
 
    The rabbit darted for its warren, but the second wolf leaped across its path, causing the small mammal to do a back-flip, changing direction. Ruby read this in the motion of the air, in the change of scent and the movement the creature caused. It was running back her way now. The other wolf had sent it directly into her path. The little rabbit realized its mistake a fraction too late. It tried to stop, its large hind legs kicking in the dirt, but Ruby had already lunged, her powerful jaws snapping shut. 
 
    Her teeth closed around the back of the rabbit’s neck and she gave it a vigorous shake, snapping its spine instantly. Soft warm fur pressed against her tongue, her canines piercing the skin just enough to taste blood. Its heartbeat continued to thump for a moment longer, Ruby both hearing and feeling the pulse gradually slow. Then the heart fell still and silent, and she dropped the dead animal to the forest floor. Its glassy eyes stared at nothing, and she experienced no remorse for the death. This was how life worked: she was the predator, and this creature had been the prey. She felt no guilt at needing to eat. 
 
    Ruby forced herself to wait before she tore into the sweet flesh and lapped at the blood. This meat was to be shared. 
 
    Where was the second wolf? 
 
    So focused on her kill, she’d lost track of him. 
 
    A solid body hit her from the side, bowling her over. She let out a yelp as sharp teeth nipped her ear. 
 
    He jumped away, a lean, light gray wolf, young and muscular. His yellow eyes glowed in amusement, and she darted for him. He leaped away, spinning around, teasing her. 
 
    Internally, she laughed, her blood singing from the chase. 
 
    Together, they tore at the rabbit, swallowing chunks of flesh, lapping the blood from each other’s muzzles. His tongue was rough and wet, grazing over her sensitive nose, and she pressed her snout into his fur and whined. Their shoulders barged together, winding around one another, sleek and supple. 
 
    Above their heads, the light had grown softer, and the pale circle of the moon stood out against the dark blue of the sky. They could shift against the moon, if they needed to, but to do so was painful and harrowing. This time of the month, when the moon was full, was what suited them best.  
 
    Normally Ruby wanted to be in wolf form whenever possible, but tonight she wanted to take the shape of a woman. 
 
    Her male counterpart sensed what she was doing, and also began his shift back, his paws elongating to fingers, the fur melting to reveal pink skin. 
 
    Nudity wasn’t something that caused embarrassment for Ruby. She’d grown up with the Dark Ridge wolves, and had been shifting since she’d been old enough to toddle. But it was different with him. 
 
    Joel Golding. 
 
    Everyone said that you instinctively knew when you’d met your mate, but Ruby wasn’t so sure. She didn’t understand why wolves had to mate for life, anyway. How depressing to think she’d only be able to have one male for the whole of her life. Joel was young and gorgeous—three years older than her own twenty years. She wanted to have fun, and perhaps Joel was to be her mate, but how would she really know this unless they got to know each other on a more ... intimate level. 
 
    She hadn’t yet mated with Joel—too frightened that her uncle, their alpha, Gregory, might be able to scent it on her. But that didn’t mean they couldn’t have fun, and heading out into the forest together today was their way of getting to spend time alone.  
 
    They both got to their feet, standing before one another. Naked in the woods. 
 
    He reached out and touched her flame-red hair. “Ruby,” he breathed. “You have no idea how long I’ve dreamed of getting you alone.” 
 
    She glanced down, and then looked back up at him through her eyelashes. “Oh, I might have an idea. Don’t think I hadn’t noticed how you started watching me, as soon as I turned eighteen.” She was twenty, now—two years of unrequited lust, of stolen glances and brushed fingertips. Two years of innocent, chaste kisses which had developed into a passion neither had given into.  
 
    His eyes left her face, tracing down her body, and alighting on her breasts. As though she could physically feel his gaze touching her, her skin tingled, her nipples tightening into crinkled buds. Unconsciously, she sucked in her stomach and pushed out her breasts, wanting him to drink in the sight of her, wanting him to want her even more. 
 
    Ruby was able to appreciate him, too. His tousled honey hair and green eyes, the freckles across the bridge of his nose. Young, and alive, and vibrant. His body was lean and muscular, but not bulky. Joel had an older brother, Holton, who was his complete opposite—dark and brooding, with shoulders and arms thick with muscle. Holton’s mood had only gotten worse since their sister, Alyssa, had run off with some rogue wolf. She was only eighteen, and her disappearance had caused a stir in the pack. Their alpha, Gregory, had also been in a foul mood since she’d run away—rumor was he’d been hoping to take Alyssa as a mated mistress. Ruby was pleased Alyssa had managed to escape that situation. Even though Ruby loved her uncle, the thought of being mated to someone like him would be enough to make her run off, as well. Word was that Alyssa hadn’t even run away, initially—she’d been kidnapped, but then had chosen her kidnapper over returning to her pack. Ruby couldn’t imagine how many shades of fucked up that made her. No wonder Holton and Gregory had been so pissed at the situation. She’d tried to talk to Joel about it, but he’d shut her down, telling her Alyssa wasn’t their business anymore, and they’d be best not adding kindling to the fire.  
 
    Dragging her mind from Joel’s sister, she reached out to touch Joel’s bare chest. A spattering of hair covered his skin between both nipples, and another line ran down from his navel to get lost in the thick bush of blond curls. His cock stood out from them, proud and erect, and she wondered if she had the guts to wrap her fingers around it. She wasn’t a reserved person, far from it, but she knew, if she touched him there, that would be the start. They would fall to the ground and mate in the dirt like a couple of animals, and that would be it for her. She’d return to the pack and all of her pack members would smell sex on her. She would have been mated by one of her own kind, and they would be bound together for life. 
 
    The wolves were allowed to have sex with humans—that didn’t count as being mated. Plenty of the males—and some of the females—went into surrounding towns for easy lays, but that wasn’t Ruby’s style. As much as she wanted to mess around with someone, she also didn’t want to just hand herself over to anyone. She wanted a guy who would be willing to get down on his knees and worship her, and she knew she wasn’t going to find him in some crappy bar in town. 
 
    “Ah, hell, Ruby,” Joel groaned. “Please, give me more. I need more.” 
 
    She could taste him, couldn’t she? That wouldn’t count? But would he stop at that, or would he demand even more? 
 
    “You’re going to make such an amazing mate,” he murmured. 
 
    Mate, he’d said it. Damn. Her buzz fizzled and she stepped away. 
 
    “Joel, we need to talk about that …” 
 
    He frowned. “Talk? Hell, no. This isn’t about talking.” 
 
    “Please, Joel. You know I care about you, but mating is a big step.” 
 
    His eyes grew darker. “It’s a step I’ve been dreaming of for two years. Don’t do this to me, Ruby. Don’t lead me on, all this time, and then tell me this isn’t what you want.” 
 
    “It is what I want.” She resisted adding, ‘I think.’ “I’m just still so young.” 
 
    “My sister mated at eighteen.” 
 
    “Yeah, and none of us even knew the guy. She might be miserable, for all we know.” 
 
    “Don’t say that!” he snarled. 
 
    “Well, you were the one who brought up your sister,” she shot back. 
 
    His erection had started to deflate. 
 
    “Please, Joel,” she said, reaching out to take hold of his wrist and pull him closer. Her breasts brushed his chest, and she saw the hitch in his breath, how she affected him. She deliberately pressed herself closer. Why was she talking herself out of this? Gorgeous, sweet, loving Joel who’d been her friend her whole life. How could she ask for any better? 
 
    “You’re right,” she said, standing on tiptoes to graze her lips against his. “I’m talking crazy.” 
 
    He dragged her toward him, pressing himself hard against her, his cock digging against her stomach. He pushed again, as though dry-humping her belly, and let out a groan. He kissed her, his tongue thrusting into her mouth. His hands ran over her bottom, squeezing and kneading her flesh. He tried to lift her, and she knew what he was doing. Only a slight shift in their positions, now he had lifted her, with her thighs around his hips, and he’d be inside her. That would be it then. She’d be mated. 
 
    For life. 
 
    A sudden, long, mournful howl broke through the forest’s lullaby, and the sounds of Joel’s moans. 
 
    Both their heads snapped toward the sound. They recognized their alpha’s howl anywhere. 
 
    “Shit,” said Ruby, her heart thumping. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Do you think it’s been noticed that we’re gone?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but so what if we had? It’s not like we’re not both adults.” 
 
    The howl came again, impossible to ignore. 
 
    They stepped apart. 
 
    “Perhaps Gregory is getting more protective, since my sister …” Joel suggested. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe that’s it. But whatever it is, we’d better get back. You know Gregory doesn’t like to be ignored.” 
 
    “Dammit,” swore Joel. “Talk about bad timing.” 
 
    Yeah, thought Ruby. Or perhaps it was perfect timing. 
 
      
 
    *** 
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