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      Thank you for giving a new Dark Romance author a try. It’s always intimidating trying something new but these books have been so much fun to write.

      MGC are quick, dirty reads that will leave you begging for more. But don’t worry, I won’t leave you hanging for long. And don’t think that I’ll be done with this universe after this trilogy, oh no, I have plans for this series.

      So pour yourself a glass of wine, maybe cuddle up with your favorite toy, and get ready for some monster fudging.

      There are themes and scenes within this series that may not be suitable for all readers.

      For a list of content warnings, please visit my instagram page HERE
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JARIK

        

      

    

    
      The light of the moon filters through the dense foliage. The soft, silvery rays are like a caress against my back as I run as fast as I can through the forest’s thick underbrush. My sensitive ears pick up the frightened scurries of nocturnal creatures as they rush to get out of my way, but they are safe enough from me tonight. 

      Tonight, I have only one thing on my mind. 

      Mercy.

      We had a single night together. I took her innocence and then pleasured her body in the most depraved ways until she craved what only I could give her. Or perhaps it was the other way around, because I haven’t been able to get her out of my mind since. The Gods know I’ve tried.

      The tree’s thin and I find myself in a small clearing, overlooking the valley below. Lights from houses and cars flicker over the hills, dotting the edge of the river that snakes through the rolling hills. Above me, the moon hangs low and pregnant against the midnight sky. 

      It’s been almost a month since the last full moon and the night of the auction, where I was compelled to bid on the female brought out on stage. I still don’t understand what possessed me. What it was about her, but I don’t regret a second of that incredible night. Being buried deep inside her soft body. Rutting. Fucking. Loving.

      I shake my head and huff, making my breath billow into the night in smokey tendrils. I was supposed to use her and then walk away. That’s the way it’s supposed to be. Females line up for the opportunity to be auctioned off by the Brotherhood. To spend one night with a monster. It’s a carefully kept secret that is only whispered in certain circles. Precisely so that an innocent doesn’t accidentally end up falling into the Den by mistake, which is exactly what happened to Mercy. 

      Wrong place, wrong time. 

      Except the more I think about it, the more I can’t help believing that Fate had her hand in it. There were too many coincidences. Too many things that lined up just right, to land us in each other’s way. And now, as more time goes by, I realize that one night with her wasn’t enough. That it was never going to be enough.

      Raising up on powerful haunches, my beast stands upright. Bathed in the glow of the nearly full moon, his pull to take over is stronger than it’s ever been. My claw tipped fingers wrap around my cock that’s gone hard and straining from thinking of our human female. It’s so hard that it’s sticking straight out from my hips. The tip drooling pre-cum down the crown to wet my fingers. 

      A low growl starts deep in my chest as I slowly stroke my palm up and down my turgid length. When my eyes close, it’s her face that comes to my mind. Her wide blue eyes that look up and lock with mine. Long chestnut waves fan around her shoulders, parting around her full breasts so the ends tease her high tipped nipples. Fuck. The way she looks on her knees. Pink puffy lips pursed in a pout as her small, soft hand reaches out for me. 

      I imagine it’s her fingers curled around my rigid shaft. Her small hand stroking me up and down. 

      “Open for me, bejbe.” I growl. 

      Even in my fantasy I’m in my beast form, but there is no hesitation as she does what I ask. Those perfectly plump, pink lips part and her mouth falls open. 

      “Do you want to taste?” I ask.

      She nods as her eyes slide closed for a moment before she opens them wide and brings my cock to her lips. Her tongue darts out and she laps up the pre-cum that’s leaking in a steady flow. When she closes her lips around me and hums, I feel the vibration all the way to my backbone. 

      “Fuck, Mercy,” I grunt. “I love your mouth on me.”

      I’m large in my human form, but as a beast my cock is enormous. Her jaw stretches wide as she tries to take me into her mouth. Her fingers don’t even come close to touching when they circle my shaft. Using my pre-cum to ease her way, she strokes my length with a quick rhythm. Twisting her hand on the downstroke, while alternating bobbing her lips up and down. Trying her best to take me as deep as she can. 

      My hands go to the sides of her face. My monstrous, claw tipped fingers dig into her hair, as I urge her to take me deeper. When her throat opens, and I slip past her tonsils my balls tighten and I bellow as I shoot my load straight into her stomach. 

      Gods, I’ve missed this. Missed how good her mouth feels on me. 

      Slowly, I pry my eyes open, expecting to see her looking up at me with blue eyes open wide and watery, with her tears staining her flushed cheeks. Instead, all I see is my spent dick in my hand. With a string of cum dripping from the tip. 

      I barely have a chance to savor the disappointment when a crashing sound comes through the underbrush behind me and my brother lopes into the clearing. Also in beast form, Luka is equal to my height, but leaner with a brown coat of wiry fur, instead of my sleeker, black and grey. 

      Werewolf. Thanks to movies and books, that’s what we’re known as. While we somewhat resemble wolves, that’s not what we are. We are beasts, even when we’re in our human forms. 

      His nose twitches and his eyes drop to my crotch. 

      “Again? Really?”

      “Shut the fuck up,” I growl and shove my way past him, heading back into the forest. 

      “How many times are you going to jack off to her memory, before you finally grow a pair and go find her.” Luka growls at my back. 

      I spin around and lunge at him. “I said, shut the fuck up!”

      “No.” He stands his ground and folds his arms across his chest. “You’ve been moping for a month and I’m sick of it.”

      “So?”

      “So,” he drops his hands and steps toward me. “If you were going to be, you would be over her by now.”

      He’s right. He’s fucking right but…

      I turn back to face the clearing, gazing at the city across the river. Is she down there somewhere? Does she think of me, the way I think of her? No, because—

      “I wiped her memory. Even if I knew where she was, I’d only terrify her.” I haven’t forgotten the look of horror on her face when I let my beast slip—just slip, not even showing her my true form—the first time I fucked her.

      We won her over before. We could again. My beast offers.

      No. No it’s better this way. 

      When I turn back Luka is shaking his head. 

      “What?”

      “You’re an idiot,” he tells me.

      My beast growls. 

      “Fine. If you’re not going to go after your female, then at least go get laid so you’re not throwing wood every time I turn around.”

      “She’s not my female.” I snarl. She’s nothing. Just a one night… “Fine. But we’re not going to the Den.” There are too many memories of her there. “We’ll go to the Library.” 

      Another of the Brotherhoods many clubs, and the smallest, the Library is on the furthest side of the city and mostly caters to the coyote shifters who run it. 

      Ever since I left Mercy sleeping in the room we shared, I haven’t been able to set foot inside the Den. Just driving past, I swear I can scent her and it makes me want to storm inside and demand to know where they took her. All I have is her name—Sara. A fucking common enough name to make it nearly impossible to search for her. 

      I’ve tried, even though I’m forbidden from searching for her in the first place. That’s how the auctions are supposed to be. Anonymous. One night of pleasure for which the female is paid a portion of her bid price, and her memory is wiped. It’s a way of keeping the monsters who secretly rule the city in check by supplying them with human pussy so they don’t go out and ravish the population. Of course, there are flaws. The auctions cater to the elite of our kind, leaving the lower born to their own devices.

      Dropping to his haunches, Luka glances at me over his shoulder before he lopes back into the forest. I look back at the lights across the valley once more and then follow him.
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MERCY

        

      

    

    
      I know the moment he steps behind me. I can feel him, hot and hard against my back, and I lean back with a sigh as his arms come around me. I relish the way he cages my body with his, as his hands slide up my sides to cup my breasts. He pinches my nipples through my shirt and then rolls them between his fingers until I moan. Arching into him, his touch sets me on fire. 

      Oh, God. I missed this.

      He kneads my soft flesh as I slide my hands over his, pressing my aching breasts against his palms. Needing to feel more of his touch. 

      He groans softly in my ear. The sound sends ripples of gooseflesh across my skin as his lips chase a path after them down the column of my neck, to nip at the spot where my shoulder meets. Tilting my head to the side, I give him more access as a soft, yes, leaves my lips.  Slowly, his hand slides down over my stomach. Lower. He dips his fingers beneath the band of my pants and my pussy clenches in anticipation of his touch. Moving with painful slowness,  he slips his hand inside my pants to play with edge of my panties.

      “Are you wet for me?” His deep, accented voice sends a fresh wave of shivers down my spine. 

      Oh, God! I’m soaked. 

      “Are you, Mercy?” I shudder when his teeth nip at the shell of my ear.

      Mercy? 
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        * * *

      

      “Mercy?” A hand comes down on my shoulder, shattering my daydream and making me jump straight into the air. 

      “Sorry!” I gasp, clutching a hand to my chest. 

      “You were thinking pretty hard,” Yesenia giggles. “Care to share?”

      Never! I’m sure my cheeks must be bright red, and I refuse to meet the eyes of my boss, knowing what I was just daydreaming about.  

      Yesenia manages the strip club I finally built up the courage to apply at. When I met her for my interview, I liked her immediately. She looks like she’s only a few years older than me, with straight black hair that falls past her waist and a flawless dark complexion, but she has an aura of ease around her that makes her seem much older. 

      When she gives me a knowing look, my cheeks flush even hotter. 

      “I was just—just—I didn’t sleep much last night.” OMG, just shut up! I scold myself and then add, “What can I help with?”

      She smiles at me in a way that says I’m not fooling her, but she doesn’t press. “Do you mind grabbing the empties while Sam is on break?” 

      Sam is our busser, but he still has another 15 min left on his break and I’m glad for the escape. 

      “Sure thing.” Grabbing the plastic dish bin and a fresh rag, I move around the bar and start making my way toward the stage. Wiping down tables and picking up empties as the dancer’s twirl and grind to the pulsing beat and flashing stage lights.  

      When Yesenia offered me the job bartending, she asked if I had a name I preferred to go by. For reasons I can’t fathom, I told them “Mercy.” Why? I have no idea. I’ve never gone by Mercy in my life; my name is Sara. But here that name just feels right. 

      It’s been a little over two weeks now and I love it here! I never would have thought I’d love working at a strip club, but here we are. I love the people. I love the atmosphere. I especially love the money. At the rate of my tips alone, I’ll be able to move out on my own in no time.

      And it won’t be a moment too soon. 

      Last night, when I came home after a full day of classes and then working at the Library past midnight, I found that my bedroom door was busted in and my room was in shambles. Sadly, this isn’t the first time my father broke into my room. It’s why I go to such lengths to keep my bedroom door locked.

      When I saw the destruction, I stormed across the room to where my father was drunk and snoring on the couch. 

      “What happened to my room?” I shouted, shaking him until his bloodshot eyes blinked open.  

      “What the fuck r’you talking about?” he slurred.

      “You broke into my room! Why?”

      Blinking beady eyes up at me, he snorted dismissively. “I owed Johnson and needed money.” 

      “So, you broke into my room?” 

      His face scrunched with disgust. “Didn’t find any, so lotta good it did me. Worthless cunt.” Then, without another thought, he simply rolled over and fell back to sleep.

      As if I don’t pay for everything. I guess I’m expected to pay his debts when he drinks his paychecks away, too? 

      I hated the way my throat closed up with unshed tears. It’s not like he’s ever been different. When I was growing up, he tried to tell me I was the reason my mom up and left, and stupid me believed it for a long time. Truth is, both my parents were selfish and narcissistic. How I turned out the way I have is beyond me. 

      It took me most of the night to clean up his mess and fix the locks as best I could. But the door is busted beyond repair and replacing it will eat into my savings. 

      What about your other savings? A new door and better locks won’t even leave a dent in that amount.

      I brush that nagging little voice away. 

      A month ago, I ended up so sick that I slept for two days straight. When I woke up, I was fired from my bartending job, behind in my college classes, and there was $250,000 in my bank account I couldn’t account for. 

      I assumed the money had to be a cruel mistake to remind me I’ll never see that kind of financial security in my life. So, imagine my surprise when, according to the bank, everything checked out and as far as they were concerned the funds were mine free and clear. 

      Wonderful news, right? Wrong. I don’t have that kind of luck. And if my dad found out I had hundreds of thousands of dollars sitting in my bank account, he’d wipe me out before I could snap my fingers. So, I put it into a high interest savings account only I have access to and there is where it’ll stay until I figure out what to do with it. Or, more likely, when the real owner comes looking for it. 

      I drop the bin of empties off at the kitchen and then take my place back behind the bar, where another rush is starting. 

      “This is pretty busy for a Wednesday night. “I muse as I duck behind the counter.

      “It’s almost the full moon,” Sam says, as he struggles to tie his apron around his wide hips. 

      “Don’t tell me you’re the superstitious sort,” I joke as I step behind him and bat his hands away, tying the loose bow for him. He’s old enough to be my grandfather and openly admits that he only works here for the T&A on display. Ew. But he’s harmless enough and he’s given me no reason to be wary of him. 

      “It’ll be a bit crazy around here for the next week or so.”

      “So full moons affect strip clubs too? I thought it was just hospitals and looney bins?” I tease. 

      He laughs and pats my shoulder. “Yeah, something like that.” 

      Sam goes back to bussing tables and I quickly lose myself in the rush. Before I realize it, it’s last call and Yesenia and I work together to straighten up for the night cleaning staff.

      After I’ve finished tidying up my side of the bar and cashing out my tips, I grab my jacket. “See you tomorrow!” I holler with a wave as I head for the door.

      There is a man leaving just ahead of me, and I have to jog a few steps to make it to the door that he holds open for me.

      “Thank you,” I say, ducking past him.

      “Anytime, beautiful.” His voice is deep and rich, with a smooth accent that has my head snapping up and my heart clenching painfully. I feel like I should know him from somewhere. Except, I’ve never seen this man before in my life. I don’t think. 

      He’s good looking. Especially with the way his lips quirk up at the corners, as if he has a permanent smirk in place. But that’s not what I find familiar. It’s his voice, his accent, that reminds me of someone… someone I can’t seem to place. Or maybe it’s the shape of his hazel eyes that tugs at something deep in my chest. Not his sandy brown hair though. His hair should be darker, the same as his eyes. Black.

      I find myself looking at his face for signs that he might recognize me. When he doesn’t, I feel disappointed on a level that surprises me. I’m not expecting the sting of tears that I have to blink back as I offer this man, this stranger, a quick smile before I hurry into the night. Rushing down the street before I embarrass myself further and miss my bus.
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JARIK

        

      

    

    
      “Jarik!” 

      My head snaps up from where I’m leaning against the building, smoking a joint and scrolling through my phone. Coming here was a terrible idea. I was hit with Mercy’s sweet scent the moment we entered the club, which makes no fucking sense. 

      It has to be in my head, because why else would I be smelling my female in a Brotherhood club that she should know nothing about. I was supposed to be finding a female to get my mind off the temping little human, and instead she’s even more in my head than before. When I couldn’t take it a moment longer, I excused myself and I’ve been out here ever since.

       Luka strides toward me with a pinched expression on his face. “We gotta go. Now.” 

      “Why? What happened?” I drop the spent blunt to the ground and crush it under my boot. 

      Luka looks over his shoulder before grabbing my arm and pulling me in the opposite direction. 

      “What the fuck are you doing? I parked that way.” Digging in my heels, I try to turn away from where he’s dragging me. 

      “Huh. Are you sure? Let’s check back here first.”

      Shaking him off, I step back. “The fuck is wrong with you?” Then, over Luka’s shoulder, I see a familiar head bobbing in time with her stride as she heads down the street. 

      Mercy.

      Before I even think, I take a step towards her only to have Luka stop me with a hand on my chest. “Jarik, wait.”

      I drag my eyes from her swaying hips and round ass, to focus on my brother. “I thought you said I should go after her.”

      He swallows and nods his head, “Yeah. I know.” He steps back before tipping his head back and letting out a long sigh. “She works here.”

      My eyes jump back to where she’s quickly receding from my view. A few more feet and she’ll be around the corner and out of my sight. My jaw clenches as I force myself to take a step back. Well, fuck. That explains why her scent was all over the club. It wasn’t just in my mind; she was there. Not that it would have mattered. If she works for the Brotherhood, she’s even more untouchable than before.

      “I’m sorry, Jarik.”

      “Yeah well…” I look behind him again and she’s gone. 

      The rules of the Den are clear. You are not to pursue an auctioned female. For any reason. End of story. No exceptions. Hard stop. Do not pass go. It’s why they give them names that you can’t trace.

      Not that it doesn’t happen from time to time. It’s one thing to go after a female behind the Brotherhood’s back, but if Mercy is working for us… 

      “Fuck!” I spin around and kick the brick side of the building. 

      “Maybe you can appeal?” Luka suggests helpfully. “The way you’re acting, what if she’s your mate?” 

      That makes me laugh. A real, from the gut laugh. I’m not sure which is funnier. The thought of appealing Marcus for a chance to keep Mercy as mine. Or that Luka thinks she’s my mate. Both scenarios are utterly ridiculous and have the same outcome. Which is that neither will ever happen.

      First, I’m still in shit standing with the Brotherhood. If I wasn’t one of the strongest Alpha’s of the factions, or as rich as I am, I’m certain they would have killed me long ago. So no, Marcus—who is the current head of the Brotherhood—won’t be making any exceptions for me. And as for Mercy being my mate? I snort again. I came to terms long ago that a mate was never in my future. Besides, I’d know if she was my mate and despite what Luka might think, the signs aren’t there. 

      Your mate’s scent is supposed to awaken an alpha. Fucking them is supposed to unlock an irresistible urge to give them your claiming bite. My eyes go back to where she disappeared around the corner. Since she does not wear my claiming bite, then she can’t be mine.

      “She’s just an itch.” I tell him, even as my beast whines. I ignore him. I only want a little more time with her. Another day, maybe two, should be enough time to get her out of my system for good.

      Luka has his arms crossed and one of his light brows arched. He doesn’t believe me. Well, too bad.

      “I’m done with this conversation. Let’s go.” I growl and take off down the street toward where I parked. Except, instead of stopping at my matte gray Bugatti, I just keep walking. 

      “Jarik?” Luka calls after me. When I still don’t stop, he swears, and I hear his footsteps coming up behind me. 

      Shit. Telling myself that I just need to make sure she gets on her bus safely, I push myself into a jog and then a run. By the time I’m darting around the corner, Luka has almost caught up and the bus is just pulling up to the stop. My beast ripples beneath my skin as I watch the doors open and Mercy steps through them, disappearing from my sight. 

      “Jarik, don’t you dare!” Luka growls behind me, making him sound like his beast is just as close to the surface as mine. 

      I want to change. To rip the bus apart with my claws and drag my female out. 

      Instead, I force my feet to shuffle to a stop and I watch the doors slide shut as the bus pulls away from the curb. As it drives by, I search through the dark windows, looking for the familiar silhouette. There. She’s sitting on the opposite side from me, looking out the window so she doesn’t see me standing on the sidewalk. Just before the bus turns a corner, she turns to face forward, and I catch her profile. A sad expression painted on her beautiful face. 

      Luka comes up behind me and drapes his arm around my shoulders. 

      “I’ll come with you if you want to talk to the brotherhood,” he offers.

      I shake him off and spin around. Fuck him if Luka thinks that this means he’s right. That Mercy is more than just an itch, that she might be my mate. It doesn’t. Keeping my head down, I stalk back to my car without waiting to see if he’s following me or not.
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      A pulsing techno beat throbs around me as I fumble with the shaker, nearly dropping it before catching it at the last moment. 

      Shit!

      I’ve already broken two glasses today. What the hell is the matter with me?

      Maybe if you actually got some sleep…

      How many days straight has it been since I had a decent night’s sleep? 

      I’m up early for classes, then get a few hours to study before I start my shift here. Then it’s after midnight when I drag myself home, weary to my very bones. I still haven’t fixed my door. So, there is added worry that my father might barge in, drunk or high and looking for money again. It’s happened before. So, instead of sleeping, I lay in my bed and worry. 

      It doesn’t help that every time I do manage to close my eyes, I see him. 

      The dark, handsome figment of my imagination. 

      The way he uses my body. His decadent touch. Depraved. He makes me do things, dirty things, that I can’t help but crave. 

      At twenty-two, I feel like the world’s oldest virgin. Not because I’m saving myself for marriage or anything like that. My schedule keeps me too busy to date so the only sex I’ve had is with myself and now my imaginary dream man. So, why do I know I love his fingers sliding in and out of my ass as he sucks my clit between his lips. Or how hard he can make me come when he fucks me deep from behind. 

      “What is taking so long?” A hard voice breaks through my filthy thoughts, and I almost drop the shaker again. “You’re not being paid to stand there and stare into space.” 

      I blink back to the present to see a woman scowling at me from across the bar where she has managed to squeeze herself between the line of patiently waiting patrons. Just like the man from the other night, there is something familiar about her. Although, I can’t place where I would have ever run into the likes of her before. She could be a model, with her perfectly coifed auburn hair and flawless porcelain skin. In fact, she might be the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, if not for the scowl twisting her features.

      As quickly as I can, I finish the drink I’ve been making and set it on a napkin. Before I can push it towards it’s intended customer, or even react, she snatches it and takes a drink. 

      “This isn’t what I ordered!” She screeches and then throws the drink at me. 

      I’m so shocked, and she’s so fast, that I don’t even have time to react as the delicate martini glass bounces off my chest to shatter on the ground. That’s three glasses broken. 

      I slowly slide my eyes up to where she’s got her arms folded across her chest and a haughty pout on her too-pretty-to-be-so-ugly face. 

      I snap. 

      “Because it wasn’t your drink, you stupid bitch!” I shout as I take a step forward, completely prepared to heave myself up and over the bar to get at this entitled snob. “What is your fucking problem?”

      But before I can do more than brace my hands on the bar top, Yesenia appears at my side. “Whoa, whoa! What’s going on?” She cajoles as she wraps an arm around me and moves me to the side.

      “Since when are you hiring incompetent filth like this?” The woman across the bar snorts.  “I cannot believe you let her kind behind the bar.”

      “My kind?” I snap, taking another step toward her before Yesenia pulls me back again. She probably weights half of what I do, but she moves me easily. 

      “Isabelle, please.” Yesenia groans. Then, softer, to me, “Why don’t you go get cleaned up? I’ll handle this.”

      Before I can do more than nod, a man appears at the fire haired woman’s side. The same man who held the door for me as I was leaving last night. “You’re not causing trouble, are you Izzy?”

      The bitch’s head snaps to the side, and her expression goes soft and pouty. “Of course not. Just dealing with some incompetent help.”

      Suddenly Yesenia spins from me to lean over the bar and I swear I hear her growl. “Listen here, you blood sucking bitch. The only reason you’re even allowed in my establishment at all is because you’re fucking half the brotherhood and think that somehow makes you special. If I had my way, you’d be a stain on the sidewalk and a bad taste in my mouth.”

      “Ladies!” The man laughs, trying to wedge himself between them while darting a worried look my way and at the other customers. “Let’s simmer down.”

      “Luka, can you believe the way she just spoke to me?” The woman whines, running a hand down his arm and batting her too long to be real lashes. It’s all I can do not to roll my eyes.

      Yesenia turns back to me and I catch a strange glint of red in her eyes. “Go on. I got this.”

      “What do you expect, Isabelle? This isn’t your turf,” the man tuts as he tucks a stray curl behind her ear. “Now be a good little leach and let’s leave these ladies alone.”

      I don’t miss the look of object hatred the crazy bitch throws at me, before leaning into the man’s side as he draws her away into the crowd.

      With my spine rigid and my shoulders back, I spin on my heel and stomp around the bar. I push my way through the thick crowd gathered around the main stage, where strippers are dancing and twirling to the heavy beat. With more force than necessary I shove open the door to the staff locker room and go straight to the row of sinks to try to do what I can for my soaked top.

      “Why don’t you call it a night,” Yesenia says when she comes in after me, holding a clean shirt with the club’s logo on it.

      Tears spring to my eyes and I meet her gaze in the mirror. “Are you firing me over that?” Hurt rips through me. It wouldn’t be the first time I lost a job because of a conflict that I had no control over. “It wasn’t my fault.”

      Yesenia turns me away from the mirror so she can meet my eyes as she shakes her head, “No! No, definitely not! I know you had nothing to do with any of that. Isabelle is a world class cunt. I wouldn’t fire you, even if you staked her through the heart right in front of me.” Her lips twist up into an evil smile. “I might give you a raise, though.”

      I laugh, although nervously, because that was weirdly descriptive.

      Her smile falls. “But the truth is, she can cause trouble for you, and I don’t want that. You’ll get your full pay. Just go home and get some rest.” Her head cocks to the side. “You look like you could use some.”

      Damn. I was hoping my exhaustion wasn’t that noticeable.

      “Thanks.” With a nod, I take the shirt from her. Even with a full nights pay, which is more than I’ve made at any other bar tending gig, I’ll be missing out on tips which is disappointing.

      She leans in and gives me a hug, despite my soaking shirt. When she pulls back, her strange golden eyes linger on me then she smiles and leaves me to get cleaned up.

      I turn back to the mirror and sigh at my reflection where the heavy concealer can’t hide the dark circles under my eyes.

      After I’ve traded my button down shirt for the slightly too small v-neck tee, I grab my stuff and head back through the bar to cash out my tips. When there is nothing more for me to do, I hang my head and make my way through the crowd to the door. It feels very much like a walk of shame as I try not to draw attention to myself. The absolute last thing I need is to see that awful bitch’s gloating face, thinking that I’m leaving because she won. Especially since she kind of did. Mostly, don’t want anyone to see just how hurt I am by being made to leave early.

      It’s barely 9:30, which means my father will still be awake when I get home. He’ll demand whatever tips I made tonight, which, after just a few hours of work isn’t much.

      For the millionth time, I wonder why I put up with him. I have more than enough money to move into a nice hotel while I look for a new place to live. It’s not like I couldn’t pay the money back. Isn’t that what I’m working for right now, anyway? Why do I stay? Is it some sort of misguided sense of needing to care for my father? It’s not like he’s ever cared for me.

      By the time I push through the doors and step into the dark, bitter cold outside, I’ve made up my mind. I’ll go home and pack everything that I can carry. Then I’ll check into a hotel and start looking for an apartment tomorrow.

      My heartbeat quickens with excitement at my decision and I pull out my phone, opening up a note to start a list of necessities. I’ll need to pack clothes and toiletries, obviously. My jewelry box with the few baubles I’ve been able to hide away. And that’s basically it. I’ve never been sentimental and I don’t have any pictures to remind me of happier times.

      I have an old duffel in the back of my closet that should be big enough to fit most of my things. I’ll have to be quiet and then sneak out after my father passes out for the ni—

      Strong arms suddenly wrap around me, grabbing me from behind and yanking me off my feet. Adrenaline surges through my body, flooding my veins with ice, but before I can do more than suck in a sharp breath, an ice cold hand slaps over my mouth, cutting off my scream before pulling me off the sidewalk and into a dark alley.
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JARIK

        

      

    

    
      Luka and I are on the outside of the dance floor, the best place to blend with the crowd but still watch the bar. The moment I see Isabelle throw that drink at Mercy, I’m on my feet and storming across the room. If it wasn’t for Luka, I’d have probably ripped the bitch’s head off her shoulders in front of everyone in the crowded club. Luckily, Luka blocks my murderous advance.

      “Let me handle her, brother.” His voice is soft, and his eyes lock with mine, forcing me to acknowledge his challenge.

      A deep growl rumbles from the back of my throat and I feel my claws slide from the tips of my fingers. As soon as he has my attention, Luka ducks his head, ending the challenge quickly.

      “You need to stay out of this,” he tells me.

      I know he’s right, but everything in me is screaming to defend my female against the threat Isabelle poses.

      “Jarik,” he warns me when I don’t back down. “As long as she’s in bed with Marcus, you know she has his protection.”

      Isabelle is the type that desires power but hasn’t the inclination to achieve it by putting in the work it takes to grow her own. Instead, she aligns herself with those already powerful. Either by threats or with sex. Although sex seems to be her favorite way to get what she wants. Isabelle has been in bed with everyone in the brotherhood at some point. Everyone but me and that won’t be changing.

      I drag my eyes away from where Yesenia has put herself between my female and the vampire. The pull of the full moon has me on a knifes edge of shifting, but I force myself to take a step back. It’s enough for Luka to turn and make his way over to the bar, where he injects himself between Isabelle and the coyote shifter.

      As soon as Yesenia sends Mercy into the bathroom, I force myself back to my spot in the shadows.

      Now that I know this is where Mercy is working, the Library has become my home away from home. I don’t know what my end game is. I tell myself that I’m just making sure she’s safe. I need to get her away from the Brotherhood. Somewhere I can defend her from the likes of Isabelle and Marcus. Somewhere I can keep her.

      The longer she’s in the bathroom with Yesenia, the more agitated my beast becomes, until it’s snapping just beneath the surface and I’m in real danger of losing control.

      We should check her. My beast’s pull is stronger with the peak of the full moon is only hours away. Soothe her. Fuck her.

      I’m pacing a tight circle when I catch Mercy’s sweet scent and my nostrils flare. I spin around and my eyes lock on where she’s moving away from the bar area with her head down. Besides the sweet scent that is hers uniquely, I can taste the sour shame that is rolling off her.

      I growl, knowing how misplaced that emotion is. My eyes cut across the room to where Luka has Isabelle crowded into a booth by the stage with strippers. His arm is braced behind her; his fingers slowly toy with a strand of her hair as he leans in close to hear what she’s saying over the loud music.

      They look… cozy.

      A gust of icy air hits my back and draws my attention back to Mercy… but she’s gone. That must have been her leaving.

      Without a second thought, and no one to stop me, I’m after her.

      Cold, fresh air hits me, momentarily clearing the stink of sweat and lust that permeates the inside of the club. My eyes scan up and down the sidewalk—the empty sidewalk—and my eyes narrow. I should still be able to see her walking to her bus stop.

      My nose twitches, scenting the crisp autumn air for a trace of her sweet scent. Instead, I get the sour scent of her fear. A sharp pitched scream rings out before being quickly cut off. That’s all it takes for my beast to rush to the surface as I take off in the scream’s direction, leaving my clothes hanging off me in tattered ribbons from the full shift of my beast. The pads of my feet skid across the pavement just before my claws gain purchase and I round the corner with a snarl already vibrating up my throat.

      At the back of the rancid smelling alley, a demon has my female pinned to the brick wall by her delicate neck. Her hands and legs pummel at him uselessly as his free hand pulls at the front of her jeans and she struggles to breathe around his grip.

      My lips curl back from my sharp teeth, and I let out a low warning growl.

      “Get your own. This one’s mine,” the incubus spits at me without taking his eyes off his task.

      “That’s where you’re wrong,” I snarl as I slink through the shadows toward him. The words distort around my teeth and muzzle and my voice drops deep and raspy, more growl than vocal tone.

      This time the demon lifts his head, eyes rounding when he recognizes me.

      “Oh.” His head snaps to Mercy and then back at me. “Oh, shit.”

      Oh, shit is right. My beast chuffs.

      The demon releases my female, and quickly staggers back. “Look. No harm, hey? She’s all yours.”

      Mercy crumples to the ground and I fill the small alley with a deep growl that rolls from deep inside my chest. The air fogs with my hot breaths. When I glance over at my female the demon takes his chance and bolts, jumping to the opposite wall, trying to launch his much smaller body around me. But my hand snaps out, fingers snaring him around his throat before he can get past.

      “Stupid demon,” I grit out. He claws weakly at my grip, struggling to draw in a breath. “You’re not worth my time.”

      With a roar, I slam his back against the wall with enough force to crush every bone in his body. His head cracks like a melon and I release him to slide to the ground with a wet splat.

      A whimper brings my attention back to my female. She’s standing with her back pressed against the opposite wall. Wide blue eyes show white all around as her body trembles violently with fear.

      The demon is already forgotten as I turn and stalk across the alley toward her. My throbbing cock stands straight out from my hips as I draw the scent of her fear deep into my lungs. Licking my long tongue across my gums, I can’t wait to taste it at its source.

      Her eyes are wide and locked on me as my beast advances toward her. A soothing growl rattles softly through my chest. “Are you hurt?” I ask. My beast’s voice deep and raspy.

      She shakes her head and I lean in, bracing my hands on the wall on either side of her. Caging her. “Did he touch you?” I inhale, searching for the scent of her blood but instead draw in the flowery scent of the soap she uses. Beneath that, the thick, sour tang of her fear.

      “N-no.” She’s trembling. At first I assume it’s from the shock of what just happened. But then…

      I’m hit with the smell of her sweet musk. Despite how frightened she is, her cunt is blooming for me. Despite being in my beast form. I lower my snout, needing to draw more of her mouthwatering perfume into my lungs.

      One whiff has my cock throbbing and my head lifting with a howl that has her whimpering and turning away from me. She squeezes her eyes shut when I drop my head down. My tongue flicks out to taste her plump cheek that is salty from her tears. Her breath hitches when I lean into her, pressing my cock against the softness of her stomach.

      “Oh, god!” she moans. Her hands come up and press against my chest, but she doesn’t push me away. Instead, her fingers sink into the course hair, fanning out, feeling the hard muscles beneath.

      Her mouth drops open, but instead of a scream, her tongue darts out to lick her plump lips.

      Her fear is prevalent, but so is the sweetness of her need.

      Bracing my hands against the brick on either side of her, I drag my nose lower. My tongue rolls out and I lap at the hollow of her throat, tasting bitter tequila and sweet grenadine. My beast rumbles with the memory of Isabelle throwing her drink as I drag my tongue down the V-neck of her shirt to dip between her breasts. Tasting more of her unique flavor along with the tequila. Mercy makes a noise, something between a moan and a whimper, and I drag my nose even lower. Over her shirt and across her stomach to the spot between her legs where her scent is the richest, even through the thick denim encasing her.

      My fingers curl around the fastening of her pants as I drop down to my haunches. Before she can do more than gasp, my claws slice through the fabric and I push them down her hips, along with her panties, baring her damp curls to my hungry gaze.

      “Wait! What are you—oh!” She sucks in a sharp breath and then moans when my tongue slips between her thighs to lap at her cunt.

      Her head kicks back against the bricks as my fingers dig into her hips, careful not to puncture her soft, creamy skin with my claws. Her hands land on the top of my head and her resistance evaporates with the first swipe of my tongue.

      “Fucking taste so good.” I angle my nose, shoving it further between her luscious thighs. She arches, her fingers digging into my skull as she pulls me closer so my tongue can get deeper. Letting me taste her where she’s the most potent.

      Such a good girl. My cock pulses, pre-cum dripping from the tip to the filth at our feet.

      She cries out when I slide my thumbs between her legs and wrench them further apart. Those cries quickly becoming whimpers as I lap more easily at her moist slit. Dragging my long tongue through her slick folds, delving into her hot entrance before curling it around her beaded clit. Her fingers spear into the course fur atop my head and soon she’s rocking her hips, wanting more of my tongue and mouth. Trying to fuck herself on my monstrous face as non sensible babble falls from her lips.

      Ah, but I have something so much better for fucking. 

      Lunging to my feet, I grab the backs of her legs and lift her with me. Pinning her back to the brick wall I force her legs to spread around my hips. 

      “I want to hear you scream for me,” I growl as I notch the tip of my cock at her entrance. “I want to hear you beg me to make you come.” 

      Her pink lips part and those impossibly blue eyes grow round. “No, you can’t. I’ve never…” 

      Jarik would go slowly, knowing that she doesn’t remember that we’ve already claimed her cunt, her ass too, not so long ago. But I need her too badly and can’t wait a moment longer.

      “You can take it.” Lining up my cock, she barely manages a sharp little breath before I shove myself inside her tight channel. Stretching her around my beast’s cock.

      Ah, fuck! She grips me so tight. Her hot little pussy clenching, trying to adjust to my girth. My cock is large in my human form, but as a beast… 

      “Ow! Oh, fuck! Oh, shit!” she gasps and whimpers.

      Gnashing my teeth, I thrust my hips forward, burying a little more inside her. “That’s it, Mercy-mine.” I pant. “Take me inside. Show me where I belong.” 

      I expect her to try to push me away, but her arms go around my neck instead and soon she’s hanging on as I fuck her roughly against the wall. Yes. That’s my brave fucking girl! Her hips rock with my thrusts, meeting my rhythm and giving back just as good as I am. 

      “Ah!” she cries, flinging her head back as her tight little sheath grips me. “Oh, yes. There… right there. Ahh!”

      Suddenly she’s clenching around me, and then her cunt is pulsing, milking me with her orgasm. Her little pants and whines have my knot swelling at the base of my cock. In this form, I’m bottomed out with no more than half my cock buried inside of her, so there is no way I’ll be able to knot us together. Still, the rhythmic clench of her orgasm has my hips rocking faster as I wrap my body around hers. Foreheads touching, one hand cupping the back of her head, so I don’t hurt her, the other clamped under her ass where I carefully let a claw tipped finger tease her tight little anus. When I come, I throw my head back and howl to the moon! Spurting jet after jet of cum deep inside her little human pussy. Growling with satisfaction as I fill her with far more than she can hold, so that it leaks out to splatter to the ground at our feet, having marked my female so thoroughly. 

      When there is nothing left, my cock softens inside her and I’m panting like I’ve sprinted through the moonlit forest until sunrise. She’s panting too, her little body trembling from the aftermath of our combined orgasms, the rough sex, and fear. 

      Slowly, I lean back and look down, silently regarding her. I regret nothing.

      Her blue eyes blink up at me and her lips part like there is something she wants to say before they roll back in her head, and she goes limp.
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MERCY

        

      

    

    
      I wake slowly, blinking sleepily as my eyes adjust to the strange, unfamiliar darkness of the room. The unfamiliar room.

      My eyes snap open and I look around the dark room. Thick curtains are pulled across floor to ceiling windows and I’m tucked into a large,  bed framed with dark wood. The mattress cradles me in all the right places and the smell… I close my eyes for a moment and breathe in the warm scent of the bedding. It’s rich and comforting. Masculine. Familiar.  

      Pushing myself up, the blankets slide down my body and I quickly pull them back up because, I’m naked.

      Where the hell am I? What the hell happened?

      When my legs shift under me, I notice that my body aches in the most delicious way. That is when my memories start to float back to me.

      The horrible woman at the bar. 

      Being sent home early.

       Being grabbed from behind and pulled into the alley.

      I swallow.

      The monster. 

      He saved me from my attacker and then… then he…

      One of my hands sneaks between my legs where I’m tender and…wet. And, of course, it’s at that moment the door across the room opens and he walks in. The man from my dreams. The man who I’ve been trying to remember. 

      I snatch my hand away from my pussy and grip the blankets, pulling them under my chin as he hovers in the doorway. He’s handsome, with dark, brooding eyes and unruly hair that looks like it needs a trim. His shoulders are wide, and I somehow know that if he took off his shirt, I’d get an eye full of stacks of lean muscles. 

      My eyes follow him, keeping the blankets held tightly under my chin, as he slowly walks towards me before stopping at the side of the bed. 

      “Did you sleep well?” he asks. The deep timber of his voice slides across my skin, leaving a wake of gooseflesh behind.

      Blinking up at him, I open my mouth to respond, but no words come out, so I nod instead.

      His eyes never leave mine as he sinks down to sit beside me. The mattress dips and when I roll toward him, I push out with my legs, scuttling away and putting more distance between us. His brows drop low over dark eyes that roam over me. Taking in my huddled shape under the blankets. 

      “I don’t like that you’re terrified of me,” he rasps, and I think I see something like regret flash through his eyes.

      Memories of the monster spring to mind. The way his enormous body curled itself around me as it fucked me against that alley wall. The way he filled me past the point of comfort, slamming into me over and over until I saw literal stars. Was that real?

      Heat blooms between my legs and my heart kicks in my chest. My hands unclench from around the blankets to cover my face as I shake my head. “No. None of this is possible.” I am—or was—a virgin, there is no way a monster fucked me in an alley until I came. Except that the ache between my legs says different.

      My head shakes from side to side, this has to be some kind of hallucination or dream. “Where am I?” I ask him. “Who are you? And why am I naked?”

      “You passed out. I brought you to my home so you could rest until you woke,” he replies. “As for why you’re naked, your clothes were… beyond repair. A new set is being delivered.” 

      “And who are you?” I ask, keeping my eyes on him and watching his reaction when I add, “Why do I feel like I know you? Why do I dream about you?” My stomach clenches with the terrible feeling that whatever he tells me will turn my entire world upside down. Maybe it would be better not to know… “Tell me. Please.” 

      His lips thin and he turns so that he can lean over me, caging me with his arms on either side of my body. “I’m familiar because this is not the first time we’ve met.” 

      I’m not surprised by his words, and yet my stomach drops when I hear them. 

      “A month ago, you found your way into a very secret auction.” As he tells me this, his eyes slowly slide up and down the shape of my body under the covers. “I wasn’t intending to bid on anyone. I didn’t want to be there at all, but it seems fate had her hand in things that night. The moment I saw you—” His jaw muscles flex when he clenches his teeth. “I won your auction, and you were my prize for the night, to do with you as I pleased.” 

      Those words hit me like a blast of heat from a furnace. My nipples pebble and heat curls low in my belly. His eyes are locked with mine and they flash with an eerie inner light.

      “The rules of the auctions are simple. The winner gets a night of anonymous sex with a willing female. The female leaves with a percentage of her winning bid and no memory of the night spent with a monster.” He drags in a breath and then adds, “You were supposed to have agreed to it, even if you don’t remember.”

      “Monster.” I whisper. “Like, you think you’re a bad man? Or…” The shadowy outline of the monster who had me up against the alley wall flashes before my eyes. The feel of him between legs, buried deep, as he fucked me up against the bricks.

      “I’m not human, Mercy.” His voice is little more than a deep growl.

      I swallow. My mouth goes suddenly dry when his lips quirk at the corners and his eyes trace the column of my neck. Oh, God. I can almost feel his fingers there. Caging my throat, tightening just enough to feel the blood pulse in my temples. 

      “Bejbe, you’ve found yourself in a world that you were never supposed to know about.”

      And there it is. 

      The truth I thought I wanted—that I did want—comes out. The craziest part? I believe him. I don’t understand fully what he’s telling me, but I know that he’s telling me the truth.

      The knot that I’ve been carrying around in my chest tightens. Folklore. Movies. Books. I’ve always believed there had to be some truth to the myths and stories we’ve been told. But I never… never thought I’d come face to face with one.

      “And what kind of monster are you?” I whisper. The terrifying image of the giant black beast looming over me in the dark alley flashing before my eyes. “Are you a … you’re a werewolf?”

      “I’m a beast,” he nods.

      My head feels full. Like I should know this. That this knowledge is just there, just out of reach and every time I think I have it, it slips away from me like smoke. Tears sting the backs of my eyes and I turn away from him to look up at the ceiling. “I don’t like that I can’t remember.”

      The bed shifts and the blankets are pulled from my hands. Before I can do more than gasp, his arms curl around me and he drags me across the bed and into his lap—this stranger who’s not really a stranger. 

      His arms curl around me and I flatten my hands against the thick pads of his chest. He’s so warm, and the steady beat of his heart is comforting. I should push him away. Instead I let myself sink against him. My arms slide around his neck and I tuck my head under his chin so I can hear the steady beat through his chest and soak the warmth from his skin into mine.

      I’m terrified but more curious as I lift my eyes to meet his. His face is expressionless when he meets my gaze and holds it. 

      Silence stretches between us, and I decide, “I want to know everything.” 

      His dark eyes stare into mine as his thumb starts a slow back and forth sweep across the small of my back while he thinks. Is he trying to decide whether he can tell me at all? Will divulging these kinds of secrets get him into some kind of trouble? In the end I decide I don’t care. He owes me this, at the very least. After what I’ve been through. 

      Then, he starts to talk. His words are clipped at first, but soon he’s talking freely. I suppose I should find it strange that I’m naked and curled up in his lap. But all I care about is that he tells me the truth. 

      His voice is a deep baritone against my ear as he tells me about the Brotherhood; a ruling allegiance made up of mythologic creatures that co-exist in secret alongside humans. 

      “You told me you were being chased, but all the doors you tried to escape into were locked. An enchantment spell should have hidden the one door that wasn’t locked to you.” His mouth quirks at the corners and his expression softens. “Fate clearly pushed her hand to make sure you found your way inside.” 

      I open my mouth to disagree. To tell him there is no such thing as Fate, but that argument seems weak now that I know now monsters really do exist.

      Because you fucked one last night. And not just last night, I realize as he continues. 

      He tells me about the night we spent together, although I suspect he doesn’t tell me everything. I get a little thrill when he tells me his name. Jarik. And that he knows my name too. Sara. How, in order to keep the auctions anonymous, the women are given aliases to protect their true identity so the monsters can’t come after them once their part of the bargain is fulfilled.

      I don’t miss the way his jaw clenches and he turns his face away from me when he tells me how he didn’t want to let me go. Or the way his voice goes soft, and his arms tighten around my body, stirring up butterflies in my stomach, when he admits he hasn’t been able to stop thinking of me. 

      He’s bound to an arcane set of rules, and he did it to protect me from monsters worse than him. He doesn’t tell me how much that must have pained him, but I can see it reflected in his eyes.

      “I searched for you,” he whispers, tucking a strand of hair away from my face. “Even though it’s prohibited. We don’t have many laws for our kind, but going after an auctioned female is one of them. Not that it doesn’t happen, but there are swift penalties for those who are caught breaking this law.”

      “What kind of penalties?” I ask.

      “Imprisonment.” He says, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. “Banishment, in some cases. Death.”

      My heart jumps knowing that, despite the risks, he looked for me especially when he shouldn’t have. No one has ever cared about me like that and… and I like it. Then I remind myself that, that feeling is probably because of psychological damage and not healthy.

      “You were never supposed to end up back within the Brotherhood.” His voice drops low as he scolds me. “You were supposed to go back to your life, completely ignorant of what happened.” 

      “And what do you know about my life?” I scoff. “I was desperate. I needed a job since I got fired from my last one when I disappeared.” I snap at him. Which is unfair, I suppose. He couldn’t know anything about me or my shit show life. My fingers toy with the unbuttoned neck of his shirt and I take a deep breathe, “My home life was—is awful. But I’m stuck until I can make enough to get out on my own.” 

      Jarik looks confused as he frowns at me. “What about the money they paid you?”

      The money—wait. Suddenly what Jarik told me about the stipulations of being auctioned sink in. In exchange for a night, you’re paid a percentage of your auction fee… 

      That means the mysterious money that the bank assured me was legit… 

      “I didn’t know.” When I look up at him, his expression is furious, and I bristle right back. “How was I supposed to know? You erased my memory!” 

      A low, terrifying growl ripples through his chest. “No one told you—?” He exhales sharply and shakes his head. “No, I suppose they wouldn’t have. That information isn’t supposed to be part of the effected memories.”

      “I thought it was a mistake, so I’ve been too scared to touch it,” I admit. “What else was I supposed to think when several hundred thousand dollars just showed up in my account?”

      “Several hundred thousand?” Jarik’s eyes flash silver and a look of absolute fury has me shrinking back from him before his arms tighten around me. “Mercy-mine, you should be a millionaire several times over!”

      My jaw drops. “Oh.”

      I can’t even contemplate that much money. Hell, the thousands in my bank account were enough to send me into a panic attack, and now he’s saying there should have been millions. 

      Jarik pulls me so I’m pressed against him once more and then presses a kiss to the end of my nose. Then my lips. “I’ll be looking into this. But I assure you, you won’t be returning to your shit show life. You’re mine, and I’m not letting you go again.” 

      My stomach flips. Shouldn’t those words terrify me? Instead, I feel my insides turn warm and gooey. Which is the exact moment my stomach rumbles loudly. 

      “When did you last eat?” Jarik asks, smoothing the backs of his knuckles across my cheek. 

      “I—” Have no idea.

      To my immense disappointment he loosens his hold on me and lays me back onto the bed, covering me up with the sheets.

      “I’ll make you something.” He leans over me and kisses my forehead and when he straightens, his eyes have gone darker than they were a moment ago. “You’ll need your strength for what I have planned for you.” 

      My thighs snap together as a pulse starts up between them at his promise.

      I watch as he slides from the bed and pads across the room to the door. When he reaches for the doorknob I push myself up, “Wait.”

      He turns his head to look back at me.

      “Do you regret it?” When he frowns, I add, “Erasing my memory?”

      His frown softens, turning sad and telling me my answer without needing to say anything. He starts to turn back to the door when I stop him again.

      “One more thing.” I say, but he doesn’t turn back to me. “Thank you. For saving me in that alley. I—I don’t think I said it, so… thank you.”

      His head dips and then he slips from the room, leaving me alone. Again.
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JARIK

        

      

    

    
      Mercy fell back to sleep by the time I return with a tray of food, and I try to quell my disappointment. I was looking forward to feeding her. Having her eat from my hand before I devoured her in return.

      Gods. She looks perfect in my bed. Worth every fucking law I’m going to break, or have already broken, to keep her.

      The sheet has slipped down so that one of her rosy nipples is visible just above the edge. My mouth waters to taste it and my cock stirs in my pants.

      Setting the tray on the bedside table, I ease down beside her. I don’t want to wake her, not yet anyway. So, I’m careful as I gently grasp the sheet and pull, revealing more and more of her creamy skin. I keep going until both voluptuous breasts, tipped with tight, pink peaked nipples are exposed to my hungry gaze. Then I continue to draw the sheet away. Exposing her soft belly. Her arm is draped across it and her dainty fingers twitch as the cooler air hits her. 

      I ball the sheet in my fist, pulling it past the flare of her hips and the soft patch of dark curls at the apex of her legs. Further down, until she’s completely bared to me. Allowing me an unobstructed view of her delectable body. 

      My nose twitches when I lean over her. Scenting her unique richness as well as the softer tang of her arousal from earlier. So gently, I brush my hands up the sides of her legs, marveling at the softness of her skin. She begins to stir when I reach her hips. Her breath puffing through her lips when I splay my fingers across her belly and then down, over her soft mound, to where her legs touch. 

      “Open for me, bejbe.” I murmur, as I gently ease her legs apart. Revealing the glistening part of her that is begging me to taste.

      She shifts on the bed and makes a soft noise but doesn’t wake. Not fully. Her knees bend, though, allowing me to wedge my shoulders between them. I spread them wider, draping one leg over my shoulder. My hands cup her hips and I delve between her thick thighs. Slicking my tongue up her center and moaning at the way her taste explodes across my tongue. When I reach her clit, I circle it with  teasing flicks and she keens, arching up and seeking more even as her legs try to snap shut around my head. 

      “Ah-ah, bejbe.” I tell her as I rub my cheek across the inside of her thigh.

      “Mmmm,” she hums when I lick a path up her center again. “Oh, God! What are you doing?”

      I lift my eyes so I can look up at her from between her legs. “I think it’s obvious,” I say with a wink. “Now, be a good girl and spread a little more for me.”

      Her legs butterfly out to the sides, opening herself completely to me and I breathe in her rich scent. Gods, she takes direction so well. 

      “That’s it, bejbe.” I groan, driving my tongue back between her folds to tease her clit as I gently push two fingers into her tight entrance. Savoring the sounds she makes as she stretches around me, and the way she arches into my touch. 

      “You like that, Mercy?” I ask, pulsing my fingers in and out of her tightness. “Do you want more?” 

      Her hands flex against her stomach and she nods. 

      “I want to hear you say it.”

      “Yes.” Her hands flex again, and she brings them up to palm her breasts. “I want more.”

      “Good girl,” I rasp as I add a third finger. 

      I’ll never tire of the soft sounds she makes, or how well her body takes mine. The way she adjusts to whatever I give her. Fuck, she even took my beast. 

      Bringing my mouth back to her clit, I turn my hand so my thumb can circle her back entrance. My lips curl up in a smile at the way she clenches her tight hole against the pressure, but then softens so I can slide past her resistance and fuck both her holes while sucking her clit between my lips.

      Her head kicks back and her fingers dig into my hair as she screams when I drive the first orgasm from her. I groan at the burn of her grip against my scalp and her hips roll against my face, coating me with her cream as her body clamps down hard on my fingers. So fucking perfect.

      When she goes lax beneath me, I slip my fingers from her body, licking them clean as I prowl over her. 

      “Are you ready for me, Mercy-mine?” I ask as I push my loose pants out of the way and wedge my hips between her thighs. 

      Her blue eyes widen. There is fear there, but I don’t miss the subtle nod she gives me. 

      “Use your words, bejbe.” I tut as I roll my hips and slide my cock through her slick folds and over her sensitive clit. “Tell me where you want me.”

      “Inside me. Please.” She arches up but won’t look at me. 

      I grip the her chin and force her to look up at me as I roll into her again, dragging my cock through her lips, getting it nice and slick with her arousal before teasing her entrance. 

      “Inside is pretty vague,” I chuckle. “Do you want me to stretch your tight little cunt?” I press the tip of my cock just inside her. “Or maybe you want me here?” Pulling back, I aim for her asshole. Her pucker is still soft from working it with my thumb and the tip stretches the muscle and slips inside further than I expect.

      “Oh, God!” she gasps and her body tenses. When she doesn’t tell me to stop, a feral smile spreads across my lips. My innocent female likes her ass fucked. 

      Shifting my weight, I hook my arms under her knees and push her legs back. She yelps when I angle her so that I can watch as my cock sinks deeper, stretching her tiny little asshole open.

       Fuck! I barely get my cockhead past her ring when she clamps down. 

      “Wait! Please wait, I—I don’t think I can.”

      “Relax.” I tell her, reaching down to guide my cock so it doesn’t slip out. “Breathe through the stretch. I’m gonna fuck you nice and slow.” Then I remind her, “We’ve done this before, and you loved it.” 

      Her expression is disbelieving, but when I lean into her, slipping in deeper, she moans. 

      “That’s it, bejbe.” I groan, sinking deeper. “Gods, you grip me so tight.”

      It takes all my restraint not to slam balls deep, forcing her to take every inch. I have to remind myself that she’s human. Delicate. So fucking breakable. 

      When I’m over halfway I start to pulse my hips, pushing through her tight ring of muscle. Sinking deeper.

      “Jarik!” she cries out. “Wait. I can’t take anymore.”

      Her hands press against my thighs, trying to keep me from thrusting. I’m so close, I need to feel more of her.

      “You can,” I assure her as I slide my thumb through her drenched slit before bringing it to her clit. Circling. Circling. Circling.  “You’ll take all of me. Just like before.”

      “You’re too big like this,” she whines. The skin on her shoulders and chest glistens with a fine sheen of sweat. “Ow! Oh, God!”

      I continue to slowly rock against her. Easing more of my cock in with each small shift forward. Stopping every inch so she can adjust before tunneling deeper into her tightest channel until I’m filling her completely. Until Mercy is panting, jaw clenched with her eyes squeezed shut. 

      “Dobra si mi cura,” I breathe. Such a good girl. I’m at a razors edge, my balls are drawn up tight and my cock twitches at how good her ass grips me. “Fuck, I’m not gonna last. I’m gonna come so hard, bejbe. Open your eyes, I want you to watch.”

      Her breaths are coming in sharp pants as she slowly pries her eyes open to look at me. I drag my cock out, only stopping with the crown just inside her tight ring, and her blue eyes widen until I can see white all around them.

      “Watch me, Mercy-mine.” My voice is a deep, throaty growl. “Watch me fuck you.” 

      My beast is rippling just beneath the surface, and I bare my teeth before surging forward, making her take every inch of me. Her ass clamps down and her chin kicks back with her howls.

       “You feel so fucking good. Gripping me so fucking tight,” I moan. Christ, I can already feel my cum searing a path up my cock. “Relax for me, Mercy. Let me fuck this sweet ass.”  

      She whimpers and her hand slips between her legs to circle slowly around her clit. The grip her ass has around me relaxing by fractions. When she blinks her huge blue eyes up at me and licks those lush lips, I know I’m fucked. My beast is hovering just below the surface. A deep growl rumbles up from deep in my chest as my hips draw back again before shoving forward. And she takes me. She takes me so good.

      “Yes.” I hiss between my teeth, sawing my entire length in and out of her. “Mercy-mine, your body was made for me. For my cock.”

      My claws slide from the tips of my fingers, pressing into the soft flesh of her thighs. I need to be careful, or I’ll prick her. Instead, I grip her harder. Fuck her deeper. Imagining how I’ll lap up any blood I spill later.

      “Ohhhh!” she moans. The hand between her legs circles her clit faster and faster as she flings her other arm over her head, clutching blindly at the bedding. “Jarik. Oh, fuck, harder!”

      My hands slide from her thighs to her hips so I can pull her into each punishing thrust. Harder. Deeper. A red haze comes over my vision and I feel my teeth sharpen. But not all of them. My jaw aches and saliva pools in my mouth as only my canines lengthen.

      Bite her! My beast moans. Claim her. Make her ours!

      A tingle starts at the back of my spine as I thrust hard into her.

      “Jarik!” Mercy screams for me as her ass clamps down around me and she squirts and pulses with her orgasm.

      I slam my hips against her once, twice, and then hold her to me as I shoot load after load of cum into her. 

      Bite. Claim. My beast insists. Do it now!

      Before I think about what I’m doing, or the consequences, I lunge over her body, sinking my teeth deep into the place where her neck and shoulder meet. She yelps and bucks against me as my knot presses—FUCK! 

      No! What am I doing? 

      With my teeth buried deep in her shoulder, I pull my cock free from her exquisite grip and work my hand up and down my shaft, grunting as the last few lashes of cum hit between her legs.

      Mercy is panting heavily, but otherwise frozen. Immobilized in my jaws except for the way her body quivers with the aftershocks of her orgasm.  

      The warm, coppery taste of her blood floods my mouth and I moan as I swallow the rich elixir down my throat, where it infuses me from the inside out. 

      What the Fuck! I never imagined that I’d feel the desire to claim a female. To actually do it… My jaw aches from the firm grip I have on her. My teeth sunk deep. When she whimpers, I growl. Warning for her to be still. 

      Mercy is well and truly mine now. Truth be told, she’s been since I won that damned auction. Fuck, maybe since I first smelled her in that theatre.  

      With my chest pumping up and down with my labored breathing, I force my jaws open. Dragging my tongue across the marks I’ve left behind, letting my saliva mingle with her blood. It will act as an anticoagulant and will start the healing process. 

      I lean back to stare down at Mercy. My female. 

      Fuck. My mate.
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MERCY

        

      

    

    
      We’re both naked and Jarik has me in his lap as he hand-feeds me from the tray he brought with him while I was sleeping. I hadn’t meant to fall asleep. I didn’t even realize I was tired, but this bed is just so comfortable. I shift my weight and wince at the ache. Both between my legs and at my shoulder.

      “Don’t touch it. It will heal,” Jarik rumbles, pulling my hand away from where I’m trying to feel the place where he bit me. “By morning, it will be nothing more than a scar.”  

      Gooseflesh breaks out across my chest and down my arms at the same time heat flares between my legs when I remember how I felt when he suddenly rose up over my body. Sinking his teeth deep into my shoulder while coming in my ass. 

      “Stop wiggling, or you’re going to end up on your belly with me fucking your sweet little peach of an ass again.” He warns me, then he places a piece of roasted chicken against my lips. It’s rich and flavorful and seasoned to perfection. “Open.”

      “You’re so bossy,” I mutter, wiggling my hips in his lap and enjoying the flush of heat I get when his cock thickens against my back. 

      “Mercy,” Jarik growls in warning. 

      I open my mouth to tell him I can feed myself, but he silences me with another piece of chicken. The savory flavors burst on my tongue and the perfectly cooked meat melts in my mouth. 

      “Mmmmm,” I moan, flicking at his fingers with my tongue.

      His cock turns to steel under me and he rolls his hips to make sure I notice. 

       Jarik continues to feed me until I can’t eat another bite, then he finishes the rest of the food. After he sets the empty tray aside, he gathers me into his arms and moves so that his back is propped against the headboard, settling me between his legs with his arms curled around me. 

      “We need to talk, Sara.” His voice is deep and serious, and a chill runs down my spine. Nothing good ever comes from those words. Then there is the fact that he used my name—my real name. 

      I take a deep breath and then angle myself so that I can look at him without craning my neck. “Okay.”

      “There is so much that you don’t know,” he starts as he gently strokes his hand through my hair. “My world is dangerous, even for my kind, but especially for you. I never wanted to bring you into it. I had every intention of sending you away and keeping you there.”

      I still don’t like that he sent me away. The bite on my shoulder seems to throb in agreement.   

      He exhales sharply through his nose. “I never planned to keep you—or any female. I shouldn’t want to keep you. And yet,” his arms band around me, holding me tighter as he drops a kiss to my shoulder, right over the place he bit. The light brush of his lips sends electricity sparking across my skin. “And yet, I don’t think I have the strength to let you go. Not anymore.”

      Should I be frightened? My heart is certainly pounding at his admission, but it’s not fear that I’m feeling. 

      “I need you to understand. The brotherhood that I belong to is corrupt. It’s been that way for a long time, and I just didn’t care so long as they mostly stayed out of my way and left me alone. But now it’s gotten to where I can’t ignore it any longer. The way things stand, my faction, and now you are in danger. I’m afraid the time has come that I must do something about it. 

      “I’m by far the strongest alpha of all the factions. But Marcus doesn’t fight by the rules and he canny, so if I challenge him there is no guarantee I’ll win.” I watch the muscles in his jaw clench. “That’s why I need to send you away again.” 

      Again. Because he’s already tossed me away once before. My heart drops into my stomach, even as I tell myself that he’s only trying to keep me safe. I tell myself that I need to think rationally about this. 

      “I have school. A job. A life,” I begin, although, that last one might be a stretch. “We’ve only known each other for a few days, and most of that I don’t remember. I’m already trying to get out of an abusive situation, and everything you’ve just told me is only going to add to my stress. You don’t owe me anything. I—”

      He lifts my chin with the tips of his fingers, and his dark eyes stare into mine. Straight into my very soul. “I owe you everything, Mercy. I need to make this right for you, because I’m a selfish bastard and I have no intention of letting you go once this is over.” Then he kisses me. Hard and fast. 

      I don’t mean to respond. I don’t want to. But I can’t help myself. 

      My lips part, and he thrusts his tongue against mine. I moan as his taste floods my mouth and my tongue tangles with his. The bite on my shoulder burns when I lift my arms, curling them around his neck and sinking my fingers into his thick hair, holding him so he can’t pull away, deepening our kiss, letting his mouth fuck mine. 

      “Ah, fuck, Mercy,” he breathes against my lips. “I hope someday you’ll forgive me.”

      “You’re not making it easy.” I grumble.

      His lips brush against mine once more before he pulls back, angling me so that my back is resting against his chest. He locks his arms around me.  

      “Yesenia has offered to hide you deep in her territory. You’ll be safe there while I deal with the Brotherhood.” His hand cups the side of my face and his thumb gently strokes my cheek. “If things go badly, she’ll make sure you’re safe.”

      “Yesenia, is one of you?” I ask. Even as I say it, I find I’m not surprised.

      “Not quite like me,” he chuckles. “Her father is the head of the coyote shifters. Although, if it wasn’t for our arcane laws, she’d have challenged and won the right to lead ages ago.”

      “She’s a… coyote werewolf?” 

      “Shifters are not werewolves,” Jarik huffs, as if the very idea is absurd. “Shifters share two spirits—one human, one animal. They can share the bodies of one or the other, but not at the same time. They are almost always of native ancestry and closest to Earth magic. Unlike my kind. We’re from much older magic. A mixing of man and beast, always. No matter what form we’re in.” 

      I’m still not completely clear about Jarik and his beast. Except that it’s dangerous to anyone and anything, except me. 

      “So, there are… two of you? Like souls?” I ask.

      “Something like that,” Jarik says. “I was born a man. Usually around the time we hit puberty, our beasts awaken.” 

      “What is the beast? Is it different animals?” 

      “No. It’s just… a beast. The werewolf moniker stuck, since our beast form resembles a wolf, but we’re not. My base form will always be a man, but my beast is always just below the surface. There is a mixing when it pushes forward, and it can take over if it feels threatened. Usually, we have a mutual consciousness.”

      We laps into silence as I consider all of this.

      “Ok, so let me make sure I have this straight.” I meet his dark eyes before repeating his plan. “You want me to stay with Yesenia while you take over this… brotherhood? And if things go sideways, and you don’t come back, she is going to make sure I’m safe.”

      Jarik nods solemnly. “You have access to the money?” 

      I nod. 

      “Good. If I fall, take it and go somewhere far, far away.”

      “Are you going to make me forget again?” The thought of going through this again is heavy and sickening, like a lead ball in the pit of my stomach.

      “Would you want that? If something happens to me, it might be easier.”

      I quickly shake my head. “No. Please, don’t put me through that again.”

      His hand gently smooths over my hair. “Alright.”

      “I don’t like this. What if—” The corners of my lips turn down and quiver. Shit, even just thinking of something happening to him has me feeling queasy. Which is frustrating because I still don’t feel like I know him well enough to really be having these types of feelings. 

      But then his lips are on mine and I stop worrying about how I think I should be feeling. 

      “Don’t,” he rasps between kisses. When I open my mouth to argue, he silences me with his tongue.

      It doesn’t take long to turn my thoughts away from his plan to much more pleasurable things. Leaning back in his arms. I reach up to cup the sides of his face as our lips clash while one of his hands cups the back of my head and the other palms my heavy breasts. Squeezing, kneading, pinching until I’m writhing in his lap. 

      He has my head spinning as he lifts me, turning me so we’re facing and so my knees are spread around his legs. My pussy is hot and pulsing as it rocks against the steel bar of his cock, getting it nice and slick and ready. 

      “Please,” I keen when I feel the blunt head of his cock pressing up against my core. “I need you so bad.” 

      A deep moan rumbles from his chest as he circles my waist with his hands and then drags me down onto his cock. My breath hitches as he fills me. Stretching me to my limits. 

      “That’s it, bejbe.” He groans as I take him all the way to the end of me. “Work yourself on my cock. Show me how much you love it. How perfectly you fit around me.”

      “Maybe it’s the other way around?” I tease, starting a slow rock as my inner muscles clench around him. “Maybe you’re a perfect fit for me.”

      His arms come around me. “That still means you’re perfect for me, Mercy-mine.”

      Our bodies glide together, our hips slapping and sliding. My head falls back and I thrust my chest out so Jarik can lean down, taking my nipple into his mouth. He lavs it with his tongue, then rakes the tight bud with his teeth before soothing it with gentle suction.

      “More,” I moan. Rocking against him harder. “I want more of you.”

      He moves to my other breast and then trails his lips and tongue up my chest to the column of my neck. His lips hover just over his bite, and I shiver at the heat of his breath ghosting over it. 

      “Play with yourself while you ride me, bejbe. I want to feel every flutter around my cock and then I want you to drag me over the edge with you when you come for me.” 

      I slide my hand down his chest, over the flexing muscles of his stomach to where we’re joined. 

      “Good girl,” he growls as he watches my fingers slide between my legs. “Just like that. Make yourself come.”

      Our bodies are slapping together, and each swipe of my fingers makes me clench and jolt. His fingers dig into my wide hips as he rocks me up and down his cock, faster and faster. Until…

      “Ah! I’m—Oh, I’m so close…”

      “Let go, Sara.” He pants against my ear. “Come for me. Let me feel you.”

      His hand slides up my back, under my hair, where his fingers curl around the back of my neck. His fingertips graze his bite, adding gentle pressure, making my body tighten. 

      “Why does that feel so good?” I gasp as my hips grind down on his cock. 

      He tilts my head to the side, and then his mouth is there. Lips and tongue teasing his bite and send electricity zinging through my body until I’m clenching down on him hard. 

      “Yes, that’s it,” he grunts, “More.” 

      His command is all it takes to send me soaring over the edge. 

      My breath leaves my lungs in a horse cry as my pussy pulses around his cock, dragging his orgasm along with mine. Tightening his arms around me, Jarik thrust up into my clenching channel and then holds me there as he pulses. Shooting lash after lash of his cum deep. Coating my walls and—and then I feel something else. Something even bigger than his cock pressing into me. Expanding and stretching. 

      “Jarik!” I gasp. I stretch my legs wider and grind my pussy against him, wanting more of that delicious stretch. 

      “Ah, fuck!” he gasps and pulls himself free of my clenching channel. 

      “No!” I whine.

      He presses his lips to my temple as his cock pulses against my stomach. Coating us with his spend. 

      “Why?” I moan. Wanting more of him. Wanting what he’s refusing me without fully understanding why.

      “Shh,” he hushes me, wrapping his arms around me and curling his body around mine. “Can’t knot you yet.”

      “What’s knotting? Why not?”

      He takes my hand and wraps it around the base of his cock, where it’s tight and swollen. With his fingers over mine, he squeezes until his groan rumbles through his chest and more of his seed spurts from the tip of his cock and over my fingers. 

      “When I knot you, it locks us together. Making sure my cum gets deep inside you and ensuring the best chance of putting my pup in you.”

      Shit, that shouldn’t turn me on. Especially since I don’t want kids. Or, I didn’t, until he said it like that…

      What? No! No, kids. At least, not right now. Definitely not until I’m done with school, have a steady career, and an actual relationship with whoever the father might be.

      Jarik laughs. “Relax, bejbe. Neither of us is ready for pups right now and until we both are, I’ll make sure nothing happens.”

      For a long time, we lay in each other’s arms. Breathing heavily and just being as close as possible. 

      Jarik is the first to move. Swinging his legs over the side of the bed, he keeps me cradled in his arms as he strides across the room to the bathroom. With one hand, he turns on the shower and waits for the water to warm before stepping inside the glass closure. My legs are still shaky, but he’s careful with me, being sure to hold me up as he washes me, and then himself.

      When he finishes, he wraps me in a fluffy towel that smells like him and carries me back into his room.

      “What now?” I ask when he sets me on my feet. My eyes dart to the bed and my pussy clenches at the thought of using it one more time. 

      “Get dressed, bejbe.” he tells me and hands me a pile of neatly folded clothes. “We’re going to the Coyote territory.”

      My heart sinks. “Already?”

      He nods.

      I tell myself that it’s fine. I remind myself that I barely know him and, especially after all the insane things he just told me, I should probably be running from him. Taking a deep breath, focus on getting dressed and trying not to be disappointed that he’s sending me away. Again.

      He’s doing it to keep you safe from the monsters—well, the worse monsters.

      With a shake of my head, I wonder how this has turned into my life.
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JARIK

        

      

    

    
      My hands grip the steering wheel until I worry that I’m going to leave behind permanent finger marks.

      I just left Mercy with the coyotes and now I’m on my way to pick up Luka. I can’t seem to keep my thoughts from her. My heart is heavy as I remember the sad look she gave me after I kissed her once more. Promises that I’d be back for her were on the tip of my tongue, but I swallowed them down.

      I need to push her away so I can focus on the task at hand. I need to prepare for the looming battle with Marcus because I don’t doubt for a moment that he isn’t expecting me.

      If you’re going to get yourself killed, I chastise myself. The least you can do is be sure not to take Mercy down with you.

      I have some backing within the brotherhood. With some luck, there might be more than I expect. However, Marcus has most of the factions’ loyalty. I’m under no disillusion that I’m entering a dangerous game and the stakes couldn’t be higher.

      The Bluetooth connected to my phone chimes, and I pick up the call.

      “Where are you?” Luka asks before I have a chance to say a word.

      “I’m almost there.”

      “Where’s Mercy?”

      My jaw clenches. “She’s safe.” I don’t dare reveal where she is in case the wrong ears are listening. And someone is always listening.

      “Good.”

      Luka is waiting for me at the Den. No doubt Marcus already knows I’m on my way. He probably thinks that he’ll find safety with the battle being on our home base. Of course, I’m hoping for the same.

      A few minutes later, I pull my Tesla, model X, into the hidden entrance. The coyote’s territory is too rough for my Bugatti. I pass by the underground garage entrance, parking there is just asking to be trapped, and instead pull alongside the main building. If I need a fast getaway, this will buy me precious seconds.

      The moment I pass through the doorway into the Den, I’m hit with a heavy feeling of dread. Before my beast has a chance to fully surface, they are on me. I’m not surprised at the set-up, but I wasn’t expecting how many Marcus sent after me. They come from the sides and behind. Grabbing my arms and then pulling a sack over my head to blot out my vision. My wrists are bound and then someone places a vicious kick to the back of my knee, sending me to the ground.

      My beast roars to the surface, but before he can fully take over and I’m able to free myself, something sharp stabs me in the thigh. Whatever they drug me with acts fast and I feel myself falling to the side, but never hit the ground.
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        * * *

      

      Someone yanks the hood covering my head free and I wince. My eyes water from the spotlight focused on me and I shake my head, trying to clear my vision. I want to block the light blazing into my eyes, but I can’t lift my arms because they are fastened behind me, and I’m tied to a chair. 

      My body is struggling to metabolize the drugs in my system as my vision slowly begins clearing and I realize I’m in the center of the same stage I watched Mercy auctioned on. Next to me, tied to another chair, is Luka. My spotty vision keeps me from seeing out into the audience but I can feel eyes on me, and I can guess who those eyes belong to.

      Luka moans and pulls at the ropes holding him to the chair. The way the fibers sting against my skin suggest they must be enchanted. Either that or whatever they injected us with has suppressed our beasts. Probably both.

      “What the fuck… shit. Jarik?”

      “Yeah. I’m here.” I can hear him pulling harder at his binds until the chair he’s on is rocking.

      “Godsdamnit! Marcus!” Luka shouts. “You cowardly piece of shit! I know you’re out there.”

      From somewhere beyond the spotlight, I hear a deep chuckle.

      “How astute you are,” Marcus’s deep voice rumbles from somewhere nearby.

      “So, this is how you’ve kept yourself as head of the brotherhood? You disable anyone who might be a threat?” I growl from between my teeth. “Is this how you won against our father?” I often wondered how someone like Marcus bested my sire. Petar was known for his beast’s vicious nature while Marcus always struck me as weak, but you don’t need to be strong to be manipulative and cunning.

      The spotlight cuts off suddenly, leaving me just as blind from the bright after flashes left behind. I don’t realize that Marcus has approached until I feel the grip of his hand in my hair before he yanks my head back.

      Marcus looks like he’s barely hit middle age, despite being centuries old. His hair is thick and dark, flowing in a straight curtain around his shoulders. His skin is pale, as all vampires are, and the stage lights catch flashes of red behind his flared pupil.

      “I should just drain you now and be done with it.” His mouth twists into a sneer. “But there are those who would retaliate.”

      “If you’re so strong, why would you care?” I snap at him.

      Luka and I are far stronger than Marcus could ever dream of being. However, our faction is the smallest, with just over a dozen others that make up our numbers. Most of those are females and pups. Despite our strength, the handful of alphas are no match against the entire Brotherhood. 

      “What do you want?” I ask him, growing tired of this game. “Do you want to kill me? I wish you luck.”

      The ancient vampire’s face contorts and twists, showing the fury seething just beneath the surface. “As much as I’d love to kill you, that would only complicate things for me. There are those who would avenge you.”

      “Then what do you want?” I shout. 

      “I want your alliance.”

      Beside me, Luka laughs. “So, you’re telling us you’ve lost so much support that you think coercing Jarik into an alliance with you will keep him from challenging and winning?”

      I’ve had no desire to challenge for his place as head of the Brotherhood. I’m perfectly content to mind my own business and leave the politics to those more suited to the drama. Until now.

      “No.” I refuse him quietly.

      Marcus whirls on me with a snarl until his face is inches from mine. “Then you’ll leave me no choice but to kill you.” His head swivels to Luka. “And your brother with you.”

      “Then you’ll deal with the uprising that follows.” I’m calling his bluff. He’s already admitted that killing us would be a suicide move. If he’s worried about those who would support me in a challenge—which makes me wonder if there are more than I think—then killing me would only incite them to challenge in retaliation. The look he throws at me tells me he knows this.

      “I am head of the Brotherhood and all factions!” Marcus snarls.

      “Which will mean dick when the factions turn on you.” I glance behind him and can’t help noticing that even those who are backing him in this moment stay far back.

      My muscles bunch as I carefully test the ropes securing me. I can feel the zing of magic and I realize it may be enough to hold me, but not my beast. If I can unlock him from whatever was in that drug.

      “I’ve never had the ambition of being head of anything. Not even my own faction.” I tell him. “But now you’re leaving me no choice.” My hands flex and I give my beast a tug, trying to draw him to the surface. Beside me, I sense Luka doing the same. “You’re a fool and if it wasn’t for your greed for power, you would have seen that I was the lowest threat to your reign.”

      My muscles bunch and swell as my beast slowly stirs.

      “What about that human slut you’ve become enamored with?” Marcus goads me. “I’ve already sent out the order to have her and the rest of Yesenia’s pack eliminated.”

      The blood in my veins turns to ice, and I hear my beast roar.

      “That was the wrong thing to say, asshole.” Luka laughs dryly beside me.

      And he’s right. As soon as he utters the threat against my female, my beast rushes to the surface. Bones snap and muscles stretch and strengthen. The enchanted ropes snap like floss, and my vision narrows on Marcus’s fleeing back. Behind me, I can hear Luka’s change overtaking him as well, albeit much slower.

      The thud of fleeing steps rings in my ears and I hurl myself after the group of idiot immortals who thought they could restrain me. Threaten me. My female. I stalk my prey through the shadows as they try to outrun me, but it doesn’t take me long to catch up to them.

      I relish the sounds of their screams as my claws slice their backs to ribbons. The coppery scent of their blood makes my head swim. Their pleading and begging is music to my ears before I tear them limb from limb. Leaving a trail of bloody carnage in my wake. When I finally make it to the main part of the Den, my real target has managed to evade me. 

      Tipping head back, I let my frustration out in a deafening roar.
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      “Jesus, Jarik! You’re going to get us killed.” Luka snarls at me from the passenger seat. 

      My foot is almost to the floor as I swing my Tesla around a sharp corner. Luka has both hands wrapped around the oh-shit bar, and his eyes squeezed shut. We entered the coyote’s territory about a mile ago, and the streets, buildings, the whole fucking place is completely deserted. 

      Fuck. Mercy, I’m coming. 

      My beast seethes just beneath the surface. So help me, if a single hair on her head is out of place when I get to her—

      My tires lock up when I reach the place I left her and I’m out of the car the second it comes to a stop. My legs eat up the distance in seconds, my feet pounding across the hard packed ground and up the small porch before the door explodes inward and I’m hit with the scent of blood and death. 

      “Oh, shit.” Luka moans when he catches up. 

      There was a battle here. 

      Everywhere I look is complete destruction. Overturned and broken furniture. Smashed windows, bodies, and blood. So much blood.

      “What the fuck happened here?” I hear Luka whisper as he makes his way further into the room. 

      My nose twitches as I search out the one scent I care about among the many. 

      Where is she? Where is our mate?

      She was here when whatever happened went down, the bitter scent of her fear is everywhere. The further I wade into the destruction, the stronger her scent grows. When the hair on the back of my neck stands up and suddenly I charge to the very back of the main room, where the wall and floor is smeared with red. 

      My nostrils flare and I gingerly touch the quickly drying blood. Hers. 

      But where is she? My head swivels back and forth. Where is she—

      “Jarik?” Luka’s voice cracks with worry and I’m across the room to where he’s bent over a small figure. 

      “Sara—?” But it’s not. The female Luka gently cradles is darker. Leaner. Not soft and small and pink like my female. “Oh, shit. Yesenia?”

      She blinks one of her eyes open, the other one is already dark purple and swelling shut. The dark orb is unseeing for a moment before it focuses on my brother’s face. 

      “What happened here?” Luka asks her softly.

      She slowly shakes her head. “There was no warning. We couldn’t even assemble.” 

      She has three nasty gashes down her neck and across her shoulder and her dark blood is soaking into her shirt. She’s lucky. From the look of it, the claws were going for her jugular, but missed. Just barely. 

      “Where’s Mercy?” I ask her. 

      Her dark eye darts to mine and I can sense her pain and fear as a soft whine escapes her. “They took her.”

      “Who?” Luka asks. “Who took her?”

      Yesenia bares her teeth, still sharp from the adrenaline of the battle. “Isabelle and… my father.”

      I leap to my feet and stalk away. I should have fucking known. It’s no surprise Isabelle would have a hand in this. And Carlos. Yesenia’s father has always been a weak male. No doubt he aligned himself with Marcus the way he aligns himself to whoever he thinks has the most power. For a long time, he tried to form an alliance with me. When I finally chased him off, he just rolled over and showed his belly to the next powerful faction. 

      Picking up a ruined chair, I heave it across the room with a roar. 

      “Jarik, we’ll find her.” Luka promises. 

      Damn right we will. And those who took her will pay dearly.

      “They have started a war,” I promise through a mouth full of sharp teeth. “When this is over, anyone who has touched or threatened what is mine will be nothing more than a stain.”

      It’s solidified now. It’s time to take what I should have taken long ago. What has always been mine, but first—

      I go back to kneel next to Luka and Yesenia. He has his shirt balled up and pressed to the side of her neck, trying to staunch the worst of the blood. All around me, I’m noticing soft moans and curses. I pull my phone from my pocket. 

      “Amon? I have a situation in the coyote territory.” As soon as he hears who I’ve called, Yesenia slowly nods and then closes her eyes, knowing that help is coming to her people. “Carlos tried to eradicate his entire faction.”

      Amon, a demon who rules over life and fertility, is known to our kind for being a healer.  

      A deep growl rumbles through to my ear. “That dog has been asking to be put down. Is Yesenia…?”

      “She’s badly hurt, but she’ll live if you can hurry.” 

      “I’m sending my best healers now,” he assures me. “And I’ll be following shortly.” 

      The line disconnects and I shove my phone back into my pocket. Then I meet Luka’s eyes. “I have to find her.”

      “Go. I’ve got this.”

      Yesenia nods her head and then closes her eyes. Once word spreads of what Carlos has done to his faction, there will be retaliation. Factioncide is an intolerable offense. 

      “Go get your mate, brother. I’ll meet up with you as soon as Amon arrives,” Luka tells me when I stand and head for the door. I give him a nod. It’s time to take Marcus off his throne.
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        The final chapter is coming soon. 
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        * * *

      

      Thank you so much for reading the second book in my debut dark monster erotic romance trilogy. You’ll meet up with Mercy and Jarik again in the final book, Destined. Coming soon to Amazon and KindleUnlimited. Be sure to follow me on Instagram @poppywritergirl to stay up to date on the next release.

      If you enjoyed this book, please consider leaving a review. If you didn’t enjoy this book, please consider leaving a review. Reviews help indie authors more than you can imagine and we rely on them to help us reach more readers.
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