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      To YOU.

      Thank you for following Mercy, Jarik, and I on this depraved journey.
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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. Destined concludes the Mercy and Jarik trilogy, but I have many more stories and tropes planned for this world.

      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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MERCY

        

      

    

    
      I wake to complete darkness and no memory of what landed me here—wherever here is. Oh, my God, am I blind? —is my first panicked thought when I realize I can’t see my hand in front of my face. My stomach twists and roils and I pitch to the side just in time to empty my stomach onto the ground. Christ, my head feels like it’s got its own heartbeat and puking doesn’t help. With everything spinning out of control, all I can do is lie curled up on my side and hope it ebbs soon.

      I’m not sure how much time passes before I’m finally able to sit upright with my back resting against the wall. My hand goes to my throbbing temple, where a patch of matted hair suggests I’ve been bleeding, and a tender-to-the-touch goose egg confirms that I probably have a concussion.

      My memories are murky and trying to bring up the last thing I recall before waking up here is like sloughing through mud. I was talking with Yesenia when the door to her house burst open. Everything after that was total chaos, with shouting, loud pops of gunfire, and dozens of men dressed like soldiers spilling through the ruined entrance.

      I eventually convince myself that I’m not blind, but that the room is truly pitch black. The floor is a smooth slab of cement, and the walls are brick or cinderblock, which makes me think I’m in a basement or cellar. When the worst of my dizziness eases, I roll over to my hands and knees and start crawling my way around the perimeter of the room. When I’m sturdier, I push myself to my feet. 

      There is no furniture that I come across, but I find a door—I think. There isn’t a doorknob that I can find, but it’s made of thick, sturdy wood that hardly makes a sound when I pound, kick, and throw my weight against it.

      Rubbing my hands up and down my bare arms I try to ward off the cold, damp air by walking circles around the room. What seems like hours pass and no one comes to check on me. In fact, I don’t hear any noise at all. On top of being terrifyingly dark, it’s also oppressively silent. 

      Enough time passes for the urge to use the bathroom to hit with dire necessity. I’ve circled and crossed the room enough by now to know there is nothing in here other than myself—not even a bucket to piss in. Reaching the point of desperation, I finally go to the closest corner to squat and relieve the pressure in my bladder that is about to explode at any moment.

      A day passes, I think. Maybe two? In this eternal darkness, I have no way of knowing. It’s been long enough for thirst to kick in and my lips begin to crack. Long enough that I catch myself checking the walls for moisture. 

      I’m licking condensation from my fingers when the sound of a bolt unlatching has me spinning around. The door opens and blinding light floods the room, forcing my hands up to block it from my eyes. 

      In the silence, I hear the man in the doorway sniff the air and then make a sound of disgust. “Couldn’t hold it, huh? Fucking animal.” Then he tosses a bucket at me and slams the door shut again.  

      “Wait! No!” I scream. The sound of the bolt latching echoes in the small space, and I stumble towards the door as I’m once again bathed in inky darkness. Tripping over the bucket and landing hard on my hands and knees, I crawl the rest of the way to the door.

      “Come back!” my voice cracks from disuse and I pound my fists on the thick wood as terrified sobs tear through my parched throat. “Don’t leave me. Please! Please, come back. Please!” 

      But he doesn’t and I’m left alone in the dark again.
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JARIK

        

      

    

    
      The body hits the ground with a dull thud as I swing my head around to see Luka standing in the doorway.

      “Any luck?” he asks, eyes dropping to the vampire struggling to breathe around the mangled mess that used to be his throat before I ripped it out for him. 

      “If he knows anything, he isn’t sharing.” I growl. We both know how persuasive I can be. 

      “I’m having the same problem,” my brother grumbles back.

      I bring my foot back and howl with outrage as I kick the downed vampire with enough force that he lands across the room with a wet splat. 

      We need a new plan. 

      It’s been days since the attack on the coyote faction that left Yesenia near death and Mercy missing. We’ve been making our way through the vampire’s territory, targeting anyone who has anything to do with Marcus, but it seems he’s been careful to keep his soldiers in the dark. What we need is someone in upper management. 

      “Maybe we should have been a bit stealthier.” Luka sighs as we make our way back to my Bugatti. I don’t even care that I’m covered in gore when I drop into the molded seat. 

      My teeth gnash as I shove the expensive transmission into gear and crank the wheel, leaving the scene in a spray of dirt and gravel.

      When we return to the Den, Jacob—the head of the Grizzly faction—is waiting for us. He has always been neutral, like I tried to be until they thought they could take my mate from me. He’s never sided with one faction over another, so I wonder what he’s doing here, now.

      Jacob is a thick motherfucker. Nearly as wide as he is tall, and he towers over me. His rugged looks put him completely out of place in the center of the city. With unkempt brown hair and an equally wild beard, he looks every bit the part of his grizzly bear side.

      His eyes slide over me when I exit my fancy car. No doubt taking in the splatters of blood and gore I haven’t bothered washing off. He raises one of his bushy brows. “You’ve been busy.”

      “Do not start with me,” I snarl at him in warning. “What do you want?”

      He takes a step back and shoves his hands into the pockets of his jeans, showing me he’s not against me, without showing throat. 

      “I was asked to come here and stop you.” I don’t need to ask by who. His being here reeks of Marcus, the vampire alpha and current leader of all factions. The male I’ve been hunting since Mercy went missing. “But it would appear that I’m too late.” 

      “You don’t look overly upset about that.” I grumble as I stride past him, not giving a shit if he follows me or not. Then I add, “I never pegged you as being the enforcer type.” 

      Jacob and I have been on good terms—dare I say, maybe even friends—for a long time. Both of us choosing to stay out of the politics of our kind. But right now, I just don’t have the patience to figure out why he’s here.

      “I have to admit, Jarik, I was pretty pissed when you outbid me for that luscious little female,” he says to my back. My feet stop and I spin around on him, ready to tear his throat out like I did the others, when he adds, “But it’s obvious to me now that fate meant her to be yours.” 

      I narrow my eyes at him and lean forward, “So, Marcus sent you to stop me. What are you going to do now?” 

      Jacob shrugs, “It wasn’t Marcus who sent me, and we both know that I do what I want. Right now, stopping you isn’t beneficial to either of us.”

      I turn away and continue storming down the empty hallway. If not Marcus, I wonder who sent him? And for what gain? Before I can ask him, Jacob brushes past me and pushes open one of the doors to a rarely used sitting room. Luka follows him inside and I close the door behind me, leaning back against it with my arms folded across my chest.

       “If you’re not here to help find Mercy, so help me…” I growl around my clenched teeth. “If they’ve so much as touched her—”

      Luka and Jacob both nod solemnly in agreement. 

      “We’ll find her, brother.” Luka assures me.

      “I might know a good place to look,” Jacob adds. “There has been some unusual chatter from a group of coyote shifters.”

      “We’ve already dealt with them,” I sigh, recalling the blood bath when I found the group responsible for hurting Yesenia and taking Mercy.

      “Not these, you haven’t. There’s been lots of coyote activity up in the mountains, near my territory,” Jacob tells me. “I was on my way to check it out, when Yesenia asked me to check on you first.” 

      The corners of my lips tug upward. So that’s who sent him, I shouldn’t be surprised.

      “How is she?” Luka asks quietly. He’s always been the more soft-hearted between us.

      “She’ll be alright.” Jacob assures him. “The demons were able to save nearly everyone gravely injured, thanks to you two.”

      “Well, then,” My heart is pounding in my chest and my hands fist at my sides as I reach behind me for the door. “Let’s go see what’s going on in the mountains.”

      Jacob nods, pushing himself back from where he’s been leaning against the opposite wall. My eyes swing to Luka.

      “Stay here. I need your eyes and ears; in case they try to set another trap.” 

      Luka nods and then gives me a feral grin. “I’d tell you to be careful, but it’s really not you I should be worried about.”
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MERCY

        

      

    

    
      I’m alone once again in the cold, dark room. At least now I know I’m not blind and I have a bucket to piss in. The guard also left me a paper bag with a sandwich—or whatever you want to call two slices of stale bread with some cheap lunch meat and a slice of processed cheese between them—as well as a bottle of water. 

      Thus begins my new routine. Once a day—at least I think—the guard opens the door just enough to toss in a bag with the crappy sandwich and water before slamming it shut and locking it tight. No amount of screaming and banging will open that door before he’s good and ready to.

      My body aches. 

      My t-shirt and jeans do little to keep the worst of the cold out. Every few hours, I force myself to get up and walk the perimeter of the room. Sometimes I do jumping jacks and jog in place, but the damp cold still seeps into my joints making it harder and harder to move around, which is becoming a real concern. My fingers and toes are almost constantly numb now. If it were warmer, I’d probably be worried about the way I must be starting to smell.  

      I’ve tried to keep my hopes up. I keep telling myself that Jarik is coming for me. The big, scary-protective werewolf rescued me once before from a monster, surely, he’s looking for me now. But as time goes on, I find myself doubting. 

      Sure, we had some amazing sex but what if that was all it was to him? 

      I mean, he already tried to push me from this world after he bought me at an auction for a night of sin, but then fate found a way to put me right back in his path after he let me go. What if he’s decided he doesn’t want me after all? What if whoever has me told him I left on my own? Would he believe them? I mean, there are a million scenarios that could have him moving on without a second thought about me, and I have ample time to process every one of them. 

      Tears burn my eyes. 

      What’s going to happen to me? Am I just going to sit here until I freeze to death? Will they eventually just forget me? My hands brush over my wide hips. I can go a while without food, but I barely went two days without water before I was ready to lick the walls. How long before the bucket of piss looks good enough to drink? 

      My stomach cramps, and I gag a little at the thought.

      Oh, God! I’m going to end up as a mysterious disappearance on some forensic TV show. Or a weird smell in the basement.

      And that, right there, is my snapping point. 

      I can’t lose hope. I refuse to die like this! If this is truly the end, then I’m going to go out fighting!

      But how? I don’t have any weapons. Except… don’t I?

      I feel my way across the room to where I put the piss bucket. It’s about halfway full, and I carefully carry it across the small room over by the door. 

      I may not have a knife or a gun… but I have something even better!

      As a plan comes to me, I feel around the ground for one of the empty plastic water bottles and I try not to vomit at what I’m about to do. As carefully as I can in the surrounding darkness, trying not to touch more of the cold urine than I absolutely must, I fill the water bottle. Then… I wait. 

      Hours pass, but finally I hear it; the scraping sound that comes just before the door opens and my jailor throws me some meager scraps. This time, I’m ready for him. I’ve tried rushing the door in the past, but he only opens it wide enough to shove the bag through and then slams the door shut. The first time I tried, I nearly lost a finger. 

      Squinting against the brightness I know is coming, I hold the bottle out in front of me. As soon as the door cracks open, I squeeze! Sending a spray of urine directly into the guard’s face. His strangled scream is music to my ears and the moment he recoils, I lunge forward wrenching the door wide open. Using my shoulder, I knock him off balance while he’s blinded and sputtering. I’m free!

      Except I don’t know where I am. 

      Blinking through sensitive eyes I allow myself a moment to adjust to the lights while my muscles jump, expecting an attack at any moment. Do I go left or right? The guard roars and I glance back to see him angrily wiping at his eyes as he staggers back to his feet. I choose left. 

      Please don’t be a dead end. Please, please don’t be a dead end…

      The end of the hallway turns sharply to the right and then… thank you, Sweet Baby Jesus! Stairs! 

      With adrenaline coursing through my veins, and the guard close on my heels, I’m impossibly fast as I practically fly up the stairs. When I reach the top my hands wrap around the edge of the door, flinging it behind me and slamming it shut. I flip the lock on the knob just as something heavy slams against it from the other side, followed by an animal cry and what sounds like claws raking at the wood. 

      Along the jam, there is a thick metal bar and I quickly slam that across the door, then snap the attached padlock shut. 

      Oh shit, I did it!

      My legs are shaking as I stagger backward. My eyes widen as the wood bows from the force of the monster on the other side. That bar might hold, but the wood won’t for long. Spinning on my heel, I take in the plain square room I find myself in. There is a ratty couch under a large picture window and a scuffed table next to a kitchenet, but nothing else, other than scattered trash. I sprint across the room and throw open the door to find… trees. And fresh air.

      Sucking in greedy lungful after lungful of crisp, cold air before I sprint into the mist shrouded forest. Above me the sky is overcast with the threat of snow hanging heavy in the air. Another loud crack comes from behind me, and I pick up the pace, not daring to turn around to see if the monster has broken loose.

      There is no path or road to be seen, so I weave through the trees and brush. As I make my way deeper into the forest, my only thought is to put as much distance between me and the monster I’m leaving behind.
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JARIK

        

      

    

    
      We take Jacob’s truck, leaving the bustling city behind to head up into the mountains. 

      “I’ve heard they use the old cabin as a jail of sorts, for weaker factions and humans who see things they shouldn’t.” Jacob tells me as he drives at breakneck speed through forgotten or rarely used logging roads. 

      “They are bigger fools than I thought, if they think that taking Mercy from me will somehow make me weaker.” I grumble. 

      Jacob darts a look over at me before focusing back on the road. “She’s your fated?”

      “She’s mine.” I state. I’m not sure who I’m trying to convince, but I can’t seem to admit to the truth everyone already knows.

      Because, I argue with myself, when was the last time one of my kind found the one mate created just for them? Not since my parents, and what a disaster that ended up being. Being fated doesn’t automatically equal love. Or monogamy. My father proved that. 

      Petar was a powerful and fair leader, but he was a piss poor mate. Leaving my mother to care for Luka and me, run a household, and uphold her position as mate to the faction leader. All while my father did whatever the fuck he wanted, often with whoever the fuck he wanted, and embarrassing himself and our family while he did it. When he was challenged and lost, he took our mother with him to hell. All because he claimed her, tying their life forces together and stealing both parents away from us when the unthinkable happened.

      Beside me, Jacob snorts, sounding very much like his grizzly shifter side. “Call it what you like, but the Jarik I know wouldn’t be sitting beside me going after just any female.”

      Fuck. I can’t disagree with that.

      “Have you bonded her?” 

      I think of the silvery imprint of my teeth that I left on her shoulder that she’ll wear for the rest of her life, remembering the supple feel of her skin between my teeth and the sweet tang of her blood on my tongue.

      I nod.

      Jacob drags his eyes from the road to me for a moment. “Have you claimed each other yet?”

      My jaw ticks. “No.”

      I swear I see him relax a degree, because if they kill her and I’ve claimed her, I’ll die along with her. It’s not a secret among our world, but it’s not exactly common knowledge, either. Hopefully, whoever has Mercy won’t think to use her to potentially get rid of me.

      We come up over a hill and take a sharp turn when a cabin suddenly comes into view. Before Jacob comes to a full stop, I’m out of the truck and racing to the front door, which is wide open. 

      Cabin is maybe a stretch for the shack I barrel into. It looks abandoned. The front door hangs poorly on rusted hinges and stray bits of garbage, mostly fast-food wrappers that have long ago lost their greasy scent, have found their way into the corners and along the poorly drywalled walls.

      All that’s left is the lingering scents of coyote, stale urine, Mercy’s familiar sweet scent, and fear.

      A low growl starts up from deep in my throat and I feel my teeth sharpening. On the other side of the room is the shredded remains of a door leading down into a basement. Mercy and the coyote’s scents are strongest here. That’s where they held her. My beast is snarling as I start down the staircase. It quickly becomes obvious that this part of the cabin is empty, so I spin around and race back up. I’m barely through the doorway leading outside when a sharp scream cuts through the stillness of the forest. 

      My heart lurches and I make it one step before my beast explodes out of me. I hit the ground on all fours, claws digging into the frozen ground as I lunge toward the direction of her scream. Jacob following closely behind me in his grizzly form. 

      My breaths fogs the icy air, and the reek of piss and fear leads us straight to them. Breaking through the thick underbrush, I find a large male holding my female up against a tree. He looks human, with his meaty hand wrapped around her throat and his nose inches from hers, but there is no mistaking the stink of coyote. Mercy’s head is turned to the side, with her eyes squeezed shut as he growls into her face. Spittle hitting her cheek as he tells her all the ways he’s going to hurt her for what she’s done.

      The glaring sight of dried blood that coats the side of her face has my vision tunneling before turning red. My loud growl announces my presence and the male’s head swivels my way with a snarl that quickly dies to a whine in the back of his throat. 

      “Alpha!” he squeaks. His head swings back to where he still has his hand wrapped around Mercy’s throat and he quickly releases her. “I—You—”

      The moment he lets her go Mercy slumps to the ground and I’m on him. 

      “Don’t kill him, Jarik.” I hear Jacob shout from behind me. “Not before we can question him.” 

      My teeth ache to sink into the worthless coyote’s throat, but the grizzly is right. So instead, I grab him by his shirt and lift him into the air so that we’re nose to muzzle.

      “Mercy, bejbe, are you alright?” I ask, turning my head but keeping one eye on the coyote.

      “I’m okay.” Her voice is thin and warbles a little, but the reek of fear that was rolling off her has mostly vanished. It’s enough to bring my attention back to the shifter in my hands.

      “Start. Talking.” I growl through a mouth full of sharp teeth.

      Out of the corner of my eye I watch Jacob, in human form again, lean over Mercy. Thank the Gods, shifters keep their clothes when they shift. It would be a shame to have to kill him after all he’s done for me. When he examines the dried blood coating the side of her head, I grit my teeth and hold back the urge to snap the coyote’s neck.

      “I—I—I,” The smell of fresh piss fills the air and I drop the shifter with a groan. I do not have the patience for this. 

      Reaching down, I fist my hand in the front of his shirt and start dragging him through the forest, being mindful that he hits every fallen tree and rock along the way back to the cabin. His legs scrabble against the ground and his fingers pry at my fist, but his struggles are in vain.

      Storming through the cabins open doorway, I toss him onto the couch with enough force that, if it hadn’t been against the wall, the whole thing would have gone over.

      Jacob and Mercy follow soon after. Jacob is carrying a pair of track pants and a t-shirt that he must have grabbed from his truck on the way. My beast has been helpful up to this point, but I need my human form for this next part. I’m so amped that it takes a minute, and several reassurances that Mercy is safe now, to calm down enough to convince my beast to shift. Once I do, I take the offered pants but don’t bother with the shirt. Tying the drawstring to keep them on my hips, I cross the room to where Mercy is leaning against the far wall by a small window. My hands cup her face and I lean down, pressing my forehead to hers. 

      “Are you alright?” My voice is deep and full of gravel. One hand slides back to cup the back of her neck while the other gently brushes against the dried blood coating the side of her head, trying to erase it from her skin but it holds fast.

      “I am now.” Her hand circles my wrist, and she blinks wide blue eyes up at me. My beast purrs at the way she holds onto me just like I’m holding onto her. The way she looks up at me, like I’m her savior when I’m nowhere close to being worthy of such a look. I never should have left her with Yesenia, no matter how safe I thought she’d be. It’s my fault she was attacked. My fault she’s hurt.

      Touching her eases the tightness in my chest and I take what feels like my first deep breath in days. Pulling her scent, that is no longer soured with fear, into my lungs like a drug. Slipping my fingers through her mussed hair, I tilt her head to the side as I check the wound under the flakes of dried blood. To my surprise, her skin is unmarred and completely healed. I frown since humans aren’t known for being fast healers.  As I contemplate what this might mean, my eyes drop to her shoulder and the silvery scar from my bite. It must be an effect of the bond.

      I quickly scan the rest of her to make sure she has no other injuries and only then do I release her. “You can wait in Jacob’s truck if you don’t want to watch this.” 

      “No.” Her eyes flick behind me to where the coyote is still sniffling, before turning a hard as granite look back to meet mine. “I’m not going anywhere.” 

      A deep growl rumbles up from deep in my chest and my lips peel back in a toothy grin. “Dobr si mi cura.” You’re such a good girl.

      I run a gentle finger down the side of her face before tilting her head back and slamming my lips down onto hers. Plunging my tongue into her mouth, needing to taste her. Kissing her like I’ll fuck her as soon as we’re alone. She meets every flick and plunge of my tongue. Her hands curl around my shoulders and I hiss at the bite of her blunt nails digging into my neck.  When I pull away, her lips are kiss swollen and glossed from my mouth and I’m hard as a pipe.

      With another growl, I tear myself away from her to stalk back across the cabin where the coyote begins whimpering all over again. He thinks he knows what is about to happen, but he has no idea. 

      “Talk.” I bark and he jumps at the word. 

      “It was all Carlos’ idea!” I shouldn’t be surprised that he shows no loyalty and is more than happy to throw his alpha under the bus. 

      “And who does Carlos get his orders from?” I demand.

      “Marcus.” The coyote swallows thickly, his eyes darting between Jacob and I. “Carlos has been trying to form an alliance with Marcus for a while. The order to take out the part of the pack that follows Yesenia and to bring the human here came down from him.”

      “And you?” Jacob asks. “Where are your loyalties?”

      The shifter looks even more spooked now, and I suspect that if he hadn’t already emptied his bladder, he’d be pissing himself again. “I just do what I’m told.” His eyes dart to Mercy and I growl, taking a step towards him.

      “Don’t look at her!”

      His eyes dart back to me. “It wasn’t personal. I was just doing my job, ya know? Just following orders.”

      “I always thought the coyotes tried to be neutral. Why does Carlos want to be Marcus’s lap dog so bad?” I ask him. It doesn’t matter what he tells me, I’m going to kill him either way. But I’m curious what this shifter knows. Judging by the way he’s squirming, he knows something.

      “He—I—” he swallows and looks like he might puke. “He’ll kill me.” 

      Sharp claws erupt from the tips of my fingers. “I’m going to kill you. How quickly and painfully depends on what you say next, so you might as well make it worth both of our time.”

      He pales before my eyes and then, before any of us can stop him, the shifter launches himself over the back of the couch at the window. The glass is thicker than he must realize because he makes it through, but not without nearly decapitating himself on the jagged shards. 

      “Ah, fuck!” Jacob barks, looking through the shattered glass.

      By the time we’re out the door and around the side of the house, his eyes are wide but unseeing and his mouth is opening and closing like a fish out of water with a gash across his throat that severed both his jugular and windpipe. The ground is soaked with his blood in seconds and there is nothing we can do but watch the life drain out of him.

      “Fuck. He’s gone.” I bite out.

      “Gods damnit.” Jacob grumbles, glaring down at the mangled shifter with his thick arms folded across his chest. 

      “We need to find Carlos.” I sigh and Jacob nods.

      “And Marcus?” he asks without taking his eyes from the dead shifter.

      I clench my teeth as a growl builds up from deep inside my chest. “He’s mine to deal with.”

      And then, I vow silently, a lot of things are going to change. Starting with taking over as the head of all factions.
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MERCY

        

      

    

    
      When my jailor caught up to me in the forest, I thought for sure I was done for. Especially when he pinned me to the tree by my neck, holding me so tight that his rough hands were cutting off precious oxygen to my brain. When I saw Jarik in his beast form and a giant bear running towards me, I thought I was imagining them. Waves of sadness hit me, thinking that I was closer to death than I realized, and my mind was conjuring my greatest wish. Any normal woman might have freaked the fuck out at the sight of two monsters coming towards her at top speed, but not me.

      Then I blinked and they were still there. Realizing that it wasn’t my imagination I thought for sure my heart would burst, but this time not from fear. 

      He came for me. 

      Now I’m standing across the room watching as Jarik and the bear interrogate my jailer. I no longer flinch when Jarik’s menacing claws lengthen from the ends of his fingers and he promises to kill the shifter, because I know those claws are protecting me.

      None of us expect it when the shifter suddenly throws himself through the window behind him. At the first spray of blood, I turned my head and squeezed my eyes shut.

      Now we’re standing around the bloody, mangled body. 

      “Gods damnit,” the bear growls. 

      I can’t take my eyes off the crumpled body on the ground in front of us and a tremble works its way through my limbs. This could have been me. It probably should have been me. If Jarik hadn’t come…

      “You okay, bejbe?” Jarik asks. He steps in front of me, large hands cup my shoulders hard enough for his sharp claws to dig lightly into my bare arms. When I don’t respond right away, he drops his voice. “Sara, did he hurt you?”

      “N-no.” My head jerks to the side and my heart does a little flip at the use of my actual name. The name he only uses when he’s worried or it’s important.

      He wraps his arms around me, curling his much larger body around me and presses his nose into the side of my neck, against the place where he bit me. Shivers skitter across my skin when he draws in a deep breath and then he snorts. “Fuck, you stink. What did you do?”

      I can’t help the barking laugh even as my skin crawls, knowing that I’m covered with filth. But at least it’s my filth.

      “I threw my piss at him.” Oh, God. It sounds even more awful to say it out loud and I can’t help the hysterical giggle that escapes from between my lips. “I filled a water bottle with it and waited until he opened the door. That’s how I escaped.”

      I watch as Jarik’s lips twitch, and then he smiles. “My resourceful female.”

      Before I can protest, he sweeps me up into his arms and strides back to the truck parked beside the cabin, with the bear following us.

      “What about the jailer?” I ask, glancing over his shoulder at where his body is still lying in a crumpled heap on the ground. 

      “The shifter? Let his pack find him and deal with him.” Jarik’s eyes meet mine and grow heated. “Right now, my beast needs to make sure you’re unharmed.”

      Heat creeps into my cheeks and between my legs, knowing exactly what his beast wants.

      The bear drives us back to the city with all the windows down. I’m not sure if it’s because I smell of pee or if it’s because Jarik’s hand is between my legs with his fingers wrapped tightly around my thigh with his pinky teasing my pussy through the seam of my jeans. 

      By the time we pull up to Jarik’s building, I’m soaked and his cock is tenting the track pants he’s wearing. Before the truck comes to a full stop, he orders the bear to find someone called Luka.

      “Thank you, Mr. Bear.” I say over Jarik’s shoulder when he kicks the squeaky door open.

      The shifter laughs, “You’re welcome, little human. And it’s Jacob.”

      Jarik growls and his arms tighten around me as he slides down from the cab.

      “Thank you, Jacob.” I repeat with a laugh and a wave just before the door slams shut between us and Jarik carries me into his building.

      He takes me straight to his bedroom and then into the attached bathroom. Without putting me down, he leans into the walk-in shower and turns on the water. While it’s warming, he sets me on the edge of the counter and begins undressing me, starting with my shoes. 

      “Lift your sweet little ass,” he growls, so he can slide my pants and panties down my legs. 

      My tongue darts out to wet my bottom lip when he raises up to tower over me. Without having to be asked I lift my arms so he can pull my shirt over my head, more than happy to get out of the soiled clothes. The entire time, his gaze doesn’t leave my face. It’s animalistic, our faces so close that our noses brush. Our breaths mingling in short, warm puffs. When I’m naked his nostrils flare and lips curl into a sneer just before a deep growl rolls over me. The sound tightening my nipples and sending heat straight to my core.

      “You reek of him,” he snarls, and then slams his lips against mine as he palms the back of my head and fists my hair, pulling my head back at the same time his tongue plunges past my lips. Seeking. Sweeping. Molding his mouth to mine so he can obliterate any taste in my mouth but his. 

      I arch up into him with a moan, letting my fingertips trace up and over the dips and valleys of his rippling abs. Spreading my fingers across the expanse of his chest with its light dusting of springy hair. 

      “Fuck, bejbe.” He tears his mouth from mine just long enough to push the track pants to the ground before curling his arms around my body and slanting his lips against mine once more.

      The bathroom is quickly filling with thick steam when he pulls me to the edge of the counter, forcing my legs around his hips. I moan at the feel of him, hot and hard against my core as he slides his length through my drenched folds.

      “You’re such a mess for me and I haven’t even touched you yet.”

      Fusing his mouth to mine he slides his hands behind my knees, and I wrap my arms around his neck when he lifts me off the counter. With one arm braced under my butt and the other gripping the back of my neck, he walks us into the waterfall shower. Only then does he stop kissing me long enough to set me on my feet, and only so he can soap up a washcloth and begin working it over my skin. He’s careful to get every part of me. Thoroughly. After I’m scrubbed and rinsed clean, he washes me again. This time using his mouth and tongue, paying special attention to my pussy until I come quaking against the wall of the shower with him on his knees and one of my legs hooked over his shoulder.

      “When I couldn’t find you…fuck.” We’re both breathing heavily when he presses his face into my soft stomach.

      My arms circle his neck, my fingers lightly combing through his shower damp hair. My hold on him tightens when he suddenly lifts me and presses my back to the tiled wall, spreading my still shaking thighs wide around his hips. His fingertips dig into my ass as he rocks his hips and thrusts deep, sheathing himself all the way to the root in one pulse.

      I cry out and my head thumps against the shower wall when he pulls back and thrusts deep again. And again. Each press of his hips grinds over my clit and his cock rearranges my organs until I’m sobbing my pleasure.

      “You came for me.” I gasp when his tempo changes and he braces his feet so he can fuck me even harder, working himself impossibly deeper.

      “Did you think I wouldn’t?” He pauses for a moment then doubles down the effort until I feel like he’s trying to climb inside my body.

      “I had a lot of time to think.” I whine.  “Jarik, uhn. Yes! I need…” Everything clenches and my fingers curl, so my blunt nails sink into his back, needing him closer. Deeper. “Harder!” I scream. “Ah, God, Jarik! I need you harder.”

      “I’ll always come for you,” he snarls against my neck. His grunts and growls are feral as he rails me under the deluge of water, slamming me up against the shower wall until I think we’ll crack the tile. His breaths heavy and ragged against my ear. 

      “Say it again, Mercy-mine.” he grunts to the tempo of his thrusts. “I want to hear you scream my name, so it echoes all around us.” He plants his feet wider, or maybe it’s his body that is growing wider. Shifting the position of his hands on my ass as he drills into me with a force that should frighten me, but I can’t get enough. I want everything he gives me. I want him in all his forms. Tears sting the backs of my eyes as I realize that I never want to have to let him go again.

      It was too close. I came too close to losing him. To being lost. Being with Jarik makes me feel whole. Before that auction, I was living a half-life. Not even that, I was barely surviving, but Jarik somehow pieced me back together. Injecting bits of himself to fill the spaces where there were gaps and holes. I wonder, do I do the same for him? I feel like I do.

      “That’s it, bejbe,” he grunts. “You feel so fucking good wrapped around my cock.” Each thrust of his hips sends my body spiraling high and higher. “You love this, don’t you,” he pants. “You love the way my cock stretches your tight little cunt. I want to feel you come for me.”

      I’m so close already and his filthy words send me straight to the edge. 

      “Ah, yeah. That’s it, you’re squeezing me so good, bejbe.” he grunts when my pussy tightens. His breath is hot on the side of my face as he pistons into me with short, fast strokes until…

      “Yes, just there! Make me come. Jarik, please make me—” My mouth falls open and he curls himself around me at the same time my breath stills as my orgasm locks every muscle tight before sending me flying apart.

      I’ve always heard it described as seeing fireworks, but in this moment, I am the fireworks, bursting apart over and over again. I’m still pulsing around him when he drops my legs, letting me slide down his body.

      “On your knees, bejbe.” he says quietly as he eases me to the tiled floor. His hand slides down my cheek to cup my chin. “Open wide for me.” 

      Keeping my eyes on him, I do as he says. Opening my mouth wide and sticking my tongue out. He places the thick head of his cock on it so I can taste our combined cum. 

      “Suck me, bejbe.” He hisses. “Take me deep.”

      My cheeks hollow and I hum as I suck him into my mouth, taking as much of his cock as I can.

      “That’s it, Mercy,” he groans, pushing all the way to the back of my throat.

      My palms slide up the front of his thighs and my fingers dig into the thick muscles as I suck a deep breath through my nose and do my best to relax like he taught me. His breaths punch out of his chest, and I watch the way he clenches his jaw as I work the underside of his cock with my tongue. Lapping at the vein that runs the length, humming as I dive forward before retreating. 

      “God, I love your fucking mouth, Mercy.” He groans before carding his fingers through my hair and then gripping the back of my head. “Open wider. Here I come.”

      His hips pin me to the wall as he slides into my throat. Forcing my jaw wide and cutting off my air.

      “Fuck, yeah. Your mouth was made for my cock.” He grunts as he shuttles in and out of my throat as my fingers dig deeper into his thick thighs. I’m stuffed so full of him, I can’t even whimper and then he’s pushing in deep and holding me there. “Swallow it all, bejbe. Every fucking drop.”

      And I do. With tears running down the sides of my face, I don’t let a single drop escape. Then I lick him clean.

      “You have no right being so godsdamn perfect.” He groans as he lifts me from the floor of the shower, wrapping me in his arms and then kissing me, not caring that I must taste of him or that I haven’t brushed my teeth in days.

      The water has gone cold by the time he shuts it off. He dries me with a fluffy towel and leaves me to brush my teeth and use the toilet. Then he wraps me up and carries me back into his bedroom.
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      I leave Mercy freshly fucked and sated, nestled between my sheets with the promise to be back soon. The way she’s blinking owlishly, it wouldn’t surprise me if she drifts off before I even make it out of the room. 

      Pulling on a pair of fleece lounge pants, I make my way downstairs and through the kitchen. My throat is parched, and I plan to grab a bottle of water before calling Luka to let him know I have Mercy. The kitchen is dark and when the light from the fridge lands on the shadowy figure sitting at the granite island, with a bottle of Jameson and an empty glass, I damn near jump out of my skin. 

      “Fucking Christ!” I gasp, whirling around to glare at my brother. “What are you doing here?”

      Luka shrugs, picking up the bottle and pouring an unsteady amount of whiskey into his glass. I suspect he was going for a finger amount, but thanks to his sluggish reflexes he manages half a glass instead. His brows knit into a frown, but then he shrugs again and lifts the glass. 

      “How long have you been here?” The bottle is over half empty, and I’m certain it was sealed before he started.

      “Long enough to jack off in your bathroom twice.” His eyes dart to the stairs and his expression changes to one of concern. “Is she okay? It sounded like you were killing her.” 

      I can’t help laughing as I grab a bottle of San Pellegrino. “She’s just fine.”

      “If you say so,” Luka blows out a breath and then tips the glass of whiskey back. 

      I reach across the island and snatch the bottle away from him. 

      “I wasn’t done,” Luka gripes, making a half-hearted swipe for it. 

      Eyeing the missing contents with irritation, I slide the bottle further out of his reach and then uncap my water and drain half of it before coming up for air.

      Swirling his glass, Luka breathes in the sugary scent before tossing the rest of it back.

      “I was just going to call you to tell you that I had Mercy,” I tell him, leaning my arms on the granite countertop. “What happened? Why are you here?” 

      Luka’s empty glass has his unfocused attention. While I wait for him to get around to answering my question, I drain the rest of my water and then toss the bottle into the recycling bin.

      “Marcus is going around to all the factions.” Luka says quietly and without taking his eyes from his glass. “He’s telling everyone that you’ve gone feral. That you’re responsible for the coyote massacre. He’s demanding revenge and wants you put down.” He looks up at me then, and his hazel eyes seem to glow when they meet mine. “He’s coming for your head.”

      Bracing my hands against the countertop, I blow out a long breath. This news doesn’t come as a surprise. A battle between Marcus and me has been brewing for half a century. What worries me is that Mercy has ended up in the middle of it. 

      “What do the factions think of this?” I’ve been keeping myself as far from faction politics as possible for a long time. I’m not even sure which factions might have my sympathies these days? Let alone who I could call allies. Knowing who might be on our side would help with putting a plan together. 

      “Most know that Marcus is full of shit,” Luka scoffs. “And many believe that you’re the rightful Alpha, but since your membership with the Brotherhood has been in name only and you won’t take your place, they feel they must side with Marcus.” 

      I brace my hands on the edge of the counter and lean forward, clenching my jaw tight. This is exactly what I have been hoping to avoid. Am I really prepared to do this? Especially knowing that by challenging Marcus, I risk losing everything. Is this what I want?

      I lift my eyes and stare across the island at Luka. “And if I challenged Marcus, what would that look like?” 

      Luka’s eyes are suddenly no longer dull from intoxication, but bright and sharp. “It would look really fucking good.”

      “And if I lost?” I ask. “It’s not just me and you. I have to think about Mercy now. If I lost, they would come after her.” 

      “Won’t happen,” Luka shakes his head, refusing to even acknowledge that scenario. 

      I wish I had his certainty. 

      “I need to know who I can trust.” I say, pulling over a barstool. “I also want to know who is in bed with Marcus, besides Isabelle, and who might be swayed to our side.” 

      At the mention of Isabelle, Luka scrunches his nose and looks over at the bottle of Jameson. “That won’t take long.”

      “What is it with you and that red-haired bitch?” It hasn’t escaped my notice the way his eyes follow her or how she always appears shortly after we arrive somewhere.

      “Nothing,” Luka’s mouth twists into a sneer. “There is nothing going on with us.” 

      As much as it curdles my stomach to think of him with Isabelle, I know the look of heartbreak when I see it. Still, it’s not my place to demand answers if he’s not ready to give them. No matter how toxic the situation.

      “Are you going to stay in the guest room?” I ask when I glance over my shoulder at the clock on the stove. It’s just after 3:00 am and the last two days of missed sleep are starting to catch up with me.

      “Hell no,” Luka snorts, shaking his head. “I’m going to get to work finding out who’s on our side. Send me a message if you need anything, otherwise I’ll touch base with you in a few days.”

      Without bothering to see him out, he knows his way, I lope up the stairs to my female. Mercy is fast asleep. My beast rides me to wake her up, to fuck her one more time before curling my body around her and getting some much-needed sleep. She looks so peaceful, but my head is buzzing from the talk I just had with Luka about challenging Marcus. It occurs to me that she’s going to be hungry when she wakes, so I hurry back down to the kitchen where I make up a plate of carefully selected meats and veggies. After I set the covered plate on the bedside table, I slip away down the hall to my office.
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      My eyelids flutter open, but my brain is still mostly wrapped in the warm haze of sleep. At first, I don’t recognize where I am, only that the bed I’m in is infused with Jarik’s masculine scent. My eyes track around the dark room and slowly things start becoming familiar.

      I’m in Jarik’s room. Cocooned in his bed. Safe, after he and Jacob rescued me from the cabin. After he washed me and then fucked me like he might never have the chance again.

      Stretching my arms over my head, I yawn a great jaw cracking yawn and pull the sheets up under my chin when I push myself up against the headboard to look around. Right away I notice that the side next to me is untouched. Disappointment hits me like a punch that he didn’t join me after I fell asleep. I tried to stay awake. I waited for him to come back, but with every passing moment my eyelids grew heavier and heavier, until the big warm bed finally won.

      I turned my attention to the other side to find a plate sitting next to me. My stomach rumbles loudly and some of the disappointment fades as I reach for it. After days of nothing but a stale sandwich, the cold chicken over rice and julienned carrots and zucchini are about the best things I’ve ever tasted.

      After I’ve nearly licked the plate clean, I slide from the bed and cross the room to the dresser where I sift through his drawers until I find a t-shirt. It’s soft, well worn, and falls to my knees. Bringing the collar to my nose, I breathe in the dark spicy scent that is uniquely Jarik. Then, I ease open the bedroom door and peek out into the hallway where I’m met with inky darkness, except for a shaft of soft blue light spilling out from under a door at the end. 

      I’m not sure why, but I feel the need to tip toe as I make my way as quietly as I can toward that door. Then I hold my breath and ease it open, just enough to peek inside. Sure enough, Jarik is sitting at a desk in the dark. His face is lit up with blue light from a bank of computer screens. His chin is resting in his hand, and he looks like he’s half asleep. 

      I push the door open further and his eyes dart to me. He straightens. Recognition lights up his face and he pushes his chair back at the same time he beckons me to come in. 

      “Is something wrong?” His voice is rough and deep and stirs up a wave of butterflies in my belly.

      “You weren’t there when I woke up,” I say as I make my way around to his side of the desk. “Have you slept at all?”

       “I’m fine,” he says dismissively. As soon as I’m close enough, he pulls me into his lap and wraps his arms around me, burying his nose against the side of my neck. His breath fans over the place he bit me, and chills skitter across my body, tightening my nipples and sending a flare of heat between my legs.

      “Don’t werewolves sleep?” I tease, enjoying the feeling of having him wrapped around me. 

      He snorts against my hair. “We do. We just don’t need as much sleep as humans.”

      “So, what are you doing?” I ask him when the silence starts to stretch between us.

      “Just catching up on some work.” I don’t miss the subtle way his body tenses beneath me.

      “You’re lying.”

      Jarik chuckles and his arms tighten around me. “What makes you think I’m lying?”

      “I don’t know, but I can feel it.” It’s the strangest thing, really. Like I can feel the tiniest vibration of emotion that I know is coming from him.

      He tucks my head against his shoulder and turns to face the computer screens. One monitor is broken up into several surveillance feeds. Black and white grainy glimpses of alleys, a street, businesses, the front of this building, and maybe the back as well.

      “I’m trying to find where Marcus is hiding.”

      “You’re going to go after him.” I tilt my head back to look up at him at the same time he looks down at me. “Is it because of me?”

      “Yes.” This time he doesn’t bother lying. “He threatened you, and by doing so threatened me, and I can’t let that stand.”

      “I’m not worth any of this. I’m no one special.” Even as I say it, I feel how wrong those words sound to my ears, even before Jarik tenses and a low growl begins to vibrate through his chest.

      “Don’t. I don’t ever want to hear you belittle yourself to me,” he snarls and grips my chin with his hand, turning my head so that his eyes are blazing into mine. “You are mine. My mate, my destined—” he seems surprised for a moment when he says that. “Like it or not, you are part of the war that is coming. Just like I am.”

      My lips are pursed from his grip, otherwise my mouth would be hanging open. His eyes don’t leave mine as he takes in my shocked reaction to his words.

      “Let me make this clear, Mercy,” he says, leaning in until his lips are hovering just over mine and I can feel the heat of his breath fanning across my skin. “I will raze this entire city to the ground to defend you. Any slight against you is a slight against me and will not be tolerated.”

      “B-but—” Before I can say anymore his lips crash to mine, and his tongue forces its way between my lips. His rich flavor floods my mouth and my eyes roll back with a low, needy moan. His arms band around my waist, twisting me around so that my legs straddle him, feeling him hot, hard, and pulsing against where I ache for him.

      Then he lifts me.

      “Jarik!” I squeal just before my back hits his desk.

      “Spread your thighs, bejbe.” He grunts as he pushes his shirt up to my chin and I don’t miss the little growl when he finds me completely bare beneath it. “Wider,” he orders and swats the side of my thigh. “Lift that lush ass for me, Mercy. More!”

      The way his accented words roll from his tongue sends liquid heat trickling down the crease of my ass. Taking hold of my ankles, he sets my feet on the arm rests of his chair, and he scoots forward, pressing my knee’s further apart so that I’m at the perfect height to—

      “Oh. My. God.” I choke when his tongue slicks up my center. Dragging through my folds before circling my sensitive clit.

      “Hold still, Mercy,” he says, lifting his head to look up over my body while I squirm. “I’m starving.”

      More wet heat floods my pussy before he dives back down to feast. My fingers reach between my spread thighs to twine through his thick hair while my other hand slides up my body to palm my heavy breasts, teasing my nipples. Flinging my head back, I arch up into his mouth, moaning his name. The whole time he holds me open as he laps and sucks, flicking his talented tongue through my sopping folds before teasing my clit until I feel like my head is going to explode from the orgasm that’s building up. Except, each time I get close enough that I’m sure I’ll fall over the edge he backs off just enough so that I don’t.

      “Jarik, please.” I beg him when I’m certain I can’t take anymore. “Please, let me come.”

      Suddenly his arms are under me again and I’m back in his lap with my knees spread around his hips and his cock standing straight up between us.

      “No coming until I’m inside you,” he orders as he urges me to rock against him. “But first, get me nice and slick.”

      I moan and shiver at the feel of him sliding through my lips and across the sensitive bundle of nerves at the top of my pussy. Each time he teases my center with the blunt head of his cock I roll my hips, trying to notch him there.

      “Not yet, bejbe.” He admonishes me with a cluck of his tongue.

      “Please,” I whimper when he teases my entrance again and again.

      “You beg so sweetly, Mercy-mine.” He groans and this time when he teases me, he doesn’t pull away. We both moan when I widen my knees and impale myself, taking every inch of him to the very root. “Ah, that’s it bejbe.  You feel so fucking good, tight and hot and taking me so fucking deep.”

      My arms go around his neck as I lift and roll my hips. Sliding almost all the way off his cock before slamming back down. His hands are on my hips and soon he’s urging me faster, until he’s meeting each slam of my hips.

      “I’m close!” I gasp as the first flutters tease my lower belly.

      “Not yet, Mercy.”

      Tightening my arms around him, I press my face against his neck. My mouth goes dry just as my belly clenches with the first tremors of my orgasm.

      “Jarik!” I gasp.

      “Not. Yet.” He gasps. His fingers are digging into my plump hips, his grip on me pinching, as our bodies slap at a tempo that would make any drummer jealous. “Almost. There.”

      But I can’t hold back. Especially not when he slides one hand down the crease of my ass and fingers my dark pucker. The moment those forbidden nerves light up I’m thrown over the edge. A ragged cry bursts from my chest and I bite down on his shoulder as my orgasm curls through me like a brushfire.

      “Mercy, fuck!” he grunts when I clamp down on him with my pussy and mouth. “Fuck yes, bite me, bejbe! Make me bleed.”

      Suddenly I’m feral. Ravenous. I don’t know what comes over me, but it’s like I channel a part of his beast. With his shoulder between my jaws, I growl as my hips work up and down his pulsing cock, drawing out my own orgasm as long as I can, biting down until the coppery taste of his blood floods my mouth. The whole time he moans my name and rocks up into me. Filling me with his cum. Telling me how good I feel. To bite him harder. My head is swimming when suddenly the door to his office bursts open and a thunder of footsteps surrounds us.
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      At the sound of the sudden intrusion, my beast bursts forward with a snarl. I’m still inside Mercy, and her pained cry cuts me but my focus is on the males who are pouring through the doorway with weapons drawn and trained on us. Before I can do more than howl at them, one of them puts the barrel of his gun to the back of Mercy’s head.

      “Don’t.” The vampire holding the weapon says calmly. “Not even your beast is faster than a bullet at point blank range. “Come with us, and she will remain unharmed. Fight, and I’ll put a bullet through her brain before you can kill me.”

      His face is familiar to me. I’m certain that he’s part of Marcus’s coven, but his name escapes me.

      “What is the meaning of this?” I growl through my half-shifted muzzle.

      “You’ll have to take that up with Marcus.”

      My chest is heaving. It would take little more than an instant to kill every male in this room. But he’s right, even in my beast form I’m no match for the speed of a bullet and I won’t risk Mercy getting hurt.

      “Leave Mercy out of this. I’m more than willing to meet with your boss.”

      The vampire smirks, “And have you massacre us like you did the coyotes? She’s our insurance that you behave until we can get you to the Den.”

      “I had nothing to do with the coyotes.” I tell them, knowing that they won’t believe anything I say. “Ask your boss. He had my brother and I tied to chairs while that was happening.”

      Several of the other vampires exchange nervous looks but the one with the gun doesn’t so much as blink.

      I jerk the shirt Mercy is wearing down her body, covering her from the males surrounding us. She moans when I lift her off my flagging cock and set her on her feet in front of me. The sharp scent of my cum fills the room as it trickles down her legs to pool on the floor between her feet as I pull my pants up. The woven threads of the stretchy fabric strain to the point of bursting around my monstrous form.

      The vampire never takes the gun from Mercy’s head or his eyes from me.

      “Shift back.” He demands.

      “You’re threatening my mate.” I growl at him. “I can’t just shift back.”

      He gives me a bored look that tells me he’s not going to budge on this.

      “Why not just kill me now?” I grit through my teeth.

      “It’s not my place,” the vampire sneers. “Although, I’d enjoy that honor very much.”

      Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath and try to convince my beast to back off.

      We can’t chance them hurting Mercy, I tell him. But as soon as she’s safe, I swear you’ll have free reign.

      My beast growls, and it’s a power struggle between us for a moment, but he slowly recedes, and I take my human form again.

      “Jarik, no.” Mercy whines into my chest. “I don’t trust them.”

      “I don’t either, but they have the upper hand.” I narrow my eyes at the vampire. “For now.”

      The vampire doesn’t seem concerned. Keeping the gun pressed against the back of her head, he steps to the side and waves for me to move. The other males, there are a dozen that I can see, and I suspect at least that many I can’t, circle us and lead us out of my house to a waiting van. As soon as we’re pushed into the back, the doors are slammed shut behind us and the vampires separate Mercy and me, forcing us to sit across from one another. They arrange themselves so that there are two on each side of us, guns drawn and trained. Before I have a chance to react, the young leader clips a thick metal collar around Mercy’s neck and when she screams and starts to fight, my beast begins to rise once more. But Marcus’s vampire minion is ready with the distraction and quickly clips a matching collar around my neck as well.

      “Don’t.” He warns me when my claws spring free to shred the metal. “Her collar is triggered to explode if you shift.”

      My beast whines and it takes all my strength to force him back down.

      “Won’t that kill everyone in this van?” I snort.

      The vampire gives me a droll look, “Apparently, we’re all expendable. So, if you have a death wish, by all means…”

      “You’ll pay for this,” I promise through gritted teeth.

      The vampire is young, probably just recently locked into his immortality, and he shrugs. “Maybe. I’m fucked no matter which side I’m on so I’m just trying to stay alive for as long as I can.” He taps the side of my collar, “In case you plan to sacrifice your mate; shift, and this will self-destruct as well and… well, even your beast can’t do much damage without a head.”

      With a snarl, I force myself to lean back into my seat, keeping my eyes on Mercy across from me. Her blue eyes are wide and locked with mine while the bitter scent of her fear is quickly filling up the small space of the van. Keeping my eyes on her, I try to connect with her through the flicking of a bond I’ve started to notice.

      Whatever it takes, I won’t let anything happen to you.

      Her eyes are locked with mine and she tips her chin in a faint nod just as the engine rumbles to life. Not once do I take my eyes off Mercy while we’re driven to the Den, where Marcus will be waiting for me. The whole time, Mercy holds my unwavering gaze with her mouth clamped shut in a thin line. My little female is terrified, and I vow to the gods that Marcus will pay dearly for putting her through this.

      It’s a short drive to our destination. We’ve barely come to a stop when the back doors open again, and the vampires are back with their guns. They go after Mercy first and I jump to my feet with a snarl, teeth snapping and claws curling out of my fingers before the vampire pup jabs at me with his fucking gun.

      “You’re going to kill her, Jarik.” He reminds me.

      I turn my snarl on him, but I’m truly trapped. “You will regret this.”

      “I’m sure I will,” he sighs, as if this is the most boring job he’s ever had, “but I have even less choice than you do about this.”

      “If you’re trying to get me to feel sorry for you, you’re wasting your breath.”

      The vampire rolls his eyes and I force myself to hold back the urge to punch him in the throat. Several guards surround Mercy and the moment they put their hands on her, I forget all about the pup and my beast rises to hover just below the surface. My roar fills the small space and several of the vampire’s step back from Mercy. Probably expecting her to explode at any moment.

      “Do not touch her!” I roar.

      “Jarik, it’s okay.” Mercy tries to cajole me. Her eyes flick to the vampires surrounding her. “They won’t hurt me because if I blow up, so will they.”

      The vampires surrounding her eye me nervously and I growl again, a little quieter this time.

      “Take her.” The vampire pup at my side orders. Then he turns to me, “As soon as she’s out of the way I’ll take you to Marcus.”

      The door slams shut as soon as Mercy exits the van.

      I hate this. I want to release my beast and rip the blood sucking punk limb from limb, and then I want to beat the rest of them with his stumps until there is nothing left but a pulpy mess. Instead, I grit my teeth and bide my time.

      An eternity passes before the door to the van opens again and the pup leads me outside. We’re at the back of the Den. The same entrance Luka and Jacob and I took before we left to find Mercy. The leech leads me through a maze of hallways and then down several flights of stairs into the very bowels of the Den, a place I’ve never spent much time in. At least not since I was a cub, and my father was faction leader. Despite my fuzzy memories, this part of the Den doesn’t seem to have changed much.

      Another vampire is waiting for us at the end of a dark hallway and pulls open a door when we arrive. It’s little more than a closet, with a clear wall. I wonder briefly what it’s made of, since even the Kevlar infused stuff wouldn’t be strong enough to keep me from breaking through. As soon as I’m shoved inside, the door slams shut and bolts.

      Across the room, on the other side of what is likely enchanted glass, is Marcus.
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      Even though I fight them each step of the way with everything I have, the two guards pull me out of the van and into the building with ease. They appear human, but their strength is a giveaway that they are not. So is the way their eyes flash in the dim light. Are they shifters? I recall noticing Yesenia’s eyes did that sometimes, but I just assumed I was seeing things.

      The further away from the van I’m taken, the faster my heart starts beating and my skin starts to crawl. This isn’t a part of the Den that I saw the last time I was here. It feels wrong to be here without Jarik. Not knowing what might be happening to him, especially now that our lives are tethered by these collars, has me terrified.

      They take me down a hall with doors lining each side to the very end, where another set of guards are waiting for me. To my surprise, the room they put me in looks more like a sitting room, than a jail cell. There is an overstuffed armchair with a matching love seat, a coffee table with travel magazines from at least ten years ago and knock off Ansel Adams framed prints on the walls. There is even a fake palm tree in the corner with a layer of dust coating the fronds.

      Only one of the guards leads me inside and the door is shut behind us. Guess they aren’t taking any chances by leaving me alone. The corners of my lips twitch a little at the thought that I might be considered that dangerous. Or maybe—more likely—they aren’t taking any chances with Jarik because there isn’t a doubt in my mind that he will move heaven and hell to come get me.

      The guard lets out a heavy sigh and crosses the room to the armchair. Grabbing one of the magazines off the coffee table, he drops into the chair and props his feet up with a heavy sigh before making himself comfortable.

      “So, what kind of monster are you?” I ask him, as I make my way to the love seat across from him.

      He gives me a disinterested look over his magazine, then bares a set of wickedly sharp fangs.

      “Oooh, vampire huh.” I curl my legs under me and lean against the arm rest trying not to let on that I had no idea that Vampires were real. What else is out there? Big Foot? Chupacabra? The Loch Ness Monster? “Guess that’s why you came for us in the middle of the night. It would be kind of awkward to try to walk us to the van only to burst into flames.”

      He ignores me and turns the page of his magazine.

      The silence in the room stretches until it turns oppressive. I try browsing one of the magazines, picking at my nails, counting ceiling tiles, but each passing moment leaves me feeling more and more twitchy. Until I’m finally able to put my finger on what, at least part of my problem is. Somewhere deep down, I’m feeling emotions that aren’t mine. How do I know they aren’t mine? Because these are volatile. A churning abyss of rage and worry while I’m only dealing with boredom.

      Don’t get me wrong, I’m scared to death, but I don’t feel like I could take the entire Den apart, brick by brick, to get to what I desire most.

      Without a doubt, I’m somehow channeling Jarik’s feelings right now. Which means he’s alive. Which, I guess I figured since I’m still alive too. But whatever is happening to him, isn’t good.

      Something must have happened when I bit Jarik. I mean, that’s how it works in the books, right? Of course, it’s usually the other way around—and to be fair, there were subtle changes after he bit me first. But this is real life so who knows how it’s supposed to work. And if I can feel his emotions, maybe he can feel mine?

      Settle down, monster-man. I think as hard as I can. I’m counting on you to have a clear head to rescue us from this mess.

      Then I think about how much he’s come to mean to me. I’m not ready to admit the L-word yet, I’ve barely known him for… well, it definitely hasn’t been long enough to be falling in love. But I care for him. Like, a lot. Way more than I probably should.

      I twist around so I’m lying across the love seat and my legs are draped over the opposite end. It takes some adjusting because the collar keeps digging into the back of my neck.

      “So, about this collar,” I ask as I pull it into a more comfortable spot. “What does it do? Is it one sided, or will Jarik’s blow up if I do something.”

      The vampire glances up at me over his magazine. “It’s just a receiver so it’s not linked to Jarik’s like his is to yours. Unless you try to take it off, then it will trigger the explosive and you’ll be dead.”

      I freeze and then promptly sit up so that I’m no longer lying on the bomb around my neck.

      “There isn’t a timer on this, is there?” I think back to a news story I saw once about a guy who had a bomb around his neck and was told to rob a bank within a certain amount of time, but the police detained him and when the time ran out… boom.

      My guard looks up at me and sighs. “No.” Then goes back to gazing longingly at sunny beaches.

      Well, that’s comforting at least.

      Time stretches. The room is painfully silent, except for the rustling of magazine pages. With nothing else to do or keep my mind alert, I start to grow drowsy. Every now and then I think I feel a twinge of emotion, mostly irritation, in the back of my mind that I think might be Jarik. But it’s always there and gone again before I can decipher what I’m really feeling.

      I catch myself nodding off when there is a bang on the door. My head snaps up and the vampire and I both turn to look at each other and then back at the door. We hear a scratching sound next and then the door flings open with enough force, it hits the wall.

      “Really? How hard is it to unlock a door?” comes a haughty voice before a tall familiar redhead strides into the small room.

      My stomach drops.

      “Isabelle? What are you doing—” the vampire stammers.

      “Your job.” She snaps at him before turning a hateful gaze on me. Carefully painted red lips curl up into the scariest smile I’ve ever seen. “Hello, again.”

      “Oh, shit.” I mutter.
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      I’m not in the dungeon for long before a new group of vampires, led by the same young shit as before, swarm the room. Guns are drawn and pointed at all my sensitive spots while they snap a pair of silver manacles around my wrists. The skin around the silver immediately starts to sear from the poisoned alloy and I bite back a hiss of pain.

      I’m roughly led to another part of the Den, to a room I’m very familiar with. As a matter of fact, it was once my father’s office. As soon as I’m shoved through the entrance, it becomes apparent that any resemblance to the familiar space I remember has been erased. Instead of bookshelves filled with the history of the factions, there is now a St. Andrews cross* and all manner of other BDSM paraphernalia. Where my father’s desk once sat is a thick throne-like chair and sitting in it like some medieval king, is Marcus.

      Yanking my arm out of the young vampire’s grip, I manage two steps towards Marcus before the little shit lands a kick to the back of my leg, sending me to my knees.

      “Ah, Jarik, so glad you could come.” Marcus says, looking down his beaky nose at me.

      As much as I don’t want to rise to his goading, I can’t hold back the snarl that slips past my bared teeth.

      “That’s unnecessary,” he sighs. “I was so hoping we could have a rational discussion, you and I.”

      “If you wanted me rational, you wouldn’t have taken my female.”

      Marcus wrinkles his nose when he sniffs. “Your kind is so feral with the way you covet your mates like they are children.”

      I laugh. Mercy could never be mistaken as a child. She’s brave, strong, and fierce. There is nothing needy or weak about her or about the bond we share. If anything, she’s inadvertently made me stronger, with the need to protect. Not that I’m going to explain any of this to him.

      “What do you want, Marcus,” I snap instead.

      The smirk he’s been wearing vanishes as he leans forward. “Your fealty.”

      “No.”

      He leans back into his massive chair as if whatever he is planning next is of the greatest inconvenience. I tense and my beast surges forward, preparing for what is coming. But neither of us anticipate—

      “Jarik?”

      I swing around at the sound of Mercy’s voice to see Isabelle dragging her into the room. Mercy’s hands are bound behind her back and the redheaded bitch has a wickedly curved knife pressed to the underside of her chin where there are several small nicks from her carelessness.

      Isabelle grins at me over Mercy’s head with a wild glint in her eerie amber eyes. Her red hair is practically floating around her head and shoulders with her manic energy. My attention swings between her and Marcus, who looks irritated at her sudden arrival, while I try to come up with a plan to get both of us out of this cluster fuck of a mess.

      “She’s not part of this,” I hiss.

      “I disagree,” Marcus says smugly. “She is the missing piece that will force you to my side. I thought I could gain favor without you. I thought that being alpha of alpha’s would be enough, but no.” His mouth twists and his eyes fill with hate. “You have more backing than you realize. So I need your alliance before someone thinks they can challenge me.”

      My heart starts to pound and my stomach clenches. Just beneath my skin, my beast is writhing at the danger Mercy is in, because Marcus is right to be afraid of a challenge. Especially from me.

      “You have to know that you’ll get nothing from me by harming her.” I snarl through gritted teeth. “Kill her and I’ll make you kill me, and I swear to you I’ll take you with me.”

      “Do you really think you’re any match for us?” Isabelle cackles.

      I don’t miss the look Marcus shoots her, but she doesn’t seem to notice his warning and keeps running her mouth.

      “You could have been the leader of all factions, but you proved to everyone that you were too weak,” she spits. “And then you latched onto a human,” she spits out the word as if it leaves a bad taste in her mouth, “which just further proves how weak you are. To think I wanted to join with you.”

      “Isabelle, that’s enough.” Marcus warns her, but she’s on a roll, her body vibrating with her fury rocking from side to side with the knife still pressed to the throbbing vein that runs up the side of Mercy’s throat.

      “What do you even see in this creature? Hm? Her life span is a mere blink to ours.” Isabelle presses her cheek to Mercy’s and inhales. “She smells nice, though. Is that what has your dick hard all the time?”

      My lips peel back to bare my teeth at her when she drags her tongue over Mercy’s cheek.

      “Mm,” Isabelle moans as Mercy turns her head away in disgust. “Does she taste good everywhere?” She hitches my female harder against her and presses the knife deeper into her neck. “What if we shared her, one last time before—"

      At the very suggestion my beast surges and I remember the consequences and catch myself just as I start to shift. Isabelle staggers back with a maniacal laugh only to come to a sudden stop when her nostrils flare.

      “Oops.”

      Rivulets of bright red blood begin to trickle down the side of Mercy’s neck and Isabelle’s teeth elongate at the same time her pupils dilate.

      “Oh, Jarik,” Isabelle moans as she lowers her mouth to the side of Mercy’s neck. “You naughty boy, you’ve been holding out on us. Marcus, can you smell this?”

      Marcus is rigid in his throne and appears equally affected by the scent of Mercy’s blood.  “Isabelle, let the girl go,” he bites out.

      It’s too late, though.

      My beast is surging and I’m just barely keeping him from fully bursting out. Unphased that if I set off the collar everyone will be caught in the supposed explosion, Isabelle meets my eyes and leans in to lap at Mercy’s blood with her pointed pink tongue.

      The small room fills with my beast’s feral growl as he struggles to break free. The vampire at my back tightens his grip on me. “Don’t,” he pleads.

      Channeling my beast’s strength, I break free of his grip and then turn on him. My bound hands strike out to wrap around his throat, digging my claws into the veins that run up both sides of his neck.

      “Unlock the collar.” I snarl, pulling him in close until our noses nearly touch. “Or I’ll shift and kill all of us.”

      “Cassius,” Marcus warns. “Do not…”

      The young vamp’s eyes dart between Marcus and me.

      “Cassius,” I growl. “Don’t let him use you as fodder for his own machinations.”

      His jaw clenches and I see the moment he makes the decision to live.

      Reaching into his pocket, he pulls out a flat metal placket that he, none too gently, slams against the side of the collar. There is a click, the lock disengages, and I’m able to rip it from around my neck. Throwing my head back, I shift with a piercing roar.

      Isabelle staggers back with Mercy held in front of her like a shield until her back hits the wall. My beasts head swivels from her to Marcus, who is sitting frozen, before latching onto Isabelle and Mercy.

      My beast towers over both females in this form, and where Mercy looks appropriately frightened, Isabelle is grinning. At least the knife has fallen away from my female’s throat and I’m relieved to see the flowing blood seems to be superficial.

      “Close your eyes, Mercy.” I growl as I shatter the manacles binding me and lift my clawed hand. Isabelle’s eyes keep flicking over at where Marcus hasn’t moved and, for the first time, she looks concerned.

      I’m not surprised when my girl refuses to back down or cower. Instead, she jerks her chin up defiantly, holding onto my gaze.

      “My brave girl,” I growl before I bring my arm back for the killing blow. Before I get any further than that there is a commotion behind me. Mercy’s eyes flick to the side and widen a second before something hits me from the side, knocking me across the room.
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      One moment Jarik is looming over me, his arm drawn back and claws out, prepared to put an end to Isabelle. The next something huge careens into him and he’s knocked to the side. The hit takes Isabelle’s attention away long enough to allow me to spin out of her grasp. She’s watching the two monsters battling across the room when I manage to grapple the knife away from her with a strength that surprises us both.

      Her eyes narrow at me when I press the sharp tip to the base of her throat.

      “Do you really think you can kill me?” she goads me. “A puny human?”

      I scoff, “Obviously not.” I lean into her, pressing until a drop of crimson wells up around the tip of the blade. “But I bet this will slow you the fuck down.”

      I put my full weight behind slamming the knife through her windpipe and watch her eyes go round with surprise. My arms jar when the tip penetrates to the opposite side, scraping past vertebrae to lodge in the stone wall behind her.

      An unholy howl raises up and I look over just as Jarik is tossed aside and the other beast, silver to Jarik’s black, comes at me. His eyes glint red, and I let go of the knife to stagger back. Before he makes it to me, Jarik is between us again, protecting me. His beast is bulkier, but the other is taller and he snarls while something unspoken passes between them.

      The other beast turns to look at where Isabelle has slid to the ground, leaving a smear of blood down the wall behind her. Her eyes are rolled back and she’s gasping like a fish, trying to breathe around the blade lodged in her throat. My eyes dart across the room to where Marcus is watching this take place, but he doesn’t look like he’s in any hurry to put a stop to it.

      The silver beast’s head swivels between Jarik before he crouches over Isabelle, lifting her gently into his arms before bolting from the room. When he’s gone, Jarik turns his attention to me. His eyes rake over me from head to toe and when he lifts his clawed hand placing it against the side of my face, it nearly swallows my entire head.

      “I’m okay,” I assure him, leaning into his touch. Movement behind him catches my attention to where Marcus is slipping from his throne and slinking toward the doorway like a thief. “You’d better get him.”

      Jarik chuffs and I’m pretty sure the look he’s giving me is his beast’s version of a grin. He spins around just as Marcus slips out of the room and into the hallway. A final glance at me says, stay here, and then he’s gone.

      Everything that just happened hits me hard. My knees and hands start to tremble, and I sag against the wall. A roar outside the room makes me jump. A few moments later it’s followed by the sounds of pounding footsteps, and I watch as a dozen…people?... race past the doorway. One of them slows and peeks inside the room at me. It takes me a moment to recognize him as the bear shifter that helped rescue me from the cabin.

      “Jacob?” I call out.

      “Are you alright?” He looks down the hall and then back at me.

      I nod.

      “Where is Jarik?” he asks.

      I point in the direction everyone was running. “He went after Marcus.”

      Jacob nods. “Stay here.” Then he’s running again.

      “Where am I going to go?” I mutter to myself.  Folding my arms across my chest and slouching further into the wall while I listen to what sounds like a battle raging. There are screams followed by growls and howls. Cheers and jeers. Each one louder than the last.

      Curiosity is riding me to go see what’s happening, but self-preservation holds me back. At least until a great roar, followed by what I can only describe as a death scream, echoes through the hallways. My stomach clenches and my heart stutters. Jarik! Oh, God. Please don’t let it have been him.

      Before I can talk myself out of it, I push to my feet and sprint out of the room, heading in the direction of everyone else.
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      My beast catches up to Marcus just outside the theater.

      “Let’s discuss this as men,” he pleads. I don’t miss the quiver in his voice or the frantic way his eyes dart around, searching for help that will never come. This thing between us has been a long time coming and anyone stupid enough to get in my way will be delt with swiftly.

      “No,” I tell him, flatly. “I challenge you, Marcus, for the position of head of all factions. A role that is rightfully mine. That you stole from me when you killed my father.” My head cocks to the side, “Did you even challenge him, like you claim? Or did you stab him in the back like the coward you really are?”

      His eyes continue to cast furtive glances for some kind of escape. There is none.

      “It won’t be a true challenge by using your beast.” He sputters.

      “You’ll be dead either way, so it won’t matter.” When I take a step toward him, he scurries backward.

      “Please, Jarik. Don’t—I showed your female mercy. Kept her safe when I had every right to punish her for your transgressions.” He’s begging now.

      My ears perk and my sensitive hearing picks out the cadence of hurried strides coming from a dozen or more rapidly approaching bodies. Word travels fast within the Den, but if they’ve come to stop me it’s too late. I will finally have my revenge.

      I stalk my prey as the theater quickly fills with members of the brotherhood. Eyes searching over the sea of familiar faces, I notice that Luka is missing, and Jacob is standing at the back. To my surprise no one comes forward to assist Marcus. I would have thought at least a handful would. But no. This soon becomes apparent to the vampire, as well.

      “Where is your fealty to me?” Marcus hisses at the gathered Brotherhood. “I order you to stop this! Don’t you see what is happening? Jarik has gone feral and must be put down!”

      “This is a challenge, Marcus. No one is allowed to intervene,” Jacob speaks up as he makes his way to the front. “You, out of all of us, should know that.”

      “This isn’t a challenge!” Spittle flies from his mouth as he backs away from me until he’s pressed to the stage. “This is a coup.”

      “Call it what you like,” my beast growls. “The end will be the same regardless.”

      Desperation finally wins out and Marcus bears wickedly sharp fangs at me. Venom drips from the tips and he hisses at me, just like the snake he really is, before he lunges. He has a millennia of years on me, but he’s never been a warrior. Not like my beast. That’s not to say he is without skill or weapons. One slice of his poisoned fangs and I’ll be incapacitated, and he’s fast, even for vampire standards.

      Marcus screams when he lunges. My eyes can hardly keep up with the blur of movement, but my reflexes react instinctively. Coming at me with fangs and claws aiming for my carotid, I manage to step to the side just before he reaches me. Wrapping my arms around his torso I pull him against me so that I can clamp my jaws around the side of his neck instead.

      He howls with indignation.

      His bitter blood floods my mouth when I bite and pull until his head separates from his body.

      The room is utterly silent as I toss him aside, savoring the two separate splats he makes when he hits the ground. My chest is heaving as my beast tips his head back and howls in victory. My other side is a bit more subdued. Already, the weight of what just happened is weighing on me. As is the silence that surrounds me.

      I am Alpha of Alphas.

      I should be happy. This is my birthright, after all. A title that was stolen from me. Turning a disgusted look at Marcus’s mutilated body, I spit. My beast wants to piss on it, but it’s that moment I hear the sweetest sound.

      “Jarik?” Mercy’s voice echoes through the theater. “Oh, my god!”

      The gathered crowd ripples as she pushes her way through toward me. I barely have time to catch her when she flings herself at me, despite the fact I’m covered in blood and still in my beast form.

      “Are you okay?” she asks, burying her face against my neck as her arms and legs curl around me.

      My beast chuffs with amusement before sinking back below the surface, giving our much safer human body to our mate. My arms band around her, one hand sliding under her hair to cup the back of her head, while the other holds her against me.

      “Bejbe,” I whisper against the side of her face, “I could not be better, now that I have you in my arms.”

      I don’t miss the contented little sigh she makes. Or the way she tenses when she looks to the side, where Marcus lies.

      “Did you make him suffer?” she asks.

      Of all the things she could have asked me, I was not prepared for that.

      “Not enough.” I admit.

      “Hmm. Too bad.”

      My cock goes rock hard, and my hand tightens in her hair, pulling her head back so that I can look at her and then I groan before crushing my lips to hers. Her tongue meets mine in a hungry dance, flooding my senses with her sweet taste and I savor the sting when she curls her blunt nails into my back.

      Someone clears their throat. Loudly. Reminding me that we’re far from alone, not that I give a shit, but the way Mercy tenses in my arms suggests that she might.

      Reluctantly, I pull away from my mate’s sweet kiss and slowly lower her to her feet, making sure to drag her down the length of my body so she can feel just how she affects me. Lifting my eyes to the brotherhood, I’m shocked to find them all kneeling.

      “Oh, hell no. Get on your feet!” I bark at them. “There will be none of that bullshit.”

      Laughter peppers the theater, and everyone slowly returns to their feet.

      “I assume you’ll be choosing your own council,” Jacob says as he makes his way to my side.

      “As soon as Yesenia is able, I want you, my brother and her to meet with me. I will make my council announcement then.” My eyes scan the Brotherhood. “For now, I’m going to tend to my mate. In the meantime, I want all of Marcus’s shit out of my father’s office.”

      “What should we do with it?” one of the shifters asks.

      “I don’t care.” I’m already making my way to the exit with my arm slung around Mercy’s shoulders, but then I pause to glance down at her. “Unless you’d like to keep some of it?”

      “I don’t know what most of that stuff even is,” she whispers with a shake of her head.

      My lips spread in a grin, and I turn back to the crowd. “On second thought, move the cross to the mirror room. And take that room out of circulation, I’m claiming it as my private quarters for when we stay here.”

      “The mirror room?” Mercy asks.

      Of course, she doesn’t remember. “I’ll show you.” My cock twitches and I change directions, taking her deeper into the Den, to the room where all of this started.

      When I push the heavy door open, I watch her face to get her first reaction. Will she have the same reaction as when I first brought her here? Back then, she was terrified, but I didn’t miss the look of awe she gave this room. Today is no different. Her mouth falls open and her eyes round as she takes everything in. This time she walks in willingly, leaving me behind as she heads straight to the tantric chair. The leather covered curved seat at the foot of the huge bed. She trails her fingers across the humps and looks back at me with a smirk.

      “Did we use this?” she asks.

      I shake my head and my hand goes to my straining cock, rubbing it through the thin pants as I think about having her bent over the leather and ready for me. The grin she gives me over her shoulder tells me she is thinking the same.

      “So, how does this work?” she asks as she examines the rounded humps. One small, then a dip like a saddle, before curving into a much larger hump.

      I shove down my pants and kick them away as I cross the room. Reaching for her, I spin her so she’s facing away from me, then maneuver her so she’s kneeling in the dip and bent over the taller hump. She’s still only wearing my shirt, which I quickly pull over her head before straddling the chair behind her.

      Her ass is at the perfect height, and I don’t bother checking to see if she’s ready for me. I can smell her sweet arousal. Pulling her cheeks apart, I line up my cock with her glistening entrance and shove inside, seating every inch in a single thrust.

      “Oh, fuck!” Her head kicks back and I wrap my hand around the front of her throat so I can feel her swallow against my palm. I don’t squeeze, just hold my hand there, resting my fingers against the sides of her neck. Right over the veins that I can constrict at my pleasure.

      Her fingers dimple the leather as I fuck her. My hips pounding into her, my hand at her throat pulling her back, forcing her to arch against me. I grunt with each smack of my hips, loving the way her ass jiggles with each thrust.

      “That’s it, Mercy. You take my cock so well. Always so ready for me,” I grunt as I lean over her. Tilting her chin up, I press my lips to her forehead. “Can you feel me? Can you feel how hard I am for you.”

      “Yes!” she gasps. “Yes, I can feel you. You’re so deep.”

      My beast growls and I fuck her harder. Faster. Driving both of us closer and closer to the edge.

      “I’m gonna knot you.” I pant. “Gonna fill you so full of my cum it’ll be leaking out of you for the rest of the week. Everyone will smell me on you, in you, and know that you’re mine.”

      Her breath catches and the scent of her arousal flares. “Please. Jarik, please, make me yours,” she moans.

      “And am I yours, Mercy-mine?” I grunt. “Do I belong to you the way you belong to me?”

      “Fuck, yes! Yes, y-yessss—” Her cunt clamps down on me and starts to pulse as I drive her into an intense orgasm.

      “That’s it, bejbe,” I whisper as my knot starts to swell. “I love feeling you come for me.”

      She curls forward and presses her forehead to the chair as she drives herself back, forcing herself onto my knot as she keens and moans.

      “That’s my good girl. Let me in.” My head kicks back as my hips slam against her ass, forcing more of my cock into her tight little cunt with each thrust. When my knot starts to stretch her, she squeals but doesn’t pull back. Instead, my little female arches back, pressing into the stretch. “Fuck, Mercy. Watching you take my knot is so godsdamn hot.”

      Another thrust has the first lash of cum erupting from the tip of my cock just as my knot fully slips inside of her, locking behind her pubic bone and sealing us together.

      “Oh, shit,” She pants. “I can feel you coming in me.”

      “Uhn! Coming so hard for you, bejbe.”

      I rock against her with each pulse of my cock as my fingers dig into her hips, hard enough I’m sure I’ll leave bruises on her perfect skin. By the time my orgasm begins to ebb, sweat is dripping from my forehead onto her back and my legs are shaking.

      With my knot still locked deep inside her, I wrap her in my arms and pull her against my chest so that she’s laying on top of me as I slide down into the saddle of the chair. She’s just as sweaty as I am, her breaths quivering on every exhale, as our heartrates gradually slow from a gallop to a more normal rhythm.

      “Is it weird that I want to tell you that I love you?” she asks as she turns her head to look up at me. Her blunt little teeth bite down into her lower lip making me want to swipe my tongue over the spot, soothing away the sting of her bite.

      “No,” I answer.

      “But I hardly know you.”

      “Your soul knows me,” I tell her, tightening my arms around her. “We’re bonded in a way that is more than love. We were created for each other. Perfectly matched by the gods. Or maybe fate.”

      Mercy hums, nuzzling against my shoulder. “Because you bit me?”

      “No. I knew even before that. Biting just solidified things.”

      She goes quiet and I start to wonder if she’s fallen asleep, until she suddenly speaks up again. “I liked it when you bit me. Can you only do it once?”

      My cock jumps inside her at the thought of her body covered in my bites and we both moan. When the little minx rolls her head to the side, displaying the opposite shoulder than the one that already bares my claiming bite, my beast starts to purr.

      “My cock isn’t enough for you?” I growl, deep and low. “You need my teeth sunk deep, too?”

      She moans as my hand slides down over the soft swell of her belly to tease the patch of soft curls above her sex. Letting her legs fall open for me so I can slide my fingers through the soft petals of her sex to tease where she’s stretched so wide around me. Her cunt clenches and then flutters around me, and my deflating knot swells again.

      Dragging my nose across her soft cheek and down the side of her neck, my fingers drag through her soft folds to the tight little nub of her clit.

      “Are you sure you want my bite, bejbe?” I ask her as my teeth lengthen to sharp points.

      Her hips jump. “Yes. Please, Jarik!’

      My cock pulses and I shoot another load of cum into her tight body.

      “Fuck, am I ever going to get enough of you?”

      “I hope not,” she says with a breathy sigh.

      My beast starts purring for her again. “I know not.”

      My lips pull back and I bite deeply into the top of her shoulder, groaning when her coppery blood fills my mouth. I’ve already claimed her, so this bite isn’t as powerful as the first, but it’s still enough to send her hips rocking and both of us orgasming together. Pressing my feet to the floor I thrust up into her until she’s screaming my name as she comes around my knot, fucking her with my jaws clamped down on the top of her shoulder until we’re boneless. Wrapped in each other, I barely have the energy to lap my bite closed before we’re dragged into a sated, exhausted sleep.
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      One year later…

      A light tap drags my attention away from the contracts I’ve been going over for the last several hours. I rub at my eyes and lean back in my chair.

      “Yeah?” My eyes focus on the doorway of my office, and I can’t hold back the grin that spreads across my lips at the sight that greets me.

      Leaning against the door frame is my mate. Her hair is pulled back from her beautiful face into a high ponytail, and she’s wearing leggings under a long tunic that shows off the rounded bump where our son is cradled just beneath her heart. He’s not due to arrive for at least another month, and I’m already overwhelmed with excitement to finally meet him.

      “I was just going to tell you that I’m heading home,” she says, rubbing a hand over her pregnant stomach. “Will you be much longer?”

      Dragging my eyes from the decadent sight of my expectant mate, I growl down at the contracts I’ve been trying to fix for most of the day. If I’d realized how much paperwork would consume me as Alpha of Alpha’s, I would have told the Brotherhood to go fuck themselves. Then I would have taken my mate and ran for the hills.

      I gather the papers into a pile and drop them into the file next to my desk—actually, my father’s desk. I still can’t believe Jacob was able to track it down after Marcus sold it. The rest of the office has been put back to rights, as well. The sex dungeon has been moved to another part of the Den—except for the St. Andrews Cross, which resides in Mercy and my private room. I set fire to the throne, with Marcus sitting in it, his head placed in his lap so he could suck his own dick while I sent his soul to hell.

      Mercy said that was a bit much, but I still get a chuckle out of it.

      “I’m done,” I announce, standing and stretching my back. “What would you like for dinner?”

      My arm curls around her shoulders as I walk her into the hall, closing the door behind us while I wonder at what point I became so domesticated. No doubt it’ll get worse when the baby comes. I can’t wait. Fuck anyone who thinks I’ve gone soft. I was never hard; I just didn’t give a shit. I had nothing to give a shit about. Now, everything I care about is tucked against my side.

      “I’ve been craving Ossobuco from that little Italian place you took me just before we found out I was pregnant.” She licks her lips, and her stomach lets out a rumble that has my cock going instantly hard.

      The first thing I did as soon as Mercy was truly mine was to treat her to every luxury she’s ever missed out on. The second thing was to cut all ties to her father. Last I checked, the worthless male was close to being evicted from his shit hole apartment because he was still wasting his paychecks on blow and beer.

      Nothing makes me happier than spoiling my mate. Well, almost nothing.

      “I should fuck you first then, because that food will put you straight to sleep.”

      She hums and I smell the bloom of her arousal. Fuck. Maybe I should take her to the mirror room. Our private room when we’re here at the Den.

      Before I have a chance to spin us around, Yesenia comes around the corner and waves at us.

      “Jarik! I was hoping to catch you before you left for the day.” Her golden eyes sparkle when they turn to Mercy. “And how is my God Son?”

      “Active,” Mercy laughs, cupping her hands under the heavy bump. “I can’t imagine how much bigger he’s going to get, I’m already huge!”

      I press a kiss to the side of her temple with a rumble of affection before turning back to Yesenia, “What do you need before we go?” Guess there won’t be time to stop by our room, after all.

      “I wanted to tell you that we found Carlos. They have him at the cabin.” Her eyes sparkle again. “Do you want to be there when we…handle him?”

      Yesenia’s father, Carlos, was the leader of the coyote shifters and has been on the run for the last year after trying to kill almost his entire faction, simply because they were loyal to Yesenia instead of him. I knew it would only be a matter of time before she caught up with him.

      “That won’t be necessary,” I say. “I want a full report when you’re finished with him though.”

      She starts to turn away but then turns back to us. “Oh, one more thing.” I don’t miss the way her eyes dart to Mercy. “Is it true you’re starting up the auctions again?”

      That was my first act as faction leader, to abolish the auctions. But I wasn’t prepared for the backlash, specifically from the females who wanted to be auctioned, that caused. So, for the last year, with Mercy’s help and input from all the other factions, we’ve been reworking the contracts needed to make sure something like what happened to my mate won’t happen again.

      “Yes. The next auction is being held on the next full moon. Luka is helping me go through the applications for the women wanting to attend.” I shake my head, “I had no idea how many there would be.”

      When Isabelle oversaw the auctions there was never more than a handful of females that made it onstage. Now I’m realizing it wasn’t from lack of eager and available women. Since she’s gone to ground, and my brother refuses to talk about her, there is no way to ask her so all I can do is start over from scratch.

      Yesenia nods and starts backing away. “Good. I never agreed with how Isabelle ran things. I always suspected she cherry picked and set up the auctions somehow. This will give everyone much more of a chance.”

      “That’s what I’m hoping,” I agree, just as Mercy’s stomach lets out another growl. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, my mate has a craving for expensive Italian food.”

      Yesenia laughs and waves at us before disappearing back the way she came.

      “Hmm, I suppose this means no dessert before dinner?” I grumble as we hurry down the halls and out into the underground parking garage.

      “I promise, you’ll get your dessert,” she says as I help her into the Lincoln Nautilus. I bought it for her the second I scented she was pregnant. She and our cub needed the safest car, and this had the best ratings.

      Before we make it out of the garage, she ducks her head under the shoulder belt and leans across my lap.

      “Bejbe, what are you—”

      Her nimble fingers undo my pants and, before I can do more than groan, she has my cock in her hand and her tongue circling the tip.

      “Fuck! What do you think you’re doing? Hmm?” I grunt as I pull into the first parking spot I can find. Shoving the SUV into park, I lean back in my seat and wrap my hand around her ponytail. “That’s it, Mercy, open up for me, bejbe.”

      Her lip’s part around my crown and she follows her tongue down my cock until her lips are wrapped around the base.

      “Fuck, that’s right.” My hips start to pulse, fucking the back of her throat and holding her head so she can’t pull back. When she gags, I ease her back before gently pressing her down once again. “You suck me so good. Are you ready for my cum?”

      She hums and I grunt as the first spurt sears up my shaft.

      “All the way.” I press her back to the base of me. “Here it comes.”

      I love the way her throat works around me as she swallows every drop. When my knot starts to swell, I pull her back. Her face is flushed and there is a string of saliva and cum drooling off her bottom lip.

      With my hand still clutching her hair, I pull her to my lips and thrusting my tongue against hers, tasting myself as I kiss her hard enough to bruise. We’re both panting when I pull back and tuck myself back into my pants. I don’t miss the way her legs are rubbing together, or how the SUV is filled with the heady scent of her arousal.

      “Do you need to come, my love?” I growl as I release her hair and stroke the back of my fingers down the side of her face. “Because I think I should make you wait until after a nice, leisurely dinner for pulling that stunt.”

      Her mouth drops open, and I brush my thumb across her bottom lip and then inside her mouth, groaning when she wraps her lips around it and sucks.

      “Definitely gonna make you wait.” Pulling my hand free, I put the SUV back into drive and pull out into traffic while Mercy folds her arms across her chest and quietly smirks. Telling me this was her plan the whole time.

      

      The end.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        This concludes the Mercy and Jarik trilogy.
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        Jacob’s story will be next.
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        * * *

      

      Thank you so much for reading the final book in my debut dark monster erotic romance trilogy. Don’t fret, this isn’t the end of the Monster Gentleman’s Club. Be sure to follow me on Instagram @poppywritergirl to stay up to date on new stories that I’m writing around the Den auctions.

      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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      It’s always the quiet ones you need to worry about, and Poppy is certainly that. She likes secluded corners, empty coffee shops, and loud music that helps her imagination run wild.

      She loves to hear from her readers. The best way to reach out is through IG @poppywritergirl, but you can also email her at authorpoppyaster@gmail.com

      
        [image: Instagram icon] Instagram

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Poppy Aster

          

        

      

    

    
      Monster Gentleman’s Club: Dark Paranormal Romance

      *check content warnings

      DEFILED

      DISCARDED

      DESTINED

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Writing SFR as Deysi O’Donal

      Earth’s Bounty series

      Anna’s Bounty : Book One

      Bela’s Bounty : Book Two

      Igid’s Bounty : Book Three

      Shae’s Bounty : Book Four

      Earth’s Bounty novella’s

      Deja’s Bounty

      Naryn’s Bounty

      Sasha’s Bounties

    

  

cover.jpeg
MONSTER GENTLEMAN’S CLUB

BOOK THREE /\

"3

ﬁOPP\’ ASTER







