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Wicked For You Erzabet Bishop 

  

 True love awaits.  Passion burns bright… 

Carrick is an Alpha werewolf preparing for the annual Pack Gathering. Pack law dictates he must have a mate by his thirty-sixth year or forfeit his rule. But what if he’s already found her and lost her in a swirl of cinnamon-scented dreams?  Can this Alpha  brave a sea of single wolfy females to find the one woman who enchanted his heart? 

 She’s a kitty girl, in a wolfy world… 

Sage is the curvy owner of the Hot Whips Café. Bound by pack law, even as an adopted cat, she must attend the Gathering for the Alpha to select a new mate. Heading to a wolf ball isn’t high on her list of fun activities, but damned if she can’t get the image of a certain amber-eyed wolf out of her head. 
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Dedication 

To my husband and my furry pack of kiddos. I love you to the moon and back. 



Wicked For You Prologue 

“Keep your wits about you.” Mogul, Carrick’s father, crouched low, his gaze filtering down the dark hallway of Westmore House. “The other wolves should be subdued by now. Justin knows I’m coming for him. And his cronies in office. Their vile abuse of the pack has gone on long enough.” The older wolf scowled, his salt and pepper beard cropped close to his face. His full mane of hair matched his beard but when he shifted, his beast bore only the black fur of a much younger man. Mogul wore only a loose fitting pair of sweats, ready to shift at a moment’s notice. 

Carrick followed his lead, having donned a pair of cutoffs that had seen better days. Once he shifted they’d be destroyed. If his father had his way, after tonight, their responsibilities would grow in leaps and bounds and he’d need every spare dollar to rebuild a house and its people that had fallen into ruin. Not with any help from the council. 

His father and the elders of the pack had been at odds for years. How they stood by and watched while Justin ran everything into the ground didn’t make any kind of sense. 

Unless he thought about the last council meeting his father informed him about. Key members of the council and Justin’s main supporters wanted to sell off chunks of pack land to human developers but some of the old guard held out. Like Carrick’s father. Their mates and daughters taken to prove a point. 

Follow or be crushed. 
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The revolt against the tyranny and outright crazy from their Alpha had resulted in the wolves being outed to the human media when one of Justin’s wolves attacked and killed a woman in town in full view of any and all bystanders.  Some of them had captured the event on their cell phones, turning the debacle into a full on media campaign against shifters. The council said nothing against it, feeding the fuel for unrest. 

Threatened by public scrutiny and their homicidal leader, any room for compromise for the pack was long since over. When Justin took his sister, the line had been drawn. 

Wolves  would die. All they could hope for was minimal casualties while they rebuilt the pack and established some kind of normal, nonthreatening status with the humans. If they won. 

His side burned as the wound from the altercation outside made itself known. Two of the wolves got away and right now his closest in rank under his father, Reid, chased them down with one order. No clemency. From the look on his face when Carrick told him about Jess, he recognized mercy wouldn’t be an option. 

But he’d been gone a long time and waiting for reinforcements remained out of the question. Everyone else either helped survivors or tracked down the degenerate fuckers who’d instigated the rapes and abductions in the first place. All in the name of greed. 

Fuck. This night could not get any worse. 

His flesh crawled with anticipation and he brought his hand up to test the spot and winced, drawing away fingers covered in blood. 
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“You all right?” Mogul eyed him, his gaze moving to the blood shining black in the darkness. 

“I’m fine. We have to find Jess.” Carrick followed behind, eager to dispatch the evil bastard who’d been the impetus of their pack’s deterioration. His sister was here somewhere and he meant to find her or die trying. He lifted his nose to the air in an effort to locate her scent. 

Nothing. 

Shit. 

When he caught the motherfucker, he would pay. 

The slight sound of a door closing echoed down the hall and Carrick cocked his head to listen. “It’s that way.” 

He hurried down the carpeted hall and found himself in front of a doorway. Mogul turned the knob and the stench of fetid decay and filth slammed into him. 

“Damnation. It’s the holding cells,” his father whispered. “Have a care boy. I’ve known Justin and his second Michael since they were pups. They don’t fight fair so watch your back.” 

“Got it.” Carrick had seen them in action and understood full well what his father referred to. It remained one of the many reasons he was here tonight. The terror had to stop. 

A concrete stairwell curved downward into the dark. 

Mogul stepped down, his muscular frame on high alert. In the vast distance of the murky basement, a low moan echoed. 

“Someone’s there.” Carrick narrowed his eyes into the gloom. He made out doorways with small glass windows and another enclosure with metal bars. The sound of chain scraping across the concrete floor toward the back of the cavernous space brought him up short. 
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“What the hell is that?” 

Mogul shook his head. “You don’t want to know. The cages are toward the back on the left. Try to find your sister. No matter what happens you get her out of here.” 

“I will.” Carrick scanned the dim room. One dangling bulb gave little illumination but he edged his way toward the cages, senses on high alert. 

“You dare to move against me,” Justin ground out. He emerged from the shadows, half shifted between wolf and man.  He wore fine silk pants, the expensive button down shirt in tatters around his waist revealing a muscular chest covered in a layer of hair. 

In truth, he reminded Carrick of the wolf man in the creature features he’d scrutinized as a child. He and Reid watched them whenever they could. Usually that meant until Jess weaseled her way in and told their mother, effectively halting any further viewings. At least for that night. Jess had a fear of monster movies and  the bad dreams that always ensued. After seeing Justin up close, he understood her nightmares. 

Cartoonish and grotesque, the evil resonating from him left a cold spot in the pit of Carrick’s stomach. Justin snarled and lunged for Mogul, knocking him off his feet and onto the dank floor. The elder wolf didn’t stay down. 

With a determined expression, he leapt up and moved, his lips pressed together in a ferocious scowl. 

Justin crouched, angling his body toward Mogul. “The dead should learn to lie down.” 

“I’ll see you in Hell, you sadistic lying bastard.” 

Mogul landed and sprung. The sound of tearing fabric rent the air as he shifted midair, his body sliding effortlessly into the form of a large black wolf.  Fangs 8 

Wicked For You barred and claws flashing, he met Justin blow for blow as the hybrid wolf man attacked, his talon tipped fingers slicing through the air. The two spiraled into action, claws and fangs slashing and shredding at each other in a fight for dominance. 

Carrick maneuvered past them toward the cells. He had to find Jess.  Now.   He stalked forward, eyes on the cells in front of him. Glittering eyes met his in the faint light. “Carrick?” A wobbly female voice called out, her thin fingers wrapping around the bars. 

“Jess?” 

“Look out!” 

Other female voices whispered in the shadows and he knew without a doubt she wasn’t alone. Horror swirled in his belly. How many women had Justin taken? 

“Behind you.” A girl’s voice that he didn’t recognize called out to him and he whirled just in time to see a large form slam into him, knocking to the floor. His head crashed into the bars and in the seconds it took for him to clear his vision the beast rounded on him, mashing his face into the cold metal.    Another  hybrid? What exactly had Justin been up to? Rumors of medical experiments ran rampant, but no one got close enough to find out anything specific. Until now. Several wolves died just getting into the mansion but it looked like they’d arrived none too soon.  Justin was the owner of Petrolis Chemicals, and Mogul had found evidence of council malfeasance. He’d tried to sell off pack lands in order to buy it himself. But for what? 

How many of his inner circle were effected by his 9 
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And the bastard had his sister. 

But not for long. 

Motherfucker. 

A feline growl sounded from the cage and a claw snaked out and sliced down the side of the beast’s muzzle. 

The brute roared, his fist flying out toward his attacker. Michael. It had to be Justin’s second. 

“Bitch.  I’ll kill you.” 

A gasp sounded from the shadows and Jess emerged with another young woman in tow. Her face blurred from a partial shift, a single whisker protruded from her tear streaked face. The scent of cinnamon and blood wafted toward him. She had been wounded. Her anger  blazed through her tears and as her eyes connected with his, a stirring rose inside him. 

 Protect. 

The feeling rocketed through him like a bolt of lightning. 

 Mine. 

Carrick staggered back, struck by the sudden visceral emotion that infused both wolf and man. 

 Mate. 

Who was she? Why had he not scented her before at any of the pack functions? It didn’t matter. He put his hand up to grasp the metal bar. Electric shocks slid along his skin as her fingers slid over his for the briefest of seconds. 

“You…” she whispered. “I…” 

“I’ll get you out.” He brushed his thumb over her finger and shivered at the energy between them. She was his. His wolf wholeheartedly agreed, running in circles and yipping. His cock stirred to life and he shook himself. Not 10 
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The bastards had tried to force a mating on her. It was just a question of which one had done it. 

“The fucking hell you will.” 

Her gaze shifted to his attacker, the revulsion clear on her face, only to center her attention on him once more, her eyes blazing at the edge of her shift. 

“Not now. Don’t change now.” Jess shook her, her voice rising in panic. “He’ll get us out. Don’t worry.” 

The girl nodded and licked her lips, eyes never leaving his.  Carrick grunted and climbed to his feet as the snarling creature lurched toward  him and clamped down on his throat.  He kicked out with his legs and felt the flesh along his collarbone tear, the mutated shifter thrown backwards. 

In moments Carrick’s shift was complete and he faced the abomination in front of him with a body mass more in line with what his task required. 

The battle continued to rage between his father and Justin. He could at least make out that much from the sounds echoing from the front of the chamber. His attention divided, the creature laughed, a dark viscous line of black blood running from its maw. 

“You will not win, pup. Neither will your father.” 

Carrick growled, low in his throat and showed his teeth. He dared not look at the cage but he knew Jess and his future mate watched. His sister wouldn’t shift before, 11 
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Biting and tearing, Michael clawed at his sides, but Carrick didn’t let go. He snarled, throwing the wolf’s weight to the floor. Carrick shook him, slamming his head into the ground until he stilled. Hot blood poured down his throat but the wolf wanted more. He longed to tear the lightly beating heart from Michael’s chest and howl his victory. 

A sound reached his ears that halted his tightening jaws. “No! Daddy!” Jess wailed, tears streaking down her cheeks. She shook her head. “Carrick…Oh no.” His sister sank to the floor, the strange girl coming to her aid, soothing her with comforting words. 

Carrick dropped the shifter’s still form and loped toward his father but it was already too late.  He arrived in time to witness his father tumble to the floor, a dark pool of blood forming underneath his body. 

“Your father's blood tasted sweet.” Justin wiped the blood from his face with his arm, his eyes glittering in the dim light. “But your sister’s. Now  that  will be even sweeter.” 

Carrick snarled, flattening his ears as he let fly at the abomination. He fought like his life and every other life of his pack depended on it. With tooth and claw he struck, knocking the alpha male to the floor. 

He latched on to his neck and didn’t stop until he’d 12 
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Disgusted, he threw the corpse away from him and turned his gaze to where Michael had lain only moments before only to discover the creature had vanished. 



13 

Erzabet Bishop Chapter One 

Carrick stood with his back to his second in command, his wolf pacing beneath his skin. He wanted to break the double doors open and bound into the woods rather than face the torment waiting for him in the grounds outside. 

Women. Hundreds of single wolfy females. All vying for the privilege of putting his cock and balls into their handbags like some godforsaken trophy. 

Fuck. 

Ever year he’d dodged the bullet, but this year one of the hungry piranha circling his house would become his mate. Double fuck. He’d been through this before. He already had one. He just needed to find her, but the elders wouldn’t listen. 

“You have to make a choice, Alpha.” Reid crossed the room and stood in front of him, blocking his view. 

Carrick growled and spun away. “I’ll find her.” 

Reid’s lips flattened, his dark eyes flashing in his anger. “You know the rules. Thirty-six is the last year an Alpha can rule without a mate by his side. The pack needs an Alpha female to be whole.” 

“The pack is stronger than it’s been, or are you forgetting how I got here?” 

Reid swallowed and backed up a step. “No. Justin was a horrible Alpha. You were right to destroy him. He was wrong for the Westmore Pack. Evil.” 

And the bastard had been. He’d abused his power as 14 
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Hers was the face that  haunted his dreams. Her need reached out to him and made him into who he needed to be to overcome a near impossible situation. He had been up against a being far superior in strength but what he lacked in brawn, he’d more than made up for in sheer bullheadedness. And the electricity he felt when he touched her. His wolf recognized his mate and so did he. Now all that remained was to find her. It wasn’t like he hadn’t been looking. No one knew her name and, with her face partially shifted, her image was only a fleeting ghost in his mind. 

“You’re damned right.” Carrick leaned back against his desk and rubbed the bridge of his nose. His father would be proud of the work he’d done. He’d turned the Westmore Estate from a near financial ruin to a lucrative operation centered on the newly formed security company owned by him and his second, Reid. Where people had once feared shifters for their propensity for violence because of Justin and his henchmen, he’d turned the tide and people paid for their protection. Handsomely. So much so that when the media had heard about the weekend’s festivities, he’d been dubbed the Ultimate Bachelor. 

It made him fucking nauseous. 

The one person he needed to find and he couldn’t and it made him crazy. Now, in a matter of a few days, he would either have to relinquish his role as Alpha or marry a gold digging piece of arm candy. The closest person he’d 15 
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 But she had popped a whisker. 

 Just like his goddess. 

Jesus. He was losing his shit. Completely. 

“All the women from the outlying packs are assembling and should be here by tonight.” 

Carrick curled his lip, his stomach rolling at the thought. “This year there will be even worse than last year. 

God, did you see the crowd out there?” 

“And what’s wrong with hundreds of women throwing themselves at you?” 

“Have you tried it?” 

Reid chuckled. “I can’t say I have.” 

“Then you have no idea.” Bitterness swirled inside of him. All the women out there wanted was his title and the palatial estate the Pack Alpha had held since the pack’s inception back in the 1880’s. Tradition being not entirely lost on him, he understood, but having a choice made for him by an antiquated set of rules remained beyond irritating. And he’d be damned if all of his hard work at rebuilding the estate from the mess Justin had left in would be lost. 

He had to find her. 

Files and paperwork lined his desk and he stared at it, a bitter taste growing in his mouth. In a few days it would be over and he’d either be married to the biggest gold digging bitch at the gala or someone else would take over as Alpha. Another pile of papers occupied a separate corner of his desk. His short list of candidates for his 16 
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Reid. 

He was loyal and if he had anything to say about it, he’d be asking his sister to be his mate any day now. 

“Did you talk to the women there that day? Did they come up with anything new?” 

Reid gave him a weary look. “Yes. And the answer is still the same. She wasn’t someone they recognized from pack functions and they didn’t exactly want to relive what they went through.” 

Carrick sighed. “I can understand that. What about the healers?” 

“Jeez, man. You have to get over it. She’s gone, whoever she was. The best you can hope for is she might be summoned for the Gathering. If she isn’t, you know what you have to do.” 

“Don’t remind me.” 

“It’s not an option like in years past. Every single female has to attend the Gathering. It’s pack law. They are bound the same way you are.” 

“Don’t I know it.” Jess stalked into the room, fire snapping from her eyes. “Big brother, I love you but I think when this is all over, I’m going to pour honey on your ass and leave you staked out on an ant hill.” 

Reid winced and moved away, a sharp laugh quickly masked by a cough. 

“Jess. What’s wrong?” 

“You should have booked them a rooms in town. Now I have three women in my room bitching about where they’re going to sleep and the fact that there aren’t any rooms all by their lonesome. God. I hate pack functions here at the house. We should have booked the ballroom at 17 
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“Says the sister of the Alpha. Whatever happened to puppy piles and the shifter sense of community?” Carrick tried to suppress a grin, but at her look of outrage, he laughed. 

“You are no help at all.” 

“See to their comfort.” 

Reid blanched. “But you…” 

“You can’t leave. We have to plan this…” Jess sputtered, a red flush coming over her cheeks. “The staff has all but deserted us and I have no idea where to put all these women.” 

“I am going out.” If he didn’t the probability of him becoming insane before breakfast tomorrow was entirely probable. And he thought his sister and his second should have a little bit more time alone. He didn’t miss how either of them was looking at the other. 

Carrick reached over on the side table, scooped up his keys, and headed for the door. Time for a trip to into town to get away from the madness. 




*** 

 Sage wiped the counter around the espresso machine and waited for the next shot to pour. Her pitcher of milk bubbled and steamed alongside it, timing off when it reached the correct temperature. It was a far cry from when she had to time every shot and wrestle with thermometers each step of the way. Funny how things could change in six years. 

She’d started at the coffee shop as a frightened young 18 

Wicked For You woman who needed a job and now she ran the place. It made her proud. The Hot Whips Café was her life. What she put into it came back to her in spades. And she loved working with the girls. Before the café, she’d never run into anything other than the shifters in her own family or the pack. Now the café was run by a host of witches, demons, and Helen, a water elemental who washed dishes and hummed Connie Francis songs. It was home and she loved every second of it. 

“You got the next one?” Maya filled the steam pitcher on the right hand side of the espresso machine and started cranking out the next drink in the lineup. On busy days, they danced around each other, but they did it and kept the line flowing seamlessly. 

“Yeah. Got it.” Sage nodded to Melissa at the register when she slid another marked cup her way. 

The din from the guests in the seating area and the servers running back and forth behind the bar and the kitchen stayed a pleasant hum. The scent of almond croissants cooling filled the air, mixing with the heady aroma of coffee and a hint of chocolate chip cookies. It was still early in the day and the weather was about to turn nasty. Gray clouds poised on the edge of rain blocked out the sun, the wet chill in the air palpable every time a customer opened the front door. 

“Grande mocha for Denise!” She finished the whip, lidded the drink and had it on the counter and started onto the next one in moments. The line wasn’t getting any shorter and pretty soon she was going to have to fill up the pastry case or they wouldn’t have anything left. She stole a glance away from the machine as it pumped out another shot and watched her server Jo scoot by with a platter of 19 
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Melissa cashiered, bagged, and boxed muffins and coffee cakes, hardly stopping in between orders. The girl was a blur. Part demon, she loved the challenge and every once and awhile, a flash of annoyance showed with a red spark to her eye. Like now. 

“What  do you mean you want a decaf caffeinated mocha with no chocolate? Are you serious?” 

The blond woman in front of her narrowed her eyes and leaned forward, the skin tight yoga top she wore showing off every asset she had. 

“You forgot skinny with two sweeteners. And I want it at one hundred and forty degrees. In a cup for here.” 

Sage cringed. 

“You okay, Mel? You need a break?” Sage called out, catching one of the other girls with a meaningful glance. 

“Fine,” she huffed, but the red glow gave away her fraying temper. 

“I got it.” LeTeisha flounced over, her long black braids swinging as she scurried to take her co-worker’s place. With a wink, she set about taking the customer’s order. 

“Yeah. Okay. Thanks.” With a sheepish smile, Mel swung out from behind the counter and down the hall to the small break room. 

Maya snagged the ceramic cup and started in, a spell whispering past her lips as she blended the milk and espresso. 

“Careful,” Sage warned. 

“What?” Maya blinked at her, innocent eyed as she 20 
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“No spelling the customers.” 

“It wasn’t much.” Maya blushed, her lips curving up in a mischievous smile. “Attitude adjustment. That’s all.” 

Sage rolled her eyes. “Just don’t get me flagged please. No magical mishaps here.” 

Maya chuckled. “Come on, boss…would I do that?” 

Sage gave her a deadpan look. 

“Fine…” Maya grinned and they got back to work. 

“But you know she needed it.” 

“Maya…” 

It was heady rush and kept Sage careening through her demanding day with hardly a breath in between. Busy was good. She liked the pace. It left little room for thinking. She grabbed the shot glasses full of espresso and poured them into the cup, snagging the steamed milk as the steam wand stopped. She wiped the wand and grabbed a large spoon from the dipper well next to her station. With a deft movement of her wrist, Sage poured the milk into the cup and layered the frothy white foam on top. Maya matched her drink for drink. 

“Large latte!” Sage called out and snapped a lid on top of the cup and a sleeve onto the base. She placed it onto the counter and readied the next beverage in the lineup. 

The steady pace kept her mind off of her impending weekend plans. The Gathering had always been an annual event the hot young single wolves went to in search of being the Alpha’s next fling or at least a hook up with someone with a decent werewolf pedigree. Many a shifter had found their mates at a Gathering.  Previous attendance had always been voluntary. That worked for her. No fuss. 

No muss. No thank you.  Not this year. It was  mandatory. 
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She’d rather drink poison. 

There was only one man she’d go there to see and she sincerely doubted he would even remember her. A girl with a whisker popping problem and a head hard enough to go against Justin’s prize wolf. And then the freak got away. 

It was then she made her decision to change her name and lay low. If she revealed herself, the odds of Justin’s pet franken-wolf finding her was even higher. So she changed everything she could about herself, but the nightmares remained. 

Sage remembered holding the girl Jess while they were in the cage and watching in horror as her father was torn apart. Damned if she didn’t realize what was coming for her if she came out as part of the pack. And she hadn’t. 

Until now. She didn’t have a choice. The only difference this time was she wasn’t a scared little kitten. 

The television mounted on one of the walls in the corner of the room flashed a scene of a news crew in front of the Alpha’s palatial residence. Billionaire bad boy werewolf seeks mate. The swarm of women pouring through the mansion’s front doors was mind boggling. It was like  The Bachelor, but with fur and fangs. 

She started to laugh out loud, and then she realized she was going to have to be there. On camera. With countless gold diggers elbowing their way inside. God.  And Justin’s monster—if he was still out there. 

“Shit.” She rested her hand on the counter,  the espresso she’d just queued up pouring down into the grate. 

It was a damned circus and it was a risk she had to take. 

She busied herself making the small latte and placed it on 22 
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Her server Jo hustled by with a fresh pan of Full Moon cakes, leaving a whiff of delicious pastry in her wake. 

“Regular latte!” 

Shifters hadn’t been out of hiding for long and here was another scandal in the making, nice and hot for the media to chew on like the nasty vultures they were.  There were still  those who likened shifters to animals, and so many hesitated in outing themselves for risk of negative publicity. At least she didn’t have that hanging over her head. She’d been exposed long ago and now with Hot Whips doing so well, she was a respected member of the community and she intended to keep it that way. Pretty kitty with a penchant for baked goods. And coffee. How people  loved their coffee. 

The marked cup for the next order was placed in front of her and she got started on the drink, grateful to have something to focus on other than her crazy mixed up life. 

Two of her servers scrambled by in Hot Whips’ signature pink tee shirt and jeans, arms laden with baked goods and cellophane wrapped to go cookie packages for the counter. 

“We need some more chocolate chippers, Suki!” 

Her right hand and assistant manager swept out from the kitchen, the soft sounds of Helen singing at the three compartment sink in her wake. A towel was tucked into the belt of her apron. An attractive Asian girl with pink hair and a penchant for food anime pins and jewelry, she got to work prepping the oven and setting the pans. She was also a lynx shifter and she’d been an instrumental process in Sage’s healing. The girl was like a sister. She learned a long time ago that family was what you made it. The entire café was practically a live version of the Island of Misfit 23 
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Complete with a full bakery selection made in house and a unique selection of drinks not available at the national chain coffee shops popping up on every corner, the Café was her heart and soul. Her adopted mother would have been proud. 

A pang of loss hit her and she blinked away the sting of tears. God but she missed her mom. Wolves didn’t get sick. Not usually—but then again, their mates didn’t usually get killed trying to illegally murder the pack Alpha in an unsanctioned challenge. They were the same pack who later looked the other way when she’d been publicly humiliated during the resulting media circus for abuse allegations against Justin’s estate along with several other women. She may have been a lone kitty shifter in a world of wolves but her parents loved her like she was their own. 

There had been no peace. That had been six years ago. 

And now the powers that be wanted to stir things up with a mandatory meat market for all the available singles so the new Alpha could find a mate. Was he that hard up that he needed a gala to get a girl? Jesus. She may not be wolf, but she was still bound by pack law. Raised all her life in the Westmore pack, she had little choice but to obey. Kitty or not. Even though she’d changed her name, pack ties still applied. She could just go and get it over with on her own terms or… 

Better that than them coming to find her. 

Just thinking about it made her cheeks tingle. 

 Oh, God. Not now. 
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Wicked For You Her compulsive nervous whisker popping hadn’t been a problem lately but rehashing the past was the one thing guaranteed to trigger a relapse. And the other reason… the muffin man hottie. The dude came in every morning around eleven to get a box of pastries. He was a dream.  She’d caught the scent of some kind of shifter, but with her nose acting up, she couldn’t have been sure just what kind. But those eyes. God, they’d been a-freaking-mazing. And the muscles that moved underneath the sweater he wore. What she would have given for a chance to feel those pecs. 

The first time he’d come in was a few months ago. She noticed a trace of his scent first. It was so much like the mystery man who saved her, she stopped in her tracks and spun around  expecting… what? A prince charming come to rescue her from coffeedom? Not a chance. He gazed at her through his sunglasses from across the pastry case, his muscular bulk filling the space and what did she do? 

She whisker popped. Right in front of him. He’d been so stunned, his mouth had fallen open. Sage had been mortified. She was supposed to be a strong, independent woman. To hell with her past. To heckle peckle with assholes who thought it was cool to kidnap girls to get back at their parents. She was over it. She had her café. She had Suki, Jo and…and … tattoos by God. She was a kitty. Hear her roar. But on that particular day, roaring was out and a muffled “Eeep” was all she uttered before retreating to the kitchen. 

He’d felt like home. The liquid voice that whispered in the space between them had been something sentient and it scared the holy living shit out of her. So whenever she saw him coming now, she hightailed it upstairs until his car was long gone. There was no way she was going to risk her 25 
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Even if those thighs did look like they could keep up with her all night long. 

Cold water. 

Ice. 

Puppies. 

Granny panties and Margaret Thatcher. 

Okay. Better. 

She left the pack to keep safe and sane. 

So why in the hell were they bringing in all the females now? It didn’t make sense. To pick out a woman like that had to be near impossible. 

And now her dreams were twisted nightmares that ended with her in the arms of her wolf. A wolf with Mr. 

Muffin’s face—when she actually saw one that is. She let him soothe her and stroke the sweaty hair from her brow. 

He fucked her and filled her, playing her body like a steel band guitar. His face was obscured by the shadows but what she did see was his eyes. And slowly, over the last few weeks, she’d woken with an urgency to find him that was slowly driving her mad. 

That was it. She was finally cracking up. The stress was getting to her. That and the desire to have something pulsing between her thighs that didn’t require batteries. It would be smart to finish her shift and get on the road. By the looks of it, traffic was going to be a bitch. 

Her thoughts drifted back to her mother. She died of a broken heart after her father had been shot during the foiled assignation attempt. Now more than anything, she wished she had her to turn to. The closer she headed toward twenty-five, the urge to mate was nearly impossible to resist. But she didn’t want to make the same mistake her 26 
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And it didn’t. Mostly. But lately, the tick tock on her biological clock was getting louder than normal. But that’s what work was for. To drown out the voices in her head and in her body. Hordes of the uncaffeinated spilled through the doors every  day keeping her busy until she went home and collapsed. It worked. Mostly. Until her dream lover visited her and she woke, sweaty and calling for a man she’d likely never meet. 

Blocking out the past was a necessity. 

She hadn’t been back to the main pack grounds in years. Not since the new Alpha had taken over. To be forced to do it now gave her nerves a twinge. But she wasn’t the same shy girl she’d been then. She glanced down at the wolf winding its way down her arm surrounded by bright colored flowers and smiled. She’d embraced the Rockabilly style of her new home and went with it. And it reminded her of her mysterious wolfy savior because as much as she wanted to remember his face, she couldn’t. All she could see was his fathomless gray eyes. 

She wiggled her nose again as the threat of kitty whiskers tickled under her skin. 

“Hey, Sage. Did you bake blueberry muffins?” 

She glanced at Suki, her assistant manager and grinned. “Not yet. Do we need some more already?” 

“Yeah. The firemen were just in and cleaned us out.” 

“Again? Wow.” Sage chuckled. “I think one of them wants to ask you on a date.” 

Suki wrinkled her nose. “No way. I have a girlfriend. 

So…you going to the party?” 

“Ugh.” She rolled her eyes and pulled out a tub of disposable plastic ware to fill it for the next onslaught. “It’s 27 

Erzabet Bishop not like I have any choice.” 

A sly look came over Suki’s face. “You know...kitty shifter at a wolf party. They won’t be expecting you to come.” 

“Of course they will. My family was pack and that includes me, adopted or not.” 

“They’re anticipating a demure piece of stick insect arm candy looking to suck up to the Alpha for a chance to be the next head bitch in charge.” 

“Ha. Right again.” 

Suki fingered one of her smiling egg pins and nibbled on her lip thoughtfully. “You could just go, make an appearance and perhaps even find some sexy shifter to hook up with for the night.” 

“Most men don’t want to bother once they see the tats and the curves.” Her Rockabilly style remained her armor and she was sticking to it. Alone was good. It was better than being a victim. The bite marks from the wolf freak’s attempt to force her to be his mate were covered. Every damned inch. Each piece of ink she got reminded her that pain meant she was alive. 

“You could go find that hottie that comes in here every Tuesday. I swear that man is after more than your muffins.” 

Sage laughed. “I like the way you think. Never trust a skinny baker or an Asian girl with pink hair. But don’t get any ideas. I’m too busy for a man in my life.” She wouldn’t admit that muffin guy was hot. Cause he was. 

And he made her think of the only other person she’d ever connected with like that, but it was during one of the darkest moments of her life, and she couldn’t remember much about it. More like impressions but that was fine with 28 

Wicked For You her.  Strange though that she’d been thinking of those eyes more and more lately. And his scent…that woodsy earthy smell that surrounded him when he’d held her. It was clean. Fresh. Whole. Like she was outdoors running, in full shift. 

Home. Before Justin had torn their family apart. When she still remembered what it felt like to be free. But smelling his scent, she remembered. It was just a shame he always wore sunglasses. It would have been nice to see his eyes. Her cat perked up at the thought of him, rubbing up against her in excitement. 

 Stop it, you insane feline. It’s been six years. No way he even knows you exist. 

The cat growled and retreated to a far corner  of her mind, glowering at her with bright green eyes. 

“Too busy? You never go anywhere.” 

Her mind slammed back into the present, and she wiggled her nose to shake the whisker itch that had just erupted with that impromptu trip down memory lane. 

Suki was right. As usual. But that didn’t help right now when she had to go play kitty Cinderella at a wolf man ball. 

Sage waved at the girls and headed upstairs, Suki in tow. She whipped off her old jeans and Hot Whips shirt and tugged on some skinny jeans with sparkles on the ass and a new vintage design tee she’d picked up at the local outlet store. The mottled grey color and the rhinestone studded skull made her smile. 

She yanked her overnight bag on wheels out of the closet and whomped it onto the bed. 
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“You really think I should hook up with someone?” 

Sage tugged two dresses out of the closet and traipsed back toward the bed. “Black or red?” 

“Both.” Suki’s nose wiggled and she took her lip between her teeth. “And yes. I do.” 

“I don’t see the point. I’m happy with my life.” Sage’s lips slid into a frown. “I have you and the girls downstairs. 

That’s enough to keep me busy.” 

The lynx shifter smiled. “Sometimes you need a little more than just enough. Go find yourself a man and get your freak on, girlie. Me…I have some muffins to bake and a hot girl waiting for me at home.” 

“I love you, you know that?” Sage wrapped her arms around Suki in a hug. 

“I know. Now get out of here and have some fun. 

Remember, the baddies are gone. Maybe you’ll even see twinkle eyes there.” Suki gave her a quick squeeze and pushed her toward the door. 

Sage snorted. “It’s safe. At least I think so. But finding him?  I doubt it. It’s been six years. The guy has probably moved on and had a litter of pups by now.” 

“You’ll only find out if you go, chica bean.” 

“Wish me luck.” Sage snapped up her suitcase and purse and made her way toward the door. 

“Are you kidding me? I feel sorry for the other women. They don’t stand a chance.” 
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The Hot Whips Café was Carrick’s haven away from the insanity of his life. He’d been not much more than thirty when he stepped up to aid his father in ending the tyranny that had enveloped his pack. Young for a wolf. As his second in the Challenge, he had the right to take the place if his father fell during the battle. And he had. 

Despite the anguish of losing his sire, Carrick pressed on. 

Justin’s second had fled, never to be seen again. 

Just as well. He would have had even more of a mess to clean up. His thoughts were drawn back to what he found when he stalked the halls of the Westmore pack headquarters. He recognized things weren’t right with the Alpha but never had he imagined the horrors he found when he entered the basement holding cells of the big house. Women chained to the floor in rags stared at him with fear in their eyes. Men shackled to walls, some in wolf form and others trapped mid shift. It made him want to vomit. 

He had his second free them and begin the process of healing their battered bodies and minds. It would take many of them years. But the one image that haunted his mind was the young woman secreted in the cage with his sister. A cat shifter hidden among the wolves. He scented her before he saw her, unprepared for the hunger that ensnared him as he took in the too thin waif with the cascading mop of black hair and rose petal lips. Even dirty as she was, the scent of baked things clung to her. No. Not 31 
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 His mate. 

His wolf discerned it for the truth it was. He recognized her.  But the human in him rebelled. No. He couldn’t have found a mate in that place. But he had. And he didn’t even know her name. 

Fury rippled through him at the thought of this beautiful creature and the abuse she must have suffered at the hands of the monster that lay dead in a pool of his own blood alongside his father. 

The fucker deserved it. And then some. So did Michael, but where that asshole had escaped to was something he’d spent a lot of time trying to find out. 

Their eyes met  and the need burning inside of him hardened his cock and softened his heart. She was his and one day soon, he would come for her and make things right. But first she had to heal. 

Even then, the wolf recognized his mate. He should have insisted on going with her but he’d given in and let the women take her.  He’d been searching for his mystery woman ever since. He learned her name and that of her father, shamed and vilified for trying to take matters into his own hands when his daughter was attacked the first time, leaving her alone to face the onslaught that would come of both media and Justin. He’d also learned about the land the council had wanted to take from him and his wife, putting the family in the direct path of the council’s vengeance and Justin’s rage. 

Her mother had died soon after and she had vanished. 

So here he stood, drawn to this coffee shop in an effort to forget things that might have been. Picking a mate out of the sea of women didn’t even appeal. None of them had the 32 
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The event was little more than a dog and pony show designed to topple him from his position as Alpha. Trouble was brewing. He’d lost his most trusted staff over the course of the last four weeks. And there had been a break in on the south side of the property last night. Foolish, whoever it was. Reid had let him know but their attention was quickly diverted to the upcoming Gathering. Had the two instances been related? 

It wasn’t like his senior staff to not communicate with him, but one after the other, they just stopped coming in. 

Now the estate was in chaos, in full view on the human media and whatever hidden enemy was currently stalking him. It couldn’t be happening at a worse time and he had a strong suspicion it was no accident. Whoever was behind the disappearances had much to gain from making him look like a fool. 

Carrick slid on his sunglasses and opened the door, letting the aroma of muffins and cinnamon envelope him. 

It was small thing really, but it reminded him of the girl who captured his heart and no matter how many times he tried talking to his wolf about it, his beast refused to let it go. 


*** 

 Sage steered the car past the reporters congregating outside the front gate. If she’d thought it was a circus before when she’d watched the news had progressed into something even worse. Reporters perched all around the perimeter of the Alpha’s home with clusters of women 33 
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Just being here brought a tightness to her gut and a tickle to her nose. 

“Not now,” she ground out, baring her teeth in a snarl. 

 Pop! 

“Damn it all to hell.” She held her hand up to her face and felt the offending whisker, waving her freak flag to God, the universe and everyone in the traffic jam in front of Werewolf’s R Us headquarters. 

She hadn’t been around the pack in so long but despite the anxiety, she could sense the tendrils of her people reaching in to envelope her. It surprised her. She wanted to hate them but as she watched the woman crawling over the gates like spiders, she realized her pack were victims too. 

Then. Not anymore. 

She wondered what became of the girl who cried for her father in the dark after the former Alpha killed him. 

The same girl had dried  her  tears when she’d been abducted and helped her to stand against the most frightening thing that had ever happened to her. And she was still here. 

Those that tried, fared little better than her father. 

Until the new Alpha took control and wiped the monster from the earth. Well, one of them anyway. It was sobering. 

And in a weird way, liberating. She’d heard great things about the new wolf in charge. Programs for families in crisis. A security company with state of the art components and wolves no one would dare mess with. The Westmore pack had come back to its own with a reputation for not backing down in anything. 
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Humans milled around the iron gates, attempting to jump over the fences. They were out of control and interfering in what should have been a private shifter only event. To find a mate was a sacred thing. For the media to put the Gathering on television like some kind of reality show was stupid, no matter how out of the closet the shifter population was these days. 

The whole thing was misunderstood. Love for shifters was different than it was for humans. One touch and you knew. One moment and everything gelled. It wasn’t like anything else. At least when she’d talked to some of the girls at the café about their love lives. Doubt. Distrust. 

Uncertainty. 

Mating was chemistry but also an understanding born of the need to be a team. A unit. A family and that was one thing she longed for. But the sacrifice of herself to do it? 

She’d only know that if she ever found the right man. One fleeting moment was not enough to stake her whole life on and she wanted to make sure. She just had to get through this weekend and she promised herself she’d maybe give muffin guy another shot. 

 Maybe. 

Another human woman darted across the street and tried to overpower the guard. 

 As if. 
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 Shit. 

That meant she had to do something. In her anger, the whisker had abated but her gums ached with the itch for sharper teeth.  She kept a rein on it. For now. 

For a second, she stopped to wonder why she gave a rat’s ass. It wasn’t like she’d been a part of pack life. In fact she’d done everything, including change her name, so she wouldn’t have to be involved. 

But she was and deep in her bones she couldn’t escape it. No matter how hard she fought and how hard her human self wanted to back the car up and take her happy ass back to her café. 

The closer she drew, the more entwined inside of her mind they became with the pack around her and like it or not, the feeling of being home began to sink in. 

This was  her  pack and these dumbass women were scaring the bejeezus out of the guards. Big, brawny wolves held captive by an army of Spanx wearing silicone warriors with fake eyelashes. It was funny. And sad. And fucking annoying. 

“Alpha! Pick me! I’ll be your girl!” A human woman in a low cut dress barely covering her boobs or her plentiful ass strutted in front of the gates, blocking the entryway. The hapless guard was on the phone, a panicked expression on his face. Sage met his eyes and he nodded, signaling her through. Or he tried to, but little miss slutty was blocking the street. 

 I so do not need this today.  
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And she was a big fat liar too. 

Her  cat stretched and let out an annoyed chuff. She wanted to find their mate and this seemed the most likely place to do that. Sage gazed up at the Georgian style mansion in the distance and sighed. What would she do if she lived in a house that big? Obsess about how long it would take her to find the kitchen, most likely. 

Her nose itched in irritation and she had to take a couple of calming breaths before another unwanted whisker poked through. She ran her hands along her jeans and took a deep breath. No more nice kitty. 

Sage rolled down the window. “Excuse me. Will you please move? You’re blocking my car.” 

The blond haired bimbo turned to her, hostility written across her face. “Who the hell are you?” 

“Invited. Which you aren’t. So, please do yourself a favor and get out of the way.” 

“Bitch.” The woman stormed toward Sage’s car, fists clenched. 

Sage sighed. 

“Get back in your car and go home. This is a pack event and doesn’t concern you.” 

“Make me.” 

Why did people have to insist on being difficult? 

Sage  switched off the car and opened the door, narrowing her eyes. “You know…I’d be running right about now if I were you.” 
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“You can’t touch me.” The woman put her hands on her hips, a smirk sliding across her heavily made up face. 

Sage chuckled. “No….  they  can’t touch you. Pack males are never allowed to manhandle a female in anger. 

Let alone a human female. But I can.” 

The woman’s haughty gaze faltered. “You wouldn’t.” 

“Try me.” 

This idiot was threatening her pack and her cat growled, pacing beneath her skin. Some pack members may have been shitty to her in the past but that didn’t mean this idiot got to treat the guards like doormats. Not when they played by the rules. In the old days, the woman would have been mauled or worse. 

 Like the old Alpha’s pet did to you. 

 To us. 

Her cat was adamant. The female’s behavior was a threat to her and those around her. No one hurt her people. 

Her pack. 

Sage advanced, a light sheen of black fur appearing along her skin. Her muzzle extended and she let out a roar. 

“Leave. Now.” 

The woman let out a screech, backing away with fear in her eyes. “Get away from me!” 

“Then get the hell out.” Sage hissed, taking another step in her direction. “You have no right to infringe on pack business. Go home.” 

Turning tail and running, the bimbo darted back toward the sea of cars, leaving Sage alone at the gate. More cars had arrived and she stalked back to her vehicle. 

Media on site turned her way and she cursed, making every effort to calm herself so the camera would only capture what the public was supposed to see. Nice kitty. 
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“Thank you.” The guard sent her a crooked grin. 

“She’s been there for hours.” 

“No problem.” Sage walked back to her car, relieved the altercation was over. 

“I’ll open the gate for you.” 

“I’d appreciate it.” 
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Sage made her way up the winding path toward the mansion, dodging groups of women dressed in their glittery finest. God.  How big was the pack these days? 

Parking her car took what seemed like hours. Too many cars. Too many people and a staff obviously not prepared for an event of this magnitude. The sounds of laughter and frivolity drifted on the breeze and she shivered, clutching the handle of her rolling overnight bag in her hand. 

The early evening hours gave the structure a foreboding  appearance, but the festive lighting placed around the perimeter helped to dispel any misgivings. A wolf shot across the lawn followed shortly by a second larger one and they tumbled through the grass, yipping playfully. 

That wouldn’t have happened with the previous Alpha. 

No way. 

She didn’t remember the pack being quite so large, but then again her parents had kept her as far away from it as possible. The fact was, there were women everywhere. 

Their eyes followed her progress up the steps. 

She made her way to the front door and found it open, a rather harried looking butler wrestling with a woman’s clearly overstuffed overnight bag. Underwear and stockings hung out as they tried in a joint effort to close the errant piece of luggage. 
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“I didn’t open it. The damned thing flew apart by itself. You shouldn’t have invited all these people if you didn’t have room to put them up for the night. Where am I supposed to change? In the hallway here?” 

She had a point. Even with a house this big, there was no way there were enough beds to place all the women she’d seen. It was a nightmare. 

Sage waded through the sea of females in search of someone who knew what the hell was going on. Caterers whisked by on the way to wherever the gala was being held and a rather irritated brunette tromped down the hall, a frazzled male in tow. She wore a beige party dress, riddled with sparkles so it caught the light whenever she moved. 

Her hair was swept up in an elaborate style reminiscent of the vintage looks Sage favored herself. 

And she looked very familiar. 

“I don’t care how we do it, Reid. We have to get order around here before Carrick gets back or heads are going to roll.” “The Alpha will return. We can discuss it then.” Reid scowled. “It’s time for me to get changed. I suggest you ready the staff.” 

The glittering female drew herself up, eyes sparkling with challenge. “You arrogant…” 

Sage couldn’t help it. One look around the great hall and it was obvious no one was in control of anything and whatever staff they had was scarce. “Did you book a hotel?” 

“Excuse me?” 
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The other woman blinked and sucked back an expression of pure delight. “Oh, I like you. I’m Jess, the Alpha’s sister.” 

“Sage.” 

“I know you, don’t I?” Jess asked, softly cocking her head. “I just can’t place it.” 

“Maybe. I run a coffee shop in the next town over.” 

“You’re here for the gala.” 

“Yep.” Sage sighed. “I didn’t have much choice with the mandatory thing.” 

Reid grimaced. “Pack law. The Alpha searches for his mate, so each female must attend  until the Gathering is over.” 

“That didn’t sound like a twisted version of Cinderella. Not at all.” 

Jess snorted, a grin sliding across her face. 

“Wait. You mean I have to stay the whole night?” 

Dread snaked through Sage at the thought. “I haven’t found a place to stay or anything.” She yanked her phone from her jeans pocket and with a groan started to do a search for open hotel rooms. 

A troupe of media moved through the hallway, interviewing the women lined up like models getting ready to appear on the runway. Their dresses sparkled in the dim lighting. It was truly a spectacle to behold. Like an army of shifter fem bots ready to take over the mansion. 

God, it made her shudder. 
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The male looked torn between wanting to spit nails and comply with the little brunette’s wishes. “I can inquire.” 

“Good. Do it. I think Sage here might be sharing your room with me.” 

“I’ll make the necessary arrangements.” He ground out, already striding away. 

“I don’t think he’s very happy with you right now.” 

“Probably not, but first things first. You have to tell me where you got that kick ass tattoo.” 




*** 

 Carrick pulled up to the back gate of his property and promptly wished he’d decided to keep going. He spent the day catching up on pack affairs and now he had the Gathering looming over his head like an ever present brick. 

Women, both human and shifter, wandered the grounds and if he could judge from the chaos surrounding the estate, it wasn’t much better inside. Whoever created the pack law that every eligible female be required to attend the event should have had his throat ripped out at birth. 

He edged his car inside and made for the garage, careful to keep his head down. He was fairly certain Jess was going to kill him before the night was over. Or he would wish for death. Just thinking about the feeding frenzy about to begin made his stomach curl in on itself. 

So much for the big, bad Alpha. 

Never in all of his experience had he ever had to deal 43 

Erzabet Bishop with a travesty of this magnitude. He sat in his car and hit the remote control on the garage, effectively shutting out the world for a few more minutes. The box of pastries sat on the  passenger seat. It would be his reward for living through tonight. The cherry cheese Danish winked at him through the cellophane and he sighed. 

A sharp rap on the window broke him out of his pastry enhanced reverie. Reid. His surly expression only meant one thing. That things were going any direction but good. 

He snagged the box of pastries and exited the car. 

“Well?” 

“I can’t believe we have to do this. The place is crawling with females.” 

“I didn’t make the rules.” 

“But you can change them.” 

“Don’t you think if I could, I would have done that by now? The pack elders wouldn’t hear of it.” Carrick made his way down the path toward the back of the house, his eyes brushing over the dark woods that bordered the property. He wanted, more than anything, to run free through the shadowy terrain. Instead, he was wading deeper and deeper into a shark infested miasma. 
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Sage smoothed the gown over her curves and angled herself in front of the mirror. The black velvet skimmed over her hips and the bodice pushed her ample breasts into a delightful décolletage. In the mirror she could see the messy room behind her and struggled not to shudder. Had the man never heard of picking up his own clothes? 

“You look great.” Jess emerged from Reid’s bathroom and grinned.  “My brother won’t stand a chance.” 

Sage shook her head and gave a wry smile. “I don’t have any aspirations there. This is called getting through the obligatory Gathering and getting back to my life.” She took out a tube of lipstick and smoothed the rich red color over her lips. 

Jess plunked down on Reid’s unmade bed. “God, this guy is a slob. I’m going to talk to Carrick about getting some more help around here.” 

Sage wandered over toward the window and glanced down at the happenings in the courtyard. It really was a cool setup. The woods loomed in the distance and that more than worked with a household full of shifters.  Two lone white shirted servants manned the tables, moving back and forth with an efficiency that would have fit right in at her café. But it was too much for the amount of sparkling company parading across the flagstones. 

The estate did seem more than a little bit unorganized. 

“So, why is it this crazy? Isn’t there someone to organize the event?” She could call a couple of the girls. Mel in 45 
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Jess scrunched her nose. “Yes, there were.  It’s weird. 

One by one the staff stopped showing up for work over the past couple of weeks.” 

That   was  strange. In a pack environment, shifters tended to stick together, and she’d assume anyone vetted enough to work at Werewolf Central had to have had  some loyalty. Unless the Alpha was a jerk. Sage sucked on her inner lip, considering. “Why do you think that is? I mean, is your brother an asshole or something?” 

A snort of a laugh escaped Jess. “Sometimes. But no. 

That’s not it. The elders in the pack are hoping Carrick will fail in claiming his mate so they can challenge him and remove him from power. They are making it as difficult as possible.” 

“So they lured away the maids? And the cooks?” That didn’t sound even remotely feasible. She glanced out the window at the caterers setting up the tables. Decorative lighting glowed from the trees “I mean, why bother? If the Alpha doesn’t find a mate this weekend, he’s ousted, right? 

They can put someone in power who they can control and whatever legislation they want passed with the human government and with pack law will just roll through. It doesn’t make sense to go to that amount of trouble.” 

“Maybe. They’ve left over the last couple of weeks one by one. It’s kind of weird actually. If the house is in chaos, it’s a distraction from what really needs to happen tonight.” 

“And what’s that?” 
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“Why can’t he just pick someone?” 

“Because he already has.” 

“I don’t follow.” 

“My brother is an idiot.” Jess rolled her eyes. “He thinks he found someone years ago and then promptly lost her. Having all the women together should be  a way for him to either find her for once and for all or let her go.” 

Sage slipped into her shoes. “But if he knows who she is, why hasn’t he claimed her already?” 

“It’s complicated. But with Carrick, it almost always is, but he’s been searching for her for years.” 

“Wow,” she mused. “It sounds like wolf man Cinderella.” 

Jess snorted. “Yeah, doesn’t it?” An uneasy look passed over her face. “Look, you’re doing okay being back here, right? I know you left after we all escaped…” 

Sage tucked her lipstick back into her makeup bag. “I am. It was just easier to leave. My parents were dead and I changed my name. I needed to find me and not be that girl who was taken, you know?” 

“I do.” 

A knock sounded at the door and Reid entered the room. 

“Jeez. Don’t you wait for a girl to tell you it’s okay to come in?” Jess crossed her arms, her lips thinned in irritation. 

“My apologies.” He glanced from Jess to Sage. “It’s time.” 



47 

Erzabet Bishop 






*** 

 “Greetings, Alpha.” A sultry female in a low cut gown sauntered by, an extra swing in her step. 

“God,” he muttered, stalking past another gaggle of simpering females. He’d only been at the Gathering for a few minutes and already he wanted to shift and become a permanent resident of the wooded lands behind his home. 

He thought Jess had done a marvelous job setting up. 

Music filtered through the courtyard, a soft classical ambiance designed to sooth the shifters in attendance. Food tables were lined up to one side of the garden area and another table was laden with punch bowls and more potent refreshments. 

Carrick moved to the shadows behind one of the decorative alcoves, and observed the parade of women moving through the courtyard. It was open and airy, with enough space to house the pack for events like this. He’d always admired the way the house was built. Like a large U-shape that led to the deep woods beyond. He knew what was theoretically to happen tonight. He was supposed to magically scent his mate and they would run off into the brush and fuck like rabbits, or wolves as the case may be, until their joining was sealed, the entire pack present to make certain the mating held true. 

But no one he’d come across tonight even came close to fitting the bill. For the sake of his pack, he knew he’d have to make a choice, but damn it to hell why did it have to be this way? 

A familiar scent hit his nostrils and he stilled. “Where are you?” He whispered in utter frustration, and turned to 48 
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Like he should talk. 

He wanted the girl who haunted his dreams, and no one else. Pushing away from one of the partitions that kept him hidden while he observed the crowd, he nearly bumped into a woman with long black hair and a black dress as she skirted the decorative wall, rounding the corner in a flurry. 

“This is ridiculous.” She lowered herself onto the stone bench hidden in the alcove, her face still in shadow. 

“Why the hell did I even decide to come out here?” 

The fullness of her breasts pushed up against the confines of the dress and despite his annoyance, a pang of lust stabbed through him. 

“I couldn’t agree more,” he replied drily. She was wrestling with the clasp on one of her shoes. 

“Here. Allow me.” He stepped forward to assist her, drawn by the faint hint of spicy sweetness that swirled around her. 

But it couldn’t be. His goddess was only in the half-baked memories of a night he should just forget. Then she glanced up and the light hit her face and Carrick’s world tumbled out from underneath him. 

Was it her? It was difficult to tell. That night she’d partially shifted, but her spirit shone from her eyes like a beacon. They gave him strength to become the Alpha and do what needed to be done to save her and the pack. 

His fingers brushed hers along the top of the clasp. A jolt of electricity burst between them and he stepped back, 49 
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“It really is you.” 

Older. Curvier. And with a tattoo of lush flowers and a wolf snaking down her arm. How fucking hot was that? 

His wolf perked up. So did his cock. 

The wolf recognized his mate and began to howl. 

“You…” she whispered, her lips parting in shock. 

“Mr. Muffin.” 

“What?” His axis was spinning and she was talking about muffins? His wolf’s energy licked underneath his skin and he fought the urge to pin her to the wall and claim her. He was the Alpha and she was hit mate. 

 Mate… 

His wolf howled again, his tongue lolling into a lupine grin.  Stupid wolf. 

She glared at him warily, yanking her foot from his grasp.  His goddess stumbled to her feet a guarded expression across her face. “Are you following me?” 

 Did she feel it too?  “No. I mean, yes.” 

The scent of cinnamon wafted in the air as she marched toward him, her eyes violet fire. Her teeth were barred and a low growl passed her lushly painted lips. “I came here to handle pack nonsense with the Gathering, not deal with a deranged bakery fetish.” 

Fuck. It really was her. The cinnamon scent. The electricity between them. He wanted to sink down on his knees and worship the fucking ground she walked on and bury his face between her thighs. All the nights his wolf made it impossible to sleep for wanting her. God. 
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“Are you deaf? I’m not some…what?” She stared at him, uncomprehending. “My scar?” 

“On your arm.” 

“On my arm…” Sage began  and her face blanched white. She took a step back. “Oh… Oh.” 

His goddess blinked and wiggled her nose. She gasped and her hand flew toward her face, accompanied by a string of profanity. 
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She did it. Again. Fucking whisker popping psycho mess  that she was. He was here. Him. Gray eyes.  Sage covered her nose and peeked over the top of her hand at him. Muffin man was Gray Eyes. How the hell had she missed that? 

“Sunglasses.” 

“What?” 

 Oh, my God. She didn’t connect the dots because every time he’d come into the café he’d been wearing sunglasses. And the cinnamon scones drowned out everything else. Well…nearly. Just the clean scent of man. 

 Maybe her nose was defective after all. 

“Are you okay? What about sunglasses?” Gray Eyes reached for Sage and she flinched as the electricity of his touch zinged through her and landed right in her naughty bits. “Never mind.” She licked her lips. “Is it really you?” 

Her voice was muffled and small. She swallowed, not trusting herself to speak. How could she have not known it was him? But she had as soon as his finger brushed against the sensitive skin along her ankle. Her cat purred and her pussy woke up. 

“Yes,” he murmured, stepping forward to enfold her in his arms. 

His erection pressed into her stomach as she  melded her body against him. He tugged her hand away, his lips meeting hers. He claimed her, his tongue coaxing her 52 

Wicked For You mouth open to explore her every recess. Her whisker tickled against her face and she groaned, afraid to move in case he noticed. 

His arms enveloped her and she snuggled in closer, her body a perfect fit inside of his large frame. He made her feel petite and altogether girlie, a sensation that went right to her head. 

“Sage! I know I saw you come around this corner. I want you to meet…” Jess skidded to a halt, her mouth agape. 

Gray Eyes broke the kiss and stared at Jess. “Jess, did you need something?” 

“Carrick? What are you doing?” 

Sage moved in his arms. Why did that name sound familiar? “Carrick?” 

“My brother.” 

“Wait.” Sage took a step back, the nervous itch loosing another tickle underneath her nose. “You mean your  brother  the Alpha?” 

“Yep,” Jess replied with smirk sliding across her face. 

“That would be the one.” 

“Oh, God.”  A fine sheen of black hair slid over her skin and she sneezed. 

 Pop! 

 Pop! 

Two whiskers. Stat. 

And something moved underneath her dress. 

Something soft and long and oh! Her tail. It swept along the back of her legs, eliciting a shiver as the soft black fur connected with her mostly human skin. 

Fuck. Fuck. Fuckity fuck. 
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“Now, you’ve done it. The girl was nervous enough coming here and now you’ve made her shift. Are you happy?” Jess stomped forward and thumped him on the arm. A warning growl got Jess’s attention and she took a step back, her eyebrows shooting up in surprise. “Whoa.” 

“Hey. I didn’t do that. You did.” Carrick reached down to stroke Sage’s head and she leaned into him, purring. 

This was her mate.  Mine. He could pet her all day if he wanted to. As long as he didn’t stop. Like ever. 

“Asshole. What are you doing kissing her anyway? 

She just came here to get in her obligatory pack visit and then she was out of here.” 

Sage chuffed and rubbed against his legs, removing herself from the confines of the dress. She was lucky. 

Shifting for her meant changing into a smallish black panther, probably one reason her family gave her up  for adoption. She was a runt. Well, except for when she was human. Then she was anything but. 

A scream rang out over the din of the partiers and Sage froze, Carrick’s hand on her head. She slid out from his grasp and leapt up onto the decorative garden wall. A familiar form careened through the courtyard, parting the sea of glittering women with his bulk. 

Was it? 

 Oh, hell no. 

The abomination from the deepest recesses of her nightmares stood, chest heaving, in the center of the event 54 

Wicked For You space. The marks he left on her arm burned in recognition, a mockery of the mate bond gone horribly wrong. There was only one thing to do and despite the fear that swirled in her belly, she moved into action. She fought the terror as she glanced down at Jess’s glazed expression and knew she had to do something. If she was the Alpha’s mate, then she was the Alpha female and it was time to start damn well taking things in hand starting with the bastard threatening her pack and her life. 




*** 

 Carrick stalked out of the alcove, his need to protect the wolves under his care superseding everything else. 

Reid and some of the other alpha males launched against the intruder, restraining Michael before he could get farther into the crowd. Snarls of both man and wolf were heard as the fight moved closer. 

He was going to tear that motherfucker a new asshole when he caught up with him, but right now he had a panicked sister on one hand and a spitfire of a mate in the other. 

“Oh, my God,” his sister’s voice quavered. He didn’t have to even look in her direction to know how terrified she was right now. It had taken her years to get over being abducted. He eyed his mate, fearing the same was true for her but what he got from her was a mix of anger and something else. 

“Stay back, Jess.” He glanced up at the twitching tail of his mate as she flexed her claws against the stone wall and a smile turned up the corner of his mouth. “Sage. I’ll handle this.” 
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She shifted, fire spitting from her eyes. She stood nude in front of him, her long black hair cascading down the front of her body.  “The hell you will.” 

She was stark naked, standing in the courtyard like a warrior goddess and all he wanted to do was push her back against the wall and fuck her till she screamed his name. 

He took a deep breath and tried to rein in his wolf, who was having trouble deciding whether to fight or bury himself between her thighs. Six years of torment and as he regarded the smooth globes of her breasts in the glow of the lamplight, he desired more than anything to sample the pink tipped peaks. 

“Sage. Your dress,” Jess hurried forward, the black gown draped in her arms. Her eyes were wild and she pressed herself close to Carrick. “Where’s Reid?” 

Thoughts from his second flashed through his mind the second he let his guard down. They had the abomination cornered. For now. But they would need Carrick soon. 

“He and the others are holding him back. I have to go.” Carrick started to edge toward the fight but he felt a tug on his arm. 

“Not yet.” Sage faced him, her eyes still bright green from the change. She held out her tattooed arm and lifted her chin. “He scarred me. I marked myself to keep him out of my head and out of my life. Pain. It kept me alive. But that’s not going to fix it. Not this time.” 

“Michael? I thought it was Justin.” Carrick’s stomach clenched and rage slid through his system. His cock was very aware of the naked woman in front of him, the conflicting urge to fuck her and eviscerate the encroaching 56 
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Sage regarded the expectant faces of the pack, waiting and watching to see what their Alpha would do. She turned her eyes back toward him, heat smoldering in her gaze. 

“The pack needs an Alpha Female.” 

Her words went straight to his dick, the fabric of his tuxedo the only thing between him and his mate. His wolf howled and circled, giving voice to his excitement. His mate wanted him and he was more than willing to oblige her. Stupid horny wolf. 

His. Mate. 

 Fuck he couldn’t wait to sink into her. 

“Baby, I don’t want to first time with you to be this quick.” 

“I don’t think we have a choice.” Her eyebrow arched up, a determined expression on her face. “His bite is still on me. Until we mate, I’m marked—by him.” 

Carrick snarled, an evil smile sliding across his face. 

“I don’t fucking think so. Jess, you go inside. Sage, you come with me.” He didn’t wait for a response. Carrick strode forward and took Sage by the hand, dragging her back into the alcove. 
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Carrick released her hand and Sage skidded to a stop, her body colliding with his. He whirled on her, his expression taut with desire and anger. “Why didn’t you tell me?” Sage poked him in the chest with her finger and he took a step back. “I think we just established that it’s been six years. We may be mates, with that shifter voodoo insta-love thing, but there’s a whole lot about me you don’t know, buddy.” 

The cat chuffed and spit, annoyed at their mate for being so dense. 

“Such as?” His eyebrow shot up, a wry expression crossing his face. 

Jesus, they so did not have time for this. The noise of the fight got closer and she tensed. 

“Oh, I don’t know…maybe I don’t want to have the aborted mating marks of Justin’s last science experiment gone wrong. What do you think about that?” 

Carrick stepped forward and tipped her chin up. “That fucker is a dead man walking. But first…” 

A rush of warmth slid through her body at his touch and she was pretty sure, if she had been wearing panties they would have scorched right off her at the heat shining in his eyes. His wolf was on him and damn, that was hawt. 

Like…holy moly light one up and strike a match hawt. 

Mmmmm. 

And it was cold standing out here naked in the evening 58 

Wicked For You chill but he was going to warm her up. 

Her cat definitely approved if the purring inside of her mind was any indication. 

His lips captured hers, claiming her body and soul. 

The long, hard length of his erection pressed into her softness and she groaned into his mouth. Her core was molten and the need to be claimed by him a physical necessity. 

She fumbled with his zipper, his cock springing free between their bodies. 

“God, woman…” 

Another scream and the sound of breaking glass met her ears. She turned in his arms and waggled her ass, giving him full view of her body. “You gonna make me wait?” 

He was on her in seconds, his cock sliding beneath her ass cheeks. She bent over a little more. The velvet tip of him poised at her entrance. 

“Now,” she hissed and drove back on him. She groaned as he filled her, his hardness sinking deep into the slippery confines of her pussy. 

“I’m not going to be gentle.” 

“Next time.” She brought his hand around her and pressed a kiss to his palm. “But now, I need you and the pack needs us.” 

“I’m going to make your toes curl and I’m keeping you in bed for a week.” Carrick snaked his hand down the front of her body and found her clit. He pulled out and once more thrust his cock hard inside of her, the pulse of their energies swirling around them. 
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“Carrick…” 

“I…Oh, God. Sage.” He buried his face in her hair and groaned, his hips pumping. The fabric of his tux rubbed against her ass and she wanted more than anything to feel his naked skin on her and to be able to take their time. Her fingers curled into the decorative brickwork of the alcove and she held on for dear life as his tempo increased, stroking her heat from without and within. 

“Claim me…” she arched  against him as another fission of energy moved between them. 

“Mine.” 

Sage threw back her head, her insides coiled and ready. Her own fangs descended, itching to bury themselves inside of his flesh.  “Give me your bite.” 

Carrick growled, his fangs breaking the unmarked skin of her shoulder. He bit down the pain zinged through her body, awakening her and making her long for more time in his arms. She came all over his dick, her pussy clenching as the sensation of a full mating sizzled along her skin. 

Sage cried out, sinking back into his arms. She raised his hand to her mouth and clamped down, her fangs breaking the skin of his hand. Carrick shuddered, his heat enveloped her inside and out as his seed bathed the inside of her womb. 

The hold that had been over her for six years broke. 

Her mate still moved within her and her heart sang with the clarity of his senses as their bond solidified. 

“Can you hear our pack? They know we mated.” 

Carrick withdrew, placing a kiss on the bite mark. “I can.” He fixed himself and reached down for her discarded dress. 
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“Thank you.” 

He helped her step into the black gown and pressed a kiss to her lips. “Are you ready?” 

Sage grinned and suddenly wished she’d thought to call Mel. She was going to be so pissed she missed a good fight. “You bet.” 




*** 

 Carrick led his mate out of the alcove and was relieved to not to see Jess anywhere in the vicinity. He told her to go inside and if she had a lick of sense, she would for once follow his orders. He was sated but the tension rolled through his body at the threat in their midst. 

Why was he here tonight of all nights? Did the hybrid wolf come on his own accord? He doubted it. Michael was never a leader, but only a follower. Someone up high was pulling the strings and he was damned sure going to find out who. 

A sharp cry echoed in the cool night air and then a roar. Sage cocked her head, her eyes narrowed. 

“It’s Jess. He has her.” Sage gathered her skirts and took off running into the crowd. 

“Sage! Get back here.” Carrick tore after her, his wolf chaffing to break free. 

 Soon. 

Carrick stopped, ready to swing into action but instead found his little mate facing down a demon from her past. 



61 

Erzabet Bishop Chapter Seven 

“Let her go.” Sage glared at Michael. He gripped a quivering Jess by the hair, his other fist poised to strike. 

She felt Carrick beside her, his calming force giving her the strength she needed. They were one. She didn’t have to do this herself. Not anymore. 

The thought almost made her weak in the knees but she bit her lip to keep focused. 

“Make me, bitch.” 

Could she do that? Alone, she didn’t think so but as the Alpha Female she could give him a pretty good fight until the males stepped in. The creature was bound by no rules and the scars on her body proved that time and again. 

Every drop of ink that colored her arm was a reminder of what price she’d paid for living when everything inside of her wanted to die. 

And it was fucking worth it. Every second. 

“Oh…I don’t think that’s gonna be a problem.” 

Her awareness of the pack flickered in her peripheral vision. Female signatures burst hot with anger and she smiled, urging them forward. 

 Together. 

 We are one. 

And they came. Female shifters in glittering gowns and older women dressed with immaculate care. Servants. 

Guests. A sea of faces. Black. White. Brown. Only one similarity spanned their group; the shuttered look in their eyes and the spark of injustice singed across their spirits. 



62 

Wicked For You Michael and Justin had harmed so many and it was time to take back their lives. 

 Tell me. 

Images flooded into Sage’s consciousness and she was nearly overwhelmed with emotion. Rage, anger, hope…they were all there. Human forms faded as their shift took over, a sea of wolves at the ready to fight for one of their own. 

Only one woman remained. Jess. 

“Shift,” Sage urged her. “He can’t hold you if you change.” 

“I can’t.” 

To save themselves they would save her. The first one lunged. And then another until Michael couldn’t battle them all. He struggled to grasp Jess’s hair as she knelt at Michael’s feet.  Tears ran down her face, her fear and misery apparent. His hand slipped from her hair as an elder wolf snapped at him and three more took him to the ground. 

Carrick joined her, slipping his hand in hers. He placed a kiss on her cheek. 

He shifted, his body changing into the sleek wolf from her dreams and her hand rested on his lupine head. The wolf’s tongue lolled out, happy and he raced over to join in. Michael’s cries rang out in the courtyard and quickly morphed into bloodcurdling screams. The pack rushed in and Sage smiled at the peace knowing their enemy was dead at last. 

There were many stories here and as she looked into the eyes of the women and men around her. They nodded and she returned the gesture. And she would learn them. 
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Reid stumbled forward, bloodied and torn, and rushed to her side. The male reached for her, tugging her into his embrace, shielding her with his body.  She softened for a moment and stiffened against him. 

“Off, wolf boy.” 

Sage groaned. Her friend was in denial. “Here we go.” 

Carrick loped back and joined her, a tender expression on his face. “Yep. But first we have some unfinished business.” 

“We do, do we?” 

“I owe you a week in bed and I’m going to do all kinds of wicking things to your body.” Carrick nuzzled her ear. A flush of warmth spiraled through her body and her pussy clenched. 

“Wicked. I like the sound of that.” Sage turned in his arms and pressed her lips to his. “Only for you, baby. Only for you.” 

The End 

Part One of the Westmore Wolves If you enjoyed this book, please take a moment and leave a review. Only a few lines means the world to an author. 
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