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Chapter One 

 

Alex MacLaren dreaded the coming night as much as the storm rolling in from the west. 

Eight long years hadn’t dimmed the pain of Lisa’s disappearance, but he continued to honor her 

memory. Rain, wind, and cold threatened, the gray sky matching his lingering sorrow. 

Dammit. Lisa had left him, running into the darkness of another storm to pass away on her 

own terms. He’d wanted to be with her, hold her, comfort her in her final hours, but she’d 

insisted on doing it her way. 

She always had. 

All he had left of her was this simple marker he’d erected at the point of the island in the 

river she’d loved. He smoothed his hand over the cold stone and whispered a prayer to Lisa’s 

continued peace. Or his own, he wasn’t sure which. 

The 1812 Overture interrupted his solemn thoughts and he swore softly before digging into 

his jacket pocket for his phone. Only one person had that ringtone and Alex never failed to 

answer. 

“What can I do for the Cloudburst PD, Lieutenant Fitzroy?” 

“I need a favor, MacLaren. Can you come down to the station?” 

“Yeah, I’ll be there in twenty.” 

Alex hung up and trotted into the house he’d built with Lisa, trying to take comfort in the 

warm, ruddy glow coming from the large windows. The light gilded the ground and trees around 

the house, but it didn’t bring the solace he sought. Not bothering to turn off the lights, he locked 

up and headed for his Jeep. 

If Fitzroy called, there had to be something interesting going on, and Alex sorely needed a 

distraction from this painful anniversary. 

 

**** 

 

“Oh, what places you’ll go.” 

A woman’s lilting voice caressed Alex’s ears and drew him deeper into the police station. He 

glanced around the squad room, searching for the source of the sweetness, but his gaze hit Lt. 



Henry Fitzroy first and the grim expression he wore behind his glasses. Chewed bones, this can’t 

be good. 

“Thanks for coming, MacLaren. Got an odd assignment for you.” 

“Isn’t that why you have me on retainer, Fitzroy?” 

“Yeah, but this one is odder than usual.” The older man ran his hand over his balding head, 

lifting his glasses and scrubbing his eyes. “Come into my office and I’ll tell you more.” 

Again, the lilting voice tugged at Alex’s attention. “You’ll be best here and there, topping the 

others with style and flare.” 

Her words curled through Alex’s chest and latched onto his heart, making it squeeze with 

tenderness for the first time in years. He wanted to stay in the squad room and listen to her 

reading…what was it? Some kid’s book. He remembered some of the words from his youth and 

how they’d filled him with a sense of hope. 

Until Lisa left. Of course, no one had read it to him then. 

He followed Lt. Fitzroy to his office and closed the door behind him. A magnificent feminine 

scent filled his nose and drew him to another door, stirring a yearning he’d long forgotten. The 

woman read to someone in the auxiliary room attached to the office. He tried to steal a look, but 

he only caught a glimpse of glorious straight red hair pulled into a silken ponytail and a tailored 

leather jacket before the Lieutenant closed the adjoining door. 

Please leave it cracked. Please leave it cracked. 

As if he’d heard Alex’s plea, Fitzroy stopped the door before it latched. Over the years Alex 

had worked with the Cloudburst PD, Fitzroy had never seemed concerned about sound escaping 

his office. Maybe he has some sort of noise-canceling device. Alex thanked the Goddess for it 

now. He could listen to the woman’s voice all day. Get a hold of yourself. It’s just a kiddie story. 

Or maybe her beguiling scent tickling his nose. 

Fitzroy settled behind the desk. “I’ve got a problem.” 

“Yeah, so you said. What kind of problem?” Alex dropped his butt into a chair and hooked 

his thumbs into the belt loops of his jeans. 

“See the woman in there with the kid?” 

Alex snorted. How could he miss her? She stole all his extra attention. 

“She’s one o’ you. You know, a Moon Singer, and she’s on the run.” 



“How did you find her?” A werewolf? Alex sat up and inhaled, deeper this time. The scents 

of morning mists over peat bogs and restrained nervousness hit his nose. 

Hot damn, another Moon Singer—two, with her son. Alex wanted to run into the room, 

gather them into his arms, and tell them everything would be okay. What is wrong with me? I 

don’t even know them. 

“That’s the strange part. She and her son just landed a week ago from Chicago by way of 

Dublin, Ireland, and were staying with a friend in Manitou Springs.” 

“Manitou is a hundred miles from here.” 

“Right. Apparently, she’s running from something, and got out just before it hit her friend’s 

place.” 

“Okay, but why is she here in your precinct?” 

Fitzroy raised his eyebrow and Alex swore. 

“Right, sorry, you’re Morukai. She came looking for help from the Goddess.”  

Morukai were the speakers of the Goddess, there to help Her children in times of crisis. They 

brought light, understanding, and healing to all the Elder Races, as well as the humans, though 

the humans didn’t seem to know much about them. Fitzroy had joined the police force of 

Cloudburst, not to be a warrior, but to help connect with the neediest of Her children. So far he’d 

done a great job. 

Fitzroy didn’t broadcast his abilities, or his connection to the Goddess, but everyone in 

Cloudburst, Colorado knew some of the residents were a little special. Alex hadn’t understood 

why he and Lisa had settled here until he met Fitzroy and began working with him on some of 

the weirder cases around Cloudburst. 

“Could she sense your Morukai mojo?” 

“Yeah, she came straight to me. Apparently she’s got a demon on her tail.” 

Alex ran a hand over his shaved head. He’d like to see her tail. “Shit. A real demon?” 

The woman’s voice interrupted as if on cue. “And when you’re in a jam, you’re not in for 

much fun.” 

Alex glanced at the door then back at Fitzroy. “She can’t hear us in there, can she?” 

“No.” 

“Why not?” Curiosity only killed the cat—never a werewolf. 



“Acoustics.” Fitzroy waved off his question. “And yes, a real demon. It smells like rotten 

eggs and brimstone, according to…” Fitzroy checked his notes. “Sarah Flanagan.” 

The name sparkled in Alex’s mind for a moment, stirring mixture of comfort and passion. He 

wanted to grasp the sensations and hold them tight to his heart, lighting all the dark corners at his 

core. He took a deep breath and inhaled the emotional scents until they flooded through his chest 

and warmed him from the inside out. 

“What does this have to do with me?” 

“I need you to help her.” Fitzroy gave him a piercing stare. 

Sarah’s seductive voice intruded as if doling out a message. “How much will you lose and 

how much will you win?” 

“What the hell do I know about fighting demons? That’s a dragon’s job.” Alex fervently 

wished he knew more about the monsters, if only to defend Sarah and her son. But other than a 

few drunk humans, he hadn’t done much fighting since Lisa’s disappearance. 

Fitzroy tapped the side of his head. “When she came to me and told me her problem, your 

image came to me first. There’s something only you know which will allow you to stop this 

thing. The Goddess has selected you to help Sarah. And in turn, help yourself.” 

“Help myself? What does that mean?” 

Sarah spoke. “Be ready for anything, low hill or high, ready because you’re that kind of 

guy.” 

She seemed to be speaking right to him though she remained in the other room, reading to the 

pup beside her. 

“Come on, MacLaren. You know how this works, what Morukai are supposed to do.” Fitzroy 

gave him a dry look. 

“Yeah, yeah, I know. Healer to all.” 

“Yep. So are you up for this?” 

Alex glanced at the door again. 

“But on you will go, through fair weather and foul, and face the path where your enemies 

prowl.” 

Chewed bones, does she always know what to say at the right time? 

Alex sighed. “What do I need to do?” 



 “From the messages I’ve received, she needs a place that doesn’t smell like her. The demon 

seems to be tracking through some kind of emotional or psychic scent, and she needs a place 

without hers.” Fitzroy scanned Alex with his unnerving stare, the one that always seemed to see 

right through him. “You still have the house on the river, right?” 

Alex groaned. “Take her to my place?” 

“Water confuses demons.” 

Sarah piped up. “Onward up many a frightening creek while losing the paddle and springing 

a leak.” 

Alex grimaced. “Do you know why a demon is after her?” 

“No.” They both looked at the door. “But I have the feeling it has something to do with her 

son.” 

“My boy, you’ll move mountains!” The boy laughed and Sarah verbally pointed out all the 

fun things on the page. 

“Can you really move mountains like that, Mama?” 

“I think it means anything’s possible if you put your mind to it. You can do or be anything if 

you focus. The mind is the most powerful tool you have.” 

Too bad it can’t change the past. 

Alex turned back to Fitzroy. “I’ll do what I can.” 

“Good. You don’t have much time. Whatever’s following her isn’t far behind. Get her 

somewhere safe and work out a plan.” 

“A plan for killing a demon. Right.” Alex rose and shook Fitzroy’s hand. 

He opened the door and stopped, struck by the simple beauty of the woman cuddling her 

blue-eyed son. Goddess, I wish they could be my family. 

“Great places are waiting. Today is your day. Your mountain needs moving so…” Sarah 

paused and Alex could picture the words as they’d been read to him so long ago. “Get on your 

way!” 

Alex’s throat closed with a mixture of hope and gratitude, and tears threatened to slide down 

his cheeks. He firmly reminded himself a male Moon Singer, who’d lived for more than two 

centuries, didn’t cry. But the soft cadence of her Irish lilt and the evident love he heard in her 

voice damn near unmanned him. 

“Can you read it to me again, Mama?” 



“Not right now, Liam.” 

Alex cleared his throat. “Ms. Flanagan?” 

 

 



 

Chapter Two 

 

Sarah jerked her head around so fast she heard her neck pop. The man’s rich, rumbling voice 

offered comfort in ways she’d never experienced before. She inhaled to get more of an 

understanding of the salt-and-pepper haired man standing in the doorway. He carried the scents 

of alpine river and hot stone, but more importantly, he smelled like a Moon Singer. 

Don’t be fooled, gel. The demon can pull off such trickery. 

“Who are you?” 

“My name is Alex MacLaren. Lt. Fitzroy called me to take you somewhere safe.” 

She sighed. “Thank you, but I don’t think there’s anywhere safe from what’s following us.” 

“Fitzroy says running water helps throw off the scents. I happen to own a house surrounded 

by the river. What say we get you there and then figure out an additional plan of action?” 

“Are you west of left field, Mr. MacLaren?” The Moon Singer code popped out before she 

thought. 

He gave her a half smile. “I haven’t heard that phrase in a long time. But, yes, ma’am, I 

surely am west of left field.” 

Sarah hadn’t known she’d been holding her breath until it rushed out in a relieved sigh. More 

relief than required over his not being the demon. What’s that about? 

“Do you think we’d be safe from…what’s coming?” 

“Let’s talk about it on the way. The fewer people who know, the less likely someone might 

tip off your pursuer.” 

Sarah wanted to ask more questions, but a sense of urgency made her rise and pull Liam up 

with her. Her son watched Alex with wide, blue eyes, clutching the book. 

“Mama, can we bring the book with us?” 

“It doesn’t belong to us, Liam.” 

“Bring it. Fitzroy won’t mind. He keeps books just for that reason. We’ll just go out the back 

to my Jeep.” Alex gestured to the door. No one stood in the hallway outside and Sarah scented 

Alex’s relief. 

He ushered them out to a cherry red Jeep Rubicon and helped them inside. He buckled Liam 

in directly behind him as if to protect the boy with his own body. The inside of the Jeep smelled 



like Alex. His strength, comfort, and power wrapped around them as he closed the doors. Old 

sorrow spiced the other scents and Sarah wondered what wounds he carried. 

“I’m taking you to the River House. I don’t go there very much anymore, so most people in 

town won’t know about it.” Alex scanned the world outside the windows with careful eyes as he 

drove. “It may be a little dusty, but it’s quiet and safe.” 

“Why don’t you go there much?” Liam asked. 

Sarah hissed a warning and the boy frowned. 

“My mate and I built it for relaxation. After she left, it just didn’t feel the same.” 

“I’m sorry about your mate.” Sarah smelled his pain as he shrugged nonchalantly. 

“It happened a long time ago.” Alex checked his mirrors and made a turn up a dirt road. 

“Let’s talk about what’s going on with you. Fitzroy told me you have a demon after you. Want to 

tell me how that happened?” 

Sarah clenched her jaw and looked at her son. She hated revisiting the memories, but she’d 

come to the Morukai and he’d brought Alex in to help. Knowledge is power and I can’t do this 

alone anymore. 

“Six years ago, demons attacked our village.” Alex raised his eyebrows and Sarah shrugged, 

pushing away fresh grief. “We’d just learned of my pregnancy and had gone out to celebrate. 

They killed my mate, Malcolm, and left me for dead.” She rubbed the ragged scar along her 

thigh under her jeans. “They killed so many people. If we’d stayed home, we might have 

escaped.” 

Alex whistled with amazement. “They bit you?” 

She nodded. “Bit, scratched. They left my body a bloody mess.” 

“How did you survive the venom?” 

“I don’t know. Sheer dumb luck? I wish I could explain.” She glanced at Liam. He met her 

gaze with love and trust. 

“Why would the demons pursue you now?” Alex downshifted and slowed the Jeep, sparing 

her a thoughtful look. 

Sarah sighed and clenched her fists on her legs. “They’re after Liam.” Alex only raised an 

eyebrow. “He must have incorporated some of the venom during his development because now 

he can smell and sense when demons are around. He has saved us from them many times.” 

Alex’s expression softened. “That’s a mighty useful skill to have, Liam.” 



“Yes, sir.” 

“You can call me Alex.” He smiled. “What do they smell like to you?” 

Liam didn’t say anything for a long time and the seconds ticked by with the growl of the 

engine. Sarah tried to forget the putrid demonic stench, but it festered inside her, engraved in her 

scent memory. At last, Liam glanced at her as if seeking permission and she nodded. 

“They smell like rotten eggs and really hot rock.” He paused and hugged himself. “A little 

like you.” 

 

**** 

 

All the air left Alex’s chest as Sarah’s sea-green eyes fixed on him and he focused hard on 

the road. 

“I smell like them?” 

“Yes. Are you like me? Demon touched?” 

Sometimes it felt like that. “No, not quite. I’m a Moon Singer, just not the average kind.” 

Not average at all. 

“What do you mean ‘not average’?” Sarah drew away from him and sorrow flooded Alex’s 

chest. Why did it matter? He’d never found another like him or Lisa in all his two hundred years 

of life. He couldn’t expect Sarah to understand. 

“You know the Creation story of Moon Singers, right? How the First Canid, Ho’a’tote, asked 

for shifter abilities so he might find harmony with all the Goddess’s children?” 

“Of course.” 

Alex nodded. “And do you know She asked the dragons to protect all Her peoples from the 

dwellers of the Kilgorem, the underworld?” 

“I had to learn. We both did.” Sarah reached out to squeeze Liam’s hand. 

“Yeah, I’m sure.” Why did her tender gesture to her son make him ache for some consolation 

of his own? “The Goddess knew the dragons wouldn't always be available. So She made backup 

plans. She took a few of Ho’a’tote’s children, and gave them some extra abilities.” He tightened 

his grip on the steering wheel, knowing this news would likely alienate him from Sarah and her 

son forever. “I’m a descendent of those children, the Hell Hounds, Moon Singers with the ability 

to fight the Kilgorem dwellers with tooth, claw, and a coat of blessed fire.” 



“Aren’t Hell Hounds supposed to be evil?” Sarah’s wariness broke his heart. 

“That’s a myth perpetuated to keep everyone safer from what trouble we can attract.” Alex 

looked up ahead at the bridge crossing one branch of the river to his house. “Mostly we got the 

name from the hell we have to go through to kill the monsters and send them home.” 

He believed that, though he’d never fought a demon himself. Hell Hounds lived on the 

fringes of pack life because of their extraordinary abilities. A wolf with the tendency to catch fire 

attracted a lot of attention, from both humans and curious pups. Alex had heard Hell Hounds 

died in a blaze of glory at the end of their life, the blessed fire taking them home. 

Lisa had retreated to die alone, to allow the fire to consume her where no one could see. At 

least, he assumed she’d died. She’d never returned and had been older than him by several 

centuries. Because they’d never True Mated, he didn’t know for sure. True Mates connected at 

the soul level, but he’d never experienced such a link to Lisa. 

“Lieutenant Fitzroy asked you to take us in because of your abilities?” 

“He asked me because the Goddess told him I’d be your best defender.” 

“Does he know what you are?” Sarah’s voice sounded wary. 

He couldn’t blame her. 

“Not about the Hell Hound part. At least, I’ve never told him. But he’s Morukai. You never 

can tell what he knows.” 

Alex didn’t know much about the Morukai either, other than they had a deeper connection to 

the Goddess than Alex did. Henry Fitzroy always seemed at ease around him, a change from 

most other members of the Elder Races. Although, Sarah doesn’t seem too bothered by me. At 

least she’s not jumping out of the Jeep. 

They trundled across the wooden bridge to the island and pulled up in front of the River 

House. Alex unloaded their few belongings from the back of the Jeep. Sarah and Liam stared at 

the land around the house as they walked up to the porch. Alex had bought the river island and a 

hundred acres surrounding it a century earlier when land prices had been dirt cheap. He’d left 

most of it natural to facilitate the nights he needed to run in his Brother form, but he’d made an 

effort to landscape the immediate grounds. 

“It’s too bad you don’t come here often. It’s beautiful and restful.” Sarah inhaled deeply and 

some of the tension riding her shoulders escaped with her exhale. 



Alex shrugged as he unlocked the front door. “Too many memories, I guess.” He didn’t want 

to discuss his dead mate. “Come on in. There are two extra bedrooms upstairs.” 

He tried to ignore the jolt of attraction tightening his balls when the light caressed Sarah’s 

hair as she stepped inside. Damn, he hadn’t experienced this kind of desire for anyone in eight 

years. She isn’t a Hell Hound. Down, boy. But his cock ignored the warning. 

“Let me show you the rooms.” He led them up the stairs and flipped on the lights in the hall. 

“The last two rooms are empty…I mean of occupants.” He mentally slapped his forehead. “Uh, 

anyway, you can choose whichever you want.” 

“Liam, why don’t you take a bath?” 

“Do I have to, Mama?” The boy crossed his arms over his chest and grimaced. 

“Yes. Off you go, now.” 

Sarah herded her son past Alex, checking the doors as she went. 

“Bathroom’s at the end.” 

“Thank you.” She gave him a dismissive smile and Alex retreated to the kitchen, trying to 

remember if he had anything to eat in the house. He listened to their footsteps along the floor 

above as he stepped into the pantry. Cans and boxes with a fine patina of dust on their surfaces 

filled the shelves. He grimaced. 

He pieced together the ingredients for spaghetti with chicken from the freezer, and started 

cooking as he heard the water upstairs running. Good thing he’d remembered to pay the gas bill 

and buy a few provisions this month. He’d been staying in a small apartment in town 

temporarily, despite the danger to his neighbors. Yeah, eight years temporarily. 

Alex shook his head. Maybe it was time to return to River House. But he had nothing to keep 

him here. Lisa was gone and everything here reminded him of her. 

The scuff of a boot against the flagstone floor made him look up. 

“Supper smells good.” Sarah hovered at the edge of the kitchen. “Can I help with anything?” 

“It’s just chicken and pasta. Best I could do on short notice.” He glanced around at the dusty 

kitchen and chagrin swirled in his gut. “Sorry about the dust. I’ll get to it here in a sec.” 

“Let me. I might be tired, but I can still wipe up some counters.” 

“Where’s Liam?” 

“I convinced him to take the bath.” She bit her lip. “Is that okay?” 



“Of course. Damn, I think there are towels in the linen closet behind the bathroom door. Let 

me go get them.” 

“I found them.” She rested her hand on his arm, stalling him. Heat crawled over his skin from 

her hand, warming him in ways he hadn’t known he needed. “Thank you.” 

He fell into her pale green gaze and his heart stirred along with his cock. This one! This one 

is the right one. His Brother let loose a whine and Alex almost pulled Sarah into his arms and 

kissed her. But lightning flashed and thunder shook the house, making him jump. He stepped 

back. 

“You’re welcome. All part of the plan to keep you safe. You’ve had a rough time and I’m 

happy to help.” Alex glanced out the windows to see rain rattling against the glass in great 

sheets. “Looks like we caught a break, though.” 

A cute crease developed between her auburn brows. “How so?” 

“Fitzroy said water confuses demons. I figure between the river and the rain storm, we got it 

covered.” 

“Oh, yes, I suppose you’re right.” She looked so lost and alone he wanted to gather her into 

his arms and hold her tight. 

“It’s going to be okay, Sarah.” 

The bleakness of her expression tore at his heart. “Do you know how often I’ve thought those 

words only to discover they aren’t true? A demon is after me and my son, Mr. MacLaren. 

Nothing will ever be okay.” 

“Hey.” He couldn’t resist grasping her hand and pulling her to face him. “You’ve come here 

seeking help and that’s what you’re going to get. We’ll get through this and beat this thing. I 

promise.” 

“You can’t promise that.” She shook her head fiercely. “Everyone who has come into contact 

with the demon, who has tried to help us—they’re dead.” 

“None of them were Hell Hounds, were they? Or dragons?” 

Sarah bit her bottom lip. “No.” 

“Believe me, that’s what will make the difference this time. We’ll take the demon down and 

send it packing.” 

“How?” She looked up at him and searched his eyes as if the answer scrolled across his face. 

“Let’s not worry about it right now. You and Liam need food and rest. Let’s start with that.” 



He met her gaze and offered his best encouraging smile. Some of the tension left her 

expression and she tentatively smiled back at him, the hope in her gaze drawing him closer. 

Before he could think through his actions, he tilted his head and covered her lips with his. 

Sarah stiffened with surprise, but with a moan of desperation, she opened her mouth and 

gave into his kiss. Hot, searing lust spiked through Alex as the taste warm, willing woman and 

frantic need hit his tongue. The scents of peat bogs and spring hyacinth flooded his nose, and he 

couldn’t stop caressing her tongue with his. 

Mine! Must protect. True Mate. His Brother surged forward and made him tighten his grip on 

the delicious woman in his arms. He wanted to question the “True Mate” bit, but lust, need, and 

her scent swamped his mind until emotion ruled him. 

Alex growled and pressed Sarah up against the counter, one arm wrapped around her back, 

his other hand spearing through her silken ponytail. The auburn strands felt like satin rope and he 

tightened his fist, dragging her head back. She whimpered and her nails dug into his back 

through his shirt as she wrapped one leg around his thigh. She ground her mound against his 

rock-hard cock and he swore his eyes rolled back in his head. 

Want. Want her now. True Mate. Tugging her head back again, he broke the kiss and licked 

her throat, lust demanding he mark her as his. He worked his hand between their bodies and 

stroked the crotch of her jeans, the heat and dampness there searing his fingers. Feral need 

exploded through him and the scent of her arousal insisted he mate with her immediately. 

And he would have, except the pasta pot boiled over right beside them. 

They broke apart, Alex scrambling to turn down the heat on the stove. His cock throbbed 

against the fly of his jeans, mourning the loss of Sarah’s warmth, but guilt hit him straight 

between the eyes. What the fuck am I doing? 

 

**** 

 

What in bloody hell am I doing? 

Sarah watched Alex save the food and tried to gather her wits. She had a demon after her, for 

the Goddess’s sake. Now was not the time for romance. True Mate. Want more. Her Sister self 

whined with lust and need. 

Oh, be off with you. There’s no such thing as True Mates. 



Malcolm wasn’t our True Mate. Alex is. 

Sarah pressed her fingers to her lips. Alex’s kiss had been different than any other kiss she’d 

experienced. It had reached down into her very core, setting needs and desires alight she never 

knew she had. 

“Saved it.” He gave her an apologetic smile. “I’m sorry for…” He waved at her and licked 

his lips, sending cream flooding straight to her pussy. She wanted his tongue again. 

Preferably in more sensitive places. 

What was wrong with her? She’d never behaved so wanton before in her life. But she 

desperately wanted more of Alex. It’s just the stress, is what it is. 

True Mate. Her Sister self seemed so certain. 

She wanted to scoff, but she didn’t want Alex to think she didn’t believe him. “It’s all right. 

I’m sure it’s just the ‘poor me’ attitude I was giving you. Isn’t there a line in Under the Tuscan 

Sun where the bloke says she has to stop crying or he’d be forced to make love to her? I’m sure 

it’s just something like that.” 

Did she just suggest he’d been thinking of making love to her? Can you be any more forward 

with a man trying to help you? Chewed bones. She felt her face flush and ran a hand over her 

hair. 

Alex chuckled and shifted his hips as if his jeans had become too tight. Her gaze 

automatically dropped to his fly and her breath caught at the sight of the large ridge outlined 

there. More cream soaked her panties and she jerked her gaze away as his nostrils flared. He can 

smell the desire, you know. Aw, sod it! 

“To be honest, I might have gone that far to make you smile again if necessary.” He ran a 

hand over the back of his neck. “But we were saved by the steam, so no harm, no foul.” He 

rolled his shoulders to loosen them. “Okay. Why don’t you go check on Liam while I get the rest 

of this dinner made? Then we’ll make a plan of action after we’ve eaten. I always think better on 

a full stomach.” He gave her a gorgeous, cheeky grin. 

“Right. Okay.” 

Sarah didn’t want walk away from Alex, but she forced herself out of the kitchen and up the 

stairs. She had to think this through and they did need a plan of action. Her Sister remarked the 

only action she wanted was beneath Alex, but Sarah mentally bitch-slapped her and opened the 

bathroom door. 



“Liam love, are you done?” 

Her son turned about, his hair sticking up in all directions as he buttoned his pants. He 

nodded and wiped his nose on the towel he held. His eyes looked red as if he’d been crying and 

her heart squeezed tight in her chest. 

“What’s wrong, boyo?” She pulled him into her arms and held him tight, just like she’d done 

when he was a cub. 

“I’m afraid of the demon getting us, Mama.” 

“Oh, now, let’s not worry too much tonight, shall we? Supper’s coming and we’ll all feel 

better then.” She smoothed down some of the flyaway hair as she met his sapphire gaze. “We got 

a good head start on it this time, Liam love, and we’ve come to the right place should we have to 

face it. Mr. MacLaren won’t let anything happen to us, to be sure.” 

“Do you think he can stop it, Mama?” 

Sarah didn’t know the answer to that question, but she’d be damned before she allowed 

Liam’s worry to grow. “I think it might take all of us together, but we’ve never had a better ally.” 

“No one’s ever been able to help us before.” Liam’s lower lip quavered and Sarah’s 

determination roared to the fore. 

“Well, he’s a Hell Hound, init?” She squeezed him as he nodded. “It’ll be all right, love. 

Now let’s go get us some supper. Do you need help combing your hair?” 

Liam shook his head and reached for the comb on the bath sink. “Why do you smell like 

him?” 

“What?” Surprise and chagrin spiked through her. 

“Why do you smell like Alex? Like hot wet rock?” 

True Mate. Her Sister’s voice held smugness. Sarah had heard the legends surrounding True 

Mates. They shared a similar scent as if their personal odors mixed together to allow others to 

know they’d mated. She’d also heard True Mates couldn’t keep their hands off each other and 

couldn’t tolerate anyone of the opposite sex to touch their partners once mated. 

That can’t be what’s going on. Could it? 

“Do I? I hadn’t noticed.” Sarah shrugged off her unease. “I’m sure it’s because we’re in his 

house and spent time with him in his Jeep. That’s all.” She straightened his clothes to cover her 

nervousness. “Come now. Let’s go down to supper. I can smell the chicken, can’t you?” 



Liam nodded and allowed her to shepherd him down the stairs to the dining area where Alex 

set the table.  

“Feeling better, Liam?” 

“Yes, thank you.” Liam looked the older male Moon Singer over carefully, his curiosity 

plain. 

“Great. Come on and sit down. What would you like to drink?” Alex set a steaming plate full 

of chicken and pasta down on the table in front of the boy and pulled out a chair. 

“Just water, please.” Her son perched on the seat, licking his lips. 

Sarah helped him scoot in then turned to get her own food, but Alex waved her toward the 

table. “Go ahead and sit down. I’ll bring it.” 

“Oh, thank you.” She retreated to sit beside her son. 

“Welcome.” 

Alex returned with a glass of water and a plate of food for her. The scent of hot tropical 

nights at the foot of a rumbling volcano flooded over her as he set down her meal and she met his 

amber gaze. He paused and his jaw tightened as his nostrils flared. He looked wild and primal in 

that moment, and a shiver of desire shot down her spine. 

Want him now. True Mate. Her Sister self had never been so vocal in her thoughts before, but 

the presence of this man had unleashed her. Sarah fought against the urge to throw herself into 

his arms despite her son watching. 

Alex inhaled deeply and shifted his shoulders. “Can I get you something to drink? Water? 

Tea?” 

“Whiskey?” she whispered. 

Alex blinked then laughed, the sexual tension bleeding away. “I don’t think I have any of that 

around here right now. Especially not good Irish whiskey.” 

“Aw, more’s the pity.” She gave him a smile and tried to recover her composure as he 

retrieved his own plate. “Water will be fine for now.” 

“Right.” Did she hear strain in his voice? He returned to the table with her glass and his plate, 

but he didn’t seem to carry any tension in his broad shoulders. Lovely, strong shoulders with 

hard muscles stretching his shirt. 



Bloody hell. She’d never wanted anyone like this, but the timing couldn’t be worse. Sarah 

forced herself to concentrate on her food, though she barely tasted it with the handsome male 

sitting beside her. 

They ate in silence as the rain pattered against the windows of the house. Liam’s gaze kept 

flicking between Sarah and Alex. She couldn’t scent any distress from him, only curiosity. Thank 

the Goddess he’s not afraid for the moment. 

They’d almost finished eating when Liam set his glass down, and fixed Alex with a frank 

stare. “May I ask a question, Alex?” 

Alex raised his eyebrow. “Sure, Liam. What do you want to know?” 

“Why do you and my mama smell alike?” 

Alex’s second eyebrow joined the first and he shot a look at Sarah. “I thought I smelled like 

hot rock.” 

“Yeah, you do. But now Mama smells like that, too, a little.” 

“Does she?” A smile quirked Alex’s lips. “I’ll have to check for myself.” He leaned over to 

Sarah and made a big production of sniffing at her. 

“Hmm.” Alex frowned thoughtfully. “I smell chicken, pasta, wolf, and…” He cocked his 

head quizzically, making Liam giggle. “Girl.” 

“Ewww!” Liam scrunched up his nose. “That’s the worst.” 

“Hey, now.” Sarah swiped at her son and he dodged, laughing. “If I get attitude like that, it’s 

off to bed with you.” 

“Aw, can’t I stay up longer, Mama?” 

“No, we’ve had a long day, and we need as much rest as we can get.” Sarah rose from her 

seat and collected their plates. 

“Can I at least get a bedtime story?” Liam pushed back from the table and stood by his chair. 

“Of course you can. Off you go, now. I’ll be right up.” She shooed her son toward the stairs. 

“Don’t worry about the dishes. I’ll get them.” Alex took the plates from her and smiled. 

“You go get Liam ready for bed.” 

“Are you sure? You cooked.” 

Alex laughed. “I take it as a great compliment you didn’t spit it out in disgust. I’ll get this.” 

He waved her off and Sarah nodded. 



She followed Liam, wondering why it was so hard to leave the kitchen behind. Chewed 

bones, you’re worse than a pup with her first scent of roses. Get it together. But Alex didn’t 

smell like roses. He smelled like heaven and everything inside her clamored to claim it before it 

disappeared. 

“Mama, there aren’t any sheets.” Liam held the coverlet off one of the beds. 

“Right. Let’s see what’s in the linen closet.” 

She made the bed and Liam climbed between the fresh sheets. 

“What shall we read?” 

He reached out and grabbed the book off the bedside table as she sat beside him. 

“This one again?” 

“Yes, please.” Liam nodded with an anticipatory smile. 

Sarah sighed. “Oh, what places you’ll go…” 

 

 



 

Chapter Three 

 

Alex filled the dishwasher and set it to clean as he thought about Liam’s question. Had his 

scent changed? He sniffed under his arms, but nothing seemed different to him. Nothing more 

than his own sweat came to his nose and he shook his head. Maybe the kid had simply smelled 

him on the stuff in the house and mixed it with his mother’s scent. 

Good story, but you never mixed up scents even at that age, his Brother quipped. 

The only time he’d ever heard of people’s scents mixing occurred after sex, and he’d done 

nothing of the sort with Sarah Flanagan. He’d kissed her, and the memory of her lips sent blood 

straight to his cock until it nudged the fly of his jeans. 

Mine, his Brother insisted. 

Not tonight, she’s not. But his Brother wouldn’t let go of the possibility. 

Alex finished cleaning up and belatedly remembered the beds being bare upstairs. Cursing 

his negligence, he sprinted up the stairs to rummage through the linen closet. He didn’t 

remember the size of the guest room bed so he grabbed two sets of sheets and strode for the door. 

Sarah’s voice carried down the hall, slowing his steps. She read the book from the station and 

her sweet Irish lilt wrapped around his heart and squeezed. 

“And when things start to happen, don’t worry, don’t fret. The path ahead could be your best 

journey yet.” 

Alex paused at the door and peeked around the edge. Sarah sat on the bed facing Liam as she 

read and Alex’s heart squeezed again. They looked like a family—his family—as if they 

belonged here in this house with him. She kept reading and he fell into her cadence, relaxed and 

happy for the first time in almost a decade. 

True Mate. His Brother’s voice held a confidence Alex didn’t share. 

But she’s a normal werewolf, not a Hell Hound. How could she be my True Mate? 

His Brother whined. True Mate. 

It doesn’t matter. That’s a secondary concern if a concern at all. I don’t have time for love. 

“On and on you will trek, and reach for the stars to take on your problems wherever they 

are.” 



Heh. Truth and wisdom from a kiddie author. Alex leaned back against the wall beside the 

door and closed his eyes. He’d been asked to help Sarah and Liam, not keep them as his family. 

He had to get his head back in the game and focus on the threat, not on the luscious female in 

the next room. She’d experienced enough difficulty already. The last thing she needed was some 

horny male backing her against the wall and kissing the hell out of her. 

The idea made his cock swell. 

Shit. Get downstairs before she sees you, fool. 

Alex lurched off the wall and shoved the sheets back in the closet. Then he bolted for the 

stairs, damn near tripping on the way down. 

Sarah’s voice floated after him. “Your mountain needs moving, so get on your way.” 

I’m going. I’m going. 

Alex scanned his living room, trying to think of something to help him calm his hard-on 

before she returned to the first floor. Think! Nothing came to mind except the radiant color of her 

hair and the softness of it in his hands. Is she red everywhere? His cock flexed with hope and 

interest. 

Chewed bones! 

“Alex, is everything all right?” Sarah stopped at the base of the steps. 

Alex glanced over his shoulder and tried to smile. “Yeah. Why?” 

“You’re staring out the window and your knuckles are white. I thought perhaps we had 

unwanted company.” 

He shoved his fisted hands in his pockets to disguise the rigid bulge pressing against his fly. 

“No, sorry. I was just thinking.” 

“Oh, I know all about those sorts of moments.” Sarah shifted past him and settled on the 

couch, rubbing her face with her hands. The action broadcast so much weary resignation, he 

couldn’t help but sit down beside her. Everything inside him screamed to wrap her up in his arms 

and hold her close, but he settled for taking her hand. 

“Did Liam go to bed okay?” 

“Yes, thank goodness. He hasn’t been sleeping well since we left Dublin.” She shook her 

head. “Nor have I.” 

Alex’s arm slid around her shoulders of its own volition and he gathered her against his side. 



Sarah stiffened for a moment, surprise filtering through her sweet scent. She relaxed after a 

few moments. 

“I suspect demons make it hard to unwind, but I think you’ll be able to get some good sleep 

tonight. Here.” He shifted his body until his back wedged between the armrest and the upright 

cushions. “Lay your head on my chest and get some sleep. I’m not going anywhere.” 

Sarah gave him a long look. “You want me where?” 

Alex patted his chest. “Lay your head here. Your hips here.” One hand tapped the couch 

beside his extended leg. 

“You want me…between your legs?” 

Hell yeah, I want you between my legs, hot and snarling and begging for more. 

“You’re exhausted, Sarah. Take a break and let me watch over you for the moment. I 

promise not to do anything you don’t want me to do.” He patted his chest again. 

Sarah’s shoulders slumped and she ran a hand through her hair, pulling a few strands out of 

her ponytail. His hands itched to smooth the tendrils back and he held his breath, hoping she’d 

agree. 

“All right. Maybe just a wee nip o’ sleep.” She shifted her hips, scooted closer to him, and 

settled her shoulder against his side. The warm swell of her breast pressed his ribs, branding him 

with her heat, and he prayed to the Goddess his cock didn’t poke her in the belly. 

Thank the First Canid for jeans. Even if they got too tight. 

“Better?” It was certainly better for him. 

“Yeah, thank you. You’re wonderfully warm.” 

I’m on fire. “I try.” 

She sighed and closed her eyes, settling her body against his. Alex reveled in her scent and 

laid his arm across her back. It felt so natural to cradle her this way. Maybe his Brother knew 

better after all. Alex listened to her soft breathing and contentment unfolded in his chest. 

Before he knew what he was doing, he stroked her hair back from her face, sliding his hand 

over her head in a repeated pattern. Sarah started, her breath hitching in surprise, but he just kept 

stroking, enjoying in the soothing motion. 

“What are you doing?” 

“I’m trying to help you rest. My mother used to do this after I woke up from a nightmare. It 

calmed me right down. Do you want me to stop?” Please, please, don’t say no. 



“No…it’s nice. Your mother was right.” 

Delight flowed through him as she snuggled deeper against his side. He tried to keep his 

touches light, but he wanted to drag her up his body and take her mouth in another hot kiss. 

Sarah sighed with appreciation and Alex’s cock flexed. 

I’m just offering comfort, that’s it. But it’d get uncomfortable for him soon if they didn’t 

stop. What’s a little sexual frustration between friends? 

He forced himself to concentrate on the silkiness of her hair and the warm scent of contented 

woman. Mine. True Mate. He gritted his teeth against the urge to claim her, pausing before he 

did anything like grab her hair and drag her lips to his. 

“Is everything all right?” Sarah looked up at him, her misty green eyes searching for danger. 

He cleared his throat. “Yeah, everything’s fine. Just…” 

Silence filled the space between them and Alex fell into her eyes, everything around him 

drifting away. He dropped his gaze to her lips and the memory of her flavor filled his mind, 

urging him to taste her again. 

 

**** 

 

Sarah stared up into his amber eyes and wanted nothing more than to sink into his sexy heat. 

What am I thinking? Running from a demon didn’t leave time for romance or even sex. But she 

wanted it more than she wanted anything else, and her Sister self acted like a bitch in heat around 

Alex. 

This could be the last time you get any kind of loving, ever. 

“Make love to me.” 

Alex blinked, the surprise on his face mirroring her feelings. She cursed her impulsive Sister. 

“Are you sure, Sarah?” 

“Yes. Who knows what tomorrow will bring? This may be our last chance to celebrate life. 

Please, Alex.” How had she lost control of her voice? 

Alex groaned. “Here’s the thing. I don’t think I’ll be able to stop if you change your mind.” 

He shifted beneath her again and the long, hard ridge in his jeans ground against her belly. “I 

usually have more control, but tonight I’m as rabid as a honey badger, and I won’t give up until 

I’ve had you, if you give me the go-ahead.” 



His frank words set her core on fire and she whimpered with the lust they inspired. 

“Chewed bones, you make more sounds like that, I’ll be forced to make love to you.” 

She dusted off her sultry smile and let it curl her lips as she wriggled, moaning in 

supplication. “I want you, Alex MacLaren, rabid as a honey badger, smoky as a fine whiskey, 

and hard as stone. I’ll take you anyway I can get you.” 

He growled and fisted her hair, dragging her face closer. “Fine. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” 

Alex took her lips in a consuming kiss, stealing her breath and her sanity. One hand slid down 

her body into her pants, long fingers strumming her clit. “Oh yeah, give me some of your honey, 

sweetheart.” 

Sarah gasped as a single finger slid deeper, stroking the walls of her pussy. She writhed 

around the digit as Alex’s tongue battled hers for supremacy, his growls counterpoint to her 

moans. Electric pleasure surged between her legs, swamping her mind with nothing but bliss. 

“Oh, Goddess, Alex.” 

“I love it when you say my name, Sarah. It turns me on so much.” He pulled his hand out of 

her pants and slid his fingers into his mouth, tasting her cream. His eyes closed and an 

expression of ecstasy flooded his features. “Damn, you taste good.” 

The scent of her own arousal combined with his earthy musk created a potent mixture so 

delicious she had to have more. She grabbed his face between her hands and planted a kiss on his 

lips, desperate to recapture the taste of them together. Flavors from dinner and her own tart juices 

filled her mouth as she suckled his tongue, making him growl. 

Sarah groped down his body until she grasped his jeans, and fumbled with the button at the 

top. 

“Whoa, wait a moment.” Alex pushed her back and everything within her squealed with 

disappointment. “Easy there, little wolf. If you get your hands on me, I might come too soon. 

That won’t be good for anyone.” 

“But…” 

“Come on.” He squirmed out from under her and pulled her up, kissing her knuckles when 

she stood. “Let’s take this somewhere more comfortable.” 

Sarah raised an eyebrow. “What happened to the honey badger rabidness?” 

Alex laughed. “It’s countered by two centuries of experience at pleasing my lover.” 



By the Goddess, she liked the sound of that. She’d only been sexually active for forty of her 

sixty two years, but no one had pleased her in a long time. Not even Malcolm. 

Alex drew her up the stairs and through the first doorway on the right. The room had a dusty, 

disused scent, but under it Sarah detected Alex’s earthy musk. He flipped on the lights and pulled 

her to the bed. Sarah didn’t have much time to take in the décor before he tore off his shirt and 

unbuttoned his jeans. 

“Now, I’m going to go all rabid on you.” He grinned as he gripped the hem of her shirt and 

pulled it off. “Rabid wolf.” 

Alex dropped his head between her breasts and snapped her bra apart with his teeth. Sarah’s 

heart beat a rapid tattoo against her ribs and her pussy clenched around a new influx of cream. 

She inhaled his masculine scent and her nipples hardened to the plundering of his tongue, the wet 

heat stealing her breath. 

“Holy Goddess, you taste wonderful, Sarah.” The moan originated at her chest before his hot 

tongue swiped along the swell of one breast. “I could spend hours sucking on your nipples.” 

“Chewed bones, Alex. I don’t have hours.” She arched her back and pushed her flesh against 

his lips. 

“You will someday, but I won’t torture you tonight.” He chuckled, the rumble echoing 

through her body. “Tonight is about giving you pleasure.” 

“I’m all for that.” If Alex gave her the opportunity to be selfish for one night, she’d take it. 

Tomorrow she’d have to face her son’s needs, and the demon who hunted them. 

Her thoughts splintered as his tongue dipped into her navel then skimmed around the swell of 

her belly. While she’d never been vain, her belly had never been the same after her pregnancy 

and she slid a hand over it to hide the stretch marks. 

Alex paused. “What’s wrong, Sarah?” 

 

 



 

Chapter Four 

 

Alex’s gut clenched and he swallowed hard. Had he hurt her? Had some of his fire escaped 

and singed her? A few times while making love to Lisa, they’d set the bed aflame in their 

exuberance, but it had always been localized. Hell Hounds had a natural affinity with fire, but 

Sarah didn’t have such imperviousness. 

“I didn’t hurt you, did I?” 

“No, no. Nothing like that. You were lovely.” 

Chewed bones. Here comes the ‘you were okay, but I’ve had better’ speech. 

“But…childbirth changes the body and…well, the stretch marks…” 

He huffed a laugh and his guts unclenched. Thank the Goddess I didn’t hurt her. “Sweet 

Sarah, you are beautiful. You have nothing to be concerned about.” He ran his hands over her 

stomach, kissing the skin in their wake. “You’re real, sexy, and so gorgeous I can’t keep my 

hands,”—he kissed her again—“or lips off you.” 

Sarah gasped and arched into his caresses, and he used the distraction to unbutton her jeans 

and slide them off her hips. He pulled her panties off with them and the delicious scent of her 

arousal slammed into him. His mouth watered and his cock solidified as he thrust his nose 

against her pussy lips. 

“Alex!” 

He couldn’t answer. Her taste overwhelmed him and he needed more. He pressed her back 

onto the bed and nestled between her thighs. Sweet and tangy, hot and wet, he couldn’t resist 

opening his mouth and swiping his tongue along her slit. Sarah moaned and squirmed, pulling a 

growl from his chest as his hands clutched her hips. 

Mine. 

Damn right she was. Tonight he’d take her to the limits of pleasure and make her his forever. 

He ignored the implications of his thought as he settled to feast on her sweet pussy. Ambrosia 

coated his tongue as he sipped from her cream, savoring the hot, sultry flavor swirling in his 

mouth. 

He caressed her folds with his tongue, luxuriating in the smooth, slick flesh contrasted with 

the crinkly hairs. His cock jerked each time she twitched and her moans set his brain on fire. 



Every gasp tightened his balls until he couldn’t stand much more. He hummed against her clit, 

suckling on the little nubbin until she grabbed his head. 

“Oh, Goddess, yes, Alex. Lick me harder right there!” 

He feasted on her folds, licking and devouring her sweet cream. The sounds of wet pleasure 

mixed with her moans of ecstasy in the quiet room, and Alex reveled in the joy of both. His own 

pleasure ramped up as Sarah’s body tightened. She keened an ecstatic wail as he sent her over 

into orgasm, rocking her hips hard against his mouth. Alex damn near followed her, but he held 

back by lapping up all her juices, taking everything she had to give. 

Alex wanted more, had to have more. Had to sink his teeth into her sweet shoulder and bind 

her to him so he’d never be alone again. 

What the— 

True Mate. Mine. 

His Brother surged to the forefront of his mind and Alex stood, shucking his jeans and boxers 

before he realized he’d moved. His heart raced as he gazed down on her body. She still trembled 

with the aftereffects of her release, but his Brother scented her continued arousal and a 

possessive growl echoed in the room. 

Sarah’s eyes opened and she looked back at him with a sensuous, satisfied smile as she slid 

one hand up her side to cup a heaving breast. 

“Mine,” he growled. 

“Am I, now? Come show me, then.” She pinched her nipple between her fingers and gave a 

seductive wiggle. “Prove to me I'm yours for the taking.” 

The challenge in her voice and in her expression ignited his lust and his cock jerked with 

renewed interest. She jerked her chin up and he snarled, both delighted and determined in the 

face of her dare. 

He launched himself onto the bed, landing on all fours with his arms and legs caging her 

beneath him. He dropped his head beside hers and licked her neck below her ear. 

“Oh, I’ll prove it to you, little wolf. There’ll be no doubt when I’m done with you.” 

He lowered his hips to hers and ground his aching cock on her mound. Sarah moaned and 

spread her legs, cradling him against her hot core. Her heat soaked into his shaft, hardening it 

more, and Alex dragged the head of his cock down her wet slit. 

Oh shit! Condom. 



He stifled a groan and suckled her nipple as he shifted to search in a drawer beside the bed, 

unwilling to let her go for a second. Please, please, please let there be one here. 

His fingers closed around a foil packet and elation suffused his chest. Expiration? He could 

barely focus on the little numbers printed on the foil. They had two weeks. Hot damn! He tore it 

open and slid the latex over his straining shaft, returning to Sarah’s lovely body as fast as 

possible. Thirty seconds and he already missed her. 

“You’re mine, Sarah.” 

“Prove it, Hell Hound.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief as her smile turned defiant. 

Alex snarled with lusty excitement and thrust inside with one quick move. Scalding pressure 

enveloped him and he moaned, closing his eyes. Holy Goddess, she’s pure heaven. 

“Mine,” he said. 

“Not yet, but I will be.” 

 

**** 

 

Where in the world had those words come from? Sarah swore her Sister must have taken 

over and taunted Alex when she’d been distracted with the pleasure of his cock in her pussy. 

Holy First Canid, he filled her to bursting, and lust flared in his eyes with her challenge. 

“Damn right, you will be.” 

He dragged his cock out of her tight grip and slammed back into her, heat exploding through 

her with his thrust. Sarah dug her nails into his shoulders as she threw her head back, her 

pleasure erupting in a joyous wail. 

Alex sealed his lips to her throat, planting nippy kisses along the column as he settled into a 

continuous rocking motion. Sarah drowned in the sensations of his cock sliding along her inner 

walls and the scrape of his teeth at her neck. Her release coiled at the base of her spine, roiling as 

it slowly built into a conflagration of pleasure. Sarah cried out and arched her back, trying to take 

more of him. 

“Oh, Goddess, Alex, faster please.” 

He rumbled a groan and sped up his thrusts, chafing the insides of her pussy with his satin 

flesh. The pleasure ignited, pinging off her nerves as it tore through her, and boiled up her spine 

until she shot into the star spangled sky. Alex stiffened and growled so low, the vibrations rattled 



her world. His cock rammed into her a few more times, setting of a fireworks display of 

aftershocks behind her eyes. 

At the last moment, he sealed his mouth around her shoulder and sank his teeth into the 

muscle, catapulting her into another hard orgasm. Her canines itched and she snapped at his 

shoulder, her jaws finding flesh. New waves of pleasure and ecstasy flooded through her, 

swamping her mind. 

Alex came again, his pleasure ricocheting inside her until she couldn’t tell where he ended 

and she began. Something clicked and locked in place, pushing away her worries and fears until 

only sweet silence cradled her. 

“Holy Goddess.” 

Alex’s mumbled exclamation pulled Sarah back into the present. The room’s scent had 

changed from musty disuse and Alex, to something richer, earthier, and sexier. She recognized 

her own scent in the air, not just the sex, but a mixture of her and Alex’s hot rock flavor. She 

tried to lick her lips and found her tongue sliding across his salty skin. 

Alex groaned and his cock flexed inside her pussy. 

I’ve bitten him. Her breath hitched and she released his shoulder in a rush. Alex groaned 

again around her shoulder. He’s bitten me! 

The enormity of their shared actions slid down her spine and she gasped for breath while her 

Sister wolf yipped with glee. True Mate. 

Bloody hell in a kettle! What am I going to tell Liam? 

“Alex?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Can you get up now?” 

Alex released her shoulder and scanned her face with his eyes. “Am I hurting you?” 

“No, I’m fine, I just…” 

He rolled off her as if on fire and she missed his warm, solid weight. His expression creased 

with concern as he slid his gaze over her body, and her pussy spasmed with the delicious perusal. 

Sweet Goddess, I’m impossible. I just made love to him. How can I be interested again? 

“You’re not burned?” 

That stopped her. “Why would I be burned?” 



“Uh, well, it happened a time or two with my previous mate, but she was a Hell Hound too, 

so I never worried.” He bit his bottom lip and still managed to look sexy. 

Unease slid through her at the mention of his previous mate. “What happened to her, Alex? 

You said she left.” 

Profound sorrow swirled through his golden gaze and Sarah wanted to take the questions 

back. But if we’ve True Mated, I have to know. Alex settled onto his back, staring up at the 

ceiling. 

“I think so.” 

“You think so?” 

He grimaced. “She was the only other Hell Hound I’ve ever met. She told me Hell Hounds 

go off by themselves to die when their time comes. She said it was her time and at her age, she 

was ready.” His hands balled into impotent fists. “She left and never came back.” 

“But if you were mates, wouldn’t you know if she’d died?” 

“We never True Mated. I think that was part of the reason she decided it was time. She’d said 

she wasn’t likely to find her True Mate if she hadn’t already.” Sorrow pulled the corners of 

Alex’s mouth down. 

Sarah settled her hand over one fist, her heart aching. “I’m sorry.” 

He grunted. “She left eight years ago today.” 

Bloody hell, could our timing be worse? 

“But once I met you, the ache hasn’t bothered me so much.” He rolled onto his side, his gaze 

fixed on Sarah. “It’s like the hole in my heart closed to make room for you.” Alex stroked her 

side and he frowned a little. “So, you’re sure you’re okay?” 

Sarah wanted the lingering sorrow gone and offered him her best winning smile with a hint 

of sass. “I don’t know.” She wiggled her hips. “You’d best take a closer look. Can you kiss it to 

make it better?” 

Alex blinked at her, caught off-guard. Sarah wriggled and winked. A brilliant grin cracked 

his startled façade and he leaned over her, sniffing her belly close to her mound. 

He groaned in appreciation. “Ambrosia.” 

“Nothing singed, then?” 



“Not in the least.” He trailed his fingers over her breasts, tracing them as if they were small 

countries on a map yet to be explored. Sarah shivered as she clutched the bedclothes tight in her 

fists.  

“Making love to a Hell Hound sounds dangerous.” She hissed when his scalding tongue 

settled around one nipple. “O’ course, I could use a little burn from you.” 

His dark chuckle rumbled over her skin, pulling up goose bumps. “Be careful what you wish 

for, sweetheart.” 

“Can I count on you to keep me warm at night?” 

Alex grinned. “I guarantee I’ll do more than keep you warm.” He dipped his head and 

dropped an open-mouthed kiss on her nether lips. “Starting right here.” 

Sarah squealed and grabbed Alex’s head, holding him where she wanted him. “Oh sweet 

Goddess, more, Alex!” 

His hot tongue seared her sensitive folds and Sarah squirmed, begging with her hips for him 

to send her careening back into the black. He moaned in approval and increased the pressure of 

suction, flicking her clit with his tongue. 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah!” Sarah rocked hard against him and streaked like a blazing comet into 

bliss.  

Alex kept feasting on her intimate flesh, extending her orgasm until she collapsed to the bed 

weaker than a newborn. Pleasure rippled through her with each caress and satisfaction pulsed 

after it. Thank the Goddess he’s mine. The fear she was wrong tried to edge its way into her 

contentment, but the scents of her release and his satisfaction pushed it aside. 

“Oooohhhh.” 

“I’m going to take that as a compliment.” 

His wry comment made her laugh. “Yes, it was definitely a compliment.” 

Alex chuckled and licked his lips as he settled himself beside her on the bed. He gathered her 

to him, the heat of his body flooding into hers as the rain beat against the windows of the house. 

They didn’t speak for a long moment and she settled her head on his chest, listening to the steady 

beat of his heart. Contentment filled her until worries bullied their way to the forefront of her 

mind. 

“What about tomorrow, when the morning comes?” She hated to ask the question and ruin 

the perfect connection they’d made. 



“Tomorrow, we’ll run into town and get some real food for this place.” His voice sounded 

tired and amused. “Hell Hounds, and Moon Singers I suspect, can’t live on chicken and pasta 

alone.” 

“That’s not what I meant, Alex—” 

“I know, little wolf.” He squeezed her gently. “Just rest right now. Let’s tackle tomorrow 

when it comes.” 

“But what about…this?” She waved a hand lazily in the air as exhaustion stole over her. She 

fought it. They had to talk about the biting. Biting during mating meant the Mating Bond and 

True Mates. 

“Just sleep. You’ve had a rough time. It’ll keep until tomorrow.” 

He sounded so confident and she didn’t have the energy to fight him on it. I just hope he’s 

right. 

 

 



 

Chapter Five 

 

Alex woke to an unusual sensation. Heat, satisfaction, and the sweet scent of woman, his 

woman. His Brother growled in contentment as Sarah sighed and slid an arm across his chest. 

Unexpected joy obliterated all the old sorrow and despair, and he wondered how he’d ever 

managed to get up in the morning without it. How can one woman make it all go away? 

True Mate. 

Yeah, yeah. You always think you’re so smart. 

His Brother only grunted in smug amusement as Sarah nestled closer and her delicious scent 

flooded his nose, making his cock jerk. Down, boy. She needs her rest. He wanted to give into 

the urge to slide his aching shaft into her seductive heat, but he reminded himself they had no 

food for breakfast. 

Sighing, he eased himself from her warmth and dragged his ass into the bathroom. His cock 

twitched in frustration, but he refused to allow it to rule him today. He couldn’t ignore the threat 

chasing the Flanagans and making love to Sarah wouldn’t save them from it. 

 Besides, he didn’t relish the idea of facing Liam while curled up naked with his mother. 

Yeah, just a little awkward. 

The shower helped wake Alex up, though the soap smelled like a dust cake and almost 

disintegrated when he used it. He added it to his mental grocery list along with food and 

toiletries. At least the towels were still clean. 

He didn’t relish the idea of dressing in yesterday’s clothes, but he hadn’t lived in the River 

House in years and had nothing else. He pulled on his jeans and grabbed his shirt before 

returning to the bedroom. The sight in his bed stopped him and stole his breath. 

Sarah stretched lazily and the morning light caressed her strawberries-and-cream skin with an 

ethereal glow. Alex swallowed hard and his cock flexed with demand. Want, want, want. 

When she rolled over and spread her legs, he thought he’d faint as the scent of their shared 

pleasure hit his nose. His Brother demanded he lick her sweet pussy, drowning in her delicious 

flavor again, but he gritted his teeth and held back. There’s a demon after her, moron. Focus on 

making her safe, not satisfied. 

But satisfied is more fun. 



Alex forced himself to kneel beside the bed and run a hand over her shoulder. Only her 

shoulder. 

“Sarah, sweetheart, what do you say to breakfast in town?” 

“Hmm?” She opened her seductive green eyes and gave him a sleepy smile. “Mornin’.” 

“Good morning.” He answered her smile and ignored his Brother whining to kiss her. 

“There’s no food in this house. We pretty much used up everything last night. What do you say 

we head into town for some groceries and breakfast?” 

“That sounds lovely.” But her body stiffened and she lost her smile. “What about the demon? 

You said water helps confuse it. Shouldn’t we stay here?” 

He shook his head. “We don’t have anything to eat, and a hungry werewolf isn’t pleasant 

company. Three?” He whistled with mock concern, making her smile return. “Don’t worry. I’ll 

be with you and Liam. We’ll be all right.” 

“Liam!” Sarah sat straight up, exposing her lovely breasts. Alex’s mouth watered and his 

mind filled with the memories of suckling on them. 

“He’s fine. Why don’t you go shower and I’ll meet you downstairs?” 

She nodded and stretched, and Alex had to turn away before he tackled her and thrust his 

cock in to her sexy warmth. Chewed bones, I gotta get out of here. He damn near ran out the 

door, trying to ignore her naked glory as she sauntered into the bathroom. Her ass fit perfectly in 

his hands and he wanted to slide his palms over her cheeks again. 

Down. Stairs. Now. 

By the time Sarah and Liam joined him in the kitchen, he’d warmed the Jeep and gotten his 

raging hard-on under control again. Liam inhaled a quick breath and grinned, but didn’t say 

anything as his mother hustled him into his jacket. Alex had never had to worry about his scent 

before—humans couldn’t seem to smell much of anything—but he hoped the kid was okay with 

the mix of his scent with Sarah’s. 

He locked up the house and joined them in the Jeep. The river’s steady gurgle soothed some 

of his concerns, but the skies hung heavy with black rain clouds and unease squeezed his gut. 

Ominous sign. Alex shrugged it off, smiled at Sarah’s curious look, and pulled away from the 

house. 

“Where shall we go for breakfast?” She tightened her jacket around her. 



“I thought we’d stop at the Gold Rush Café. Good, hot food, rich coffee, and a truck stop. 

Lots of people come through there, so strangers aren’t that noticeable.” 

“It’s best to be anonymous, init?” 

Alex sighed at her tight expression. “For now, yes. The less the locals notice you, the more 

difficult it will be for the demon to track you.” 

“Right.” The pain in Sarah’s voice stabbed his gut and he reached out to take her hand. 

“Hey. It’s going to be okay. We’ll make it through this. I’ll keep you safe.” 

She nodded, but her doubt saturated the air inside the Jeep. His Brother snarled at her 

disbelief, but Alex mentally shook his head. She met me yesterday. Trust takes time. 

True Mate. Mine to protect. 

Yeah, well, prove it. 

His Brother wolf subsided with a grumble and the rest of the drive passed in silence. When 

they pulled into the gravel lot of the Gold Rush Café, Alex wove his way through semis and 

pickups to park near the side entrance. They got out and he sniffed the air. The scents of fuel, 

grease, and exhaustion wafted outside the truck stop, but he detected no danger or maliciousness. 

“Come on, let’s get some breakfast.” 

“Are you sure we’ll be okay?” Sarah hugged Liam to her side and eyed the glass windows 

full of early morning diners. 

“Yeah, I can’t scent anything off. Can you?” Both she and Liam inhaled and shook their 

heads. “Okay, then. Let’s go in and eat. We’ll leave if anything seems out of place.” 

He followed them into the diner, keeping close to Sarah. He laid a hand at the small of her 

back, and her shoulders relaxed. He needed to touch her, to keep watch over her despite the lack 

of overt danger. Not many of the truckers looked up at their entrance, but a possessive growl 

welled in his throat at the few who eyed Sarah. 

Ease up, Brother. They’re no threat. 

Mine. 

His hand tightened on her back and she raised an eyebrow at him, but he smiled and sat 

across from them in a booth. 

A sleepy-eyed waitress ambled up to them and set menus in front of them. 

“Welcome to the Gold Rush Café, folks. Can I get you some coffee?” 

“Just tea for me, please.” 



The woman cocked her head at Sarah’s lovely accent. “Lipton okay?” 

“Yeah, well enough.” Sarah smiled and hugged Liam, who’d grimaced. 

“I could bring some peppermint herbal tea, if you’d prefer, young man. Does that sound 

better?” 

Liam brightened. “Yes, thank you, miss.” 

“Don’t you have sweet manners? All right, peppermint it is.” She turned to Alex, and her 

smile widened with appreciation. “And for you, sir?” 

“Coffee, cream, no sugar.” 

She nodded with a coy smile and a wink before she sauntered off to the kitchen with a little 

extra sway to her hips. Amusement and flattery rippled through his chest. Even after two 

centuries, some women still fluttered their eyes at him. However, this was the first time one had 

smelled like rancid oil and hairspray. 

He returned his gaze to the woman across from him and paused. Sarah’s eyes had narrowed 

and her lips compressed in a tight line as she followed the waitress with her gaze. Anger crackled 

across the table and Alex braced for action. 

“Everything okay?” 

Surprise flickered across her features before she offered him a smile. “Yes, fine, thank you. I 

just need some tea.” She lifted her menu, killing the conversation. 

What had gone wrong? Alex searched the diner for a source to her distress, but nothing came 

to mind. Then he inhaled. Sour jealousy tinged the edges of Sarah’s scent, and a little pool of 

warmth filled his chest. 

 

**** 

 

Get a hold of yourself, gel. No need to fly off the handle. 

The pep talk settled her Sister a little, but Sarah still inwardly grumbled about the look the 

waitress had given her Mate. She’d never felt such possessiveness before, even with Liam’s 

father. Perhaps her mother hadn’t been telling tales when she’d described the Mating Bond as 

powerful and permanent. Sarah took a deep breath and tried to focus on the menu. 

“What will you have for breakfast, Liam love?” 

Liam eyed her curiously. “Do they have bangers and mash?” 



“What and what?” Alex looked perplexed. 

“Bangers and mash. Don’t you eat it?” Liam frowned a little. 

“He means sausages and mashed potatoes in gravy.” The waitress stood by their table with a 

teapot and mugs. “It’s actually pretty good. A lot like sausages and hash browns.” 

“That’s a breakfast meal?” Alex raised an eyebrow. 

“Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it, honey.” She winked again and Sarah ground her molars. 

The waitress turned to Liam. “We don’t have that, but we do make some pretty good fried 

onions, seasoned potatoes, and sausages if you want it.” 

“Mama, can I have that?” 

“Yes, that’s fine.” Sarah tried to keep her voice level as the waitress smiled. So the human 

woman flirted a little. That was no reason to turn into a territorial bitch. Holy Mother, calm 

down. 

“I’ll put you down for that, little man. And for you?” 

Sarah ordered pancakes, eggs, and sausages. The waitress showed nothing more than 

friendliness and Sarah relaxed. She’s not trying to move in on my Mate. She’s just doing her job. 

Slow, even breaths helped. 

“And what can I get for you, handsome?” 

Sarah’s Sister wanted to launch at the waitress over the endearment. While Alex gave his 

order, Sarah gripped her tea cup to keep from clawing the woman’s eyes out. What is wrong with 

me? 

“Mama, are you well?” Liam tugged on her arm and Sarah dredged up a smile. 

“I am, thank you, Liam.” 

“You smell angry and your knuckles are white. Did I do something wrong?” 

Immediately, all her fury vaporized. “No, no, love. You’ve done nothing. I’m just tired and 

hungry.” She wrapped one arm around him and cuddled him to her side as the waitress left the 

table. “Did you sleep well last night?” 

“Yes. Better than before. I like the River House. It smells good there.” 

Sarah smiled and nodded. “Yes, it does. It will be a nice place to stay for a while.” 

“Only a while?” Surprise and unease filled Alex’s voice with the question. 

“I wish we could stay forever.” The yearning in Liam’s statement squeezed her heart. I wish 

we could stay forever, too. 



“If you want to stay, there’s no time limit on using the house. It’s good to have people in it 

again.” Alex’s expression alternated between hope and pleading. “I don’t see any reason you 

can’t stay longer.” 

“What about…the demon?” Sarah whispered the last, scanning the room for listeners. “The 

longer we stay, the more danger we bring to you and this town. My friend in Manitou already 

lost her home. Thank the Goddess no one was hurt, but the demon won’t stop there. I couldn’t 

live with anyone else’s death on my conscience.” 

Alex reached across the table and wrapped one hot hand around her cold fingers. She 

shivered as a tingle ran straight to her pussy and made it clench. 

“It’s going to be all right, Sarah. You’re both safe here and if the demon shows up, we’ll take 

it down. Together.” 

“You mean ‘when.’” Sarah shook her head. “It will come, Alex. And how do you know we’ll 

be able to fight it? Demons aren’t like humans.” She took a breath to say more, but the waitress 

delivered their meal and she swallowed her words. 

“There you go, folks. Enjoy.” The woman pulled out the bill and slid it face down on the 

table beneath the salt shaker, smiling at Alex. “Let me know if you need anything else, 

handsome.” 

Sarah gritted her teeth, but kept the snarl inside. Goddess, please keep me from taking down 

the other females who look at Alex. 

“It’s going to work out. Let’s enjoy our breakfast. No one knows you or anything about you 

here. You’re safe.” 

“For how long?” 

“My mom used to say there’s no point borrowing trouble. Right now, everything’s okay. And 

it’s always ‘right now.’” He offered her an encouraging smile and some of her tension melted 

away. “Right?” 

“Right.” Liam perked up beside her and attacked his meal. Sarah sighed, but she couldn’t 

argue with the logic. “Aren’t you hungry, Mama?” 

“Yes, love.” 

She tried to smile and picked at her food, reminding herself she needed strength to face 

whatever came at them. Her mind churned over her odd reaction to the waitress and concerns 

about the demon’s arrival. Alex struck up a conversation with Liam about the different hauling 



trucks outside the windows and soon had her son asking questions. Her heart melted as Liam 

opened up and her fears retreated. Her son had been withdrawn for so long. Alex pulled him out 

of his shell with patient kindness. 

After their meal, Liam excused himself to use the loo and Sarah touched Alex’s arm as he 

paid the check. “Thank you so much, Alex. Liam hasn’t spoken that much in years. You’ve been 

very kind to him.” 

“Oh, hey, he’s a good kid and has had a rough time.” Alex squeezed her hand as he shoved 

his wallet into his back pocket. Right on that firm arse she’d like to grab again. 

“Besides, I like him. Almost as much as I like you.” He offered a sultry smile and desire 

rippled through her. “Come on, let’s go get some groceries and head back to the house. I don’t 

want you out too long.” 

“Right. The water helps confuse demons.” 

“Exactly.” 

Alex ushered them out the door as soon as Liam returned. The parking lot had emptied a bit 

as the morning aged, but it had only grown darker with the cloud cover. Sarah shivered and 

unease skittered down the back of her neck. She paused half-way to the Jeep and glanced over 

her shoulder. Something teased the edge of her senses, something familiar, like the memory of a 

dream. She scanned the trucks and cars around the diner for people, but the only motion came 

from vehicles. 

“Everything okay?” Alex appeared beside her, his presence comforting. 

Sarah searched a little longer, but nothing jumped out at her. “Yes. I think so. I just thought I 

sensed something…” She opened the car door. “Liam, do you smell anything?” 

She kicked herself as all the relaxed joy left her son’s expression. “No, Mama. Do you?” 

“I don’t know. I just wanted to check.” 

“Let’s get going.” Alex strode around the front of the Jeep.” 

“Right.” 

They climbed in and Alex drove them into town, but Sarah couldn’t shake the feeling they’d 

run out of time. Apprehension settled into her gut as they pulled into the grocery lot. Plenty of 

people seemed to be out and about despite the darkness of the day. She’d grown up in the Irish 

wet, but this seemed unnatural to her, and she held Liam tight to her side as they shopped. 



Alex seemed to sense her urgency and filled the little cart with the minimum of questions. 

Sarah hadn’t thought much of what she wanted to eat, not when the uncertainty of having a next 

meal loomed over them. Liam had grown watchful and he held her hand tight, his expression a 

mask of wariness. 

“It’ll be all right, Liam love,” she whispered. 

“You don’t believe that, do you, Mama?” His blue eyes showed fear and resignation, and she 

refused to let it settle there. 

“What I believe is this time will be different.” She tried to infuse her voice with as much 

confidence as she could, giving him a frank smile. “Alex is with us. Remember?” 

Liam studied her face for a long time. “Do you love him, Mama? More than Da?” 

Sweet Goddess, how do I answer that? Any answer she gave would change something, and 

she wasn’t sure she could afford the shift. 

“Your da is gone, and no amount of love on my part will change that.” She took a deep 

breath. “But you and I are alive, and any friends we make while here won’t change your da’s 

place in our hearts. Even if we find new loved ones. Do you understand?” 

Liam nodded. “I understand, Mama. But do you love Alex?” 

Sarah opened her mouth, but Alex chose that moment to return to them and she swallowed 

her response. 

“Okay, I think I got everything we’ll need for the next few days.” Alex paused as they just 

gaped at him, their silence extending. “Everything okay? You look a little stunned.” 

“Not at all. We’re right as rain.” If rain fell upwards and watered the clouds. “We should be 

getting back.” 

Alex cocked his head. “I can smell the lie from here. You’ve been jumpy since we left the 

diner. You want to tell me what’s really going on?” 

Silence enveloped them, broken only by the tinny, piped-in music over the store’s PA 

system. Sarah struggled against the natural resistance to saying anything. She’d held herself apart 

for so long she’d forgotten the comfort of a comrade-in-arms. Alex had agreed to protect and 

shelter her and Liam. Any hint of demon-kind should be shared. 

But talk of love can wait. 

“I haven’t seen or smelled anything, but something set off my senses at the diner.” He raised 

his eyebrows and she held up her hand, needing a little distance. “You can tell me I’m just 



jumping at shadows, Mr. MacLaren, but those instincts have kept us alive this long and there’s 

too much at stake to throw caution to the wind.” 

Alex gripped her shoulders gently and met her gaze. “The name is Alex, and I don’t doubt 

your senses at all, Sarah. Something didn’t smell right to me when we left the truck stop, either. I 

kinda hoped I was jumping at shadows.” He squeezed briefly before letting go. “Let’s get back 

into the car and head home. We’ll figure out our next move there.” 

She nodded and took Liam’s hand as they made their purchases. Sarah watched the parking 

lot through the windows, searching for anyone who seemed out of place. What would the 

creature look like this time? She hadn’t seen it in Manitou, but it had taken on the likeness of her 

dead mate once and she’d almost fallen into its grasp. Liam had saved her that time. 

Alex hustled them into the Jeep with their groceries and they drove toward his house. The 

tension in the cab stretched her nerves to the breaking point and she didn’t breathe much until 

they approached the river. The sky still hung heavy with thick, ominous clouds, but no rain fell. 

The warm glow from the River House windows appeared through the trees and a drugging 

sense of comfort and relaxation brushed past her. Alex’s shoulders relaxed as he stared at the 

house. Dread clawed up her throat when Liam gasped. Sarah looked over her shoulder, praying 

he’d only stubbed his toe or something. 

“What is it, Liam?” 

“It’s the demon, Mama.” Anger and fear filled the Jeep. “Make him stop the car. It’s waiting 

for us.” 

“What, here?” 

Alex skidded to a stop as a figure stood up on his front steps, bathed in the warm, rusty light. 

Sarah’s heart stopped as the shadow resolved into long dark hair, widely spaced eyes, and curvy 

body of the woman waiting for them. 

“Lisa?” 

 

 



 

Chapter Six 

 

Sarah’s stomach dropped as Alex’s expression turned hopeful. 

“Alex, don’t. That’s not your mate. It’s not Lisa.” Sarah reached for him, but he’d already 

opened the door. “No, please, Alex.” 

But the Hell Hound didn’t respond. He left the lights of his Jeep trained on the dark haired 

female on the front steps of the house as he got out. His features twisted with yearning and pain, 

and anger flared in her gut. 

“Mama, don’t let him go. It’s the demon. I can smell it!” Liam grabbed her hand and pleaded 

with his frightened eyes. “You gotta help him.” 

Sarah tightened her lips and gritted her teeth. “Just stay here, Liam. If you sense more than 

one of them, shout out for us. Lock the doors now.” 

Liam nodded, never taking his eyes from the woman smiling at Alex. Sarah’s hand clenched 

on the door handle and the plastic cracked under her fingers. Her Sister wolf snarled at the 

creature deceiving her Mate. Protectiveness swelled as the fury settled into a cold lump in her 

belly. My True Mate. Her Sister growled in agreement and Sarah’s chin lifted. She’d be damned 

before she lost another mate to the demons. 

Right, but how am I going to fight one now when I couldn’t before? 

The question hummed in the back of her mind as she approached Alex and the woman luring 

him. She caught the scent of hope from Alex, but something far more putrid and cloying filled 

the hair around the feminine demon. The eyes looking out of the pretty face glittered with 

obsidian darkness and Sarah fought the urge to gag. Its lips split in a grotesque grin and sharp 

teeth flashed in a hideous zig-zag pattern between them. 

Why doesn’t he see it? 

“Lisa?” Sarah’s heart skipped at the confusion she heard in Alex’s rich baritone. 

“Yes, baby, it’s me. Did you miss me?” 

The woman’s voice sounded like protesting metal scraping along stone and Sarah winced, 

but Alex only smiled dreamily and took another step closer. 

“Where have you been? I’ve missed you so much.” Raw pain echoed in the air and Sarah 

wanted to throw her arms around him in comfort. 



“I had to go away for a little while, but now I’m back to stay for good.” The demon opened 

its arms and smiled. “Come give me a kiss, lover.” 

Not if I have anything to bloody-well say about it, bitch. 

Sarah searched for something she could use for a distraction as Alex closed the distance to 

the monster. Her Sister wolf howled as she spotted the wooden handle of some tool behind 

stacked cords of firewood. She darted to the pile and grasped the handle, hefting a shovel over 

her shoulder. 

Would it be enough? It would have to be. She’d set herself on fire before she let that thing 

corrupt her True Mate. Sarah took a deep breath and stalked toward them, waiting for the right 

moment to strike. 

The demon folded its arms around Alex and bent its head to kiss him. No feckin’ way! Sarah 

swung the shovel with all her strength. The flat part of the blade hit the creature in the back of 

the head and jarred Sarah’s arms all the way to her shoulders. 

The demon shrieked and Alex cried out in outrage, both collapsing to the ground. “Lisa” 

rolled to its feet first, eyes blazing sickly green as it snarled at Sarah. Sarah bared her teeth and 

snarled back, raising the shovel for another blow. For the first time since she’d been attacked six 

years earlier, she felt no fear, only searing fury and determination. 

“You will get your hands off my Mate, bitch!” 

“He’s my mate, whore, and he’ll kill you for hitting me.” The demon turned its gaze to Alex 

and put on a pouting expression, imploring him to defend it. “Please, baby. Show this stupid slut 

what it means to hit your girl.” 

Sarah’s heart faltered when Alex turned on her, his eyes awash with furious surprise. “How 

could you attack her, Sarah? She’s my mate.” 

“No, Alex.” Sarah backed away as he stalked her, cold despair washing through her. 

The demon trailed after wearing a gloating expression and some fury pushed back the cold. 

“That’s not your mate. It’s the demon. It’s trying to turn you on us. Please, you know 

something’s wrong in your heart.” She lifted her chin in challenge, praying she could pull him 

out of the enchantment with anger. “Or are you as fickle as fire? One moment hot for something, 

the next consuming it. Is that how you are?” 

“Don’t listen to her, baby,” the demon soothed, its stench overwhelming. “You know me. 

What reason would I have to lie to you? I love you.” 



Sarah wanted to gag on the false words and putrid fumes, but she kept her attention on Alex 

as he advanced. She had to get him to see the demon for its true nature. She didn’t understand 

why he couldn’t sense it, but she refused to give up. 

“Wake up, Alex. This creature is not your mate. Your mate died and it’s deceiving you to get 

what it wants. You have to fight it.” 

Alex growled and crouched, his arms opening as if to grab a large ball. Sarah held the shovel 

like a club in hopes she could hold him off before he killed her. She’d never encountered a Hell 

Hound before, much less fought one, but she’d do whatever it took to protect herself and Liam. 

She was done running. 

“That’s it, baby. You take care of the nasty tramp.” 

The encouraging words of the demon pushed Alex into his shift. Shining orange light 

exploded out of his skin and he let loose a terrifying howl. Sarah shielded her eyes with her hand 

enough to see Alex morph into a wolf made of fire, each bristling hair a flickering flame. His 

eyes glowed electric blue and his coat blazed in shifting orange and gold. 

Sarah stood stupefied at his power, strength, and beauty. The heat rolling off him in seductive 

waves mixed with his pumpkin spice scent. Sweet Goddess, he’s glorious. 

She lowered the shovel as his glowing muzzle neared. Comforting heat warmed her body and 

her pussy pulsed with the memory of his touches. More. Her Sister begged her to touch him and 

she reached out toward the flames, seduced by his heat and glory. Only Liam’s shout stopped her 

before Alex tore her hand apart. 

“Mama!” 

 

**** 

 

Alex’s world tilted on its axis and something popped in his mind as the boy’s scream cut 

through the night noises. Colors and sounds sharpened as if some sort of film had been removed 

from his senses. He swore he’d seen Lisa and heard her voice. He swept his gaze over the 

grounds and stopped at his Jeep, snarling deep in his throat. 

A hideous creature in a rough humanoid shape made up of spikes and stringy hair advanced 

on the vehicle with a malicious grin. Sarah gave a cry of fury and launched herself toward the 

car. 



Chewed bones! 

Alex threw himself after her, trying to catch her before she got killed. He couldn’t let his 

True Mate die at the hand of something he’d been born to destroy. He didn’t remember shifting 

from his human shape to his Hell Hound form, but he’d be damned before he’d let things go any 

further. Something told him he’d screwed up and he’d have to beg forgiveness for it, but he’d 

never get the chance if Sarah died. She’d almost reached the Jeep when he skidded to a flaming 

stop in front of her. 

“Get out of my way, Alex. I have to save my son.” She hefted the shovel and stared over his 

shoulder. 

Alex shook his head and snapped at her weapon, trying to tell her he’d do his job. 

“I don’t have time to argue. Get out of my way!” 

Sarah tried to dart around him, but he bounded into her path to keep her back and snarled. 

The panic suffusing her face made him sick, but he shook his head again and pawed the ground. 

I’ll make it up to you, but you have to let me do this. 

“Mama!” 

“Dammit, Alex!” 

When he raised his hackles, Sarah paused, considering. “Get on it, then! Distract it while I 

grab Liam.” 

He growled, but she didn’t wait. She shot for the far side of the Jeep away from the demon. 

Huffing in frustration, Alex darted toward the vehicle, aiming for the creature’s spindly legs. 

“Come here, little wolf boy. You have nothing to fear from me.” The creature grinned and 

tore at the metal door, shredding the paneling like tissue paper. 

Revulsion swept through Alex. Had the demon taken on Lisa’s appearance to lure him in? 

Sonofabitch! He crouched, preparing to leap when the demon looked up at Sarah and cackled. 

“Have you come to save your whelp, little bitch?” A malicious laugh split the air. “I’ll enjoy 

soaking in your blood as I swallow his eyes.” 

Like hell you will. Alex launched at the creature, but it turned at the last moment and 

backhanded him across the nose. Searing pain tore through his whole body as he crashed through 

the gravel. Holy shit that hurt. 

Welts from the creature’s blow laced his muzzle, but the fire of his true form deadened some 

of the pain. Damn, the thing has toxic skin. He shook his head and bounded back toward the 



truck, trying to ignore Liam’s screams. He snarled as he collided with the evil thing, clamping 

his teeth around one leg. His Brother forced his flaming coat to intensify and he locked his jaws 

as the fire surged higher. 

An inhuman shriek stung his ears as the demon went down under his assault, tearing the 

metal of the Jeep to halt its fall. Alex tossed his head, shaking the demon like a malignant toy. 

The creature twisted and grabbed for his throat. Alex flattened his ears and ducked his head, 

releasing the demon’s leg. 

He’d done some damage because it didn’t rise to its feet, but it swiped at him again and he 

snapped at the offending arm. The demon roared and caught him with a jarring punch. Alex flew 

across the ground into Lisa’s marker at the edge of the river and lay there a moment, trying to 

catch his breath. Chewed bones, the bastard is strong. 

His head rang like a bell and his muzzle burned, but his eyes remained clear. Sarah had 

gotten Liam out of the Jeep, but now the demon stalked them, crawling through the gravel 

toward them. Sarah held the shovel and watched it come, her face a mask of tense concentration. 

Alex gathered his strength and pushed to his feet. You’re not going to get them. He channeled 

all his fury into a resounding snarl and stalked toward the monster threatening his family. His 

Brother urged him to pounce, but he conserved his energy for the final attack. 

The demon turned toward him, a vicious shriek ripping through the air. Alex answered with a 

howl and the creature toppled as if blown over by his breath. Surprise hit him just before 

something cracked and the broken shaft of the shovel stabbed the monster in the stomach, 

pinning it to the ground with an earsplitting squawk. Alex looked up at Sarah’s intense face as 

she dug the makeshift stake deeper, and stood stunned at her beauty and strength. 

My True Mate. Satisfaction filled his Brother’s voice as she met his gaze with outrage. 

“Get to it, Hell Hound!” She grunted as the demon jerked on her stake. “Send it home!” 

Chewed bones, now what do I do? 

This. 

Alex’s Brother lunged at the writhing body nailed to the earth and drove his flaming muzzle 

into its chest. He tried not to inhale the noxious fumes or taste the rancid ichor oozing around his 

teeth as he latched onto the withered heart shuddering under his tongue. Inhaling a fetid breath, 

he paused long enough to look into the putrid green eyes and see its fear. Then he exhaled all the 

fire in his core, setting the body ablaze. 



Sarah and Liam cried out behind him as the flames surged. They reached the height of the 

trees around the River House, white hot and glorious. Alex reveled in the power and intensity of 

the Goddess’s heat sweeping the area clean of all the rotten debris, but kept his grip on his target. 

Holy Goddess, send this offal back to its Kilgorem dwelling. I pray this in Your name so it 

may always be branded with Your seal and never return to this world. 

A shockwave from his prayer echoed off the roiling water of the river. It bounced against the 

trees, rocks, and house walls until it filled the small clearing with joy, power, and brilliant light. 

Satisfaction and comfort filled Alex’s soul and the flames cleansed his skin, healing the welts. 

Beyond the rush of fire and joy, he swore he heard Lisa’s voice whispering words of 

encouragement. 

Lisa? 

Be at peace, Alex. 

Goodbye. With his farewell, his fiery light dimmed and settled back into his normal coat, 

little sparks flickering at the ends of the guard hairs. Sorrow remained, but it mixed with 

understanding and hope in his heart. Thank you. 

“Alex?” 

He looked over his shoulder at Sarah. She stood with her arms around Liam, their faces 

streaked with soot and dirt. Both appeared a little shell-shocked. 

“He looks like a campfire, Mama.” 

A laugh bubbled out of Alex’s chest and he shifted, rising to his feet in human form. His 

clothes settled around him like a comforting mask and he’d need his armor to face Sarah’s 

condemnation. He’d been snared by the demon’s deception and he had to make up for it. 

Admiration for Sarah filled his heart, accompanied by… love? Definitely. She was a warrior, 

shining in glorious sunset fire, and he wanted her by his side forever. Her and Liam, both. My 

True Mate and her offspring. A Hell Hound’s perfect family. 

“I try not to be flaming very often.” Sarah didn’t laugh and he smelled wariness in her scent. 

She studied him with her pale green eyes and he swallowed his humor. 

“I’m sorry, Sarah. The demon caught me off-guard. I had no idea it could shift shape, but 

I’ve learned and survived. It won’t happen again.” 



“How do you know that, Alex?” She squeezed Liam tighter. “This one took on the likeness 

of your dead mate. How can you say you won’t be tricked again? You nearly took my bloody 

hand off.” 

Chagrin ate at him from the inside. “I can’t say I won’t ever be tricked again, but I can say I 

now know the energy signature of a demon, and I know none of them can dredge up Lisa again. 

She’s gone to rest. You’re my only Mate.” 

“Am I, Alex?” Sarah tipped her head, her eyes filled with uncertainty he desperately wanted 

to make disappear. “If a demon can make you turn on your Mate, how will I know we’ll be 

safe?” 

“Because I’ve tasted the sweetness of your blood.” He stepped toward them until he stood no 

more than a foot away. “I know your scent and the essence of you in here.” He thumped his chest 

over his heart. “You’re branded on me forever, Sarah, and without you, and Liam, I’d be lost.” 

“But the demon—” 

“No demon can ever twist what’s in my heart. Not now. Not after what we’ve done, 

together.” He grasped her arm gently. “Our connection will only grow stronger if you stay. And I 

want you here. Please stay, Sarah.” 

“For how long?” She met his gaze with fierce determination, her arms bracketing her son. 

“Forever, if I can convince you.” 

Some of the fierceness faded. “What if more demons come?”  

“Then we’ll fight them together.” 

He cupped both their faces in his hands, switching his gaze between them. “I’d be honored to 

have you as my mate, Sarah. And you as my son, Liam. Please stay.” 

Sarah searched his eyes and Liam looked between them, his brows drawn together with 

concern. Alex prayed to the Goddess Sarah would believe him and stay with him forever. 

Chewed bones, what if she says no? His gut clenched and sank to his feet. 

“Perhaps we should start with a warm bath and a bedtime story.” Sarah offered a careful 

smile. “And then we might work on strengthening our relationship.” Her eyes hinted at more. 

Alex chuckled to hide his relief. “Done.” 

“What about an action-adventure story this time?” Liam asked. 

“Didn’t we just live through one?” Alex grimaced as they took in the scorched earth where 

the demon had lain. “Let’s get the groceries out of the Jeep and make some lunch.” 



“Lunch?” Sarah blinked in surprise then glanced at her watch. “Good Goddess, it is only 

early afternoon. The storm clouds threw me.” 

Fat rain drops punctuated her statement and Liam shrieked with mock-fear as the first few 

drops became a deluge. 

You gotta love Colorado. “You go inside. I’ll get the bags.” 

“Don’t be daft. We’ll all help and it’ll go much faster.” 

They gathered the bags and ran for the house. Alex cursed when he dropped the keys and 

Sarah laughed, pushing her wet hair out of her eyes. The warmth of her amusement and the 

presence of her at his back eased some of his tension. He had a family, one he’d take care of 

come hell or high water. Which seemed likely, given the wash of rain outside the porch. 

“Welcome home.” Alex threw the door open and ushered them inside. 

Sarah looked over her shoulder as she passed. “It’s good to be home.” Her smile cleared 

more of the dust from his heart.  

“Mama, can we get more books now?” 

“I think so, Liam. Help me put away the groceries.” 

“We can get a whole library of books.” Alex squeezed Liam’s shoulder. “In fact, I think I 

know just the room to put them in upstairs.” 

“Really?” Liam looked up at his mother hopefully. 

“Well, it wouldn’t be a home without a library, now, would it?” Sarah said. 

Liam cheered and Alex grinned. “We’ve moved mountains, so let’s eat lunch. We’ll go 

shopping afterwards. Sound good?” 

“Sounds perfect.” Sarah smiled. “Thank you, Alex.” 

“For killing the demon?” He slid the milk into the fridge and closed the door. Sarah cupped 

his cheek. 

“For giving us a home.” 

Heat and love bloomed in his chest. “Thank you for filling it.” 

He dipped his head and kissed her, sealing the deal. 

 

THE END 
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Read on for an Excerpt of The Beltane Witch, Book 2 in the Cloudburst, Colorado Series… 

 

 

Sabrina Foxglove stepped out the side door of Mazie’s Five and Dime and took a deep breath 

of cold spring air. Cloudburst, Colorado, hadn’t gotten the memo on mild temperatures for the 

season. Still, hinted scents of new growth in the cool breezes and the crocuses in her garden 

warned of warmer weather. 

The weather is turning and it’s Beltane in a week. Yay, May Day. 

Sabrina had long chosen Beltane, the Goddess’s celebration of fertility and rebirth, as her 

favorite holiday next to Yule. She loved the dancing, the small campfire—she couldn’t have a 

bonfire in her backyard. Forest fires in the National Forest were frowned upon—and the brightly 

colored ribbons around her own miniature May Pole. She and her daughters always dressed up, 

baked goodies to share with her neighbors and sang the special prayer songs as the night moved 

to Midnight. 

This year, Tansy’s school would hold a May Day celebration and she’d promised to bake 

brownies for the class. 

Sabrina heard extra footsteps as she walked down the alley toward the back parking lot after 

locking the door to Mazie's. The sounds of those feet sent a frisson of fear and anxiety down her 

back. She didn't want to look back, but it’d be better to see her attackers, just in case she had to 

identify them later. 

When she reached the single bulb illuminating a small portion of the parking lot, she turned 

with her keys pushing between her fingers like claws and raised her chin. What met her eyes 

made her blood run cold. 

Five men filed out of the alley led by Marty Robinson, one of the most outspoken about her 

marriage status. Or lack thereof despite motherhood. He’d given her trouble in the past when 

she’d politely refused his invitation to attend one of the church gatherings, but she never thought 

he’d do anything rash. Apparently he's changed his approach. 

“Did you need something at Mazie's, guys? Sorry, we're closed.” She hoped her voice 

sounded nonchalant and wished she stood closer to her minivan. 

“It’s not safe to be walking alone at night, Sabrina.” Marty’s buckteeth always made him 

whistle when he spoke, lending to his overall unpleasantness. At least he didn’t have a lisp, and 

if he kept his mouth shut, he could be considered somewhat attractive. 



“Thanks for the reminder. And thanks for accompanying me to my car. I’ll just be getting in 

and going home now.” 

“If you had a husband, you’d be safer,” one of the others snapped, his voice full of 

frustration. What is his problem? 

“Thanks for the concern, but—” 

“A husband could protect you from just these kinds of situations,” Marty said. 

She raised her eyebrows and tightened her fist on her keys. “This is a situation? Is there some 

problem?” 

“Being single is a sin against God,” Mr. Frustrated shifted his weight and his hands fisted at 

his side. 

“I didn’t think marital status was one of God’s main concerns.” 

“Mothers shouldn’t be single. You should have a husband.” Marty’s lips tightened over his 

teeth and his eyes narrowed. Sabrina swallowed hard and kept moving through the parking lot.  

“And all of you are here to convince me?” She raised a dubious eyebrow. “I’m not sure I 

need one husband, much less five.” 

“We’re not into polygyny.” Marty and the others edged closer, fanning out a little to get 

behind her. Sabrina backed up a few steps, trying to keep them all in view. 

“I’m relieved to hear it. It's sweet of you to offer, but I'm fine, really.” She backed up a little 

more, the keys cutting into her palm. 

“You should have a man to take care of you, Sabrina. Single women with children are an 

affront to God. You'll never enter Heaven.” Marty voice approached reasonable, but his eyes 

glowed with an unhealthy zeal. 

“Hey, you know, I'm not really worried about it.” Where had she parked her damn van? 

“Thanks for the concern though.” 

The men moved closer, trying to circle her before she could reach her car. The wind blew the 

scents of cold blacktop and spilled gasoline past her and she wished she’d parked closer to the 

building. So much for getting more exercise. I should’ve taken kickboxing. Her eyes darted 

around to see any visible weapon she could use to hold them off other than her keys, but she saw 

nothing. Not even a damn snowball. 



Winter’s continued grip on the Rockies sent a cold breeze eeling down her back as her heel 

came down on a patch of black ice. Her foot shot out from under her and she slammed to the 

cold pavement on her butt. Cold seeped in through her pants and filled the crannies of her heart. 

Glory be, I'm so screwed. 

Fear surged as the men closed on her. How would she get home to her daughters? How could 

she face them after these men did…whatever they were going to do? She wouldn't allow herself 

to even name the heinous acts groups of men did to women in the dark. 

“Now we're gonna teach you why you need a man.” 

Marty’s expression shifted to rabid as he reached for her. She gritted her teeth and tightened 

her grip on the keys. If they chose to do this, she’d make sure they’d remember how hard they 

worked to get her to submit. 

“Five men against one woman is a little unorthodox and unfair, don’t you think?” 

The deep masculine voice floated out of the darkness of the alley they’d left behind. Her 

attackers turned to look over their shoulders, their bodies tense. 

Sabrina couldn’t see much at first, just a blacker shadow among the rest. A tall male form 

emerged into the edge of the light wearing a long black trench coat with a wide hood over his 

head. He had leather gloves on his hands and heavy black boots on his feet to protect him from 

the spring cold in the mountains. The hilt of a very large sword rose over his left shoulder, held 

there by an ornate leather strap embroidered with oak leaves across his chest. 

Oh Goddess, who the hell is this? 

“Your religious leaders might look askance at your behavior this evening. Hounding women 

doesn’t seem an honorable pastime.” 

“Who are you?” Marty snapped. 

“She needs to be taught a lesson. She needs a husband.” Sabrina swore Mr. Frustrated had 

been dropped on his head as a child. 

“Mayhap she does, but this is not the way to convince her,” the dark stranger remarked, 

amusement in his voice. “Did your fathers teach you nothing about wooing? Flowers, chocolates, 

perhaps even sweet poetry or jewelry. But never threats or fear.” 

“Hey, man, we saw her first.” She knew that voice. Timmy Lewis’s pockmarked face looked 

ghastly in the weak light. “Go find your own woman.” 

Nice to know she held some value to the local male population. 



A deafening silence settled around them. No one moved for a few seconds, but the energy in 

the little parking lot shifted from tolerant amusement to icy disdain. In a flurry of motion, the 

stranger swept the feet out from under Mr. Frustrated, slammed Timmy into one of his cronies 

until they slumped to the ground, held the fourth man in a choke hold, and had a long dagger 

blade pressed against Marty’s throat by the time he stilled. 

He’d positioned himself between her and the others and she got a good look at his back. The 

sword in its leather scabbard hung to his hips and she thanked her lucky stars it remained 

sheathed. The wide expanse of his shoulders assured her he could wield it, probably faster and 

stronger than the propeller on an airplane. His arms, one holding the gasping man and the other 

holding the dagger, never wavered. 

“Now would be an excellent time to gather your friends and retreat to your mothers’ skirts.” 

The words came out in a growl and Sabrina shivered. “Go. Now.” 

The stranger released the man he held, and Mr. Frustrated, Marty, and Choke-Hold 

scrambled to retrieve their two fallen comrades and retreated back toward Main Street. The 

hooded man watched them go, big, powerful, and menacing in his stillness. When their footsteps 

faded from hearing, he turned to her and offered her a gloved hand. 

“Let’s get you home, Ms. Foxglove.” 

 


