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To all my fabulous readers:

May your days be as sweet as honey,

Your nights as wild as a bear,

And your bank accounts as full as a billionaire’s.

Here’s to finding your own alpha in the corporate jungle,

Or maybe just enjoying one through these pages.

Either way, clutch your pearls and grab your fans,

‘Cause things are about to get grizzly!

With love, laughter, and a whole lot of fur,

Imani
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Knotty Love Series

Welcome to The Omegaverse, where curvy omegas in the thralls of torrid heats meet the hunky alphas meant to love, care for them, and handle their EVERY need ;-)

[image: ]

OTHER BOOKS IN THE SERIES:

Knot Ready: A Reverse Harem Omegaverse Romance Novella

When a pack of alpha hunks claims a BBW…

Jin Choi is The Tiger, a champion MMA fighter. I’ve seen his insanely ripped body on the cover of magazines. The man is tall, cut, and tatted. He makes me want to lick him from head to toe. And when I meet him and the rest of his team… I’m done for!

Click now for a Reverse Harem, Omegaverse, Sports, Instalove, Instalust Short Romance! No cheating, No cliffhanger, No swords crossing, HEA guaranteed!

READ NOW: https://amzn.to/3YL7ImN
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Goldie & The Bear: A Honey-Sweet, Spicy Hot, Bear Shifter, Omegaverse Romance Novella

How did I find myself snowed in with a hot, grumpy, alpha billionaire, bear shifter?!

I just needed a quick word with my boss before he goes into hibernation. But I didn’t expect the weather to turn so fast and so bad. Now, a blizzard’s raging outside, but in here, the only storm is the heat in Maverick’s eyes as they rake over my curves. Uh-oh. My alpha-hole boss wants some sweet honey to keep him fed all winter long… and apparently, mine’s the only thing that will do! Send help… or maybe don’t…

READ NOW: https://amzn.to/4fRwdoa


DESCRIPTION

How did I find myself snowed in with a hot, grumpy, alpha billionaire, bear shifter?!

MARIE

I just needed a quick word with my boss before he goes into hibernation. But I didn’t expect the weather to turn so fast and so bad. Now, a blizzard’s raging outside, but in here, the only storm is the heat in Maverick’s eyes as they rake over my curves. Uh-oh. My alpha-hole boss wants some sweet honey to keep him fed all winter long… and apparently, mine’s the only thing that will do! Send help… or maybe don’t…

MAVERICK

I’m ready to retreat into my den and sleep the winter away. But then my curvy little omega assistant shows up on my doorstep, and suddenly I’m wide awake. Marie is the star of all my wet dreams. She’s the sweetest little thing in the whole land. And I’m done fighting my cravings. I’m gonna make her honeypot mine…

Grab your favorite battery-operated boyfriend and find out how this Goldie gets claimed and knotted by her Bear!


One

Sir, yes, Sir.
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MARIE

Get a grip, Marie! Six months, I’ve been working for this man and my inner omega still can’t handle all that’s Maverick Ursinus. The alpha bear shifter is big, tall, imposing, and always frowning. He grunts more than he talks, scowls at everyone, and deadpans his orders in a low, gravelly rumble that has destroyed many of my panties.

It’s just the hoe-mega in me, I keep telling myself. It’ll pass. I’ll get used to the insane level of manliness Mav exudes. Uh-huh, sure. Thank God, I’m not due for a heat for a few more weeks, and I haven’t had one since I started working here. But with the way my nipples pebble whenever I’m in my boss’s vicinity, and how wet and swollen my pussy gets, I don’t know if my scent-blocking underwear is gonna do the trick much longer.

I shake myself out of my dangerous train of thoughts, take a deep inhale, and push my glasses up my nose. Grabbing the pile of files we need to go through, I make my way to the vast corner office across from mine and knock on the door.

“Yeah,” Mav growls from behind the heavy wooden door, and his deep rumble hits me straight to my clit. Lord…

I clear my throat and lower the handle, sliding into my corporate armor, my professional mask firmly in place.

“Good morning, Mr. Ursinus,” I greet in an even voice that’s so far from my inner turmoil, it’s not even funny. “Are you ready for our one-on-one?”

Maverick nods, his dark eyes sharp on me, his carved, deliciously stubbled jaw ticking.

I firm my resolve, pushing one foot in front of the other, until I’m standing next to him, close enough for his intoxicating scent to fill my nostrils. Pine trees and pure male. He makes me want to roll in a pile of pine needles…

The intense heat radiating from his massive body spreads over my skin, making me shiver. God, I can’t wait until he goes on his yearly hibernation trip. At least that’ll put hundreds of miles between us. And I really need that distance, because the closer I get to my heat, the less control I have over my bear in the presence of this ridiculously tempting alpha male. She’s never been like this. I went to school with other alphas, met plenty of hot guys in my twenty-five years on earth. Even dated a few. But the effect Maverick Ursinus has on my body is something else altogether.

I risk a glance up at him through my lashes as I spread the files out on his huge mahogany desk. His chiseled profile could be carved from marble, all sharp angles and brooding intensity. The silver streaks at his temples and threading through his dark beard only add to his raw masculinity. He looks like he was made to toss a woman over his shoulder and carry her off to his lair. And damn if that deep, primitive part of me doesn’t want exactly that.

I swallow hard, trying to tamp down the desire simmering in my veins. He’s my boss, for heaven’s sake! Mooning over him like a starry-eyed fool can only bring trouble. I need to focus on my job, not indulge in forbidden fantasies about all the wicked things Maverick’s big hands and sexy mouth could do to me.

But it’s not easy when he’s right here, larger than life, and so fucking mouthwatering. When I can feel the weight of his gaze on me like a physical touch, setting my skin on fire. When every cell in my body is aware of his presence, craving his touch.

‘Get a fucking grip, Marie!’ I scold myself. ‘You’re a professional, not some silly omega who can’t control herself!’

Straightening my spine, I launch into our agenda for the day, determined to ignore the way Maverick’s woodsy scent wraps around me like a lover’s embrace. The sooner I get through this meeting, the quicker I can go back to the safety of my own office.

And the sooner my sexy as fuck, scowling boss will be hundreds of miles away, the better for my poor neglected, overstimulated libido. I just hope I can survive until then without doing something monumentally stupid. Like beg Maverick to throw me on his desk and show me exactly what his alpha bear can do with an omega who has it bad for him.

* * *

MAVERICK

When will this torture stop? For six fucking months, I’ve been enduring Marie’s scent, the vision of her mouthwatering curves, the sound of her melodious voice haunting my nights.

From the moment she walked into my office, brought in by my former assistant who was going on retirement, I was fucking done for. Wanting nothing but to bend Marie over my desk, pull her tight skirt over that juicy ass, and pound into her tight, wet heat.

When I allow my wild fantasies to take over, I can hear her panting under my thrusts, see her neat bun come undone, her brown and blonde hair fly all over her face, her glasses go askew, cheeks hot, warm brown eyes glossed over, her heavy tits spilling out of her blouse. I can almost taste her. That’s how badly I want this woman. And my bear? Fuck, my bear has been rattling inside me, growling and barking at me to fucking claim our omega. He’s been so close to the surface ever since Marie came into our lives that I sometimes have trouble holding him in. I’m like a teenager who barely started turning and has little control over his inner beast.

I can’t fucking wait until tonight. Lake Tahoe. My den. Weeks of hibernation. Nothing but me, my bear, sleep, and the wilderness. Far from Marie Flores, her enticing omega scent and her maddening body.

I’ve always been a grumpy motherfucker. Black bear shifter and all that. But the constant frustration this female has brought into my life has turned me into a complete mess. I’m always frowning, in a permanent bad mood. Growling and scowling at everything and everyone. I’m fucking exhausted. I barely sleep or eat. And it feels like I’ve been sporting a boner for six months straight.

Marie was brought over by her grandmother, Edna, when she retired. Edna Flores worked for my father before he passed down our construction group to me. The Flores and my family are tight. So, like a fool, I promised I’d take care of Edna’s granddaughter. But that was before meeting Marie. Before the damn woman turned my quiet, boring life to complete hell.

I didn’t know how fucking good I had it in life. I’m the oldest son of a well-established family. I come from money. And I always excelled at everything. I was top of my class throughout school. Team captain of my high school, then college rugby teams. I grew our multi-million-dollar family business into a billion-dollar empire. And women? They were just a pleasant distraction. Companions to share pleasure and good times with. Until she came along.

Now I spend my days in a state of constant partial-arousal, my dick at half-mast and throbbing every time Marie comes within feet’ distance of me. Which, considering she’s my assistant, is a fucking lot. Having her in my office is its own brand of agony - so close, but untouchable…

It’s not just her perfect body that calls to me, though that’s certainly a large part of it. It’s her sharp mind, her quick wit. The way she challenges me and keeps me on my toes. She’s not like any other omega I’ve met. Marie Flores is a fascinating mix of sweet and sassy, goddamn sexy and shy.

But I can’t have her. I can’t let myself cross that line, no matter how badly I crave her. She deserves better than a grumpy-ass, work-obsessed bastard like me. Mary deserves a mate who can give her the attention and affection she needs, not one who’s shut off his heart for so long he’s not sure it still works.

I shake myself from my dark thoughts and focus on the files Marie brought me. Signing each contract, reviewing data, and giving her instructions where needed. She’s my executive assistant. My right-hand woman. Smart, efficient, and a fucking bombshell. She’s excellent at her work, so I can’t even use that excuse to fire her. Fuck. I can’t have her and I can’t let her go.

I run a heavy hand over my beard and force my gaze to meet her doe eyes. She looks calm and collected on the outside, but I can see it. Just under the surface. She fucking wants me too. Probably not as bad, because I would be able to smell it on her otherwise. But the quickening of her pulse when our eyes connect, the way her pupils dilate, how her chest heaves, round tits rising and falling. ‘Ours,’ my bear growls, but I silence him. This female isn’t ours, and she will never be. She’s a five-foot-nothing beauty, ten years younger than my grumpy ass. Full of life, laughter and light. Our massive form would crush her. I bet her bear is a cute, prissy thing who wouldn’t be able to handle mine. Fuck.

“So, you’re going to Tahoe tonight?” Marie asks, the warm notes of her throaty voice spreading through my chest. I grunt my acquiescence. “Sounds like it should be fun. Letting your bear out for a while.” Her gaze turns dreamy. “I wish my family’s den wasn’t so far.” She lets out a small laugh, and the enchanting sound wraps itself around my balls like a sensual caress.

Fuck me. I need to get out of here before I do something really stupid. Like yank Marie into my arms and show her exactly what fun looks like. Show her she’s the only den I want to bury myself in. Claim her so thoroughly, so completely, that every shifter from here to Alaska will know she’s mine.

I shove back from my desk abruptly, registering Marie’s startled jump at my sudden movement. Sorry, sweetheart. But there’s only so much a bear can take.

“If that’s all, Ms. Flores.”

She blinks at my curt dismissal but nods, gathering up the files with quick efficiency. “Of course, Mr. Ursinus. I’ll get these processed right away. Have a great trip.”

Then, with one last lingering glance from those honey-colored eyes, she’s gone. Leaving me alone with my cock hard as a rock and my head filled with fantasies about her fucking amazing body.

I slump back in my chair, scrubbing a hand over my face. It’s gonna be a long fucking hibernation. Alone in my den, imagining Marie naked and spread for me, begging for my knot as I make her mine over and over… Fuck!

For both our sakes, I have to stay strong.


Two

The Storm
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MARIE

I can’t see shit in this blizzard! The windshield wipers move at a blurring speed, but the snow is just falling too fast. I keep switching between muttering prayers and cussing under my breath. Why did I think this was a good idea? Fine, there’s a hundred-million dollar contract weighing heavily on the scale of my decision to drive through a snowstorm, but come on! Maybe Mav wouldn’t have minded. An image of his scowling face flashes through my mind and I almost smile. Yeah, he would have minded. Our company is building an entire housing complex dedicated to bear shifters. A small-town in itself. With homes, parks, transportation, restaurants, and all the much needed jobs that come with such a big project.

But, of course, it was the only contract in the pile I brought to Maverick this morning, before he left for his hibernation break, that he didn’t sign all pages of. And I was too flustered to notice. I guess Mav was too antsy and ready to balk out of the office to perform his usual attentive review.

The man who always closes down the building after all his employees go home dashed out at five o’clock sharp. Without a look back or a goodbye. I watched his retreating form through the glass-door of my office, taking one last longing look at his tight buns encased in one of his tailored slacks. His broad back stretching the fabric of an immaculate button-down shirt. Italian leather loafers striding toward the elevator. Mav always looks larger than life, but today his expensive clothes can barely contain his bulking form. His jet black hair and neatly trimmed beard grew in the last hours of the day. His bear was close to the surface, and I wanted nothing but to see my handsome alpha turn. Watch his already impressive form grow taller, his muscles expand under thick, dark fur. His ruggedly handsome features become the face of a wild beast.

But of course, I’ll never get to see that. Maverick Ursinus is way out of my league. He’s insanely rich, powerful, and imposing. The man is a catch. The most eligible bachelor of the entire West Coast. Of the universe, if you ask me.

I squint at the blurry windshield, hands tightly gripping the steering wheel. Reminding myself this is all I can have. All I can be for Mav. Be his trusted assistant. The woman who helps him run his business, and stands by his side in the shadows… and apparently drives in a snowstorm to make sure he doesn’t lose millions of dollars.

* * *

MAVERICK

I stretch my arms over my head, yawning. I’m still in my human form, but the prickle under my skin tells me it won’t be much longer now. Within a day, my hair and beard have grown as long as they would normally do in a month. My canines have elongated, my muscles bulked up, and the normally short smother of hair on my chest has spread to my entire body. My nails have grown longer and harder. And a welcomed sleepiness is spreading through my veins. I rub a large, paw-like hand over my bare abdomen, dressed in nothing but sweatpants. Ones I won’t mind shredding through when I most likely turn during my sleep. My bear is ready to doze off and alternate between sleep, feedings, and venturing outside for short periods of time. My dick is still fat with need for Marie, my balls heavy with the seed. I can’t seem to be able to spill into any other female since I met her. But nature is taking over. My body demands these few weeks of slowing down. I walk to my cabin door, my steps heavy. The shades are closed, windows locked, fridge and cupboards stocked. I have everything I need for my stay. But just when I approach the control panel to set the alarm, I hear a noise outside. It’s the muffled sound of an approaching car. I stand still and listen. Most bear shifters originating from the Tahoe Basin come home during this time of the year, and there’s a severe storm outside. Someone might need help. I don’t bother with shoes or clothes, with most of my skin being covered by a thin layer of fur. Stepping outside, I see headlights pointing to my cabin. I shade my eyes with an outstretched palm, squinting through the falling snow. It’s a small SUV, and it’s moving laboriously, but definitely toward my den. What the fuck? When the car stops, a small, bundled up form extracts itself from the vehicle, holding something to its chest. The person struggles against the wind, but finally makes it to my front porch, and when my vision adjusts to the darkness, I want to roar my fury. Because Marie Flores is standing at my door, shivering. Looking half-frozen, and offering me a teeth-clattering smile. I’m gonna fucking kill this woman! “What the fuck are you doing here?” I growl. Her smile falters, but she bravely pushes through, shaking a pile of papers in her small gloved hand. “You didn’t sign all the pages of the resort contract.” I’m gonna fucking tan her lush ass. Without a word, I throw her over my shoulder, ignoring her gasp of surprise, and march us inside. This female will be the fucking death of me.


Three

The Den
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MARIE

I’m shivering, my teeth clattering, the darn contract still tightly gripped in my hand. And thrashing my legs, trying to free myself from Maverick’s hold. But the asshole doesn’t let go.

“Put me down!”

“Shut your fucking mouth.”

His low growl is paired with a resonating slap on my ass, and I go still.

I sputter, “Did you… did you just fucking spank me, Maverick Ursinus?” I question between gritted teeth.

“Damn right, I did. And I’ll do it again if you don’t shut it.”

My lips part in shock, and my body goes limp. What in the actual fuck? Not only is he handling me like some rag-doll - which I have to admit is fucking hot, because hello, big girl - but the sting of his large palm on my ass has spread a delicious warmth through my body. You’re sick, Marie Flores!

“Mr. Ursinus, I swear to God, if you don’t put me down-”

Completely ignoring me, Mav walks us to the center of the room, my body dangling over his shoulder, while I keep wiggling to try to get on my feet. He dumps me on a large leather couch like a sack of potatoes and turns away without a word. I sit there, blinking in a stupor. My boss, the alpha I’ve been panting after for half-a-year, just threw me over his shoulder and fucking spanked me. What the fuck?

Mav comes back to me, carrying a heavy blanket and unceremoniously drops it in my lap. Then he goes to the gigantic fireplace facing the couch, busying himself to start it. Still without a word, he walks out of the room, leaving me stunned. I look around, taking in the heavy woods and rich carpets of the elegantly decorated cabin. Of course, a billionaire’s den is no rustic mountain hut.

My mind is reeling, trying to process what just happened. Maverick’s never been the warm and cuddly type, but this level of roughness is new. Not that I’m complaining. Fuck, the feel of his hard body against mine, the way he so effortlessly manhandled me, has my inner omega preening. Begging for more of our alpha’s touch.

I shake my head, trying to clear the fog of lust. I’m here for business. To get the contract signed. Not to get felt up by my boss, no matter how badly I want it. I need to keep things professional.

When he returns a few minutes later, Maverick’s holding a steaming mug that he thrusts at me. I instinctively take it and wrap my frigid fingers around the warm stoneware. Without meeting my eyes, Maverick arranges the blanket around my shoulders. Then he takes the mug from my trembling hand, placing it on a nearby coffee table. Settles on the couch next to me, picks me up, and plops me in his lap.

I repeat, what the hell?!

I raise a bewildered gaze to his face and almost swoon. Because Maverick Ursinus about to turn is a fucking sight for sore eyes. His thick black hair is overlong and messy. His carved features shadowed by a wild beard. The body I normally know to be impressive is fucking massive. Defined, bulking muscles, a layer of hair that looks soft, covering him all over. The heat he exudes is furnace-like. And his fucking eyes. His eyes glow with a blaze that has nothing to do with the flames crackling in the hearth. I think I’m in trouble…

My heart pounds as his woodsy, masculine scent envelops me. This close, it’s overwhelming. Intoxicating. I draw in a shuddery breath, trying to steady myself. But there’s no calming my racing pulse, not with Maverick’s hands bracketing my hips, his chest rumbling beneath my palms.

He leans in, his beard rasping against my cheek as he buries his nose in my hair and inhales deeply. A shiver that has nothing to do with the cold rolls through me. What is happening? Why is he holding me like this, touching me so familiarly? Not that I’m objecting, but…

“What are you doing?” I breathe, fighting the urge to melt into him.

Maverick pulls back slightly, his amber eyes burning into mine. “Taking care of what’s mine.”

* * *

MAVERICK

I stare Marie straight in the eye and growl, low and menacing, “What the fuck were you thinking?”

I take a soft lock of her hair between my thick thumb and forefinger, stroking the golden strand.

“I love your hair,” I say absentmindedly. The gesture and my words are so simple, so natural. But also so intimate.

“It’s just a color,” Marie breathes out.

I nod, letting the feel of her seep into me. Her full, round ass resting on my lap, the softness of her curves against my hard body. Her scent that’s her usual blend of wildflowers and intoxicating feminine musk. I soak in her dazed, coffee-colored eyes. The full, parted lips I know I’m finally gonna be able to taste.

“You fucking messed up, sweetheart. Walked straight into the wild bear’s den.”

She lets out a small whimper and my dick jumps against her plump bottom, making her doe eyes widen.

Marie pushes against my chest, trying to get up. Trying to escape me again. But that ship has sailed. I firm my grip on her wide hips, holding her in place. Leaning in, I bury my face into her hair and inhale her intoxicating scent, running my nose over the soft skin of her neck.

“You fucked up, putting yourself in danger like that.”

I pull the stack of papers she’s still holding from her ice-cold fingers and toss it aside.

“Think I give a shit about this?”

I press my mouth to her pulse and lick her there, finally tasting my woman. Savoring the explosion of flavors that assault me. She’s fucking perfect. ‘Ours,’ my bear roars, and this time I bow to his word.

“Nah, baby. I care about you being safe and sound.”

Marie’s small hands desperately clutch at my large shoulders. She’s breathless, her full tits rising and falling under the heavy layers of her clothes.

“Mr. Ursinus,” she whimpers.

“Right, fucking here, baby.” I kiss and nibble at her jaw, making her moan and swirl her ass against my hard cock. “Not going anywhere. And not ever letting you go.”

I take her mouth, swiping my tongue over her full lips, licking and drinking in the taste of her. And by the time I’ve kissed her senseless, both my bear and I have accepted that we’ve found our mate. Marie Flores has been ours all along. Whatever fucked-up reason I had to keep her at arm’s length was nonsense. Tonight I’m claiming my omega.

She’s trembling in my arms, her sweet mouth moving tentatively against mine. I gentle the kiss, reining in my hunger. Don’t want to frighten my girl. Want to savor every second of finally having her where she belongs.

“I’ve got you,” I rasp against her lips. “You’re safe with me. Always.”

Marie blinks up at me, her eyes hazy with desire and confusion. “I don’t understand. You’ve never… I thought…”

“I know. I’m a fucking idiot.” I stroke a knuckle down her soft cheek. “Fought this for too long. Lied to myself that you couldn’t be mine.”

I tip her chin up, making sure she sees the truth in my gaze.

“But you are. You’re mine, Marie. My omega. My mate. I’m done denying what I’ve known from the moment I scented you.”

She sucks in a sharp breath, her eyes widening. “Maverick…”

“Let me take care of you, baby. Let me show you how good it can be between us.”

I feel her hesitation, the war between her head and her heart. I get it. I’ve been a bastard to her, pushing her away even as I yearned to draw her close.

“We’ll go slow,” I promise. “Nothing you’re not ready for. Just let me hold you, keep you warm. Can you do that for me, sweetheart? Let me take care of my omega?”

A slow shudder rolls through her and then she’s nodding, curling into me, her cold nose pressed to my throat. I rumble low in my chest, pleased. My bear settles, content now that our female is in our embrace, safe and protected.

I tuck the blanket more securely around her and simply breathe her in. My Marie. My treasure.

The road ahead won’t be easy. We have a lot to talk about, a lot to sort through. But I’m not wasting another minute pushing her away. She’s mine to cherish, mine to love.

And that’s exactly what I intend to do.


Four

Sweet Honey Pot
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MAVERICK

I keep kissing Marie, my tongue making sweet love to her mouth. My hands removing the layers covering her at the same time. The heavy scarf around her neck, her winter coat, soft wool sweater, and the long-sleeve t-shirt she’s wearing under. When my hands finally meet her soft, bare skin, I let out a ragged breath, and raise my head to take in all that’s my omega. She’s fucking magnificent. Large, round tits rising and falling under her panting breaths. Her dark brown nipples erect, her soft stomach making me imagine her round with my cubs. Fuck!

“Maverick,” she calls softly, bringing my eyes back to her gorgeous face. Fuck, she’s pretty.

“Yeah, baby.”

I watch her swallow. “I know this is not what you’re used to. I’ve seen the women you dated-”

I interrupt her, taking her mouth in a ravaging kiss. Licking and sucking on her delicious lips until she’s putty in my arms. I look Marie straight in the eye and whisper into her ear, “you’re fucking perfect, baby. Never seen anything more beautiful.”

“Oh, Maverick.”

Her big brown eyes are wide with a mixture of surprise and wonder. And she looks so fucking beautiful that my heart hurts. That hunger written all over her features, shining through her aroused gaze. The way the tip of her pink tongue slides over her plump bottom lip. She’s fucking craving me. And she’s so fucking soft all over. Her full, round hips, her thick thighs, that fucking lush ass that’s making my dick jump and drip precum like a motherfucker. Shit. ‘Mate!’ my bear fucking roars. I hear you, brother. Right fucking there with you.

I cup the side of Marie’s face with my huge hand, running my thumb over the soft skin of her cheek. My eyes never leaving hers. The fingers of my other hand hooked around her waist, holding her close.

“I’ve wanted you from day one.”

“You… you did?” I nod. “But why didn’t you…?”

“Babe, I’m ten years older than you. I’m a grumpy bastard. And your grandma, our families… I didn’t want to fuck things up. I was waiting.”

“For what?” Marie asks, and this time her voice carries a note of frustration, making me let out a low, surprised chuckle.

“The right time? I don’t fucking know, baby. Haven’t been able to really think straight since you walked into my life.”

Marie chews on her juicy bottom lip, making my dick jumps. Fuck.

“And you think now is the right time?”

I pull her closer, her tits crashing into my chest, hard nipples brushing against the silky strands of fur covering me.

“I know the time has been right for me for a while, but I couldn’t tell for sure about you.”

Her eyes widen. “You couldn’t?”

I shake my head. “No, babe. I mean, I saw the way you look at me, and how your pulse goes faster around me. But I could never fully… sense it. I don’t know. You haven’t perfumed around me. I could never smell your arousal.”

My fucking mate is sitting in my lap, half-naked, and I want nothing but to rip off the rest of her clothes and fucking devour her. But this conversation is important. She needs to know. We need clarity. Bears and shifters of all sorts operate by clear rules. And consent is key between mates. If her body had given me all the right signs, I would have claimed Marie fucking months ago.

* * *

MARIE

This is our moment of truth. I can’t hold back anything. I’m gone for this alpha. And if today, this godsend storm, is all I get, I’m done hiding.

I stare into the deep blue eyes of my handsome boss and admit, “Maverick, I’m an omega. There are many people out there who I’m not safe around. And one of the things Granny Edna taught me to protect myself was to always wear scent-blocking underwear.”

His indigo eyes widen in surprise. “Are you… are you saying you wanted me?” I nod. “All this fucking time?” There’s an edge laced through his words. A low growl that’s not exactly beastly but definitely not fully human anymore.

I get it. His bear is mad. Fuck, my bear has been rattling inside me for the past half-year now. All she wants is to meet Mav’s. But I was scared. Fuck, I’m still scared shitless. But this alpha is all I ever dreamed of. His body, his mind, his character, his very aura speak to me in a way no other male ever has. He’s so fucking beautiful. He tastes amazing, and his scent is driving me fucking wild.

“I’m sorry Mav’, I didn’t think you-”

Maverick interrupts me by crashing his mouth on mine. “Shut the fuck up and kiss me.”

My lips fall apart in an outraged gasp, and he takes advantage to plunder my mouth. Licking and swirling with his deliciously talented tongue. Fucking me with his mouth. His sharp teeth grazing my lips, the sting sending jolts of pleasure straight to my clit. I moan, rolling my hips onto his long, hard, thick shaft, feeling the round head of it poke at my apex through the layers of his sweats, my jeans and panties. Oh God…

Our mouths detach with a wet sound, and I stare at Maverick, feeling dazed, aroused, and completely out of my depth. His eyes are burning, his gaze devouring. And he looks fucking magnificent. All bee-stung lips, bearded face, hair all over the place. His broad chest rising and falling with heavy breaths. The glorious layer of fur all over his insane body. All those muscles on full display… Lord. ‘Alpha!’ my bear roars. And I don’t fight her. Not today. Today, I’m taking what we’ve been dying for. Any part of it we can get.

Mav slowly licks his full, pink bottom lip before dragging it between his strong, white teeth. The gesture is so erotic that I let out an involuntary whimper. His eyes glint with a mixture of ravenous hunger and dangerous playfulness. One corner of his mouth curled up in a devilish smirk.

And when he next speaks? There’s barely any trace of the sophisticated billionaire left.

“You fucking made us wait all this fucking time.” His low rumble is deceptively soft.

Maverick is a famished beast who has his prey cornered and wants to play with his food. He cups my breasts and squeezes the full, round globes, sending more waves of pleasure through my body. His blazing gaze never leaving mine, he pinches my stiff nipples between his thick fingers, pulling and rolling until I’m a quivering mess.

“You’re gonna fucking pay for it, Omega.”

Oh shit!

* * *

MAVERICK

I play with Marie’s tits until she’s moaning and whining, writhing, and trembling. The surrounding air saturated with the scent of her sweet slick. My mouth is dry, my throat parched with want. Fucking need. But my chest is filled with the sweet warmth of relief. She’s fucking mine. Has been from the start. I want nothing but to rip her jeans off her sweet ass and plunge inside her tight, hot sheath. But first, she needs to fucking beg for it.

“Stand,” I order, releasing her nipples.

Looking at me through dazed eyes, Marie pushes on my chest and stands on trembling legs. I fucking love seeing her undone like this. Fucking panting for me.

“Strip.” My voice is a low, gravelly command.

Marie’s eyes grow wide, her long lashes blinking rapidly, but she obeys despite her trembling hands. So pretty, so fucking hot. God, I’m the luckiest fucking bastard on earth. Having this omega in my bed, as my mate, by my side for fucking ever.

She toes off her boots and sets them in front of the fireplace. Removes her damp socks and sets them on top of her shoes. Fuck, I didn’t even think to remove those. Her feet must be frozen. Shit! My bear roars his disapproval. And I push on my hands to go to Marie. But before I fully rise from the couch, she unbuttons her jeans and swiftly slides them down her long, curvy legs, standing in front of me in nothing but the tiny piece of lace covering her plump pussy. Fuck… me. I fall back on the couch without even realizing it.

Taking in all that’s my girl. Her soft curves, glorious brown skin and gold-colored hair. Her perfume saturating the air. I murmur reverently, “you’re gonna be the fucking death of me.”

Her shy gaze raises to meet mine, her beautiful eyes sparkling with surprise and pleasure, a full grin taking over her gorgeous features.

“Come here,” I rasp out in a voice I barely recognize myself. I’m close to coming out of my skin.

Marie closes the short distance between us, her generous hips swaying hypnotically. I catch her around the waist and bury my face between her thighs. Nose and mouth on the damp spot covering her underwear. The scent instantly getting me heady and harder than fucking steel.

“Such a bad, bad girl… keeping all this sweet honey from your alpha.”

I slap one round ass-cheek and she jumps, startled. But in the next second, it’s followed by a needy moan, and Marie pushes her fat pussy against my face. Fuck! Her flesh is plump, her smell amazing. I lick her slit through the thin fabric, reveling in my first taste of my omega’s juices. Then I suck on her lower lips, lapping and grazing on her flesh, tongue-kissing her. The explosion of flavors and aroma making me fucking dizzy.

“Oh, Maverick… Oh My God… Alpha!”

When the word falls from her lips -Marie calling me fucking ‘Alpha’, in that fucking voice… that low, sultry, needy whimper coming straight from her core- the last string of my resolve fucking snaps.

I gaze up at my beautiful omega, my queen, the owner of my heart and soul. Fisting my hands at the waistband of her underwear, I pull on each side, ripping it apart, straight in the middle. Then I drag the torn scrap of lace down her thick thighs. Marie steps out of it without being asked, her soft hands resting on my massive shoulders. I pull her pussy to my face, hooking her knees over my massive shoulders, and fucking dive in.

* * *

MARIE

Oh My God… Maverick Ursinus is going down on me! The reality of that is about to make my head explode. And combined with this alpha’s levels of oral skills? I’m fucking done for. My tall, hot, brooding, powerful, alpha bear shifter, billionaire boss is eating my pussy like today’s his birthday and he’s having his first slice of cake. In slow, greedy, decadent swipes of his wicked tongue. Alternating with deep suckles of my engorged lower lips and clit. Sharp grazes of his elongated canines. Fuck, this feels amazing! I’m shaking and trembling, creaming all over his thick beard, and he doesn’t miss a single drop. Loudly slurping and groaning. Like a famished predator who finally caught his prey after weeks hunting. I’m holding on to dear life, my fingers grasping handfuls of Mav’s thick hair, thighs clenched around his head. The strands of his beard rubbing against my sensitive skin. The rough, sensual caress of his lips and tongue driving me goddamn insane.

“Maaaaav!”

He lifts his freaking handsome face, dark eyes gleaming with lust and something feral, and growls, “right, fucking, here, baby.”

He looks wild, untamed, dangerous. Fucking perfect.

“I want you… please, Alpha…”

The words have barely left my lips that Mav throws his head back, letting out a loud roar that vibrates through every single cell of my body. It’s a mating call. A fucking claiming cry. I cry right back, my bear taking over.

He lies me on the thick, soft carpet with a tenderness I wouldn’t have suspected from this giant of an alpha, especially in his current state. Already half-way through his change, covered in fur, reeking with the scent of my slick, eyes wild, teeth bared. And I’ve never loved him more. Love him. Oh God! I love Maverick Ursinus. Now, in this moment, I can admit that truth to myself. My feelings were never some passing crush on my hot boss. I knew from the minute I met this alpha. Knew I was his. Entirely. Irrevocably.

“Position for your alpha,” Maverick demands in a low, raspy, barely human voice.

And I don’t hesitate. Not even for a second. I go on my hands and knees, fingers digging into the rug strands, and arch my back, presenting for my alpha. Shaking all over, vibrating with the need to finally feel Maverick inside me. My pussy clenching, my pleas coming out needy, animalistic.

I look over my shoulder and catch Mav standing in all his glory. Tall and broad. Piles of muscles on top of muscles. His sun-kissed skin darkened by a thick layer of silky, dark fur. Fucking glorious.

“Please,” I whimper again, fucking hypnotized by the imposing form looming over me. Maverick’s body is a thing of beauty with his big, defined muscles. His cut abs taper into a ‘v’ that points straight to the fat cock nestled by a short layer of ebony curls. Fuck me. My mouth literally salivates.

Maverick fists his dick in his huge hand and slowly starts stroking himself in long, slow motions, going from the wide head that’s leaking precum, along the wide shaft, all the way down to his thick base. In an up-and-down, hypnotic gesture that makes my pussy spams with need and slick drip between my trembling thighs.

* * *

MAVERICK

I can only torture my omega for a few seconds because I’m just as unhinged as she is. Soon enough, I’m kneeling behind her, face buried in her crease, licking, slurping and lapping at her tender flesh, taking every drop of the sweet honey she’s finally giving me access to. I push my tongue deep inside her pussy, grab her thick ass to hold her in place and move to her puckered hole. Marie gasps, trying to escape me, but I hold her firmly in place. Taking my fill of her taste, the heady scent of her body, her soft flesh. Fuck, I can’t hold it anymore.

I straighten, guiding my dick between her slickened folds, and coat myself in her cream. Dragging the heavy head of my cock from her clit to her asshole, making her shiver all over. Fuck! She’s so fucking responsive to me. Like every part of her body I touch has been waiting for us to come together.

‘Claim our mate!’ my bear roars. And as if she’d heard him, Marie cries, “yes!” And I’m fucking done for.

I push inside her wet, hot, tight cunt, the sensation of her taking me like nothing I ever experienced. So fucking perfect. So damn good. So right. With my eyes closed tight, my hands digging into the soft flesh of her round hips, I thrust slow, tortuously, maddeningly, deliciously beautiful inside my female. And when I’m sheathed to the hilt, I gather her in my arms, plastering my front to her back, cup her generous tits with my big hands, and bury my face in the crook of her neck. I stay like that, letting her get used to my size. Savoring the first time our fleshes join. It feels like a fucking miracle. The way my cock pulsates inside Marie, still fucking growing. My face in her soft hair, lungs filled with her scent, I lick at the tender flesh of her neck and Marie shakes all over, whimpering like a she-bear in heat. And I can only growl into her ear, “mate.”

Marie nods frantically, giving me permission to fucking make her mine. But that’s not enough. I need her fucking words.

“Say it,” I demand. “Say you’re fucking mine… my mate!”

She moans again, her pussy spasming around my cock, massaging me in the most delicious, most torturous way. I lower a hand between her legs, sliding between her folds to play with her clit, teasing her nipples with my other fingers.

She lets out a cry of pleasure, slick squirting all over my palm, followed by, “I’m yours! Fuck me! Please, Alpha!”

“Fuck yeah.”

I close my lips at the juncture of her neck and shoulder and sink my teeth into the delicate flesh, marking her, making her mine for the entire world to see, for eternity and beyond. And all hell breaks fucking loose. The electric jolt that courses through our joined bodies is earth-shattering. I tenderly lick at her abused flesh, coating it, like mates have done for millennia to soothe the sting of their marks and help the healing process.

When I pull back, only leaving my throbbing cockhead inside her cunt, Marie whines and writhes in frustration, making me grin. I slam back home with a wicked thrust. And she falls back on all fours, submitting to her alpha’s rutting. Roaring up to the skies, I slam into my omega over and over, in a blur of slapping skin, wet sex noises, loud growls and moans. Our scents mixing, our bodies moving in perfect harmony as Marie fucks herself back on my throbbing cock.

“You feel so fucking good, mate!”

“No… you feel amazing, my alpha!”

Her words trigger an orgasm the likes of which I’ve never experienced. Pulling her back into my arms, I piston inside her, pinching a nipple with one hand and her clit with the other. Then order, “fucking come! Now, Mate!”

Marie lets out a long wail, her entire body shaking, her pussy spasming, her sweet honey gushing between us. I feel my balls tighten so much that it hurts, my knot throbbing with the need to be inside her. When I thrust inside Marie as far as I can, she’s ready for me. Taking my thick flesh through her spread pussy lips. My cum sprays her inner walls. Rope after rope of thick cream. My knot holding us joined. The pleasure exploding through my body is mind-blowing. I’ll never get enough of this woman. An entire lifetime with her won’t be enough.

I breathe out, “mine,” and curl my large body around her soft one, lying us down on the thick carpet in front of the fireplace. My knot holding my semen inside my mate.

Marie snuggles deep into my embrace, purring. Everything in the world is as it should be.


Five

After The Storm
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MARIE

I let my eyes travel over Mav’s body. His colossal frame is barely covered by the sheet that’s tangled around his middle. He’s sleeping with one leg bent at the knee, the other stretched. His thick, muscled thighs are on full display. The wide expanse of his broad back, all that beautiful olive skin, is almost entirely hidden by his bear’s fur. His thick, jet black hair is messy. Even his wild beard can’t mask his handsome features. God, he’s beautiful. Both in his magnificent human form and the savage beast lying underneath the surface.

I stare at the long lashes fanning his cut cheekbones. His full lips parted in slumber. The straight line of his strong, masculine nose. I want nothing but to climb back into bed and snuggle into his warmth. Let him wrap my body in his muscular arms. Bury my neck in the crook of his shoulder and get drunk on his woodsy scent. Feel him all around my body. Inside me.

I shake myself out of the dangerous turn my thoughts are taking. Maverick Ursinus isn’t mine and he will never be. He’s a fantasy come to life. A dream I was blessed enough to get a taste of. He’s the alpha who gave me more pleasure than I could have ever imagined. The bear that made me feel more safe than I have since my parents died when I was just a teenager. He’s the one I will measure every male to for the rest of my days. Nothing else.

He’s not mine to have and keep. Maverick is so far out of my league it’s laughable. A billionaire bear shifter with the world at his feet. What could he possibly see in a nobody like me beyond a quick fling? A way to scratch an itch before he moves on to someone more suitable. Someone who can stand at his side in the spotlight, not a shy wallflower like me.

I wipe a lone tear away from my cheek with trembling fingers, and tiptoe my way out of the cabin. Rushing into the hazy dawn light before my dream man awakens. Leaving like a coward before the fantasy comes crumbling down.

My heart clenches painfully with each step I take away from Maverick. From the bed where he claimed me so thoroughly. It feels wrong to leave him, to slink away like a thief in the night. But I can’t bear the humiliation of being cast aside. Of seeing regret in his eyes.

So I run. I run from the best thing that’s ever happened to me. The only man I’ve ever loved. Because I know, deep down, that I’m not enough. I’ll never be enough for someone like him.

Tears blur my vision as I stumble to my car. The icy morning air cuts through my thin coat, but it’s nothing compared to the chill settling in my soul. I’m doing the right thing, I try to convince myself. Leaving before I’m left.

But it doesn’t ease the ache in my chest. The hollow feeling that I’m making the biggest mistake of my life.

* * *

MAVERICK

I wake up smiling like a lovesick fool, but when I stretch an arm to reach for my omega, her side of the bed is empty. Blinking away the last dregs of sleep, I call for Marie. But there’s no answer. I roll my shoulders and crack my neck, feeling a delicious soreness in my body from hours of claiming my mate. I sit up, dropping my feet to the floor. My eyes meet the hairy paws of my bear. I turned in my sleep. Not surprising. Between how close I’ve been with my hibernation looming and the rush of finally claiming my omega, I’m more surprised I didn’t breed Marie in my bear form.

I go downstairs, making the wooden floors creak under my heavy steps. But the vast open-space is empty. I let out a long growl meant to call my mate. Still no response. What the fuck?

‘Where is she?’ my bear demands to know, as if I had any clue.

‘We were both out cold, buddy.’

I nudge at the door handle with a large paw, and step onto the porch. It’s cold but sunny, the storm is gone. And so is Marie’s car…

Dread curdles in my gut. She left. She fucking left me. After everything we shared last night, after I bared my soul to her, she ran.

‘No. No fucking way.’ Panic claws at my throat. This can’t be happening.

My bear is going apeshit, roaring and slamming against the confines of my mind. Demanding we go after our mate. Bring her back to our den where she belongs.

Why would she leave? I don’t understand. The way she responded to me, the way she cried out as I claimed her… I was so sure she wanted this as much as I did. That she felt the bond between us.

Was it all a lie? A figment of my hopeful imagination?

Anger surges hot and wild in my veins, battling with the despair that threatens to bring me to my knees. I refuse to believe what we have isn’t real. I’ve wasted too much time fighting this, fighting her. I won’t let her slip through my fingers now that I’ve finally gotten my head out of my ass.

I storm back inside, barely feeling the bite of the cold on my bare skin. I’m shifting before I hit the stairs, desperate to be in my human form, to go after my omega and demand answers.

She can’t just walk away. Not without hearing me out. Not without giving me a chance to convince her that this, us, is worth fighting for.

I threw on the first clothes I could find, not giving a damn about the cold. The only thing that mattered was reaching Marie. Making her see reason. I wouldn’t let her throw away what we had out of some misguided notion that she wasn’t good enough.

Fuck that noise. Marie Flores is everything. She’s the only woman I’ve ever wanted, ever loved. And I’ll be damned if I let her go without a fight.

I almost rip the door off the hinges in my haste to get to my truck. The tires spit gravel as I peel out of the driveway. I’ll scour the whole fucking state if I have to. Turn over every rock, knock down every door.

I’m coming for my girl. And when I find her, I’m gonna shake some fucking sense into her. Make her see that she’s it for me. My mate. My forever.

And this time, I’m not letting her walk away.

* * *

MARIE

I wipe away at my tears, vision blurred, as I drive through the magnificent Tahoe landscape on my way back home. Even the amazing scenery surrounding me can’t soothe my soul. And my bear? She’s barking her head off, pushing against the thin layer of resistance I have left, demanding I let her out so she can run back to our alpha. Our alpha. What a fucking joke. Like Maverick Ursinus could want me for the long haul.

‘He claimed us! Marked us!’ my she-bear growls at me.

Yeah, and I’m not exactly sure why he was cruel enough to do such a thing. Show the entire world that I’m called for when I know he has no intention of keeping me. My bear growls again, and this time she pushes hard enough that the hairs all over my skin grow by almost an inch.

‘Stop it! He doesn’t really want us!’

The man is a fucking billionaire. He’s smart, powerful, looks like a wet dream, and fucks like one. I saw the women he used to date.

‘Used to!’ she yells in my head. ‘Don’t you think it’s telling that Mav stopped being a fuck-boi after you started working for him?’

I shake my head, inhaling deeply, knuckling the steering wheel hard, and close my mind to my stubborn bear. I already lost my parents. There is no way I’m giving my heart to someone who’ll eventually tire of me and leave. I step on the accelerator, building distance between myself and my beautiful boss.

Every mile feels like a knife to the chest. The farther I get from Maverick, the more my soul screams in protest. Invisible bands squeeze my lungs, making it hard to breathe. It’s like my very cells are being ripped apart, rebelling against the separation from my…

No. I viciously cut off the thought. He’s not my anything. Last night was a mistake. A beautiful, devastating mistake. One I’ll regret for the rest of my life.

But I can’t dwell on it now. I have to keep moving forward. Put Maverick Ursinus and our night together behind me. Forget the way he touched me, the way he held me like I was something precious. The promises he whispered against my skin.

I have to forget it all. Bury it deep and soldier on. It’s the only way I’ll survive.

So I point my car towards the one place I know I can lick my wounds in peace. The one person who’s always been there for me, even in my darkest moments.

Gran.

She’ll know what to do. How to help me pick up the pieces of my shattered heart. I just pray she doesn’t judge me too harshly for falling for my boss. For daring to reach for something so far beyond my grasp.

With a shaky hand, I fumble for my phone, dialing the familiar number. It only rings twice before her warm, creaky voice fills the line.

“Marie? This is a surprise. Is everything alright, dear?”

A sob catches in my throat. I swallow it back, blinking furiously against the fresh sting of tears.

“No, Gran,” I manage to choke out. “It’s not. I… I really messed up this time.”

There’s a pause, then a soft sigh. “Come home, baby girl. Gran will make it all better.”

* * *

MAVERICK

After calling for my mate without success, and searching all around the cabin, I make my way back inside. I can barely contain my furor and worry, and I have to muster all my mental strength to see past the red film obscuring my vision.

‘Easy, brother. Let me take over. We need to find our mate.’ I close my eyes, breathing deep, taking in her lingering scent. Our mingled scents. Fuck, we smell fucking perfect. Bear lets out a pained squeak and I feel the pang of her loss in the depths of my soul.

When I finally calm him down enough to change back, I waste no time. I’m dressed and in my truck within minutes, speeding on the winding mountain roads, going after my omega.

My mind races as I drive, trying to figure out where Marie might have gone. Her apartment is the obvious choice, but something tells me she wouldn’t make it that easy. Not if she was really trying to run from me.

Frustration burns in my throat. Why can’t she see what’s right in front of her? That we’re fucking meant to be? I know I’m not the easiest man to love. I’m gruff and short-tempered and emotionally stunted at the best of times. But damn it, I’m trying. For her, I’m willing to do whatever it takes.

She just has to give me a chance.

I’m halfway down the mountain when it hits me. Her grandmother. If Marie was scared and hurting, that’s where she’d go. The old woman practically raised her after her parents died. She’s the only family Marie has left.

I wrack my brain, trying to remember where the grandmother lives. Marie mentioned it once, in passing. Some small town on the coast. Peaceful. Picturesque. The perfect place to hide out and nurse a broken heart.

Well, tough shit. She’s not getting off that easily.

I yank the wheel to the side, making an illegal U-turn in the middle of the deserted highway. Horns blare as I cut off a logging truck, but I don’t give a fuck. All that matters is getting to Marie.

I push the gas pedal to the floor, hands tight on the wheel. Hang on, baby. I’m coming for you.

And this time, I’m not letting you go.


Six

Four Months Later…
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MAVERICK

“Please, Edna,” I beg Marie’s grandmother, clasping her small, wrinkled hand in my huge hands. I’ve been visiting her every day for the past four months and the woman is sick of me.

That day, after leaving Lake Tahoe, I drove straight to Marie’s house and pounded on her door until her neighbors called the police. When I explained I was looking for my mate, the two police officers who’d responded to the call took one long look at my disheveled form, exchanged a knowing gaze, and escorted me back to my truck. They advised me to go home, shower, try to get myself together, and only then try again to reach out to my omega. I wanted to fucking punch them. Fuck their sensible advice! I wanted to let my bear break down Marie’s door and inspect every single room in her house to ensure she wasn’t there. But there was no point. Her car was parked in the front, but she wasn’t responding. The blinds were closed, the lights off. My girl was long gone. I was too late.

I spent the last few months harassing Marie’s grandmother, and paying an army of P.I.’s looking for my omega. But no one has seen her. Not her friends or colleagues. And Edna is as silent as a tomb.

Every day without Marie is pure torture. I can’t eat, can’t sleep, can’t fucking think straight. All I can do is prowl and pace and growl, my bear a caged animal beneath my skin, desperate to find our mate. To bring her home where she belongs.

But Edna refuses to bend, no matter how much I plead.

“Maverick,” she says gently, patting my hand. “I know you’re hurting, son. But you have to give Marie space. Let her come to terms with everything in her own time.”

I grit my teeth, feeling a muscle jump in my cheek. Locking in my bear before he bursts out and barks at this woman who I love and respect.

“How much time?” I growl, unable to remain calm. “She’s been gone for fucking months.”

At my outburst, Edna raises a delicate eyebrow. Staring me down without a word.

“Sorry,” I grumble. But I know I can’t take much more of this shit.

She nods magnanimously, then proceeds to explain the same thing she’s been repeating to me for fucking months. “Things are better now than back in my day. But you need to understand, Maverick. Many omegas are still being taken advantage of and abused. Let Marie be her own woman. Let her decide for herself.”

“But she’s my mate,” I reinstate between clenched teeth, fighting to rein in my fury. My gut burning with both the pain of our separation and Marie’s rejection.

“Maybe she is. And maybe your bear just imprinted on her,” Edna says softly. She’s mentioned this possibility before. And I’m not sure how I find it in me to keep coming back here when Edna’s been dismissing my bond with my mate.

A low rumble resonates through my chest, and Edna’s eyes widen. She knows it’s my bear protesting and hurries to add, “If Marie is your mate, you’ll find your way back to each other, Mav.”

I clutch the arms of the chair I’m sitting in so tight that I feel the wood crack under the pressure of my fists. My skin is prickling with the urge to change.

“You don’t know that, Edna.” My voice comes out low and gravelly. “What if she isn’t safe? What if…”

I can’t even bring myself to voice the dark fears that haunt me. The nightmares of Marie hurt or in danger, far from my protection. It’s enough to drive a man insane.

Edna raises a hand, interrupting me. “Marie is safe, Maverick. That has always been my priority.”

The fierce glint in her eyes reminds me of Marie’s strength. I take a deep inhale, my eyes never leaving the old woman’s. Then I rake a trembling hand through my overlong, unkempt hair, almost pulling it at the roots.

“Fine. I’ll wait.” The words taste like ashes on my tongue. Every cell in my body rebels at the thought of more time without my omega. But I force myself to continue. “But you have to promise me something.”

Edna’s eyes are intent on me.

“Promise you’ll let me know if you think she needs me.”

She nods again, her warm eyes going soft. “Of course, Maverick. You’ll be the first to know.”

It’s not enough, not nearly enough. But it’s all I have. This tiny thread of hope that someday, someway, I’ll find my way back to Marie.

Until then, I’ll endure. I’ll cling to the memory of her in my arms, her sweet scent, her breathy sighs as I claimed her. I’ll let that perfect night sustain me through the lonely days and endless nights till she returns to me.

* * *

MARIE

I push a lock of hair behind my ear. My blond ombré coloring is long gone. And I haven’t straightened or tied my heavy brown curls in one of my neat, professional buns in months.

I apply foundation over the bags under my eyes. The dark circles are a testimony of everything I’ve been going through since I left Maverick. The heartache, morning sickness, worry and guilt…

My hand shakes as I brush the concealer over my pale skin. I barely recognize the woman staring back at me in the mirror. She looks haunted, fragile in a way I’ve never allowed myself to be. But that’s what losing your mate does to you, I suppose. It strips you bare, leaves you raw and aching.

I’ve been hiding in my family’s mountain cabin in Alaska. I used to come here every year with my parents for hibernation. That was before. Before they died in that horrible car accident. A stupid trucker who didn’t respect his rest schedule fell asleep at the wheel and crashed into them. They were coming back from a date night, and Gran was baby-sitting me. I lost so much that night. Their love, their protection, all the things they had left to teach me, to pass along. Gran did her best. She’s an amazing woman, and I’m extremely blessed to have had her. But my parents’ death left a gaping hole in my heart. One that will never heal.

And now, I’ve gone and torn it open all over again. By running from the one man who made me feel whole. Safe. Cherished.

I still don’t know if fleeing from Maverick was the right thing to do. But it’s been months, and he hasn’t shown up. I’m not that hard to find. Not for someone with his means.

Maybe Gran was right. Maybe it was just his bear imprinting on the closest available omega. Maybe I imagined the depth of feeling I saw in his eyes that night, the reverence in his touch.

Or maybe I’m just a coward.

I press a hand to my still-flat stomach, blinking back tears. I never meant for this to happen. Never planned on starting a family this way. Alone and afraid, without my mate by my side.

But life has a way of throwing curveballs when you least expect them.

My make-up done, I check my phone screen. Gran will be here soon. I walk to the cabin’s main area, making sure everything is tidy. When I hear the rumble of a truck outside, I smooth down my dress, push back my shoulders and take the few steps to the door, preparing for a tough conversation.

As soon as my grandmother enters and takes me in, the broad smile that was illuminating her beautiful face falls off. Her eyes travel over my tired features, down my body, and linger on the small bump on my belly.

“Oh My God, Marie! What have you done?”

Edna Flores is a good woman. A woman of principles. She cares deeply, loves infinitely, and stands for what she believes. After my parents died, my Gran raised me with immense affection, but she also taught me the value of hard work and honesty. And this? What I did? Hiding in the middle of nowhere, not telling her or Maverick that I’m carrying his cub? This isn’t honest.

Four months ago, I ran away to come hibernate here. Gran left me alone to go through my period of rest and isolation. A few weeks in, she came to visit, opening up about Mav’s repeated requests to see me. I didn’t say much. Only that something happened between us and I wasn’t ready to see him yet. She respected my wishes. My Gran is a smart woman. She never pushes me. Her style is more to advise and stand on the sideline, ready to jump in if I need her. But today… today I read sadness and disappointment in her eyes. And it’s like a punch to the gut. I never want to let down Granny Edna.

“My poor child. How could you? Why didn’t you say something?”

She gently takes me in her arms and I feel her damp cheeks brush against mine. We’re both crying. I don’t even know what hurts the most. The constant pain of being away from Maverick, my deeply rooted conviction that he doesn’t really want me, the guilt and shame of my lie by omission. All of it and so much more. I’m physically exhausted. These first months of pregnancy have been tiresome beyond anything I could have imagined. The discomfort brought by my morning sickness, all my emotions hitting me tenfold, and my poor bear calling for our mate day and night.

“I’m sorry, Gran,” I whimper into her neck. “I’m so sorry. I was just so scared.”

Scared of being rejected, of having my heart broken all over again. Scared of the intensity of what I feel for Maverick, of how much power he holds over me.

Scared that he’d turn me away if he knew about the baby.

“Oh, sweetheart.” Gran strokes my hair, her touch infinitely gentle. “Maverick could never turn you away. That man is mad about you. He’s been beside himself trying to find you.”

I pull back, swiping at my tears. “What? He has?”

Gran nods, her lips quirking in a sad smile. “He’s been hounding me for months, begging for any scrap of information about where you might be. I’ve never seen an alpha so desperate.”

“I don’t know what to do, Gran,” I whisper brokenly. “I’m so lost.”

She cradles my face in her papery hands, her eyes warm and wise. “You need to come home, my sweet girl. Come home and talk to your mate. Give him a chance to make this right.”

I bite my lip, doubt swirling in my gut. “What if he doesn’t want this? The baby?”

“Marie.” Gran’s voice is firm now, laced with conviction. “That man would move heaven and earth for you. For both of you. Trust in that. Trust in him.”

I take a deep, shuddery breath. Gran is right. I can’t hide anymore. Can’t let my fears keep me away.

It’s time to be brave.

“Okay,” I say softly, squaring my shoulders. “Okay, I’ll come home.”

Gran beams at me, pride shining in her eyes. “That’s my girl.”

I’m going home. Back to Maverick.


Seven

Back
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MARIE

Our flight landed this afternoon, and I’ve been sleeping since I got settled at home. Hiding in slumber. Refusing to confront reality. My grandmother drove me home from the airport, fixed me dinner, and ordered me to bed. I tossed and turned all night, then only got out of bed to close the blackout curtains.

I don’t want tomorrow to come, and I will keep it at bay for as long as I can. I don’t want to talk to Maverick. Don’t have the heart or the energy for a confrontation. And God, seeing him again? I don’t know if I can take it. My bear is jumping all over the place, knowing our alpha is close. His claiming mark on my neck has been pulsating ever since we arrived in town. I lay a hand on my stomach and close my eyes, feeling a lone tear slide down my face. ‘It’ll be alright, little one. Everything will be alright.’

But even as I whisper the words, I know I’m trying to convince myself as much as the tiny life growing inside me. The truth is, I’m terrified. Terrified of facing Maverick, of seeing the anger and betrayal in his eyes. Terrified that he’ll reject me, reject our baby.

I’ve spent so long running, hiding from my feelings, from the bone-deep knowledge that Maverick is my mate, my destiny. And now, with our child nestled beneath my heart, I can’t run anymore. I have to face him, face whatever future awaits us.

But that doesn’t make it any easier.

I wake up with a start in my darkened bedroom, sitting up abruptly in my bed. There’s a loud noise -pounding. Someone’s at my door. I fumble around to find my robe, slide into my slippers and groggily make my way to the front door without thinking. Getting into action before my brain has even caught up with my body’s mechanical response. And it’s when I open the door, seeing who’s standing there with his fist raised to keep knocking the wood down, that I realize maybe, just maybe, I should have taken a second to think.

I haven’t seen Maverick Ursinus in four months. One hundred and twenty days of starvation. Haven’t drowned in his beautiful dark blue eyes, inhaled his woodsy scent, stood close enough to be enveloped in his body’s intense heat. Haven’t touched the perfection of him, felt the possessive grasp of his hands, the delicious torture of his mouth. God, how I’ve missed him! My eyes hungrily travel over his features, his body. He looks exhausted. His usually neatly trimmed hair has grown down to his massive shoulders. His beard is wild and magnificent. But he looks slightly smaller. Still a mountain of a man, but I can tell he lost weight. Oh Maverick…

* * *

MAVERICK

I stand there, frozen in place, blinking like a fool, staring at Marie’s rounded belly like I’m seeing a mirage. This can’t be. I have to be dreaming. My omega. My mate is carrying my cub! Bear wants to take over, drag her out of here, and run straight up the mountain to lock us in our den. I want to wrap her in my arms and never let go.

“I can explain,” she rushes to say.

My incredulous gaze comes to her gorgeous face. God. I missed her.

“Yeah? You have an explanation for this?” I nod at her belly. “For why my omega has been hiding from me for months? Forbidding her family to tell me where she went. For keeping yourself and our cub from me?” I end in a roar, and Marie jumps at the sound of my voice.

Hurt and anger war in my chest, battling with the overwhelming relief at finally having her in front of me. I don’t understand how she could do this, how she could stay away, keep our child a secret. The pain of her absence, the not knowing, has been eating me alive.

“Mav, if you just…”

“If I just what, Mate?”

“Let me explain,” she cuts in hurriedly.

“Go on, that should be good,” I growl, advancing toward her as she walks backwards.

I keep marching forward until Marie is backed up against the wall, my colossal frame looming over her smaller one, pressing into her soft curves. And for the first time in months, I feel at peace. Whole.

“Maverick,” Marie says softly, voice shaky, palms flat against my chest. And I don’t know if she’s holding me at a distance or if she can’t help herself from touching me. I take one of her small hands and gently kiss the soft skin of her inner wrist.

“I missed you so much, Omega. So damn much.”

She whimpers, melting into my body.

“Mav… it’s just our bodies talking. You don’t really want me. You don’t know me. We… we’re from two completely different worlds.”

Arrested, I feel my eyes widen. What nonsense is this? My emotions take over. Pain, fury, despair. Marie Flores is my entire life. And she thinks we’re just compatible in bed? There is no way I’m letting things play out this way. I take both her wrists in one hand and wrap my other palm around her throat. Holding her just strong enough to assert my alpha dominance.

My gaze burning into hers, I growl, “I’m done with your crap, Marie. First, you kept yourself from me for six months when you knew you were mine. Then you left after I claimed you. A claiming you agreed to. Now you’re heavy with our child and you lock yourself away in a remote Alaska cabin for months?” I shake my head. “Done with your nonsense.”

* * *

MARIE

My entire body vibrates with want, need, desire, relief, and pleasure at being so close to Maverick. My bear is pushing against my skin like never before. I’m so turned on, I feel like I’m about to spontaneously combust. The smell of him, the fire wafting from his giant body. How beautiful he is! My heart, mind and body want to submit and give him everything. Anything he wants. Damn the consequences. And the firm grip of his massive hand around my wrists? How he’s collaring my throat? Maverick Ursinus owns me. And I love it.

I want to kiss him and tell him how much I’ve missed him. What he means to me. That I’m scared he’s going to leave, too. That I don’t want our cub to meet him, fall in love with him, know how amazing he is, then have to watch him go when he finds a better suited mate.

I want to open my heart to this beautiful alpha and allow myself to believe, be his, trust in us, and never doubt ever again. Never fear, never run away. Be his, always and forever.

“You’re moving in with me.” My eyes widen, my mouth falling open, and Mav leans in to sweep his tongue past my parted lips. The taste of him explodes across my tongue and I moan into the kiss. He rumbles, “That’s what I thought,” before taking my mouth again. Kissing me until I’m putty in his powerful arms.

Then he lets go of my wrists, his large palm still wrapped around my throat. Mav lowers his head to rest his forehead on mine, both of us panting, our breaths mingling. And he wrecks my world with his next words.

“We’re getting married tomorrow, Omega.”

I suck in a sharp breath, my heart slamming against my ribs. Married. He wants to marry me. Claim me in every way possible. Make me his wife, the mother of his child.

Tears sting my eyes as I gaze up at him, hardly daring to believe it. “You really want me? Want this?” I whisper, one hand drifting to my stomach.

Maverick covers my hand with his own, his touch infinitely gentle. “More than anything,” he rasps. “You’re mine, Marie. Mine to love, mine to protect. Always.”

A sob catches in my throat as I throw my arms around his neck, burying my face in his shoulder. “I love you,” I breathe. “I love you so much.”

He crushes me to him, mindful of the precious cargo I carry. “I love you too, Omega. Never doubt that. Never doubt us.”

And as he holds me close, murmuring promises and endearments, I finally let myself believe. In him, in our bond, in the beautiful future stretching out before us.

Our little family.


Eight

Mine
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MARIE

I take in my reflection in the large vanity mirror facing me, and give the make-up artist a smile.

“It’s amazing. Thank you.”

She smiles brightly, gives me a quick hug and gathers her things, wishing me good luck on her way out. Gran stands at the door, waiting for me.

“You’re ready, honey?”

Her smile is soft but also sad. She knows I don’t believe Maverick loves me. After he dragged me to his mansion last night, we called her to announce our literally impending nuptials. Gran was so happy. She laughed and cried over the phone, and arrived here first thing in the morning to go through all the preparations with me. That’s when she saw my expression. And she has been asking if I wanted to leave every occasion she got.

* * *

My wedding dress needed to be fitted by the end of the day, and my hair and makeup done. Since His Lordship, Maverick Ursinus, had decided to marry me with a twenty-four-hour notice.

Gran only left my side when an exclusive personal shopper showed up with dozens of lacy sets and nightgowns for me to choose from.

And now, here we are. I stand from the luxurious deep-red velvet chair that’s facing the assorted vanity. The furniture in the master room is beautiful, just like everywhere else in this house. High ceilings, marble floors, chandeliers, lush carpets, high-end electronics and kitchen equipment, and incredible views of the DelMonte Bay all around.

I push my shoulders back and smooth the acres of silky material of my spectacular gown. I’ve never seen anything like it. Ivory silk and lace that embrace my curves, beautifully showcasing my baby bump, and make me look like a fucking queen. My hair has been dyed back to the golden ombré I love. My nails are done to perfection, and my make-up could almost fool me into thinking my heartbreak has been mended. But not Gran, apparently.

“You don’t have to go through with this, Marie. I know how alphas are. I know how Maverick is. But if you don’t want this… if you don’t love him…”

And that’s the issue, right? I can’t say I don’t want this. That I don’t want Maverick. That he’s forcing me to marry him. This is a dream come true for me. ‘Except for the part where your future husband doesn’t love you back,’ a treacherous voice whispers in my head.

* * *

I walk down the spiral staircase, the skirt of my dress pinched between my fingers. Gran is coming behind me, carrying the back of it. It was too short a notice to invite any of our friends and extended family. And there wasn’t really much discussion between Mav and me after he grabbed my hand, pulled me inside his truck, drove me here, and left me alone in the master bedroom after we called Gran last night. And anyway, I haven’t contacted my friends since I left for Alaska. I can’t imagine dropping the bombs of my pregnancy and wedding on them at the same time. So it’s just me, Maverick, his dad, Gran, and the officiant. I keep my eyes on the stairs and the hem of my dress until I reach the marble floor. I don’t want to trip and fall, but I’m especially trying to avoid Mav’s gaze for as long as I can.

When I look up, my eyes first fall on Mr. Ursinus Sr. He’s tall and big, just like his son. With white hair and laugh lines at the corners of his dark blue eyes. His wife is visiting his other son on the East Coast. Mav’s brother just had a baby. And it’s a relief that this joke of a wedding isn’t witnessed by more of our loved ones. I know Maverick only wants to marry me because I’m going to give birth to his cub. It’s hard enough as it is. No need adding to the pain.

* * *

The officiant is our local mayor, Mr. Williamson. He’s an older black gentleman with warm eyes and a gentle smile. I exchange a friendly look with him, still avoiding Mav’s gaze. Then Gran takes my hand and puts it in his. And when our skins touch, there is no escaping. My face instinctively turns up, my eyes meeting the deep indigo that’s become my favorite color in the entire world. And I feel my eyes fill with unshed tears, my breaths coming out faster. Because Maverick Ursinus is the most handsome man I’ve ever seen. And all traces of hostility are gone from his face. He looks fucking ecstatic…

* * *

MAVERICK

I know I’m grinning like a fool, but my girl is here. Finally. Home. After fucking months. And she looks so goddamn beautiful. Her gorgeous face, her amazing body encased in this incredible dress. And the way the silky material wraps around her slightly rounded belly… I’m fucking done for. My heart is so fucking full of love for my omega. My brain, bubbling with thoughts of everything I want to do for her, with her, and with our cub, the family we will build. And my body? Fuck, I don’t think I’ve been able to think straight since I got my hands on Marie again yesterday. That’s why I had to leave as soon as we talked to Edna after I brought Marie home. I went and locked myself in my office, making phone calls and getting everything in motion for today. The special marriage license, enrolling my mother and sister-in-law so they could coordinate everything Marie would need, with Edna’s help.

My family has been watching me go through it ever since I returned from Tahoe. After I told them how I felt about Marie,there was no doubt about my intentions towards her.

And now here we are. Ready to get fucking married!

I’ve been eating her up from the moment she appeared at the top of the stairs, looking like a fucking vision floating on an ivory cloud. Imagining what it will feel like to drag my lips along her bare shoulders and elegant neckline. Kiss and lick my mark on her rich brown skin. I wanted to rush to the second floor and plaster her luscious body to mine. Inhale her amazing scent. Lean in and kiss her delicious lips. Over and over. Get drunk on the taste of her. But all that can wait. Because more than anything, I want to show my girl that she’s it for me. That we’re the real deal. I’m not fucking going anywhere. From here on out, it’s me, her, our cub, and the rest of the family we’ll build together. Forever. Because the way Marie looked at me yesterday, the pain and uncertainty I read in her deep brown gaze… I never want to see that again. And it’s my job to make sure my mate knows her place in my life. In my heart and soul.

* * *

I take Marie’s delicate hand in mine and bring it to my lips, pressing a kiss on her knuckles.

“Hi, baby.”

Her smile is uncertain, but it’s there. Good.

“Hi, Maverick.”

The officiant clears his throat and we both turn to him. I exchange a quick look with my dad, and he winks at me in support. Edna is standing by Marie’s side, wiping the corners of her eyes. Her worried gaze has been replaced with one of hope and emotion.

“We are gathered here today to celebrate the union of Maverick Jonathan Ursinus and Marie Helen Flores.”

I steal a glance at Marie, and my heart feels like it’s about to explode with love. My bear is so fucking happy. So relieved to be reunited with our mate. I can feel an electric hum in the surrounding air. Like things are falling into place. Everything finally aligning as it should be.

“Do you, Marie, take Maverick as your life-mate, to have and to hold from this day forward, for better or worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and health, to love and to cherish until death do you part?”

I can hear my heartbeat pound in my ears while Mr. Williamson, one of my father’s old army buddies, recites the solemn words. Marie’s lovely face is turned to him. Her eyes, intense. Her expression grave. She looks like she’s listening with her entire soul. And when she finally speaks, the giant boulder resting on my chest crumbles to dust. The two simple words that escape her lips are a balm to my heart.

“I do.”

* * *

MARIE

I turn my gaze to Maverick and breathe out my words of consent. My vow to honor our bond, cherish my mate, and be devoted to the lifetime we’ll spend together. And the smile with which he greeted me, his expression when our eyes first met today… The way he looked right now when Mr. Williamson recited my vows… My fears and doubts titter on their foundation. They melt under the heated indigo of my alpha’s eyes.

Mr. Williamson repeats the same words for Maverick to make his vows. But my mate doesn’t simply voice his assent. He fucking rocks my world… His hypnotic gaze never leaving mine, Mav takes a step to close the distance between us. He leans over and rests his forehead on mine, laying a hand on my rounded belly.

“Hey.” His voice is a low, soft rumble that course through my veins and spreads warmth in my heart.

“Hey,” I respond in an unsteady voice.

“I’m sorry I was such a dick yesterday.”

I let out a small, breathy laugh, feeling my eyes prickle with the sting of tears.

Everything is quiet around us. Like the others are holding their breath, and giving us this moment.

“I’m sorry I was a dick for all the time we worked together.”

“Mav, you were not-”

He interrupts me. “I was. A stupid, grumpy-ass dick, up his own ass, who couldn’t open his eyes to see his omega wanted him too.”

I let out a watery giggle and watch Mav’s beautiful mouth hook up on side. Is this really fucking happening?!

I take in a deep inhale and my lungs fill with Mav’s wild scent. It’s home. It’s exciting. It’s comfort and adventure, all wrapped up in one.

“I apologize for making you doubt for a single second that you’re not the most important thing in my life.”

I freeze in place, feeling my eyes widen. The most important thing in his life? What the fuck?!

“I love you, Marie Helen Flores.”

I gasp but he just keeps talking, breaking through the walls I’ve built around my heart, melting away my defenses, enveloping me in both his body and affection’s warmth.

“I fucking love you,” Maverick insists ardently. His delicious lips are s close to mine, all I want to do is grab his face and drawn into his kisses. But my man is not done…

“I fell for you the second I saw you. My entire being recognized you. I should have claimed you right then and there. But I was dumb and probably scared.”

I finally find back my voice. My heart so full of love it’s melting under the assault. “Oh Maverick.”

He gently wipes away the tears that have started falling freely down my cheeks with the pads of his thumbs. Then rests his hand back on my stomach.

“you are mine. And I’m yours, Omega. Entirely. Endlessly. I love you so fucking much.” He tenderly presses his lips to mine. “Both of you.”

I let out another strangled laugh.

“And the family we’ll build together.”

I melt into Maverick’s arms, sobbing like the hormonal mess my pregnancy and his wonderful words have turned me into.

“Well,” Mr. Williamson says, “looks like my job here is done.”

We all laugh, and I snuggle deep into my alpha’s chest. Finally, allowing myself to lean on him, settle into our love. Trust in us.


Epilogue
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MAVERICK

I lean against the doorframe of our bedroom, and watch my wife, my omega, my fucking everything. Marie is in our bed, propped against a mound of pillows, reading. She has a habit of biting her lower lip when she’s immersed in a book. And my cock gets hard every fucking time.

My omega looks up from her novel, sensing my presence. She smiles at me, a smile that has the power to break and mend me at the same time. Marie reaches to put her e-reader on the nightstand and turns to fully face me. She looks so beautiful, so fucking sexy. Even with her belly swollen with our pup. Especially with her belly swollen. I love seeing my mark and knowing our baby is growing inside her.

She pats the mattress, inviting me to join her, her dark eyes shining, her hair a tumble of curls around her face, and her nipples pebbled against her lacy nightgown.

Fuck, Marie. You have no idea the things I wanna do to you.

I push away from the frame and cross the room in a few steps, stripping off my t-shirt and dropping it to the floor. My little mate has other ideas, though. She raises her arms, her hands grasping the headboard, and gives me an innocent smile.

“You wanna play, baby?”

Her eyelashes flutter, and she nods. My girl fucking loves playing.

“You remember the rules, little Omega?”

Marie nods, her pretty face a perfect expression of innocence. I smirk. Yeah, right.

“No touching,” she whispers.

I growl, taking her in, her long legs, thick thighs, her wide hips and gorgeous, full breasts, the round of her belly, and her beautiful face. Fuck.

“Fuck, you’re perfect.”

She smiles shyly. Even after all this time, my little mate has a hard time believing she’s the most stunning creature I’ve ever seen.

“Take off everything, Alpha.”

“Bossy.”

Marie giggles and I strip down quickly, watching her eyes travel over my body. My dick is fully erect and ready. She bites her plump lip, her gaze burning.

“You’re a bad girl, Marie.”

“Yes,” she breathes out.

“And bad girls get punished.”

She whimpers, her eyes never leaving mine.

“I’m gonna tie you up and spank you, baby. How that sound?”

“Yes, Alpha.”

Fuck. That word goes straight to my balls. I love how submissive she is. How trusting.

“Get on all fours, baby.”

Marie rolls over, her hands still holding onto the headboard.

“Such a good girl.”

I climb on the bed, my cock rock-hard, pre-cum leaking from the tip. Marie’s nightgown rides up her body and her gorgeous ass is on full display. I palm the rounded globes and give each cheek a squeeze. Marie lets out a long, throaty moan. I lean in, and bite the sensitive flesh of her shoulder, right where I marked her. She trembles under the pressure, letting out another sweet whimper. I kiss the spot and continue my journey down her back, reaching the top of her ass.

“You smell so fucking good, Omega.”

“Oh Maverick!”

“I’m gonna spank you, little mate. I’m gonna punish you. And then, I’m gonna fuck you.”

“Yes, yes. Please.”

“And you’re not allowed to come, baby.”

“No!”

I smirk. My fucking girl. “If you come, you won’t get fucked. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Maverick.”

“Good girl.”

* * *

MARIE

God, Maverick’s so fucking sexy. The way he’s looking at me, like he’s ready to eat me alive. His cock, so big and hard, and his hard muscles… Every time he touches me, I feel like I’m losing my mind. My pussy is so fucking wet. And when he leans down to lick the sensitive skin of my ass, I almost explode.

“You like that, baby?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Because I’m going to fuck this ass with my tongue.”

I moan loudly. God, I love it when he talks dirty to me. My Alpha has a filthy mouth. And I fucking love it.

“Hold on tight, little mate. Daddy’s about to spank your ass.”

He gives me one, two, three slaps, and my skin feels hot. My clit is throbbing.

“Maverick, please.”

“Please, what, Marie?”

“Please. I want you inside me. Fuck me. Make me come.”

“Not yet, Omega. We’re having fun, remember?”

His hands are all over me, kneading, grabbing, stroking. His mouth, all over me, kissing, licking, nipping. I feel so wanted. So fucking loved.

“God, you’re beautiful.”

Maverick kisses his way up my body. Then, his hands wrap around my wrists. I feel the soft brush of one of his silk ties on my skin. He secures me to the bed, and I feel so helpless. And so powerful. Maverick would never do anything I didn’t want. I’m safe with him. And I know my submission and trust mean everything to him.

“You okay, baby?”

“Yes, Alpha.”

Maverick growls, and the sound reverberates through me, straight to my core.

“Fuck, sweetheart.”

“You like that, Daddy?”

“God, yes.”

“Fuck me. Make me yours.”

“Always, baby. You’re always mine.”

The sound of the cap of the lube bottle popping open makes my pussy flood.

“You like being tied up, little mate?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re gonna keep your hands up until I tell you to let go?”

“Yes, Alpha.”

“Good girl.”

He slides one long, thick finger inside me, and I moan, feeling him between my cheeks as he rubs along my puckered hole.

“Maverick,” I moan.

“God, Marie. I love it when you say my name like that.”

He slowly pushes his finger inside me, and I whimper.

“Shhh, little mate. Daddy’s going to make you feel so good.”

“I know.”

Maverick rumbles. “I love you so much, baby.”

“Me too. I fucking adore you,” I moan loudly.

“Good. Now let’s make you come, baby.”

He slowly starts thrusting his finger in and out of my ass, while his other hand moves to my pussy.

“Maverick,” I whimper.

“Fuck, Marie. Your cunt is soaking wet. You gonna come for me, little mate?”

“Yes!” I cry breathlessly.

His finger inside me, the feeling of his warm, strong body against mine, his lips on my neck. He’s everywhere, and I’m overwhelmed by sensation. Maverick rubs my clit with the pad of his thumb, and I see stars.

“Come for me, Marie. Come all over my fingers.”

And I do.

* * *

MAVERICK

Marie looks so fucking beautiful when she comes. Her eyes half closed, her lips parted, her breaths shallow. I could watch her like this all day. But I’ve been hard for so long, my cock is about to explode. I’m fucking desperate to be inside my girl.

“That was amazing,” my omega sighs.

“Yes, baby. You were so good.”

There’s a wicked glint in her eyes as she licks her swollen lips.

“Can I suck your cock?”

My cock pulses, and I groan.

“Yes, baby.”

“Come sit on my face, Alpha.”

“Fuck, baby. You’re killing me.”

“I’m sorry. I just want you.”

“You’ve got me, Omega. All of me.”

I move over her and straddle her face. She lifts her head and licks the underside of my dick, from root to tip.

“Marie,” I groan.

“You taste so good, Maverick.”

She takes me in her mouth and sucks. Her mouth is warm and wet, her tongue and lips fucking magical. My woman is fucking perfect. I don’t know how I got so lucky.

“God, baby. You’re fucking amazing.”

She moans, and the vibration travels through me, straight to my balls.

“Enough, baby. I need to fuck you.”

“Yes, please, Daddy. Fuck me,” she whimpers, her beautiful eyes glazed over, a string of saliva still hanging between the head of my dick and her abused lips.

“Fuck.”

I pull away, moving to position myself behind her.

“Ready, baby?”

“Yes, Alpha.”

“Fuck. Marie.”

I push inside her slowly, inch by fucking delicious inch. My omega is so tight, so fucking hot. All her curves, her soft brown skin at my entire mercy. She moans, her pussy contracting around me, and I have to grit my teeth to keep from coming.

“You okay, baby?”

“Yes. It feels so good.”

“Fucking amazing.”

“More, Daddy.”

I growl and thrust all the way inside her. She’s so fucking sexy. She feels so warm, her inner muscles massaging my hard cock.

“Baby, you feel so good. So fucking perfect.”

“Yes, Daddy. More. I want more.”

“Anything you want, Omega. Anything.”

I fuck her slowly, drawing in and out of her ass. Her moans are music to my ears. And her sweet cunt, dripping and waiting to be filled, calling to me.

“I want you to come again. Come for me, Omega.”

“Maverick,” she wails.

“That’s it, baby. Come for me.”

I reach around her hip and rub her clit. And she comes, screaming, pulling my own release out of me.

* * *

MAVERICK

My omega is so beautiful, I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s curled into me, her back resting against my chest. I wrap my arm around her waist and gently caress her rounded belly. I’m already hard again. Can’t get enough of my girl carrying my pup.

“Marie,” I growl.

“Yes, Daddy?”

“You want more, baby?”

“Always.”

I kiss the mark on her neck, and she sighs.

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you too.”

I pull her closer to me and push inside her. The thick head of my cock parting her slicked folds. She moans and I growl. My Marie. My little mate. My wife, the mother of my cub. And the love of my life.

“Fuck, baby. You’re so fucking perfect.”

She moans again, and my cock pulses.

“I’m so lucky, baby.”

“We are,” she agrees.

“You’re mine.”

“Yes, Alpha.”

I slide my hand to her clit, and Marie cries out in pleasure.

“I’m yours.”

“Yes.”

My hips start moving faster, my cock pushing deeper. The sounds of our skins slapping, our cries, our mixed scents.

“Fuck. I’m gonna come, baby.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Fuck. Marie.”

“Maverick. Yes. Fuck. Harder.”

I’m pounding her, and her cunt is milking me.

“Come for me, Marie.”

“Yes. Maverick. Fuck.”

“That’s it, baby.”

“Fuck.”

I’m fucking her faster, and Marie screams my name.

“Fuck. baby.”

“Maverick. God. Yes. Yes.”

“Fuck. I’m gonna come.”

“Please, Alpha. Give me your cum.”

“Fuck!”

“Yes. Maverick. God!”

I spill inside her, and Marie is shaking in my arms. I kiss her neck, and she shudders.

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

I pull out of her, and she whimpers. Her pussy still spasming, leaking with my seed. Fucking beautiful. Perfect. And mine. For fucking ever.

* * *

Thank you for spending time with Marie and Maverick! I really hope you enjoyed their story and will leave a quick review! Thank you!

Join my newsletter and read an Excerpt of MOUNTAIN DR.’S SWEET THING: https://bookhip.com/TWVBFLX
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How did I find myself snowed in with a hot, grumpy, alpha billionaire, bear shifter?!

I just needed a quick word with my boss before he goes into hibernation. But I didn’t expect the weather to turn so fast and so bad. Now, a blizzard’s raging outside, but in here, the only storm is the heat in Maverick’s eyes as they rake over my curves. Uh-oh. My alpha-hole boss wants some sweet honey to keep him fed all winter long… and apparently, mine’s the only thing that will do! Send help… or maybe don’t…
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READ ALL MY BOOKS & follow me everywhere: https://linktr.ee/imanijay

JOIN MY NEWSLETTER to get the scoop on everything Imani: https://authorimanijay.substack.com/



OEBPS/image_rsrcXM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcXS.jpg





cover.jpeg
i ISA TODAY BESTSELLI! NG AUTHOR
“aQMANTTAY





OEBPS/font_rsrcX9.otf


OEBPS/image_rsrcXT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcXH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcXG.jpg
_ M%U_





OEBPS/font_rsrcXB.otf


OEBPS/font_rsrcX1.otf


OEBPS/image_rsrcXP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcXU.jpg
IMANTJAY

e

=

Sty G





OEBPS/image_rsrcXK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcXJ.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcXR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcXN.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcX7.otf


