
Chapter Twelve

Ruby got into work that Saturday morning to find two flower
arrangements on the counter where the receptionist sat.

Aimee popped her head around the corner. “Hey. Those are
for you.” She pointed at the flowers.

Had Damon sent her flowers? Ruby pulled the card free of
the roses and lavender. “Why is Craig Pembry sending me
roses?” The note said he wanted to take her out for pizza.
“Shoulda sent a pizza instead of roses,” she muttered.

Aimee grabbed the other card. “This is from Reese
Dickinson. Also a Pembry wolf. He says you’re real pretty and
wants to call on you.”

“I barely know either one of them. Craig was in one or two
of my classes back in school. Reese and Greg hung out
sometimes but I don’t think I’ve said a word to him in years.
Why are they doing this?”

Aimee rolled her eyes. “Duh. Look at you. Plus you’re
powerful and from a well-connected family. You’re single and
on track to be successful here in Diablo Lake. I’m surprised it
took this long, if I’m honest. The only reason there aren’t any
Dooleys sniffing around is because Damon scares the hell out
of them.”

“This might explain a few things.”

Ruby told Aimee about the looks she’d been getting and the
inquiries into her romantic status coupled with suggestions of
nephews and the like.

Aimee’s mouth flattened into a frown and she shook it off,
telling Ruby, “Scarlett showed up at the house day before
yesterday. She invited herself to a breakfast my mom and I
were having with my grandmother to talk about wedding stuff.
She did offer her wedding dress, which I have to admit is
really pretty. But unless I could exorcise all the bitter, terrible
harpy out of it, I don’t want to drag that energy down the aisle



with me. Then she started talking about you and how pretty
you were—even though you’d be prettier if you lost some
weight—and how she’d been telling all her friends about the
clinic so they could get any of their healthcare seen to. Like I
was invisible! Anyway, the point is, she’s interested in you so
I’m not surprised one bit the single wolf shifters are taking a
look. She’s behind most of it I wager. And, to be up front with
you, she’s going to be insufferable when it becomes clear to all
and sundry that you’re with Damon and off the market. Even
though I told her that very thing. Underlined it. Ruby and
Damon are together, don’t bother or it’ll just agitate everyone
and it won’t change the outcome anyway.”

“That shit is medieval. Like I’m part of a war chest or
something to be traded for power. Even if I’m fatty mcfat.”

Aimee snickered. “Bless your heart.” And set them both
laughing so hard Ruby got the hiccups.

Aimee continued, “I mean, yes, it’s sexist as hell. But
you’re powerful in your own right. Whoever you end up with
will benefit. If you don’t think the wolves in this town aren’t
keeping a tally of who marries who and what they bring to the
pack as a whole, you’re sorely mistaken. I’m surprised JJ
hasn’t been crowing about how you and Damon are together
from the top step of city hall.”

Aimee and Ruby chuckled at that.

“That’s coming. It’s only a matter of time,” Aimee admitted.
“Brace yourself.”

“So far, all the interaction I’ve had with his family has been
good. But I’ve known Major and Jace my whole life
practically anyway. I’ve been around Patty and JJ before,
multiple times. But. Well it’s different now. I want them to
approve of me. I want to make Damon proud. Which sounds
weird, I know. But there it is.”

Aimee hugged her quickly. “That doesn’t sound weird at all.
Of course you want him to be happy. And if his grandparents
are happy, he’ll be happy. That’s normal. It’s why I do my best
to remember there are so many great Pembrys who aren’t
Scarlett. Mac’s aunt and uncle are really close with him and



they’ve gone out of their way to accept me and make me feel
comfortable.”

“Does it make you mad when people judge all of Pembry by
what Scarlett does? I know I’d be hot over it in your place.
Hell, I’m hot about it anyway,” Ruby said.

“At first it was worse. In the weeks after Dwayne and
Darrell were punished and sent away, there was so much
upheaval. People had to call out stuff that was wrong when
their friends had done it. By now, a lot of fences have been
mended. A lot of relationships that were fractured have healed
or are on the way.”

“I’m so impressed with you,” Ruby confessed to Aimee.
“You’re mayor. Mayor. And you’re a partner in this clinic.
And you’re going to be Patron of Pembry after you and Mac
get married. People respect you. They trust you. Good job.”

Aimee’s bottom lip trembled just a moment before she got
herself under control. “You have no idea how much I needed
to hear that. Thank you. I love you.”

Just a few minutes later, Ruby’s next appointment came in
and her workday started. She called out that she’d see Aimee
that night at dinner and got to it.

The streetlamps along Diablo Lake Avenue cast a golden light
as they walked, hand in hand. They didn’t need to be at dinner
for another hour and so he’d lured her away from his truck and
toward the pub for a beer.

“Just a little while longer where it’s me and you only,” he
whispered against her ear and got her all revved up again.

“You’re going to get me in trouble,” Ruby said with a laugh
while she kept her hand in his and they continued their stroll
toward the pub.

“I’m fun that way.”

“Indeed.”

“How’s your Lovie?”



“I checked in on her first thing and she was already up and
making those victory biscuits and gravy. All my aunts and my
mom are working on a spell that sets off an alarm if anyone
leaves the house after bedtime. Once we get all that up and
working right, I learned a tracking spell two or three years
back that I’ll customize to her. In the meantime, Greg and my
dad installed a door alarm that my parents can turn on
remotely if my grandparents forget. But I think my mom and
the aunts are all feeling better that they’re doing all these
things to keep Lovie safe. She asked about you at least four
times. I think my grandmother has a crush on you, so watch
out. Thanks again for helping and being so good with her.”

He chuckled and squeezed her hand, flattered and pleased.
He liked Pearl Thorne a lot, though it was tempered by a
healthy fear. She might have been barely five feet tall and light
in his arms, but she wasn’t weak or fragile. Her strength was
one the predator in Damon respected.

“I’m glad she’s okay today. What’s this about biscuits and
gravy?”

Ruby laughed. “I totally forgot you weren’t there last night
when we brought her back to her house.” She explained her
grandfather’s demand for the breakfast for Lovie scaring him
so. “We Thorne women are a lot. So when we get old we’re
even more.” She shrugged one shoulder. “Lovie is the
matriarch. I find myself learning from her every day and I
know she’s got plenty more to pass on. That we can keep her
safer makes everyone feel better and then Lovie doesn’t get
annoyed that everyone fusses over her and pesters her about
where she’s going and where she’s been.”

“A lot is worth it when it’s a Thorne witch, I’ve been
discovering,” he told her truthfully. Unique. Powerful.
Priceless for myriad reasons.

Her pupils seemed to swallow her irises and her lips parted
on a soft intake of breath. An invitation and one he had no
plans to decline as he lowered his head for a kiss.

She smelled so nice and felt so good, tasted even better. All
his.



“I was going to ask you last night but then we had a Lovie-
shaped emergency. Would you like to do some Samhain stuff
with me? The bonfire is always fun, but there’s other stuff too.
I make an ancestor’s altar every year and I was thinking of
including something for your mother. Katie Faith said she’d
included her before in her altar in the past and I just thought it
sounded wonderful.”

That knocked the breath from him for a few beats. “Wow.”
He took her face in his hands and kissed her once more. “I’d
love that. I don’t know as much as I should so I hope you
don’t mind if I ask you lots of questions. But I want to learn
and I’m really touched that you’d trust me enough to include
me.”

“You’re important to me and Samhain is important to me so
why not mix them up like a stir fry?”

“Lucky me.” He kissed her because he wanted to. “An
ancestor’s altar is a way to celebrate their lives?”

“Yes, just that. I’ll include my aunt, uncle and cousins this
year. A way to celebrate the lives of loved ones who came
before. People, like energy, are never truly all the way gone.
You keep their lives at the forefront. Celebrate their place in
the cycle of creation. It helps with grief. For me anyway. A
positive way to get in touch with memories of the ones whose
metaphorical shoulders we stand on.”

“That makes sense. I like it a lot. Thank you again.”

Ruby rested her head on his upper arm a moment.

Maybe he could charm her over to her house until closer to
dinner. That way they could smooch and snuggle. Ask her all
about Samhain and being a witch so her voice could tease and
ease his wolf.

But before he could suggest that to Ruby…

“There you are!”

Damon froze up on a snarled curse.

Ruby waved at Katie Faith, who stood in the yard between
the Mercantile and the pack house. Jace stood behind her



trying to make hand signs to Damon that he had nothing to do
with his wife’s interrupting their date.

“Hey, Katie Faith,” Ruby said, far too friendly in Damon’s
opinion. You couldn’t give Katie Faith one tiny inch or she’d
take seven thousand miles.

“Aimee is here with Mac. Damon, you get on over and
bring Ruby. You promised.” She pointed and gave puppy dog
eyes at the same time. Jace just looked on like, hey, you know
what she’s like. Damon glared at his brother anyway.

“I am utterly sure I made clear Ruby and I were going to be
at your place in an hour. We’ll eat dinner with y’all. Until
then, we’re going to have a beer. We’ll be back on time.”
Damon sent her a smile that told her there’d be hell to pay if
she kept pushing.

“Well, but you’re here now! Major is too. Do it for Aimee.
She’s mayor and getting married in a month and her soon-to-
be in-laws are terrible people. She’s in a sad state and needs
the support.” Katie Faith sent them a sunny smile.

“Were you just here lying in wait until we walked past?
Were you listening for my truck?” Damon asked.

“No!” Katie Faith shook her head vehemently but her smile
belied the denial.

Behind her, Jace nodded enthusiastically.

“I don’t need to be looking at you to know you’re back
there making an ass of yourself, Jace Dooley,” Katie Faith
said.

Damon groaned and turned to face Ruby. “She’ll only find
fifteen reasons to interrupt our beer.”

Laughter spilled from her lips as she lifted a hand to slide
her fingers through his hair. “You’re right,” she said and kissed
him quickly. “I’ll make you boozy hot chocolate after we’re
done working on your house later tonight instead.”

“Remember what I told you about how we’ll never leave
once you feed us or give us chocolate?” he murmured to her
and delighted in her smile.



“Why do you think I offered?”

Damon kissed her quick. “Perfection.”

“She tried to make you sound all pathetic and lonely, Aimee,”
Damon tattled as they got dragged into the pack house where
Jace and Katie Faith lived. “Oh Aimee is so sad and depressed
and needs you to put off alone time with your woman to soothe
her.”

“She’s a liarpants!” Aimee replied as she poured a glass of
wine and handed it to Ruby. “Did you participate in this
assassination of my character?” she asked Ruby while
laughing.

“No. But I would have in different circumstances,
obviously.” Ruby clinked her glass to Aimee’s before she let
Damon guide her to a love seat the size of which would mean
they needed to cuddle to sit comfortably in. A thing she had
literally no complaints about as he held her against his chest.

This was so fun and normal that while she was bummed to
miss a beer with Damon, it was fine. Because being with these
people she really enjoyed so much was a total delight.

Across from where she and Damon sat, Mac lounged while
he kept an eye on Aimee. Ruby loved the way he looked at her
friend. Like Aimee was the best thing in the world.

He sensed Ruby’s attention and turned his gaze on her.
“Hey, Mac.” Ruby waved, pleased to see he was at ease in this
group of mainly Dooley wolves.

“Evenin’, Ruby.” He tipped his chin her way and then to
Damon. “Nice to see you got sucked into this too. I’d be
pissed if I was the only one robbed of alone time with my
soon-to-be wife.”

Major came in, caught sight of everyone and snickered. He
paused to kiss Katie Faith and Aimee’s cheeks and then did the
same to Ruby.



Damon’s growl seemed to echo through his chest and into
Ruby’s body and she snorted, patting his knee to calm him
down.

He huffed hard enough to make the baby hairs at her ear
tickle a little.

“You’re looking beautiful tonight, Ruby, Aimee and Katie
Faith,” Major said with a bow. “How lucky am I to be having
dinner with such gorgeous witches?”

Jace groaned in the background.

“So very lucky,” Aimee said.

“He made the biscuits to go with dinner, so we’re lucky
too,” Katie Faith called out. “And speaking of dinner, y’all
come on to the table.”

Everyone else got up but Damon held Ruby in place with an
arm around her waist. “I just wanted a quick cuddle before we
have to head in there.”

He just held her close for several long moments until he
sighed and in one easy move, he was on his feet and helping
her to do the same. He was so strong but it didn’t make her
feel weak in any way.

“I want to thank you again for inviting me into your
Samhain celebrations.” He kissed her forehead.

Ruby was doubly glad she had. It pleased her to underline
that he was truly wanted in her life. Pleased her even more that
he clearly enjoyed it as well.

“Move your behinds or we’re going to start without you,”
Jace bellowed.

“That fuckin’ guy,” Damon grumbled as he spun Ruby
neatly and they joined everyone else at the table.

“Everyone getting ready for Samhain?” Katie Faith asked as
the platters and bowls of food began to make a circuit.



Ruby’s friend had grown up. More than just the amazing
food, enough to easily feed seven people, four of them shifters,
Katie Faith had a confidence and an ease with herself that
served her well as Patron of the Dooley wolves. An air of
competence. Like whatever came up, she’d handle it.

Ruby knew for certain that if her friend had ended up with a
human in the outside world, or with her ex, this blossoming
into the alpha, powerful witch and Patron she was wouldn’t
have happened. And it would have been a shame.

“I’m learning more about it every day. Does that count?”
Damon asked with a wink Ruby’s way.

“It does, as it happens,” Ruby assured him. “He’ll be at the
bonfire and I’m using the apples from the trees on his house
lot to make apple hand pies for the dinner.”

“She’s coming to the Halloween dinner with me,” Damon
told everyone, the pride so clear in his voice she wanted to
throw her arms around him.

Katie Faith beamed at him like she’d done it herself and
Ruby adored her friend for it.

“Don’t fret too much. Patty’ll be who assigns you a dish to
bring. Whatever she says, do it because she always has a big-
picture plan of some type that’ll make you look good in the
end,” Katie Faith said.

“That’s what Damon told me. I do feel better knowing that.
And that you’ll all be there so I won’t be totally alone.”

“It really is fun,” Aimee reassured her. “I hope this year we
can leave all the drama behind and celebrate all the good. I
really don’t want any crap coming into the engagement dinner
and the dance a few days later.”

Collins Hill Days was named in the honor of two of the
founding families in Diablo Lake. It was the town’s Founder’s
Day celebration and included Halloween when the shifters had
their big celebration dinner and the four days of Samhain the
witches in town observed. It was a usually busy and slightly
hectic time of year before winter settled in. Add to it that Mac
and Aimee were having a big pre-wedding/engagement party



and dance for the entire town as an official close to the
festivities. Ruby was frankly astonished Aimee hadn’t fallen
over by that point.

“I just want to repeat to you that I know how busy you are
and how many things you have to finish before the dinner,
much less the wedding. I’m here. Can I pick things up for
you? Show up early to set up? Clean after an event? Cook or
bake?” Ruby asked. Between the engagement dinner at the end
of Collins Hill Days to their wedding just two days after
Thanksgiving, there was plenty to do so Ruby wanted Aimee
to know she was down for whatever needed handling.

“Thank you,” Aimee said. “Things are on track at this point.
You and Katie Faith are handling the bridal shower. Mac’s
aunt is planning something pack-wise. At this point it’s pretty
much all my mother and Miz Rose and the rest of her friends
who are handling all the last-minute stuff so I don’t have to.”

Aimee and Mac were having a very simple wedding
ceremony in Miz Rose’s garden. Aimee’s father was going to
officiate—after he walked her down the aisle with her mother.
She chose to have no attendants or anything like that, as did
Mac. Aimee wanted to share that very intimate moment with
less than twenty people.

After that though, they were shutting down Diablo Lake
Avenue from city hall all the way down to the brew pub and
had invited the entire community for cake, pie and other
sweets, live music, dancing and apple cider.

She and Mac wanted to unify not just their lives, but to hold
everyone in town close and share food and drink with them. It
was a really good idea, not that Ruby was surprised. Aimee
and Mac both were natural leaders. Together, they’d be
unstoppable.

“Listen, Mac Pembry,” Katie Faith said and Damon and
Jace both groaned.

Mac managed not to smile but it was clear he worked very
hard not to. “Yes, ma’am?” he asked.



“I know your dad won’t be at the party, but Scarlett’s
coming to both. How will she be muzzled?”

Jace’s sigh was so deep it made Ruby laugh.

“You’re a dick,” Aimee told Katie Faith while she delivered
a pinch to her arm.

“Ow!” Katie Faith slapped Aimee’s hand away. “What?
Me? Why? I’m over here trying to protect you.”

“Because that’s Mac’s mom and he had to send his dad and
brother away and take pack leadership from his father who is a
jerk who loves one of his kids pretty much to the exclusion of
the others,” Aimee said.

“Fucking ouch!” Mac exclaimed.

“Well it’s true and I’m sorry. Both that it’s true and that it
got brought up.” Aimee smiled at Mac, patting his arm.

Damon’s groan brought Ruby’s attention to her wolf, who
rolled his eyes and shook his head.

“I’m happy to be your assistant if you need one,” Damon
told Ruby, ignoring the bickering. “I know how to peel and
slice apples.”

Ruby imagined him in an apron and it was hotter than the
sun.

“The Mercantile is open six days a week,” she told him.
“You’re building a house and running a pack. You’re busier
than I am.”

“I’d rather be busy because I’m with you than have a bunch
of free time without you. And you help me too. Just looking at
you helps.”

That made Ruby smile. Who wouldn’t smile when someone
said things like that and meant them? What a gift he was.

Ruby turned back as Katie Faith apologized for being a
dick, and Mac waved it away because most likely he’d
accepted that if he was with Aimee, Katie Faith was part of the
package and she had opinions about things.



“Yes, Scarlett is coming to pretty much all the wedding and
wedding-related events,” Aimee said, putting her hand in
Mac’s. “She’s Mac’s mother. His dad can’t come because of
the punishment. Scarlett wasn’t sent up, and in her own way,
she’s pro Aimee and Mac.”

Everyone just stared at her and then Mac.

“She’s promised to behave herself. If she doesn’t, she’ll be
removed. I know she has been truly awful to you and Jace and
I apologize for that,” Mac said.

Aimee made a cutting motion through the air. “We don’t
need their permission to have your mother at our wedding and
that’s that.”

Speaking of ouch. That hit home, Ruby realized.
Defensiveness rose and then eased back because wasn’t it nice
that Aimee just told them to back off as she defended her new
family with Mac?

And maybe it was shady to keep talking about it once the
point had been made.

“You’re absolutely right,” Ruby told Aimee and Mac. “I’m
excited for this wedding. I can’t wait to get dressed up to
dance, eat cake and drink to celebrate you.”

Katie Faith reached forward and squeezed Aimee’s hand.
“Me too. I love you both.”

As the moment passed, Aimee buttered a biscuit and then
asked after Ruby’s family.

“My Lovie got a little turned around on her way to my
house and my mom called, worried because they couldn’t find
her. Damon not only tracked her down, but leaped into a gully,
swept her up into his arms and carried her all the way to my
front door. It’s a good thing I’m faster than she is or I might
have some competition. She positively swooned over him.”

“She told us how she has a weakness for handsome men and
meant me too,” Damon said, a little smug.

“Well, for heaven’s sake, obviously she meant you. Acting
like you’ve never looked in the mirror, Damon Dooley, when



we all know you have,” Katie Faith told him with a roll of her
eyes.

“But it’s always nice to hear it from someone else,” Ruby
said, her hand still in Damon’s.

“She’s okay now though?” Aimee asked.

“Yes. I don’t think it’s cognitive decline as much as it’s age.
Still, it’s hard on her when she has her dreams.” Ruby looked
over at Jace, Mac and Major. “One of my grandmother’s gifts
is foresight. Usually through dreams or little spells she might
have. But it takes a physical toll and we don’t want her to get
hurt when she’s under the influence of her gift.” She explained
the spells the family was working on to keep Lovie safe.

While Aimee’s magic had been soothing and warm,
Damon’s was something else entirely. Ruby knew it was his
wolf she sensed when the heat spiked and the scent of loam
rose.

At her side he was solid. Big and protective. Damon leaned
into her then, his weight an anchor in the storm; all that
electric shifter magic had risen for her. It fascinated and
flattered both the witch and her magic.

As she more fully leaned back into him, accepting the
comfort he offered, Aimee smiled as she took the scene in. She
squeezed Ruby’s left hand and sat back, slightly against Mac.

Ruby loved watching the two of them together. They were
clearly in love and very much in synch.

A wash of tenderness rushed through Damon as Ruby spoke of
her grandmother. The concern and affection in her tone was a
physical thing, prodding the wolf to urge the man to comfort
and spoil her.

His gaze flicked up to Jace’s and they shared a look. His
brother had no pity on his features, rather he stared at Damon.
Taking his measure in that supercharged moment.



The wolf and the brother understood it then. Yes, he’d had a
few conversations about Ruby with his brothers. Enough that
both knew things were serious. But that moment was a turning
point. A forever moment. Patron and brother asking if this
person was evoking emotional responses in Damon that were
far more than any sort of concern for a girlfriend.

If so, Damon would need to acknowledge that and insert
himself more firmly in her life because once he gave over to
his wolf, all those hyper-protective instincts would settle into
place. It was a choice that once made, would change
everything.

Damon took a deep breath, drawing her magic and that
essential part of her into his lungs and then nodded—a barely
perceptible tip of his chin—at his brother.

After they’d finished eating, Major, Damon, Jace and Mac
headed to the kitchen to clean up.

“I’m sorry about Katie Faith,” Jace said as he snickered. “I
did try to stop her multiple times. She’s missed Ruby too and
when she heard your truck and realized you were already here,
she ran like a gazelle.”

“What’s her excuse with Aimee?” Mac asked.

“I can’t even be mad at you for that,” Jace told him. “Those
two have their own set of rules and it’s best for me to stay out
of the way when it comes to that.”

Mac growled as he packed the leftovers up and put them in
the fridge.

“Now that Ruby is back, I expect it’ll be Damon who gets to
come home to find eight witches watching reality television
and drinking too much vodka in the living room,” Jace added
helpfully.

Damon never had minded the rhythm Katie Faith and
Aimee had. He loved the way their magic drifted on the breeze
all around the property and he couldn’t get mad at a group of
tipsy, pretty witches jeering at the television while swearing
like sailors.

But when he said so, both Mac and Jace started to laugh.



“I should take pity on you for that terrible
misunderstanding,” Mac said. “But I’m going to laugh at your
pain because you’d laugh at mine.”

He and Jace laughed some more while Damon finished
loading the dishwasher.

“We’ll see how adorable you think it is when they show up,
pounding on your door, or sending a thousand texts with this
or that problem when you’re trying to have a little quality
alone time with your woman,” Mac said.

“Or when you realize how much detail they share with one
another. Aimee threw a muffin at my head the other day
because of some stupid argument Katie Faith and I had,” Jace
said.

“To be fair, I want to toss a muffin at your head pretty much
constantly,” Damon told his brother.

“Yeah. I gotta agree with that,” Mac said.

Jace flipped them both off and then sobered a little.

Mac returned the gesture. “I thought you should know I
overheard a group talking about the rule changes and
overwhelmingly it was positive. But there were a few wolves
who got heated. The usual suspects on both sides.”

“I think the PR campaign we’ve been running to get the
votes we need has been really effective. There are family lines,
of course, and I’m not sure we can change all those minds. But
the more we can manage, the better.”

“You’re an asshole for manipulating Damon and Ruby over
here early,” Aimee said, voice lazy.

They’d ended up in Katie Faith’s very comfortable living
room, tucked up on the couch.

“She needs to get used to it now. It’s how wolves are,” Katie
Faith said, trying to sound virtuous instead of meddlesome.



“You just wanted to get a look at them together,” Aimee
said.

“They’re really cute though, right? Plus Jace was all nosy
because he’s Patron but also Damon’s brother. He can’t blame
this all on me.”

Ruby laughed. “Sure he can.”

“Totally cute,” Aimee agreed. “But you’re still devious and
just know we see you.”

They talked more about the wedding and the party details
but it seemed pretty much like Aimee’s mom and Mac’s aunt
had most things handled.

“Mac’s been living in my house for nearly a year now. I
already feel like we’re married so I don’t think that’ll be any
different. But what will be different is that I’ll be part of a wolf
pack and won’t that be interesting?” Aimee said. “Huston has
been giving me all sorts of etiquette lessons. History about
Pembry’s line and the like. I’m grateful to be learning from
him. I wondered if the shifters would be upset because a witch
was marrying their Patron but that hasn’t been the case. Even
the old-school wolves who support Dwayne and Scarlett have
been welcoming.”

Ruby snorted. “Of course they have! You’re powerful and
smart and you’re going to make Pembry more powerful. Katie
Faith has brought that to Dooley and they want some of that
too. Plus, you’re remarkable and you clearly love and care
about Mac. You’ve been caring for Pembry wolves your whole
life.”

Aimee’s alarm seemed to ease back a little as Ruby and
Katie Faith reassured her she was making the right choices.
“They’re really very nice. I hate that a few Pembrys have
destroyed the public perception of the rest of the pack. But I
love Mac and want nothing but the best for him and his…our
wolves.”

“Well you’ll be Patron after the wedding. So if they do act
up, handle it. It’ll be your job at that point,” Katie Faith told
her. “Mac isn’t just marrying you for the sexytimes and all the



healing mojo you’ve got. Take it from me because I’m married
to a Patron too. Once you marry and you’re accepted into the
pack by whatever ceremony they do, you’ll outrank her and
even if people want her back, if you want her gone, they’ll
follow you. Pembry is yours. You have got this, Aimee
Benton.”

“That was such an excellent pep talk,” Ruby told Katie
Faith, who smiled, warmed by the compliment. “You’re both
amazing and I just love you so much.”

There was some crying and a lot of laughing when Damon
cleared his throat as he came into the room. “Everything
okay?” he asked warily.

“It’s perfect,” Aimee said as she stood. “Come on, Macrae.
Take a gal home.” She held a hand out and Mac took it.

“I’d be happy to.” He pulled her close and tucked her
against his side as he turned to Katie Faith and Jace. “Thanks
for dinner and company.”


