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Lincoln #1

If music be the fruit of love, play on.  William Shakespeare

“Thank you and goodnight!” I yelled, over the din of whoops and hollers from the crowd. “Detroit, you kick some major fucking rock-ass!”

After two encores and playing for close to two and a half hours—I was dehydrated, hungry, horny and desperately in need of a run (not necessarily in that order). Sweat poured off my body. Once I was off stage and heading to our private room, Kevin, our roadie, threw us towels.

“Here ya go, guys. That was a fucking great show, Lincoln. Damn, you guys are epic.”

“Thanks, Kev. You up for a run later? I need some hydration and skank first,” I said to the roar of my boys.
“Lincoln always needs pussy,” Gunner said from behind me.
“Yeah Gun, like you need to wank off, no chick necessary? I like my women well experienced for one, and another thing...I need a bottle of Jack, please. Is anyone listening to me?” I turned to look Gunner in the face. “Maybe you should learn to shut your mouth for one, Gun. I don’t need your shit, tonight.”

“Right, supreme master, sorry I’m bothering you,” he said, with a snide smirk.

“Hey, hey guys, let’s have a good night. This tour is winding down, and we have a few days off, so we should all just enjoy it. Ok?”

“Always the mediator, aren’t ya Maxx. You should have stayed in school instead of following me.”

“Yeah, I guess I should have, but you are my Alpha, Lincoln. But that doesn’t mean you can talk to us like we’re shit under your boots.”

“I never implied that,” I said, pivoting on my heel. With my back to him, I shot him the finger.... “Where’s my fucking bottle of J.D.?”

“I have it here, Lincoln. I’m Wanda-Wanda Fuck.,” this gorgeous chick said while eye-fucking me.

“Really, that’s a great name, babe,” and I grabbed the bottle, pulling her against me. “Have you ever had the pleasure of riding a wild wolf, pretty girl?” She giggled like a fucking schoolgirl, making my cock rise to attention.

“Linc, we’ll meet you at the after party. We all need to get together and discuss some shit,” our manager, Wyatt, yelled at me.

“Right, catch ya in an hour or so. Have the guys ready,” while I picked up the girl hanging on me and brought her into a private room. Closing the door behind us, I put her down and opened the bottle. Putting the rim up to my lips, I gulped the amber liquid, breathing a sigh of relief. I looked down to the blond halo at my crotch and watched in fascination as my cock disappeared into her mouth. I took another hit from the bottle, pulled her hair until my cock slipped out, and tossed her on the leather couch behind us. Without any stimulation, I jumped on her and thrust roughly into her wetness (and she was sans panties). What she didn’t know was I could fuck for hours. She was going to be one sore bitch when I finished with her.

That is just how my body worked...being an Alpha and all, my lineage is strong. I was born to rule and reproduce, just not with a groupie. I always cover-up my shit, don’t want any pups from some used up whore.

After about an hour I was ready to come, I deserved it too. The bitch already came about four times. I tossed her all over the room and fucked her on every available surface. I had her face down on the couch and fucked her ass like a rodeo cowboy.

She tried to get away from me, tsk, tsk on her! I warned little Miss Wanda Fuck....but she wanted it, so it was my turn to come....whatever way I wanted and I love fucking ass.

My grip tightened around her hips, and I hammered into her sweet, supple ass. I pumped into her with short, fast strokes and came. Fuck me; my release filled the fucking condom, with a loud groan echoing through my chest. I fell over her and pulled out, yanking off the rubber and tying off the end.

I swatted her ass hard, and she gasped. “Jesus, Lincoln, you’re a fucking animal,” she said to me, disdain etched on her face. “I have never felt so, so....violated.” Aw, shit she had tears filling her eyes, and I chuckled while tucking my cock back in my pants.

“Honey, not sure why you’re bitching. You got off more than once...last I counted it was something like five times. That’s pretty good for being violated, Princess.” I grabbed my bottle of Jack and chugged it back. “Thanks, you can go now....”

“You fucking jerk. I’m going to tell everyone how horrible you are!”

“Yeah, go right on ahead, baby. Don’t forget to tell them how many times you came for me.” I swung the door open and walked into the corridor. The roadies were busy taking down and packing up the equipment for our next concert.

“Hey, Linc.....Wyatt told me to let you know they went over the border into Windsor. He said he’d meet you at Malden Park. Do you know how to get there?”

“Yeah, are you coming with?”

“Sure thing almost finished here.” Once Kevin and I left Joe Louis Arena, we headed toward the Canadian border.

Lincoln #2

Customs was relatively easy to get through. Throw on the charm and security chicks want to give their panties to you. Kevin and I got on Huron Church and took off for the park. Once we arrived, the air was crisp, and the heady scent of the forested area lit my mind. It wouldn’t take long for me to track the Pack and my body ached to let my wolf run free.

I stripped off my clothes before reaching the trees. I piled them out of sight and shifted. The night was darker than usual, but my wolf’s vision saw everything clear and vibrant. I nudged Kevin out of my way as I scented the evenings fare.

A small doe scampered in the clearing, its scent called the inner beast, and I went after it. I heard the thunder of my Pack, running toward me. They stopped and watched as I jumped on my prey, taking it down when I snapped my jaw shut over its neck and filled my mouth with copper splendor.

Even though I can be a mighty prick, I always share my catch with my crew. We feasted like kings and basked in the aftermath of full bellies...then a deep, restful sleep followed.

A loud scream woke me.  My pack was already up and in protection mode. I darted out from behind the barrier they formed around me, to see a small child crying. She was so tiny, and fear poured off her like a waterfall, so deep and strong. But her scent...god her scent had me completely captivated.

I turned to my pack and told them to stay with the girl, and I ran back to where I left my clothes. A full on assault of my senses made me hurdle into a clearing, and I felt like a bolt of electricity hit me.

A girl, maybe eighteen stood in plain view. I tilted my head and watched her face turn from stressed to terror. Probably because a big wolf stood in front of her, shit. Her scent was similar to the child’s, so I ran around the trees and shifted, dressing quickly.

The girl screamed when I ran out from the tree line. Her labored breathing caused my skin to tingle, elevating my heart rate. This had turned into an unexpected game, and I ran after her. With her heart beating erratically, I jumped and tackled her to the ground. It was a natural reflex of my instinct when I was hunting prey.

“Get off of me,” she screamed, and she tried to dig her nails into my skin. I took both her wrists with one hand and pinned them over her head. “Let me go...,” she yelled in my face, and I chuckled. This, when I think back, was probably not the right thing to do....especially, when the girl under you was losing her shit.

“Look, honey, I can help you.”

“Help me? You’re holding me down...that’s not helping. And, don’t call me honey.”

I lifted my head, sniffing the air. “You’re not alone, are you?” I questioned her.

Her eyebrows shot up and then furrowed. “No, I’m not alone. My huge boyfriend is here with me.” I gave her a look and she sighed. “Alright, I’m looking for a little girl....my niece.” Her body stopped quaking and I got up, pulling her with me.

“Does she have shoulder length, red hair?” I asked her.

“Yeah, you saw her?” I sensed her anxiety blossom. “Please, tell me she’s okay.”

Before I could answer, Kevin walked through the line of trees carrying the girl.

“Shay, oh my god,” and she ran over to them, grabbing Shay out of Kevin’s grasp.

“Hey, she’s fine,” Kevin said, eyeing her warily.

“Lacey....Shay, where are you?” A lilting voice echoed around us. A woman with long, flowing red hair, the same shade as Shay’s came into view.

“Holy fuck....” I said absently, and Shay gasped.

“Mommy, mommy....” Shay pushed against Lacey and jumped down. She ran to her mother, whose very essence called to me. Her scent smelled like home. Could she be...nah, no fucking way? I loved my freedom and didn’t want a MATE—least of all, a HUMAN MATE.

“What the hell, Lacey? I asked you to watch Shay while I worked. It’s late and too dangerous for her to be out here.” The nameless beauty eyed her sister. “Who are these people?” she asked.

Lacey looked at us and her mouth gaped open. “You, I know who you are, oh my god....all of you!” She turned all fangirl within seconds. “These guys are Rebel Howl, Savannah.”

Savannah, what a beautiful name....and my cock hardened instantaneously. “Hi, I’m Lincoln Cruz.”

“I don’t care who you are.”

“God Savannah, he’s only being nice. Lincoln Cruz just introduced himself, to you.” Lacey huffed.

“You’re already in enough hot water Lacey....so shut your mouth. I left work early because I couldn’t get in touch with you. I lost seven hours of pay all because of your carelessness.”

“I’m sorry....I had no control over what happened.” Lacey started, but Savannah raised her hand to stop her. “Save it, Lacey....I said I would give you a chance and you’re blowing it.”

“Honestly, your little girl ran away from her,” Gunner said, staunchly defending Lacey. “Maxx has your puppy too. Shay ran after him when Lacey let him out.”

“You should have texted me or called me, Lacey.” Savannah turned and walked toward the parking lot.

The cold, hard fact was that Savannah belonged to me. I didn’t know how I would convince her, but she was my ‘True Mate,’ and I was damn well going to make her mine.
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“Let’s head back over to Michigan, Kev. Track her and let me know anything you find out. Do not, under any circumstances make contact with her....do you understand me?”

“Linc, come on man, she’s a human. You remember how fucking fragile they are? Imagine being with a human, like Savannah for the rest of your days,” Gunner said.

“I can’t stop imagining that, Gun and I know all about the fragile human body. But, I want to know what it feels like to have her body under mine.”

“I’ll get her address for ya, Linc, and be back there shortly,” I grunted my approval to Kevin. He was a good guy and a damn good tracker.

“Put that nose of yours to good use and track that bitch.” Even as those words rolled off my tongue, I regretted saying them.

“Track that bitch? You just want to get in her pants, Lincoln. Fuck, you already banged a chick tonight. You can have any girl you want...you should leave her alone.”

A deep growl vibrated through my chest. “I’m getting a little tired of your self-righteous bullshit, Gunner. You obviously have a problem with me, so spit it out. Otherwise, shut your fucking mouth.”

He bared his teeth at me, and literally, got up in my face. “I have a problem with you, Linc! You are our Alpha, but you don’t act like an Alpha. Why is it that we all have to have complete respect for you, and you are nothing but a drunken, pussy-chaser?”

Well, I burst out laughing, right in his smug face. “So, you’re mad at me because poontang falls at my feet. Are you serious? That’s like being mad at the kid that sits next to you in class that has designer duds and you have shit.” I started to walk away from him and the others. “When I get back to my room, we can discuss if you feel that it is necessary for you to leave the band.”

“I never said that, Lincoln.”

“No, I am, you fucking idiot.
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