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Chapter
One

Keela

 


It’s been the
better part of six months since the world dropped out from beneath
my feet. You always hear horror stories of people losing spouses,
and wolves losing their mates, but you never think it could happen
to you. Until it does.

And then
nothing is ever the same again.

Someone knocks
on my door as I lay my daughter down for her afternoon nap. I know
that when I answer, one of my friends will be standing on my front
step, waiting to be there for me. The problem is, I don’t want
their comfort. I am so tired of the everlasting sympathy that
everyone keeps showing me.

I want to be
left alone to deal with my feelings on my own time. But that isn’t
in the cards. Every day at lunch one of the other pack women shows
up to spend time with me. They always try their best to make me
feel better, but I want to wallow in the feelings swimming through
me.

When I open
the door, shock courses through me. Instead of one of the usual
faces, Caine, our pack Alpha, stands there.

“Caine?” I ask
in confusion. “Is there something wrong?”

“Hi, Keela.”
He smiles. “There is nothing wrong. I just thought it was time for
me to drop by.”

“That really
isn’t necessary.” I can already feel my skin crawling. The need to
get away from him and everyone else already threatened to overwhelm
me.

“I beg to
differ,” he replies as he moves past me and into my home without
waiting for an invitation.

I want to feel
irritation at his intrusion, but I feel nothing. Taking a deep
breath, I follow his long strides until we are both in the kitchen.
Taking a seat I feel the weight of Caine’s stare, and although I
try not to, I lift my gaze to his.

“Peyton is
worried about you,” he says softly as he joins me at the counter.
“As are the rest of the pack. I know you don’t want to but it’s
time to talk to someone.”

“There’s
nothing to talk about,” I mumble as I draw my gaze away from his.
“Bryan is dead and words are not going to bring him back.”

“Yes, that is
true,” Caine says as he takes my hand in his. “But you aren’t dead,
and neither is Joy. But you’re not living either. You are drifting
around here like a ghost.”

A tear tracks
down my cheek as my Alpha sees through the charade I was trying to
put on. Although, it seems I wasn’t really fooling anyone but
myself. Everyone can see that I’m not okay.

“I miss him,”
I said as a sob escapes me. “And I feel so much guilt it is eating
me alive.”

“Surviving the
death of a mate is one of the hardest things any shifter will have
to do. I think it may even be more painful than losing your actual
mate,” he says and squeezes my hand. “None of us can even start to
comprehend the level of devastation you are living through. But we
can support you when you need it.”

“I don’t need
help,” I cut him off harshly, angrily swiping at the tears on my
cheeks.

“When was the
last time you shifted? Before Bryan died?” Caine counters.

“It doesn’t
matter.”

“But it does.”
Caine shakes his head. “Your wolf is also grieving. She needs the
chance to let all her pain out. You can’t grieve for both of
you.”

For the first
time in weeks, I feel my wolf stir in my mind, and I know the words
he is speaking are true. I also know that I’m terrified to give
over to my animal. What if she doesn’t want to come back? What if I
end up like Peyton’s dad?

Feral.

Wild.

Never coming
home.

What would
become of Joy?

In true Alpha
fashion, Caine knows exactly what I am thinking. “Leave Joy with
us. Go, shift, and run. And if you don’t come back by sunrise, I
will hunt you down and drag you back myself.”

The objection
is clinging to the tip of my tongue, but the words are stuck. My
wolf is already prowling around in my mind, scratching at the
surface, begging to be let out.

Caine smiles
widely before he hugs me to his broad chest when I nod my head.
“I’ll let Peyton know Joy is staying over.” He doesn’t give me a
chance to utter another word before he is striding through my house
and leaving me alone with my thoughts.

Fear courses
through my veins but I know in my heart that Caine is right. I
can’t just survive. I need to start living. If not for myself, then
for my daughter.

****

Godrick

 


Keep
moving, I tell my wolf even though I can feel the bone-deep
exhaustion coursing through him. The moment we stop the
shikari, wolves who hunt other wolves will be able to find
us. We have been running for so long and have traveled so far that
we can’t just give up now.

The memory of
why we are on the run crashes into me and my wolf stumbles under
the weight of the pain.

“Godrick,”
my father, Dion, says. “You and your brother will fight tomorrow
night during the full moon whether you want to or not.”

“It’s a
stupid and archaic tradition. I don’t want to be the damn Alpha so
I see no reason why I should fight Finn,” I reply.

“Because it
is a tradition,” he growls lowly trying to force me into submission
using his inner Alpha. But that hasn’t worked on me since my first
shift and we both know it.

“So, you
expect me to kill my brother?” I challenge. “My twin. My other
half.”

“If you are
the stronger wolf, yes.”

“Don’t be a
bastard,” I growl, my wolf already pushing forward to defend Finn.
“We both know Finn isn’t nearly as strong as I am. He won’t
survive.”

My father has
the decency to look guilty. “That is our way, Godrick. It’s how we
keep our pack strong. The Alpha must be the strongest wolf in our
bloodline. I’m sorry it has to come to this.”

“So am I,”
I reply as I stride from his home.

I never saw
any of the members of my pack again. Instead of killing my brother
and taking on the role of Alpha as my father wanted, I left. I went
against everything I have ever been taught the moment I shifted and
ran.

Now I am a
wolf without a pack.

A man without
a home.

A rogue.

Hunted by my
own pack.

They want to
take me back and make me face the tribal council. No one simply
walks away from tradition.


Chapter
Two

Keela

 


I have been
pacing outside the home of my Alpha for the past ten minutes, Joy
in my arms and her overnight bag slung over my shoulder. I can hear
and feel Peyton’s presence on the other side of the heavy wooden
door, but she doesn’t open it. She is a good Luna. She knows that I
need to make this decision on my own and is giving me the space to
do it.

Joy’s little
hand reaches out to tangle in my hair, drawing my gaze down to her
perfect form. She is the reason I need to get my act together and
get out of this depression I am currently drowning in.

Knocking on
the door I hold my breath. I know this is the right decision but
that doesn’t make it any easier. I haven’t spent a moment away from
my daughter since Bryan passed. She is all I have left of him, and
I would surely die if anything ever happened to her.

“Hey, Keela.”
Peyton smiles brightly as she swings the door inward, acting like I
haven’t been pacing like a psycho. “Caine said you were bringing
Joy over to visit with us.”

She holds her
hands out for Joy and I hesitate for a moment before handing her
over. Peyton frets over her and speaks to her softly as she leads
us into the house.

In the
kitchen, Talon and Sapphire are busy talking when they spot me.
Talon jumps from her seat and rushes over to hug me. For long
moments she holds me against her chest. “Get your fine ass out of
here,” she whispers in my ear before releasing me.

Sapphire waves
with a soft smile before turning to check something in the oven. As
I walk outside, I realize I have the best friends anyone could ever
ask for. They have been here for me through everything even when I
did my best to push them away. They have silently been supporting
me even when I was being difficult.

I owe them all
a massive apology. But first, I need to get myself back. And that
starts with letting my wolf out for a desperately needed run.
Moving swiftly through the compound I head toward the east
gate.

Bryan and I
would always run through the forest on the west side, and I think
it wise to avoid that area as much as I can. Maybe a little further
into my recovery I will go there and relive our times together, but
for now, I don’t think it’s a good idea.

A mile outside
the compound I take off my clothes and place them underneath a bush
for when my run is over. Taking in a deep breath, I call my wolf
forward allowing her to rush to the surface. The change shimmers
over me and I fall to my knees as my wolf fully manifests.

Her howl rends
the air sending small animals and birds fleeing from their spots
and hurrying off into the fading light of the late afternoon. We
shake out our fur and stretch our limbs feeling a freedom we have
both longed for since we lost Bryan. Everything is clearer now that
I am no longer holding back my wolf, my nature, or my pain. I am
simply living in the moment.

****

Godrick

 


A howl rips
through the late afternoon startling me awake. I didn’t know I was
this close to a pack of wolves when my body finally gave out in the
early morning. If I had, I would have kept pushing even though
myself and my wolf were dead on our feet. But we stopped and slept
for a few hours which now presented a massive problem. My wolf is
still too worn out to shift back and I will have to move on in my
human form before anyone can find us.

“Don’t move,”
a male voice rumbled from behind me.

“Fuck,” I
mumble hoarsely.

I was hoping
to make a clean getaway but that isn’t going to happen now. The
wolf’s howl, the pain buried in the depths, drew my attention and I
missed the other male moving in.

“Turn around,”
he says, and I follow his order.

It isn’t an
Alpha compulsion because I would have felt that, but there is an
undertone to his voice that I can’t place. I don’t linger too long
before I comply. I need to play nice and hope he doesn’t see me as
a threat, and allows me to go along my merry way without any
difficulties. But when my gaze lands on him I know it won’t be that
simple. It’s easy to see that the way this male carries himself, he
is clearly a protector. He won’t just let some random stray wolf
walk off into the forest near his pack.

No. He will
want to know who I am and where I’m from. The slightest indication
that I could be a threat will have him going for my throat. I know
because it’s the same thing I would do if the situation was
reversed. I need to tread carefully. I would be able to fight this
male and maybe even win if my wolf wasn’t already too tired to
shift. But now, I don’t stand a chance.

“Who are you
and what are you doing here?” he demands.

“My name is
Godrick Lobo,” I reply. “I’m from the Nacht Pack on the East
Coast.”

“Did you get
lost on your run?” He gestures toward my nudity. “You’re seven
hundred miles from home.”

“I’m a rogue,”
I state evenly. “I have no home.”

“You’re the
most level-headed rogue I’ve ever met.”

“And you’ve
met many?” I ask sarcastically.

“Quite a few,”
he says and chuckles. “My name is Max. I need you to come with me.
My Alpha will confirm who you are and if you aren’t a threat to us,
you will be free to leave.”

“Is this
really necessary?” I bristle at the idea of having to go anywhere
near a pack. The dynamics mess with my head. I find it impossible
to accept that one life is worth less than another just because of
their bloodline.

I also don’t
need to give the shikari I am running from any more clues as
to where they can find me.

“Well, let’s
put it this way,” he says seriously. “Would you allow a
self-professed rogue to just go running around with your pack
nearby? And before you lie to me, know that I can feel you’re an
Alpha.”

I stare at him
for the longest time before finally giving in. “No. I wouldn’t,” I
concede. “Lead the way.”


Chapter
Three

Keela

 


Hours pass as
my wolf runs wild, exploring everything like it’s the first time
she’s running through the forest. But it’s not. We’ve been running
here since the first time we turned. We know this forest like we
know each other and soon settle into a rhythm like we haven’t
missed a single day.

We hunt and
catch a rabbit, walk the shores of the lake beside the waterfall,
and lay in the grass for long moments just staring at the stars. A
feeling of peace settles over both of us, and I am grateful that
Caine pushed me into this. Shifting and allowing my wolf free reign
is exactly what I needed, even though I wasn’t aware.

Slowly, my
wolf winds between the trees as we make our way back, enjoying the
last moments of freedom before we reach the compound.

But a smell
catches her attention and has her bounding back into the forest and
up the slope of a hill. The scent gets stronger the further we move
away from the compound, and I wonder what it could be. It smells
like citrus, but I know there are no citrus trees near us. The
further we get up the hill, the more potent the trail becomes. My
wolf finds a small alcove behind some bushes and the scent is at
its most concentrated here.

She lowers
herself down onto a spot of dry leaves and whines lowly before
rubbing her fur along the ground, trying to coat herself in the
aroma. My mind is dizzy with the effects the citrusy scent is
having on me and it takes me a moment to comprehend what the hell
is happening.

Mine.
My wolf is adamant as fear rushes through me.

Why would she
think our mate was here? I don’t get another chance to contemplate
the gravity of the situation as she jumps up and speeds toward the
compound, following the intoxicating scent all the way.

****

Godrick

 


I’m expecting
to be led to some sort of holding cell or jail the pack has built
in their compound. Instead, the male, Max, leads me toward a large
gate where he hands me some fresh clothes before leading me into
the compound.

“There are a
lot of mated couples in the pack,” he explains. “We wouldn’t want
to start a fight when someone spots your naked ass walking
around.”

He talks to me
like we have been friends our entire lives and it confuses me to no
end. Is this male not altogether sane? I can’t imagine that any
member of the Nacht Pack would treat a stranger with the kindness
he has shown me.

“Where are you
taking me?” I ask as I follow him deeper into the compound.

“To meet
Caine.” He waves to an older woman who is gardening before
continuing. “He is our Alpha and will make the final decision on
whether you leave or not.”

Other members
of the pack move around the compound in the early hours of the
morning. Children run around playing and laughing and one even
stops to hug Max. None of them seem worried about my presence here.
This pack is so different than what I am used to. I struggle to
keep my focus fixed on the matter at hand.

Max nods at
two other large men as we approach a home that seems to be the same
as all the others around it.

“This is
Caine’s house,” he says as he knocks. “Don’t do anything stupid. I
really don’t want my Luna up my ass if we make a mess.”

The door
swings open and a small female stares up at us, a small child
sleeping in her arms. The faint scent of freshly baked cookies
wafts toward me and I feel my wolf stir even though he is tired.
Shaking my head, I center myself and focus.

“Max?” She
frowns as her gaze lands on me. “Who is this?”

“Godrick,” he
says and motions between us. “This is Peyton, our Luna,” he
explains for my benefit.

I lower my
gaze from the female like I have been taught. Staring at an Alpha’s
mate is the easiest way to get your throat ripped out. I don’t want
to get off on the wrong foot before I even have a chance to get
away from here.

“We need to
see Caine,” Max says to his Luna.

“He’s in the
kitchen,” she replies before walking away. “There’s enough
breakfast and coffee for both of you. If you hurry,” she ends with
a laugh.

Max wraps a
hand around my bicep as he leads me down the hallway and into a
large kitchen. The scent of bacon, eggs, and coffee hits me, and my
stomach growls. It has been over two days since I have eaten, and I
feel my cheeks flame as Max chuckles beside me.

The big male
at the counter looks me over quickly before gesturing to the seat
in front of him. “Sit. Get something to eat and then you can
explain why you are in my territory unannounced.”

Max releases
me before grabbing two plates from a cupboard and handing one to
me. He approaches the feast spread out before his Alpha and starts
filling his plate. I, on the other hand, can’t get my feet to move.
This Alpha is just going to allow me to sit beside him and have
breakfast? What kind of insanity is this?

“Sit and eat,”
he commands, this time putting his Alpha command behind his
voice.

I can’t think
of a time after my first shift when another Alpha’s command
actually worked on me. But this Alpha? I feel his power wash over
me and comply immediately. This is a truly powerful Alpha and it
would be hard to miss his power. The energy rolls off him in
waves.

For long
minutes we sit together, the only sound the clatter of cutlery
against porcelain and our breathing. The Alpha finishes his meal
and pushes his plate away. He waits patiently for Max and me to
finish eating while he drinks his coffee. When we are all done, he
stares at me before speaking.

“Tell me,” he
commands.

I don’t
hesitate to lay it all out. “My name is Godrick Lobo. I am a
rogue.”

Caine tilts
his head, studying me carefully. “No. You’re not a rogue. You still
have your mind. You sound more like a nomad,” he says rubbing his
palm over his cheek. “Why don’t you start at the beginning?”

This is the
part that will get me killed. The moment they know what I’ve done
they will lock me up and let my pack know I’m here. My only chance
is to try and convince them that if they let me go, I will never
return.


Chapter
Four

Keela

 


I barely get
my wolf under control before she storms into the compound. She
pants hard as she paces in front of the compound gates, wanting
nothing more than to storm inside. Luckily, I am able to force the
shift to shimmer over us. Lying on the floor I breathe deeply
taking in the intoxicating scent that coats the entire area.

“Are you all
right?” Calum chuckles from beside the gate.

I nod my head
in reply, not sure I can trust the words to describe how I feel
right now. My mind is running a mile a minute. Somewhere inside our
pack compound is my mate. My second chance at being happy.

As the thought
crosses my mind, grief and anger swim through my veins and I rise
from the ground, heading toward my clothing. Getting dressed
quickly I head toward Peyton’s house to retrieve my daughter.

I have had my
chance at happiness. Bryan was the perfect mate—handsome, thoughtful, generous. How dare the Goddess
send another male on my path? How could I so quickly forget the man
I loved? We built a life, a home, and a family together. He could
never be replaced.

My anger is
clouding my senses and it isn’t until I walk into my Alpha’s
kitchen that I realize the citrus fragrance is more potent than
ever. My breathing stalls as I stare at the unknown male, taking
him in. Shoulder-length dark hair, steel-grey eyes, and built like
a mountain. Even seated I can see he is massive.

The moment he
realizes I am his mate is clear for everyone to see. I bare my
teeth at him and growl lowly as he stands. The tension in the room
is palpable, all eyes on me as the rumble in my chest grows louder.
From deeper within the house, I hear the sound of my daughter’s
laughter and am immediately calm.

“I’m here for
Joy,” I say to Caine.

He stares at
me intently but doesn’t speak. A single nod sends me rushing
through the room trying to get as far away from the male watching
me intently. He tries to step toward me but Max places a hand on
his shoulder keeping him in place.

“Sit down,
Godrick,” Caine commands as I leave the kitchen, and even I can
feel the Alpha power behind his words. “You aren’t going anywhere
near Keela until we have finished talking.”

My wolf crawls
beneath my skin, pushing at the surface, wanting to return to the
male she knows is our mate. But I won’t have any of it. My mind is
set. I am going to get my daughter and go home. I need to go and
see Xavia and find a way to break the mating. I can’t refuse him
because that might kill me, and I won’t take a chance that may
leave my daughter as an orphan.

One thing is
for sure, though, I won’t be taking a new mate.

****

Godrick

My wolf is
raging inside me, trying to get to the woman who is clearly our
mate. The smell of freshly cut grass surrounds me as Caine’s Alpha
compulsion forces me back into my seat. I never even imagined it
was possible for me to find my fated mate. She was so close I could
almost touch her.

“Godrick,”
Caine draws my attention back to him. “Why are you here?”

“I left my
pack.”

“Why?”

“We had a
difference of opinion,” I can feel the frustration rolling off him
at my non-answers.

“If you don’t
start telling me the truth I will have Max lock you up,” Caine says
as he crosses his arms over his chest.

I stare at him
for long moments trying to figure out my next course of action. I
can tell him the truth and take the risk of him calling the
shikari to come here. They will drag me back home where I
will most probably be put to death for deserting my pack and
turning my back on tradition. Or I can continue my current course
and spend my days in a cell, hoping I catch a glimpse of my mate.
Her long auburn hair. Those beautiful hazel eyes. Her petite
figure. She would be dwarfed by my size if she stood beside me.

Making the
decision is easier than I would have thought possible. I know I
need this Alpha and his pack to take me at my word. Because even
though I have never even spoken to the female, I only want my mate
to be safe. Whether that is with or without me.

“Tradition,” I
say with a shake of my head. “I left my pack because I couldn’t
kill my own brother. Born as twins to the current Alpha, we were
supposed to fight to the death. It would prove the stronger twin
and the next Alpha. I knew my brother was weaker and refused to
fight. I left.”

Caine and Max
both shook their heads when I finished speaking.

“That’s
barbaric,” a female voice says from behind me before the Luna walks
over to her mate. “Is that what you went through, Max?”

“Something
like that.” He frowns. “I got lucky I suppose. I was only
excommunicated. It’s been years since anyone in my brother’s pack
has fought to the death.”

Caine turns to
me with a frown. “So, you are running from your pack?”

“Yes,” I
reply.

“And I assume
the shikari is hunting you down?” He tilts his head. “As per
the tradition.”

I hesitate
before speaking. “As far as I know.”

“Fuck,” Max
mutters. “I thought they were just an urban legend. Something old
people use to scare their kids into behaving.”

“The
shikari is as real as you or I,” the Luna pipes in. “They
are archaic and should be put out of commission, but I know for a
fact there are some packs that still follow the old ways. Some
packs are so mired in their traditions that they can’t see the
error of their ways.”

I can feel the
anger rolling off her and the males in the room.

“You can
stay,” Caine says loudly. “But you are not allowed near Keela until
I say so. If you can abide by that, then we will be just fine. I
will do my best to work this out with the current Alpha of your
pack, but I need to be sure my people are safe too. Can you accept
that?”

My wolf rages
against the idea of being forced to stay away from my mate. But I
can see further ahead than he can. If Caine can help me get out, to
be rid of the shikari, then I can claim my mate freely. I
can build a life with her.

“I
accept.”


Chapter
Five

Keela

 


The stranger,
the male the Goddess has chosen to replace my beloved, has been in
the pack compound for twelve hours. In that time, I have gone from
crying my eyes out to anger beyond measure. My mind is all over the
place and my feelings along with it. I want nothing more than to
march over to wherever he is and refuse him flat out.

But doing that
would be a slap in the face of everything I believe in. My Luna and
friend, Peyton, has told me in great detail the pain she went
through when her original mate refused her. I am also acutely aware
of how many wolves long to have a fated mate, not to mention a
second chance. My heart hurts just thinking of it.

“Anyone here?”
Raine calls as she rounds the side of the cottage.

“In the
vegetable garden,” I call back as I continue weeding the little
patch I use for my plants.

For long
moments I let my mind go blank as I continue with my task. When I
realize that Raine has yet to speak, I turn my head to look at her.
A look of concern is spread across her delicate features.

“What?” I ask
trying to sound more like myself than I am currently feeling.

“Just
wondering what those weeds did to earn your wrath.” She smiles
ruefully.

“Go suck a
lemon,” I say and chuckle. “What brings you around?”

“Am I not
allowed to visit one of my favorite people?”

“Don’t do
that,” I say wiping my hands on my jeans while I stand. “Don’t
bullshit me. You’ve never done it before, and I would prefer it if
you don’t start now.”

She chuckles
as she follows me into the kitchen where I pour us each a glass of
sweet tea.

“I volunteered
to come and see how you were doing,” Raine says after taking a seat
at the counter. “I think everyone is terrified of your
reaction.”

Frowning, I
join her. “I’m fine.” The look of disbelief she throws my way makes
me aware that I am a terrible liar. I always have been. “It is what
it is.” I shrug.

“It could be a
good thing,” she says softly.

“Don’t even,”
I try to cut her off.

“Keela,” she
interrupts. “There are external circumstances you need to consider
before making any rash decisions.”

“Such as?” I
would love to hear what she has to say. Maybe her perspective can
help me find the clarity I long for.

“Well, for
starters, he is a strong male. He was supposed to be Alpha in his
pack. He is also selfless. Willing to put the well-being of others
before himself.”

“How would you
know?” I scowl.

“Max told me,”
Raine says and smiles gently. “Godrick was supposed to fight his
twin for control of their pack. Instead of killing his own brother,
he left.”

Neither of us
speaks as she allows this new information to settle in. Max is very
protective of everyone in the pack and a good judge of
character.

Placing her
glass in the sink, Raine hugs me close. “He would make a good mate
and a good father,” she whispers in my ear before leaving me alone
with my thoughts yet again.

****

Godrick

 


The scent of
my mate is everywhere in this compound. I have promised the Alpha,
Caine, that I will keep my distance until I am told otherwise, but
how the hell am I supposed to do that if I can’t focus on anything
but her? I had heard stories, when I was younger, about how the
distinct smell a mate puts off could drive men to their knees. I
always thought it was an exaggeration but now I know better.

My wolf
bristles inside me, trying to force me to shift so that he can be
in control. He wants nothing more than to let his nose and his
senses guide him to our mate. I will have to be careful. I don’t
want the Alpha of the Katu pack to banish me. I need this time to
show that I can be a productive member of this pack, that I deserve
to stay, and that I deserve my female.

Keela.

What a
beautiful name … but many unanswered questions surround my mate.
She has a child. Where is the father? Does she already have a mate?
One chosen out of convenience?

The thought
alone of another male touching her, knowing her in ways I don’t,
has my vision clouding red, my wolf pushing to the forefront.

“Calm
yourself,” Max says beside me with a grin on his face.

“I am calm.” I
bit back through clenched teeth.

“Yes,” he
drawls sarcastically. “So calm you are already shimmering with your
shift.”

Taking a deep
breath, I wrestle my wolf back into submission.

“I know the
feeling,” Max says softly as we walk the outer perimeter of the
compound.

“What feeling
would that be?” I sound harsh even to my own ears. But what can he
know of my situation?

Max was kind
enough to offer me a room in his home while I find my feet among
their pack. Seeing him with his female, round with their young,
almost brought me to my knees. I didn’t even know I wanted a family
until I found my mate. Now, the thought of never having that
happiness and fulfillment is eating me alive.

“I waited to
claim my mate,” Max replies. “Nothing as serious as what you are
going through. I felt like less than a man, not good enough knowing
that I could have been an Alpha before I lost the fight to my
brother. I didn’t think I deserved her or that Caine would allow
our mating.”

“You waited?”
My voice comes out filled with disbelief.

“Yeah…” Max
chuckles as he scans the forest surrounding us. “Lasted all of five
days. But it was all in my mind. Caine was happy to have us as a
mated couple and Raine has never seen me as anything less than the
man she loves. So yes, I know what you are going through having to
stay away from Keela. In a sense at least.”

I work through
all the information Max has shared with me. My father would never
allow someone like him into his pack. Even though I already know
that Max is a good man, my father would only have seen the weakness
of losing.

“I don’t
understand this pack or your Alpha,” I say cautiously. At Max’s
raised eyebrow I continue. “The packs on the East Coast are nothing
like this. Take my own father, for example. He lives in a luxurious
home in the center of our compound. He looks down on other
shifters, easily dismisses anyone he feels is beneath him, and
rules the pack through fear. I see none of that even if I haven’t
even been here a full day.”

“I know what
you mean,” Max says. “When I first got here it was a major
adjustment for me too, But Caine runs this pack as if each member
is family. Even before he found Peyton, he was always a different
kind of Alpha.”

“I think it’s
going to take me a while to get used to being here. If I am allowed
to stay.”

“Give it some
time,” Max says. “Caine will have answers for you soon enough.”


Chapter
Six

Keela

 


I spent most
of last night tossing and turning in my bed. I have made lists of
the pros and cons of getting to know the male I now know is called
Godrick. And even after the contemplation, I don’t have an
answer.

What I do know
is this: he spent the night outside my home in his wolf form
keeping watch. My wolf howled in the furthest corners of my mind
for us to go to him but I held strong. She may not see it the way I
do but what I am doing is for the best. This decision won’t just
affect me but my daughter and Godrick as well.

With that in
mind, I know I need to seek the advice of our elder, Xavia. Not
only is she wise, but she is also the only wolf I know that has
survived the death of a mate besides me. I need someone who
understands what I’m going through. My friends are trying but they
don’t really understand. How could they?

I drop Joy off
with Sapphire before heading over to Xavia. When I reach her house,
she is standing in the doorway with a sad smile.

“I was
wondering how long it would take,” Xavia says as she leads me into
her kitchen. She gestures toward a wooden chair. “Sit. The tea is
almost ready.”

“Thank
you.”

Xavia takes a
few moments to busy herself with our drinks before joining me,
placing a cup in front of me.

“How can I
help you with this decision?” she asks seriously.

For a moment I
hesitate before asking the question I know will probably shock most
shifters. “How do I end the mating bond? Without a refusal, that
is. I can’t take the chance that it could kill me leaving Joy alone
in the world.”

Xavia sighs
loudly. “I’m sorry, dear. There really isn’t any way to do
that.”

“But there
must—” I start but she cuts me off.

“There isn’t.”
The finality in her tone is clear. “Did I ever tell you about
Marc’s father?”

“I know he was
your mate and that he died. But I don’t know much else,” I
reply.

“Christopher
was a wonderful man. And very handsome.” She smiles. “But he wasn’t
my fated mate. We had known each other our entire lives and had
always been friends. When we were both around your age we decided
to mate out of convenience. When he died, I was shattered. I almost
didn’t survive. If it wasn’t for my son…” her words drift off.

I wait as she
relives what I know is the most painful of her memories. There is
no way to describe it to someone—the pain,
the anger, the guilt.

Xavia shakes
her head before continuing. “But I did. And for a couple of years,
I even started to thrive. And then one day a stranger came through
and his scent hit me.”

I know where
this story is going and I’m not sure I want to hear the rest, but I
don’t stop her from talking.

“The details
don’t matter but the outcome does. I couldn’t refuse him and he
wouldn’t refuse me. But he did leave. Somewhere in the world is my
fated mate. The emptiness and heartache I live with are a daily
reminder that I could have had more. I could have been happy.”

A tear tracks
down Xavia’s cheek as she speaks and my heart breaks for her. This
is why I needed to speak to her, to someone who has been through
what I have been through.

“Xavia, I’m so
sorry,” I start to say but am cut off by her kitchen door flying
off the hinges.

It takes both
of us a moment to realize what is happening and by that time it’s
already too late. I react before I can think about what I’m doing,
pushing Xavia out of her chair and onto the floor. I hear the shot
and smell the gunpowder before I feel the searing pain rip through
my stomach. My hand goes to the spot the pain is radiating from and
comes away warm and sticky.

My legs give
out and my body slumps to the kitchen floor. I try to focus on
what’s happening around me but all I can hear is the sound of my
own heart beating in my chest. Before my vision fades a vaguely
familiar face enters my line of sight, a frown marring his
features.

****

Godrick

 


I knew they
were there the moment I walked in the gate with Marc beside me. It
wasn’t that there was a strange smell or even that something seemed
off. It was just an intense feeling of foreboding and a pressing
need to find Keela, my unclaimed mate.

I tried my
best to shake it off, not wanting to look like an insane stalker,
but the longer I tried to hold back the more my wolf tried to claw
out. Never in all my years have I had to fight so hard to restrain
the wolf that has been a part of me for so long that I forgot what
it was like to live without him.

“Are you all
right?” Marc asks with a frown.

“I don’t know.
Something isn’t right,” I reply, hastening my steps as we draw
nearer to Keela’s home.

“What do you
mean?” he asks but I can see he’s already on high alert. His gaze
scans the surroundings for anything out of the ordinary.

“My wolf,” I
start to explain as all hell erupts.

Somewhere on
the compound, a female screams as a gunshot goes off, and seconds
later one of the buildings on the west side explodes. But this is
all dull background noise when a feeling of intense unease sweeps
over me.

“I need to
find Sapphire and my mother.” Marc starts jogging away from me.
“You find Keela.”

“I’m not
allowed,” I start even though I want nothing more than to find and
protect her.

“Caine will
understand,” Marc says right before he shifts and his grey wolf
takes off at a sprint.

Calming myself
and pushing away the worry that drowns me, I open my senses. Smells
and sounds assault me from all sides as I try to find the only
scents that matter. It takes a second, no more than a single
heartbeat, for me to know which direction I should go.

I don’t shift,
knowing my animal is way past the point of control, instead making
my way as quickly as I can to the center of the compound and
following her trail all the way to Xavia’s house. Slowly I assess
my surroundings as I try to determine what if anything I am about
to walk into.

But the moment
I scent the coppery tang of blood, I no longer care for my own
safety, running around the side of the house searching for the
fastest way to get inside. Rounding the corner, I see a large man
dressed all in black as he walks out of the house, the smell of
gunpowder cloaking him like a winter coat.

Before he can
lift the weapon in his hand, I have mine wrapped around his neck as
I back him against the wall beside the door. I squeeze tightly as
he claws at my hands trying to dislodge my grip. His feet are
lifted clear off the ground as he kicks and squirms, trying to
dislodge me in any way possible, but there is no escaping. I watch
as the life drains quickly from his eyes before dropping him to the
ground and entering the house.

The scene that
greets me nearly brings me to my knees.

“Keela,” I
rasp. I fall beside her prone form, blood streaming from a gaping
wound in her abdomen.


Chapter
Seven

Godrick

 


“You need to
lift her on the table,” Xavia says as she lays a hand on my
shoulder.

A growl rises
from deep within my soul. I don’t want anyone to touch her.

“Boy,” the
older woman snaps at me. “Don’t you dare growl at me? I need you to
get her up here so I can stop the bleeding before I don’t have the
chance to.”

Her words snap
me out of the intense protective feelings I am having and I know
she is right. Gently I scoop my unclaimed mate off the ground and
lay her flat on the table that takes up most of Xavia’s
kitchen.

“Fill that
bowl with water.” She points at a large porcelain bowl on top of
the fridge. “And then go into the other room and get all the towels
from the cupboard.”

I don’t argue.
Xavia is in full-on healer mode and I need to assist her instead of
impeding her. I need her to save Keela so that I can have an
opportunity to claim her. I follow all Xavia’s directions as
quickly as possible.

“Mom,” I hear
Marc’s panicked voice as he enters the house.

I scent his
mate as well, fear making her scent acrid. Beneath that is a layer
of freshly baked cookies, and my legs carry me to the door before I
can contemplate my movements.

“She’s fine.”
I stop Marc before he reaches the door. I don’t know how old
Keela’s daughter is but I do know she doesn’t need to see this.

“Let me in
there,” he growls lowly. “I can smell the blood.”

“They can’t
come in.” I nod in the direction of his female as she cradles the
child tightly to her chest.

“You’re new
here, but let me explain. My mate goes where I go.” I can see that
Marc is losing his temper quickly.

“And I respect
that, but the child doesn’t need to see what is happening
inside.”

I know the
moment Sapphire understands what I’m saying. A loud gasp escapes
her before she starts to quietly sob. Marc leans around me, gazing
into the kitchen.

“I’ll take
them to Caine’s,” he says and nods. “Just keep an eye on my
mother.” I don’t answer before returning to Xavias’s side.

“What can I
do?” I ask lowly. It is taking everything I have to remain calm. I
know losing my shit isn’t going to help Keela right now.

“Go find Max,”
Xavia says with a shake of her head. “He has some experience with
wounds like this.”

Nodding, I
take off at a run looking everywhere for the big shifter.

****

Caine

 


Once again my
compound has been breached and my pack thrown into disarray. The
subtle smell of burning gunpowder clings to the air along with the
acrid smell of smoke and the coppery tang of blood. This shit has
to stop. We continue trying to live out a peaceful existence but
others constantly bring death and destruction to our door.

I have already
made the decision. No longer will we sit back and allow this to
happen to us. No longer will we bury our dead and rebuild our homes
only to have them ripped away from us again. No. We will be taking
the fight to these assholes. If it’s a war they want, then that is
exactly what we will give them.

“Seven dead.
Nine injured,” Max says as he walks up beside me. “The fire has
been contained but the structure is a complete loss.”

A grunt leaves
me. My anger has overwhelmed me to the point that I can’t even form
words. In the distance, I watch as Marc and Sapphire approach.
Seeing Joy in Sapphire’s arms and Keela nowhere in sight sets my
teeth on edge.

“Where is
Keela?” I ask loudly, drawing my mate’s attention.

Marc doesn’t
have the opportunity to reply as Godrick comes running up calling
out to Max.

“Xavia needs
you right now,” Max starts moving toward the large male before I
can ask why and follows him back to the center of the compound.

“What is going
on?” Peyton asks but I already know the answer.

“Keela’s
hurt,” I reply.


Chapter
Eight

Godrick

 


It has been
three days since the attack and Keela has yet to wake up. If she
would just open her eyes, I would already breathe a little easier.
If she can wake up, she can shift and heal.

I hear Joy
chattering in her nursery over the baby monitor and rise from my
seat beside Keela’s bed. When I enter the room, the little girl
smiles brightly and reaches out to me. Picking her up I smile.

“Well, hello,
Princess.”

She babbles to
herself as her little fist finds its way into my hair. I never
thought I was the type of person who liked children, much less
wanted any, but the last three days have opened my eyes to the
truth. The first time I held this tiny body to my chest, I knew I
would give my life to keep her safe and happy. I can’t think of a
single thing I wouldn’t do for this little girl.

I have had too
much time on my hands to think of what I could have lost before I
ever had a chance to have it. If Keela does not want me as her
mate, she does not need to refuse me. I would never risk her life
or Joy’s happiness. A refusal might kill her, and I won’t chance
it. I would rather leave and go back on the run.

“Knock-knock,”
I hear Peyton call from the front door.

I have taken
to not locking the door. There are two guards posted at all times
so no one will get in to cause more harm, and I am tired of having
to walk up and down to unlock it the whole time. There is a steady
flow of people arriving to check on Keela and Joy. And to make sure
I get the chance to shower and eat.

“Nursery,” I
call back.

Moments later
the pack Luna along with her mate stand in the doorway watching me
as I finish changing Joy’s diaper before sitting down and giving
her a bottle.

“How
domesticated is this rogue?” Peyton pokes at me with a wry
smile.

“Bite me,” I
joke in return.

That’s another
thing that has changed these past three days. The pack has circled
the wagons around the three of us. With all my focus on Keela and
Joy, I haven’t had time to keep my distance from them and I am glad
for it. It’s the only silver lining to this shitty situation. They
are good people with more love for their pack than I could have
ever imagined possible.

“I only bite
him,” Peyton replies as Caine pulls her against his body.

She has become
one of my favorite people. I never would have thought that any
male, much less an Alpha, would allow the type of friendship we
have quickly formed. Her sarcasm keeps me on my toes and her sense
of humor has been a light in the darkness.

Peyton is also
the only reason Joy is currently in my arms. It took six long hours
to stabilize Keela to the point that we no longer thought she was
going to die. Max did a transfusion of blood to replace the units
she had lost. Her scent was off for the next day, and it drove my
wolf completely nuts but we both knew it was necessary.

I brought her
back to her home the moment she was stable, but Sapphire and Talon
wouldn’t allow me to take Joy. I begged and pleaded. She needed to
be near her mother and Keela needed the motivation, but they
wouldn’t hear any of it. They finally brought her around when she
wouldn’t stop crying for six hours straight, hoping that being near
Keela would help. When she saw me, she reached out and after some
coercion, Talon finally handed her over. The crying stopped
immediately and within five minutes she was fast asleep. And that
was the end of that.

“Any change?”
Caine asks.

“None. She did
speak in her sleep, though,” I reply as I walk out of the nursery
toward Keela’s room.

“What did she
say?” Peyton prods.

“Something
about it being greener than green. Whatever that means.”

Caine chuckles
behind me as I make my way to Keela’s side. “Look, Princess,” I say
to Joy tuning out the others waiting in the hallway. “Here is your
momma. She’s still sleeping but soon she is going to wake up and
then she will be so happy to see you.”

Joy frowns at
her mother before pressing her face into my neck. I try not to
overwhelm her too much but as much as she needs to see that her
mother is here, Keela needs to hear and feel Joy nearby so she
knows to come back.

I push Keela’s
hair away from her face before whispering, “It’s time to wake up my
queen. We need you here.”

****

Keela

 


It feels like
swimming in cement. That’s the only way I can describe how I feel
forcing myself to wake up. Slowly I open first one eye then
another. Something is wrong but I am not completely sure what it
could be. Scanning my surroundings, I take in my bedroom and know
that I am safe in my own home.

Trying to move
is a different chore altogether. Pain radiates throughout my entire
body, and I simply choose to lie still. It’s then I hear a voice
filter through the baby monitor. I lay in bed and listen to the
baritone that has filled my dreams, calling me to come back.

“Little
princess,” he speaks lowly. “You need to close your eyes and sleep.
You need to rest so that when your momma finally wakes up you have
all the energy in the world to cuddle with her. She’s going to be
so proud of how strong and well-behaved you have been while she was
sleeping.”

I hear Joy
babble back and smile at the sound. Again, I try to move but at a
slower pace this time, gingerly lifting myself to a seated position
as the two of them continue to talk.

“You’ve had a
bottle and I changed your diaper,” he says and sighs. “I have no
idea why you are still awake. Maybe I should tell you a story?” A
chuckle leaves him as my daughter squeals with joy. “All right, let
me think.”

Silence
envelops my home before his deep timber reaches me again. “Long ago
there was a king and his queen. And they were so happy and in love
that they decided to have a beautiful little princess. They were
happy and everything in their kingdom was perfect. But one day a
bad man came, and the king had to leave. The queen and princess
were sad and missed the king very much.”

I feel tears
prick in my eyes and it has nothing to do with the fact that I got
shot. My heart aches as this man talks to my daughter about her
father. It hurts to know that this man whom I haven’t given the
time of day is telling my baby a bedtime story and trying to make
something beautiful out of my darkest moment.

“But then the
king sent a knight to help the queen and the princess. He came to
keep them safe and to try to make them happy again.” I hear him
softly coo at Joy and the rustle of fabric. I assume she has fallen
asleep, and he is laying her in her crib. “Sleep well, Princess.
Maybe one day I will know the end to that bedtime story.”

Tears stream
down my face as I hear him move through the house locking doors and
checking that everything is safe. Moments later he is standing in
the doorway to my room, his long hair knotted on top of his
head.

“You’re
awake,” he rasps, shock scrolling across his features.

“Godrick,” I
whisper as a sob wracks my body.


Chapter
Nine

Godrick

 


My feet are
frozen to the spot as I watch my mate sob. My heart breaks for her,
feeling her pain as if it were my own. I rub my palm against my
sternum trying to alleviate this feeling. My instinct is to go to
her, hold her, comfort her. But I don’t know if that is what she
wants so I remain standing in the doorway more conflicted than I
have ever been in my life.

After long
moments her crying tapers off. Her gaze connects with mine and I
feel the connection to the deepest recesses of my soul. It doesn’t
matter if this female never allows me to mate her, she will always
be mine. My heart and soul already know her, and no other would
ever be able to replace Keela.

“Thank you,”
she whispers from her bed.

Slowly I make
my way into her room before taking a seat on the chair beside her
bed. “There is no need to thank me.”

“Yes, there
is.” Sadness clings to her like a physical thing. “I haven’t given
you the time of day since finding out the Goddess sent you to be my
mate. Yet, you are here taking care of me and Joy.”

I know what
she means even though it chafes. “I can leave if you want.” I rise
from my seat certain she will tell me to get out. Instead, I feel a
small hand wrap around my wrist.

“Please stay,”
Keela whispers. I study her for long moments. “Please?”

I sit back
down waiting on her to make the first move. The situation is
stressful and charged, and neither of us is quite sure how to
proceed.

“Can you tell
me what happened?” Keela asks.

“You were shot
when the Hunters came,” I say gruffly. “I found you on Xavia’s
kitchen floor, bleeding.”

“Xavia!” she
exclaims before trying to sit up. I see the flare of pain in her
features and leave my seat to push her back down.

“Calm down,” I
almost shout. My fear for her safety outweighed my need to be
gentle with her. “She is perfectly fine,” I gentle my tone.
“Actually, you saved her life by pushing her out of the way.”

“Okay,” Keela
replies breathily. I realize it’s the first time I have touched her
when she is awake.

Instead of
going back to my seat, I perch on the side of the bed making sure I
don’t jostle her or hurt her any further.

“How long have
I been here?” Keela nods toward the bed.

“Three
days.”

“And you?” She
averts her gaze.

“Three
days.”

A gasp leaves
her. “You’ve been here the entire time? Who has been taking care of
Joy?”

“I have.” She
looks like she may want to say something, so I just keep talking.
“Rayne and Talon brought her after you were stable. She wouldn’t
stop crying until she was home. I know she’s not my child but you
both needed me. I did what any other male would do.”

I see another
tear streak down her cheek and gently wipe it away. Keela leans
into my touch, nuzzling against my hand.

“No, Godrick,”
she said. “You did what more than most other people would.”

****

Keela

 


My heart feels
like it may beat clear out of my chest. I can’t believe Godrick has
done so much for me. For Joy. I feel like a massive bitch, knowing
that I was willing to end our mating without even trying to get to
know him. Without speaking a word to him or even trying to give him
a chance.

How would he
feel if he knew that was the reason I was at Xavia’s when I got
shot? Would he still be here taking care of us?

“Do you think
you can move?” Godrick’s voice breaks into my thoughts.

“Not
much.”

“I’m going to
pick you up,” he says as he keeps our gazes locked. “It’s probably
going to hurt and I’m sorry for that, but I need to take you
outside. You need to shift so that your magic can help you
heal.”

I nod in
agreement even though I don’t really feel like going through more
pain right now. Godrick slides his arms beneath me and lifts me
from my spot. I try not to give away that it hurts like a
motherfucker but he must be able to tell.

“I’m sorry,”
he whispers against the crown of my head as he cradles me to his
chest. “As soon as you have shifted, the pain will lessen.”

I nod but
don’t speak. I know the shift will help me heal but shifting with a
serious injury like mine is going to hurt more than words can
explain.

Godrick
carries me through the house and out the sliding glass door in the
dining room. Outside I breathe in the fresh air, already feeling a
little better. Shifters are connected to nature and just being
outside already makes me feel a little better.

“I’m going to
set you down,” Godrick says after stopping in the middle of my
lawn. “I need you to stand even though it hurts. You can’t shift
fully dressed, it will only put more strain on you.”

He lowers me
slowly, one of his strong arms banded around my back to keep me
balanced. We stare at other, each waiting to see what will
happen.

“Can you do
this on your own?” Godrick asks lowly.

I shake my
head, not daring to speak. Godrick shifts me slowly, adjusting his
grip so that he has a hand on my hip. I have my palm placed on his
forearm, steadying myself for what is to come. Slowly he lifts the
overly large t-shirt I am wearing. The fabric creeps up my thighs
before skimming along the curve of my ass.

“Hold onto my
shoulders.” His voice is rough when he speaks, and I instantly
comply.

It’s amazing
how my broken body has the capacity to become aroused at this
moment. I am not surprised, though. Godrick is my mate, after all,
and my reaction to him being this close to me is as natural as
breathing.

I feel the
material lift over the wound in my stomach before his palm returns
to the center of my back. My skin heats and tingles when he touches
me, and a small mewling sound escapes me. Godrick growls lowly in
his chest but doesn’t stop undressing me.

“Lift your
arms.” I follow his directions immediately.

I feel a small
pull at my wound but my mind is in a lust-filled fog and it doesn’t
seem to hurt as much as it did earlier. The moment I am naked I
expect Godrick to look his fill, but his gaze never leaves
mine.

“I’m going to
lower you down to the ground now.” He watches me as he speaks.
“Then you can shift. Take your time. The longer you are in your
wolf form the longer the magic has to work.”

Gently,
Godrick lays me down on the grass before turning around and
striding through the glass doors. My heart breaks again. Have I
already lost my second chance at happiness? Does he know why I went
to see Xavia?

As yet another
tear rolls down my cheek, I call on my wolf and allow the shift to
shimmer over me. First, I need to heal, then I can try to figure
out what the hell to do about the man I didn’t know I wouldn’t want
to lose.


Chapter
Ten

Godrick

 


The moment I
get inside Keela’s house, the last bit of control I have snaps. I
barely make it around the corner before I have my jeans undone and
my hard cock in my hand. Holding her against my chest, feeling her
hands on me, skimming my fingers over her silky skin. It has all
been just a little too much for me. I swore I wouldn’t be some
mindless male giving over to my baser instincts when it came to
her, but I can’t help it.

I want nothing
more than to sink into her heat, to rut into her until she cries my
name. I want to sink my teeth into her shoulder and show the entire
world that she belongs to only me, forever. Roughly I work my hand
over my painful erection remembering every curve and dip of her
body. The little noise she made when I touched her back. She
followed all my instructions without question, trust burning in her
gaze.

My imagination
has her in front of me, on her knees. Keela’s wolf howls outside as
she finally shifts. The sound reaches into my soul, calling out to
me and pushing me over the edge and into the most intense orgasm of
my life. My knees threaten to buckle beneath my weight as pleasure
consumes me.

It takes a
moment to get myself back under control. Taking a deep breath, I
center myself before heading over to the kitchen to find something
to clean the mess I have left on the tiles. When I’m finished, I
head off to check on Joy and find her awake and sitting in her
crib. It’s late at night so I scoop her up and cuddle her to my
chest as I softly hum to her. When she falls asleep, I take a seat
in the dark wood rocking chair in the corner and leave her splayed
on my chest as I feel myself finally relax.

Keela is awake
and has finally shifted allowing her body to start the healing
process. She wasn’t disgusted or distraught to find me here in her
home. Perhaps there is still a chance for me to win her over. I
know from what Peyton and Caine have told me, that losing her mate
has her closed off to most people. If I take my time and prove that
I am worthy of her and Joy, I may one day be able to have her fully
be my mate.

Closing my
eyes, I smile at the thought of having not only Keela but also Joy
in my life forever. It’s a beautiful thing to think of and
something I might well be able to have if I can just be patient. A
noise from the doorway breaks me out of my fantasy and brings me
back to the reality around me.

“I didn’t mean
to bother you,” Keela says, once again wearing the t-shirt I took
off her earlier.

I wonder if
she has realized that it’s one of mine. I couldn’t carry her
through the compound naked, so I dressed her in the shirt I was
wearing. They had cut away most of her clothes to treat her wound.
Every day after that I have continued to dress her in another,
keeping her wrapped in my scent.

“This is your
home,” I said and lay Joy back in her crib. “I am the intruder in
this situation.”

“Godrick,” she
starts but I interrupt her.

“I should head
home. Give you some privacy to heal now that you’re awake and don’t
need me anymore.”

“Please stop.”
She grabs my wrist as I move past her. “Can we talk?”

I was hoping
to make a clean getaway, to give her the chance to work through
everything, but it seems she has her mind set on doing this right
now.

****

Keela

 


Godrick nods
and leads the way to my living room where he takes a seat on the
couch. I join him but try to keep an appropriate distance between
us while we have a conversation that I have no idea how to start.
He watches me closely as I move, his gaze like a caress.

“How is the
pain?” he asks bluntly. It seems he may be the type of person to
take the head-on approach. What I didn’t know is that I would find
his bluntness appealing.

“Much better.”
I smile at him while lifting my arms above my head. “A couple of
twinges here and there, but nothing a shift or two won’t sort
out.”

“Good,”
Godrick replies, but his gaze is glued to my thighs where the soft
material has ridden up. It wasn’t my intention to try and seduce
him but it’s nice to know I do affect him after all.

I worried
after he didn’t even look at me earlier but maybe he was just
trying to be respectful. The lust burning in his gaze tells me he
wouldn’t mind seeing me naked. Godrick runs his hand over his beard
before whetting his lips. He shakes his head and returns his
attention to me.

“What do you
want to talk about, Keela?” I love that his voice has dropped an
octave and the way he says my name.

“Our mating,”
I reply honestly. I can see that I have shocked him, but this is a
talk we need to have before either of us can move forward. “We need
to talk about what we are going to do.”

Godrick nods.
“I know you’ve been through a lot and are not really open to me
being your mate.”

I feel like I
have been gut-punched. Is he going to refuse me? I know I wanted to
end this mating but knowing that he has put his life on hold to
take care of me and Joy has me rethinking our mating. As Raine
said, he is a good man and would be a good father. Seeing him with
my baby moments ago as she slept peacefully on his broad chest
almost brought me to my knees. There’s nothing more beautiful than
seeing a massive alpha male show his softer side with a child.

“I know that
you don’t know me, but I would like a chance. To be part of your
and Joy’s lives. Even if you choose to never be my mate, that will
be okay. What I don’t want is you trying to end this mating and
perhaps hurting or even killing yourself,” he speaks evenly. “I
wouldn’t be able to stand the thought of you being hurt because of
me.”

He watches me
closely as he speaks but I have been struck speechless. There are
so many things I want to say to him but all the words are stuck in
my throat. I can’t believe he’s willing to offer up his own
happiness, to forego ever being able to find his mate, just to make
sure I’m safe.

“If you don’t
want me near you,” he drops his gaze to stare at his clenched fists
as he speaks. “I can leave. I have been running for a long time so
even though it will certainly drive me insane if that’s what you
want, I will do it.”

I fling myself
at him before taking a moment to think it through. Stradling his
lap I place my hand over his mouth to keep him from saying anything
more. Godrick’s hands grip my hips tightly as he stares at me.

“Just…” I take
a deep breath, “Don’t talk. I need to say some things and I need
you to listen.” I wait until he nods before removing my hand and
continuing. “You’re right. Losing my mate has changed me. But so
has getting shot and almost dying. I was willing to end our mate
bond before even getting to know you or taking a chance. Waking up
to find you hear, listening to you with Joy, seeing you with her. I
was thinking I would like to get to know you better.” The last
sentence leaves me in a rush.

Godrick
massages my hips as he listens to me speak. “And what does that
mean, Keela?”

“I don’t
know!” I throw my hands in the air. “I know I was being unfair in
simply dismissing you. I know that you have shown you are a good
and decent man. And I know I don’t want to throw away this second
chance I’ve been gifted.”

“Good.”
Godrick smiles before slamming his lips to mine.


Chapter
Eleven

Godrick

 


Her words are
more than I could ever have dreamed to hear. To know that she isn’t
throwing me out and pushing me away is an amazing feeling. But the
moment our lips connect? I know I won’t ever be able to let her go.
Even if she wants me gone, I will always be in the shadows watching
over her and the little girl that has already stolen my heart.

Keela wriggles
on my lap, grinding against the erection behind my jeans. The
mating heat is rushing through both of us, pushing at our baser
urges, and sending us into a frenzy-like state. My first instinct
is to lay her down on the couch and mount her, fuck her so hard she
walks funny tomorrow. But I don’t, and there are two reasons for
that. First, she isn’t fully recovered yet. Second, I won’t be able
to stop myself from fully claiming her if I get her under me. I
need her to be completely sure that this is what she wants before I
can even think in that direction.

But that
doesn’t mean I can’t do anything. Running my lips down the column
of her neck, I enjoy the taste of her skin and the little sounds
she makes. Her nipples are pebbled through the thin material of my
t-shirt and I can’t resist the urge to tug on one.

“Shit,” Keela
mewls pressing her pussy down harder on my erection.

“Shh. It’s
okay. I’ve got you,” I murmur as I slip both my hands beneath the
t-shirt.

One hand
envelops her small breast, the nipple a hard little pebble in the
center of my palm. My other hand snakes between her thighs where I
know there isn’t a barrier to keep me from her slick heat. Delving
my fingers between her folds, I find her ready for me.

“You’re so
wet, Keela,” I murmur against her throat before nipping at her
earlobe.

I spear a
finger deep into her heat and watch as her entire body arches
backward. She is even more magnificent in the throws of passion.
Moving my hand I cup her pussy, penetrating her deeper while having
my thumb pressed down on her clit. Keela starts to move lightly but
that isn’t enough.

“Ride my hand,
Beautiful,” I whisper into her ear. “Show me how you are going to
ride my fat cock one day.”

She shivers
before smiling. Her hips rise and fall on my hand.

“Godrick,” she
cries out as an unexpected orgasm seizes her.

I continue to
work my hand against her as her walls flutter around me. I get lost
in the feel of her and the sounds she makes and hope to one day
experience her fully. When she finally slumps against my chest, I
slowly withdraw my hand before holding her tightly. Neither of us
speaks and soon Keela’s breathing evens out as she drifts off to
sleep on my chest.

My cock
strains painfully against my jeans and I already know I am going to
regret not taking my chance when I had it, but I won’t take
advantage of Keela. I want her to see me as worthy, and trying to
get her flat on her back at the first opportunity isn’t going to
get that accomplished.

After tucking
her back into bed I quietly leave, closing the door behind me. The
two guards stationed at Keela’s are standing to the left of the
gate chatting quietly. I make my way through the compound toward
the house that’s been assigned to me. The entire compound is quiet
and peaceful just as it should always be.

The moment I
close the door to my house I know something is wrong. I don’t see
anything when I look around, but I already know everything is not
the way I left it this morning after I came to shower before
returning to Keela and Joy.

“Hello,
brother.”

It’s the last
thing I hear before someone hits me over the head and I lose
consciousness.

****

Keela

 


When I wake
again I do it with a smile. Godrick and I have a long way to go but
I have a feeling we will get there. Already, I miss him being
close. Getting out of bed I see it’s still dark out, but I feel
rested. I jump in the shower so I can be ready when I see him
again, even though I don’t want to wash his scent off my skin.

Already I am
falling under his spell. Mere days ago, I was ready to do anything
to get rid of him and now I can’t wait to see him. The Goddess, it
seems, has chosen well in sending Godrick to be my second chance at
happiness. He really is selfless and the way he is with Joy warms
my heart.

Once I am out
of the shower and dressed, I head to the kitchen to make a cup of
coffee and run right into Caine.

“You’re
awake,” he states.

“Yup.” I smile
as I move around him toward my caffeine fix. “I already shifted
once. Might need another time or two to be at one hundred percent
but I am feeling so much better.”

“Keela,”
Peyton says softly. I know that tone of voice. It’s her ‘I have bad
news’ tone.

A shiver works
its way through my body as my mind starts to piece things together.
Godrick wasn’t here when I woke up. It’s the middle of the night
and my Alpha and Luna are both in my kitchen.

“Where is
Godrick?” I ask as calmly as I can.

“Keela,” Caine
starts, his voice filled with sympathy.

“Where. Is.
He?” I shout, my wolf already rising to the surface.

I won’t go
through this again. We may not be fully mated yet, but Godrick is
mine. I will tear whoever I have to, limb from limb.

“The
shikari has him,” Peyton says. “They took him and when Calum
tried to stop them, they kicked the ever-loving shit out of him and
tied him to a tree.” I can hear the anger in her voice and Caine is
visibly vibrating with rage.

“Then let’s go
get him!”

“It’s not that
simple,” Caine says as he starts pacing. “The shikari is
ruthless. Trained to get their mark and kill anyone that gets in
their way. We are lucky they left Calum alive.”

“So, you want
to do nothing?” I roar feeling my shift start.

“Calm
yourself,” Caine orders inflicting his voice with all the power he
holds. My wolf whimpers before retreating into my mind. “We need to
make sure we do this right. I won’t lose any more of my
people.”

“What is the
plan?” Peyton asks.

“Keela, get
Joy and make sure to pack some extra things,” Caine says spurring
me into action. “We are all going over to Max’s house. He will know
how to do this the right way.”

My heart beats
a mile a minute as I pack some of Joy’s things into a bag. I don’t
know how we are going to get Godrick back but I do know I’ll do
everything I can to make sure he’s safe. And then there will be no
more of this shit. I want my mate home.


Chapter
Twelve

Godrick

 


When I woke, I
knew I was no longer in the compound. I could feel the movement of
a vehicle beneath me as we traveled further away from my new home.
I keep my eyes closed and my breathing level as I let my other
senses catalog everything around me. I seem to be fine although
uncomfortable in my bindings. My mouth feels like it has been
stuffed full of cotton wool but that is the aftereffect of the
sedative they used to knock me out.

“I know you’re
awake,” my brother Finn says.

I don’t speak
but I do open my eyes to glare at him. Neither of us is willing to
end the stare-off as the engine rumbles. I am in the back of a van
with my brother, while two other men are in the front.

“Stop doing
that,” he hisses. “There is no way out. You will be taken back to
the Nacht Pack to face the consequences of your desertion.”

Disdain and
disgust drip from every word. I wonder what my father told him to
cause him to hate me so much. I have always been close with my
brother but he can’t even stand looking at me right now.

“I have the
right to live the life I choose.”

“No,” he cuts
me off. “You are bound by tradition. The fact that you were too
afraid to face me, knowing you couldn’t win.” He shakes his head in
disappointment.

“Afraid of
you?” I bark out a laugh. “Both father and I were painfully aware
of how that fight would have ended. You dead at my feet.”

“What?” Finn
balks.

“You really
thought I ran out of fear?” I tilt my head as I study my brother.
Our father really has done a number on him while I was away. “I
left because I loved you so much, I couldn’t stand the thought of
hurting you, much less killing you.”

“You’re a
liar,” Finn rages.

“Take a moment
and think. Have I ever lied to you?”

Finn falls
silent, thinking over my words. I hope he realizes the truth before
it’s too late. If the shikari gets me back to my pack it
will be too late to undo any of this. My heart longs for Keela as I
remember our last moments together. If Finn doesn’t change his
mind, if he doesn’t let me go, I will never have a chance to tell
her how much I want her. I will never have the chance to build a
life with her and Joy. My heart breaks thinking about what she will
go through when she finds me gone.

Will they know
that I have been taken or will she think I left of my own volition?
Will this be the thing that finally breaks her, or will she be
strong enough to continue living?

“Please don’t
do this, Finn,” I beg softly. “Don’t take me back for our father to
judge. You know he’s going to kill me, and I just found something
worth living for.”

“Father is
dead,” Finn replies. “He died shortly after you left. The
disappointment was too much to handle. His perfect, firstborn son,
betraying him, his pack, and tradition. It killed him.”

Sadness sweeps
over me at the loss of a father I once loved, but it is fleeting.
“He could have stopped me. All he had to do was change his mind. It
never had to be this way.”

“There was
nothing he could have done. It is the way it has always been,” Finn
says dismissively.

“No!” I bark
out the lone word loudly. He was Alpha and as the Alpha, his word
is law. All he had to do was say the fight between us was no longer
until the death and I would have stayed.”

“What are you
going on about? All fights for the position of Alpha are to the
death. It doesn’t matter if it’s with a family member, a pack
member, or an outsider.”

“No, Finn,” I
say sadly, realizing that my father has manipulated him far more
than I thought. “Very few packs still fight to the death, and even
less still use the shikari. That way of life, those
traditions are dying out. Pack life is no longer about the
hierarchy but about community.”

My brother
stares at me blankly as I continue. “The pack you took me from?
They have opened my eyes to a new way of living. Their Alpha
welcomed me into his pack and his home, the Luna has made me her
friend, and her mate accepts her decisions. There are other
would-be Alphas that were thrown out of their packs but are welcome
into the Katu pack, because even if you lose a fight, you aren’t
simply useless. I am valued, my opinion matters.”

“And you would
rather be there than with your own family?” he sneers.

“Yes, brother.
My mate, my little girl, they are there.”

“I can smell
you aren’t mated and when the fuck did you have time to have a
kid?” Surprise coats his voice.

“That doesn’t
matter,” I say evenly. “What does matter is that you need to be
perfectly clear on what I will do to get back to them. I will kill
anyone who stands in my way, brother or not, to get back to my
family. Don’t you doubt that!”

****

Keela

 


It takes Max
all of fifteen minutes to get a plan together and pick up on
Godrick’s scent. Never in my life have I been so grateful to have
his talents as a tracker at my disposal.

“You need to
stay here,” Caine says as they load up the truck.

“No.”

“Keela…” He
sighs. “Don’t make me compel you.”

“Don’t you
dare,” Peyton challenges from beside me. “She has the right to go
with you. To help get her mate back.”

Caine glares
at Peyton as a growl rises in his throat.

“Do you think
anyone would be able to keep Peyton here if it was you that was
taken?” Talon asks. “Or me, if it was Calum?”

“You may be
our Alpha,” Saphire speaks up. “And we love and respect the hell
out of you but if you leave Keela here, you’ll have more problems
than just the shikari.”

“You’ll go
after him? On your own?” Caine’s gaze bounces from me to his mate,
and to the rest of the women around me. Each of them stood beside
me and supported me. “Fine,” he grumbles. “But you get to explain
this to Godrick when he tries to kill me for taking you along.”

I nod before
hopping in the back seat of the truck.

“I’ve got
Joy,” Peyton says after I roll down the window. “Just be safe.”

A moment later
we are on the road, traveling at breakneck speed, trying to make up
for the time we have lost. My mind drifts to Godrick. Everything I
still want to learn about him, things I want to share with him. My
heart feels like it might shatter at any moment, thinking of never
seeing him again.

The atmosphere
in the car is tense, and none of us are speaking. The drive seems
to draw out for hours and hours but it isn’t long before Max pulls
the truck off to the side of the road. On the other side of the
road is a nondescript motel with two older model cars and a blue
van parked in front.

“They are in
one of the rooms,” Max says as he watches the building.

My breathing
accelerates and my wolf scratches at the corners of my mind. We are
so close to him. What are they doing to him? If they hurt him, I
will kill each and every person involved in this shit show.

“Keela,” Caine
says calmly. “You need to get your wolf under control. We need to
be in control at all times.”

I nod before
taking deep breaths, pushing her back into submission. “What are we
going to do?”

“I am going to
walk up to the door, knock, and tell them to give him back to me,”
he states calmly as he opens the door. “As the Alpha of the Katu
pack, one of the largest packs on the continent, I have a certain
amount of power I can wield. Even over the shikari.”

“And if that
doesn’t work?” Marc asks from beside me.

“Then we take
him back by force,” Max says.

I exit the
truck and cross the street walking behind Caine, Max, and Marc.
None of them tried to tell me to stay in the truck because they all
knew it wouldn’t help. I didn’t come along to be left behind when
it mattered.

Caine knocks
on the door Max chooses, allowing Godrick’s scent to lead in the
right direction. I listen to the footsteps as they near us before
the door swings open. A young shifter, probably no older than
twenty-five, stands before us. His gaze sweeps over all four of us
before he swings the door open wide and allows us to enter. Max
enters first, and at his nod we follow.

Inside we find
another young man, identical to the first, Godrick tied to a chair,
and a man who looks like Godrick but is smaller in stature. My only
thought is to get to Godrick but I remain still as I take in the
scene. My wolf is on high alert, ready to attack at any moment. The
situation is charged and I am sure someone is going to die before
we leave this room.

“Keela,” my
mate groans. “Why did you bring her here, Caine?”

It’s then I
see that his lip is split and his left eye is already swelling
shut. Rage unlike anything I have ever felt before floods my
system.

“Caine laughs
as if nothing is wrong. “Do you really think I had a choice?”

“So, you are
the great and merciful Alpha,” the man that looks like Godrick
spits out. “Being led around by the females of your pack.”

Max growls
lowly. “Watch yourself, boy.”

“Everyone
needs to calm down,” Caine says loudly using his alpha compulsion.
“This doesn’t need to end badly for anyone. Just let Godrick go and
we’ll be on our way. No harm, no foul.”

The twins
stand side by side assessing the situation but neither of them
moves to intervene. The other man starts laughing maniacally.

“My brother is
not leaving with anyone. He is going back to the Nacht Pack to face
what he has done.”

“And what has
he done?” I ask loudly. “He left his pack and his home to save your
life. Fat lot of help that did.”

“You must be
the mate,” he sneers. “Do you know what happens to unclaimed mates
in my pack? It’s not pretty. Maybe I will take you with us and give
you to the soldiers after I cut my miserable brother’s head
off.”

Everything
happens all at once. I lunge at him but Marc grabs me around the
waist and holds me back. Godrick lets loose a godawful roar that
rattles the windows in their panes and one of the twins steps
forward and snaps his neck with ruthless efficiency.

Marc releases
me the instant Godrick’s brother’s lifeless body hits the floor.
Instantly I am beside him, on my knees, trying to undo the ropes
that hold him in place. When I finally get him free, he lifts me
onto his lap and cradles me in his arms.

“Please,
Keela,” he rasps against my hair. “Don’t cry.”

Its only then
that I realize I have been crying.”


Chapter
Thirteen

Godrick

 


The drive back
to the compound feels like it takes forever. The shikari
twins have loaded Finn into the back of the van and cleaned the
motel room with ruthless efficiency. They follow behind us as we
drive back toward the Katu pack compound. Keela is curled up in my
lap, her arms locked behind my neck. Every so often she nuzzles my
neck, taking deep breaths of my scent.

I have no idea
what will become of the twins but that is not my decision to make.
Caine is already on the phone, letting the Nacht Pack know that
they no longer have an alpha. What they choose to do from here is
up to them. He has opened his pack to any shifters that want to
join us. I know I won’t be returning there. I neither want nor need
to return to a place so filled with poison.

The moment the
truck stops inside the compound walls the women flock toward us
followed by Calum and Talon. Everyone is grateful to have us
returned safely. Their support and love pours forth and envelops
us, welcoming us home.

Keela finally
allows me to put her down and stands talking with Sapphire when I
feel a hand on my shoulder. “Joy is sleeping,” Peyton says. “Caine
and I are going to keep her with us for a couple of days.”

The glimmer in
her eye tells me exactly what she is trying to do. Caine smiles at
me before making a shooing motion to get me going. Mere moments
later everyone has left, the twins following behind Caine, leaving
us alone beside the truck.

Keela stares
at me and I can see the pain and uncertainty in her gaze. “I
thought you were gone.”

I take long
strides toward her before lifting her back into my arms where she
belongs. I don’t stop walking until I have crossed the compound and
closed the door to my house safely behind us. I carry her all the
way to my bedroom before sitting on the bed with her in my
arms.

“I told you,”
I say softly as I kiss her forehead. “I’m not going anywhere unless
you tell me to.”

“I don’t ever
want you to leave.” She kisses my jaw, turning to straddle me.

“Keela,” I
groan as her lips touch mine. “It’s been a hell of a day and
everyone’s emotions are running high.”

“Yes,” she
says and smiles before starting to unbutton the purple shirt she’s
wearing.

My hands cover
hers, stopping her from undoing more buttons. “You’re killing me,”
I groan. “But I don’t want you to make this decision lightly. If
you let me do this, there is no going back.”

“Godrick…”
Keela kisses me deeply. “I made this decision yesterday. I was just
too chicken shit to go through with it.”

I search her
gaze, trying to find anything that proves contrary to her words but
she seems as sure of this as anything else. I want her more than I
have ever wanted anything else. I am not going to let the chance to
claim my mate pass me by.

****

Keela

 


The moment his
decision is made I find myself flat on my back, the big alpha
between my spread thighs.

“I going to
fucking devour you.” His deep baritone washes over me sending goose
bumps skittering across my skin. His fingers deftly flick open the
remaining buttons on my shirt.

“Fuck me,
woman.” He wipes his hand across his mouth as he stares at my
uncovered breasts before taking a nipple into his mouth.

My hands
tangle into his long, silky hair, pulling him closer to me. My hips
lift from the bed grinding hard onto his erection. My need is
running high and all I want is to mount this man and ride him like
a fucking pony. But Godrick has other plans as he grabs my hips and
keeps me pinned to the bed.

“I’ve been
thinking of this moment since I first caught your scent. I’m not
just going to jump on you. I am going to take my time”—he runs his tongue between my breasts—“touch, and kiss, and taste, every part of your
body.” He nips at my lips.

“I want you
begging me before I finally slip my cock into this little
pussy”—he cups me through my
shorts—“and then I am going to fuck you
good and hard until you beg me to stop.”

“Yes,” I moan
loudly trying to get any kind of friction against my needy sex.

Godrick roams
his hands over my torso before grabbing onto my shorts. He undoes
the button and lifts both my legs over one of his shoulders as he
slips them off. “Fuck,” he says lowly. “Do you ever wear
underwear?”

“I didn’t want
to have too many layers in your way.” I let out on a sigh.

He shifts me
again so that I am now spread open to him, a leg on each of his
broad-muscled shoulders as he stares at my exposed sex. He stares
for so long that I think he may not like what he sees. But then he
dives in like a starved man. He laps and sucks at me like I am his
last meal. It doesn’t take long for me to reach the cusp of my
pleasure and crash over into oblivion, his name a prayer on my
lips.

I expect him
to stop, to finally seek out his own pleasure and complete our
mating, but Godrick has other plans. Two fingers are harshly thrust
into me as he nips at my engorged clitoris.

“Again,” he
murmurs again my wet folds. I can’t help but comply, my body bowing
to his will as another orgasm rises to the surface. It is only
after he has wrung a third orgasm from me that he finally lowers my
legs, peppering kisses over my stomach and torso.

“Are you sure
this is what you want?” he asks me. “Because I can stop now. I
can’t guarantee I will be able to if we go any further. And if you
let me put my claim on you, you are mine. Joy is mine.”

“Yes,” I moan
loudly. “Show me. Fuck me, mate me. I am yours.” I open my legs
ever wider to accommodate him.

It only takes
him a moment to remove his t-shirt, putting all those bulging
muscles and dark chest hair on display for my enjoyment. I’m so
entranced by the tattoos on his chest that I miss the moment he
unzips his jeans before freeing his cock but that soon has my full
attention. Godrick is all man, all over. He pushes his jeans
further down his thighs before taking his cock in hand and slowly
stroking it.

I am dying of
anticipation as he runs his hand up and down his impressive length
but what has me trying to bring my thighs together is the girth of
the monster in his hand. But that doesn’t help. Godrick simply
leans forward and pushes my legs back open using his own muscled
thighs.

“Don’t,” he
commands, and my legs fall open instantly.

Holding his
cock in his hand, he leans over me and rubs the head through my
folds coating himself in my desire and bumping against my clit
every so often. I’m a squirming mess beneath him and I’m sure I
have already soaked his bedding, but he doesn’t seem to care. He
feels like heated steel against my entrance as he slips just the
head in. Petting my clit lightly, he feeds no more than an inch
into me.

“Please,” I
beg. “You wanted me to beg and I’m begging.” He fills me in one
full stroke, stretching me. “Yes!” my scream rends the silence in
the room. “Yes, yes, yes,” I continue to chant as he strokes into
me with a brutal rhythm.

Just as
another orgasm threatens to crash over me, Godrick pulls out and
expertly flips me over. I don’t get the opportunity to complain
before he is penetrating me again from behind. At this angle, he
feels so much deeper and I scream in ecstasy as my orgasm crests
and crashes over me. My vision becomes blurry and my arms give out
as he continues his pushing pace.

A hard smack
to my left ass cheek has me yelping out in shock. Godrick tangles
his hand in my hair and uses it to leverage my body back into his.
The sting on my ass and the prickle of my scalp sends tremors of
pleasure through my body directly to my clit. Godrick’s hips have
yet to stop pistoning into me, and although my bones feel like
jelly, I don’t think I ever want him to stop.

The fingers
not tangled in my hair make their way across my breasts, over my
stomach, and between my legs.

“No more,” I
moan as he starts to rub tight little circles harshly over my
clit.

“Yes,” he
rasps in my ear. “You’re going to come for me again. Then I am
going to flood this perfect little pussy with my seed while I sink
my teeth into you.” He runs his sharp, elongated fangs over the
soft spot below my neck. “I am going to breed you with my young and
mate you all in one fell swoop. Bind you to me forever.”

“Oh my God!” I
scream when he smacks my pussy. I was sure I couldn’t come again
but clearly I was wrong.

My entire body
convulses as the most potent orgasm of my life sweeps over me. The
muscles in my channel contract harshly around his length pulling
him even deeper into me, milking him for all he’s worth. Godrick
roars to the ceiling as I chant his name like some kind of obscene
prayer and then he strikes. It’s not a gentle bite, no, this is a
marking. I feel his canines scrape along the bone in my
collarbone.

His motions
become harried and he loses his rhythm and spasm after spasm rocks
us both. His seed floods my pussy and my womb, and I pray to all
that is holy that I survive because I need to do this again.


Epilogue

Godrick

 


Six Months
Later

“So, what did
Xavia say? Am I right?” I can’t help but be cocky. I already know
I’m right. But my mate wanted to confirm.

“Yes, oh
handsome one,” she said. She rolls her eyes as she pours herself
some iced tea. “You were right. We are having twins.”

“Told you so.”
I smack her ass as she walks past me. “It seems to be a thing
around here. Maybe it’s something in the water.”

“Then I’m not
drinking the water anyone.” She laughs as I grab her wrist and tug
her down onto my lap.

At that moment
Sayer walks in with Joy on his hip. “Mama!” she shouts and squirms
to be let down. She toddles her way over and Keela lifts her to
join us on the couch.

Sayer smiles
before taking a seat opposite us. “I take it your appointment went
well?” he asks Keela.

It’s amazing
how six months and a proper pack can change people. The twins came
with us that day my brother died looking for a new life and a way
out of the shikari. Seeing as they were the last two
members, that was also the end of that.

Both have
flourished living within the pack and our home and have become
valued members of the pack. The war with the Hunters looms in the
near future, and having skilled fighters and trackers helping Max
train the rest of the pack enables us to breathe a little easier.
Raleigh has so much computer savvy that he has redone everything
Calum and Max were trying to do, making it safer for our pack while
we prepare for the battle ahead.

“Yes,” Keela
says and smiles as she rubs at her swollen stomach. “But there is
another set of twins on the way.”

Sayer laughs
freely and soon his brother joins us too. Looking around the living
room, I smile and take it all in. Who would have thought that when
I ran from my home, my pack, and tradition, I would find
happiness?

It just goes
to prove that your best life may be hiding just around the corner.
You never know.

 


The End







 


 


www.jademarshallauthor.com

 







 


Other Books by Jade
Marshall:

 


www.evernightpublishing.com/jade-marshall






 


 


If you enjoyed this book, you may also
like:

 



Infernal Desires by Faedra Rose

 



Wings of Passion by Kelly
Nicolson

 



Craving
His Virgin Mate by
Sam Crescent

 








 


 


BONUS SAMPLE CHAPTER

 


 


 


THE WOLF

 


Gypsy
Bastards MC, 1

 


Jade
Marshall

 


Copyright © 2020

 


[image: ]

Sample
Chapter

Hadley

 


I hate my
job.

It isn’t
something I say to get people to pity me. I genuinely hate working
at Mary’s Rib Shack. I hate the mauve one-piece uniform,
made of an awful, itchy fabric. I hate that the owner likes us to
show off our assets, which means our uniforms are short around the
legs and low around the neck. I don’t particularly enjoy showing
off my barely-there B cups, especially not to our clientele.
I hate that Mary’s is in downtown Gypsy Falls and the people who
show up here are sketchy at best, but most are completely creepy.
But Mary pays in cash and I need to stay off the grid.

This isn’t
something I’ve done out of choice but more out of necessity.
Growing up around an outlaw motorcycle club, which I then managed
to piss off—through no fault of my own, might I add—means running
and hiding to stay alive. If King were to ever get his hands on me,
I wouldn’t survive. Knowing that death chases me daily and could
catch up with me at any moment ensures I always keep my head
down.

The area where
the diner is located is far from ideal, with drug dealers on every
second corner and a nonexistent police response rate. From the
linoleum flooring that’s cracked and peeling in places, to the
faded leather booth seats, and the god-awful music, there isn’t a
single thing about Mary’s Rib Shack that I don’t hate.

I work the
evening shift until closing time, from four in the afternoon until
around midnight. I want to be able to work my way out of this
hellhole and provide a better life for myself. I have aspirations
and being a waitress isn’t one of them.

One day, I
want to be able to open my own tattoo parlor. For as long as I can
remember, I’ve loved drawing and through the years, I’ve honed my
craft. Add to that the fact I did an apprenticeship at a tattoo
parlor, learning from one of the best, and you have my dream. The
only thing I want to do for the rest of my life.

“Hey, can we
get some more coffee over here?” the man with the biker’s cut
sitting in my section all but yells at me.

Earlier, I saw
them enter and a chill ran right down my spine. My first instinct
was to run, to get the hell out of here as quickly as my legs could
carry me. After catching a glimpse of their patches and not
recognizing their club, I was able to calm myself.

My hands
shake, and my legs feel weak as I make my way to their table.
Bikers terrify me. Not some bikers, but all bikers.

The three
other guys with him seem rather normal-looking although anyone with
eyes can tell that’s not the case. One blond and two with
dark-brown hair, all of them with protruding beer bellies. The
fourth man, the one who just spoke and whom I’m assuming is the
leader of this merry band of misfits, gives me the straight-up
chills.

He’s large,
burly, and bald, with a snake tattoo running down his arm to his
wrist. It’s garish and badly done with absolutely no detail. The
man looks me over with eyes the color of mud as I refill the cups.
There’s no depth to his eyes, just a flat deadness, and I try to
avoid eye contact at all costs. I refill all four cups and start to
move away when a large hand clamps around my wrist and pulls me
back. Again, I feel this crawling sensation running over my skin.
It takes everything I have within me not to pull away from his
grip.

“Why don’t you
sit down with us for a minute, darling?” the leader drawls at
me.

“I can’t. I’m
on shift and have to get back to my customers,” I reply while
trying to pull my arm from his grip.

My breathing
becomes shallow and a shiver works its way through my body. The
need to get his hands off me is almost overwhelming.

“Well, now,
Mary won’t mind, and the other waitress can see to your customers
while you have a seat with us.”

He uses a tone
that’s supposed to be reassuring but simply serves to creep me out
even more. He yanks on my arm and I lose my balance, toppling
forward and pouring half the remaining coffee down the front of his
pants.

“You stupid
fucking whore,” he bellows.

Before I can
react, he backhands me across the face, causing me to fall. My head
connects with the counter and then the floor with a resounding
thud. Lying on the floor, all I can think is this is it, my last
day at Mary’s. I would rather live on the fucking street
than work here one more day. Regaining my senses and opening
my eyes, I find complete chaos around me. All the guys from the
table are on their feet. The two dark-haired men are holding back
the guy who just slapped me. He’s doing his best to pull away from
their grip and has his eyes trained on the front door to the
diner.

Storm, my best
friend, stands in the doorway. She’s a petite Asian woman with long
black hair streaked with purple, full sleeve tattoos—courtesy of
myself, a small waist, and an awesome set of all-natural C-cup
breasts. Storm knows how to defend herself from the time she spent
living on the street. She may be a stripper, but she will never let
a man get the upper hand again. Apparently, she learned a painful
lesson and quickly found someone to teach her how to defend
herself.

In three-inch
stilettos with her gun pointed straight at him, she stands her
ground in front of this monster of a man.

“Viper, why
don’t you take your little cronies and leave?” She’s deadly calm in
the face of this man and for a moment, I envy her confidence. I
haven’t moved from my spot on the floor and simply watch their
exchange like the coward I have become.

“You know good
and well that your kind isn’t welcome around here. Or do I need to
make a call?” She appears calm while taking her phone out of the
back pocket of her jeans.

Viper tries to
charge at her again but the blond man steps between them.

“Time to go,”
he says, and the other two men start pulling Viper toward the door
on the other side of the diner.

“I’m gonna get
you. You and your little waitress friend. You’re gonna pay. You
hear me, Storm? You and that little cock tease!” he bellows as he’s
dragged out. “That pussy club ain’t gonna save you.”

As soon as
they are on the motorcycles and roaring into the distance, Storm
puts her gun back in her purse and rushes over to me. “Oh, sweetie.
Are you okay?” she inquires while pushing my hair from my face to
inspect the damage.

“Hurts like a
bitch but I’ll live. Gonna be blue tomorrow and I’ll probably have
an egg on my head later, but I’ll be fine,” I assure her as I push
up from the floor. “Thanks for the help.”

Storm looks at
me with sympathy in her eyes, something I despise more than I can
ever explain. I hate being seen for the weak, broken, scared little
girl I become once I am faced with something that triggers my past.
My past affects me more than I would like to admit, even to myself.
So many things can trigger me and have me turning back in on
myself. For years, I have secluded myself from people except for a
select few. My friendship with Storm often pushes my boundaries and
I feel like she is helping me rejoin the world again, one little
push at a time.

As she opens
her mouth to respond, Mary comes shrieking around the corner.

“You stupid
bitches. Do you know what you’ve done?”

Her face is
blood red from the lack of oxygen during her rant and her
over-styled, bleach-blonde hair flies all over the place.

“Those
assholes are gonna burn my place to the fucking ground because of
the two of you!”

“What the fuck
is wrong with you?” Storm turns a glare on her. “One of your staff
members was just attacked, and all you can worry about is your
business? What kind of person are you?”

Mary stares
daggers at Storm as I pull myself to my feet.

“What’s wrong
with me?” Mary continues shrieking. “Do you know who the fuck those
guys were and how bad it can get when you fuck with them?”

“Yes, I do,”
Storm says calmly. “Those are the limp-dick Mongrels MC and ain’t
shit gonna happen to anyone. Pope is gonna lose his shit when he
hears they were in his territory.”

Mary pales
when she seems to realize Storm actually knows what she’s talking
about.

“Now,” Storm
says, looking back at me over her shoulder, “I am gonna take Hadley
home and get some ice on her face. You’re gonna cover her tables
and still pay her for the hours she’s missing. Because that’s what
a good boss would do.”

“Oh, go choke
on a dick, Storm. You won’t be telling me how to run my goddamn
business. Why don’t you and Hadley just get her shit and get out
because I don’t need to draw any more attention.”

She calmly
turns to me and, looking me in the eyes, says, “You’re fired.”

Before I can
think it through or contemplate my actions, my fist flies out and
connects with Mary’s nose.

She gives an
undignified shriek as she cups her nose. “You cunt! You broke my
fucking nose.”

I stare at her
before regaining my footing. Today may have been my breaking point.
I have never—and I mean never—in my life laid hands on another
person. “Oh, bite me, Mary. You’re a fucking bitch and I quit.”

Between
hitting Mary, telling her to piss off, and quitting my job, I feel
like I’m on top of the world. For the first time I can remember, I
stood up for myself.

With what I’m
sure is a seriously crazy smile on my face, I turn away from her. I
head to the back of the diner where my personal effects are in a
locker and change out of my shitty uniform. Taking a deep breath, I
realize what I have just done. I stood up for myself but in the
process, I’ve quit the only job I have. How am I going to pay rent,
buy food, or pay for my damn car repairs? I am so fucked.

Instead of
lingering on that, I square my shoulders and walk out to the front.
People are crowded around Mary while Storm is smirking from her
spot at the front door. Looking back at Mary, I smile. As I walk
out of the diner, I give a single finger salute in farewell, light
up a smoke, and walk home.
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