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 Prologue 
 
    Tonight is much colder and darker than usual. The temperatures have dropped dramatically, leaving a crisp chill in the air. As I look up from the ground, an icy blast of wind gusts in my face and almost blows the hood off of my head. Instantly, I tremble from the cold and snuggle my perfect little package against my chest for warmth. I blow out a visible breath that somehow gives me an ominous feeling. So much is riding on this visit. I really should have called first, or at the very least, attempted to do so. Realistically, I know better than to try anything like that. No form of communication is truly safe. Information about me can be bought, and people with money often run rampant with control and power. I can only hope my friend will be up and willing to help me. I have no one else to turn to. Considering the impending weather, walking two miles from my motel room to her house is risky, but it’s the safest way. Assuming I wasn't followed, this is the best chance we have. 
 
    Passing a small garden to the side of the porch, I keep my head down and my face covered with the hood of my sweater as I approach the quaint little house. Even in the dark, you can tell it is well tended. I notice a blanket on some of the bushes to help them fight off the chill throughout the night. Avoiding the porch light that will illuminate my face, I slowly walk up the stairs. I glance around quickly as I knock on the door with a sudden staggering sense of urgency.  
 
    The only reason I'm still alive today is thanks to that sixth sense, my gut, telling me when to hide, fight, or flee. Right now, I feel rushed like I need to move and move fast. I pound on the door again, and I am rewarded when I hear footsteps a few moments later. I release a breath that I didn’t even realize I was holding. A slender blonde woman answers the door, eyes half-lidded from sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Who’s there?” She asks, cracking the door open a few inches. 
 
      
 
    “Me, old friend,” I squeak out, as I move to stand in the light and lower my hood revealing my face.  
 
      
 
    She peeks out of the cracked door to get a better look and gasps.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my!!” She says, before embracing me in an extraordinarily strong hug.  
 
      
 
    I am careful to not crush the tightly wrapped bundle in my arms, in which she has yet to realize I’m holding. 
 
      
 
    “Can’t breathe,” I choke out. 
 
      
 
    She lets go and takes a step back, looking like she genuinely can’t believe it is me.  
 
      
 
    “Can I come in?” I ask, glancing around again; making sure I wasn’t followed. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, of course, come in. I'm so sorry I…just...in shock…is all.” She stammers through a big smile. 
 
      
 
    I follow her as she turns back into her house through an arched entryway to her living room. The room boasts a comfortable looking blue recliner and a matching love seat. Arriving at the couch, I sit down at the opposite end facing her. 
 
      
 
    “Where have you been? What happened? Your parents told everyone you were dead!” She blurts out in one long breath. 
 
      
 
    I sigh heavily as I gently shift the bundle in my arms while struggling to get comfortable on the couch. During my struggle is when she notices the sleeping baby completely wrapped in cozy blankets in a lame attempt to shield her from the world. Her face pales, and for a moment, she looks catatonic. If the situation weren’t so dire, I would laugh at my childhood best friend. 
 
      
 
    “Natalie, take a breath! I'll explain as much as I can, without putting you in any unnecessary danger.” I shout to interrupt her catatonic state.  
 
      
 
    Natalie’s curiosity is burning on her face as she takes a moment to compose her features before nodding her head. Seeing that she is ready for whatever I can throw at her, I take a deep breath as I unbundle the blanket. Carefully, I shift to show her my beautiful blue-eyed baby with dark brown hair, the same shade as mine.  
 
      
 
    “This is my daughter, Amara. She's two weeks old.” I say, smiling. It is impossible not to smile while looking at her. 
 
      
 
    “We are in danger, and her father is gone. He is no longer able to protect us.” I say, waiting a few moments to see how she will react. 
 
      
 
    “That doesn’t answer any of my questions,” Natalie says. 
 
      
 
    One of the many things I love about her is her typical cut-straight-to-the-chase manner.  
 
      
 
    “You’re right! Honestly, I doubt I can even answer most of your questions. Not because I don’t want to but because there isn’t time for a full explanation. What I can tell you, I will.” I say. 
 
      
 
    Before she can interrupt, I continue, “My parents told you I was dead because they disowned me with extreme prejudice. Obviously, they lied about me being dead, but saying I died was so much easier and less shameful than telling everyone the truth.”  
 
      
 
    I take another deep breath, bracing myself to answer the question that I know is coming. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” Natalie asks, wasting no time in asking the simple yet damning question. 
 
      
 
    “Because of who fate chose as my mate. Amara’s father was a werewolf and a prince no less!” I say as I relinquish a bitter laugh at the irony. 
 
      
 
    “You have got be shitting me,” Natalie thunders, rejecting her natural aversion towards foul language.  
 
      
 
    I stare at her, entirely shocked for a second. 
 
      
 
    “I wish that I were. Not because of the laws or any of the punishments. Honestly, I never cared about those damn laws; neither of us did. That was why it was so easy when we were together to forget that there were very few who think like us and so many who would be against it. Our relationship was quickly discovered, and we were both banished from our homes and families. All because we chose love over our species and blood laws. It was worth it. Every second with him was worth it. I would do it all again in a heartbeat.” I say defensively. 
 
      
 
    Natalie’s eyes soften at my passionate outburst.  
 
      
 
    “I'm sorry, I am just trying to make sense of all this. I’m still struggling with the fact that you’re still alive.” She says.  
 
      
 
    “I know Natalie, and I’m sorry. Really, I am. This isn’t just a friendly visit to say hey I'm not really dead or to catch up on old times. We desperately need your help! Amara’s father was killed, protecting us from the rogues that his family hired. They were trying to kill me, not him. They didn’t know I was pregnant back then. They don’t know that she has been born either. I need your help protecting her. This beautiful, innocent baby.” I say weakly, letting out an exhausted breath. 
 
      
 
    “Rogues are still after me, and they won’t stop until they get me! I have come to terms with my fate. My choices were mine, and she shouldn’t have to suffer for them. If people know about her, then her life will be in great danger! As it is right now, nobody even knows she exists.” I plead. 
 
      
 
    “Amara is so special. The first of her kind. We have never mixed our races before because of the laws. Honestly, I’m not sure what she’ll be like growing up. Until she is old enough to understand, I think it's safer to have her raised as one of us.” I explain.  
 
      
 
    I hope Natalie understands the possibility of the danger to herself by raising Amara. I only wish I had the time to explain it to her adequately, but I can feel that sense of urgency returning. The need to flee quickly, a tightening in my stomach, like a weighted knot. 
 
      
 
    “I understand, but what would you have me do?” She asks with a confused look on her face. 
 
      
 
    “I have to ask you the biggest favor I’ve ever asked anyone in my life. I need you to raise Amara as your own child. Protect her as your own and most importantly love her as your own. Know that you are my only option, but even if you weren’t you are the only person, I would ever trust with this. Also, assuming you do say yes, please give her this letter before her eighteenth birthday. She won’t completely understand who she is until she reads it.” I say as I pull out a white sealed envelope from inside my sweater.  
 
      
 
    I feel so drained, this constant running and looking over my shoulder has me weary. Natalie sits there with a distant expression on her face. I know she’s lost in thought while contemplating what she should do. I’m grateful for the few moments of silence. I relax, just a little bit, for the first time in what feels like forever. It seems like a lifetime ago that I was able to enjoy a few moments that weren’t filled with fear. 
 
      
 
    “I will do it.” Natalie finally says, interrupting my thoughts.  
 
      
 
    “But what will happen to you? Are you going to let them kill you?” She quickly adds.  
 
      
 
    “Not without a fight!” I say while smiling. 
 
      
 
    Looking at my daughter for a final time, I commit every feature and every minute detail to memory. Scrutinizing her beautiful blue eyes and thick lashes, I kiss Amara on her sleeping head. I then hand her and the letter over to Natalie, doing my best not to cry. 
 
      
 
    “I need to go now, so there’s no chance that I’m tracked here. I wish I could do so much more than just say thank you. As it is, I know I will never be able to repay you.” I say as the tears start to stream unhindered down my face. 
 
      
 
    “Nonsense, do what you have to do to ensure your family’s safety but know that I will do everything in my power to protect her.” She says, smiling with glistening eyes. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “With my life, Andromeda!” Natalie says, with quiet confidence when I am almost to the door.  
 
      
 
    It’s a vow commonly used between our people. I smile, knowing she means it as I open the door and walk out to embrace my fate head-on.  
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 PART 1 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1: Amara 
 
    “Get up you lazy bitch! You had better not be late for school again! I swear if they call me one more goddamn time!!!” Bob yells loudly through the door.  
 
      
 
    Shouting is entirely unnecessary. The door is paper thin, like two pieces of particle board stuck together.  
 
      
 
    “I’m up!” I quickly shout back, cutting him off before he could finish his threat with the traditional “or else,” and especially before he can think about coming into my room. Seriously, Bob gives me the creeps.  
 
      
 
    I crawl out of bed and grab my clothes for the day. An everyday white bra and panty set along with a long-sleeve red shirt to go with my dark-blue jeans. I head towards the only bathroom down the hall. I had learned quickly to always make sure that I take my clothes to the bathroom with me. I now dress as fast as a humanly possible after my shower. I’m the only girl in the apartment which is shared with a delinquent boy named Derrick. He is about a month younger than me.  
 
    Bob is my current and most likely last foster parent. I have no idea how the state can continue to let Bob-the-drunk foster children. How is it possible that they don't see that he is only in it for the beer money? He started fostering children with his wife fourteen years ago. I assumed her death two years ago is what turned him into a sour mean drunk bastard. I say sour because I often smell the alcohol seeping out of his pores through his sweat. I’ve been here for about eight months, and I am shocked that a social worker hasn’t noticed he’s inebriated ninety-five percent of the time. I'm guessing he sobers up just enough to pass for a suitable guardian around those annual check-ins. Otherwise, there's no way someone would place kids in this hellhole. This is what happens when there are too many cases for social services to keep track of and not enough funding or resources for them to do their job. I have a social worker that I only see once or twice a year, usually just before my birthday. 
 
    Once I make it to the bathroom, I start the water, waiting for it to be warm enough to get in. I take my shower quickly, not wanting to use all the hot water and give Derrick another reason to complain, which would undoubtedly result in me getting into trouble. In this house, that isn’t hard to do. Women have no rights; they do what they're told or else! As if having a vagina, somehow, makes me less of a human being. I’ve only had to endure the "or else" a few times before I learned that it was easier to do what I’m told. It’s freaking barbaric thinking. Both of my housemates are idiots. At least I only have four months until I turn eighteen. Then I’m finally free from this wretched hellhole. 
 
    Once I'm clean and dry, I dress rapidly because the flimsy lock on the door provides me with minimal comfort. After brushing my teeth, I stand in front of the mirror and take in my reflection. The woman in the mirror has long wavy dark brown hair, light freckles over fair skin, average lips, and, my favorite feature, dark blue eyes. I am about 5 foot tall. I have a decent chest that I try to keep covered using baggy sweaters. I’m not fat or skinny, just basic me. 
 
    I abandon the scrutiny of my reflection to brush the tangles out of my wet hair before I exit the bathroom. I don’t own any makeup, and even if I did, I wouldn't want to wear it. Makeup is time-consuming, expensive, and it would be wasted since no one notices me anyway. I hurry back to my room to put on my favorite baggy red sweater, socks, and DC shoes. The only thing I scrape and save money is for comfortable shoes. Grabbing my old backpack, I sling it over my shoulders as I sneak down the hall and make a beeline for the front door. 
 
    I’m almost to the door. My arm’s outstretched, reaching for the knob when Bob appears with uncharacteristic stealth. He grabs my arm, roughly jerking me to the unforgiving ground. I land hard on the tile floor, my bony ass and right elbow cushioning my fall. I look up at Bob through blurred vision. As I am fighting back the tears, he laughs before viciously kicking my leg and ordering me to make him “something to fucking eat.”  
 
      
 
    “Bu..but…, I’ll be late.” I stammer as I stand up gingerly. 
 
      
 
    I know immediately, by the look on his face, that I should have just shut up and taken another tardy. He covers what little distance was between us in less than a second and backhands me across the face. Stunned, I awkwardly use the nearby wall for help in staying vertical. 
 
      
 
    “Did I ask for backtalk?” He screams while spittle lands on my face. 
 
      
 
    I'm struggling not to gag, but he has such rancid breath. I fight off the tears and force myself to breathe through my mouth. I can taste the familiar coppery tang of blood from my split lip. He must have used his left hand where he wears his and his dead wife’s wedding rings.  
 
      
 
    “I’m…I’m sorry; I’ll get right on it.” I manage to stutter out. I quickly turn my head away from him and down to the floor, as the tears start to fall.  
 
      
 
    I am thankful that I turned away in time; tears will only make it worse. Not glancing up, I quickly shuffle into the small kitchen to grab eggs and bread as I struggle to get myself under control.  
 
      
 
    “That’s better.” He says while watching my every move. 
 
      
 
    He finally sits down in his battered old recliner in the living room. I finish making his breakfast as quickly as possible spurred by my urgent need to get out the door and away from him. I keep my eyes downcast as I hand him his plate. 
 
      
 
    “Is there anything else I can do before I go?” I ask to avoid having a repeat occurrence of earlier.  
 
      
 
    I can feel the swelling in my lip and cheek already. It is made more noticeable by the throbbing that is in sync with my rapid heartbeat. Bob inspects every piece of his breakfast as I stand there. I have to wait for at least five minutes before he says I can go in a haughty tone.  
 
    I finally make my way out the door and look back at the crappy two-bedroom duplex in which we live. Derrick and I have our own rooms; the only perk here. Bob sleeps on the couch since he is generally too drunk to make it any further into the house anyway. I pull my hood up, so it blocks my face from the cold November wind. Even though the wind feels like a cold soothing balm, the hood serves the purpose of hiding my new injuries as I start the fifteen-minute walk to school.  
 
    I'm a loner at school, which suits me just fine. I don't mind being alone, I actually prefer it. I only need to deal with this joke of a public education for a few more weeks. I have been taking extra classes at night, and on holiday breaks so I can graduate early.  
 
    A few minutes into my walk, I finally feel the fear and pain of the morning’s ordeal begin to sink in, and I let the remaining tears fall as rage fills me. I hate that he makes me feel so fucking weak and helpless. 
 
    I am a few yards from the school gate when I realize that I have cried almost the whole way to school. I decide, since I am already late, I might as well take a few more minutes to compose myself before walking into the office for a tardy slip. Another ten minutes go by before I feel like I’m calm enough to walk in the gate. When I am right in front of the office door, I hear tires screeching from the student parking lot. Turning around, I realize that the car is a 2012 black Dodge Charger SRT8, with dark tint on the windows. The only reason I even know the type of car is because Derrick is obsessed with cars, specifically this one. For a total douchebag, I must admit he does have good taste in automobiles.  
 
    I wonder who owns the Charger as I watch it park smoothly before I go into the office. I wait for the school secretary to get done with the morning announcements when the office door behind me opens. I turn around to see who entered, but the secretary calls my name at that exact moment. 
 
      
 
    “Amara Smith, late again, I see.” She says in her annoying high-pitched voice that makes every student’s ears bleed. I would personally rather listen to nails on a chalkboard.  
 
      
 
    Mrs. Briggs, the school secretary, is a few inches shorter than me. She has salt and pepper hair and a thin nose that supports gold wire-rimmed glasses. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I answer quietly, looking down, while she writes the pass for me.  
 
      
 
    “If you’re late again you will have to serve a Saturday detention.” She says, smiling as she hands me the slip. 
 
      
 
    I hear a noise, sort of like a low growl, coming from behind me and then a feminine cough before silence. The rumble cuts off so abruptly that I am not even sure if I heard it in the first place. Bob must have smacked me a little harder than I thought. I shake my head to try and clear it before nodding at Mrs. Briggs as I turn and walk out.  
 
    Suddenly, my face is smacking into a solid wall, and I am falling to my ass, for the second time this morning. I hear a manly chuckle that sounds oddly sexy; that’s a weird first thought for me to have, I muse. I glance up quickly and realize it isn’t a wall. It’s a massive solid man.  
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry, I wasn’t looking where I was going,” I mutter as I avert my gaze back to the ground.  
 
      
 
    He offers me his hand, and without thinking, I grab it, so he can help me up. The second his hand comes into contact with mine, I feel an electric jolt going from my fingertips, up to my arm, and to my heart. A weird warm feeling radiates out towards my head and limbs. I look at his face, and I notice he’s mirroring my confusion. I think he must be the sexiest man I have ever seen. He is tall, a little over 6 ft’. I have to crane my neck just to see his face. He has light-brown medium length hair, a sharp nose, high cheekbones, and a dimpled chin with light stubble growing. He is rugged looking, in a way. Especially with his bronzed skin and beautiful dark-green eyes that contain little yellow flecks. As I catch his gaze, I start to feel an uneasy pull in my stomach. Forcing myself to look away, I sidestep around him and make for the door. It feels like his eyes are burning into my back as I hastily exit the office and head to my first class. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2: Declan 
 
    “So, are you excited for your first day of public-school Brianna?” I ask my sixteen-year-old baby sister.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my gosh, heck yes I'm excited!” she answers back, her blond shoulder-length hair practically bouncing in the passenger seat of my Charger. 
 
      
 
    Her long bangs are combed to cover her left eye. Her visible hazel eye stands out against the heavy black eyeshadow and liner she wears. She has pixie-like features with a small nose, and her lips are painted a dark red. She is dainty for a wolf. I would never tell my sister this to her face; there’s no way she would let me walk away unscathed. She is of average height for a normal human woman, with her tapping out at 5’ 4’.  
 
    Most would think that I would have better things to do than chauffeuring my kid sister around, being the future Alpha of our pack and all. But I don’t. Truth be told I wanted to be the one to take her on her first day to a human school. She is only five years younger than I am, but her spirit and childlike innocence are still intact. Brianna is my only sibling now, and I’ll do everything in my power to make sure she is protected from the dangers to our kind. I have no idea how she got my parents to agree to let her leave the pack school and come here. I have zero desire to interact with others outside of the pack, so I don’t know why it was so important to her. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think it will be like?” She asks.  
 
      
 
    I’m distracted, thinking about how to answer her when I almost miss my turn into the school. I slam on my breaks, causing my tires to squeal loudly as I barely make the sharp turn into the parking lot and casually park in a visitor space.  
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” I ask removing my right arm from in front of Brianna.  
 
      
 
    Instinct had me reacting before my brain registered the possibility of an accident. 
 
      
 
    “Yep just peachy, you really shouldn’t think while you drive if it distracts you!” she says with a big smile before laughing hysterically. 
 
      
 
    I think she's a little nervous because that was a hell of an adrenaline shot to my system. My heart is still racing, and I’m barely concealing the tremor in my hands.  
 
      
 
    “Get your bag comedian, and we’ll see about getting you registered,” I say, smiling back. 
 
      
 
    I get out of the car and shut the door. The most alluring aroma immediately assaults me. It smells like maple and pine trees. It is warm and sweet, yet fresh and wet, like freshly bloomed plants misted with morning dew. Inhaling this most intoxicating scent gives me the strongest urge to track down its source. Luckily, the smell only grows stronger as I walk on the concrete path leading to the office door. We walk in, and the smell overwhelms me as we enter the room. Looking around the small outdated office, I immediately notice that there are three people in the building aside from us. I see who I assume to be the Principal. He is hunched over his desk, with a phone to his ear, in an office set to the left of the main reception area. He is an older man with grey hair balding in a u-shaped pattern. His thick bifocal lenses stand out on his thin face. His nose and cheeks seem to have to put up a fight to support such heavy glasses.  
 
    The next person I notice is an older woman with salt and pepper hair and wire glasses; her voice instantly raises my inner Wolf’s hackles as I hear her speak into a microphone. The final thing I notice is a small, almost entirely shapeless, hooded figure in front of me. I take another deep breath only to realize this person is the owner of the intoxicating scent. The realization has me momentarily addled.  
 
      
 
    ‘Mate!’ My inner Wolf slurs, growling in my head. 
 
      
 
    I am annoyed because Wolf is hindering my ability to hear the conversation, but then I hear the secretary say, “If you’re late again, you will have to serve a Saturday detention.” 
 
    I feel a low growl make its way up my chest and exit my mouth before I can stop it. This woman is getting joy from our mate’s punishment. Wolf is pushing at the forefront of my mind and attempting to take over. Luckily, I'm still in control when Brianna coughs to get my attention and cover up my growl, and I Instantly stop. 
 
    The hooded figure nods in response to the secretary, while not looking up, and turns to walk out when she bumps into my chest and falls before I can catch her. I chuckle a little as she takes a glance at me and then looks immediately back to the ground and mutters “I’m sorry; I wasn’t looking where I was going.” 
 
     I don’t like that she doesn’t look me in the eye. It’s like she is avoiding everyone looking at her. I offer her my hand, and as soon as she takes it, I feel it! A shock goes through my arm straight to my heart where warmth and, what can only be described as pure happiness, reaches to the ends of my extremities and beyond. 
 
    Before seeing her, I thought I was smelling someone’s food, but this! This smell is one of the three signals to help us know when we’ve met our true mate. It's a little different for every person, but there are common signs. Most commonly, the first to occur and usually the most definite sign is the scent. No other scent will be as alluring. We feel a compulsion urging us to seek it out.  
 
    The second sign is like an amplified static shock at first touch. This shock is what jump starts it all. It kicks the mating hormones off in both mates. The third and final sign happens when the mates kiss. They will experience sparks, almost in a literal sense. Or so I’m told. I remember the Elders used the term “fireworks,” but I have always thought that they over-romanticized it. The jolts felt between mates, from the first kiss on, only gets stronger until they are fully mated. This occurs when the females are claimed entirely by receiving the male’s mark. 
 
    I pull her up from the ground, and she looks me over quickly. I can't help to do anything except stare at her. She is shorter than me with shiny dark-brown hair that falls past her shoulders in loose waves. She has fair, almost pale, skin, and cute freckles all over. Being this close, it’s impossible not to see and smell the dark bruise forming on her cheek and the small cut on her lip. I quickly hide the anger coursing through me at the sight of her injuries.  
 
      
 
    ‘Kill! Someone hurt our mate!’ Wolf rages at the forefront of my mind demanding to be released.  
 
      
 
    ‘No!’ I think, taking a deep breath. ‘Not here! It's way too public, and we don’t want to scare her.’ 
 
      
 
    Taking complete control, I block him out before there can be any physical change in my appearance. The girl’s face is clean of makeup, which highlights her injuries. I guess her looks could be considered dull by some. In my opinion, she’s beautiful, in an understated way. As knots start forming in my stomach, I’m becoming lost in her dark blue eyes. I am snapped out of my reverie when she suddenly steps around me and walks out the door. I watch her figure until the door closes on the morning light and my future. 
 
    I turn and face the secretary; whose nameplate reads Mrs. Briggs and enroll Brianna as quickly as possible. I mean, why in the hell is there so much paperwork to put a kid in school? When we finally walk out of the office, I feel as if years were wasted in there. I lightly grab Brianna by the arm to stop her from walking to her class. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up? I am already late on my first day”, she says, while looking down at her schedule and smiling. 
 
      
 
    I smile at her; my kid sister can always make me laugh.  
 
      
 
    “Did you notice that girl in the office when we walked in? Amara Smith, is that what the secretary called her?” I ask with a grin. Just saying her name aloud makes me happy. 
 
      
 
    “Yea, I noticed you staring at her. What about her?” She asks, finally taking her eyes off her schedule to look at me. 
 
      
 
    “And how often do you see me check out women? Gosh, it’s like you don’t even pay attention to me at all!" I tease her like she would tease me if the situation were reversed.  
 
      
 
    "That girl is my mate; that’s why I had a hard time keeping myself and Wolf in check,” I explain.  
 
      
 
    “What? Are you serious?” She all but screams.  
 
      
 
    Looking around, I'm relieved when I see we are still alone in front of the office building. 
 
      
 
    “Yes! I am one hundred percent sure, but here’s the deal, I don’t think she knows about our kind. If she did, she would’ve had some kind of reaction other than confusion.  And I don’t believe she would’ve left so abruptly. I mean, we wolves dream about finding our true mates, male and females alike. It’s the fairytales we’re told as pups as we go to bed every night.” I explain in a lower voice as Brianna just stares at me dumbly. 
 
    I smell the wolf in my mate’s blood. What's odd is that there is something else mixed with it. Never in my life have I smelled anything like it before. Knowing I can trust Bri, I decide to share my thoughts.  
 
      
 
    “I’m confused though, I know she is a wolf, but she’s different somehow. I can smell it in her blood. I want you to try and get to know everything you can about her. You must be careful though and not let anything slip about us. I will be the one to tell her and explain everything when the time is right.” I say.  
 
      
 
    “You got it, brother! I’m so excited that I will finally have a sister! Now you can stop sulking around the house and maybe I can finally have a life too!” Brianna exclaims giddily in her excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Calm down, get to class, and remember what I said,” I tell her seriously as I meet her eyes with intensity before she walks backward slowly. 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do today?” She asks, looking at me like she already knows. Which she probably does. 
 
      
 
    “Research,” I reply, feeling happier than I can ever remember feeling before.  
 
      
 
    I can’t believe I finally found my mate. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 3: Brianna 
 
    His mate? Wow, I think while walking away from my dear brother. I can’t contain my excitement. I am so happy for Declan; he’s been so anxious since the incident. I am sitting in my third-hour history class with ten minutes to go before the bell rings for lunch. I don’t know if I have any classes with his mate yet, so I have no idea how to go about getting to know her. I can’t go asking random students questions about her. That would be super creepy coming from a new student. I’m not even sure I remember her name!  
 
      
 
    “Ugh” I grunt out loud with frustration.  
 
      
 
    The boy next to me lightly laughs at me and asks if I need help with the worksheet we are supposed to be completing. While giving him a genuinely warm smile, I give him a good once over. He is rather cute with spiky blond hair, light tan, and big muscles. His look screams jock, but without the stigmatic arrogance and stupor. 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m done. Thanks though. I’m Brianna by the way.” I say, giving him another smile. 
 
      
 
    I hope I don’t come across as a stuck up know it all. 
 
      
 
    “I'm James. So where did you move from?” He asks while looking at the teacher who is staring intently at his lap under his desk — using his phone, most likely. The teacher is utterly oblivious to his class. Adults are always the biggest hypocrites. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t move from anywhere I was homeschooled up until now. It took me a while, but I was finally able to talk to my parents into letting me come to a public school.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s cool!” James is getting ready to say something else when the door opens, and the class collectively gazes towards it. The girl from the office this morning walks in with her hood covering her face.  
 
    It’s her, my brother’s mate! I watch her intently along with the rest of the class as she walks with her head down towards the teacher’s desk. She hands him a paper, exchanges a few quiet words and then leaves, never once looking up. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know anything about that girl who was just in here?” I quietly ask James after the door is completely closed. 
 
      
 
    “Amara?” he says, drawing his eyebrows together.  
 
      
 
    I nod my head. Yes, Amara, that’s her name! 
 
      
 
    “Not really. She’s a loner and keeps completely to herself. She’s been here since the middle of the last school year. Umm… I think she’s a foster kid; why?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I was just curious. She seems nice.” I say quickly.  
 
      
 
    The bell rings for lunch, and I toss my newly acquired books into my bag then start walking towards the door with the crowd. 
 
      
 
    “You want to eat lunch with my friends and me?” James asks, walking a few steps behind me. 
 
      
 
    “Sure,” I answer, pushing the hair over my left eye out of the way so I can see him better as we exit the classroom.  
 
      
 
    I want to meet Amara, but I’m not even sure if we have the same lunch period. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 4: Amara 
 
    The first half of the school day passes by quickly. I'm surprised when I realize it’s time for my favorite subject of the day, lunch. I just dropped off some makeup work to my history teacher since this is my study period. I still have a few minutes until the bell rings.  I stop in the bathroom and take a quick look at myself, assessing the damage on my face. It hasn’t stopped throbbing since this morning. After checking the stalls for feet, I pull my hood back and see that my cheek is a shade of dark blue, almost black. It has the smallest green tint around the edges like it’s already trying to heal. My lip is swollen and has a small scab in the middle where it split. 
 
     I sigh deeply and repeat my little mantra in my head ‘Keep your head down, be quiet, don’t draw attention. You can only trust yourself!’ I pull my hood back on as I exit the bathroom. Quickly, I walk past the rows of ugly brown lockers lining the walls, and I make my way to the cafeteria as the bell rings. Being one of the first people there has its benefits. I'm able to get my food and make my way to my regular table by one of the few windows in our auditorium. I sit and start to eat my lunch by myself as the line forms, and the masses start bleeding in from all directions.  
 
    I sometimes like to people watch while I eat, but it's the usual crowd and not holding my interest today. After finishing my food, I put my head down on my arms and close my eyes to think until the bell rings. Usually, I would kill the remainder of the time in the library getting lost in an epic adventure, thrilling murder mystery, or a happily ever after romance. I prefer to borrow from the public library rather than the school, so I bring my books with me from home. I’m just not feeling any of it today. It’s times like this, when I'm alone with my thoughts, that I wish I had an iPod to help block the others out. 
 
      
 
    “Where am I?” I ask aloud while walking through thick fog. 
 
      
 
    As it slowly dissipates, I look down and notice I’m barefoot and surrounded by tall pine and spruce trees. I must be in a forest, but how is that possible? I was just at school in the cafeteria. However, I can feel the soft dirt, leaves, and hard sticks jabbing the bottoms of my feet. I start walking towards the only opening in the dense trees that I can see and make it to a circular clearing. In the middle of the clearing is a large flat stone. It reminds me of the altar from The Lion, The Witch, and the Wardrobe. One of my favorite books. 
 
      
 
    'SNAP' I hear twigs breaking in the distance. 
 
      
 
    Something catches my eye; a hazy blur coming through some bushes on the opposite side of the clearing from me. Focusing in that direction of foliage, all I can make out is a huge black mass at first. As it's coming out of the trees, it starts to take shape. I can barely breathe. My heart feels like it will beat out of my chest. I should be scared, running away, maybe even screaming as it stalks closer. This feral animal could maul me in seconds, but for some reason, I don’t feel any of the emotions I should feel, it's beyond weird. The lack of fear unnerves me, but other than that, I am just calm and curious while I stand still and wait to see what will happen. The black mass keeps stalking towards me, becoming more apparent with every step. Any doubt that it’s a normal wolf is gone from my mind! It must be the biggest wolf I have ever seen in my life.  
 
    The wolf has sharply pointed ears, bright yellow eyes, and a long snout with a mouth full of tremendously sharp teeth. It has black fur that looks thicker and warmer than a down comforter. It’s now only mere inches away from me, and I drop to my knees on the ground to look into its eyes. Looking closer, I notice that its eyes are not a solid yellow, but yellow with brilliant flecks of green in them. The eyes seem oddly familiar to me. 
 
      
 
    “Are you lost?” I ask the wolf, stupidly expecting a response.  
 
      
 
    I really don't understand why I'm just sitting here and not running the other way.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly the wolf throws his head back towards the sky and howls, loud and long. 
 
      
 
    BRRRIIIINNNG! BRRRIIIINNNG! 
 
      
 
    I pop my head up off my arms and shake my head slightly to clear my thoughts. Damn, I must have fallen asleep. The last buzz of the lunch bell finally shrills out, and I laugh at myself. I feel a little out of sorts as I run to my next class. I really can't be tardy again today. I am amazed by the things my imagination comes up with out of loneliness and boredom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5: Declan 
 
    Most wolves find their mate within a year after their first shift. The shift usually occurs around the age of eighteen. I first shifted three years ago, so the wait I have experienced is uncommon. At first, when I didn’t find her in my pack, I wasn’t too worried. It wasn’t until I had completed my mate quest, where I visit all the neighboring packs to see if she was among them that I started to worry. The search didn’t take me long since there are only two other packs within our territory’s borders.  
 
    The packs are named simply. Ours is the North pack. The other two are called the East pack and the West pack. There's never been a South pack; the South territory is left alone. However, there have always been rumors to suggest otherwise. To say my search was uncomfortable is a vast understatement. We tend to stay within our packs for the most part. Come to think of it, the only time we communicate with the other packs is the rare obligatory social event, like the mate quest, or when a pack needs another packs assistance.  
 
    It's so rare not to be mated by my age, especially being an Alpha's son. In the history of our pack, this has never happened. Three years doesn’t seem like too long to wait for me, but my Alma Lobo, my wolf soul, has been lonely and has been in a state of torture from his constant wanting. I haven’t helped him much, either. I have been resigned to the fact that we would be alone forever. I’m a little ashamed that I had no faith.  
 
    The people in my pack give me pitying looks. I’ve even seen that pity from my father when he thinks I’m not looking. It’s a look that says there must be something wrong with me to suffer such a devastating fate. Many believed my mate must have died before I came of age. Bri and my mom are the only ones who would say otherwise and never looked at me that way. My mom says I need to be patient and committed to believing that she’s out there and that she must be extraordinary if I have to wait.  
 
    After leaving Brianna at school, I complete the thirty-minute drive home to The Den.  Making my way through the forest-lined highway, I make a left onto a dirt road and continue for about five miles. Away from the main road, I stop at the 20 ft’ high solid-steel gate and place my left index finger on the scanner. 
 
     “Access granted.” A feminine robotic voice chimes. 
 
      
 
    The gates slowly open as I inch forward until my car can fit through.  I drive slowly through our community towards the Alpha’s house. I pull up to the garage and stop short because my spot has been taken by my cretin of a cousin Cassius, or Cash, as the belligerent moron likes to be called lately. My excitement plummets a little at the thought of dealing with the king of pricks! 
 
    I park inches behind his ugly yellow Mazda Miata, blocking him in and exit my car with a smug smile before setting my alarm with the key fob. He's stuck there until I move. He’s not suicidal so he won't touch my car. We have come to physical blows over less in the past, the insufferable brat. These encounters happened mostly because my cousin doesn't know when to shut up. He is well adept at pushing buttons to piss someone off. So, it looks like he's walking for the next few days if I can help it. 
 
    I walk along the pathway to the front door of our family's two-story house. It is also considered the main pack house where the Alpha, the second in command Beta, and their families live. So, for right now, it’s just my sister and me along with my parents and my dad’s new Beta, John, and his mate Allison. Though it is a relatively small household, we have guests unexpectedly drop in all the time. 
 
    Our lifestyle is necessary to protect the pack’s safety and privacy. The Alpha’s house is surrounded by other pack member’s homes. Everyone has their privacy because the houses are several miles apart and are surrounded by dense trees. They are still close enough to satisfy our pack needs. We even have a mini town, of sorts, located in the dead center of all the houses. The town consists of a schoolhouse, a park for the pups, and a couple of mom-and-pop shops. We have a few people who go into town and buy supplies in bulk. Most people order what they need online, and have it delivered to a nearby P.O. Box. The person working in our post office goes to collect our supplies every couple of days, and we can pick up our items at the Den Commissary. 
 
    As I walk in the front door, I kick my shoes off beside the welcome mat, so I don't track any dirt in the house.  
 
      
 
    “What’s up Ducky?” Cassius says, from where he is sitting on the couch to the left of the door. 
 
      
 
    I glare at him for using the nickname that I only allow my mother and sister to use.  Brianna called me Ducky instead of Declan when we were little, and it stuck. I notice his feet propped up on the coffee table as soon as I close the door behind me. 
 
      
 
    “Not much Ass-ius; how about showing some respect!” I growl as I walk over and kick his feet hard off the table. 
 
      
 
    His reaction is quick as he stands up to get in my face as he growls. We lock eyes, initiating the mental battle for dominance. We know better than to get physical in my mom’s house. 
 
      
 
    ‘You want to play cousin?’ I think.  
 
      
 
    ‘Poor Ducky having a bad day! Take anyone climbing recently?’ Cassius replies in thought. 
 
      
 
    ‘Fuck off, Cassius! I’ll take you climbing pup; you can’t beat me. Submit!’ I snarl.  
 
      
 
    He is growling loud through our telepathic pack link. I try hard to use my Alpha tone, which comes so much easier when I'm pissed. Within moments, he's forced to lower his eyes bowing his head, while bearing his neck, showing his submission. 
 
      
 
    ‘Cheater!’ He spits back mentally while still looking down.  
 
      
 
    I raise my right arm to punch him in the face, in what I know is an absolute dick-move, but I only get my arm cocked back before I hear my mom coming down the stairs humming. All my justifications dissolve when I hear her voice. The soft tune calms me like it always does. I glare at Cassius, wishing that looks could kill, as I walk towards the bottom of the stairs. 
 
      
 
    “Hey mom,” I greet her with a big smile as she takes the last few steps.  
 
      
 
    She acts as if she hadn't at all heard what was going on between my idiot cousin and me. My mom is short, about 5’ 6’, with a slender build. She has soft blonde hair and hazel eyes and is always smiling or humming when you see her. 
 
      
 
    “Hey yourself. How did dropping your sister off at school go? Any complications or problems?” She asks, with an anxious look on her face. 
 
    My poor mom. Letting her baby go to a public school away from The Den must be hard for her.  
 
      
 
    “Umm, it was interesting; Brianna is super excited to be there! And no, there weren’t any problems whatsoever.” I answer.  
 
      
 
    I know she’s looking for any reason to make Brianna come back to The Den for schooling. I avoid her gaze and go upstairs to my room, as quickly as possible, to prevent any more questions. 
 
      
 
    “Well, he was acting odd!” I hear my mom say to Cassius when I'm halfway up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    “He’s always odd Aunt Audrey.” I hear him reply to her before I open my door and walk into my dark room. 
 
      
 
    Leaving it dark, I find my iPod and crank up the music as loud as it will go. Seize the Day by Avenged Sevenfold is playing, and it fits with how I am feeling presently. All I want to do is stop wasting time and be with my mate and finally experience the wholeness that I never thought I would. Now that I know there is an end to my internal misery, I want her with me. My Alma Lobo purrs in agreement with my musings. 
 
      
 
    ‘We need to be with our mate! Get mate!’ my wolf whines demandingly.  
 
      
 
    It is entirely out of character for him; he's ordinarily reticent. My wolf and I don't have to communicate much. This is another reason that others in the pack find me odd. We instinctively know what each other needs, sometimes before the other does himself. Ourselves? I’ve always had a hard time not distinguishing us as two separate entities in one body. Others consider themselves, the man and the wolf, as one. 
 
      
 
    ‘Listen! We know, within seconds of encountering the person, who our true mate is. We know to trust our instincts and that they are never wrong. She-weres will normally automatically accept their mate because they also experience the first signals, if only to a lesser degree. They also grow up being taught the signs, what a mate is, and what to expect during the claiming. Our mate looked confused, though when she felt the jolt.’ I mentally argue with my other half, trying to make him comprehend the human side.  
 
      
 
    ‘I have a plan, don’t worry!’ I satisfy him, hoping he will settle down and let me have control over our thoughts. 
 
      
 
     I can feel his frantic energy, like a fuzzy tingly awareness, all over my body. I wait a few moments, and I’m finally greeted with silence. As I sigh in relief, I try to think of the best way we can win over our mate. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6: Amara 
 
    The rest of the day at school was uneventful, until my last class. Mrs. Kennedy, my science teacher, was so dull that I nodded off a few times. I jerked awake the first two times I fell asleep when the hand supporting my head slid down my face. Somehow my slumber went unnoticed until my luck ran out and Mrs. Kennedy asked to see me after class.  
 
    When the bell rings, I wait in my seat for the crowd to clear before I start to pack up my belongings. Once I’m done, I slowly trudge up to Mrs. Kennedy. I stay focused on the bright-red apple ornament that she displays on her desk as I walk. There is a cute bookworm with black glasses and a blue graduation cap hanging halfway outside its hole reading a science book, of course. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay, Amara? You seem really out of it today, even for you. Is everything alright at home?” She says. 
 
      
 
    “Everything’s great at home. I just woke up late this morning, and I haven’t been able to recover yet. I’m truly sorry about falling asleep; it won’t happen again.” I quickly answer without averting my gaze from the cute worm.  
 
    I can feel her eyes on me. She studies me for what feels like forever.  
 
      
 
    “Amara, I was a teenager once, too, and I have also fallen asleep in class more than once. Especially during classes, I deemed boring. I only noticed because it’s out of character for you. You’re not in trouble with me; I just wanted to make sure that you’re okay. You are, aren’t you?” She says with a genuine smile. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m good, Mrs. Kennedy. Thank you.” I tell her as I walk towards the exit. 
 
     I am ready to be outside breathing clean air. I can only take so much of the recycled jock-strap smell that lingers in the halls of my school. Eight hours is my limit, and I’m pushing it right now. 
 
     While walking home, I have the feeling like I’m being watched after I exit the gates of the school. This isn’t the first time since moving here that I’ve had this feeling, but this feeling is somehow different than the other times. My skin is tingling all over in awareness, and my senses seem to be heightened. Stopping on the sidewalk, I look around slowly, doing a full circle, to make sure there really isn’t anybody watching me.  
 
      
 
    “I must be crazy!” I sigh aloud as I continue walking towards the hellhole, that is my current home. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7: Declan 
 
    I asked my mom to pick up Brianna so I can run through the woods in wolf form as I make my way towards the school. I am careful to stay hidden. I love running; in either form. Running on four legs is much faster than two. I see trees blurring in my periphery as I focus forward. I feel the breeze over my fur, pushing my mane back and forth as the wind changes. Tongue lolling out to the side, I enjoy the flavors of the moisture in the air. The taste of the air is mixed with dirt kicked up by my paws as I run. I always thought there could be nothing better than this feeling, it’s just so freeing. Well, until today.  
 
     I reach the outer perimeter of the school at the perfect time. I find a decently concealed spot in the broad brush, nestled between two pine trees, where I can see clearly. Within a few minutes, I hear a bell ring once, and then again five minutes later. I watch for what feels like forever as a multitude of kids piles out, rushing towards their freedom. I’m strangely anxious. I am seeing all these bodies, but not the one I want. Both Wolf and I are starting to get nervous, thinking we missed her in the masses. By the time she walks out of the school building alone, it’s well after the second bell.  
 
    We smell her before we see her. The slight figure is drowning in a baggy red sweater with the hood hiding her face completely. We can feel our heart trying to beat out of our chest as we start drooling and panting. Immediately and uncontrollably, we start breathing as deeply as we possibly can to relish her scent. 
 
     I know its Wolf’s instinct causing this intense reaction, and I let him have this moment as we follow her from school. He needs this. I can sense happiness radiating from him that wasn’t there before. I'm careful to stay a discrete distance from her, but it's damn near impossible to fight against instinct. A lesser wolf would’ve just claimed her first and explained later. Even though I know she’s different, it’s not hard to smell the she-wolf on her. Watching her walk home like this makes me feel like a stalker, but I must know more about her before I can attempt to meet her again. I need to learn how to make a good impression on her because I know I won’t be able to stay away from her for long. As time progresses in this form, it's getting harder to keep Wolf under control because he is pushing me to the background of our subconscious.  
 
    Suddenly, she stops in her tracks on the sidewalk and slowly turns in a full circle, almost as if she can sense that someone is watching her. I watch her hungrily as she turns her face up to the sky. Her hood falls back enough to see her pale face and big eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I must be crazy!” She says. Speaking so quietly, that if I were a human, I wouldn’t hear her. 
 
    She shakes her head and continues on her way. Just being this close has Wolf in a horny fit and he's making it hard to concentrate by dominating my vision with X-rated images of her. Mmmm… those lips of hers they look so soft and fuckable. I can’t help but be curious if she tastes as good as she smells. Fucking Wolf!  
 
      
 
    ‘Stop that shit, I need to concentrate!’ I scold him with a mental growl. 
 
      
 
    ‘Mate! Claim!’ He demands. 
 
      
 
    I internally sigh. His kind of logic doesn’t work in a modern society but try explaining the culture, evolution, and other changes in the human world to a wolf. 
 
      
 
    ‘You have a one-track mind, calm down!’ I sneer mentally, getting frustrated with this fight already. 
 
      
 
    Regaining my focus, I watch her as she crosses the main street and enters a rundown looking duplex. It is the sort of place most people avoid. The most unsavory people live there. Staying in the shadows, I sit down and watch a male, about Amara’s age, enter the duplex about ten minutes after her. It’s a little after three and still too bright out. The clouds are out, darkening the November sky, but there is too much light to get closer. I settle down behind some trees across the street and close my eyes to help me focus on hearing what’s going on in the house. Perks of being a werewolf, I think with a smile. Or perhaps a snarl, since that is most likely what it looks like to humans.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8: Amara 
 
    I'm filled with relief when I walk into the apartment, and no one is home. Gradually, I release the breath that I started holding when I began twisting the doorknob. I'm always walking on eggshells here, and it's utterly exhausting. I walk through the dirty living room, furnished with Bob’s brown-stained La-Z-Boy that I believe had initially been an off-white fabric. I don’t even want to know what it takes to make stains that dark. Luckily, we also have a recycled black love seat that we got from a neighbor as they were moving out. There is no television anywhere to be seen, just an old radio that still has large circular knobs to scan the stations. The receiver sits next to a lamp with no shade on a side table next to Bob’s chair. An old upturned milk crate, acting as a coffee table, is covered in dirty dishes.  
 
    Ignoring the nasty feeling the room gives me, I walk down the hallway, past the bathroom, and into my bedroom. Turning my back on Derrick’s ugly Death Metal Posters, covering his bedroom door, I shut mine behind me. I’m wishing my lock worked especially since Bob has been going out and drinking more. Typically, by the time he stumbles his drunk ass home, he is in a more touchy and vulgar mood. I don’t get much sleep on those nights. I’m kept awake with fear from the subsequent sounds coming through the thin walls. I just hope that he doesn’t get worse before I can finally leave. I mentally send up a quick prayer begging that I can leave this place before things get terrible, though I’m not a deeply religious person.  
 
    As I plop down on my bed, I begin pulling out my books to do homework when I hear the front door open. My breath catches while I wait and listen. The door then slams shut, and I jump up off my bed and out of habit, I stand up and put my head down. 
 
      
 
    “Amara, where in the hell are you?” Derrick yells across the tiny apartment. 
 
      
 
    “Shit!” I whisper. 
 
      
 
     Derrick is the lesser of the two evils. He hasn’t touched me physically in any way, thankfully. I feel like Derrick holds himself back. Probably because I do my best not to make him mad, but he is insanely good at verbal abuse and "foster parent of the year," Bob ultimately encourages it. Talk about a sociopath in training. Unfortunately, because he’s a guy, I must do whatever he says, or Bob will punish me. I would much rather deal with Derrick than Bob, any day. 
 
      
 
    “Right here,” I say walking out of my room keeping my head down. 
 
      
 
    “Took you long enough lazy ass. Make me a sandwich and do it right this time or I'm gonna fuck you up!” Derrick threatens eyes gleaming menacingly.  
 
      
 
     He is obviously enjoying himself. I don't even think to hesitate; instead, I walk quickly to the fridge as I try and control my shaking body.  
 
    Something is different with Derrick today; he has never threatened me so directly or looked as happy as he does right now. My body’s fight or flight response is telling me to run, but where would I go? 
 
    So, I make him a turkey sandwich with cheese, mayonnaise, and mustard with the crust cut off and I pour him a glass of milk. I hastily take the lunch to Derrick, who’s sitting on the couch, and place the drink on the crate in front of him. He takes two bites of the sandwich and then a big gulp. Instantly, he spits out the milk causing it to spray everywhere but mostly in my face. 
 
      
 
    “You stupid fucking bitch, do you think it’s funny to give me expired milk?  
 
    You did that on purpose, didn’t you!” He screams, looking at me with murderous intent. 
 
      
 
     His calm smile twists the hard knot in my gut as my breath rapidly saws in and out of my lungs. 
 
      
 
    'Oh, fuck!' 
 
      
 
     I’m so scared, completely frozen in fear by the look on his face, that my gaze is glued to his. 
 
      
 
    ‘MOVE,’ I scream to myself mentally. 
 
      
 
    As he stands up from where he is sitting on the couch, I am completely frozen.  I watch as he cocks back his arm, with the glass of milk still in hand, and throws it at me as hard as he can. Before I can blink, the glass is making contact with my face. The pain is excruciating, causing me to lose my balance. I fall to the ground, for the third time today, with an audible thud and immediately start feeling a warm thickness spreading down my face. My head is in so much pain; I can’t even tell if the blood is coming from my nose or my forehead. 
 
    Black dots are blurring my vision as I feel, more than see, Derrick standing over me. His intentions are clear. I feel the hair being ripped out as he grabs a handful and lifts me off the ground before I hear the door smash open. I thought I heard banging, but I just assumed it was my head throbbing. Derrick quickly releases his grip of my hair, causing me to fall back to the ground. 
 
      
 
    'I'm so sick of falling on my ass today’ I think, as I moan in pain and my vision starts losing focus.  
 
      
 
    As I succumb to the darkness, the last thing I hear is a loud feral growl. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9: Declan 
 
    I am listening to what is going on inside Amara’s house after the boy enters, and immediately I don’t like what I hear.  
 
      
 
    “Amara, where in the hell are you?” the male yells across the tiny apartment.  
 
      
 
    “Shit; right here.”  I hear her say quietly from a different room. 
 
      
 
    Then I hear him call her lazy and order her to make him a sandwich before threatening her. The tone he uses makes my stomach churn.  
 
      
 
    ‘Kill! It’s our right; he threatened our mate!’ Wolf screams in my head.  
 
      
 
    ‘We can’t just barge in there and tear him up...What would she think of us?’ I point out.   
 
    I take a deep breath to calm myself, so I can listen more intently. I hear a fridge open and close a few times, then I hear feet shuffling along the floor and glass being set down on a table. A few moments of silence pass, but I can smell the fear coming from the apartment. It’s her fear. It has permeated the air surrounding the whole apartment building, making my hairs stand on end. I'm done fucking waiting for something bad to happen to her. I start prowling towards the apartment when I hear the male spit fluid out of his mouth. 
 
      
 
    “You stupid fucking bitch, do you think it’s funny to give me expired milk? You did that on purpose, didn’t you!” The male shouts.  
 
      
 
    I can taste and feel her fear as it sends shockwaves through me as if it’s exploding from her physically. I’m across the street and running, grateful that I’m in wolf form because it means I will get there quickly. I'm halfway to her door when I hear glass shattering against something and then hear a muffled feminine cry immediately followed by the smell of blood. I know it isn’t his blood because of the sweet non-human scent. 
 
      
 
    ‘Ours... injured!’ Wolf yelps in my mind.  
 
      
 
    The need to overpower me and to protect her is driving him insane. I run at a full sprint into the door, causing it to fall to the ground with a resounding BOOM! Once I'm inside, I hear her moan in pain on the floor, and I instantly want to kill him! Amara is covered in so much blood she’s barely recognizable. The scum is standing over my mate, so I let out a loud growl. His face turns white, and I can smell him pissing himself. Wolf is wickedly laughing in my head as I jump onto the male who dares to touch what is mine!  
 
      
 
    ‘WHAT IS OURS!’ Wolf quickly amends my thoughts.  
 
      
 
    ‘Mine!’ I repeat.    
 
      
 
    I’m not entirely ready to share yet, and I fear what Wolf will do if he gains full control of our shared consciousness.   
 
    As I complete the distance, I latch onto the male’s throat, sinking in my fangs as I bring him to the ground with the force of my body weight. I shake my head, just a bit, before biting a little harder. The fucking coward is gasping for air and clawing at my mane. I desperately want to clamp down and kill this punk, but I know better. I’m not at The Den, and there are pack consequences for hurting humans. If I were to kill him, it would also draw attention and could bring Hunters, or worse, down on us. The pack consequences would be worth it, though! 
 
      
 
    ‘Kill!’ Wolf demands, wanting vengeance for what he has done to our mate.  
 
      
 
    ‘I agree. He has a debt in blood, but we are pack. We can’t just kill him.’ I imprint with finality. 
 
      
 
    I am quickly thinking of reasons to justify doing it though as my skull rings with Wolf’s howl at the injustice. The male starts sobbing and makes gurgled attempts to beg for his life, so I release him from my grip. I sit across his chest while digging my claws into his arms, let my whole weight settle, and push the air out of his lungs with every exhale. I’m enjoying the sight of his blood pooling under my claws, but after a few moments he passes out. No respectable being would do anything to an unconscious person…even if he does deserve it. 
 
    Slowly, I get up and pad my way to Amara in case she is awake. As soon as I’m close enough, I can tell she is still unconscious. While I put aside thoughts about any further bodily damage that I can cause, I move her, managing to get Amara situated on my back while still in wolf form. It took a lot of maneuvering, so we will have to go slow to ensure she doesn’t fall off. With Amara precariously placed on my back, I leave and make my way towards the side of her apartment. Thankfully there are a lot of trees for cover and astoundingly, not one soul is outside, so I carefully make my way into the woods and head towards The Den. 
 
    I make it to the gate and shimmy Amara off my back. She lightly lands in some soft bushes by the biometric scanner while I phase back to my human form. The crunching and shifting of bone go almost entirely unnoticed as I stare at the rise and fall of Amara’s chest. Taking a few minutes to get my head straight after the change is difficult with her near me, especially when she's hurt so bad. I complete my phase and walk over to the side of the wall where the pack usually tries to keep spare clothes. This way we don’t have to go around naked if someone phases by accident, which tends to happen a lot around here. I pull on a pair of sweats that are bigger than me in the waist, causing them to hang low, but they serve their purpose.  
 
    After I place my left index finger on the scanner, I quickly walk back to pick Amara off the ground when I hear a feminine voice say, “Access granted,” as the gates start to open. While walking up the long drive to the house, she starts snuggling into my chest unconsciously. Looking down at her, I realize that I’ve yet to see what she indeed looks like. I’ve seen her face for a moment, once. Now, looking at it covered in blood, Wolf starts raking me over the coals about it. 
 
      
 
    'We failed. If we would have claimed her before, then nobody would have dared to touch her!’ Wolf shoots at me.  
 
      
 
    I understand his flawed logic but decide not to respond to him; humans don’t recognize our ways and have no problems touching what is ours if they want. Most of the time, they have no idea what they’re doing, resulting in a lot of unnecessary fights and sometimes deaths. These conflicts are a big part of why we live in our separate communities. This way, our traditions are respected, and our families can be safe and protected.  
 
    Looking down again, I stare at her and think her face is looking less swollen and marginally better as if its already begun to heal. I walk through the front door, praying no one is home, as I immediately make a beeline for the stairs. 
 
      
 
    “What in the hell is going on? Who is that?” Mom shrieks, stopping me in my tracks.  
 
      
 
    She must have smelled Amara’s blood or heard me with her sonic hearing. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll have to explain later. Get the pack doctor here immediately!” I plead.  
 
      
 
    Looking a little pale, she nods in understanding as she takes in the amount of blood on my mate’s body and clothes. Once I dash to my room, I gently place Amara on my bed while sitting down on edge next to her. Feeling uneasy, I watch her chest rise and fall in the dark as her breathing becomes even and deep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10: Declan 
 
    “So how is she, Dr. Adams?” I ask, twisting my hands together anxiously as we step from the bedroom and into the hallway.  
 
      
 
    Dr. Adams is the second doctor I’ve had come over to examine Amara, and I'm not very confident in his abilities. Dr. Kraus, Adam’s mentor, was the first doctor I kicked out. Unfortunately, my options here at The Den are minimal. Dr. Adams just looks way too young to be a doctor, and Amara has been sleeping for far too long. 
 
      
 
    “She is going to be fine.” He responds in all seriousness.  
 
      
 
    He doesn’t look like he’s finished talking so I wait for the “But” that I’m dreading. 
 
      
 
    “But I’m confused because there are only a deep cut and a few bruises. There's no way that the amount of blood I saw on that girl’s clothes could’ve come from the two-inch gash I just examined, and I don’t smell anyone else’s blood.” He says with a bewildered look on his face. 
 
      
 
    “Really, it’s only a deep cut? That's impossible; her nose has to be broken." I contend.  
 
      
 
    I stare at Dr. Adams as he raises his eyebrows and tilts his head at my argument.  
 
      
 
    "Wait, wait, wait...” I say before he can continue.  
 
      
 
    “I know this will sound odd, but I noticed earlier that her injuries had already begun healing. She’s a were so do you think being near her mate could’ve sped up her ability to heal?” I ask him, looking for any plausible explanation. 
 
      
 
    “No. That ability doesn’t mature for females until she shifts for the first time, around her eighteenth birthday.  
 
      
 
    “How old is she?" He probes. 
 
      
 
    “Uh… seventeen, maybe.” I say, shrugging. 
 
      
 
    “Honestly, Doc, I’m guessing here. I haven’t even had the chance to get to know her, let alone exchange basic information like names and age." I respond guiltily.  
 
      
 
    I am studying his face and notice that he’s obviously thinking about something else. 
 
      
 
    “Umm. . ." he hesitates before taking a deep breath and continuing, "I don't want to overstep, but her scent is… off.” He finishes nervously.  
 
      
 
    Wolf has taken physical control now. Before my brain even processes what my body is doing, my hand is already grabbing him by his throat, and I’m holding him against the wall. Without much choice, I'm in his face and growling with my fangs bared.  
 
      
 
    “I mean no offense, I swear!” He chokes out while grasping at my hand, trying feebly to hold up some of his weight.  
 
      
 
    “I think she is only half werewolf.” He rasps, wasting oxygen as I squeeze harder.  
 
      
 
    Through the perfect vision of Wolf, I watch while his face is turning a deep shade of red. I try tremendously to calm myself by taking a deep breath. The Doctor is seconds away from passing out when I reluctantly let go of his throat. Immediately, he starts gasping and choking as he attempts to fill his lungs with oxygen through long exaggerated breaths. 
 
      
 
    “Explain,” I growl through clenched teeth.  
 
      
 
    I am struggling to gain physical control back from Wolf. 
 
      
 
    “Well, at the risk of being deprived of air again, her scent is…different. I don't believe she’s a full-blooded werewolf. When she wakes up, I would like to ask her if I can take a blood sample for genetic testing.” He explains.  
 
      
 
    “If that’s okay with you, of course?” He adds quickly, the fear still evident in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “We will see.” Is all that I can manage to say as I turn my back on him and enter my bedroom, quietly closing the door behind me. 
 
      
 
    Immediately I can tell she’s no longer sleeping by the change in her breathing. It’s shallow now. She's scared of me; her increased heart rate gives her away. Slowly, I shuffle my feet to the bedside chair and sit down, making enough noise, so she knows where I am in the room.  
 
      
 
    “Amara?” I try to speak soft and calm, so I don’t startle her.  
 
      
 
    “Amara, I know that you're awake. Everything is okay, you’re safe here. No one will hurt you ever again.” I give her my vow.  
 
      
 
    As I await a response, I notice that her heartbeat has calmed to a reasonable rate now, her breathing is also slowing down, and I wonder why. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11: Amara 
 
    I'm startled awake when something hits the wall, followed by loud growling. Vigorously rubbing my eyes, I will them to adjust faster so I can look around. It’s dark in this room, almost pitch-black. Despite having excellent night vision, I can’t make out anything that’s more than an inch in front of my face. I'm in a super comfortable bed, the likes of which I've never felt before. I try to push off the weight that I feel on my chest, and I’m relieved when I realize that it's only a very thick down comforter. 
 
      
 
    ‘Where in the hell am I?’ I wonder. 
 
      
 
    The last thing I remember is Derek standing over me. Ugh, this is just my freaking luck....out of the frying pan and into the fire.  I can hear muffled voices coming from outside the room for a few minutes before the doorknob suddenly turns. On instinct, I lay still pretending to be asleep. I'm having a hard time controlling my breathing and my heart rate to no avail. I’m freaking out in a dark room, and God only knows where I am and who I am with. Well, it appears that I’m with someone who likes to pamper their victims first. This bed is crazy comfortable. Maybe they will do me a favor and end it quickly.  The door opens. I hear someone walk in and sit down in a chair a few feet from the bed.  
 
    To say I’m shocked when he softly says my name is an understatement.  Oddly his voice is like a calming balm to my nerves and conveys a relaxing feeling all over my body. I’m not sure if I should respond, so I wait. Inescapably, he calls me out and tells me that he knows I am awake and tries to reassure me that I am safe. I open my eyes, even though I can’t see anything, and I sit up. He must be able to see because as soon as I’m upright, I can hear him shifting in his chair, leaning closer towards me.  
 
      
 
    “Whoa, don't come near me!" I order trembling.  
 
      
 
    I am trying to put on a brave face, but I know I'm incapable of pulling it off.   
 
      
 
    "Who are you? Why am I here? What do you want with me?” I ask in one breath as I slowly inch myself back until I feel a wall pressing against my back. 
 
      
 
    “Breathe Amara. I swear you’re safe and I will answer all your questions.” He says and waits. 
 
      
 
    “Um...okay,” I say, nodding my head. 
 
      
 
    “Wait. Do you have a light in here? I can’t see anything, including you.” I interrupt him as he clears his throat before beginning to speak. 
 
      
 
    “Of course. I’m sorry. I’m just used to seeing in the dark.” He explains as he gets up and flips a switch and the light illuminates the room.  
 
      
 
    I close my eyes for a minute to allow them to adjust to the sudden bright light. As they regain focus, I immediately recognize the man who is now sitting back in a chair. 
 
      
 
    “I saw you at the school’s office this morning!” I say as my voice gets increasingly higher with every word, in harmony with my fear.  
 
      
 
    What the hell is going on? Was I abducted by some psycho-stalker-killer? 
 
      
 
    “Amara. Calm down. It was three days ago when I ran into you in the office, or more accurately you ran into me. You have been sleeping ever since that male hurt you!” He explains, with a disgusted look on his face. 
 
      
 
    “Huh? I don’t remember being hurt.” I respond, stunned. 
 
      
 
    “Look, I know it's a lot to digest, especially after you've just been attacked. I need you to know that I’m being honest with you and that you are safe here and with me.” He pleads, not taking his eyes away from mine. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know why, but I believe him, so I nod my head in understanding. It seems hard for me to make coherent sentences around this stunning guy. It occurs to me that I don’t even know his name. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. So, three days ago I ran into you in the school office.  How in the hell did I get here? And what's your name?” I ask a little more confident than before. 
 
      
 
    “My name is Declan O’Connell,” he states with a cocky grin.  
 
    The grin looks natural on his face like it's been there a million times before. He pauses slightly, then he continues. 
 
      
 
    “To answer your questions, I was visiting a friend who happens to be your neighbor when I heard yelling from inside your apartment. So, I broke the door down, and this guy was standing over you while you were laying on the ground bleeding. I detained him and brought you here to my home so you could be taken care of.” 
 
      
 
    He explains it so calmly, I muse. Like these are everyday events for him.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not your responsibility. Why would you help me when you don’t even know me? Why not just dump me off at a hospital? Also, what do you mean you detained him?” I ask, trying to understand why this sexy man is even talking to me. 
 
      
 
    “Amara there are things I need to explain to you, but not right now. You have been asleep for three days; I swear that you can leave here anytime you want! Just please give me the chance to talk to you before you make that choice." He pleads.  
 
      
 
    He kind of looks sick, his face looking paler. 
 
      
 
    "Look. You have to be hungry; let me take you out to eat.” He states quickly, avoiding answering my questions. 
 
      
 
    As if on cue, my traitorous stomach makes a loud complaint. Feeling the heat of the blush rising in my cheeks, I now realize how exposed I am without my hood up. When I look down, all I can see is a vast dark red, almost black, smear soaked into my red sweater. This must be my blood. Ugh, I have been laying in this for three days!  
 
      
 
    Forlorn, I grab my sweater and pull it off over my head and hug it to my chest. 
 
      
 
    “Yea, I could definitely eat,” I respond dejectedly.  
 
      
 
    "Are you sure? You look like your favorite cat just died. The cat is your sweater." He jokes as he stands up. 
 
    He doesn't know that the sweater provides an escape for me. I am bummed that I won't be able to wear it wherever we are going.  
 
      
 
    "I'm fine. Can I use the restroom before we go?" I say, feeling a bit sensitive, as he walks to the door and opens it.  
 
      
 
    I follow him out of the room with my sweater still clutched in my hands. As soon as I get into the hallway, I focus on the ground. After walking a few steps down the hall, he stops. 
 
      
 
    “Here you go. This door on the left is the bathroom and to the right is the towel closet.  The room we just left is my bedroom.” He explains. 
 
      
 
    As I enter the bathroom, the light automatically turns on. I quickly use the facilities. Setting my sweater on the edge of the counter, I stand in front of the mirror and gaze at my reflection. I’m shocked at how bad I look. I have three-day-old dried blood all over my face. It seems to have originated from a wound on the bridge of my nose, which is almost entirely healed. I look in the cabinet above the toilet and am ecstatic when I find a clean rag.  I soak it in warm running water before I start scrubbing my face. I try to keep the cloth wet to help soften the dried blood. After about ten minutes, I’m finally happy with my sponge bath. I can’t see any more injuries except for some light bruising under both eyes and a gash above my nose that has scabbed over. I throw my used rag in the empty hamper. Before I open the door, I snatch my sweater off the counter and take a deep breath. When I emerge, I see that Declan is leaning casually with one shoulder against the wall, while he waits for me. He looks like a model just waiting for somebody to snap his photo. 
 
      
 
    “All good?” He asks casually.  
 
      
 
    He pushes off the wall and continues a few more steps before descending the stairs without my response. I choose not to answer, not knowing what to say. I avert my gaze and follow him to the stairs. I’m almost to the bottom when I hear strange noises coming from the room immediately to the right of the stairs, making me stop in my tracks. Declan turns around to face me. 
 
      
 
    “If you get too uncomfortable, let me know. There isn’t a lot of us that live here, but we always have guests over. We're just going to pop in quickly and say hi and bye and be on our way.” He says, smiling at me.  
 
    The smile doesn’t quite reach his eyes. He seems nervous. I silently send a prayer that no one will pay me any attention.  He takes one of my hands nervously clutching my sweater and places it into his as he starts pulling me into the loud room. Again, there is a shock when we make contact. It’s almost imperceptible this time except for the sensation that my entire body is humming. I feel a growing neediness, down South, that confuses me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12: Amara 
 
    I am pulled behind Declan into the kitchen from where our hands are joined. There are at least a half of a dozen people talking and eating in an open dining room. As soon as we make it through the entryway, everyone stops speaking as all eyes turn to us. I shift uncomfortably from foot to foot, keeping my attention aimed at the attractive mosaic tile floor. The mosaic is made up of several dark-gray three-dimensional boxes. 
 
      
 
    “Everyone this is Amara. Amara this is..well everyone. We just came in to say hi before we leave.” Declan says to the surrounding body of people. 
 
      
 
    “Why leave, we have plenty of food here!” Says a woman who looks to be the oldest in the room.  
 
      
 
    My hopes deflate. Anxiety quickly erases any relief I was previously feeling, as my muscles and gut start cramping. 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay mom; I want to take Amara out to eat so we can talk one-on-one. You know?” He says, gaping at his mom. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, of course, sweetheart. What was I thinking?” She replies with a big smile.  
 
      
 
    She looks a little embarrassed to have suggested that we stay as he navigates me towards the door. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” He whispers in my ear, causing me to shiver from the near contact. 
 
      
 
    The increasing heat from our intertwined hands matches the spreading warmth between my legs. It’s confusing and frustrating at the same time. 
 
      
 
    “Yea, I just get anxious around big crowds,” I answer quietly, avoiding eye contact as we walk out his front door. 
 
      
 
    I follow him to a three-car garage with all three of the bay doors open. I can see at least ten cars parked inside. There are even more vacant spots in the carport and off to the side of the garage. Still being led by the hand, we stop at a black Dodge Charger. It’s parked so close to the yellow car in front of it that the bumpers are kissing. 
 
      
 
    “This is yours?” I say louder than I mean to, the excitement showing in my voice. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, do you like it?” He says, flashing me a toothy smile.  
 
      
 
    I get the feeling he’s not exactly asking me about the car, but I decided to let it go. I have zero experience with flirting or innuendos, and that’s not what should be on my mind right now. 
 
      
 
    “Definitely! I don’t know crap about cars, but this one is just stunning!” I say smiling for the first time in so long that my cheeks are stiff from the unfamiliar facial expression.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13: Declan 
 
    She's smiling at me. A genuine smile that lights up her whole face. I hit the unlock button on the key fob, and we both sink into our seats. I had no idea that my mate would be this attractive. I would do anything or be anybody for her, just to be able to see that smile daily. I smile back at her as we pull out of the garage and head down the driveway. I slow down to make a right turn onto the main Den road towards the gate that separates us from the outside world. The Den is comprised of pack homes that are spread out among the trees. There are stores, schools, and a park in the dead center.  
 
      
 
    “Wow, do you guys really need all this security?” She asks while looking at the 20 ft’ reinforced steel gate. 
 
      
 
    “We protect what's important to us,” I answer, looking straight at her until she drops her gaze. 
 
      
 
    “Where are we going?” Amara asks after a few moments of silence. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a small café just inside the neighboring town. They have the best breakfast and coffee, and I’d like to take you there.” I explain. 
 
      
 
    “Okay.” She says while nodding. 
 
      
 
    Her excessive use of head gesture makes me laugh out loud, causing her to give me a dirty look. 
 
      
 
    “What exactly are you laughing at?” She asks.  
 
      
 
    “Do you know how often you nod your head in response to a question? You do it even when you verbally answer.” I say, smiling. 
 
      
 
    I realize I’m just happy to be here and learning everything about this woman fate has ordained for me. I feel like a giddy teenager right now. Entirely content to just be around her. Conversing with her is a gift. Watching her sleep silently for those three days almost drove Wolf and I mad. I can’t imagine not having her around us all the time. It’s only been a few days, and we’re attached, but she’s been unconscious that whole time. 
 
      
 
    “Look I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you.” I offer sincerely. 
 
      
 
    I’m hoping she can tell that I mean it. She just nods in response and this time I don’t say anything else. The rest of the drive into town is silent. Unbelievably, it isn't awkward at all. Especially considering that I just insulted her somehow. All I feel is satisfaction as she sits quietly looking out the window. I’m assuming she’s still trying to process all that has happened in the last few days. 
 
    I turn into the parking lot and pull into a space close to the diner’s entrance. A bright red sign highlighting Pooter’s Pie Café hangs above the door. It’s nothing fancy, just an old metal Airstream trailer turned into a diner. Exactly like the ones that were popular in the ’70s. Shoot looking at it, it may be a well maintained original. They honestly do have the best pie and breakfast in this county, and I want her to have the best. 
 
      
 
    "Can I leave this in your car?" Amara asks quietly.  
 
      
 
    At first, I have no idea what she is referring to. Until I look down and notice that her sweater is still clenched in between her hands. Obviously, it's vital to her. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, that's not a problem at all," I answer. 
 
      
 
    We exit the car and make our way into the café, hearing a bell chime as I open the door for her to walk in. Once inside, we are seated quickly by a nice elderly hostess. Thankfully, she seats us in the back of the restaurant in a booth that’s secluded where we will have the most privacy. We sit down facing each other on opposite sides, the table between us reminding me that we need to talk. The server comes over and introduces herself as Tiffany. We give her our drink orders of a Coke and water, which she leaves to fill while we look at the menu. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t have any money,” Amara says as soon as the waitress is out of earshot with a worried look on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about it, I got you covered,” I say.  
 
      
 
    ‘Soon in more ways than one!’ Wolf pants in my head. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll find a way to pay you back, I promise.” She says. 
 
      
 
    “No! You will not. You do not and will never owe me for this, or anything else I choose to do for you!” I say with such finality that she just looks back at me in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    I’m about to argue with her more because of the look in her eyes, but the waitress appears with our drinks and asks if we are ready to order. Without looking at her or the menu, I order two house specials, one with the eggs over-medium and then look at Amara. 
 
      
 
    “How do you like your eggs?” I ask. 
 
      
 
    “Scrambled.” She answers before the waitress is off to take other orders. 
 
      
 
    “I could have ordered for myself; you know!” She states, with her chin in the air, and her lower lip pouted slightly. 
 
      
 
    I like her this way; feisty and confident, not like how she was at the school and has been most of the time since. Every chance Wolf can, he's projecting dirty images of us with Amara. They all concentrate on her mouth since her face is really the only part of her body I have seen. I desperately want to kiss her and can feel myself growing painfully hard just thinking about how wet and soft her lips will be. I keep trying to imagine how she’s going to taste. Perhaps like her scent, maple syrup, pine trees, or a mix of both. This is ridiculous, it’s like I’m an untried teen, raging hard at the thought of making out!  
 
    Interrupting my reverie, the waitress arrives with our food and places our trays in front of us. I am thankful for the interruption from my Wolf induced daydreams. Hopefully, the respite will give me a chance to get calm. If this keeps up, I’ll break through the zipper of my pants. 
 
      
 
    “So, I thought we were going to talk?” She asks, after taking a bite of eggs. 
 
      
 
    “We will, just not here. After we eat, we’ll go somewhere else and talk.” I explain, smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, okay.” She replies quietly. 
 
      
 
     I am amazed that she's trusting me and isn’t asking more questions. She could, or rather should, be freaking out and trying to run away. I hope it's our mate bond working, or else I'm liable to think she’s this trusting with everyone and we’ll have to have a talk about stranger danger. We quickly finish the rest of our meal without talking. Afterward, I get up and walk to the register to pay the bill. I patiently wait behind an elderly gentleman paying his bill and politely thanking the hostess for a good meal. When it’s my turn, I pay for our meals. I’m just closing my hand around the change from the hostess when I hear Amara whimper from behind me. 
 
    My blood runs cold at the sound. I turn around growling before I can even see what is causing her to make that noise. A portly man has grabbed Amara by the arms and is shaking her roughly as he starts screaming obscenities in her face. I can see the white of his knuckles as he continues increasing his brutal grip. I'm next to them in seconds, grabbing the man’s arms at the wrist and squeezing as I pull him away from her.  
 
    “Amara, car now!”  I snarl at her once she is free.  
 
    She obeys without hesitation and runs to the car, parked outside. I grab the man by his throat, a running theme for me lately, and get in his face. I glare at him with my phased yellow eyes before throwing him across the room. He is thrown into the wall, about ten feet away, knocking him unconscious. I throw a couple hundred dollars down on another table for any damages, while I quickly leave to join Amara. As I’m exiting, I realize that I can never come back to Pooter’s Pie Café again, but she’s worth it. Once outside, I stand by the car for a moment, taking deep breaths and calming myself once again. I look at my reflection in the car window to make sure I have not changed. Amara can’t see me this way yet. Once I know I'm calm enough, I slide into the car and start the engine. I back out and proceed to drive in the same direction as The Den.  Heading towards my favorite spot in the world.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14: Amara 
 
    “Amara, car now!” Declan snarls at me. 
 
      
 
    I don’t need to be told twice as I turn around and run to the car. Which is thankfully parked close to the door? I’m still trying to catch my breath, and I can't keep from shaking in the passenger seat. Declan walks out of the café not long after. He stands outside of his door for a minute before opening it and getting in. Without a word or even a look in my direction, he starts the car and leaves the café parking lot. His knuckles are white from the grip he has on the steering wheel. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” I ask. 
 
      
 
    “Are you fucking serious right now, don’t worry about me! Are YOU okay? Are YOU hurt?” He asks through clenched teeth while narrowing his eyes at me. 
 
    I just nod my head and turn to look out the window, desperate to hide how scared I actually am. I thought Bob was going to take me back for sure. 
 
      
 
    “Who was that, Amara?” He demands. 
 
      
 
    I hesitate at first, debating on whether to tell him. Maybe if he doesn’t know where I technically should be, I won’t be forced to go back. But if I don’t go back, then what? He would have to support me until I can help myself, and I won’t be able to do anything on the run. Which apparently, I am! I just can’t catch a freaking break, but this isn’t his fault or his responsibility. With my mind made up, I take a deep breath before answering. 
 
      
 
    “That was Bob, he’s my foster parent.” 
 
      
 
    “And the male...from a few days ago?” He adds growling. 
 
      
 
    “Derrick, he’s another foster kid that also lives with Bob,” I answer, still avoiding looking his way. 
 
      
 
    I try staying focused on the green blur of the forest as we drive. I can tell that he wants to ask me more questions, but for some reason, Declan stays quiet. I'm glad about it too. If the bulging pulsating vein on his forehead, tense facial expression, and rigid posture are any indication to how mad he really is, then I’m not entirely sure that he can handle the rest of the shitstorm that is my life. He's has had two encounters with people in my life and each time he ends up in a fight. At least that is all the “family” I have. While I usually view it as a disadvantage, in my current situation I’m starting to think that it’s a good thing. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15: Amara 
 
    The rest of the drive from the restaurant is entirely silent. I wonder why we have to be alone to talk. Typically, I would be nervous, but my instincts are telling me to trust him. I learned a long time ago, the hard way, to always trust my instincts. We drive for about twenty minutes in the direction we came from before, turning onto a path leading into the woods. We continue for another ten minutes before he turns off and parks. 
 
      
 
    “We’re here.” He says as we both get out. 
 
      
 
    I walk to the front of the car and look around. We are entirely surrounded by trees. The dense forest is made up of a mixture of tall maple, birch, dogwood, and beech trees. The ground is littered with the season's offerings awaiting a chance for a new life. Declan is at my side, offering me his hand. I take it and smile at him as he interlaces our fingers, and the contact is accompanied by a jolt that gets me thinking about all kinds of bad things. As he starts leading me into the woods, his grip on my hand gets tighter every time we come over treacherous or lose ground, making sure I don’t slip and fall. The entire time his hand is in mine, I’m getting continual shocks, which keeps getting stronger as the time passes...weird. 
 
      
 
    “We have reached my favorite spot.” He says as we reach a clearing that’s covered with thick grass. 
 
      
 
    There’s a river that is coming from a waterfall, barely visible, a couple hundred feet upstream. It's completely hidden from the outside world by the vast number of tall trees. The grass is bright green and soft, surrounding the water’s edge. He leads me up to moss-covered rocks with beautiful white gardenia flowers and the loveliest purple foxgloves growing sporadically around the waterfall. 
 
      
 
    “It’s beautiful!” I gasp in awe, smiling, and taking a quick glance at him. 
 
      
 
    I’ve always felt at peace with nature, it makes me feel like everything around me is buzzing with life, its energy centering me. He smiles at me in return and sits down on the lush grass, breaking the contact between our hands. Immediately, I miss his warmth, but I'm grateful for the relief from the shocks that were spreading throughout my body and focusing on one very sensitive area in particular. It was becoming increasingly harder to ignore. I sit down next to him, looking at the river. 
 
      
 
    “So, why did we have to come here to talk?” I ask. 
 
      
 
    He exhales loudly and stills. I assume he is thinking for a moment before he responds. 
 
      
 
    “Several reasons actually, but honestly, I have no idea how to talk to you about it. It was never intended to be this hard. In fact, our culture teaches us, no hammers it into us, that this is the one thing in our life that we can trust!” He explains.  
 
      
 
    I’m so lost. What he’s talking about? I can tell he can see my confusion on my slack-jawed face. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m so sorry! I’m getting ahead of myself, and I’m not making any damn sense! I just don’t want you freaking out or thinking that I’m crazy. I’ve never been this nervous before in my life.” He spits out quickly, looking at the ground for a minute before continuing. 
 
      
 
    “How much do you believe in the supernatural?” He adds.  
 
      
 
    “Huh? Supernatural like ghosts, witches, and such?” I look at him with a raised eyebrow as I ask to clarify. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sort of, how about werewolves and vampires do you believe in those?” He rebuts.  
 
      
 
    I think for a second before responding. 
 
      
 
    “Not really, logic tells me that an entire race of beings can’t be kept secret. But I also think that anything is possible. I’m just one of those, has to see it to believe it type of people.” I reply.  
 
      
 
    “Hmm, okay. If I show you something, can you promise me you won’t scream or run away?” He asks as I notice the beads of sweat dripping down his forehead. 
 
      
 
    I wonder why he would be so nervous.  
 
    “Scouts honor!” I tease, placing my right hand over my heart. 
 
      
 
    “I'm serious Amara!” He says.  
 
      
 
    “So am I. I promise I won’t be afraid!” I say earnestly, trying to convince him as much as myself. 
 
      
 
    I’m not afraid, not really. There’s expectant, nervous energy in the air that I can feel humming over my body, like a soft touch, but no fear. I watch curiously as he stands up and turns around, walking into the trees a few yards away. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you going?” I yell after him. 
 
      
 
    “Stay there, Amara, I’ll be right back. Remember, don’t scream and do not run! No matter what happens, do NOT run!” He reminds me. 
 
      
 
    I just nod and watch him walk away, appreciating the view of his muscular ass in his faded blue denim jeans until he disappears behind a tree. Why would running from him matter, and why would I want to? For the first time in my life, I feel safe and have this odd sense that I’m finally where I belong. The feeling baffles me. 
 
     A few minutes later I hear rustling from where Declan just went. I wait and watch for him between the trees. I’m still waiting for him to reappear when I see it, a huge black wolf. My heart starts beating in a chaotic drum-like rhythm. 
 
      
 
    “Declan!” I yell, praying he didn’t go far enough that he can’t hear my screams as I’m being eaten alive. 
 
      
 
    From where I’m sitting on the ground, this thing looks like a wolf on steroids. Its entire body is so much bigger than a normal wolf. I think it could be as tall as me if I were standing. As it slowly moves closer to me, my heart picks up the pace, I’m starting to worry that it’s actually going to break free from my chest. I decide that it must be a male by his size and demeanor. I notice that he has the most beautiful fur. An onyx color of, what looks like, the thickest, softest, and shiniest fur I have ever seen on a wild animal. His eyes are a mesmerizing bright yellow. As his prowl eats up the distance between us, I stare harder into his eyes, noticing little bright green flecks dispersed in the yellow. He is the exact same wolf I dreamt about on the first day I met Declan. At this realization I gasp, realizing that this... this wolf is Declan, this is what he wanted to show me. 
 
      
 
    “Declan?” I ask aloud to confirm. 
 
      
 
    The wolf’s ears perk up as he motions his head slowly in a nod and starts padding the remaining distance over to me with his head lowered. I know a little bit about wolves, from school field trips to the zoo and an occasional documentary playing on public television. I think his manner is to show me that he’s being submissive and isn’t going to hurt me. My heart rate gradually goes back to normal as I start taking deep breaths. As he continues his approach, I extend an arm out towards him. When he is close enough, I reach out to pet his fur and scratch behind his ear. He lets out a low purr-like growl of approval. 
 
      
 
    “You’re gorgeous like this,” I tell him while stroking the fur on his neck. 
 
      
 
    I’m taken aback at how comfortable I am with him and find it easier to talk to him while he’s in this form. 
 
      
 
    “It seems hard to have a two-way conversation while you’re a wolf, though,” I say chuckling, while he licks my hand, leaving a tingly wet trail from my wrist to my fingers. 
 
      
 
    He gives a bark of agreement and trots back in the direction he came from, through the same trees as before. When he comes back through the trees this time, he is smiling and walking on two legs. His eyes alight with amusement as I smile back at him. I can’t explain why I feel so comfortable around him. Not to mention the physical attraction, that seems to get worse by the minute. I’ve never experienced this feeling before, I thought I was defective. I never showed any inclination towards another person of either sex, until him. Maybe Declan will know why that is, it can’t be a coincidence, and there must be a reason he wants to be around me. 
 
      
 
    “Hey.” He says with a goofy grin plastered to his face that is so freaking adorable. 
 
      
 
    “What is that expression all about?” I ask. 
 
      
 
    “You! You’re amazing! UH-MAZ-ING!” He says, still smiling. 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t run and scream! That was so awesome, babe!” He finishes. 
 
      
 
    At him calling me babe, I feel my cheeks getting warmer while a blush blooms to the surface. Smiling at him, I notice that his cheeks are reddening as well. He takes the seat next to me on the grass, this time facing me as he looks me in the eyes. As I gaze into his green eyes, all the surrounding sounds fade and disappear. It feels like we are the only ones in existence. He half-closes his eyes and leans forward, silently asking permission with a slight tilt to his head. I answer by closing my eyes. 
 
    Seconds later, I feel what can only be described as fireworks. Mini explosions of heat and electricity going off, all over my body. It is like I’m being awakened. I know cliché, but that’s precisely what I feel. The aftershocks melt into an agreeable burn and allow me to truly explore Declan’s soft lips as they’re moving against mine. I mimic his actions, and the kiss goes from a gentle exploration to something ravenous. Declan licks my bottom lip, asking me to open and I oblige as I feel his tongue dance against mine. The way he moves in and out of my mouth causes me to feel a hot wetness pooling between my thighs. Gasping for air, I turn my head slightly. He quickly takes advantage of the situation, trailing light kisses across my jaw and down my neck. He stops at the very base where it meets the collarbone and starts sucking persistently, occasionally dragging his teeth over the sensitive area. 
 
      
 
    “Oh… my…” I manage to get out with a moan. 
 
      
 
    He grunts in response, not stopping his ministrations on my neck. We need to stop before it goes too far. We came out here to talk, and I’m so very close to begging him to take me right here. Regardless of how attracted I am to him, I don’t want to lose my v-card on the ground, with someone I hardly know. 
 
      
 
    “Declan,” I say trying to sound firm, though it comes out more like a moan. 
 
      
 
    “Mine!” He growls. 
 
      
 
    He stops sucking my neck and starts kissing his way back up to my lips. Just as he makes it to my cheek, I turn my head away, giving him a face full of my hair. Instead of this stopping him, he just inhales deeply and goes back to nuzzling his face in my neck. Only this time it’s through my hair. I repeat his name again louder this time. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry.” He immediately apologizes, briefly looking down. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t mean to lose control like that. But it was totally worth it!” He starts explaining with a cocky smile. 
 
      
 
    I hold my hand up, pressing my index fingers to his lips to stop him from saying anything else. 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay, really. In fact, I thoroughly enjoyed my first kiss. But we need to talk. You have stuff you need to tell me, and I have questions that I need you to answer.” I say, not being able to wipe the huge smile from my face as he presses a quick kiss to my fingertips. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, let me go first since the cat or dog I should say, is out of the bag.” He states, looking at me for an answer. 
 
      
 
     I just nod, not wanting to interrupt him and make him lose his train of thought. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16: Declan 
 
    “Alright. Where to start?” I say thinking aloud. 
 
      
 
    “Okay! I’ve got it. I’ll start by explaining our history. Thousands of years ago, a witch put a curse on one of my ancestors. She cursed him because he deflowered her virgin daughter and then refused to marry her when the witch found out. The curse made my ancestor transform into a rabid werewolf, every full moon, with no control. He would attack anybody or anything within his range. The curse was passed down to his descendants through his blood, affecting both male and female offspring. Over many generations, we adapted and were able to learn how to control when we phase. Throughout that time, our relationship with our wolf soul has become more symbiotic.” I explain, waiting for her nod of understanding.  
 
      
 
    Once I see her nod, I continue. 
 
      
 
     “There is another part of the witch’s curse,” I say as I look at her.  
 
      
 
    She seems anxious, so I take a deep breath.  
 
      
 
    “The witch also cursed him to love only one woman for the rest of his life. He is damned to live a half-life until he meets her. He might fool himself into believing that he’s content and happy, but it’s only because he doesn’t know what he is missing. I don’t think she knew what she was doing with the second part of her curse, though. Wolves in nature would already mate-for-life, and we tend to have that quality as humans as well. Werewolves can’t be genuinely happy without their other half, their mate.” I say, noting that she is attentively listening, so I am encouraged to go on.  
 
      
 
    “Where I live, the place where you woke up, we are taught at a very young age that three physical reactions let us know who our true mate is. The she-weres or were-women feel it, but the feeling is much stronger for the males. First is the scent. It's so alluring to the males and like an aphrodisiac to our wolf soul. The smell makes us unable to think about anything else but finding the source.  
 
      
 
    Then there is the electrical feeling, so to speak, when they touch. I’ve heard many mated couples talk of it, and most agree that it feels like a current of electricity exchanged between them. Finally, it’s said that true mates see sparks when they kiss. Unlike the second sign, most mates are not eager to discuss this, and they keep their first kiss between them. Now I can see why. Every female encounter I’ve had before has just been obliterated from my mind. There can be no comparisons to what I feel with you.” I finish.  
 
      
 
    I watch as her facial features change from confusion to understanding and then possibly excitement. As I see realization dawn in her eyes, her enthusiasm wanes. 
 
      
 
    “Is that why we’re drawn to each other?” She asks, looking hurt. 
 
      
 
    “Honestly, yes and no. That is why I feel the need to seek you out and claim you, but those are my instincts guiding me to my perfect match. The one person on this earth that exists for me, the person that completes my missing pieces! No other man is going be able to please you like I can, in or out of the bedroom. Thinking of you with another man makes me sick to my stomach as well as violently jealous.” I say, staring intensely into her blue eyes.  
 
      
 
    Before she can think to interrupt me, I continue. 
 
      
 
    “There is still more I need to get out. When a wolf finds his mate; he finally realizes how his life should be. But until his mate accepts him and he claims her, he can never be truly happy. His sole driving force, at that point, is to do whatever is necessary to win his mates affection. In fact, mates separated for an extended period have been driven to suicide or worse. They risk losing themselves to their wolf soul, if we lose ourselves completely, we go rogue. That means we regress to a feral state, killing anything and everything that’s around. Rogue wolves are very dangerous.” I sigh, giving her a moment to take it all in. 
 
      
 
    I’m amazed that she is taking all of this so well, she even looks like she might have recognized what I was talking about when I mentioned the signs of true mates. 
 
      
 
    “So, what does it all mean, why are you telling me all of this?” She asks like there’s absolutely nothing abnormal with anything that I’ve told her up to this point.  
 
      
 
    Apparently, she has not picked up on the hints that she is my true mate.  
 
      
 
    “I’m telling you this for a couple of reasons. The most important is because Amara, you are my mate. Meeting you was most definitely my fate!” I say, with a frustrated growl. 
 
      
 
    She sits there, and I can tell she’s forming questions in her mind. She looks up at me, and before she can say anything, I interrupt.  
 
      
 
    “Ask anything, Princess, I believe I covered the most important parts, but there is probably one last thing that I should mention. I’m the next Alpha to my pack.” I say.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17: Amara 
 
    “Alpha, what’s that?” I ask, being completely thrown off by him saying that I’m his mate. 
 
      
 
    “In a werewolf community, we have a hierarchy. An Alpha is the leader of a pack. Everyone has a job and a purpose that they need to fulfill to ensure the safety and livelihood of the entire pack. Any werewolf would protect another pack member with his or her life, in an instant, no questions asked. But it’s the Alpha’s job to protect the entire pack against the big threats and make decisions daily. To keep things running smoothly. You know?” He answers with a sigh. 
 
      
 
    “What exactly does that mean?” I say, still not seeing the significance to me. 
 
      
 
    “Well if you accept me as your mate and I claim you, that will make you the packs Alpha female. This is the exact same role as me but without dealing with the enforcing and physical demands of the pack leader. You will help make pack decisions and hold meetings. That sort of thing.” He says while looking at the ground. 
 
      
 
    I find myself reeling about everything he has said since seeing him in wolf form. I remember Declan saying there were a couple of reasons he was telling me all this. Since I am human, I wonder what it means to be his mate. 
 
      
 
    “Declan, I’m human, what happens if I do accept you?” I ask, voicing my thoughts as I look into his green eyes. 
 
      
 
    “That’s where you have it wrong, babe!” He says while a smug smile appears on his face.  
 
      
 
    It is one of those, I know something you don’t, kind of smiles. 
 
      
 
    “What. . . what is that supposed to mean?” I ask, cocking my left eyebrow getting frustrated and annoyed. What is he playing at? 
 
      
 
    “Amara don’t get pissed. Calm down, and I’ll explain!” He says. 
 
      
 
     Big mistake! 
 
      
 
    “Calm down!? You have got to be kidding me! I was perfectly calm until you told me to calm down! Don’t tell me what to do and answer my damn questions without the bullshit!” I insistently tell him while I stand up off the ground.  
 
      
 
    He looks at me completely shocked with his mouth agape. His eyes wide before his expression changes to a hard-emotionless mask. 
 
      
 
    “Fine, I was trying to be gentle about telling you this since it’s obvious you don’t know, but you’re a werewolf too. Well, at least half anyway.” He says in a low menacing tone while standing up and towering over me. 
 
      
 
    “WH -what?” Is all I could manage to stutter out. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah Princess, you are not human. In fact, as far as I can tell, you’re not a human at all. You are half werewolf and half something else. I have no idea what, or how, since it’s forbidden for werewolves to mate with any other species. Humans are the only exception to this law, and it’s been that way for hundreds of years. In fact, now that I really think about it, you could be in danger if anybody pays too much attention to your scent!” He says, his tone going marginally softer. 
 
      
 
    I look down at the ground. This is crazy, I don’t understand any of this right now. I mean, I do appreciate the basics. He is a werewolf, I’m his mate, and apparently not human! What the hell? This is all too overwhelming. Things seemed so much simpler before when I was just focused on getting out of the system, and away from Derrick and Bob. 
 
      
 
    Now, I’m a half werewolf and something else? I can’t think or process anymore as my head starts spinning. I begin to breathe in and out deeply; over and over again. I feel like I’m hyperventilating. I remember something about people putting their head down between their legs and taking deep breaths in this kind of situation. I swing my head down and hunch over, but that just makes the dizziness worse, and all I can see is black spots. When I try to stand back up, I lose my balance and land on my butt on the grass. Declan is instantly kneeling down and checking on me. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” He asks, locking his eyes with mine.  
 
      
 
    I nod my head in response, and I realize he’s right; I do that a lot. Oh well, it’s easier than forming complete sentences at the moment. 
 
      
 
    “How am I a werewolf? Wouldn’t I have known this somehow, experienced differences?” I ask skeptically. 
 
      
 
    “Werewolves can hide their scent and don’t really experience wolf senses until they shift. Typically, male wolves shift for the first time when they are in their mid-teens unless they shift early as a form of defense, which is a more common occurrence in male pups. In fact, there isn’t a male pup over the age of fourteen in our pack that hasn’t shifted. Female wolves tend to shift for the first time around their 18th birthday. Other than that, we are as fragile as humans until our first shift. This is why we live in such a tight community. We refer to the community as The Den, by the way.” He explains. 
 
      
 
    I’m struggling to understand all this new information as he continues. 
 
      
 
    “Look, our pack doctor can discreetly draw some blood, and we could know the results in a few days. Then we can know what else you are.” He offers while waiting for a verbal response. 
 
      
 
    “That sounds okay, but what am I supposed to do until then? I can’t go back home. Bob probably called the cops after the café incident. If he didn’t do it already when he saw what was left of Derrick!!” I say. 
 
      
 
    “YOU’RE NOT GOING BACK THERE!” He says harshly before immediately looking ashamed. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Wolf took over there, but I do agree that returning isn’t an option. I don’t think you are there by choice. So, when do you turn eighteen?” He asks. 
 
      
 
    “March 5th, why?” I reply. 
 
      
 
    “I will deal with your foster situation. As for school, you’ve only missed a few days so after I get everything sorted you can go back to the same school or go online. Whatever you’d prefer.” He tells me. 
 
      
 
    He seems almost excited. 
 
      
 
    “Are you serious? How are you going to take care of it?” I demand to know, wondering how werewolves “deal” with things. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, I swear it will be legal and through the system.” He says while holding his right hand over his heart like I did earlier. 
 
      
 
    I smirk at his playfulness.  
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you will... Is there anything else we need to talk about out while we’re here? I’m getting tired.” I reply through an exhausted yawn. 
 
      
 
    “We can go.” He says, offering me his hand to help me up off the ground. 
 
      
 
    Once our hands make contact, I immediately feel an electrifying jolt. I swear they are starting to concentrate at the apex of my thighs, more every single time we touch. The sensation is very distracting. We make our way back through the trees, walking silently hand-in-hand. We reach the car in what feels like minutes. I find myself wondering why the journey always seems quicker when going home. Wait, did I really just consider Declan’s house my home? Weird, I think, as I climb into the passenger seat and buckle up. Declan gets in and starts the car before he expertly turns us around on the narrow dirt road and starts driving back the way we came. 
 
      
 
    “There is one more thing I’d like to ask you, and it’s going to seem weird. I need you to stay in my room unless I’m with you, or possibly my sister Brianna. Just until we have the results from the blood test and then we can go from there. I don’t want you uncomfortable or to feel like you’re a prisoner, but you mean too much to me for me to risk losing you. I feel like I can’t even trust those in my pack, and they are extremely loyal.” He says and then waits. 
 
      
 
    I make no movement. I don’t really know how I feel about this. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” I ask. 
 
      
 
    “I know this is hard to understand, but because you are a half-breed, the first half-breed ever that I know of, it puts you in danger! Also, because you’re unmarked, unmated males will think you are fair game.” He explains. 
 
      
 
    “You’re right, I don’t understand it, but I feel like I can trust you. So, I’ll agree to it, but you can’t just leave me in your room alone all day.” I say, trying to sound like I have some control over my life. 
 
      
 
    “Wouldn’t dream of it.” He says while eyeing me from legs to face, lingering for a moment at my chest.  
 
      
 
    It seems like he can see straight through the tight red t-shirt that I’ve been wearing for a few days now. I smile at seeing his smug grin when his face finally meets mine. Breaking our eye contact, I lean my head against the cold glass of the window, thinking about all the latest information floating around in my head. I subconsciously note the sensation of being watched as my eyes drift close. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    It was pure luck when I decided to eat at Pooter’s Pie Café today. I consider this as the familiar tingle at the base of my neck alerts me to their presence. I discreetly watch them as they walk past me sitting at the bar. I take a deep breath and intuitively know that I’ve found her. It’s been seventeen years since I’ve smelled that thing’s nasty mixed scent. What a night, I think as I remember back to that cold dark evening long ago. 
 
    I was outside the house, in the shadows, freezing my ass off and waiting for her to turn off the light and finally head to bed. It was almost eleven o’clock. She always laid down at eleven, no matter what. I could set my watch by Natalie’s daily rituals. I had been watching her for two weeks, and her habitual nature had made it easy for me to predict her behavior. Sure enough, two minutes later, she turned off the light and headed up the stairs to the second floor.  
 
    I inhaled the surrounding scents deeply to make sure no one was around before crawling out from behind the bush. I remember my muscles cramping in protest at my sudden movements as I crawled on my hands and knees on the frozen ground, not wanting to risk being detected on my way to the window. The dumb broad gave me easy access when she opened the window earlier in the day for some fresh air. I made sure to break the lock before she closed it. It was risky getting that close in the daylight, but it was totally worth it. I was able to slide the window open easily and stealthily step inside. Immediately, I felt a tingle at the base of my neck.  
 
      
 
    It’s close... 
 
      
 
    I stepped against the wall for cover and to avoid casting any shadows, while I smelled the scents in the house to check the body count. I only saw two people throughout the day, but only amateurs don’t double check. I crept away from the wall and started to make my way slowly up the stairs. As I placed my foot on the top step, it let out a loud, exaggerated creak from my weight. Rapidly the door at the end of the hall flew open, and I saw Natalie in the doorway.  
 
      
 
    She must have sensed me.  
 
      
 
    Quickly she raised her hand with a flick in my direction. The next thing I knew, I was flying backward, landing halfway down the stairs before I rolled all the way to the bottom. I heard a door slam upstairs as I tried to right myself as quickly as I could. Ignoring the pain, from what I later confirmed were broken ribs, I phased and promptly ran up the stairs three at a time. I could hear mumbling and crying coming from the room halfway down the hall on the right. I snarled as I jumped into the door, using all my weight to break through the wood. 
 
      
 
    “I won’t let you touch her!”  Natalie screamed at me as soon as I was through the door while she stood there with her arms spread in front of a crib.  
 
      
 
    I saw her move her hand towards me again and felt the wind pushing me back. I extended my claws and dug them into the floor for traction and slowly pushed against the unseen force; making my way towards her. I felt the wind pick up, but it’s increased strength only slowed me down marginally. I was a foot away from her when her concentration broke, allowing me to jump on her and force her to the ground. Natalie tried to shove me off of her, but she was a small woman and didn’t have much fight left in her. Her fate is inevitable. Once I sequestered her arms down with my front paws and was settled on top of her chest. I clamped down on her throat and started yanking my head from side to side. I wasn’t trying to kill her yet, I just enjoyed hearing her cries of pain.   
 
      
 
    “Please! No!” She whimpers as I reveled in her cries for mercy. 
 
      
 
    Shockingly, I grew bored quicker than I would’ve thought. So, I ripped out her throat and relinquished the remains to the floor mercilessly. I watched her, as she gurgled out her last few attempts for air, as her life force left her body and her eyes glossed over. I licked the blood off my snout and started padding towards the crib when I saw an odd glow from underneath it. I stuck my head underneath the bed skirt to investigate.  It was a cell phone, and I could hear the operator still trying to make contact. Cursing internally, my hearing picked up sirens that were damn close. I realized I must leave now if I want to get away. I stuck my snout through the bars of the crib, ignoring the wailing infant, and inhale as long and deep as I could; committing her smell to memory. 
 
    A loud commotion brings me out of my thoughts. Looking around the diner, I see a drunk potbellied man grabbing and shaking the girl. As I watch the events unravel, I realize this drunk obviously knows her, and I wonder if I can manipulate him into helping me. By the looks of him, it won’t take much to persuade him to betray the bitch. However, he would have to be conscious for that to work. I wait, as I watch the man that’s still standing throw some money down on a table on his way out the door and I rush to do the same, so I can follow them. 
 
    I stay a reasonable distance behind them on the drive to their destination. By the time I parked, my prey had already left their car. I’m forced to wait until they come back. Two hours later, I watch them come through the trees holding hands. I continue watching them until they drive away. Setting my binoculars down on the ground, I start removing any traces that I had been here. With that done, I pick up my supplies and make the steep climb to my car. I had to park it further away from where they had parked so it wouldn’t be noticed when they came out of the forest. Once I’m inside my car, I pull out my spare cell phone and call the boss. 
 
      
 
    “This better be good news!” Is the greeting I receive after three rings.  
 
      
 
    “Sir, I apologize if I’m disturbing you, I’m just calling to give you an update,” I explain with a shaky voice.  
 
      
 
    “Well go on then!” He demands impatiently.  
 
      
 
    “I have found the girl. I spotted her in a diner when some man grabbed her and made a scene!” I say, hoping he is happy that I have finally found her.  
 
      
 
    “Are you sure it’s her? Do you have her?” He asks, with glee in his voice.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m sure. No, I don’t have her, yet. There’s a small problem, I think she could be mated to a future Alpha. I’m going to have to watch and plan first before I can capture the abomination. He will make it more difficult!” I growl, hoping to get approval. 
 
      
 
    “Do what you must to get her, but I want her alive when she’s brought to me. Do you understand?” He snarls back.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” I say as I hear a click and resounding silence.  
 
      
 
    I put my spare phone in my pocket and drive to the nearest motel to start planning. I’ve been looking for her for so long that I can barely contain my anticipation of the upcoming hunt. It’s been almost eighteen years since I started looking for this brat. Eighteen years since I have seen my home. Ever since her father Wolfrick was killed, I’ve been cursed with the task of destroying his half-breed. He should not have died. If his father’s enforcers weren’t idiots, he would still be here. If he were still alive then his mate, along with the mixed spawn she was carrying, would’ve been dealt with back then. It should have been easy to deal with her and her mother. His father almost had me killed when I let her get away the last time! It will be different this time, her luck has finally run out. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19: Amara 
 
    As I wake up, all I can feel is an immense softness. As my head starts to clear, I abruptly remember that I’m in Declan’s bed. I was so exhausted that I slept the whole drive back. I only woke up slightly when Declan was carrying me up the stairs. I look around to make sure I am alone, and I’m surprised that I am actually able to see. Sitting up, I locate the source of light. It’s coming from a half-opened door a few feet to the left of the bed. I walk into the room and push the door open to see that it is the bathroom. Not just any bathroom. My fantasy bathroom! Well, it would be if I had ever thought to fantasize about it. The bathroom has two sinks, and the white tub is exquisite. He has one of those deep, old-school clawfoot tubs that could fit three people comfortably. Looking at my clothes again, I realize I am still in my long sleeve shirt and jeans. From what, four days ago now? Feeling exceptionally dirty, I groan out loud.  
 
    Going back to Declan’s room, I spot a vast oak dresser on the wall to the right of his bedroom door. Ignoring the miscellaneous stuff scattered across the top, I start opening drawers and digging through his clothes. I find a dark blue t-shirt and drawstring jersey-shorts and return to the bathroom, closing and locking the door behind me. After I undress, I look at myself in the mirror. Ewww, I think until something dark and purple at the base of my neck catches my eye. He gave me a hickey. Seriously? Ugh, I don’t even know how to cover this up.  
 
    Abandoning the mirror, I turn on the shower letting it run until the water is hot before stepping under the spray. Standing under the water, allowing my skin to adjust to the temperature, I start thinking about how much my life has changed in the few days since meeting Declan. I wonder how long I would have been ignorant of the fact that I’m not human if I hadn’t met him. Well, I guess I would’ve noticed something by my eighteenth birthday when I’m supposed to be able to shift for the first time, I muse.  
 
     When thinking about Declan, I feel safe and wanted, something like I’ve never experienced before. It’s all so confusing. I have never felt like I could trust anybody, but it’s different with him. He is awakening a part of me that I didn’t know I had. It’s a feeling that is so full of lust and want, but I have no idea what to do with it. I am slightly shocked to find that I’m excited to be experiencing this for the first time.  
 
    Sighing, I take my time as I wash my hair and let the luxurious hot water relax and massage my muscles. There’s no impending feeling in my gut that makes me want to rush like it did at Bob’s house. I scan the shower, and I can't believe my luck when I find a fresh razor on a built-in shelf to the left of the handrail. I am positively full of glee that I’m finally able to shave. After taking my time shaving, enjoying the hot water, I turn the shower off and grab a towel from the nearby rack before I step out. I dry off with the high-quality soft towel and dress in the clothes I borrowed from Declan’s dresser. I decide not to put my bra and underwear back on because they’re fifthly, but maybe I can get them washed. After I wrap my damp hair in the towel, I grab my dirty clothes and head out the door.  
 
    Strange. I thought I locked that door. I’m lost in my thoughts looking for a place to put my dirty clothes when I hear a low growl from behind me. The noise makes me abruptly turn around and drop my clothes.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20: Declan 
 
    I come back to my room after checking in with my family and explaining as much as I could about Amara. When I walk in the bedroom the first thing, I notice is that the bathroom door is now closed. She must be in there; I think to myself. I hear the shower turn on, which confirms my suspicion. Of course, Wolf decides to be a dick and draw my attention to a sequence of mental images of Amara in the shower. The image of beads of soap and water running down her neck and dripping in between her magnificent breasts. It makes me groan out loud and grab my hard shaft to readjust myself and relive the straining against the band of my shorts.  
 
      
 
    ‘Stop!’ I beg mentally to Wolf as hear him snickering.  
 
      
 
    ‘Claim!’ He impresses upon my consciousness. 
 
      
 
    ‘I can’t, she hasn’t accepted us yet.’ I argue back.  
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, she has. When we showed her our wolf form, she didn’t run away. She has already accepted us.’ He says smugly.  
 
      
 
    ‘I will not take her against her will, and that’s final!’ I scream at him.  
 
      
 
    ‘If you won’t, then I will! I will do whatever is necessary to protect our mate. She is unprotected without our mark, free for any male of our kind. Yet, you sit there and choose not to mark her! If you can’t do this, then I will take control!’  
 
      
 
    Just as Wolf finishes his threat, I feel a sharp pain in my head, and everything goes black. I can’t see anything! I shake my head, trying to clear the sensation and realize I can’t.  My vision slowly clears, but it’s not normal. I can see through my eyes, but I’m not in control of any of my limb’s movements. I’m taken by surprise to discover that Wolf has taken control of my human form, making me move awkwardly at first. My arms occasionally flail as I get my balance after taking a step or two.  
 
      
 
    ‘What in the hell did you do?’ I mentally scream at Wolf.  
 
      
 
    ‘I took control like I said I would!’ Wolf responds.  
 
      
 
    I push mentally, trying to fight his impulses in a concentrated effort to move my limbs.  
 
      
 
    ‘Give me control back!’ I beg, worried for Amara.  
 
      
 
    ‘Later!’ Is all he says as we walk to stand off to the side of the bathroom door. 
 
      
 
    I start to panic a little realizing that Wolf is making me a voyeur in my own head. A few minutes later, Amara walks out. We start a low hungry growl at the sight of her. She looks too damn sexy in my clothes. Even if I had been in control, I don’t think I would’ve been able to stop myself. 
 
    Wolf stalks her as she turns around dropping the clothes that were in her hand. As soon as we’re close enough to touch her, she starts backing up until she hits the wall. Wolf places our arms on both sides of her head and presses our body flat against hers. She gasps as he rubs my hardness against her belly.  
 
      
 
    “Claim!” I growl aloud. 
 
      
 
    I catch her mouth with mine aggressively, making her moan. I can feel myself kissing her hard. Wolf tries to show her our hunger and need until she pulls back gasping for air.   
 
      
 
    “Stop!” She says when we start trailing kisses across her jaw.  
 
      
 
    Wolf doesn’t hear her, or if he does, he’s choosing to ignore her because we just keep kissing down her throat until we are at the base of her neck. 
 
      
 
    “Declan, Stop!” She says louder and more commanding.  
 
    This causes Wolf to back up a few steps and look at her. 
 
    “You’re not Declan, are you?” She asks, hesitantly.  
 
      
 
    “We are the same.” We answer her, my voice more guttural when mixed with Wolf’s.   
 
      
 
    “Yes, but you’re not Declan, your eyes are more like his; Wolf’s.” She sighs. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Wolf.” We say confirming it.  
 
      
 
    He is happy with the acknowledgment, but that is short-lived when Amara speaks again. 
 
      
 
    “It’s lovely to speak to you, but can I speak to Declan?” She asks.  
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, she wants to speak to Declan.’ I say snidely to Wolf; rubbing it in.  
 
      
 
    Just then, I feel mild pain in my head and see black again. This time when I shake my head to clear it, I succeed. I am a little too forceful, making myself dizzy. When I open my eyes again, I see her standing against the wall hands flattened against it at her sides, looking at me with a confused expression. It definitely wasn’t normal for Wolf to exert himself and take physical control.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21: Amara 
 
     “Declan?” I ask, even though I know it’s him because his eyes are back to their standard shade of green.  
 
      
 
    “Yea, it’s me. I’m so sorry I couldn’t stop him!” He says, looking ashamed. 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay, I think I take it that doesn’t happen very often. You seemed awkward, and that kiss was nothing like earlier. Any idea why Wolf took control?” 
 
      
 
     “No, it’s never happened before! He took control of me physically to claim you!” Declan pleads while looking at the floor.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I thought I had to accept you or whatever first?” I ask, still confused.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah…so, according to him, since you didn’t run away when we revealed our wolf form, he considered you accepting us.” He explains, not bringing his gaze to meet mine. 
 
      
 
    “I honestly didn’t know until right before my wolf took control, I’m so sorry.” He says finally glancing up to look at me.  
 
      
 
    “It’s really not that big of a deal. I was going to accept you anyway. But what does that mean for us now?” I ask, looking back in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “It means that I shouldn’t be alone with you until you are willing to let me claim you. I won’t take you by force, but Wolf will because he believes he’s doing the right thing. He thinks that it’s the only way to protect you from other male wolves. As you’ve witnessed, he’s fighting me for dominance and not above taking physical control of my body. The more I’m around you, it becomes increasingly harder to deny the urge to claim you!” He says with an anguished look.  
 
      
 
    The look on his face makes me feel so bad. It’s not that I don’t want him to do that to me. I’m just scared and clueless. Also, I want it to be him in control and not his wolf when it does happen. I also don’t want to be limited to seeing him for just a few minutes at a time. That will make getting to know him impossible. The strained look on his face and his crazy wood being pinned down by the stretchy elastic of his short’s waistband and showing me he can’t handle much more waiting. He gets up and starts walking towards the door, but I’ve already made up my mind. 
 
      
 
    “I am willing. . . if it is you in control.” I say, shocking us both at my forwardness. 
 
    He slowly turns around. 
 
      
 
    “What?” He says with one eyebrow raised. 
 
      
 
    “I need you to understand what you are agreeing to. If I don’t leave the room now, there will be no going back, Amara, not ever!” Declan says while his face is contorting in a mix of agony and excitement.  
 
    He’s still fighting for control and barely winning by the looks of it.  
 
      
 
    “I am sure I’m j-just nervous,” I say as calmly as possible.  
 
      
 
    He nods his head and walks over to stand in front of me, still against the wall. 
 
      
 
    “Did I mention to you how sexy you look in my clothes?” He leans over and whispers.  
 
      
 
    His warm breath fans out and makes the heat spread from my ear throughout my body. I shake my head back and forth slightly in response when he starts planting quick little kisses behind my ear. He is moving down my throat and backs up again; only stopping when he gets to the corner of my lips. I lick my lips eagerly waiting for him to kiss me, eliciting a growl from him.  
 
      
 
    “I need you now!” He breathes raggedy in my ear. 
 
      
 
    His voice is raspy with hunger, and he finally ends my suffering by assaulting my lips aggressively. It’s like he’s mirroring my needs. As we continue kissing, I feel him turn me around and softly push me backward until my knees hit something soft, causing them to buckle. I fall back and land on the bed, causing us to finally break the kiss. Without hesitation, he is on top of me, and he places his legs outside of my hips, so he is straddling me. Continuing the kiss, his tongue wrestles mine for dominance. He wins, of course, and starts gliding his tongue between my lips; in and out. Wetness is now dripping down my thighs, unburdened by panties. He is driving me wild, and he has barely begun.  
 
      
 
    “More!” I manage to say with a muffled moan.  
 
      
 
    He must have been waiting for my urging as he gets up and undresses in record time and stands there to let me look at him, completely unashamed. I wouldn’t be surprised if I’m drooling. He looks as if his chest was sculpted by the gods. His pecs look diamond hard; pure ridged muscle. They are situated in perfect proportion above a beautiful eight pack with a thin layer of light brown hair heading South. I thought bodies like this only existed in fairytales and dirty books. I look lower and gasp, not able to pull my gaze away, causing him to chuckle. I have never seen one before, so I have nothing for comparison. However, I have read a few Cosmos, and that thing is humongous. My eyes widen because there is no way he is going to fit inside of me. He must see the trepidation on my face. 
 
      
 
    “No matter what, it’s going to hurt your first time. But we’ll go slow, and I know I can make it feel good. Trust me, I don’t want to hurt you in any way.” He sympathizes. 
 
      
 
    I look in his eyes and know that he means it. He doesn’t seem thrilled at the thought of inflicting pain on me. I know we haven’t known each other that long. Actually, we barely know each other, but I figure we have the rest of our lives to get to know one another. I can’t believe I already trust him. I know in my heart that this is right, so I nod my head as he lays down on top of me, straddling my waist this time. His massive shaft is burning the skin on my stomach and between my breasts through my borrowed shirt.  
 
      
 
    He leans down and kisses me, softly at first but then deepens it, licking and biting my lips occasionally. All the while, he is pulling up my shirt enough so that he can slide both hands under it. I moan at the sensation of his touch, leaving a trail of heat everywhere on his way to my aching breasts. He lightly runs his hands over them, teasing the soft skin and making my nipples tight and hard. Grabbing one breast, he gently squeezes before he pinches and pulls the nipple while his other hand languidly mimics it on the other one. 
 
    He breaks away from my lips and starts kissing and nipping his way down to my collarbone. He stops right where he left that hickey, which reminds me that I have to get him back for it. Now is as good a time as any, so I start kissing his cheek and moving to his ear. He stops moving, holding himself entirely still in the crook of my neck. I continue mimicking he was doing to me. I alternate between lightly biting and kissing on my way down his throat until I reach the base of his neck. There, right where his neck and shoulder meet. I start sucking and licking, hoping to make my first ever hickey. I hear Declan start groaning until it turns into a growl, so I stop sucking. 
 
      
 
    “Declan?” I ask.   
 
      
 
    “I’m okay... you just have to quit doing that!” He coughs out.  
 
      
 
    I nod in response before kissing him on the lips. Declan breaks the kiss to grab the hem of his shirt, pulling it off and throwing it to the floor. Maneuvering himself on top of me while keeping his weight braced on his legs. I can see the hunger in his green eyes as he rakes his gaze over me while he licks his lips.  
 
      
 
    “Mine!” He growls and leans down, planting soft kisses in a pattern on my throat down to my aching chest. 
 
      
 
    He stops between my breasts and cups each one with his hands, pushing them together against his face. I feel the stubble on his chin lightly scratching the soft skin as he slowly rubs his face up and down. I can’t stop myself from moaning out loud as my stomach begins twisting with need. Lifting his head, he moves his mouth over one of my nipples. I feel his hot breath an instant before his warm wet tongue lightly flicks against it back and forth before aggressively suckling while his other hand is switching between massaging and pinching the other. All these new sensations are euphoric and overwhelming, and I can’t help but need more. Arching my back, I grant him more access as I silently offer him everything. 
 
      
 
    “Please?” Is all I can get out before I bite down on my lip in an attempt to stifle a moan when he pinches a little too hard.  
 
      
 
    “Please what?” He says, with his lust evident as he lightly bites my nipple before kissing his way down my stomach. Dipping his tongue into my naval before stopping at the top of my shorts.  
 
      
 
    “I’m waiting. . .” He teases, playing with the top edge of my pants, occasionally letting his index finger slip and run along the inside of my shorts. 
 
      
 
    He’s making it so hard to think, let alone speak. My throat feels as dry as the Sahara Desert, but I manage to choke out, “I need more!”. 
 
      
 
    He lowers his head and starts kissing around my belly button as he unties the drawstring sliding down my body as he drags my shorts over my hips and down my legs before tossing them to the ground. He lets out a growl at seeing me completely nude, and I watch his eyes quickly flicker from green to yellow and back to green. He is kissing his way again up the inside of my leg, and I’m shaking with nervous anticipation of where he is heading. He leans forward and flattens his chest against the bed as he pushes my thighs further apart.  
 
    Opening me to his view, he lowers his head and places a soft kiss on top of my mound. I gasp in shock as he uses one hand to spread my lips apart while he puts the other hand on my hip, gripping me and holding me in place. He moves down, and his tongue is slowly moving up from my very core and swiping over my nub in a circle. I moan out loud, jerking back out of reflex. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, you taste so good, and you’re so ready for me.” He says, amazed.  
 
      
 
    His hand on my hip is keeping me still while he lowers his mouth and alternates between sucking, little love bites, and that intense circular motion focused intently on my clit. I start bucking my hips needing more when I feel him slide a finger in, and I immediately freeze at the foreign sensation. It is a full feeling but not uncomfortably so. I wait a few moments to adjust before I can’t hold still any longer and buck against him.  
 
      
 
    “Shit, you’re so tight!” He groans as he starts pumping his finger, slowly in and out, curving the tip, so it runs along my inner wall.  
 
      
 
    The knots in my stomach tighten and drop lower, and I think I’m close to losing control. Declan adds another finger as he bends his head down and starts licking and sucking my swollen bundle of nerves. His two fingers continue working expertly in and out of me. I can’t help but buck against his hand, and I can’t stop myself from tightening on his fingers and scream nonsense as waves of pleasure explode throughout my whole body. During the sensation he crawls up, so he’s leaning over me and starts kissing me very softly, moving his thick hard shaft up and down. He lightly pushes against me and slides in the wetness until his head is rubbing deliciously on my still sensitive mound, getting me excited all over again. 
 
      
 
    “This is going to hurt a little, I’m sorry,” He says as he positions himself at my opening.  
 
      
 
    I take a deep breath and close my eyes, feeling his hard-smooth mass slowly pushing into me, fighting for each centimeter. He kisses me again, this time hard and demanding, his tongue dominating mine. He is trying to distract me as he pushes the rest of the way into me and holds still. My eyes widen, and I gasp as all the breath leaves me from the sharp pain. My fingers are digging into his arms as I take deep breaths as the pain subsides. 
 
      
 
    He cautiously starts to move in and out, and I am amazed that the pleasure is building again. He starts sucking and nipping on my left shoulder as he starts pumping into me faster. I wrap my legs around him for leverage and begin to rock my hips in rhythm to his. Then I feel his teeth sink into my shoulder, and I feel an all-consuming blinding pain that quickly morphs into immense hot pleasure. I feel my whole body tighten and burn as Declan starts pounding faster and harder in and out. 
 
      
 
    “Declan!” Is all I can scream this time while I climax, causing me to tighten and convulse around him. 
 
      
 
    I feel him come in hard short thrusts; it feels fantastic. He is fully sheathed by me, as he moans with his own release. I lay still, enjoying the waves of pleasure pulsing throughout my body. My body feels exhausted in a delicious way. Licking my shoulder a few times, he pulls out and lies down beside me to catch his breath. I roll over to my side and close my eyes. When I’m almost asleep, I feel Declan snuggle against my back and pull the sheets over us. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Princess.”  He whispers behind my ear as I feel his arm around my waist, causing me to sigh happily as I quickly fall asleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22: Amara 
 
    I slowly blink my eyes open as I roll over on the bed and feel an empty space and cold sheets where Declan should be. Tears rise blurring my vision and a hard knot forms in my stomach at the thought that maybe I was used and then left.  I’m startled when I hear the bathroom door swing open and quickly pull the sheet up to my chest. Declan is standing there, and my worries fade away immediately. His hair dripping water drops down his neck, some leaving a trail past his pecs to his eight pack. The towel is hanging so low on his hips that another inch and I would be able to see him in all his glory. He growls as he looks at the thin sheet that I am using to cover myself, I blush and look away. I feel the bed shift when he lays next to me, and then his warm breath is on my neck. I need to quit exposing my neck to him, I scold myself. 
 
    Kissing his way down to my shoulder where he bit me last night. He pauses to look at it, and I hear him say “mine” in a whisper before bending his head down and licking his mark. Shivering, I feel heat pulsing from that spot as he licks it.  
 
      
 
    “Declan.” I gasp out, hoping to get his attention so I can ask him to stop.  
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, I’m fighting against my own body’s traitorous reaction to him, which results in his name coming out in breathy encouragement. I pull together all my will and place a hand against his bare chest and push slightly. This gets his attention as he pulls back to look me in the eyes. My fingers are still tingling from the brief touch. Damn, why does he have to be so sexy?  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry. It’s not that I don’t want to because I do. I just really need a shower first. Also, maybe we should talk some more?” I say hoping he understands.  
 
      
 
    I don’t really want to tell him how sore I am. I watch him as he takes a few deep calming breaths. 
 
      
 
    “Yea, you’re right, and I’m the one who should be apologizing to you! I am sorry; really, I am. I need to learn better self-control when I’m around you. It’s supposed to be easier now that we are mated. Honestly, when I see you, all I want to do is jump you! If you know what I mean?” He says wriggling his eyebrows up and down suggestively. 
 
    “It’s okay. . . I understand, really, I do. I feel the same way.” I say readjusting my sheet causing his eyes to drop lower. 
 
      
 
    “So, how about that shower?” I ask, trying to quickly change the subject from anything to do with us jumping each other.  
 
      
 
    Even though I’m swollen and tender down there, my brain is making arguments against me. The most prevalent argument is to take some Tylenol and sit on a bag of frozen vegetables. No thank you brain; I’ll just recoup a little first.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I already took one since I thought you would be asleep longer. You’re making me regret it every second as I stare at you hiding that gorgeous body of yours in my sheet!” He groans.  
 
      
 
    Which isn’t hiding much by the way.” He adds quickly while chuckling and getting off the bed to walk to the dresser.  
 
      
 
    “Everything you need is in there.” He says as he points at the bathroom door.  
 
      
 
    “While you’re in the shower I’ll go get you some clothes from my sister Brianna. You’ll need clothes of your own, so we’re going to need to take you shopping soon.” 
 
      
 
    I grab the sheet, using it to shield myself as much as possible as I crawl off the bed. Turning around, I glance down where I see dried blood on the bedsheet. I feel my cheeks heating from embarrassment as I feel two solid arms wrap around my waist.  
 
      
 
    “It’s normal for the first-time love,” Declan tells me, trying to ease my discomfort at the awkwardness.   
 
      
 
    “I’m just going to take a shower.” I sigh.  
 
      
 
    I wait for him to release me as he leans forward pushing his solid bare chest against my back.  
 
      
 
    The thin sheet is the only layer between us as he whispers in my ear. “If I’m not here when you get out, wait in here for me, please! I have to talk to my father about a few things.” 
 
      
 
    His deep voice makes me shiver, what a jerk, he didn’t have to whisper that! Bending down to his mark, he places a quick kiss there before he turns around and walks out. He is still in a towel but has his clothes in hand. What an evil man, I think to myself.  
 
      
 
    All at once, I realize he just left in a towel, and I’m hit with an unfamiliar feeling, jealousy. Who else is in the house and able to see my man, I wonder? The last time I felt anything close to jealousy was about eight months ago when Bob took Derek on a “guys” day out. I was obviously not invited. Derek came home with the biggest smile on his face, arms loaded with prizes and sports memorabilia. Apparently, they had gone to a baseball game and then the state fair.  I learned that day with Bob and Derek that there is no point in wasting energy on jealousy and things that I can’t change. I am annoyed that I’m unable to control this feeling now.  
 
      
 
    “He had better use the other bathroom to change before leaving the house, or he will be sorry,” I say aloud to myself as I walk into the bathroom to take a hot shower.               
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23: Declan 
 
    I walk out of the room, quickly shutting the door behind me, and make my way a few steps across the hall to another bathroom. I throw on my clothes, which consist of a tight black t-shirt, dark blue jeans, and a pair of black Lakai sneakers. As I walk out of the bathroom, I throw my towel on the floor next to the hamper. Brianna’s room is at the very end of the hall. I knock and wait. With no response, I enter her room. I do my best to ignore the pink painted walls, purple shag carpet, and neon yellow bedspread. I can honestly say the room matches my sister’s personality, but the bright colors assault my eyes. I borrow a semi-loose blue t-shirt, light blue jeans, and a clean pair of socks. I’m not touching my sister’s underwear for any reason so Amara will have to go commando, which is an intriguing thought. On my way to see my dad, I stop by my room to drop the clothes on the bed and hear the shower turn on and groan. 
 
      
 
    Damn Wolf and his mental images.  
 
      
 
    ‘Want mate!’ Wolf growls. I turn around and leave the room before answering him. 
 
      
 
    ‘Give it a rest; it will happen again when the time is right!’ 
 
      
 
     I head downstairs towards the double oak doors that lead to my father’s study. I sigh and raise my hand to knock on the door.  
 
      
 
    “Come on in son.” I hear my father say before I can knock. 
 
      
 
    I open both doors and walk in, making sure to close them behind me as I greet my Father. He looks up from the stack of papers he’s reading while sitting at his desk. 
 
      
 
    “Well, is it business or pleasure today?” He asks.  
 
      
 
    “Both I’m afraid,” I answer with a smile, waiting for him to add anything.  
 
      
 
    He doesn’t so I proceed “I’ve mated our future Alpha female. . .” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve heard your Mother mentioned that you had finally found her. Congratulations! So when can I meet my new daughter-n-law? He asks before I can even finish. 
 
      
 
    “Whoa, give me a second to explain some things first.” I wait for him to say something, but he just nods so I go on; “that was just the pleasure part of my news. Unfortunately, the rest is kind of business, but it all has to do with my mate.” 
 
      
 
    “First things first, I need you to have one of the pack lawyers do whatever is necessary to have her emancipated immediately! It should be easy to provide enough evidence to support the case. Especially given the circumstances she was living in, and she’s only three months away from being eighteen.”  
 
      
 
    “Okay, okay, what else?” He responds as he is writing notes on a notepad. I take a deep breath and am glad my dad is sitting down.  
 
      
 
    “I also need the pack doctor to come here as soon as possible to run some blood tests on Amara because she’s...well different. How I don’t know the exactly, and neither does Amara. She didn’t even know she has werewolf blood. If we didn’t meet, I don’t think Amara would’ve found out until she shifted for the first time!” I explain fast and start silently praying and hoping he will be supportive and not overreact.  
 
      
 
    As expected, I watch as his expression changes from joy to horror in seconds. 
 
      
 
    “How? How is this even possible?” He asks.  
 
      
 
    “That’s against every law we’ve been taught from The Elder Book! We are NOT to procreate with other creatures of magic, EVER! To do so is to sign your own death warrant!” He exclaims. 
 
      
 
    “Honestly I don’t know sir. As far as I can tell, she has always been in the foster system, although I haven’t had the chance to check any records or ask her yet.” I sigh ashamed of myself. I have been more worried about claiming her than trying to get to know her.  
 
      
 
    I can tell my father is thinking. The lines on his tan forehead are wrinkled in concentration, below his short salt and pepper hair. His unkempt bushy eyebrows and ice blue eyes are staring into space from behind his black-framed Clark Kent-ish glasses that sit atop his broad nose. 
 
      
 
    “Well, this does cause some problems and not just legal ones. The laws are ancient and prejudiced, so I don’t believe it will be a problem getting them changed. But if Amara is a half-breed, then we’re going to have to figure out her what her other half is to help her. None of this will be easy, other magics keep to themselves much like wolves do and are considered even more secretive if that’s possible. So, what do you want to do here? I hate asking this but are you sure that she is your mate?” He asks, looking me in the eyes. 
 
      
 
    “There is no doubt in my mind or Wolf’s that she’s our mate, we will protect her against anyone who wants to harm her!” I reply growling.  
 
      
 
    I notice that my voice is more guttural again and I now know that it’s because of Wolf vocalizing his agreement. 
 
      
 
    “I know you understand the dangers, but how will you convince the pack for support?” I ask my father needing to change my focus from the previous question. 
 
      
 
    “Simple, you’re going to be Alpha of this pack soon, and the pack is loyal to their Alpha no matter what. Also, if they don’t like it, then we can leave the pack!” He says complacently. 
 
      
 
    If I didn’t know any better, I would think my dad doesn’t live and breathe for this pack; however, I know he does.  
 
      
 
    “We would leave as a family, of course, and they can fight amongst themselves for a new Alpha. Honestly, though that is unlikely to happen. Our family has been the blooded Alphas of this pack for centuries, and most pack members will recognize that. There will be no question regarding your mate. If any pack member threatens or hurts Amara in any way, they will be banished or killed! I don’t care who they are or what rank they are in the pack. She is my daughter now, too, and I will not have our pack being a threat to her!” He promises. 
 
      
 
    Relief hits me, and I’m amazed at everything my dad just said. He is going to help us and, even better, he is already caring for Amara though he hasn’t even met her yet.  
 
      
 
    “I was so worried that you were going to banish us, or worse try to have Amara hurt somehow,” I say thankfully.  
 
      
 
    I laugh at the absurdity of it now, and he joins me. 
 
      
 
    “Child you really don’t know me! One day we’ll fix that. .hopefully soon.” While catching his breath, he asks, “Any idea on what magic she could be?” 
 
      
 
    “I have no idea, there’s nothing noticeably different about her other than her scent...and my sense is skewed where she’s concerned. I am certain she is not a Vamp, and I am pretty sure we can rule out Witch and Fae. We’ll have to wait for the blood results and go from there.” I say while standing up to go back to my mate, my skin itching with the need to see her. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll call the doctor and find you when he arrives.” My father says as I reach the doors.  
 
      
 
    I nod as I walk out, mind wandering curiously if Amara could be done with her shower yet. Maybe I can catch her in her towel, dripping wet. I can only hope as I rush back up the stairs. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 24: Amara 
 
    I was sitting on the bed after getting dressed in the borrowed clothes that Declan left for me, beginning to get bored when someone knocks on the door. 
 
      
 
    “Come in,” I answer without even thinking about it.  
 
    A skinny guy about 5’ 11” with blonde spiked hair walks in.  
 
      
 
    “Uh, hello.” He says, looking at me confused for a second before putting on a flirtatious smile.  
 
      
 
    The dimples in his cheeks seem out of place on his face. His sharp cheekbones and thin crooked nose make him look more malnourished than the macho look that I’m sure he was going for. 
 
      
 
    “Who are you?” I ask, on alert. 
 
      
 
    “Cassius, I’m Ducky’s cousin. . . And you are?” He asks while arching one of his eyebrows over his blue eye as he sniffs the air.   
 
      
 
    “Who’s Ducky? I’m Amara, Declan’s --” I start to answer. 
 
      
 
    “Mate!” He hisses, finishing what I was going to say.  
 
    I look at him confused and start to sputter, “H-how, did you know?”  
 
      
 
    “I can smell it all over you, it’s mixed in your scent.” He answers, looking at me with an unveiled look of disgust on his face before turning his back to me and walking out. Not bothering to close the door behind him. 
 
      
 
    What an odd person, I think to myself. If I knew better, I would say he hates me, but he has no reason to hate me. I must be nervous because I never really meet new people. It’s easier to move around if you don’t have any attachments. I better get used to it though, at least where Declan is concerned. I smile thinking about him and how I feel. I definitely care for him, but is it love? I don’t think I’m there yet, but I’ve never been in love before, so I have nothing to compare it to. I’m completely lost in my thoughts when Declan enters through the open doorway. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, you alright?” He asks as he sits next to me on the bed.  
 
      
 
    “Yea, I was just thinking,” I answer, smiling at him as he kisses me on my cheek. 
 
      
 
    “Anything you want to share?” He asks.  
 
      
 
    “Nope I’m good, so what are we doing today?” I say, quickly changing the subject. 
 
      
 
    “Well the pack doctor will be here at some point to discreetly draw some blood from you, and then we’re kind of free for the rest of the day.” He says looking around, anywhere but at my face.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean kind of free? Am I not allowed to leave here now?” I ask glaring daggers at him.  
 
      
 
    “Well my family would love to meet you, and when I say family, I mean my immediate family. My mom, dad, and sister. And you’re not a prisoner of any kind here, consider yourself an honored guest until you’re comfortable calling it home.” He says looking me in the eyes finally.  
 
      
 
    Crap, I was just thinking about how I hate meeting new people, but this would be his family, and thankfully he doesn’t have a large one. I can do this; I think to myself. 
 
      
 
    “Yea we can do that, I mean they can’t be as rude as Cassius right,” I say out loud. 
 
      
 
    “You met Cassius? When, what did he say? Did he touch you?” He growls with one breath while his eyes change from green to yellow.  
 
      
 
    I hop sideways a little on the bed, knowing his wolf instincts have taken over. Even though he is still very much Declan, I can see his face straining taut. I think he’s fighting the urge to shift.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I met him, he came into your room a few moments before you came in. I assume looking for you. He didn’t say why he was there though, and Cassius didn’t stay longer than introductions I swear.” I gasp, completely flustered, not knowing why he’s so pissed at me.  
 
      
 
    His eyes are still yellow, and his lips are drawn tight in concentration. I scoot back over to him and place my arms around his neck and squeeze. He hesitates for only a second before he turns and wraps his arms around me and squeezes back. He then rubs his head against my neck and inhales deeply. After a few moments, I lean back to look at him, and I see his green eyes sparkling at me.  
 
      
 
    “Better, now?” I ask.  
 
      
 
    “Yea, I’ll deal with Cassius though.” He replies and instantly looks ready to turn again. 
 
    I sigh and kiss him on his forehead. I feel so safe and comfortable being in his arms.  
 
      
 
    “So, when are we supposed to meet with your family?” I ask, trying to distract him while his hands begin to wander.  
 
      
 
    “Uhm. . . now actually, they’re waiting downstairs to take us to lunch.” He says with that smug grin that I hate but secretly love. 
 
      
 
    “Lunch? What time is it, how late did I sleep?” I ask bewildered. 
 
    I’m usually up early. I don’t remember ever sleeping in before.  
 
      
 
    “It’s noon, but don’t worry, it’s just because we were up late.” He says with a wink as he grabs my hand, pulling me towards the door.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25: Amara 
 
    Once we’re downstairs in the entryway, I’m ambushed by three sets of arms. All are awkwardly embracing me from different angles, effectively putting me in the center of a group hug. Declan starts growling, and collectively, his family lets go and quickly starts apologizing. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry dear, we are just so excited to welcome you to the family, I’m Audrey! Declan’s mom, please forgive us.” She says, offering me her hand.  
 
      
 
    I take it but can’t help but stare transfixed at her face with my mouth hanging open. Mother? She looks way too young to be Declan’s mother. She’s easily six inches taller than me with a slender frame, long legs, and long blonde hair past her shoulders. She has beautiful green hazel eyes set in a smooth round face that shows only kindness.   
 
      
 
    “Thank you.” Is the only thing I can think to say, as I return her smile. 
 
    Next is a much shorter, younger version of Audrey. Her blond hair is cut in a short pixie do with heavy bangs covering her right eye that does nothing to hide the happiness beaming from her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Brianna.” She says as I extend my hand. 
 
      
 
    She ignores my outstretched hand and grabs me towards her for a hug. 
 
      
 
    “I’m your sister now. We hug!” She explains.  
 
      
 
    I nod silently in agreement, not wanting to risk embarrassing myself by saying anything stupid.  
 
      
 
    I’ve never had a sister or people that I would even consider a family before, but I guess I’ll be learning what it’s all about. Finally, there’s a man to Audrey’s right that’s just a few inches shorter than Declan, and instantly I know where he gets his amazing looks from. If his dad is any indication of what he will look like when he is older than heaven help me! Everyone in this family is genetically blessed! His dad has the same light brown hair and dark green eyes as Declan. He has a powerful aura about him that commands respect, and I find myself continually looking down. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Adair, the Alpha to our pack, Declan’s father and yours too if you’ll have me.” He says as he raises my hand to his mouth and presses a light kiss to it. 
 
      
 
    “Of course!” I say smiling, looking at him and the rest of Declan’s family nervously. 
 
      
 
    “Well I’m starving, so let’s go eat.” Declan finally pipes up from behind me now that the introductions are over. 
 
      
 
    Less than forty-five minutes later, we arrive at a steak house restaurant in the next town over. My Entrees Are Tasty (M.E.A.T) is crowded with people waiting to be seated or to leave. The huge sign above the hostess station boasts they have the best prime rib and mashed potatoes on the West coast! It doesn’t take long before we’re seated because Adair called in and reserved a table prior. Once settled in and the waitress leaves with our drink orders, his parents immediately start talking about Declan and what he was like growing up. 
 
      
 
    “This boy was always up to something!” His mom says, giving him a knowing look before smiling at her husband. 
 
      
 
    “I remember when we were potty training him, and he didn’t want to use the toilet. It freaked him out that it wanted to eat his poop.” Adair continues chuckling. 
 
      
 
    “One day when I came home from patrolling, and little Declan jumping up and down all excited saying, “I used the potty! I used the potty!” I went and checked, and sure enough, there was poop in the toilet, but the diaper he had been wearing was nowhere to be found. So, we, of course, asked Declan, and he had no idea where it was. Or so he claimed! We looked everywhere, and after thirty minutes of searching, we finally found it at the bottom of his closet under a dirty clothes pile. A skid mark was the only proof it had been used!” Adair says while laughing hysterically. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, that is enough stories about me!” Declan says his cheeks beet red with embarrassment. 
 
      
 
    Sitting at a circular table, I’m in between Declan who is on my left, and Brianna who is on my right. Adair is seated to Brianna’s right, and Audrey rounds the table out next to him and Declan. After the waitress delivers our drinks and takes our orders, Brianna starts talking to me about the school, making me realize I’m going to miss the rest of this week. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, would you do me a favor? If I give you a list of my classes, would you go and get my makeup work for me?” I ask Brianna.  
 
      
 
    This will keep me on track for early graduation; I haven’t missed any days prior so my absences shouldn’t affect me. 
 
      
 
    “Yea, that’s no problem. Remember we’re family now! If you ever need anything or someone to talk to, I’m your girl!” She answers with a big smile. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks... seriously!” I lean over and whisper to her. 
 
      
 
    Everybody is talking at once about nothing and everything. The only time that it is silent is when our food is served. In fact, it was so quiet for the first time since meeting all of them that I have to laugh out loud at the distinction, causing all four werewolves to stop eating and focus on me. 
 
      
 
    “S-Sorry.” I stutter out feeling uncomfortable and not really wanting to explain what I found funny. 
 
      
 
    They look at me confused but turn their attention back to their food. The rest of lunch went by rather quickly. When everyone’s finished Adair pays, and we all walk out. Declan and I get in his car while the others get into Adair’s. I close my eyes, not paying attention, and relax as he drives behind his dad. 
 
    Thirty minutes into the drive, I realize we should be closer to his house by now, ‘where are we going’ I think to myself as I sit up and look out the window. 
 
    “The pack doctor couldn’t make it out to the house, so we are going to him,” Declan says, answering my unasked question.  
 
      
 
    “How did you just do that?” I ask.  
 
      
 
    “Do what?” He asks me back equally confused.  
 
    This is going nowhere fast; I think as I sigh. 
 
    “You just answered a question I didn’t ask, not out loud anyway? How is that possible?” I ask explicitly this time. 
 
      
 
    “Ah shit I’m sorry, I knew there were a few things I forgot to mention about being mates, this being one of those particular things. There’s so much you don’t already know because you weren’t taught. So, I’ll do my best to explain everything but, in all honesty, I sucked at retaining facts…Okay so once you shift, you’ll be able to speak to any wolf telepathically. Regardless of your form, even human if they are within a close enough range. If you’re in your wolf form its pack wide, a close range isn’t needed for a connection. Last night when I claimed you, I took your blood, taking some of you into me and securing the unbreakable bond I have to you. You’ll be able to speak to me mentally no matter what now; I can be a million miles away, and as long as you are conscious, I can hear your thoughts. As well as sense your feelings too!” He says, smiling like he is excited to test it out. 
 
      
 
    “Wait, if we are bonded, how come I can’t hear your thoughts or sense your feelings?” I ask him while furrowing my brows together.  
 
      
 
    “Well. . . you didn’t mark me.” He answers. 
 
      
 
    I notice a sad look sweep quickly across his face before he replaces it with a blank one.  
 
      
 
    “Was I supposed to?” I ask, confused. 
 
      
 
    He waits a minute before sighing and answering. 
 
      
 
    “Yea, no, I don’t know! If you were just human, you would’ve had the urge to bite me after I bit you, and you would have. I assume your other half is blocking your wolf senses or something like that. Even unshifted wolves can mark their mate.” Declan explains. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I say, upset with myself for hurting him.  
 
      
 
    He must feel like I don’t want him. From what I’ve learned, werewolves aren’t that different from us. Aside from physically shifting, they’re not at all emotionally different from humans. I say they but guess I mean we because I’m a wolf too. 
 
    We pull into a driveway in front of a red log cabin, with a sign for a Doctor's office that must have been a few miles off the main highway outside of The Den; I don’t even remember making any turns. He parks and quickly gets out of the car, ending our conversation. I get out and follow behind him up the few stairs to the door. He rings the doorbell, and the door was answered quickly by a man in his early twenties.  
 
      
 
    “Declan and Amara please come in!” He says holding the door open and extending his other hand into the office. 
 
      
 
     He is tall and gangly with long arms and legs. He is dressed in khaki pants and a black short sleeve button down shirt. He has a mop of messy brown hair tousled atop his head, looking like he has been raking his hands through it furiously. His pale blue eyes stand out behind his black wire-framed glasses on an intense thick nose. 
 
      
 
    “I apologize for not being able to come to you. I had an emergency patient show up, and I’m the only one here. Still, in my residency phase, so I don’t have much autonomy. Anyway, how are you two doing this evening?” The doctor asks. 
 
      
 
    “Good, but please let’s just get this over with. I’m not a huge fan of needles!” I say, being completely honest.  
 
      
 
    The more I think about the needle, the more I want to turn around and bolt. Who cares what my other half is when it’s faced down the end of a two-inch needle? Declan must have been sensing my uneasiness because he grabs my left hand, interlacing his fingers with mine and squeezes.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll distract you, princess.” He says while he pulls me over to the chair where the phlebotomy supplies are set up and sits me down. He sits in a chair next to me, not breaking our hand contact. 
 
      
 
    “Why do you call me, princess?” I ask while avoiding watching what the doctor is doing as I hear him snap his gloves on against each wrist.  
 
      
 
    I will never understand why doctors do that, it’s like the creepy Michael Myers or Jason music that lets you know somebody’s going to die right before it happens.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, you just always seem so regal. The way you always answer with a simple nod, but your eyes say that you’re thinking of a million things all at once.” He answers blushing, looking me straight in the eyes.  
 
      
 
    He leans forward and brushes his lips against mine, then backs up an inch to look at me again. I blink and then lean forward, pushing my lips against his. Only in shock for a second before he responds, forcing his tongue in a teasing rhythm against mine. I reciprocate by biting and licking his lip when we break for air.  
 
      
 
    “Ahem, all done on my end!” The doctor interrupts, making me remember where we are.  
 
      
 
    I immediately jump as far away from Declan as possible without leaving my chair and feel the blush rush to my cheeks. I’m probably tomato red. I’m so embarrassed, damn fair skin. That man can make me forget my name if given a chance! I look down at my arm and see that it’s already bandaged and hop out of the chair.  
 
      
 
    “I’m going to go wait in the car!” I say quickly and head for the door in desperate need for some fresh air. 
 
      
 
    “Sounds good, I’ll be there in a few. I just need to talk to the doctor.” Declan calls to me, as I hastily depart. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” I say without turning around. 
 
    I walk out to the car and pull on the handle to open the passenger door, but it’s locked. 
 
    “Damn!” I say out loud, for not thinking about asking Declan for the keys. 
 
     I’m debating on going back inside when I feel a sharp little prick on the side of my neck. I bring my hand to it and pull out what stung me; as my vision blurs. I make out what looks like a dart. Feeling woozy as I lose my balance, I fall on my knees. My muscles are heavy and won’t respond to my commands. I can sense someone coming up behind me when everything goes black. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
    I’ve been watching his car's movements through my cell phone GPS. I wasn’t prepared when I found her the other day, so I had to improvise. When they were frolicking in the forest, or whatever, I placed my cell phone under his car. I turned it to silent in case there was a call, not that there would be. Nobody ever does, it’s strictly used for outgoing calls. I watch them through my binoculars from the trees as they walk up to a cabin that’s being used for a Doctor’s office. A tall skinny male with glasses answers the door, inviting them in. Now, I’m left to wait, watch, and think. 
 
     I hate not being able to plan appropriately. I’ve only been watching her for a day, and that isn’t long enough to know everything. Not even close. However, when ample opportunity presents itself, I’ll take it. I won’t let her get away this time. I wonder if I should do something to the cars, in case the bigger one is harder to take down. I decided to slash the back-passenger tires on both cars in the driveway. They’re going to know it was intentional, but I don’t plan on them being conscious for long anyway. 
 
    I go back to my spot in the trees and continue to wait. I’m there for another ten minutes when I notice a movement at the front door. I raise my binoculars and almost choke on air, seeing the girl walking by herself to the passenger side of the black car. I can’t believe my luck. I grab my tranquilizer gun, thankful that I brought my holster. I watch her grab the handle a few times and then look at the door to the office. I take aim through the scope and quickly shoot. Direct hit, I think, as I watch her reach her hand up to her neck. I start to make my way over to her as she sways and falls to her knees on the ground. Her eyes are still half open when I stand over her and scoop her up. I can faintly smell the fear radiating off her. The drugged dart is quickly working. I note that she has finally lost consciousness, so I pick her up and start running towards my car to go home. ‘HOME!’ I think gleefully, smiling for the first time in years.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27: Declan 
 
    “I’m going to wait in the car!” Amara says quickly and heads towards the door.  
 
      
 
    “Sounds good, I’ll be there in a few. I just need to talk to the doctor.” I answer back. 
 
      
 
    “Okay.” She answers without looking back. 
 
      
 
    I can sense that she is trying to hide her embarrassment, so I turn to the doctor. 
 
      
 
    “So, Dr. Adams, I don’t need to stress how important it is for confidentiality in this case, do I?” I ask him as his face pales slightly.  
 
    He probably remembers how I acted when he offended me earlier.  
 
      
 
    “N-No. In fact, I have all the necessary equipment here to do these tests. I am competent in my ability to run them with no issues.” He answers while shifting his weight nervously. 
 
      
 
    “How long will it take?” I ask as I raise my hand up to rub my neck where I feel a slight pinch. Did a bug just bite me? 
 
      
 
    “About-” The doctor says, but I miss the rest because I feel sick to my stomach and run to the bathroom. I stand over the toilet dry heaving when a sudden feeling of fear hits me and stops abruptly.  
 
      
 
    ‘What the hell?’ I think to myself.  
 
      
 
    ‘OUR MATE! SOMETHING IS WRONG! GO!’ Wolf screams in my head.  
 
      
 
    I run out of the bathroom and towards the door as fast as I can.  I knock the doctor to the ground when he tries to check on me. Taking a deep breath, I’m assaulted by myriad scents all at once. The intense smells of dirt from the woods, bark, and sap from the trees are distracting.   
 
      
 
    ‘Focus!’ I mentally chide myself while scanning the area around the car.  
 
      
 
    The first thing I notice is a dart lying on the ground by Amara’s door. I immediately detect a chemical smell emanating off it. 
 
      
 
    “AMARA!” I growl out as loud as I can, making every animal within the vicinity scatter. Groups of birds are swarming up to the skies from the trees as their four-legged brethren run and scurry as fast as they can.  
 
      
 
    “What’s going on?” Dr. Adams asks completely confused. 
 
      
 
    “She’s gone, I can’t feel her. . .” I say aloud and then start repeating it over and over in my head, feeling my heartbreak.  
 
      
 
    It feels like an icy knife is being gouged deeper into my heart with every breath I take. It makes thinking almost impossible. 
 
      
 
    ‘Concentrate, our mate needs us! You are Wolf, not some pitiful excuse for a man! ACT LIKE ONE!’ Wolf screams in my head, attempting to bring me to my senses. 
 
      
 
    “Both of our back tires are slashed.” Dr. Adams says, oblivious to my internal struggles.
  
 
    “This was intentional. This dart has a heavy sedative. I can smell some of the chemicals that were used. It doesn’t look like any dart I’ve seen in game hunting or vet use. I think it’s homemade.” The doctor says as I start to regain my composure and take a deep breath.  
 
      
 
    I release a low savage growl as it all clicks in place. 
 
      
 
    “Someone must have been watching us. Waiting for an opportunity to take her…but why? Doc, I need you to call my father and fill him in on what happened and let him know that I will be home as soon as possible. Also, you need to run that test NOW!” I tell him as I run in the same direction of the powdery scent that I detected.  
 
      
 
    The owner of that scent must have taken Amara, so I phase into my wolf and let him take completely over, before following the trail. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28: Amara 
 
    I smell mold and dirt as I attempt to open my eyes. They feel so heavy like weights are holding them down. My eyelids twitch as I try peeling them open to help bring me into full consciousness.  
 
      
 
    “Ugh.” I groan as I try to roll myself to my side, still fighting my muscles to move. 
 
      
 
    “You’re awake!” I hear a female gasp.  
 
      
 
    “You need to rest. The sedative won’t wear off for quite a while still. Don’t worry child, I’ll be here when you wake!” The voice tells me while rubbing a hand up and down my back. The motion comforts me as I let my mind go blank, and I sink further into the blackness. 
 
      
 
    When I wake up for the second time, I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck. I have a pounding headache, and every muscle in my body is sore. It’s like I ran an army-grade obstacle course overnight. Before I attempt to open them, I squeeze my eyes tight. To my surprise and relief, they open halfway. I open and close them a few times, so they can adjust to the dim light in the room and start to look around. As I turn my head, I see somebody shift in the opposite corner, so I crab walk backward. My muscles ache in protest, but I manage to scuttle towards the closest wall. 
 
      
 
    “H-Hello.” I stammer. 
 
      
 
    “You’re up, finally.” Says an older blonde woman whose hair is just starting to turn gray. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so glad he didn’t injure you.” She says while looking me up and down, smiling. 
 
      
 
    “What is going on? Where am I and why I am here?” I ask rambling.  
 
      
 
    “Shhh! We don’t want them to know you’re up yet. They expect you to sleep for another four hours or so.” She explains looking worriedly at the door to this room. 
 
      
 
    Now that my eyes have adjusted, I can tell it’s not a room. It’s a cell. All I can see is the surrounding gray walls with a solid wood door that has no handle but boasts six iron bars across the top for a window. There is a bucket in the furthest corner with a wash bowl and rag set next to them. I also notice one sheet and blanket spread out on the floor in the opposite corner. The only redeeming quality in this room is the one-foot by the one-foot barred window on the opposite wall that allows light and fresh air in. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know why you were brought here?” She asks quietly. 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t even know where here is, or who you are,” I demand. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Amelinda. Linda for short. I’m just as much a prisoner here as you. Look, we need to figure out how to get you out of here fast. He won’t keep you alive long!”  
 
      
 
    “How do you know that?” I ask loudly.  
 
      
 
    “Hush and I will tell you everything I know about your child.” She answers in a whisper and waits to see if I have anything else to say while focusing on the door.  
 
      
 
    I stay quiet and look right into her blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m going to start by asking how much you know about your parents?” 
 
      
 
    My mind goes entirely blank when I hear her question. Parents? The question takes me off guard. I know I had parents at some point, but I haven’t had the luxury of trying to find out about them. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know anything about them. What do they have to do with anything?” I ask. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely everything, my dear.” She responds with tears in her eyes.  
 
      
 
    “You are my son’s daughter, so I’m your grandmother.” 
 
      
 
    “What!? Is this some sick joke?” I ask skeptically. 
 
      
 
    “What is your name, child?” She asks while taking a deep breath. 
 
      
 
    I glare at her to let her know I don’t trust her. 
 
      
 
    “Amara Smith,” I tell her.  
 
      
 
    “No! Your real last name is Kaiser. You look so much like your father, Wolfrick.” Unshed tears fill her eyes as she says his name.  
 
      
 
    “How do you know that I’m your granddaughter? I could have just been grabbed by mistake!” I say, looking at her.  
 
      
 
    I am still not buying her crap. 
 
      
 
    “If you’re my grandmother, then why are you locked up down here. Better yet, why am I?” I ask. “Oh, don’t be daft, I know you’re my granddaughter because of my senses!”  She barks back.  
 
      
 
    She must be able to see that I’m lost because she continues to explain. 
 
      
 
    “It’s that tingly feeling you get at the base of your neck when a blood family member is nearby, our wolves find it useful, especially when locating lost pups and such.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re here because your grandfather, the King of Wolves, wants you dead.” She says flatly.  
 
      
 
    “Why? What in the hell did I ever do to him?” I ask anxiously.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing that you can change, my dear. He’s hated you since before you were born. He never wanted your parents to be together, and he tried everything in his power to separate them. He even reinforced and updated the law against reproducing with other magic species and humans. When that didn’t work at keeping them apart, he hired rogues to kill your Mother. Your father was killed protecting her. Apparently, she was newly pregnant with you at the time. I wish I had known that back then. I would’ve done anything to help.” She says, looking ashamed.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” I ask, raising my eyebrows. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t find out about you until after your mother...” She starts but then stays silent. 
 
      
 
    “After my mother what?” I ask irritated.  
 
      
 
    “Amara there are things that I won’t tell you to protect you. Whether you believe me or not, I care about you. What I can tell you is that your mother was caught and brought to our home in Germany. She was held there for three days before they killed her publicly in front of the king’s court. Your mother’s last words to the king were that her daughter would end this tyranny and that it was your birthright to do so. The king offered an outrageous bounty to anyone who could bring you to him. Preferably alive. I was elated when I found out you survived. Then I heard what he planned if he ever found you. Once I found out I kind of lost it and confronted him in front of his council and subjects. He felt that I made a fool of him. Ultimately, since he can’t physically hurt me or kill me because of the bond, I’m stuck down here.” She explains while looking towards the barred window in the small room. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve seriously been here that long? I would’ve killed myself by now.” I say without thinking. 
 
      
 
    “Believe me, I would have, just because it would kill him. Unfortunately, there is absolutely nothing here that will work.” She answers like she has tried to do just that.  
 
      
 
    “Why did he hate my mom so much? I know she wasn’t a werewolf, so what was she?” I ask when the notion hits me.  
 
      
 
    “Honestly, I don’t know. I only briefly met your mother once, right before she died. I’m ashamed to admit that I was no better to her than the King was on that one occasion. I was so blinded by my mate and his power that I’m amazed I was able to snap out of it.” She says, looking at the ground.  
 
      
 
    We both fall silent as I get lost in my thoughts. How am I going to get back to Declan? My heart is hurting as wet drops start to fall from my eyes as I think of how worried he must be. I grab my chest as I lay my head back on the dirty ground.  
 
      
 
    ‘Declan. . . I need you!’ I think to myself, forcing my eyes closed until I pass out. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 29: Declan 
 
    It feels like several hours have wasted away in my dad’s study while we go over every detail of today’s events. We are looking for anything that will help us figure out who took Amara and how to get her back. We have over half of the males from the pack searching for any sign of her. I was only able to follow the trail to the other side of the woods before it went dead. Her scent was entirely covered up by metal and exhaust fumes. I have no idea who would even want to take her. I’ve already had two of our stealthiest wolves dispatched to watch Bob, but the latest report indicated that he is currently passed out on an armchair in his apartment. 
 
      
 
    “Declan!” 
 
      
 
    My dad’s voice jars me back into the present.  
 
      
 
    “I know this isn’t the best time for this, but we received word from the lawyer. He stated that he’ll have no problem getting Amara emancipated. She won’t even need to be present at the disposition.” He says.  
 
      
 
    “This is good news. Her foster parent will have no right to contest it; especially when he’s hit with his own subpoena for neglect and misappropriation of childcare funds.”  
 
      
 
    He raises his eyebrows at me in concern. It’s just the two of us in his study now. 
 
      
 
    “I know!” I say in a monotone voice. 
 
      
 
    I am trying to act like I care about the court and legalities concerning Amara, but I can’t. Without her here, life seems to cease. There is no laughter, no love, no happiness. Life is nothing but a ball of longing and despair that sits like a weighted rock in my gut. I don’t want another tomorrow if she’s not in it. I can’t keep my thoughts off of her. Is she hurt? Is she scared? If they touch her, I swear I will rip their entrails from their bodies and shove it down their throats! 
 
      
 
    “Calm down, son!” I hear my dad say. He must have seen the murderous rage on my face.  
 
      
 
    My gaze connects with his. I recall an image of Amara out in the clearing getting mad when I had told her to calm down. I give him a halfhearted smile, thankful for the memory.  
 
      
 
    “Declan, it’s going to be okay, we will get Amara back!”  
 
      
 
    Suddenly, I jump up from my chair when an intense pain hits me in the chest. It’s like a white-hot burning ache that causes immediate tears to well up in my eyes. 
 
      
 
    ‘Declan. Declan, I need you!’ I hear Amara cry in my head. 
 
      
 
    ‘Amara? Amara, where are you?’ I beg fruitlessly, knowing she can’t hear me. 
 
      
 
    “She’s calling me through the bond, she needs me! She’s so scared and depressed. I can feel it!”  
 
    My skin is too tight, and my muscles are vibrating with pent up energy as I pace around the room. Wolf has remained eerily silent since I phased back, that worries me. He didn’t even pipe up when she called for us. 
 
      
 
    “I know son, this is hard, but you have to be strong for her. You are no good to anybody if you can’t think straight!” 
 
      
 
    I answer with a nod causing me to think about Amara again. Everything reminds me of her. It’s pure torture not knowing where she is. 
 
      
 
    “Why isn’t she using her connection to talk to me, and tell me that she’s okay and where she is?” I ask him. 
 
      
 
    “Think about it, son. You are only newly mated it’s been like less than a day, right? She was raised as a human. She probably doesn’t even know you heard her. She could figure it out, but she will still only be communicating one-way.” 
 
      
 
    “That reminds me; why didn’t she mark you? He adds, as an afterthought.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. Like you said, she was raised as a human. I just assumed things would happen naturally, but I guess she never got the urge. Maybe her other half interfered somehow.” I say looking at the ground. 
 
      
 
    I’m still a little hurt that Amara hadn’t marked me when we mated. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm. . . when did the doctor say he would have the results from Amara’s blood tests?” He asks, looking at me, waiting for my gaze to rise. 
 
      
 
    “He didn’t say, I assumed he would call. He better be running it now!” I say, looking up into his familiar green eyes.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll call and check on the status while you go and take a nap, you look like hell!” He says.  
 
      
 
    Smiling, he walks over and pats me on the shoulder on his way to open one of the study doors. He turns around and waits so I get up and follow him. I thank him as I walk through the doors, thinking that I will go for a walk outside. I already know there will be no sleep for me. I can’t bring myself to go into my room without her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 PART 2 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1: King Dierk 
 
    It was roughly two decades ago that I moved from my home country of Germany to this redneck place, just to find this…this repugnant abomination.  
 
    “BRING MIR EINEN SCOTCH!” I yell at my footman standing by the door. 
 
    He walks over to the bar opposite my desk and pours me a scotch from the decanter. I sigh with frustration as I lean my head back and roll it side to side to relieve some of the tension. Years, it’s been so many years that I’ve been waiting.  
 
    “I can’t believe that mutt has been in the same state this whole fucking time and that son-of-a-bitch just recently found her!” I growl as I take the drink from the footman. 
 
    He backs away, not wanting to turn his back to me. A visible sign of distrust, I think as I smile. Coward. Good! Ruling by fear is what has kept my people in order, not friendship or trust; fools are those who believe otherwise! 
 
    “Schicken sie ihn in!” I tell the footman, and he leaves me,  
 
    He returns a moment later announcing an arrival.  
 
    “Luther.” The footman says before bowing and stepping to the side, allowing me to see him.  
 
    “Well, it took you long enough, didn’t it?” I say looking him up and down.  
 
    It has been a long time since this scraggly boy was before me. Her nephew…I was in my study, pacing the length of bookshelves that were filled end to end with thousands of novels.  
 
    A child! I can’t believe how stupid Wolfrick was, I had wanted so much better for my son. He wasn’t supposed to be dead; she was. But I got my vengeance on that bitch! She didn’t suffer enough, especially with her surprising revelation! Now, what to do about their child, what to do? A knock on the door broke up my path of constant pacing. 
 
    I remember when my wife’s nephew Luther entered the study. He looked around confused and asked for his aunt, Amelinda. I told him she was where she belonged.  
 
    I have never really liked my mate she was too weak, so I decided to make my own destiny without her. I hated having to answer to this pup. His visit gave me an idea, though. I tasked him with finding Wolfrick’s spawn.  
 
    He paled at the request and wanted to know why I did not task one of my own men to do it. I played to his ego and insisted that as a 17-year-old werewolf, he was ready to prove himself to me. He was still unsure, so I explained that the child is no more than a month old and though she will have some sort of protection I think her people are weak. I swore him to secrecy and made sure he knew that he was not welcome back until he had her alive. I made sure to use my Alpha tone to ensure that he obeyed every detail of my order. I remember him asking to see his aunt with watery eyes before he left. I told him he could see her when he returned, using her nuisance to my advantage.  
 
    As I shake away the memories, I realize that the man standing before me is no longer the same naïve boy that I sent out so many years ago. His brown eyes are darker than they were before, almost black, instead of a light brown. I am no longer able to distinguish the pupils from the iris. His cheeks are sunken in, and his greasy dark black hair reaches past his ears. 
 
    “I have done what you asked,” he finally says as I’m taking in his appearance. 
 
    “Yes, yes, you have. You’ve done well, would you like a drink?” 
 
    He looks at me with a raised eyebrow and then around the empty office room before answering. 
 
    “Sure, is my aunt around?” He asks, as I turn around to the liquor cabinet behind me and grab the decanter of scotch. 
 
    I pour myself a drink and grab the glass that I had filled earlier when I first heard him arrived.  
 
    “Umm. . . no, she’s detained at the moment,” I answer truthfully as I turn back around and hand him the prefilled glass.  
 
    After I raise my glass towards him in a toast, I drain the entire contents of mine in one swallow. He mimics my actions and promptly drains his drink, his eyes never leaving mine. We stare at each other, eyes locked for a few moments until he lowers his gaze, surrendering the battle. 
 
    “So she was really here all this time; in the very same state that we’ve been in since leaving home?” I say, not masking the anger and annoyance in my tone.  
 
    Furrowing his brows together, he bares his teeth at me in a low snarl. 
 
    “Don’t worry, pup. You’ll get to see your dear aunt soon enough!” I say, interrupting his snarl.  
 
    ‘Muah ha ha ha!’ I laugh maniacally in my head. 
 
    I have always wanted to do that. 
 
     “What in the hell...,” Luther starts to say while he sways on his feet.  
 
    Within a few seconds, his eyes roll into the back of his head while he collapses to his knees and falls to the ground, unconscious.  
 
    “Wachen!” I yell and, instantly, the three guards that were outside in the hall run in. 
 
    “Nehmen ihn in die Zell emit seiner Tante!” I tell them, and they carry him out to fulfill my promise of reuniting him with his aunt. 
 
    Alone again with my thoughts, I can finally think about what I can do to entertain myself before the ‘opfer rituellen’ in a few days. A smile spreads across my face as I start thinking of the machines and devices that I have in my “special” room downstairs. I haven't used them in a very long time. I really shouldn’t neglect my toys this long. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2: Amara 
 
    Linda and I are sleeping on the makeshift bed in the corner when the sound of the heavy door wakes us up. A guard enters immediately and blocks any opportunity to leave. Following him are two guards who are carrying an unconscious man who comes to the cell to drop the man face first on the floor.  
 
    Linda stands up and speaks in German for a minute to the guards. I pay close attention to her, even though I have no idea what they’re saying. I hear one of the guards say the words opfer rituellen. She gasps with a horrified look on her face while shaking her head. She points to the man on the floor questioningly.  
 
    I am able to understand the one word the guard in the room answers before leaving. 
 
    “Luther.”  He says. 
 
    Linda gasps as she runs to him on the floor. She rolls him over and starts checking him for injuries. It’s almost like her behavior is habitual. How many people have been put in here with her? How many people has she comforted, knowing that they would soon die? I feel a pang of sympathy for her helplessness.   
 
    “Do you see a lot of people come through here?” I can’t stop myself from asking her. 
 
    She sighs heavily, still looking at the man. 
 
    “Yes, but it has been a long time since the last. I thought, or at least I hoped, that he had realized the error of his ways. Obviously, I was wrong. He will never change! You and Luther being here is enough proof of that!” She exclaims, sounding defeated. 
 
    “I am confused. Who is he, and why is he here?” I ask.  
 
    “Well, this is my nephew Luther. He was sent to live with us when he was eight years old after both of his parents died in a battle against an enemy pack. I took him in and raised him as my own alongside your father, even though Dierk didn’t want me to,” she says, looking down at the lump of man on the floor affectionately.  
 
      
 
    I can see the love for her family in her eyes. It is the same way she looks at me, I muse.  
 
    “It was the first time that I went against my husband. He wasn’t pleased about it. When your father died, Dierk seemed to resent Luther a little less. I thought he was starting to care for Luther because he missed our son. I realize now that he was just setting up the pieces for his next move!” Linda explains. 
 
    “Huh?” I say.  
 
    She speaks to me like I should understand, but I’m still reeling at all the information being thrown at me. 
 
    “Dierk views life from a strategic perspective. Chess is his favorite game; do you know why?”  
 
    She doesn’t wait for an answer, and I silently thank God while she continues. 
 
    “Because you have to be strategic and think in advance. If you’re good at the game, you’re able to know your opponent’s moves a couple steps ahead of them. That should give you some idea of what he is like. He always tries to anticipate his opponents' moves,” she pauses and then continues.  
 
    “Anyways, as I was saying, it seemed like Dierk had taken a mild interest in Luther. The last time I saw him was on the day that I was sent here. I was never able to find out what happened to him...until now. I’m certain that once I was locked away, Dierk used Luther to find you and bring you back here. For that, I’m truly sorry!” She says with her eyes closed, looking ashamed.  
 
    “Don’t worry, we’ll talk to Luther when he wakes up, and find out what he knows. Maybe it will help us, we have to try and get you out of here!” She adds quickly, with a pained expression on her face. 
 
    I lean back against the wall as I digest what she said about her mate Dierk. My psycho grandfather wants me dead. First, in his mind, I’m not good enough to live because I am a half-breed. Second I must die because he wants to keep his crown that he fears I’ll take with the help of his people. Take his crown? That is absurd. I don’t want his crown. Why me? I’ve never had a fabulous life, but I’ve always managed to get by mostly unscathed.  
 
    When  I met Declan, everything seemed like it was going to get better. I didn’t even realize that I was merely just existing until I met him, and now I’m stuck in this room. 
 
     This is most likely the last place I’ll ever see. Linda has been here for a long time and has seen so many people come through here. I wonder how the king is going to do it. Quickly, I hope. I can feel goosebumps on my arms as I start shivering in fear of the unknown.  
 
    I will never see Declan again. As that thought enters my head, what is left of my heart shatters, and I crumple down to the floor, feeling the wetness tumble down my cheeks. As I close my eyes, I find that I regret being too shy to tell Declan how he truly made me feel. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3: Luther 
 
    As I struggle to escape the deep darkness, I feel a slap against one cheek and then again on my other. My senses are slowly starting to come back. Once I begin to feel and hear better, I immediately feel the hot stinging sensation on my cheeks, followed by a loud ‘whack.’ 
 
    “UGH,” I groan out, hoping whoever it is will stop. 
 
    My body starts to finally listen to me as I demand it to try and get up.  
 
    Damn, I don’t remember going to sleep. The last thing I remember was... going to the study to meet Uncle Dierk! Memories flood back to me all at once, and I start to growl. I assume it’s him assaulting me.  
 
    The slapping ceases, and I hear him step away. I continue to force my body to respond in an attempt to stand up, but it’s too soon. The result is a half-crouching position. I decided to focus on forcing my eyes open. I have to blink rapidly for a minute before my eyes adjust. I can tell it’s too dark and smells wrong, this place to be my uncle’s study. As I look around, I notice a small framed person against the wall on a blanket in the corner.  
 
    In the opposite corner, another person is standing with his back turned to me, peering through a small barred square window. This must be one of King Dierk’s lackies. 
 
    “Who are you?” I demand.  
 
    This is most likely the culprit who was just slapping me. He makes no movement or gesture in response, which irritates me immensely. I stalk over to the person and grab him by the shoulder, forcibly turning him around. As the person turns around a fist connects with my cheek, catching me off guard.  
 
    I growl as I swing my head back around to look this dead man in the face. My growl gets stuck in my throat.   
 
    “Aunt Amelinda?” I look at her, confused. 
 
    “Why? Why did you help him bring her here, Luther?” She asks, low and angrily. 
 
    “What? I thought it was what you wanted? I wasn’t allowed to see you before I left, and I wasn’t allowed to return without her!” I explain with tears in my eyes.  
 
    I can’t handle the look on my aunt’s face. She’s my only family, the only person who cared about me after my parents died. My heart is breaking to see the disappointment in her eyes. 
 
    “My dear child,” she sighs. 
 
    “Amara needs to live. She is my granddaughter and your cousin. Your uncle is batshit crazy; he always has been... I guess I can’t blame you too much I was just as blind to it as you were. I realized my mistake many years ago, and this room has been my home ever since,” she says. 
 
    “He never told me where you were,” I say, still shocked that I was not acting with her blessing.  
 
    The tears cascade down my face as she embraces me tightly in a hug. It is the best feeling. I thought I had forgotten the feeling of her arms around me, sheltering me, loving me. I am confused by the myriad feelings that are coursing through me. Anger, fear, shame, relief…I am having a hard time separating them.  
 
    “Shh, it’s alright honey,” she comforts me. 
 
    “I’m glad you were just misguided and that you were not loyal to him. You can still make amends. We can try to fix it now with your help!” She says. 
 
    I am comforted to know that I have a shot at redemption. Looking back at the last several years, I am not even sure I recognize myself. I am viewing my uncle in a different light. He is dangerous, manipulative, and evil. How could I have followed his orders so blindly? 
 
    “How?” I ask. I am willing to do anything to make my aunt happy and hopefully take some sort of revenge on the man who ordered me to waste the last seventeen years of my life.  
 
    “We need to get Amara out of here. She’s so depressed from being separated from her mate. I fear that she won’t have any will to fight by the time she’ll need to. From what the guards told me we have three days before his council arrives and he’ll want to perform the opfer rituellen right away! We may only have four days after the council arrives while they get ready for the ritual. We have some time to prepare thankfully. When she wakes up, we need to talk to her and come up with a plan,” she explains hopefully. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4: Declan 
 
    I found the coldest darkest spot in my house, which happens to be in the basement. A slow leaking pipe makes the air musky and wet. I’ve been facing down on an old worn out army cot in the furthest corner since talking to my father. I haven’t changed or showered, so I probably stink. Someone in my family comes down every two hours to check on me and asks if I need anything. I can’t even bring myself to acknowledge them. I don’t even know if it is the same person or someone different each time, I don’t really care. The voices don’t even penetrate my thoughts. Everyone is still looking for her, doing everything they can, but, as of now, we have no real leads. 
 
    The only thing that grants me any relief is focusing on the few memories I have of Amara. The memories help me get through this until I can find her. Like how she furrows her brows together in an adorable way or when she answers my questions with her simple nods.  
 
    Wolf still won’t talk to me, and I’ve tried everything I can to get a response from him. He is worse off than I am, I can feel his pain at her loss. Wolf is pissed and confused. All he knows is that we need Amara. I don’t think he will come back to me without her. 
 
    It’s been two days! Two of the longest heart-wrenching days of my existence. I feel like I want to die now that half of my soul is missing. With Amara gone, there is no life for me, nothing. No one could ever make me feel how she makes me feel. 
 
    The tears start falling unchecked. They leave trails down to my hair and ears because I’ve finally turned over. I don’t recall moving, but I’m now lying on my back looking at the ceiling, wishing she would contact me. I need to know that she is alive and okay. Light briefly flits in from the top of the stairs catching my eye. 
 
    Damn, time goes so slow when you’re wallowing in complete misery. The footsteps are loud as whoever is entering the basement stomps on every stair and continues to stomp to the wall where the light switches are. I immediately have to close my eyes from the bright light burning my retinas.  
 
    “UGH!” I groan.  
 
    My throat is dry and raspy since it is the first noise I’ve made since coming down here.  
 
    “It lives!” Brianna yells brutishly, walking to my cot and turning it over which dups me face first onto the ground. 
 
    “What in the hell is your problem?” I snarl at her while picking myself up off the ground. 
 
    I don’t really care to fight, especially not my baby sister, but I am seriously not in the mood.  
 
    “My problem?” She asks, incredulously. “What in the hell is your problem? Your mate is gone, and you’re just lying around here like a useless piece of crap! And damn, you smell like crap too! Get your head out of your ass and do something about it!” She berates. 
 
    “I-” Is all I manage to get out, as she raises her hand out palm up to silence me.  
 
    I raise an eyebrow at her, but I listen. 
 
    “Mom came in here all day yesterday telling you that dad wanted to see you. You wouldn’t listen to anybody. You were so lost in your grief that you didn’t notice that dad even tried to come down himself and talk to you.” Brianna says. 
 
    Damn, I don’t remember him coming down or anybody else. Shit, what if he had news that could help me locate Amara. I’m such an idiot. The realization hits me that I’m not just dealing with my depression and grief I am also feeling Amara’s too. I instantly feel a little relief for the first time since she was taken. If she’s feeling, then she’s alive, and that gives me hope. 
 
    I don’t say anything as I run past Brianna and up the stairs two at a time to the kitchen. I continue to run down the hall until I reach my father’s study and open the doors without knocking. I know this is a huge disrespect to the Alpha, but I can’t bring myself to care. When I enter, my eyes fall to my father’s desk, where he is speaking to a tall man in glasses and a pinstriped grey suit.  
 
    “It’s okay” My father amends, to the man. 
 
    “Shall we continue?” The man in the suit asks. 
 
    “Yes,” my father says, looking at me. 
 
    “Sit down son,” he says as he nods towards the open chair next to the man in the suit.  
 
    Not knowing who this man is, irritates me so I take a deep sniff and can tell he isn’t human or wolf.  
 
    “Who is this?” I demand.  
 
    “This is our lawyer; he was successful in emancipating Amara. He's also here to give us what Amara’s original guardian, Natalie I believe, had intended to give her,” he says, looking to the lawyer for confirmation.  
 
    “Yes, her name was Natalie and in here are the contents of what she has left for Amara,” he explains while handing my dad a large manila envelope.  
 
    “I got it from her caseworker. Natalie had it written in her will that Amara would be given this letter. The will was specific that she should not receive it any earlier or later than two weeks before her eighteenth birthday. I apologize, but I must be going now; I have other appointments to see to,” he says, offering us both he had to shake.  
 
    I watch him walk out the double doors and closing them behind him, leaving us alone with the large envelope. 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you finally decided to come out of the basement,” he says, looking me up and down taking in my haggard appearance. 
 
    “The doctor called yesterday morning with the results of the blood test...”  
 
    He stops; looking me dead in the eyes; his are almost sad.  
 
    “Well?” I ask impatiently. 
 
    “They were inconclusive,” He says in a rush as he lets out a huge breath of air.  
 
    “What?! What does that mean, how can they be inconclusive?” I growl. 
 
    “Take a breath... Dr. Adams explained that the only reason we know that her other-half isn’t human is because our werewolf' senses detect that her scent isn’t quite right. He said that whatever her other half is, it isn’t something we can detect in her blood right now. Her blood currently shows as human, we can’t even detect her wereblood. He speculates that after she shifts for the first time, her blood may change because of the transformation. He might be able to tell more then.”  
 
    “THAT DOESN’T HELP ME NOW!” I yell, gripping the sides of my head in my hands.  
 
    I stand up and start pacing his office, not knowing what else to do. I depended on that blood test to help me figure out her heritage, hoping that would give me a clue that could help. As of right now, I don’t have any idea who would want to take or harm her.  
 
    “Calm down! You need to stop and think about our options!” He pleads. 
 
    “What do you mean? We have no options!” I say in a defeated whisper. 
 
    “You’re wrong. What about this envelope? It’s obvious that it holds some answers if not all of them. The question is… how do you feel about reading something addressed to your mate?” He asks calmly as he watches me consider.  
 
    I don’t need to think about it. If there is anything in that envelope that will help, then that is all I need to know.  
 
    “Give me the envelope,” I tell him.  
 
    I open my hand for it, and I experience a powerful sting going down my back, causing me to hunch over his desk. Then again, and again, there’s a searing pain to my back causing me to grunt and bow over from the pain. 
 
    “AMARA!” I scream through the pain.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5: Amara 
 
    We have been left alone for two days in this cell. At least I have been able to get to know my grandmother and my cousin/abductor Luther. I don’t really hold it against him anymore. Linda has explained to me why he took the actions that he did, and I feel sorry for him. He’s been utterly alone for the last eighteen years. I can’t even imagine it. Even with my crappy life in the foster system, at least I had a home and people around me.  
 
    It is strange to get to know a part of my family. I never had any type of real family until I met Declan. I do miss his family, but I yearn for him in a way I never thought possible. My chest aches with it all the time, making it hard to stay focused on what Linda and Luther have been saying. Linda keeps saying that we need to make a plan and insists that they will not let anyone kill me. I think she is hoping for some input from me, but I have no clue how to get free. Luther is always apologizing for everything he has done and keeps asking me how he can help; it is kind of getting on my nerves.  
 
    Linda reminded me about my mental connection with Declan yesterday, but I don’t see how it can help me. It’s shameful for me to admit to her that it’s only a one-way connection. He bit me, but I didn’t bite him back. When I told her this, I was reminded that Declan can potentially feel what I feel, so I made a mental note to try and block my hurt and depression from him. He shouldn’t have to deal with my emotional distress when I’m sure he is dealing with his own. 
 
    Linda and Luther are trying to coax ideas out of me when a guard steps in and holds open the door for two more. They approach me where I’m lying on the makeshift bed and grab me by the arm. 
 
    “WALK!” He commands with a heavy German accent.  
 
    I walk unwillingly in between them, but I try to comply to avoid getting hit. Each guard is holding my arms in a viselike grip. We walk out of the room and down a dark spiral cement staircase. This place really is like a dungeon. I shudder at what else could be down here. The staircase is dimly lit by candles, placed sporadically on the stairs, leaving huge piles of wax on the ends of many of the steps. I see rooms randomly spaced along the stairs as we progress. When we reach the last level, in what had felt like a never-ending stairwell, I notice a new guard. He is twice the size of the guards holding me. He is wearing an executioner’s mask that's hiding his most of his face excluding his mouth. He’s standing in front of a huge black metal door that is cracked open. I audibly gulp as I shiver uncontrollably, but I’m consciously trying to keep my mental wall up for Declan’s sake. 
 
    The colossal guard smiles from ear to ear boasting the one tooth he has managed to keep on the upper half of his mouth. I turn my head away from him so I can hide what I know must be fear and repulsion on my face. The massive man immediately grabs me by both arms and throws me into a pitch-black room. He slams the door behind me, closing off all the light. I’m surrounded in darkness on my hands and knees. When I realize that he hasn’t followed me in I sigh in relief.  
 
    ‘CRACK’ 
 
    The sound and the resulting rush of air whips my hair into my face, and I try to get up off the ground. I try to move, but I hear another ‘CRACK,’ but this time I feel pain radiating from my back and through my whole body which causes me to fall, face first, back to the ground with a wail. I manage to beg for it to stop through the screams and tears before I hear the whip again. This time I feel the pain and burn immediately when the whip connects. I feel this sensation over an over again, but I lose track of how many times I am struck before I black out from the pain. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6: King Dierk 
 
    Damn, stupid bitch! She is so weak. I barely even whipped her, and she’s already passed out! Oh well, that doesn’t mean I can’t still have some fun. I walk over to where she’s lying on her stomach on the floor and start kicking her, and I don’t stop until I’m satisfied with the cracks I hear. My newest torment only causes the smallest of groans to pass from her lips. Kneeling, I turn her over and start punching her in the face trying to wake her up. I deserve more than this! These small pitiful sounds; I want her screams.  
 
    “GRR!” I groan in frustration.  
 
    This isn’t fun when she won’t even suffer properly. 
 
    “GERD!” I yell through the door.  
 
    He opens it, and I pass by him without a glance. 
 
    “Enjoy yourself with her Gerd, and then have her taken back to her cell,” I say, not turning around to address him as I begin the walk up the stairs. I must go prepare for the twelve council members that will arrive tomorrow.  
 
    He answers me with a grunt. I’ve always liked him. He is a man of very few words. He deserves this reward, I think.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7: Amara 
 
    I wake up groggily and my eyes slowly start to open, allowing light to enter through my lashes. I am lying on my stomach on blankets, and I quickly realize I’m back in my original cell.  
 
    “Linda?” I croak out my dry throat.  
 
    “Right here, dear,” she answers. 
 
    She hands me a small cup that has some murky water in it and I take it to greedily gulp it down.  
 
    “Are you okay?” She asks, concerned.  
 
    I think about it, and I actually don’t feel that bad. The last thing I remember was being whipped in a dark room several levels below. 
 
    “I’m not sure... how’s my back looking?” 
 
    “You have barely any scabs left; it seems your wounds have almost completely healed overnight,” she says, looking at me curiously. 
 
    “I’m a quick healer,” I state, hoping that’s good enough because it’s all I know.  
 
    I am preparing for a torrent of questions, but she just nods. I look around and see that Luther is asleep against the opposite wall. 
 
    “What happened?” I ask Linda. 
 
    “We don’t know, they took you for a while. We can’t be sure, but we think you were gone for about three hours. When you were brought back..,” she pauses, her face pale with a horrified expression. “Well, it doesn’t matter now that you seem to be doing so much better,” she finishes looking at the ground.  
 
    “Well, how long was I passed out?” I ask, expecting her to have already told me. 
 
    “About a day, I think,” she answers. 
 
    “Wait, I was gone for three hours! I was only awake for a few minutes before blacking out from the..,” I stop myself because Linda looks like she’s about to be sick.  
 
    Apparently, I didn’t look too good when I first got back because she won’t even talk about it. What in the hell was done to me while I was out? 
 
    “Have you come up with a plan?” I finally ask, ready to do something, anything, to get away from here and back to Declan. 
 
    “No, I’m sorry” She answers, looking defeated.  
 
    I'm not sure that I was able to block Declan during the time I was gone. I physically shudder at the thought of him hurting himself or Wolf going crazy because they can feel what I feel. I need him to know that I’m still alive and how I really feel about him. I’m so stupid! I completely forgot that I should be able to mentally tell him if I focus hard enough. He heard my thoughts once before when I was right next to him and not even trying. So, this is worth a shot! I close my eyes tight and start to focus on Declan, I think hard over, and over again. Again, I find myself upset that I didn’t bite Declan back. With all the love that he’s shown me, I shouldn’t have hesitated to reciprocate. I know in my gut that he’s right for me, I just feel it in my heart. 
 
    ‘Declan, I love you!’  
 
    I hope that he can feel as well as hear my sincerity, just in case I don’t make it back to him.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8: Declan 
 
    Once the pain in my back stops, it takes me over an hour to compose myself enough to sit across from my father again. My poor Amara. She was in so much pain, and I wasn’t there to stop it or even comfort her. I’ve been staring at my hands for ten minutes. I am feeling slightly guilty now that I’m actually holding the weighted contents of the envelope. I wonder how she’s going to feel about me reading it, pissed, upset, or disappointed?  
 
    If there’s a chance that there is anything in it that can help me find her, then I’ll deal with the consequences happily. As long as I have her with me, I can deal with anything. I finally take a deep breath and rip open the envelope from the top. I unfold the few yellow pages that are filled with beautiful loopy handwriting. I read and re-read the letter for twenty minutes before my father’s patience runs out. 
 
    “Well, what does it say?” He asks.  
 
    I raise my eyes from the letter to meet his. 
 
    “I won’t repeat what this letter says, it’s personal and meant for Amara! I wouldn’t have read it if I wasn’t so desperate!” I exclaim, my voice cracking slightly. I continue before he can say anything else. “We’re still going to use the information, but no one else will read it. I don’t want anyone invading her privacy like this! We need to be looking for the King of werewolves, King Dierk,” I finish saying. 
 
    “Why King Dierk?” My father gasps, the horror showing in his eyes for a split second before he masks it.  
 
    “He’s Amara’s grandfather, and King Dierk is the only one that gains anything from taking her. He killed his own son while trying to have Amara’s mom murdered,” I explain breathing deeply to contain my rage. 
 
    I’m trying to think of the best way to track down the King’s location, while not wanting to say any more about the letter. The werewolf King is basically just another Alpha. The only difference is that they’re descended from the original bloodline, they have a bigger pack, and are foreign. There’s isn’t a pack-law in the states that force werewolves to obey this Alpha King. Werewolves in the states are more modern and go with the flow of their surrounding environment. Foreign packs do tend to still be stuck in the old ways, including still using torture and sacrifices. My face blanks and pales at the realization of my last thought. 
 
    “SHIT! How do we find the King? He will kill her if he hasn’t already done it!” I start yelling but end up sobbing and slump to the ground in defeat. It feels so hopeless. Death seems like the only way to stop the pain of losing Amara.  How can I save her from a king? 
 
    I haven’t felt anything but my own anguish since the immense pain in my back earlier. I feel physically numb now. I feel a growl form in the back of my throat at the memory...Someone was hurting her. I will kill everyone that touched her, rip them limb from limb, and enjoy the smell and taste of their blood as they take their last breath. I am losing control as the violent thoughts torrent through my minds.  
 
    ‘Declan, I love you!’  I hear Amara’s voice whisper softly in my head.  
 
    I quickly shake my head, trying to clear my thoughts. I can’t believe what I just heard until I hear it again a little stronger this time. 
 
    ‘Declan, I love you!’  
 
    My heart swells as I stop breathing and listen to her voice in my head. She’s alive, and I’m actually hearing her! I feel hope jolt me awake, seemingly for the first time since she’s been taken. My mind is suddenly clear, and I jump up of the ground with tears still falling down my face. My tears of frustration and torment have transformed into tears of joy. I wipe my eyes to clear my vision. I wish I could talk back to her. 
 
    Why don’t we look for her where the King lives in Germany?’ Wolf asks. 
 
    He is finally talking to me again. I feel like he has given me a piece of myself back, and it fills me with purpose as my brain starts to work. I am so stupid the letter said the King was in Germany. I am only now realizing how out of it I really was.  
 
    “Amara is alive; we need to find her and as quickly as possible. Do you have any contacts in Germany or know anybody? Demon, witch, or vampire; I don’t care who! Just someone that knows how to find the King or where he could be?” I ask my father.  
 
    “Do you really think that’s where he’s taken her?” My father asks, not answering my question. 
 
    I take a deep breath and force my brain to think about it. I realize that he most likely would have left Germany a while ago. The Germans have made bold political moves in the last century, and there’s talk of them trying to start World War III. Any pack not wanting to get dragged into human politics would’ve left for safer territory by now.  
 
    “No, you’re probably right. He’s probably here in the states... but where?” I ask flatly. 
 
    I am trying to think of any way that can we can track him down. I look into my father’s eyes pleading for more help. He sighs while rubbing his chin, obviously thinking. 
 
    “I might know someone. He’s a neighboring Alpha, a few towns over. His father was part of the King’s council before he was killed,” he explains.  
 
    “Call him, why are you sitting there when we need to find her now?” I yell, getting frustrated.  
 
    “Go shower and eat something! I have a feeling we’ll need to fight for your mate, and you will need your strength for that. Your sister could take you in the state you’re in!” He orders.  
 
    I nod my head before I turn around to the doors and exit. My head is reeling at the possibilities of where to look for Amara as I head towards the downstairs shower. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9: Adair 
 
    I watch as Declan walks out of my office with the first glimmer of hope that I have seen in his eyes since this ordeal began. Sighing heavily, I pick up the rotary phone on my desk to call my friend Mason. I dial the number. I am slightly amazed that I still remember the number. The last time that I saw Mason was before Declan was born. It’s amazing how quickly time flies when you have kids, I think, as I hear the second ring. I hear two more before someone picks up. 
 
    “Hello,” A deep, gravelly male voice answers the phone.  
 
    “Hello, I’m looking for Alpha Mason,” I state with my Alpha tone. 
 
    “This is him, who is this?” He asks, using his Alpha tone as well.  
 
    “This is Alpha Adair.”  
 
    I hear him coughs and choke on, what sounds like, a drink. 
 
    “Well, to what do I owe this pleasure?” Mason asks. 
 
    I can hear the smile in his voice. “Unfortunately, it isn’t a pleasant reason that I am calling,” I answer quickly and then continue before he can ask me questions. “I need a favor; one I would owe you eternally for!” I say as I wince at the desperation that is in my voice. 
 
    “What’s going on that has my dear friend Adair so riled up and scared?” He asks, jokingly.  
 
    “I’m getting to it, just answer my questions first,” I say while I wait for another interruption. When none comes, I continue. 
 
    “Your father was on the King’s council, right?” I ask. 
 
    “Correct,” Mason answers in a curt and slightly suspicious tone. 
 
    “Do you have any contacts or any way of finding out where the King is at currently?” I ask, hopefully. 
 
    “Before I can answer that, I have to ask you why?” 
 
    I take a deep breath hoping that our friendship is stronger than any loyalty he may have to that bastard of a King. 
 
    “He has taken my son Declan’s mate, and we have to get her back. I know very little about the King, but I do believe he’ll kill her. We know she’s still alive because Declan is semi-mind inked with her.”  
 
    The other end is utterly silent except for the steady sound of his breathing as I wait. 
 
    “God, help us! You don’t have much time then. You have four days to devise a plan!” He exclaims like he knows something. 
 
    “Four days? What in the hell do you mean? Tell me what you know, Mason!” I demand into the receiver growling.  
 
    “I just opened an invitation a few minutes before I picked up the phone. Since my father was on the council, I still get invited to all the big...um…e-events for the King,” he stammers. 
 
    “Events? What kind of events Mason” I shout questioningly. 
 
    “Well, mostly public trials and that type of thing. But this invitation states it’s for an ‘opfer rituellen’...and…it’s a brutal sacrifice ritual!” He explains. 
 
    I feel the blood and warmth drain from my face at the thought of Amara being tortured to death or being publicly humiliated. 
 
    “Will you help us?” I ask growling, gaining some of my confidence back. 
 
    This is my daughter, the future mother to my grandchildren and the only person who can make my son happy. I have to help get her back home! 
 
    “Yes, of course, I will. I’ll travel to your house tonight, and we’ll come up with a plan. My knowledge of their proceedings so far will help us,” he offers without hesitation.  
 
    “Thank you. I’m grateful for your help. Seriously, I’ll be eternally indebted to you,” I say as I hang up not waiting for him to argue. The doors to my study burst open, and Declan walks in looking marginally better.  
 
    “I have news!” I say as he sits down in the chair across from me.  
 
    “My friend will help us, in fact, he already has. He’s been invited to..,” I pause knowing I can’t tell him what is planned, I’m worried he won’t be in his right mind if he knows what his mate could be faced with if we don’t succeed. 
 
    “Umm…invited to attend a party with the King in four days. He is coming here tonight to help us come up with a plan. We will get her back, son; I promise.”  
 
    He lifts the corner of his lips in a meager attempt at a smile. It’s the first smile I have seen on his face in a while.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10: Amara 
 
    It’s been two days since I tried to send Declan a message. According to the guard’s taunting, I only have another two days before the “ceremony” starts. That’s what everyone, within earshot of me, calls it now. Instead of whatever the hell else it was that they called it, Opfah... something, I think. Whatever it is, I know it’s terrible, and it has to do with me. I haven’t been taken away again since I woke up. Linda said that this is unusual. Even being surrounded by blood-family is doing nothing for my spirit and resolve. I’m almost to the point of welcoming death because that is undoubtedly what this ceremony’s end result will be. I shake my head to try and remove the negative thoughts. Sighing, I turn my attention to watch Linda and Luther huddle together in a corner, whispering back and forth occasionally flicking a gaze my way. 
 
    “Whispers don’t make friends!” I scold with a dirty look.  
 
    I know they are talking about me, and I hate feeling out of the loop and helpless. They both turn around with their mouths agape in astonishment, apparently shocked at what I said or maybe it’s that I said anything at all. I haven’t spoken in a while.  
 
    “Well dear, now that you’re speaking again, why don’t you join us over here in brainstorming?” Linda asks sweetly.  
 
    “What are we brainstorming about?” I ask stupidly as I join them. 
 
    “To get you out of here, of course!” Luther looks at me with an exasperated expression as he raises his eyebrows up high.  
 
    “Oh!” Is all I manage to say, my brain not willing to function properly.  
 
    “I was asking Luther how he got you here and if he saw anything that could help us to know where we’re at?” Linda says, looking at Luther for an answer. 
 
    “No, I met someone outside of the nearest town, they blindfolded me and threw Amara in the trunk,” he responds while looking down.  
 
    “When I got here, I was shown to a study, and that’s where they took the blindfold off. The bastard must’ve already planned on imprisoning me because a few minutes after I took a drink of the whiskey, he offered me I was out. The next thing I knew I was waking up in here, I’m so sorry!”  Luther apologizes. 
 
    His voice has a mixture of anguish and guilt clearly written across his face that makes me sad for him. I know he is sorry and honestly, I forgave him already. I guess I haven’t told him, so I guess now might be a good time to do it. 
 
    “Luther, this isn’t your fault. Well, a little. What I’m trying to say is that I forgive you. I know you truly believed that what you were doing was what was right,” I say hoping he understands that I mean every word. 
 
    He isn’t a horrible person, and even if he was, the person I’ve gotten to know while being here is a scared little boy that wants nothing more than the person that loved and raised him. His aunt. How can I fault him for that? He just nods at me while keeping his eyes cast to the ground. 
 
    “So, none of us knows where we are exactly,” I state, trying to get back on the topic of escape. They both look grim.  
 
    “I’ve been talking to the guards, and almost everything is set in place for the ceremony, it will happen the day after tomorrow,” Linda says her voice getting softer and quieter, so I can barely hear her.   
 
    Fear seeps into my body from my head down to my toes, chilling me to the bone. My body starts to shake uncontrollably as I realize that this is it. There’s no chance that I will see Declan ever again. I’m going to die here. My heart picks up in speed, beating hard against my chest. There’s no more hope for me. Declan isn’t going to be able to find me. He has no idea about these people or my connection to them. Hell, I didn’t even know about them until they kidnapped me. I wish I could just die now and get it over with. I would rather die on my own terms and take the satisfaction away from the sadistic King. The thought makes me smile. The only thing I would regret is how my death would make Declan feel. The thought of impending defeat exhausts me, and I turn around and go to lie down on the crumpled sheets as I feel depression and anxiety overtake me once again. 
 
    “Night,” I manage to say as I roll over to face the wall.  
 
    I let the tears silently fall, wishing that I knew what to do to get out of this. I wonder how I could do it if I should decide to proceed? Focusing my thoughts elsewhere, I think about Declan, picturing his sexy green eyes and messy brown hair. I sob harder as I sink into a deeper pit of misery, missing my love. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11: Luther 
 
    She seemed to be genuine in her forgiveness. How in the hell could she forgive me? She has no idea how horrible I really was, what I became because of the solitude. I’m a murderer, and that cannot be overlooked. I don’t deserve her forgiveness. Hell, if I had the chance when she was a baby, I would have killed her and then been done with it. I guess fate had other plans. I am with her and Aunt Linda. I still can’t believe that bastard had her locked up all these years. 
 
    I see a lot of my Aunt Linda in Amara. She has the same compassion and capacity for forgiveness in her eyes. Though I have only been locked up with Amara for a short time, I’ve come to realize that she isn’t the monster King Dierk had led me to believe. In fact, she is exceptionally fragile. I’m ashamed at how stupid I was to believe him and follow his orders so blindly. She has been sleeping so much, she must be depressed. I have heard stories about what it’s like to have a mate. How separating them can throw them into a spiral of depression that can lead to death. I couldn’t imagine loving someone that unconditionally, but it’s supposed to be the wolf way. 
 
    “So, none of us knows where we are exactly,” Amara states breaking me out of my thoughts and trying to get back on topic. Aunt Linda and I both give her grim looks.  
 
    I want to reassure her, but I have nothing to add to the conversation, so I let Aunt Linda explain that the ceremony will take place in a couple days. I watch Amara as her expression changes, and her eyes dim before she starts shaking. She’s silent for a minute before she turns around and goes to lie down on the makeshift bed.  
 
    “Night,” she says before rolling over to face the wall.  
 
    I notice her chest rise with racking silent sobs. I can sense her fear, but it’s mixed heavily with something else, heartache. I’ve never detected a pain like this before. I look to Aunt Linda and notice she is sensing this too. We exchange looks, and I know we are in agreement. We will ensure that we do everything to save her, we will both die before she does. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12: Declan 
 
    Out of nowhere, I feel an overwhelming sadness wash over me. I’m standing in the study, leaning over my father’s desk talking with Alpha Mason. I sit down in the chair behind me and slump over trying to soak in and understand exactly what Amara is feeling. I know it is her because I’ve been feeling hopeful towards our plans. She’s giving up, I think, as I feel extreme waves of fear and sadness smother me. I try to take a deep breath to fight the feeling of being drowned by sadness. I wish so desperately that she had been able to bite me back so that I could speak to her telepathically. 
 
    “Damn!” I say standing up and pacing the length of the room from the doors back to the desk. 
 
    Mason stands up and stares at my bizarre behavior. 
 
    “She’s lost hope. She’s so scared and ready to give up!” I say in explanation. 
 
    I watch as his eyes close briefly and glance towards the ground as he nods. 
 
    “What was that?” I yell in his face. I am chest to chest with him in an instant.  
 
    “Wh-what?” He manages to get out as I grab him by the collar with both hands.  
 
    “You aren’t looking at me, what are you not telling me?” I demand snarling, bearing my fangs, and leaning closer to the pulse point on his neck. 
 
    “I, uh there is to be an ‘opfer rituellen’ held the day after tomorrow,” he gasps.  
 
    “What in the hell is that, exactly? And don’t sugar coat it!” I demand as I place my fangs against his skin. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to know?”  
 
    I can’t believe he has the nerve to ask me that question. I growl and push my teeth closer, barely breaking his skin in answer.  
 
    “Okay, okay. It is a public sacrifice ritual,” he answers. Taking a few deep breaths. 
 
    “The King will torture her any way that he wants in front of a crowd until she is dead or until he’s bored. If he gets bored with her though, he will then pass her to his council to finish off. Each of them will take a turn, how they see fit before passing her around to the next. There are twelve council members in all,” he states in a matter of fact tone.  
 
    I throw him against the furthest bookshelf. The impacted shelves bust and books begin to cascade down around us both. I leave him crumpled on the ground, and I walk out the doors and stand in the hall. My entire body is vibrating with pent up rage. Why in the hell didn’t he tell me that in the first place? I’m sure he told my father. 
 
    “FATHER!” I yell as loud as I can, hearing myself echo throughout the house. Seconds later, he appears from around the banister and immediately freezes.  
 
    “Why? Why wouldn’t you tell me, I know you knew,” I growl loudly. 
 
    “Because of this!” He sighs, gesturing towards me. 
 
    “Look at the way you’re acting right now! You’ve known for less than five minutes, and you have already forgotten that we have a plan. It’s a good one too. One that will work!” He says with complete confidence. 
 
    I start to take deep, exaggerated breaths to show him my efforts in calming down. As I do, I calm a bit and notice he is right. When I’m angry, I can’t think straight. The only thing I want to do is kill anybody that stands in my way to finding Amara. 
 
    “Son, I understand. I know what you’re going through.” 
 
    “No, you don’t!” I say immediately giving him a skeptical look. 
 
    “When your Mother and I first found each other, some things happened, and I had to go through something similar to what you are now,” my father says with a pained expression on his face. 
 
    His eyes are unfocused as if he is reliving his own nightmare. I want to spare his feelings, but I can’t. I need to know what happened, so I ask. Closing his eyes, he answers. 
 
    “Okay, the short version is that I was dating this girl when I met your Mother, nothing serious. I was just waiting to find my mate and wanted some company. I thought she understood this too, but some women can be...What’s the word? Manipulative if they want something bad enough. She wanted to be with the Alpha of a pack, so naturally, I was the perfect candidate. Apparently, she even rejected her true mate before me because he wasn’t close enough to be an Alpha, at least at that time. I ended it with her the day I met your Mother, and she was furious. I have never seen her that angry. She was throwing and breaking things in a tantrum. It was worse than the tantrums you used to have when you were a pup. I had never seen this side of her before. When she finally left, the only thing she said to me was, ‘You will regret this!’” 
 
    “The next day, when I went to pick your mom up at her apartment, I found the door busted open, and she wasn’t there. I could smell her fear so strong, though. I followed her scent right into a trap because I wasn’t thinking. Wolf tried to warn me repeatedly to go slow, but I wouldn’t listen to him. He was so pissed that it took him four months before he would talk to me again and he only did because your mom asked him too,” he says, stopping and looking at the ground.  
 
    I can see tears glistening down his cheek through his lowered eyelids. 
 
    “Then what happened?” I ask urging him to go on.  
 
    “That bitch Victoria had used another person to help her with her plan, which was to kill your Mother, right in front of me, when I arrived. Fortunately for us, she decided to use the mate she rejected. He had a heart and understood the pain of what it’s like to lose that connection. Her mate, Mason, killed her before she could kill your mom. He’s the only reason I have your Mother and you kids today. I owe him everything because she is my life. 
 
    “So, I do know your pain. It doesn’t lessen your hurt, but I need you to know that keeping calm and using your head is the only way we will get Amara back safely,” he finishes, looking less understanding and more agitated now. 
 
    I take the few steps forward to my father and for the first time that I can remember I wrap both of my arms around him in a tight hug. 
 
    “Why didn’t I know this?” I ask astonished.  
 
    “It’s in the past, as it will soon be in yours. Go to bed now, we have a lot to do before we act on our plan tomorrow night,” he says with a weak smile. 
 
    “Okay... but can you let Mason know I’m sorry. I just lost it at the thought of..,” I say, not being able to finish the sentence.  
 
    I have to take deep breaths and close my eyes, focusing on something else, like Amara’s beautiful dark blue eyes. Eyes in which you can see her every emotion, even though she tries to hide them. I sigh finally calm enough to open my eyes again.  
 
    I let go of my father and walk down to the basement. I avoid the second floor where my room is like its disease infested. I need Amara here by my side. As I lay down on my cot, I close my eyes as a feeling of numbness claims my entire body, and I drift off into a fitful sleep.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13: Mason 
 
    I can hear someone in the distance, mumbling something. I jump a bit and open my eyes squinting and then close them again as I feel ice-cold water splash against my face. 
 
    “Sorry, I thought you should wake up!” I can tell it’s Adair by his voice and chuckling laughter.  
 
    “You find this funny?” I snarl mildly.  
 
    “I’m sorry about Declan; he’s too much like his father,” he says sighing while shaking his head. 
 
    He is referring to him having a similar reaction when I helped save Audrey from my mate. We hadn't spoken of it since that night a long time ago. It’s really hard on Adair to think about what it would be like if he had failed. That’s what eats at him the most. He almost lost her because he did not keep his head on straight. He walked into an obvious trap and almost paid the dearest price for it.  
 
    “I understand why he reacted that way. Why do you say he is too much like you, though?” I ask curiously. 
 
    “I told Declan about what happened back then, he said to tell you that he is sorry. I’m hoping that by telling him my history, he won’t repeat my mistakes. At least not the big ones anyway,” he says, smiling. The twinkle coming back to his eyes. 
 
    I smile in return, Adair is my best friend, he doesn’t know that, of course. Though I am jealous of the man standing before me, I admire and respect him. He has everything I want. A beautiful wife and family, and he is surrounded by love.  
 
    That is what I have been after my entire life, that was the reason I couldn’t have helped kill Audrey. One look at Adair, seeing his mate tied up in that chair with a knife held to her neck by Victoria had my heart breaking all over again. I couldn’t handle being the cause of it. If my mate hadn’t been so selfish, fate would have given her exactly what she wanted.  
 
    I became Alpha of a new pack two months later, two fucking months! The only thing I can do now is hope to find another lone wolf, someone whose mate has died or rejected her. Someone that I can discover a compatible attraction. I will never understand how people can deny the mate that fate hands them, but those wolves usually don’t fare well in the end. 
 
    “I’m tired, I am heading to bed,” I say to Adair while yawning.  
 
    “Until tomorrow..,” Adair says still smiling as he helps me off the ground. 
 
    I smile in agreement and walk off to be alone with my thoughts. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14: Amara 
 
    It’s the day before the ceremony, and I haven’t moved from my spot on the blanket, facing the wall. I’m glad that they have left me alone. Linda and Luther have been talking nonstop on the opposite side of the room, though. As far as I can tell, they have no new ideas to attempt an escape. Linda has been speaking to the guards every time they enter the room, and they always leave her with a grimmer expression than before. I’m almost curious enough to break my forced stupor and ask what they keep telling her, but I decide it’s most likely about what’s to come and I don’t need or want any details. 
 
    I wonder where Declan is and what he is doing? Is he as tormented as I am, or is this completely one-sided? He said he could feel my emotions and especially the strong ones. Why hasn’t he found me yet? Is he even trying to find me... or was I naive to believe him? Should I have ignored my gut and everything, he said about us being true mates. The messed-up part about this is that a couple of weeks ago I didn’t even know he existed. I would like to say that I was content before him, but that would be a bigger pile of bull shit than the reasons why I am currently being held captive. I was merely just existing before.  
 
    Maybe now that he got what he wanted he doesn’t want anything else from me anymore. I feel like, without him, there is no point in my existence, and I hate that I’m feeling this way! How can I let a boy get into my head so deeply and so fast? My heart lurches in an erratic rhythm as I feel instant nausea and bile rise in my throat as I retch and empty the little contents I had in my stomach. Why is this so hard? I thought once werewolves were mated, there were no doubts. Well, I don’t have doubts about how I feel, I guess. But what if Declan does? I wouldn’t even know.  
 
    I am awoken from my internal torment when the door to the cell bangs open. Two guards walk into the room and march towards me. I hope I’m able to hide my fear and complete hopelessness as each guard grabs an arm and lifts me off the ground, limply placing me on my feet. To my astonishment, Linda steps in front of them. 
 
    “Wo nimmst du sie?” She asks. 
 
    “Folterkammer!” He answers.  
 
    Linda and Luther gasp loudly.  
 
    “Der konig?” She questions again. 
 
    “Ja.” One of the guards responds to her.  
 
    “My God!” Linda starts shaking her head from side to side before she looks directly into my eyes. 
 
    “Amara... honey I need you to be as strong as possible for me in there.” 
 
    My body reacts to her plea as I start shaking violently; I’ve haven’t seen this look on her face since the last time I was taken. It’s a look of horror, mixed with guilt and angst. I look at Luther, and he is looking at the ground, shame radiating his features. 
 
    I am going to the room again. I barely lasted a few minutes the last time, how long will I be able to endure it this time? I hope I pass out again quickly. Before I can fully grasp what is going to happen to me, the guards start walking out the door and towards the stairs leading to the lower levels.  
 
    My breathing becomes quick and shallow as I fight to keep my body standing. I can feel beads of sweat fall from my face and run down my filthy body. I feel my heart beating erratically through every pulse point. My neck and wrists throb from the blood loss caused by the guard’s vicelike grip, as I’m unceremoniously pulled down the stairs. The guards walk slowly next to me as if they are going on a nice stroll in the garden. I look towards the dim candles and piles of wax on the outer edge of the stone steps. I feel like I am beseeching the light to comfort me in my tormented march.  
 
    Once at the bottom, I see the same guard as last time who is twice the size of the other guards. He is wearing the same hooded mask and hiding his face, except for his mouth. He’s standing in front of the familiar vast black metal door. My vision starts blurring and darkening like the walls are closing in on me. Struggling, I take long, deep breaths while closing my eyes. I am fighting the desire to pass out, but I know what is waiting for me. I am not sure what is worse, not knowing what is done to me or feeling everything. I still don’t know what was done to me the last time I was unconscious, and I’ve had nightmares about it every time I close my eyes. 
 
    The acknowledge one other with a nod, and the colossal guard grabs me roughly by the arm and throws me forcefully into the opening of the cracked door.  My arm catches the metal frame as I awkwardly fall into the room. Instantly the door is closed and locked behind me from the outside. I blink my eyes a few times to adapt to the complete darkness, but it makes no difference.  
 
    It’s so dark in the room. I can’t even see my hand that’s right in front of my face. I hear a low guttural growl from behind me, and I instinctually start crawling forward until I hit a wall with my nose. I push myself into a sitting position with my back completely flat against the wall. I am not sure what to do so I just hug my knees to my chest, put my head down, and brace myself for an attack. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15: King Dierk 
 
    I watch her as she crawls through the dark to the wall. I am amused by the way she huddles into a ball with her knees to her chest with her head down, waiting for what is to come. I inhale deeply and find her fear and hopelessness absolutely intoxicating. I stalk closer to her and make sure to drag my feet against the stone floor, the spikes in her fear as I do increase my arousal. I hear her breath hitch and stop altogether.  
 
    “Your Mother wasn’t this much fun!” I growl with euphoria before grabbing her by her hair and hauling her off the ground.  
 
    I hear her let out a strangled cry as I vigorously slam her head against the wall a few times. With my free hand, I raise it and bring it down across her face, hard. Greedily, I watch her head jerk back before it settles and lolls to the side. Her tears make me laugh out loud, a guttural laugh. 
 
    “You are so weak! You know you get that from your Mother’s dirty blood!”  
 
    She groans out loud as I release my grip from her hair, grab her around the throat, and squeeze. Progressively, I increase the pressure as I reach into my pocket for the glass vial. I obtained this, especially for her. I unstop the vial and release my grip on her throat. Grasping her hair again, I pull her head back and place the vial to her lips. 
 
    “Drink!” I command, pulling her head back hard and watching as she chokes down the entire contents of the vial.  
 
    I throw it down, hearing the glass shatter as it bounces against the floor. Once I’m satisfied, I throw her down to the ground, using her weight against her. I keep my fist closed as she falls, and I’m delighted with my gift of a handful of dark brown hair. Not being able to brace herself in time for the impact, she falls on her shoulder awkwardly  
 
    “Stop!” She pleads.  
 
    “Just wait a few more minutes, and you’ll know what true torture is,” I taunt her as she looks around from her position on the ground trying to pinpoint exactly where I am.  
 
    I keep moving silently around the room, always keeping her in my sight.  
 
    “Did you know that you are to die tomorrow? In fact, you are going to die the same way your whore of a mother did!” I watch her face flash from fear to shock to disgust then settle on…resignation, I think. 
 
    “I had so much fun with her! Not as much as I’m enjoying you though, I’ll admit. I beat her within an inch of her life before I finally had my way with her! All of my subjects were there to witness it; there were hundreds of people watching and cheering. All while your Mother was begging for mercy!” 
 
    I laugh at her as her strangled sobs get louder, and I can smell the salt as her tears start pouring down. 
 
    “Too bad for her. She was too strong for her own good. I couldn’t break her on my own, so she went through all twelve members of my council and then back to me before she finally broke.” 
 
    She gives no indication of hearing me. I watch as her eyes close and then open, showing me the whites of her eyes. 
 
    “Ah, the tonic must be taking effect.”  
 
    My smile widens as I lean back against the wall and listen to her agony begin. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16: Amara 
 
    I hear him laugh as my sobs grow louder, and more tears fall. I look around the dark room, hoping to catch movement. Blinking my eyes, I only see darkness. My thoughts are coming slower. I feel like a fog is descending upon me, engulfing my body and mind. I can hear him saying more, but I can’t make out the words. All the sounds are garbling together. I’m losing all my senses, like light switches being flicked to the off position. Suddenly, blurred images, appearing in quick succession, start flashing before my eyes. They finally come to an abrupt stop, allowing the fuzzy images to come into focus. 
 
    I begin to make out a house surrounded by an eerily familiar forest that feels... Wrong. As everything becomes crystal clear, I’m able to make out the pack house. People are milling about in a fuss running around preparing for some event. I walk up to the porch steps without being stopped, people passing me as if I’m not there, and I walk through the open door. I see Brianna and Audrey in the kitchen directing people about.  
 
    “Have you heard from the cake decorator?” Audrey asks Brianna.  
 
    “Yeah, she’ll be here in an hour, just a bit before the wedding starts,”  she answers as I gasp loudly. 
 
    “Brianna, who’s getting married?” I ask aloud, but she continues on as if she doesn’t hear me. “BRIANNA!” I am getting frustrated at being ignored. She turns and looks right at me before walking right through me. Uhm… what the hell is going on? I must be dreaming or something. 
 
     A waiter carrying a tray full of glass decanters, filled with whiskey, walks by and something clicks in my brain. It reminds me that Dierk had forced me to drink a foul-tasting, thick liquid. He freaking poisoned me. Well Duh! It’s not like you really expected him to give you something like an antibiotic, did you? Idiot! I scold myself. I can’t be dead, though! It would make no sense to kill me before he planned to, that’s why I’m still alive! Right? I’m arguing and trying to reassure myself of this, but I can’t tell Jack from Sally at this point. There’s only one person who I want, no need to see more than anything right now. 
 
    I begin searching around for Declan and don’t see him among the herds of people going in and out of the house. I walk upstairs to the second floor where our room is. The door is cracked open, and I half walk through the wood as I enter his room.  
 
    This so freaking bizarre being able to walk through things.  
 
    My heart fills with joy when I find him in the bathroom with the door wide open. I feel like I haven’t seen him for years. He is absolutely stunning in his black wool tuxedo with a classic steel gray vest. His hair is combed and styled around his face, unlike the usual mess I’m used to seeing. His eyes sparkle as he’s smiling at himself in the mirror, I can’t help but smile at him. I find myself enjoying his happiness, and I wonder if he’s a groomsman for the wedding. As I finish the thought, a smiling Adair pops his head through the door.  
 
    “It’s time,” he says, and Declan just nods at him before he walks out and down the stairs, towards the back yard.  
 
    I’m right behind him, following like a lost puppy the whole way. I am basking in being with him again. I wish this weren’t a dream when we stop abruptly before the altar. I’m left standing there in shock with my mouth gaping open while he stands proudly in the groom’s position. 
 
     My breath falters and then calms briefly at the possibility that I see a vision of our wedding day. But then I hear the wedding march and any hopes I had quickly die. Everyone stands as a beautiful, no gorgeous, modelesque blonde starts walking down the aisle with her father. I fall to my knees, locking onto Declan’s face. All I can see is complete love and adoration for the woman walking down the aisle right now.  
 
    What’s left my heart shatters as I watch the blonde, with a body from the gods stand right next to Declan, holding his hand and exchange vows. I don’t understand, I thought I was his mate? Even if I was dead, how could he take another?  
 
    The way he explained it was that he would never want to live without me and couldn’t even stomach the thought of someone else. I dry heave in disgust, but nothing comes out of it. My vision starts to blur, and another succession of images flickers before my eyes again before stopping suddenly and slowly clearing. This time I’m in a bedroom with Declan and his wife. Even though they can’t see me, this is extremely uncomfortable and awkward, why must I see this? 
 
    His wife is yelling at him. “Why in the hell didn’t you tell me you mated before me?”  
 
    “Because we weren’t fully mated, and she didn’t mean anything to me. I never loved her; I love you and only you,” Declan explains to his wife cajoling her, and I can tell that he isn’t lying.  
 
    That look in his eyes says he means every word. Hot tears stream down my face at the betrayal, I never knew this kind of pain existed. I would rather stand in a burning flame until I’m ashes than feel the hurt that’s swallowing me. His wife sighs in relief and starts to say something, but I can’t hear it because everything starts shifting again. The fogginess clears up quicker this time. I’m at a hospital. Standing in a large waiting room surrounded by Declan’s family and some other people I never met. Well, why would you have when you didn’t mean anything to him, I remind myself. 
 
    “Do you think she’s doing all right?” Adair asks Audrey.  
 
    “Yes, she’ll be fine. She couldn’t have been more ready,” Audrey reassures him. 
 
    Suddenly, Declan happily walks through the double doors marked O.R. on the left that I hadn’t noticed until now.  
 
    “TWINS! A boy and a girl!” He shouts.  
 
    The happiness is written clearly on his face as all his family rushes to surround him with hugs and congratulations. They are all asking questions, excited about the babies, and concerned for the new mother. I finally understand what this is now. Someone else is living my dream with my man. My absolute worst fears brought to life and played like a movie just for me, proving to me that his future is without me. 
 
    I am almost relieved because I finally can feel nothing, no pain, no happiness, I don’t even feel numb. I feel non-existent and wish so desperately for death. There’s just nothingness for me now. Although, if I’m honest with myself, I never had anything, to begin with. Declan never truly loved me, and how could he? I’m just an unworthy half-breed, stupid enough to believe that he did.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17: Declan 
 
    “Declan, are you done checking the weapons?” My father asks me again.  
 
    “Yeah, almost...” I am unable to finish because immense pain hits me out of nowhere and radiates from my scalp and then to my face. 
 
    “SHIT,” I yell. 
 
    “We need to go NOW,” I demand while grabbing any and all weapons within my reach.  
 
    The weapons consist of two eight-inch well-sharpened blades that attach to my waist, and a smaller blade concealed on my ankle.  
 
    “Why, what’s wrong? The Opfer Rituellen doesn’t begin until tomorrow morning,” Mason says, looking confused.  
 
    “She’s being hurt, we have to go now!”  
 
    Without waiting for anyone else, I walk to the door. As I’m reaching for the handle, my father steps in front of me eliciting a feral growl, a warning to get the hell out of my way. 
 
    “Son, do you remember what I told you last night?” He asks, looking me right in my eyes. I slightly nod my head in a yes. “You need to wait and follow the plan; Mason’s pack will be here soon, and then we will leave,” he reminds me. 
 
    I just nod and concentrate on trying to calm myself by taking a deep breath. I feel my throat tighten, causing me to choke. Unable to take another breath, I sag against the wall for support. Mason and my father and are looking at me, bewildered.  
 
    “Amara,” I gasp out and they both nod that they understand.  
 
    “Mason how long until your pack is here?” I hear my father ask.  
 
    “Soon! But honestly, we can have one of your guys wait here for them, so we can go now. Instead of one huge attack, it can be broken into two. Like I said, the civilians don't want to fight. In my experience, the civilians are not fans of the king but frightened to rebel. Make sure your men know this and don’t harm any innocents!”  
 
    My father explains that he will be sure to explain that to his men. My breathing is back to normal by this point, but I can feel Amara’s fear. Her fear seems to be shifting now to a feeling that I know all too well, hopelessness.  
 
    “She’s lost hope,” I say with tears glistening in my eyes and dangerously close to falling. 
 
    “She doesn’t believe I’ll come for her,” I whisper as I feel the weight on my heart like a ton of bricks. 
 
    She believes it so strongly it’s hard to distinguish her pain from mine. 
 
    “I am leaving now!” I say pushing through both of their shoulders to pass through the door.  
 
    Not glancing back to see if they’re coming, I make my way out the front door and howl, long, and loud, calling the pack together. Soon every member of the pack is before me. I hear my father and Mason approaching from behind, so I begin. 
 
    “We are leaving to get my mate and your future Alpha female,” I say.  
 
    My father makes a loud cough behind me, an obvious interruption. I glance back allowing my father to say what is on his mind. 
 
    “Actually, she is the Alpha female...because you are now Alpha male,” he announces so that everyone in the pack can hear.  
 
    I look at him questioningly, he mouths ‘later’ to me as I hear the pack clap and cheer.  
 
    I let out an impatient growl; I have no time for this. 
 
    “I am sorry, but this is not a time to celebrate, because if I do not get my mate back, I will not be Alpha to our pack!” I wait for a second to allow for the shock and whispers. 
 
    “As I was saying before, we are leaving now to get my mate back. Anyone staying needs to be in the pack house until we return. Also, I need one person to volunteer to stay and wait for Alpha Mason’s pack,” A young man about eighteen stands up and agrees. 
 
    “James, thank you,” my father says, smiling warmly. 
 
    I nod in agreement towards the boy, indeed very grateful. 
 
    “Let’s head out!” I order, and everyone disburses to the cars surrounding the property.  
 
    I feel more pain in my chest, centered in my heart, making me gasp out loud as I get into the passenger seat of my Charger. My father is driving while Mason climbs in the back. 
 
    “What is it?” My dad asks, looking at me concerned.  
 
    “I’m not sure,” I say rubbing my chest, realizing I’m no longer feeling fear or any real emotion.  
 
    I feel the blood drain from my face as I feel an overwhelming sense of hurt and betrayal. What is wrong with her, why does she feel so betrayed?  Damn it. Everything is so fucked up and unclear. Just as quickly as I felt her hurt, I feel nothing, no tingling, no pain. She’s gone just as abruptly as I felt her. I know these aren’t my emotions, what’s being done to make her feel this way? Reaching my hand up, I wipe away tears that I didn’t know where there. 
 
    ‘I am coming for you.’  
 
    ‘We are coming for you,’ Wolf adds.  
 
    Hearing his voice is a great comfort, especially for what I know lies ahead. Death! Those who dared to touch Amara will die first. 
 
    “Painful, tortured deaths,” Wolf says.  
 
    “So glad to have you back!” I admit, and he just growls back mentally in agreement.  
 
    I can tell he is antsy to be doing something to get Amara back. I watch the forest fly by through the window as I go over the plan repeatedly in my head. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18: King Dierk 
 
    She incoherently speaks mumbled words strung together. Her eyes are still unfocused, and I’m unable to control my smile as her sobs grow louder. She will be begging for death soon. I’m so glad I came across that witch in the black-market last month. She told me that it contains powerful magic that will make whoever swallows it think they’re dead or having premonitions of the future. In reality, they’re being forced to live through their worst nightmares. She told me that it would last about a day for a werewolf breed.  
 
    Of course, originally when I bought the tonic, I had considered using it on Amelinda. This is so much more enjoyable than I could have ever imagined. Amelinda broke too easily after we mated. She became no fun after that and had I not needed an offspring I would have left her bed for the company of others, sooner than I had. I inhale deeply so I can smell the despair and hurt in the air when a loud, abrupt knock sounds on the door.  
 
    Gerd opens the door and yells “Intruders on the grounds Sire.”   
 
    I growl and run towards him. 
 
    “Watch her and don’t let anyone in the room!” I command as I run out the door and up the stairs.  
 
    I run past the first level of cells through the connecting hallway leading to the main house and enter the security room. I look at each of the monitors, and on every single one, I see wolves and unshifted people fighting with my guards on the grounds and in the entryway to my house. 
 
    “SHIT!”  
 
    I search for where the leader of the attack is. Scanning the screens repeatedly, I see a tall man yelling and pointing orders at those around him. I notice two men standing behind him. Eyeing them both closely, I recognize someone. It’s Mason, that bastard. His father was a previous council member and utterly loyal to me! How can he betray me? He must be the reason they’re here. But why? Who are the other two with him?  
 
    I walk out of the security room and make my way through a hallway that leads to the top of the stairs. I end up directly in front of the two main doors leading outside and patiently wait. I would have called for my guards, but it looks as though they’re all engaged in battle. Plus, I can take these grungy mutts on by myself, I am the King! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19: Gerd 
 
    I walk into the room and lock the door behind me like King Dierk ordered. I hear the battle erupting all around me. Looking around the room, I find the Princess lying face down on the floor against a far wall, sobbing incoherently. 
 
    “Princess?” I say quietly hoping to calm her.  
 
    I obviously fail because she rapidly scurries along the floor until she hits another wall like she can’t see. She ends up in a fetal position holding herself.  
 
    “I will not harm you,” I say calmly and quietly hoping she’ll believe me.  
 
    “The other day, when the King left you here unconscious... I didn’t touch you. I wouldn’t hurt you; you’re our one chance at salvation from him. I wish I was stronger and could have stopped what he did that day... and today! I’m so sorry! Please know that those who are loyal to the Queen are loyal to you as well!”  
 
    I don’t think she understands my words. What did he do to her? It’s like she’s somewhere else. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20: Declan 
 
    I watch as the werewolves fight, shifted and unshifted, against the king’s guards. All around me, I hear a cacophony of sounds. Vicious snarls, growls, and yelps of pain are mixed with screams of agony. We are just inside the entrance to the grounds, waiting for Mason’s pack to arrive. Looking around, I watch as a wolf runs and jumps on a guard with incredible speed, cleanly ripping his throat out. The guard falls to the ground with a confused look permanently etched on his face, in death. 
 
    The guard had no idea what even happened to him, he was too focused on fixing his armor, that was ill-fitted, to see what was coming. The fighting skills of these guards are that of a novice compared to my pack. Their skills are laughable seeing that they’re the King’s official guard. The King must not have had them regularly practicing, if at all. The cocky bastard probably thought he would never be attacked. I guess he had no reason before, but he should have realized that he would need a better defense when he took Amara.  
 
    I notice the scent of forty werewolves drift in and within a few minutes, we are surrounded by some of Mason’s pack.  
 
    “Thanks for coming so quickly, I want you to be safe and watch each other’s backs out there! Now, get to it,” Mason says to his pack with a nod towards the grounds where my pack is already fighting. 
 
    As his pack rushes into the fray, to join the fighting, Mason, my father and I make our way amongst them through the chaos towards the doors. Occasionally, I would throw an arm or leg out at an unsuspecting adversary as I run past, giving my allies an advantage. As we reach the bottom of a set of stone steps, the double doors at the top burst open and twelve people walk out in a line like a human barricade. 
 
    “Four for each of us,” I growl to Mason and my father. 
 
    “Oh, look at that the mutt can count!” The one closest to me says.  
 
    ‘Idiot’ Wolf thinks as I jump on him and snap his neck so fast that the guy next to him just stands there blinking dumbly. They are dumb enough to think I will waste time with idle banter before fighting, another advantage for me. I grab them both by their throats and slam them as hard as I can into each other, as I feel a heavy weight land on my back.  
 
    Finally, someone who will put up a fight.  
 
    I drop the men and throw myself back into the nearest wall as hard as I can, knocking the breath out of my attacker. I use the distraction to turn around and unsheathe a blade from my hip holster then fluidly drag it across his throat, deep, from ear to ear. I turn my focus back to the two who are unconscious on the ground. Without any hesitation, I cut their throats too. In normal circumstances, I would have been horrified at what I’m doing, but these people had every intention of hurting and killing my mate. Wolf is already pushing hard to be released, his blood lust throwing him into a frenzy. 
 
    ‘Soon!’ I promise him, he deserves vengeance just as much as I do. 
 
      I look around and see that Mason is off to the side already done dispatching his share of the guards. He is just standing there watching as my father kills his last opponent with a knife to the chest.  
 
    “Ready?” I ask, catching their eyes. They both look at me and nod. 
 
    “The King is mine and mine alone. I need you to seek out Amara. Do you understand?” I’m using the Alpha tone, making my father obey with no questions and hoping Mason will do the same out of respect. Again, they each nod their head yes in response. I’ll have to get used to that; I didn’t use the tone intentionally. I just wanted him to do it without question, we can’t waste any more time. 
 
    Once through the front doors, I immediately see the man who must be my prey. He is standing superiorly on the top of the staircase in front of me.  
 
    “Find her!” Mason and my father take off, both going in opposite directions to look for Amara.  
 
    Before me is an older man looking to be in his sixties, so he is probably over a hundred years old. He’s wearing normal clothing, but he wears all black. His perfectly fitted, button-down long sleeve silk shirt matches his black slacks and exceptionally shiny black Dockers. What gives him away instantly is the gold laurel crown reef that sits atop his bloated head. For a King, he doesn’t look like he is taking care of himself. He seems rather mangy. In fact, his gray hair is thinning and is almost completely bald on top. His pale gray eyes are sunken into his hollow face, and his skin looks paper-thin. Like just rubbing against it would cause it to break open. The longer I look at him, the closer he looks to his actual age. He has taken the high ground, so he thinks he has the advantage.  
 
    “You want to come down and play?” I ask him, staring directly into his cold dead eyes and smile at the thought of ripping his head off. 
 
    “Why, mutt? I have no quarrel with you, I don’t even know why you’re here?” He answers snidely. 
 
    “What do you mean? You took my mate, and I will kill you, what else is there to know?” Is this guy the real King because he’s not too bright and doesn’t fit the bill? 
 
    “Ah, but why fight for her? She’s nothing, actually worse than nothing! She’s an abomination, a monster that must be killed. Even though you think she’s your mate, you must see that!”   
 
    I snarl and bare my teeth at him, barely remembering to breathe. I can’t lose it now, or I won’t get Amara back. 
 
    “You will pay for anything that you’ve done to my mate!” 
 
    “Oh, so you believe that you are truly mated... I wonder? Did you feel her pain and agony when we were spending time together in my... special room?” He asks, with a smirk. 
 
     I lose it, I can’t control myself. I phase into Wolf, shredding my clothes and causing all my weapons to fall to the ground with a clang. I run and leap up the stairs, taking them a few at a time, thanks to my transformed legs. The King is standing his ground, remaining in human form. I notice his hand hiding behind his back. Shit, I know something is wrong, but I can’t stop myself from the momentum. With no choice but to following through, I need to make this count. As I leap towards his throat, I feel a hot stabbing pain in my shoulder. It slows me down and knocks my aim off, but I’m still able to latch my teeth onto his arm. He phases into a dirty brown colored wolf, making me lose my grip. I back up a few paces to watch him and allow him to make the first move.  
 
    Moving slowly, he starts circling me, and I mirror his actions. He swipes his uninjured paw at my face, but it was a deliberate attempt that I easily dodged. He almost loses his balance in the process. Gaining his footing quickly, we go back to circling each other. The sound of our snarls and growls is deafening. 
 
    Not taking my eyes off him I watch as he trips over his discarded crown. His injured arm causes him to roll on his back and expose his belly. Seeing the opening, I quickly leap over him and slash my hind claws across his stomach making him yap in pain. He quickly maneuvers himself, so he is standing on all fours again while blood drips to the ground from his stomach. Continually backing him up with each step, I stalk towards him. I slowly herd him towards the stairs until his back paws are at the top edge of them. He notices, too late, and turns his head to look back. There’s my chance.  
 
    I jump forward with my mouth open, aimed at the base of his neck and shoulder. It’s not as good as the front of the neck, but I can make this work. When I make contact, I start thrashing my head from left to right making sure my muzzle stays clamped down. I feel his blood flow into my mouth, and I’m forced to swallow it or risk losing my grip. Using my front paws, I dig my claws into his side and work his neck tirelessly until his thrashing and gurgled whimpers of pain stop. As he goes limp, I shake him by the throat hard a few more times just for good measure before releasing him. I am amazed at how easy it was to kill the man who has been the source of all my misery lately. Clearly, someone should have challenged him long ago.  
 
    ‘MATE!’ Wolf demands, and I agree.  
 
    Our need for blood is temporarily satisfied, our sole focus is getting to Amara now. I sneeze the blood out of my nostrils and inhale deeply looking for Amara’s scent. I can’t smell it in this part of the house, so I follow my father’s scent back downstairs and through a dark hallway. Through the door at the other end of the hall, I see two guards sitting on the ground with their hands behind their back. I growl and charge towards them. My father steps in the way, causing me to head butt him in the groin because I can’t stop.  
 
    Bending over and coughing profusely, he says, “Declan, they surrendered, and they have been trying to help Amara while she has been here,” he tries to explain through coughing fits to me.  
 
    I growl and start circling. Agitated, I howl at him. I’m too agitated to use the pack link, but he must have understood what I wanted because he answers. 
 
    “She is downstairs son. Mason and another guard, loyal to the Queen and Princess, are with her. Declan I must warn you... She’s not okay, I’m not sure what he did to her,” he says, looking at the ground. 
 
    Growling I run as fast as I can down the dimly lit stone steps that are littered with wax until I reach the bottom. I’m confronted by Mason and a huge man with an executioner’s mask over his face, standing in front of a large door. I growl loudly, and I bear my fangs as I take a step towards them.  
 
    “Step aside, Gerd. This is her mate and believe me you do not want to stop him” Mason warns the large guard next to him. They both step to their side and out of my way, allowing me access to go into the metal doors that are cracked open. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 21: Declan 
 
    There is no light in this room. If I weren’t a wolf, then I wouldn’t be able to make anything out. I’m overwhelmed by the scent of Amara’s blood the second I’m through the door. As I look around the room, what I find causes my heart to stop. Amara is in the fetal position with her arms hugging her knees, eyes closed tight, and crying heavy heart-wrenching sobs inconsolably. I quickly pad over to her and shift back, leaning down in front of her on my knees.  
 
    “Amara,” I say softly.  
 
    When she opens her eyes, all I can see are the whites as she starts to try and scoot away, her sobs getting louder and more hysterical as Amara realizes she’s backed herself into a corner. I feel her heartbreak and longing as if it’s my own, but I don’t understand what’s wrong with her, why is she feeling this way?  
 
    “Shh, it’s okay I’m here, Princess. It’s me, Declan!” As I say my name, I feel the hurt in her magnify a thousand times, and it hunches me over like a punch to the gut. 
 
    “FATHER!” I scream, not knowing what else to do because it’s like my presence is hurting her. He appears in the room in seconds. 
 
    “What’s wrong, is she ok?” He asks, frantically. 
 
    “No, I don’t know. I don’t know what’s wrong with her. I can’t see Amara’s pupils, and when I told her it was me, it felt like she was being stabbed in the heart. Why is she feeling that way? What happened to her?” I plead, silently praying that he can help her. 
 
    I hear him take a deep breath and start to walk around the room, looking at the floor. Great, he has no idea; I’m going to lose her. I feel the tears well up in my eyes. 
 
    “Aha! Here it is!” He bends over and picks up a green shaded glass vial and holds it under his nose as he sniffs.  
 
    “Oh!” He says with a sad look and then turns to face me. 
 
    “Declan, he gave her a witch’s tonic. There’s no real way to know what it was for sure. But If I had to guess, I believe this one causes her to live her worst nightmares repeatedly for some time. I am not going to lie, it could make her go mad, depending on how long she is under and what her worst nightmares are.  
 
    “Are you sure, maybe its something else?”  
 
    Sadly, it’s one of the easiest tonics for witches to make and sell. So, no I’m sorry son, I don’t think so,” he admits sadly. 
 
    I let the tears fall as I stand up and walk to the furthest wall from Amara and punch it repeatedly. I don’t stop until my knuckles are bare and there is a deep hole in the wall with rubble at my feet. 
 
    “We need to take her home, maybe the pack doctor can help. If not, I want her to be comfortable, at least,” I say to my father. 
 
     I ask him to carry her since she can’t bare my touch right now. We hurt so bad right now, not being able to touch and comfort her. Wolf understands even less than I do. I know this is the work of the tonic, but it’s hard to remember that through the pain Amara is feeling. I’ve missed her every second of the day, so desperately since she was taken. I’ll never let her go after this, even if she hates me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22: Declan 
 
    It’s been four days since I returned home to the pack with Amara. The first two she was completely stuck in that tonic induced stupor. She sobbed all day as she lived her nightmares repeatedly. The last two have been spent sleeping, I haven’t let her leave my sight once. 
 
     The first two days I watched from a distance, but now I’m at her side and not moving. I can’t, I have to talk to her when she wakes up. I could feel what she felt before she was able to finally fall into a peaceful sleep after days of torment. I could hear her begging for her own death in her head. I was barely able to contain Wolf during that time. I had paced her bed length for two hours before I could calm both of us down.I’m sitting in the chair next to our bed, and I grab her hand in mine for what seems like the thousandth time since I brought her home.  
 
    “I love you,” I repeatedly whisper in her ear.  
 
    I’m shocked when I feel the faintest of squeezes in my hand. I almost don’t believe it. I intently watch to see if she will do it again. She tries to groan, and it comes out as a quiet cough. 
 
    “Amara, baby?” 
 
    “Wake up, love. I need you,” I manage to choke out.  
 
    Her eyes start fluttering like she’s fighting to open them.  
 
    “It’s okay. I’m here, and I’ll be here no matter what, take your time.” I whisper, not wanting to push her too hard but all I really want to do is yank her up and shake her awake just to see her eyes. Damn, it has been too long since I’ve seen her eyes.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23: Amara 
 
    I feel the weight slowly lift from my eyes as I open them. I have to quickly close and open them again. I realize I am not really able to see anything.  
 
    “Blind?” I ask stupidly. I hear a deep chuckle. 
 
    “No, love, we’re in our room. The light is off. I can turn it on if you like,” I hear Declan say. 
 
    “No!” I answer quickly. 
 
    I can’t stand to see his face when he tells me that he’s found another mate while I was gone. I lost him to another, he should have just left me to die. Each time I saw the cycle of images more was revealed. I saw exactly how happy Declan is and that what we had didn’t mean anything to him. The tears obstruct my already non-existent vision, as I blink them away. 
 
    “Why are you crying?” He asks sniffing the air as he comes to sit on the edge of the bed next to me. 
 
    I move as far away from him as I can into the wall. My heart hurts, I just want to die in peace. Why didn’t he let me die like he wanted? How did I even get here? The last thing I remember was being in the black room with the King. I only vaguely had the sense of someone rescuing me a while back. I don’t know how long. I really couldn’t bring myself to care, though. 
 
    “Why am I here?” I ask Declan. 
 
    “What do you mean? Amara, we need to talk, and I need you to listen!”  
 
    “I don’t want to hear it, I already know!” I weakly yell, remembering all the vivid images of his happy life with her. Her? I never heard her in the visions. 
 
    “What’s her name?” My voice quivers as I ask.  
 
    He looks at me confusion drawing both of his eyebrows together. 
 
    “Who? What are you talking about?” He questions. 
 
    “Your true mate, the woman you found while I was gone,” I say sobbing, my damn emotions betraying me; I want to act strong in front of him.  
 
    The next thing I know, he is grabbing me and holding me in a fierce hug as he places me on his lap. 
 
    “Let go!” I squeal as I struggle against his hold. 
 
    “You are my true mate, Amara. My one and only, there is no one else!” He growls as he grinds his hard-on into me. 
 
    “B-but I saw it all,” I start, but he cuts me off. 
 
    “Listen before you say anything else. You were forced to drink something in a vial, yes?” He asks, and I nod in response.  
 
    I can sense that he is smiling behind me as he continues. “In that vial was a witch’s tonic. It caused you to live your worst nightmares over, and over again. It was meant to drive you insane. To be honest, I’m amazed it didn’t with what I felt you were feeling. It almost drove me mad...” 
 
    I am struck dumb. It wasn’t real? None of it was real, how is that possible? Every vision felt like I was right there living it with them. 
 
    “Are you sure? It was all so real? How do I know what to believe?”  
 
    “Yes, the entire tonic is out of your system now, and honestly, I think it’s your amazing healing abilities that saved you from insanity. With time you’ll see and know what’s real and isn’t,” he says, smiling at me and kissing the back of my head.  
 
    They were hallucinations, but they felt so real. “I saw you with another woman.... your real mate. You told her that you never really loved me, and I meant nothing to you,” I tell him quietly, tears unshed in my eyes. 
 
     He growls as he turns me around to face him completely. “Never would I say that! I told you the truth about you being my mate. I cannot live without you. Even if you hate me, you will always be mine, and I will always be yours!” His face is red with anger as he closes his eyes and takes a couple of deep breaths.  
 
    “Amara... marry me? Please. I know this isn’t the right time or way to ask, but I don’t know how else to prove that you are all I want. I had every intention of asking you this anyways,” he asks, with a half-smile. 
 
    I can hear the fear in his voice as it cracks.  
 
    “I want to Declan, but it was so real for me...” I answer, honestly.  
 
    I take a moment to think, but I sense his fear grow increasingly with every passing minute.  
 
    “I will do whatever you want, whatever’s necessary until you have no doubts! I just.... need you,” he pleads  
 
    I struggle with myself for a few moments.... needing to believe that what I felt before was because of the tonic. I find myself trying to justify what I saw with what I’m currently feeling.  
 
    I take a deep breath and nod my head. 
 
    Instantly his mouth is crushed to mine. He’s licking my lips fervently begging for entrance, so I open and feel his tongue slide against mine as I reciprocate his movements. He departs my mouth and starts kissing along my chin. I smile as I feel my heart swell with his love and elation. The feeling is foreign because my heart was so heavy for so long. 
 
    ‘I will always be his as he is mine,’ I repeat to myself in my head. I start to cry again, hugging him as tight as I can around his neck. 
 
    “Why in the world are you crying now, Princess?” He asks as he buries his head in my hair.  
 
    I sniffle and tell him that for the first time in my life, these are happy tears. Declan moves his mouth over to my cheek and gently kisses my tears away. I sag in relief, comfortable against his hard chest and sigh. He slowly lowers me onto my back as his mouth moves over my neck and down to his mark. He starts licking the outline of the mark that he left on me last time. Shocks course through my body, causing me to arch my chest towards his, as I feel the heat begin to pool between my thighs. He slowly pulls off my shirt and underwear and lightly begins kissing me all over as I anxiously attempt to pull his clothes off. 
 
    This reminded me of the night when we had made love for the first time. Knowing this time there will be less pain, I’m getting excited. I’ve missed him so much. It is as if all I need is to feel him inside me and we will be connected on a level like no other. He slowly spreads my legs as he leans down and kisses me, soft at first, then progressively getting harder. A jolt hits me where his long fingers are sliding up and down against my aching core. 
 
    “You’re so wet,” he groans, as he slides a finger in, moving it back and forth, slowly, and then changing speeds as he enters a second finger into me. The fullness is exquisite  
 
    “Damn!” He growls and pulls out his fingers, grabbing his hard length as he positions himself at my entrance.  
 
    He stops himself briefly. “Is this okay?” He waits, holding himself up by one arm.  
 
    Is this okay I ask myself...I want him and this. The events of the last few weeks have been overwhelming, but my body is aching for this, his touch. I don’t just want this, I need it! 
 
    “Yes!” I answer as I pull his face to mine, so our lips meet and meld together. 
 
     He starts rubbing my sensitive nub with the head of his shaft, teasingly, before he enters me in a quick thrust. I gasp at the rough invasion as he starts moving slowly in and out until I can’t think and can’t control my voice as I make breathless sounds. Then his mouth is on mine swallowing my moans of pleasure. I start to wiggle and raise my hips back and forth meeting his thrusts, sometimes pulling myself back from his reach, keeping him from entering me as deep as he wants to. It makes him groan in sweet agony into my mouth. 
 
     I’m getting closer to release as he relinquishes me from our kiss and lightly starts biting onto his mark. The action reminds me, yet again, that I haven’t marked him back. I have to do something about that. I don’t know if this will work because I still have no urge to bite him, but I want our mating to be complete.  
 
    Mirroring Declan, I lean my head towards his neck and place a few playful licks there before I open my mouth and sink my blunt teeth into him. I bite him as hard as I can, breaking the skin. He groans before bringing his head back down and aggressively bights into the mark he left on me, bringing me immense pleasure. The taste of blood makes me release him quickly. He held on longer and then licked the blood from my wound, but I am happy with my attempt. His pace quickens, moving harder and faster above me, my breath exhaling with every hard thrust, and I feel him hit deeper than ever before. I feel his heart beating at a rapid rate against my chest, matching mine. I feel him hit that spot again and again mercilessly driving me over the edge. I scream his name as loud as my hoarse voice will allow as I shatter into a million pieces, feeling myself tighten and release around him. He stops lets out a groan, I feel jerky twitches followed by warmth flooding inside me as he reaches his own climax. After disentangling from each other, he rolls us over so that my back is against his chest as he slides his still hard cock back inside of me. He kisses my neck and starts moving so slow, tormenting me in the best way, before whispering, “I love you, fiancé.” 
 
    “I love you too!” I state truthfully, closing my eyes thankful for Declan being in my life.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24: Declan 
 
    I marvel as I realize that it’s been two days since I asked Amara to marry me, and we haven’t left our room once. Amara’s attempt at marking me didn’t work, we’re not a hundred percent sure why but we believe her other half is blocking her Wolf until she shifts for the first time. I’m just ecstatic that she tried; it’s pushed away all my doubts. When she attempted to mark me, it hurt a lot but was weirdly erotic at the same time. She has been trying to mark me every time we make love since then. Though it hasn’t worked yet, I can’t say that I mind.  
 
     My mom has been nice enough to bring meals to our room, knowing we didn’t want to come down. I smile as I watch her chest rise and fall as she sleeps contently next to me. I can’t help but run my hands along her side, down to her stomach and start drawing circle patterns around her belly button. She lets out a soft moan as she stretches and yawns, making me chuckle.  
 
    “You are so beautiful,” I say in awe as I lean forward and place a quick kiss on her lips. “I have something for you!”  
 
    I am amused by the puzzled look on her face. 
 
     “You know you shouldn’t have, but what is it?”  
 
    “Well I didn’t get it exactly, and technically it’s not from me, but don’t worry about all that nonsense. I want you to get dressed and meet me in the study.”  
 
    “Your father’s study downstairs?” She asks, again looking lost.  
 
    “Our study actually... we’re the Alphas of the pack now,” I sigh, wishing I could tell her all of this later. I might as well get this out of the way now though.  
 
    “Amara when you were gone, I guess I technically challenged my dad, and he receded, which makes me the Alpha male. I didn’t know this when it happened. Honestly, I was just refusing to back down,” I explain. 
 
    “What?” She asks, still confused. 
 
    “We were lost without you, Wolf and I... and I kind of went ballistic. There are certain things about werewolves that are seriously old school. My father gave me an order, and I challenged it. He should have fought me and put me in my place. Then he’d still be reigning Alpha, but he figured it was time.”  
 
    “Oh, wow. Congratulations? I think,” Amara responds.  
 
    “That reminds me, do you know what happened to my grandmother Amelinda and Luther?” Amara asks, probably trying to change the subject. 
 
    “You know she’s related to you then?” I ask her. 
 
    “Yea, she told me when we met in the cell,” she explains, still waiting for an answer.  
 
    “Well, they’re fine. She’s taking on the role of Queen until... we decide what to do with it,” I say hoping I’m not throwing too much at her at once.  
 
    “Ummm,” Is all she manages to say before I kiss her hard on the lips and swat her but to distract her. I tell her again, using a playful version of my alpha voice, to get dressed and meet me in the study. I grab a book off the edge of the dresser before I turn the inside lock and step out into the hall before closing the door, just in case anyone is around. I have no idea who is or isn’t here since I have been holed up with Amara in our room. 
 
    Smiling, I pass nobody on the stairs or in the hallway that leads to my study. I enter through the double doors, closing them behind me before I make my way to the desk. Setting the book down, I open it and sit in the enormous brown leather chair. I remove the letter from Amara’s mother and place it on the top of the desk. I will make no attempt to cover up that I read it; I just hope that she understands why.  
 
    ‘Be honest with her’ Wolf demands. 
 
    ‘I planned on it!’  
 
    I hear a knock on the door and inhale her scent deeply. 
 
    “Come in Amara,” I state before she opens the doors and steps inside, closing them behind her.  
 
    “Don’t ever knock on those doors again; this is your study as much as it is mine! You are always welcome here, and wherever I am,” I scold, looking her up and down, taking in her appearance.  
 
    The short amount of time as she was upstairs changing, was the first time away from each other since I got her back. I hate to admit it, but I’m what my friends would call whipped. I growl huskily as she strolls fluidly to my side of the desk and bends over revealing all her cleavage. She places a soft, quick peck under my ear and then backs away to sit in the chair across from me. 
 
    “You wanted to talk?” She says in an adopted business tone, smirking at me.  
 
    “Tease!” I growl back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25: Amara 
 
    “Tease, really? That’s not what you were saying last night!” I say raising an eyebrow. I am getting much better at this sexy bantering. I love driving him crazy, knowing that I am the source of his desire.  
 
    “I can show you a tease if that’s what you want?” I ask him with a pout and watch as his face falls at the thought.  
 
    “I was just kidding babe,” he says; his playful tone back in an instant.  
 
    Wolf took control on that one, I watch as his eyes stay yellow, until he’s sure that I’m happy. Which makes me laugh. Declan’s eyes change back to his sexy green, and he smiles at me as he looks down. He’s probably thanking his wolf mentally for stopping him from putting his foot in his mouth. They’ve been incorrigible the last two days, and I’ve loved every second of it. 
 
    “So, what are we here to talk about?” I ask, watching as Declan looks to an old piece of folded paper that’s sitting on his desk.  
 
    I look at him questioningly.  
 
    “This is a letter for you Amara... from your birth mother,” he says as he picks it up, taking a deep breath. 
 
    “Before I give this to you though, I need you to know something. I read it but only to help me find you and without it, I wouldn’t have been able to. So, I’m not sorry that I did, I just hope you understand why and know that I wouldn’t have if I felt like I had any other option,” he says as I look into his pleading eyes. I can tell that he feels guilty. 
 
    “I understand, in fact, I would’ve done the same thing,” I tell him honestly and extend my shaky hand for the letter.  
 
    “It’ll be alright, I promise,” he says before he stands up and walks out the doors.  
 
    I hear him locking them from the inside before shutting them. Leaving me to read my letter alone. I look at the paper, and my name AMARA is written in beautiful feminine handwriting with black ink. I turn the paper over and see a red blot of wax that has been broken. 
 
      
 
    ~My dearest Amara, 
 
    I’m writing you this letter to explain some things to you because I don’t believe I will be around to tell you them in person when the time comes. For this, I am sincerely sorry. It breaks my heart that my baby girl is going to grow up without her parents, who love her very much. You are now just two weeks old, and already you’re the most beautiful baby I’ve ever seen. You have your Father Wolfrick’s blue eyes, and my fair skin and hair color. You are so incredibly unique Amara; you are the only one of your kind. I hope the first of many. You, my child, are a half werewolf and half elemental. You’re considered a half-breed, and I hope you are proud of your two heritages. Your father and I discussed this before you were born and decided to tell you everything that we know. 
 
     You will have elemental powers that you will need to be trained in before you will understand how to use them. Because of your two heritages, we have no idea how or when these powers will manifest. Also, we know that you should shift into a wolf for the first time on or around your eighteenth birthday, but again we don’t know how being half elemental and half were will impact your wolf traits. I’m sorry that but we’re giving you the best information we were able to find, which isn’t much. 
 
    Your father would’ve been so happy and proud to have met you. Unfortunately, he died protecting us from the rogue werewolves that his father, the king, had sent to kill me. King Dierk vehemently disapproved of us being together and realized that the only way his son would leave me, was by my death. I wish I could say that you have nothing to worry about and that we fixed this problem for you, but I’m sure that I will not live to see your first birthday. Because of this, I have sent you to live with my childhood best friend, Natalie.  
 
    She will be able to raise you safely until you’re eighteen and teach you in our ways. If we’ve been successful, then Natalie should have told you by now that you are an earth elemental. This is the hardest to master of the elements, so I hope you’ve practiced hard and have done as Natalie has taught you. If something has happened and you’re not trained by the time you receive this letter then, my family lives in Lithuania. My parents do not know about your existence, but a face to face meeting will be all that it will take. They won’t be able to deny it. Their names are Lina and Darius Didgalvis if you need to look them up.  
 
    We want you to be careful and tell no one of what you are. There are too many people like your Grandfather King Dierk, who can’t see past our differences in race to witness the love that can be shared and created between us. You are the perfect example and product of that love. It doesn’t matter that you belong to both Magics. King Dierk would have you believe that you are weak and a lesser being. This is NOT true! In fact, you are stronger and better than our two races alone because you should have the abilities of both. Please do not forget that! I need you to be careful and watch who you trust. There are others who will try to use and exploit you or your abilities for their own personal gain. It’s widely believed among ‘others’ that two different species can’t breed. As you are proof otherwise, that alone makes you a target. 
 
    Amara, I know you will do great in whatever you choose to do with your life, but I must tell you I believe you are meant for greatness! Your father’s people need a new ruler desperately. King Dierk rules by fear and punishment. His people are too afraid to stand up for themselves. I hope that one day you will help them... Your father believed it to be your birthright as their Princess. His dying wish was that his people would be saved. He wanted to be the one to save them, but it wasn’t to be.  
 
    No matter what you choose to do, the choice is yours and yours alone. Know that no matter what you decide, your father and I love you! We fought with our lives to make sure you would be able to make your own choices. We always support you in anything that you do. If you are ever stuck and feel ready to give up, remember us and know you have a great purpose. I wish I could tell you more, but my time is short. The most important thing I can tell you is that when you find your mate/soul mate, do not let him go. Love him like you have no tomorrow because in life there are no guarantees, and no one is promised time.  
 
    Enjoy life and smile. Even as an infant, you’re so beautiful when you smile. My sweet child, I pray that I did right by you and that you have a beautiful love-filled life. I love you so very much and wish so desperately that I could be the one to be there to protect you and do all the motherly things for you. I wish I could be there for your first word, first steps, and to be able to comfort you every time you’re hurt or scared. Know that I am always with you. 
 
    With every ounce of my love, -Mom ~Andromeda.~ 
 
    Smiling, I wipe the tears from my cheek. I am relieved to know that my parents did want me. I have been told countless times by my many foster parents that I was just some crack whore’s dumpster baby. I didn’t know any better than to believe them. The tears well up in my eyes at the realization that I’m half-elemental, earth elemental, whatever that is. I guess I have more to learn about myself, and with training I might be able to use my abilities. I can’t believe that I was supposed to have been raised and taught by a friend of my mother’s, another elemental named Natalie. I wonder what happened to her. I am saddened by missing out on the life I could have had. I take a deep breath then read and re-read the letter from my mother multiple times. Each time absorbing the comfort and love evident her words.  
 
    “Declan?” I call out, and he enters through the doors a few moments later. I listen as the locks turn from the outside. 
 
    “Yes, love?” He says as he saunters in. 
 
    I get up to wrap myself in his warm and loving embrace.  
 
    “Thank you for giving this to me and for being honest about reading it. Do you think you can help me find out what happened to Natalie, from the letter? Also, can you tell me more about what happened to Amelinda and Luther? How did she live through the bond?” I ask him. Thinking about the only blood family, I have met in my entire life. 
 
    Smiling, he squeezes me tightly and says, “I’m already on top of tracking down any information on Natalie. I thought you would want to know more after I read the letter, so when we got you back home, I put some people on it. I’ll let you know as soon as I hear anything.”  
 
    “As for your extended family, they’re both fine. I was curious how she was still alive after King Dierk too, so I sort of asked her. Your grandmother explained to me that when King Dierk imprisoned her and left her alone for all those years, her bond to him began to break. She doesn’t know why King Dierk didn’t notice this. She didn’t realize it either. She thinks it was because she was so depressed in her situation at the time.” 
 
    “So, she was prepared to die for me? She knew that killing him could have killed her?” I ask him, shocked. 
 
    “Yes. Actually, she was going to have the guard kill her right after you were escorted to the ritual, in a last attempt to save you from him. She was just waiting to see you one more time,” he explains with a smile on his face. 
 
    “Why are you smiling? She could have died for me.” I glare at him. He looks taken back for a second before he shakes his head to clear his thoughts. 
 
    “Yes, she would have died for you! I’m smiling because I’m happy that not all of your family are crazy sadistic bastards that want to kill you. We have some that are on your side, and what in the hell do you mean, of course, she would die for you” he chastises as his eyes shift to yellow. 
 
    The muscles in his jaw are straining, and his lips are pressed tightly together in a scowl. I take a shaky shallow breath as I take a step back from him. His face and posture soften immediately. 
 
    “I’m so sorry baby; I just can’t stand to hear anyone, not even yourself, talk about you that way. Please don’t look at me like that. I just got you back and to talk about putting your life before anyone else maddens me,” he says as he stops to take a breath. “We can’t bear it!” He admits.  
 
    I can see the pain and hurt written clearly on his features as he offers his hand out to me. I accept it, stepping into him as he pulls me into a strong embrace as I let him hold me.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I say, muffled into his chest as he kisses the top of my head. 
 
    I’m struggling to understand what I am feeling. I’m relieved and happy to know that I was wanted by my parents. I am saddened by the sacrifices they had to make for me. I also feel extremely angry for what they had to face for their love; and against their own family, no less.  
 
    After hours of talking with him in the study about my mother’s letter, he finally persuades me to go up to our room and take an afternoon nap with him. I agree because the emotions of the day had drained me. We’re lying in bed, and I’m enjoying the heat coming off his body. At first, I find it difficult to fall asleep as I wonder what will happen in a few months when I turn 18. There is so much I don’t know. I remind myself that there is plenty of time and that I should enjoy my time with Declan. Snuggling closer to him, my heavy eyes droop, and I start to drift off peacefully. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Book Two Sneek-Peek 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1: Amara 
 
    The last few months have flown by; I can’t believe how fast the time goes when you’re genuinely enjoying life. Though I can’t say that I have actually enjoyed life in the past.  Will I really be turning 18 in just over a week? I decided not to contact my mother’s parents yet. For now, I just want to focus and prepare for my first were shift. I have been learning a lot about my were-birthright over the past few months.  
 
    Declan and I have been busy meeting with Amelinda and Luther to discuss Amelinda retaining the title as Queen, with her ruling the people and me as an acting advisor. I want to honor my father’s wish but have no desire to be in charge and responsible for so many people yet. I’m still learning how to take care of myself, and I believe his people are happy with the way everything has turned out.  
 
    In the months since Declan rescued me, Amelinda has changed a lot of things in her pack. She’s decided to move them back to a remote part of Germany, and from all accounts, the pack are happy again and reacclimating to their native country well. In fact, in the quarterly reports I’ve been getting from the pack, members are nothing but compliments for her. So, I think my father would be happy, and when the time comes, I’ll be there to help her pick a successor.  
 
    Not to mention, the wedding plans are keeping me busy. Which isn’t as bad as I expected because I’m usually spending time with Audrey or Brianna. At least I’m comfortable around them; I haven’t had the chance to really get to know anyone else yet. If I’m not planning for the wedding, I’m holed up somewhere with Declan. Like right now, we’re lying on our bed snuggling. His arms loosely wrapped around me, with my head on his chest relaxing from our previous activities. Not that I’m complaining, I just expected to know more of his pack than just the people living in this house by now. Maybe I should ask. 
 
    “When will I meet the rest of your pack?” I ask a sleepy Declan, looking up at his face from my place on his chest. It sometimes feels like he has always been there with me. Like I don’t know how to be without him. 
 
    “Our pack,” he reminds me. “At our wedding. Normally we would’ve had a big party after we mated. However, since you weren’t raised with our traditions, I wanted it to be done in your way with a marriage ceremony first,” he explains with a smile while looking down at me with his eyes half open. 
 
    KNOCK. KNOCK. 
 
    “Who is it?” Declan growls as he quickly covers me with the sheet. 
 
    “It’s John, we need you! There’s been an incident in town,” Beta John replies in a hurry.  
 
    Declan shifts his body out from under mine quickly and gets up to throw a t-shirt and jeans on. 
 
    “I’ll meet you downstairs!” He yells back to John through the door.  
 
    Placing a quick kiss to my lips, he turns around and makes his way out the door. Lying there, now alone, I wonder what’s going on in town. I hope everyone in the pack is alright, I think as I move to sit up and get out of bed. Suddenly the contents of my stomach shift. Immediately, I lie back down to fight off nausea, but it only makes it worse. As soon as I’m flat on my back, I start gagging, so I roll over to my side. I am horrified that I am not able to move any further before I start retching my breakfast over the bed, emptying my stomach. I retch so much that I’m fighting to breathe. As soon as I’m sure there’s nothing left, I navigate my way out of bed and around the splatter to the bathroom. 
 
    Standing in front of the mirror, I splash some cold water on to my sweat soaked face. Looking at the reflection before me, I assess my swollen, bloodshot eyes and red face as I grab my toothbrush and toothpaste to get the bile taste out of my mouth. While brushing my teeth, I walk to the shower and turn on the spray so it will be warm as I go and close the bathroom door. I wonder if this could just be a sign of my shift approaching. I’ll have to make sure to ask Declan when he returns. Happy about the taste of spearmint now dominating my mouth, I step into the shower letting the hot water massage my muscles as I relax, and steam fills the bathroom. 
 
    Once I finish washing my hair and body, I start looking around for my razor only to realize I forgot to grab one from the drawer below the sink. Before I can reach for the shower curtain, it’s flung open from the other side. Startled, I scream as I cover as much of myself as possible with my hands. I feel pain exude from the side of my head as I lose my balance and fall to the tub as I remove my hands from censoring to break my fall awkwardly. When I look up, I’m able to make out a blurred club in a masked figure’s hand. Naked and shaking from fear, I’m unable to fight it as my breathing shallows, and darkness slowly dominates me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 German Translations  
 
    Bring mir einen scotch- bring me a scotch 
 
    Schicken sie ihn in- send him in 
 
    Eingeben- enter 
 
    Wachen- guards 
 
    Nehmen ihn in die Zell emit seiner Tante- Take him into the cell with his aunt 
 
    Opfer rituellen’- Sacrifice ritual 
 
    Wo nimmst du sie- where are you taking her 
 
    Folterkammer- torture chamber 
 
    Der konig- the king 
 
    “Ja.”- yes 
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