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Darkness consumes everything around it, but it’s only the faintest of light that could shatter everything.

Lucian Blackcrown wants the Pack Master role. He deserves it more so than his older brother, Killian. Now that Killian is the Alpha to another pack, this should leave doors wide open for Lucian, but things are not always that simple. Lucian would have killed his brother in order to obtain the Pack Master role, once upon a time. He had every intention of doing so, until he met Sarah Golden.

There’s a darkness living inside Lucian that he longs to understand. This darkness though, it could split Lucian and Sarah apart, for good, if he’s not careful. As Alpha, he is the one on top, and runs with rules and discipline. But behind closed doors, Lucian longs to bend the knee to his fated mate and submit to her, wickedness and all.

Sarah Golden knows all too well the power of forgiveness, but compassion and respect are earned, not something that is given freely. After witnessing the downfall of the Blackcrown pack and the man behind it all, there is no way she could allow Lucian to claim her as his mate. With a surprising turn of fate, Sarah finds herself in a position of power she never expected.

Lucian will fight like hell to earn back Sarah’s trust, her love, and above all else, his fated mate, but will Sarah be able to forgive Lucian and accept the new life she’s been offered?
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To my loved ones, may you find the light in the darkest of hours, and know you are loved.
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It’s been said the moment a part of you died, a new part is born and it’s then that life is understood. 

Pain became such a huge part of Lucian’s life that he expected it to always be there, because he couldn’t remember a time in his life when it wasn’t. The abuse, the torment, everything. Then one day, he felt something else, something new, and it felt wrong, very wrong, only because it wasn’t familiar. And it was in that moment that Lucian realized he was happy.

He rolled the body of his father onto the grounds of the fighting pit. The very one that was tainted with blood of the past pack members, the lives taken in the name of “keeping the pack strong.” His father’s worst fault was his greed. If he couldn’t have it, then he would simply take it. If that meant killing the owner, then so be it. He had no soul, no conscience, no love left in his blackened heart. Richard Blackcrown was many things, but being a father to his sons was something he would never be.

Now that he was dead, the black cloud of despair seemed to dissipate in a way, but not completely. Lucian still needed to deal with his own inner demons, and in time, he would. He first needed to gain the forgiveness of his people, of his mate, and most of all, himself.

His father’s greatest strength was his worst asset. He knew power and how to corrupt it to his own needs, but he never saw the backlash coming from his own son. Lucian.

As Lucian learned of his father’s plans to kill his eldest son, and the newest Pack Master to the Golden pack, his musings to take the women for his own, Lucian took matters into his own hands. He poisoned his father that one fateful day during their visit to the Golden pack. Killian helped Lucian hide the body until it was safe to escape. 

Getting out of his father’s monstrous rule was goal one. He had to do it. Now that Lucian knew there was a different way to live, a better way to exist, he had to make this happen. He needed for his father to understand there was another way, but he was too far gone and wouldn’t see reason. He would attempt to rule the world if it were possible, even if said world was simply his pack.

The eldest of the Golden pack daughters, Cordelia, became his brother’s mate, and the Pack Master’s queen, so to speak. She also carried their unborn child. Lucian would be an uncle soon, and a part of his heart bled for the longing of his own child to raise.

When Lucian met Sarah, Cordelia’s sister, for the first time, it was then he realized he’d met his mate. He wasn’t expecting it, nor was she, but Sarah changed Lucian in many ways. It was unfortunate that during this event, Killian was in chains, a prisoner of his father’s. Lucian could have released him, but during this time, he was blood thirsty, savage, and would stop at nothing to prove to his father he was worthy to be Alpha. His father would have never allowed Lucian any such role, but never gave reason as to why. He would torment him that he was never good enough, would never be the man his brother was.

For many years, Lucian believed him.

Then when he met Sarah, she completely changed him from the disaster he was, to the man he knew he could be. 

She made him want to be a better person. When he discovered there could be a different way to live, a peaceful way without violence, it was then he realized that was what he wanted. He tried to get his father to see reason, but as Richard plotted the death of his son, Killian, just so he could take over his new pack, and lay claim to the sisters, Lucian poisoned him.

Antidote in hand, he begged his father to change his mind. Until his last breath, however, Richard Blackcrown remained a monster.

As the pack members filled the stadium, unsure of what was about to transpire, Lucian uncovered his father’s dead body. Gasps throughout the stadium rung out, as well as finger pointing, accusations. A few of them questioned, “Who will be our new Alpha?”

He felt numb. There was no other word to describe his current predicament. The man who should have loved and protected him, had instead abused and belittled him on a daily basis. Lucian knew nothing of love. How could he lead with a level head and not understand peace, not fully grasp the concept of what a family was, without loving who he was? 

With a sigh, he stepped away from the corpse and looked at the members of his pack. Fear, anguish from the years of abuse, trepidation, and the worst of it, the children’s faces as they gazed up on the son of the monster: terror.

He lowered his gaze to the ground with a heaviness in his heart. 

Could he do this? 

Could he lead? 

Yes, in time, he believed he could, but how? 

There was no trust. Without trust there could be no love, no respect, nothing. 

A firm hand landed on his shoulder and he glanced at his brother, Killian. He felt his eyes burn as tears threatened to spill over. He rapidly blinked them away and sniffed.

“What do I do?” he whispered.

Killian leaned in with a grin. “You lead.”

He felt a small constriction around his heart. It didn’t hurt, but it felt different. 

Killian squeezed, then released. “You can do this. Give them what they never had: a great leader, and patience, kindness, everything we never had.”

Lucian nodded and looked at the grounds once more. The cross in the middle of the arena was stained brown with old blood. It needed to be removed. 

“Never again,” he mumbled.

“What’s that?” Killian asked. “If you’re addressing your people, you need to speak up.”

He nodded and raised his eyes, then his voice. “Never again,” he repeated, but louder. “No more. No more,” he exclaimed. “No more!”

It was quiet, no whispers, no coughs, no questions. Just pure silence as the crowd waited for what would come next.

“No more deaths,” he announced. “As of today, things will change.”

“Yes,” Killian added and clapped his brother on the back. “Lucian will be your new Pack Master.” His voice rang out. “I have become Pack Master to another tribe. This leaves it open for Lucian to rule in my place here.” Killian squeezed his brother’s shoulder once more. “And there’s no better man to do the job than Lucian.”

“But he’s like his father,” someone called out. “He’ll rule in fear!”

Lucian closed his eyes. The wind blew gently, and his hair tickled his forehead in the breeze. Images of his father’s last breaths invaded his mind. He squeezed his closed eyes, willing the unshed tears away.

“I need you to—” Killian started. Lucian placed a hand on his brother’s shoulder this time.

“No,” he whispered. “It’s okay and they deserve an explanation.” Lucian sucked in a deep breath and his stomach felt like an endless pit of despair. He needed Sarah here with him. If she were by his side, all things were possible, including getting through this moment with his pack. He missed her and longed to have her back. His heart ached with her absence, his wolf whimpered internally. Tonight, he would run the forest and cry as loud as his wolf’s voice would carry.

“My people, I ask you to hear me out. My father was wrong, very wrong, in how he ran this pack. He ruled with terror, fear, and death. No one was safe,” he trailed off and in a softer voice, “not even me.” He cleared his throat and continued. “He’s dead. He was going to kill my brother, take his family and his new pack, and it wouldn’t have stopped there. I needed to do something.”

“We needed to do something,” Killian corrected.

Lucian nodded and looked at his brother and in that moment, he felt the rumblings of something he wasn’t familiar with. He read when the Alpha spirit was near, it was felt in the very soul of the man who would take over and rule. The past Alpha’s memories, strengths, and leadership would be absorbed into the new Pack Master. 

Lucian didn’t think he was good enough to be Alpha, even when it was the only thing in the world he wanted. Some of that was his father. Hell, all of it was his father, but in his own inner musings, he knew he would never be enough. Wanting it for the simple fact of being Alpha, and deserving it, earning it, appreciating it, were two very different things. 

And all that changed the moment he looked into Sarah’s eyes.

“We’ll have a funeral for Richard, but that’s as far as it will go for the man. And if you’ll have me, I’d like to lead this pack to a different type of future. I witnessed a new way, a new life we could have. There would be peace. We would live in as much harmony as we could muster without singing camp fire songs.”

Killian chuckled. “You’re doing great,” he whispered.

As the silence ensued, Lucian wasn’t so sure he was doing anything for any kind of vote of confidence. With a sigh, he stepped forward to offer an alternative when someone stood and began to clap.

Lucian blinked and stared at the man. The stranger’s face had a smile on it and his eyes twinkled with delight. 

“It’s about fucking time,” the man yelled out.

Lucian smirked and turned to Killian, then back to the man. Another person stood, then another, and before long, over half the pack were clapping.

Then the crowd exploded in chaos between claps and cheers to boos and screams of rejection. He allowed the pack members to have their moment before he stood taller and rolled his shoulders. He felt himself relax a bit and let go a long breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. He moved across the stage and held his hands up, gaining their attention. As the crowd began to quiet down, he spoke again.

“I am not my father. I saw his mistakes. They were horrid, and I wish I could take the memories away and bring your lost family members back. I’m not going to lie. It’ll be tough as we adjust, but I promise you this: I will not rule like he did. Pack life will now be just and fair. You will all be heard, listened to, and if aid is required, you’ll receive it. We’re going to start anew. We’ll have our laws, but they will not be his, they will be ours. I need you as much as you need an Alpha. All I ask is your forgiveness.”

The arena was silent once more. Someone could drop a pin and it would echo in the silence. 

“Spoken like a true Alpha,” Killian whispered to him. “You’ve got this, little brother.”

“I wish I could believe you,” he told Killian. There was a part of him that knew he indeed could do this, but also the demon inside his head screamed—the voice of his father—who would constantly remind him he was never good enough. He’d never perform to expectations, and he’d fail no matter what he did. 

He would never be Killian.

He sucked in a deep breath and pushed the torments aside. He looked at Killian. “Thank you for being here.” He held his arms open and his brother smiled. He pulled his brother in for a hug and the two squeezed until it almost hurt. Tears burned behind his lids.

He let go of Killian and turned toward the crowd. 

“You’ve got this,” Killian whispered. 

“We’ll see, once the funeral is over and I stake my claim as Pack Master.”

***
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The blaze of the fire burned, the flames reaching high into the sky. The body of Richard Blackcrown burned until only ashes were left. The wind picked up and the blaze danced in the wind; ashes blew about in different directions.

Lucian turned his back to the fire to face his pack members. Men, women, and children lined the area. Many had expressions of uncertainty, and he couldn’t blame them. Never able to leave because of the fear of being hunted down and killed, not being able to stand up to their Pack Master when he wanted their women, and the dread of being strung up in the fighting pit simply because you were labeled as weak. 

Others had smiles with anticipation written on their faces. New lives, new expectations.

Then, there were those who had no visual cue at all. The unreadable. Sometimes the plain, out of sight person could be the most dangerous. It was the quiet termite in the wall that could cause the most damage. 

Not that his pack were termites in the least.

“Thank you for coming out for the funeral,” Lucian started.

“We’re not here for him,” a woman told him. She was middle aged with a long scar down her cheek, a scar given to her by his father. “We’re here for you.”

He nodded. “And I thank you for that. I’m here today to become your next Alpha, your new Pack Master. If there’s anyone who wants to challenge me in this claim, you’re welcome to step forward. I don’t want it to be savage, the way Richard would order it to be: fight or die. No, we’ll fight it out until one of us yields and submits to the new Alpha. It’s the way it should be, not a fight to the death. Step forward to put in your claim for the throne. If no one objects to my birthright to the role, then we’ll begin the Alpha ceremony in the coming days.”

“But it’s Killian’s birthright, not yours,” the same woman objected.

“Yes, you’re correct, but Killian has left this pack and has claimed another. We’ll be allies, not enemies,” Lucian answered.

“Lucian will be just and fair. He’ll be a great leader if you’ll give him a chance to prove it,” Killian offered. 

Lucian lowered his gaze to the ground. He kicked at the dirt, sending a rock across the grounds. He took in a long breath, then let it go. He thought back to a scripture his mother once said to him, and he often repeated it to himself. 

“So many of us prefer the predictability of our own misery.”

Was this Lucian? 

Did he prefer to live in his own unhappiness that he would let go of anything positive in his life? 

No, that wasn’t him, not anymore, not since he met Sarah.

He knew he could be different and wanted that chance to prove it. He was not his father.

He wanted different. He needed new. He had a desire just for her. 

His mate.

Mine.

“You all saw what our father did to me when I returned. He chained me up, tormented me, and threatened the life of my mate. Cordelia, my wife, you all met her when we were here prior. She’s pregnant with our first child.” 

The audience erupted in a round of claps, congratulating his brother on his soon to be child. 

Lucian side-glanced his brother and flashed him a grin. “And you’ll be a great father.”

“As will you when the time is right.”

He chuckled softly. “That won’t be for a long while yet.”

Killian shrugged. “I thought the same and look what happened to us. She’s due soon and I cannot wait to see my son or daughter.”

“I still don’t understand why you chose not to know the sex.”

“It’s not often I’m surprised by much these days, you know, in a positive light. I take what I can get.” Killian pulled Lucian to him and hugged his brother.

Lucian closed his eyes for a moment and squeezed Killian. “I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“About what?” Killian asked, and took a step back, releasing his hold.

“For being such a dick for so long. There’s no excuse for my actions. I hope one day you’ll forgive me.”

Killian smiled, his eyes crinkled slightly from his laugh lines. “Brother, there’s nothing to forgive. Promise. Now, I need to get back to Cordelia before she decides to punish me for being gone too long,” he said with a chuckle.

“Please, send word to Sarah. Let her know I miss her.”

Killian nodded. “Will do.” His brother turned and left the arena. Many of the villagers also returned to their homes. In time, it was just Lucian and few of the single female pack members. He wasn’t interested in entertaining anything with anyone tonight, unless it was Sarah.

Lucian made a mental note that none of the pack members approached to put in for the challenge to the throne. He was curious about this, but decided to keep his thoughts to himself. He figured once Killian was gone, they would begin to trickle in. He didn’t expect forgiveness overnight, or trust, but he hoped to gain it soon.

Once upon a time, Lucian Blackcrown salivated at the chance to prove to his father he was Alpha material. He had a blood lust that was untamed. Not quite like his father’s but it was dangerous, nonetheless. He would have done anything, said anything, been anything, to gain his father’s approval. But in the end, he knew, deep down, he made the right call by ending his father’s life.

Murder was not right. It was wrong in every sense of the word, but to protect his own life and the life of Sarah and her family, he did what needed to be done. One day, Sarah would understand this and forgive him.

Of course, he prayed for this turn of events as she’d not accept his calls or see him. But since she was his mate, at some point, the call of her wolf would fight her and push through, bringing her to him. Else it would potentially make her ill. Ignore the call, and she could fall sick to the will of the wolf. It’d happened before and he hoped she would see reason and understand why he did what he did.

Until that day, he would need to take over his new pack and gain their trust, their following, and for them to accept his leadership.
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​Chapter Two
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Pacing the floor, Sarah glanced at the clock once more. She watched her sister, Cordelia, as she paced and absently moved her hand over her stomach. Cordelia’s pregnancy progressed perfectly, without issue. Soon, Sarah would have a new niece or nephew to spoil.

The sun was setting and fall was coming to an end. Soon, there would be snow on the ground. A chill was in the air and Cordelia shivered, pulling her sweater tighter around her shoulders.

“Here, let me make us a fire,” Sarah offered, and picked up pieces of wood Killian had chopped down a few days ago. She stacked it in the fireplace and shoved pieces of paper inside. Striking a match, she set the paper and wood aflame. She blew gently on the embers until the fire licked the top toward the fireplace bricks.

“Come and sit next to me,” Sarah offered and held her hand out for her sister. Cordelia took it, and with a groan, managed to sit down, her legs folded under her.

“What is taking him so long?” Cordelia sighed and leaned against her sister. “I figured he’d be back by now.”

Killian left a few days after their father died, escorting Lucian back home. The events continued to play on repeat in her head, even during her sleep. She had nightmares of Lucian chasing her with a maniacal laugh, yelling out that he would kill her because she wouldn’t conform.

Sarah woke in a sweat this morning, her heart pounding.

She longed to see her mate again, but she also needed to deal with the fact he committed murder when he took his own father’s life. 

She quickly wiped a stray tear that slid down her face, then she sniffed.

“Sister?” Cordelia asked and sat up. She touched her face and turned her to face her. “What’s wrong?”

Sarah shook her head and turned away from her sister. “Nothing.”

“Don’t lie. Come on. Is it Lucian?”

She sighed. She couldn’t hide how she felt, it was all over her from her attitude toward the pack members, even the way she was short tempered. She was known for being a spitfire, but not like this. She was stressed and knew she needed to decompress.

Who was she kidding? 

She needed Lucian. 

He was her mate and without him, she could potentially grow sick, especially during the next full moon. 

She could shift at any given time she wanted, that wasn’t the issue, but when it was a full moon, the magic was stronger. Everything was clearer and with the knowledge that she found her mate without being claimed, well, it was a recipe for disaster. 

First, she would fall ill.

Next, the fever would consume her until delirium set in.

Finally, her wolf would take charge and she would shift, and there was a good possibility she would not be able to change back. 

She couldn’t let this happen.

“I miss him,” Sarah whispered.

“Then go to him,” Cordelia offered. “Let him say his piece.”

“No,” she started, then her attention went to the door. Someone was on the porch; the wood creaked under their weight.

She leapt to her feet and placed a firm hand on Cordelia’s shoulder. “Don’t move.”

“I wasn’t going to,” her sister answered. “I’m kinda big here.”

Any other moment, Sarah would have laughed, but right now, she wanted to make sure it wasn’t some stranger. She peered through the peep hole just as Killian was pushing his key into the dead bolt.

“It’s Killian,” she announced as she opened the door.

Killian lifted his brows, a grin sliding across his mouth. “Honey, I’m home.”

Sarah rolled her eyes and sidestepped the front door. “You’re a dork.”

“Thanks, sis,” he teased her. He walked past her into the living room and sat on his knees next to his wife.

Sarah took a chance and stepped outside, looking around. She didn’t think Lucian came with him, but wanted to also give her sister and her husband a minute to catch up. She leaned against one of the posts of the porch and wrapped her arms around her waist. She really wanted to see Lucian, needed to be with him, but she was still angry as hell. 

He killed his father. 

Who does that?

A man desperate to escape a prison built by his own father, that’s who.

She sighed and let her head relax as she stared at the ground. 

“He did it for you.”

Startled, she turned. Killian stood in the door frame. She shook her head and turned her back to him. “No, he did it for himself.”

“Come inside,” he asked her, and touched her shoulder. “Let’s talk about it.”

“There’s nothing to say,” she answered and shook her head. “He did the unspeakable.”

“As your Pack Master, I’m asking you to come inside. If it turns into an order, I don’t want bad blood between us.”

She slowly turned to face him, her blood already boiling. “You dare order me inside, there will be a fight. I’m already pissed off as it is.”

“I understand that, but I’m still your Alpha, and Lucian is my brother.”

“And I’m your sister-in-law, now. Your duty is to me and my pack, not him.”

“Now you sound like a child,” he told her. It was quiet between them for a heartbeat, then he added, “but you’re right. My duty is to you and yours now. I’m asking you to please come inside. We need to talk.” Killian returned to the house and pulled the door closed behind him, keeping the heat in.

She shivered uncontrollably from the cold. With a groan, she stepped back toward the door, acting just like the child Killian called her out to be. She took in a deep breath and mentally counted to ten. Opening the door, she went back inside and locked it behind her.

As she moved into the living room, Killian and Cordelia were sitting facing one another. Cordelia was turned slightly and leaned against her husband as he rubbed her back. Sarah tilted her head slightly as she watched them, silently.

She wanted this from Lucian, to have him here with her, holding her, tending to her needs, loving her, making her his mate, his queen.

She shook it off and cleared her throat. “Alright, so let’s talk.” Approaching her family, she grabbed a throw pillow from the couch, tossed it to the floor, then sat down on it. She stretched her feet toward the fire, warming her frozen toes.

Killian adjusted how he sat to face both sisters. He ran his hand through his hair and sighed. “Right. I won’t sugar coat it. Lucian did what he did for you and for our pack. Our father wanted to take over this pack and combine the two. He was never going to stop and never change. He threatened to also take you and Cordelia as his wives.”

“Sarah,” Cordelia started. “This is why Killian is here as part of our pack. He left it all behind when he abdicated the throne. Lucian didn’t have that choice, but once he saw who his father really was, he made his choice.”

Sarah shook her head. “It doesn’t excuse the fact he killed his father.”

“Our father,” Killian corrected her. “I was there, Sarah. I saw him when it happened. Lucian is still riddled with guilt not only over what he did, but the fact he lost you in the process.”

Sarah’s eyes burned with unshed tears. She pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around her legs. Resting her forehead on her knees, she asked, “How can I ever trust him again?”

“In time,” Killian offered. “Give yourself time to trust him again. Our father was mad with power. He wanted to rule everything and everyone. If you didn’t conform? He’d kill you. You were no more than a means to an end. Lucian firmly believed for many years this was how pack life was supposed to be. I tried telling him otherwise, but he would dismiss any ideas that were not our father’s. It wasn’t until he came here with Richard that he saw how life could be, how a Pack Master should rule, and how there were no fights, no murders, no stealing of mates. He saw this life because of you, Sarah. He realized there was a way to live in peace without violence. He wants that and needs you in his life. Don’t turn your back on him too hastily.”

She appreciated what Killian was doing for his brother, but like she said, she needed time. There was a darkness inside Lucian that needed to be explored, tamed, and settled, once and for all. She never backed down from a fight, but if it was a suicide mission, then she would have no other option but to turn her back and walk away from him, and the life they could have had together.

But first, she needed to truly understand Lucian and hopefully, get their lives back on track. She wasn’t sure yet if that meant the two of them reconnecting to attempt to build a life together, or if she would need to end things now, before feelings made it worse, but if she chose the latter, she would need to deal with the repercussions of her wolf. And her beast may not leave her a choice.
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​Chapter Three
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It’s been said some are born great, some achieve greatness, and others have greatness thrust upon them. Lucian wasn’t sure where he fit into any of the three categories at the moment. Always playing second fiddle left a sour taste in his mouth. He would never be enough, never be Alpha, never be Killian...at least, in his father’s eyes.
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