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Prologue
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The leaves were rustling as if the wind had passed through them. However, when one looked closely at the dark, forbidden forest that the tight community of Paphos, Cyprus, had to forbid their children and citizens there, one would find that something was moving through the leaves, not the wind itself.

The shadow lurked in the shrubbery, trying to stay hidden from its pursuers. It lay low on the ground as its blue eyes were looking at the people—bad, dirty humans—who were trying to catch it beforehand.

The sound of heavy footsteps echoed through the forest as the dried leaves were crushed underneath their boots. The poachers were turning their heads here and there, wanting to make sure that they were not missing any spot that the sable, furry wolf could not be hiding away from them. Their leader harrumphed loudly as he stomped his foot on the ground.

“Anything? Anything at all?” he asked his crew—the very people that he trusted to bring the big, black wolf to his feet as he paid them to do that—it’s their fucking job to do so.

One of the crew shook his head before the leader shot once across the skies. The birds were screeching from a distance as his right-hand man scowled at him.

“Boss, you shouldn’t do that. You know how the locals get when we give away our coordinates to them, especially the tight community thought this place was sacred to them,” his right man said before the leader glared at him. His right man did not shrink under his deathful stare.

“You’ve got a better idea then?” the leader asked, growling underneath his breaths when his right man smirked, gleaming with mischief. Then, he nodded at his boss’ question.

“Of course, you know I would become prepared for every situation, boss,” the right man said before waving his hand at the crew to bring in the big gun that he had prepared for this adventure. The leader arched his eyebrow at his right man.

“And what is this?” he asked, awe can be traced in his voice as his right man smiled before bowing at him.

“I present to you, boss, the very thing that we can use to capture that big, furry black wolf you want,” the right man said before telling the crew to leave the place as soon as possible after the setup for capturing their biggest poach ever that month.

The tight community will not have any objection to it when it is not a brown wolf this time.

*****
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THE BLUE EYES REMAINED on the leader of the poachers and hunters who were trying to lure him out of his hiding spot. The wolf pulled back its mouth, showing the white, sharp canine that was hidden beneath them. However, it blinked its eyes once when it saw that the poachers were leaving the area.

With his ears still flat against his head, he stealthily traversed the forest floor, determined not to disturb any leaves or make any movement that could betray his presence.

Thankfully, his soft paws muffled the sound that reverberated through the night in the forest. He sniffed once and then again to confirm that the poachers were no longer in his vicinity.

Then, the big black wolf relaxed, stalking through the forest without having his guard up like when those hunters pursued him. He turned his head left and right, looking through the darkness with the help of his acute night vision that any predator would have—especially a nocturnal predator.

And this black wolf was one of them.

Safe, a wishful thought came into his mind as he was walking through the darkened forest, sniffing the air. Surprisingly, it has a distinctive smell that the black wolf could not identify.

‘Mate,’ the black wolf thought as he gazed at the darkened forest that stretched out before him. His paws pounded the ground, propelling him forward at full speed.

His heart was soaring because the wait was finally over. His destined mate—his lover, his other half—was not too far away from where he was. The black wolf ran as fast as he could as joyous victory took over his heart, letting his guard down as he stepped through the area where the poachers had left a little surprise for him.

It sprang immediately when the black wolf stepped on its trigger. The rope wrapped around his hind leg as the wolf howled in pain. He went down, snarling and trying to shift his leg around.

It was a difficult fit—one that could potentially bring misery and a lifetime of pain if the black wolf insisted on doing so. Thus, he decided to lie down in the forest and wait for its fate to be sealed.

Was it living or death to claim him at the end of the tunnel? No one knew for sure until the dusk had fallen into a starless night.

*****
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“I THINK WE HAVE GOT him, boss,” the right-hand man stated as they were walking toward the trap that they had set up for the black wolf. The consistent howling that had gone through the forest was a signal enough to ensure that the wolf had been caught in place.

“Good job. Now, let’s get our wolf and skin it alive to harvest its furry coat for our benefactress,” the boss replied with glee as his heavy footsteps moved through the darkened forest of Paphos.

The dried leaves were crushed underneath their boots as they were making their way toward the trapped and hurting black wolf. The howling continued as the poachers were speaking with one another.

Their voices carried out into the night, not knowing that they were alerting the sentinels, a group of wolves who protect the sacred place, stationed at every entry point of the forest. There were shadows in the darkened forest that followed the poachers.

Every shadow had its glittering silver eyes. They watched every step the poachers had taken as they went to the south of the darkened forest. Another howl, filled with a mix of fear and determination, broke the stillness of the night. The poachers were surprised with the howls that were echoing through the forest.

“Are there more wolves in this forest?” the boss asked as the right man nodded.

“Yes, there are many wolves in this forest since this was the protected, sacred part of the Paphos Pine Forest. The government had decreed that every wildlife is here and that it is not to be disturbed at any cost,” the right-hand man stated. The boss snickered as their fellow poachers were laughing at the statement.

“Aren’t you knowledgeable on the matter, Kane? Were you born and raised here?” the boss asked the right-hand man—Kane—who had turned quiet when they heard the howling again.

“As a matter of fact, yes. I am a proud Cypriot. Do you have any problem with that?” Kane asked, arching his eyebrow at his boss. Kane suppressed the fury that was building inside him as he knew that fury had to come from the very thing that he hid among the poachers.

No one knew his deepest, darkest secret, and no one would ever will.

“Now, now, Kane. I’m sure you are proud to be home. However, since your honorable discharge from the army, I wouldn’t think that you would be circling with the likes of us,” his boss taunted him, spreading his hands wide as he mentioned toward the other poachers who were walking with them. Kane shrugged his shoulders.

“I am a growing man. I have to eat and support my family somehow. Considering that not everyone would like to have a retired soldier in their mists, I have to leap onto the other side of the net to get what I need for my survival, boss,” Kane said truthfully as he was looking around.

His violet eyes were taking in every inch of the darkened forest. His hand was steady on the knife that he carried on his person as Kane stepped lightly, whereas the other poachers were stomping through the forest as they owned it.

“Look alive, boys. We’re about to get our prize, and we will be out of here,” his boss stated as the others walked toward the black wolf that had been caught in the trap.

The black wolf’s eyes were shining in the darkened forest. Kane sucked in his breath when he saw the big, furry black wolf that surrounded the very people that he decided to fight against when the Great War broke out between the Greeks and special Greeks who the Moon Goddess had blessed.

Now, Kane Wolcott had to decide. Will he let the black wolf, who was alone without its pack, die at the hands of the dirty humans that he had to mingle?

Or will Kane call out for the sentinels that he knew were stationed in the sacred forest as the decree that the Old and New Council of the Shadow Pack had sent out?

He decided to be the executioner of the poachers that had been leeching off him with his abnormal ability to track and hunt. It was time for Kane to do the right thing since his exile from the pack.

It was time for him to go home.
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Chapter 1
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The black wolf was snarling, showing his sharp canine as the poachers were circling him. His hind leg was invalid, making him trapped in between the dirty, foul humans that got off from their rush by hunting innocent creatures.

It was time for them to know that they were not the apex predator anymore.

The black wolf howled against the night, sensing the other werewolves that were near him. He looked at the humans that were approaching them until his blue eyes settled on one of the poachers.

His energy was different from the others. The black wolf instantly knew that the werewolf in question—disguising and parading as a human among these poachers—was trying to connect with him through the mind link.

However, since the black wolf was a rogue—a wolf who was alone and lonely—they could not communicate with each other. He can see the poacher with the violet eyes was in distress when he realized that the black wolf would be skinned alive by the poacher.

The violet-eyed poacher turned toward the darkened wolf. He looked at the black wolf for one last time before he took off running into the darkened shrubbery. The black wolf closed his eyes, knowing that his fate had been sealed and would be forever forgotten by no one.

Then, the howling came as the wolves in the area were alerted by the presence of the black wolf in danger. The black wolf opened his eyes and snarled when one of the poachers was trying to leash him.

He snapped his muzzle against the poacher as the human leaped away from him. The black wolf snarled, showing his sharp canine again before he sensed the wolves that were running in the darkened forest as the howling continued to soothe him.

“The wolves! They are coming. We need to get this out of here before his brethren can help him,” the poacher—the leader, he presumed—was directing his men to capture the black wolf as fast as they could.

They can try, but they will not get me, the black wolf mused as he snarled and snapped against the dirty, smelly humans who thought they were the apex predators of nature.

They were wrong.

The poachers were trying to tackle the black wolf using the tranquilizer that they brought with them. He shifted his body so that the darts would not penetrate his fur and paralyze him for the taking.

The wolves were howling. Their snarls can be heard through the darkened wolves as the grey eyes glitter against the dark shadows. The poachers were holding their handguns in place, and their leader was directing them to distract the coming wolves as they tried to get the black wolf out of the trap.

“Don’t you just stand there?! Kill them. Kill them all, and we can use their coats for our upcoming projects. Our benefactress will be very happy, and we will be drowning in greens,” the leader stated as he aimed the gun at one of the glittering eyes in the darkened forest.

He was about to pull the trigger when the violet-eyed poacher hit him in the head. The leader went down with a groan as his right-hand man stepped on his hand to release the gun that he was holding.

“Fuck you, Kane! What the hell are you doing? Do you want the wolves to come at us?!” the leader asked Kane—the violet-eyed poacher—as Kane shrugged. He tossed the handgun that the leader held earlier as Kane stared at him.

“I am done with your dirty deeds. I’m out even though I have to starve myself. It’s better than mingling with the lots of you. And I am going home,” Kane stated as he knocked off the leader to make him unconscious.

The other poachers had run away like the backless lot they were. Kane took the leader and hauled him up onto his shoulder. He looked at the black wolf, who was staring at him intensely with his blue eyes. Kane smirked, tilting his head in respect.

“Don’t worry, little brother. I have alerted the sentinels to come and help you out. I’m sure you will be treated with respect by then. I need to make things right before I can face my family back in Paphos. I’m sure you will reunite with your family soon enough,” Kane stated before he jogged down into the darkened forest with the unconscious leader on his shoulder.

They disappeared through the shrubbery as the other humans were off from the forest. The black wolf could not sense any humans near him anymore. He sighed, whimpering when his hind leg was hurting like hell.

He wanted to shift into his mortal form, but the metal in the trap prevented him from doing so. Hence, the black wolf waited until the sentinels came to his rescue and brought him to the one place that he longed for all his life.

Home where he knew his father’s side of the family lived.

*****
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THE BLACK WOLF HAS passed out. He didn’t notice that the metal that was inside his hind leg had been removed. Immediately, his wolf—Zane—took over and shifted him into his mortal form.

Zachary Adamos, who was known as Zack by his family and friends, was staring at the crowd that was forming around him. He could not move, for his leg was a mess, and he didn’t have the energy to fight against the warriors who were staring at him with their glittering silver eyes.

Zack closed his eyes. He knew his were a different color from the werewolves that were guarding him. They might think that he was a rogue who dared to come into the sacred forest of Paphos, which had been under the protection of the United Nations and the Cyprus government.

“What happened?” a voice filled his head as Zack turned in that direction. The crowd shifted as the naked man with his green eyes and sable hair was making his way toward Zack.

The newcomer knelt beside Zack, assessing the damage that had been done to him—especially his leg, which might be amputated if the wound was not addressed immediately.

“Step aside,” another voice hit his eardrum as Zack was looking at the man who was dressed immaculately. He carried a briefcase with him and knelt beside the green-eyed man as the newcomer inspected his wound.

His eyelids were heavy, and he tried to stay conscious of what was happening around him, as well as Zane, who was not comfortable with so many werewolves surrounding them.

“Was he alright, Ian?” asked the green-eyed man as Zack was floating in and out of his consciousness. The man named Ian was putting on the stethoscope and listening for Zack’s heartbeat. The silence was loud between them as Zack waited for the decree that Ian revered.

“I think he should be fine, but we have to take him into the infirmary for further scanning,” Ian stated to the green-eyed man. The warrior nodded as he asked his subordinates to carry Zack on a stretcher to the said infirmary.

Zack was still a bit conscious about what was happening around him. His acute hearing was catching on to the conversation that was happening between Ian and the green-eyed man as the warrior crossed his arms.

“How is this all happening?” Ian asked as the green-eyed warrior shrugged. Zack was focusing on the sable hair that was abundant on the warrior’s head. It was also the same shade as he was. However, Zack could not conclude if the family that he was searching for was in this forest.

“Well, I don’t have all the details, but I will try to get the full details on this accident. There might be more,” the green-eyed warrior stated as he looked at the darkened forest. Zack was blinking his eyes slowly, making his movement minute so that the warriors that carried them would not notice that their patient was conscious.

Ian—or his full name, Sebastian—was walking alongside the warrior to attend to Zack once they had reached the infirmary. Zack was looking at the pine trees that stretched out above him toward the sky. The dark sky was starless that night.

His eyelids were heavy again. Zack blinked his eyes a few times before he succumbed to the sleep that he desperately needed after the flight that he had to take when the poachers decided to attack him.

Now, the poachers were gone. He was alive. However, a new set of problems came when he stepped foot inside the infirmary. His wolf, Zane, was howling with delight when he took a sniff of the summer apricot nearby.
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Chapter 2
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Zack was shifting in and out of the conscience when they arrived in the infirmary. His wounded leg has been attended to as Ian was taking measures so that he would not be amputated by the end of the treatment. His leg felt heavy with the cast before his wolf—Zane—growled in his awake.

’What’s the matter? You know we are welcome here. If you don’t behave, we might have to find another shelter to live in before I can see my father’s family,’ Zack reminded Zane through their mind link. Zane ignored his warning. He was scratching through the skin to get out in the open.

’Zane, what the hell?!’ Zack barked, demanding an answer, but his wolf just snarled at the command before responding to his demand.

’She is near. Our mate. She’s near, and I want to rip anyone who would be walking an inch from her!’ Zane growled, pacing around inside him as Zack tried to rein him in.

’Stand down, Zane. I mean it. I will have to use my power over you if you don’t behave like you’re supposed to,’ Zack warned as he felt the rising fury that would consume him if he did not take the appropriate action.

’Make me,’ Zane challenged before all hell broke lost.

Zack arched his back on the bed in the infirmary. He was howling in pain as Zane was scratching underneath his skin. He gritted his teeth tightly until it almost drew blood when his wolf was acting out of place.

’Stop this nonsense, Zane! What tip you off? Why are you acting like the mated male who wanted to get to his mate as soon as possible?!’ Zack argued, wanting the torture to be over. Zane would be hard to control if he broke loose from the prison that Zack had put in place inside his mind.

‘We must get to her! She needs us. She is alone and lonely. She will acknowledge us just as much as we wanted to be accepted by those who had shunned us,’ Zane replied as he was howling inside Zack. The hold that he had on his wolf was getting weaker.

Since Zack was still recovering from the attack of the poachers on his person, he was too weak to shift. However, it didn’t deter Zane from acting like a son of a bitch when he was taking control of the mortal form that Zack was currently in.

“Let me go. Let me go!” Zack thrashed on the bed that he was lying on. His hands were held by the warriors who were guarding the injured man that they had found in the forest earlier. The warriors’ hold was tight as Zack was snarling and growling in his sleep.

Instantly, Sebastian and the green-eyed warrior walked into the infirmary. Zane reacted badly when the green-eyed warrior was nearby. He snarled before their eyes locked together. Then, everything had fallen into place when Zack watched the entire movie play out in front of his retina.

The tan skin. The green eyes of his father. The blue eyes of a woman that he did not know. A baby with blue eyes and his father’s mane. The young boy watched his mother wither away as his father had gone from their lives since the day he was born into this world without a father figure in his life.

Zack breathed hard when his head fell against the pillow. He closed his eyes, not wanting to witness the toll it took upon him to discover the secret that had been held inside him for as long as he could remember.

Now, there was another person who knew about his secret, and this person might be related to his father.

“Who are you?” Zack and the green-eyed warrior asked one another. They were staring as the green-eyed warrior looked warily upon Zack, who was lying on the bed with a cast on his leg.

Zack noticed the other man—Sebastian—was amused with the whole situation that was happening in front of him. The bloody bastard had something up his sleeves when he revealed the information that Zack had been waiting for since he took his first step in Paphos in his search for his father’s family.

“Well, Arthur,” Sebastian was referring to the green-eyed warrior, “meet your brother. I should have told you before we stepped in here, but the facial expression on your face was priceless, and I cannot feel guilty for not telling you. If anything, I was glad that I withheld that information,” he said as he was looking at a green-eyed warrior named Arthur.

Zack blinked his eyes. His wolf quieted down after the information that Sebastian told them earlier. It would seem his wolf acknowledged that Arthur was his family. Thus, he didn’t react like an unmated male around someone who would challenge him for the right to his destined mate.

‘If anything, you’re afraid of him, don’t you?’ Zack guessed that Zane had been quiet since the whole exchange between them. His wolf snarled.

’As if! I was paying my respects to our older brother. It is not wrong to show some respect when we haven’t received what was due for us in this lifetime,’ Zane replied arrogantly as Zack watched the exchange between the two males in front of him.

“I am glad that we provide some entertainment for you then,” Arthur said as Sebastian laughed. Zack remained quiet before the two of them walked out of the room. Sebastian stated that Zack needed his rest after the accident that fell upon him.

“I see you around then, brother,” Arthur whispered as his green eyes locked with Zack’s blue eyes. Zack nodded slightly, making sure that Arthur saw his response.

The green-eyed warrior smiled before disappearing with Sebastian as Zack was lying back down on the bed. He looked at the high ceiling that made up the infirmary at the packhouse.

If Zack guessed correctly, they were currently residing in the packhouse of the werewolves’ pack that decided to save Zack from his misery. His legs were acting up, but it was healing—thanks to the werewolves’ fast-healing genetics inside his veins.

Zane was quiet for the entire time, pondering the scenes that played inside his head when he first met Arthur. It was a secret that Zack’s mother failed to warn him about in her letters. He sighed.

Zack should have known better than to leave Paris and come on his whim to Paphos, Cyprus, where his father’s side of the family might reside. Now, he had found out that he was related to the warrior of the tight community that lived in seclusion from the locals.

Zack had to wonder if Arthur would receive him like a family would or if he would throw Zack out into the streets and turn his back on his half-brother, who had just made his way into his perfect little life in Paphos.

*****
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SAMANTHA LYKOS WAS humming a lullaby that she had learned from her mother since she was a child. She was in the kitchen, preparing for the dinner in the packhouse for the unmated warriors who were trying to control their urges to claim a female of their own.

She felt safe there even if there were lots of warriors who would come upon her and take her like the madmen they would be if they didn’t have the discipline that their Gamma, Arthur Adamos, had instilled. Thus, she felt safe because she knew the males would never dare to touch her, for she was sacred—like her brother, Sebastian Lykos.

When Samantha walked out into the dining hall to place the food that she had prepared under the warmer, her wolf—Scarlet—snarled without warning. She was screeching against her mind as well as trying to get out of her skin. Samantha gripped the edge of the dining table, reining in the madness that had fallen upon her wolf.

It was unthinkable when Scarlet had always been a timid werewolf. Now, she was acting like a mad female, wanting to claw her way out of her as if she wanted to avenge a dead family member.

‘What the hell is going on, Scarlet?! Why are you acting like a mated female, wanting to kill anyone that comes close to our pups?’ Samantha asked as she was breathing hard.

Scarlet refused to answer her question, but she calmed down after Samantha took a whiff of a new scent that was penetrating the packhouse. The smell carried the endless night of passion and seduction.

She fell to the floor, holding her chest as if Samantha had been struck by lightning inside her. She looked around, trying to decipher if anyone who might be showing up in the dining hall could be carrying the elusive scent of frozen winter with wild winds across the Arctic.

’Mine,’ Scarlet whispered across their mind link. Still, Samantha couldn’t see anyone nearby who might tell her the identity of her destined mate, whom the Moon Goddess had promised.

She never thought she would be finding her fated mate when those who held Shadow Pack court hadn’t been able to do so—including her brother, Sebastian.

Samantha rubbed her mouth with the back of her hand. Her red eyes were wild, searching for the elusive presence of her mate, when she heard the voices that were coming from the hallway.

She gulped the lump in her throat as she stepped back. Samantha refused to be in the same confinement as the one person who could have control over her. She refused to be tied down when there was so much more to her life that she hadn’t explored yet.

No, I refuse. No! Samantha whispered along the mind link to her wolf. Scarlet didn’t reply, and she stayed quiet as Samantha took off from the packhouse and ran into the darkened woods to find solace. She was away from the one person who had shown up, and the Moon Goddess declared her mate.
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Chapter 3
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A few days passed by as Zack recovered his strength at the packhouse. The Beta of the Shadow Pack—Xavier—had noticed that Zack was relentless. Therefore, he offered Zack to be on the lumber delivery services that needed his strength to deliver the lumber to the locals that Shadow Pack traded with.

Mr Papadopoulos was an old man with many grudges and a little kindness. When the Shadow Pack was doing business with him, the old man always went for the jugular vein—trading at a lower rate than usual for the lumber he used to make the furniture for his carpentry business.

Zack felt like the old man was trying to get the best out of the business, but Xavier showed him how to handle the business professionally. He refused to bow down to the old man’s demands, which might be a problem for the Shadow Pack in the long term if they complied with the old man’s wishes.

The usual delivery day had come as Zack was jogging down from the packhouse toward the warriors who were busying themselves with the lumbers they had cut down to be traded with Mr. Papadopoulos at the small town adjacent to their community.

Zack smiled when he saw Xavier was giving his orders to the warriors to carry out their delivery on time so that the old man could not refute them on the tardiness of their delivery. It was one of the reasons why Xavier was particular with their delivery services.

“Do you have something for me?” Zack asked when Xavier turned toward him. The grey-eyed man was assessing him up and down as Zack stood stoically before him to show that he had recovered from his injuries a few days ago. Xavier, the Beta of the Shadow Pack and Zack's mentor, nodded as he tilted his head to the right.

“You can carry the lumber like the rest,” Xavier ordered as he looked at the warriors filling the trucks with lumbers. Zack smiled, rubbing his hands eagerly, and stepped forward before Arthur growled behind them.

“No, he will not. He barely recovered,” Arthur said with a grimace. Xavier only rolled his eyes at the decree before whistling to notify the warriors that they were a go.

“Okay, move out people. Let’s go!” Xavier shouted as he ushered the warriors to get onto the truck. Zack followed Arthur’s pursuit to be on one of the trucks going into town.

It was a privilege to be able to go out into town once a month for this work, and Zack would not deterred from using the opportunity to do so if he could help himself.

That was when he knew that his fate was sealed that day when he stepped out of the truck and smelled the distinctive summer apricot scent, a scent that was both sweet and tangy, that Zane had been chasing since they had arrived in Shadow Pack.

*****

[image: image]


THEY ARRIVED IN TOWN when Zack got out of the truck after Arthur. He looked around, noticing everything for the nth time as if it was the first time he had been here.

Zack had moved into Arthur’s house and lived with his brother’s mother. It was exhilarating yet lonely when he tried to connect with his father’s side of the family. Don’t get him wrong, Arthur has been a tremendous help when Zack needed to adapt to the new life he had forged after the accident, a mysterious event that changed his life, amongst the werewolves of Shadow Pack.

However, something was still missing inside him when he remembered the distinctive smell he had acquired when he first stepped inside the packhouse. Even with his conscience floating in and out of him, Zack was still aware that there was someone who had been destined for him there.

And that someone was still mysterious to him to this day.

Zack accompanied Xavier into the carpentry that Mr. Papadopoulos owned. His daughter, Karisa, smiled at them as she closed the ledger. She nodded at Xavier and Zack before her smile died when her father entered.

“Karisa, make yourself useful. Go make some tea for our visitors,” Mr Papadopoulos ordered as Karisa nodded. Then, she was moving away from the counter where Mr Papadopoulos had taken over when he noticed that Xavier and Zack had entered his shop.

“Mr. Marchand and his protégé. How can I be of assistance today?” the old man started as Xavier rolled his eyes.

“Cut the crap, old man. You know why we’re here. Why don’t we cut the pleasantries and get on with the business, shall we?” Xavier stated that Mr.Papadopoulos chuckled and shook his head.

“Young people these days. No respect for their elders. I wonder what will happen when your future generation does the same treatment toward you as you did to me, Xavier,” the old man replied as he was setting his hands on the counter. Xavier rolled his eyes again and crossed his arms. Zack was quiet as he watched the exchange between two males who wanted to get the best out of their deals.
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