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Blurb & Content Warning




He was supposed to be dead. She was the one who killed him. 


The last thing Silina ever wants to do is think about her past.


A past that died along with her heart twelve years ago in a dirty city she never called home.


But now her past is back: tall, dark, and handsome, growling about claiming his mate.


Claiming her.


Yet something else lurks in the shadows, scheming to pull them apart again.


But Silina isn’t ready to lose her mate all over again, and this time she is ready to fight tooth and nail to keep him.





Content warning includes spicy on page sex scenes, abduction, murder, death, past child abuse, and language.
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Chapter One


Romeo





The steady clanking of metal on metal mixed with Romeo’s steady breathing as he hung upside down. Muscles screaming at him, a sheen of sweat covered his entire body as he finished his last round of sit-ups. The guards shouted, the echo reverberating through the cell block as the lights began to shut off. His eyes adjusted immediately as darkness engulfed his surroundings and the fellow prisoners. Murmurs and sighs whispered among the darkness, the rustling of beings settling down for bed. 

Romeo stilled, letting the blood rush to his head as another sound made its way through the dark. The slight rasp of a hand grasping the outside of his cell door was his only indication that he was no longer alone. Even with his heightened senses, he couldn’t see or smell the being that stood just out of reach. The only being in the supernatural prison who had free rein day or night. A being who chose to spend his life here, instead of out there in the free world. 

“You are leaving tomorrow,” the being rasped, shadows playing across its body, obscuring him from view.

Romeo grunted and let himself go, twisting in the air to land heavily on the cold ground. Wiping the sweat from his face with a towel, he meandered over to his cell door. He leaned against the cool metal bars, nodding, knowing the being had better eyesight than he did in the dark. “Ya, tomorrow is the day I finally leave this hellhole.”

The shadows twisted again, and Romeo caught a glimpse of a hand and forearm before they disappeared. “This hellhole isn’t a place meant for someone like you.”

“And it’s meant for someone like you?”

The being didn’t answer, and Romeo shook his head. “The outside world isn’t that bad.”

The being chuckled this time, and the shadows around its head swirled, shaking back and forth before red orbs illuminated the darkness. An involuntary shiver rolled down Romeo’s spine as the dry rasp of the being echoed toward him. 

“This place might be a prison for everyone else, but it is my sanctuary. I am the only one of my kind, and I intend to live my life here, in solitude. Plus, the blood of the wicked tastes much better than that of the innocent.”

Romeo pushed back slightly, habit by now when talk of blood spilled into the conversation. He remembered his first night here, twelve years ago, when the being made itself known to him. A tradition to keep the newbies in line, letting them know something bigger and badder than they could ever imagine roamed these halls. Something that couldn’t be locked away. Phantom pain rippled across his neck and Romeo swallowed heavily.

“You are not one of the wicked ones, young wolf. You know I will not sip from your veins ever again.”

Romeo shook his head. “Force of habit. I know your philosophy. Even if I still think you are wrong after all these years. I’m here for a reason. I am one of the wicked ones.”

“The blood never lies, young wolf,” the being whispered, his voice seemingly farther away, and that was Romeo’s sign their conversation was over. 

The being let him be, hunting for its nightly snack, and Romeo shrugged his aching shoulders before cracking his neck. He lay down on his cot with a sigh, staring up at his one and only personal item taped to the wall. The only thing he had on him when he was dragged into this place, covered head to toe in blood. The only thing he needed as he paid his dues for the violence he had inflicted all those years ago. He reached out, tracing the fading picture of the two young kids embracing each other. The girl smiled at the camera, happiness radiating off her like the sun itself.

The boy in the picture stared at the girl with pure love written on his face, and Romeo closed his eyes. He let his hand fall and rubbed his chest. The ache in his heart the day he was ripped away from her had never dissipated. Romeo sighed and flipped over onto his side, closing his eyes, and like every night before drifting off to sleep, his imagination painted a picture of what his life could have been if he hadn’t been taken away from his mate all those years ago.


      [image: ]Morning came early, like every day before. The lights flickered on, and the guards yelled, batons clanging outside the cell doors. Romeo’s head was filled with fog, his sleep restless and permeated with dreams he no longer tried to control. He shuffled to his cell door, running a hand through his shaggy dark hair before stepping out of his cell and getting in line. Everyone shuffled forward like sheep until he got to the front. As he was about to turn left—a habit formed from his time here—a guard blocked his path. “Wrong way, criminal. You’re going that way today.”

Romeo’s head snapped up, and it all came flooding back, the fog of his sleepless night washing away. Today was the day he was leaving this place. He straightened his shoulders, coming to his full height, before turning on his heel and letting another guard lead him down a different corridor. A corridor he had glimpsed only once before, twelve years ago. The light seemed brighter, the hallway cleaner, as they led him down the only entrance and exit to this hellhole. Days of his incarceration overlapped with the new memories he was making striding down the hall. Only this time, he was going the other way. Only this time, they were shoving real clothes into his hands instead of prison red. He spied the elevator before him, through the impenetrable glass and security gates. When he stepped through hesitantly, no one stopped him. To be honest, the guards seemed to be more annoyed with him for taking so long than anything else. One of the guards swung the electric baton absently back and forth before sighing and moving his hand in a hurry-up motion. 

Romeo didn’t need to be told again as he rushed through security and into the elevator. No guards came with him, no one tried to stop him. After a few seconds, the elevator doors opened, and he stepped out into another hallway, this one filled with natural light. The air smelled clean, and the noise of office work hummed around him. Another guard looked up from behind a security gate and pointed to a door next to Romeo before the intercom crackled and his voice washed over him. “You can change in there. Just leave your prison clothes on the floor.”

Romeo obeyed, and within five minutes, he was dressed in a simple pair of jeans, a dark flannel shirt, a plain undershirt, and scuffed biker boots. Everything was worn in, but it fit him well, and it was only when he shrugged on the leather jacket that he heard the crinkle of paper. He shoved his hand into the pocket of the jacket and extracted a piece of paper, along with the picture he had taped to the wall for all these years.  

Young Wolf, 

I hope these clothes are to your standards and fit. I also took it upon myself to do some digging and I have included an address. Do with it as you will. 

May your wolf finally run free.

The note ended, unsigned, but Romeo knew it was from the being who he had grown accustomed to speaking to all these years. He would even go so far as calling the being a friend, a vigilante within the darkness of this prison. 

He shoved the paper back into his pocket before making his way out. The guard from before sat behind the security glass, with two more guards next to him, waiting. A loud buzzing permeated his senses, and the gate swung open. Romeo took a deep breath and stepped forward. The guards escorted him down a few halls, and the air took on a crisp, unfiltered scent. Until suddenly, he was in a lobby, with no gates, no security glass. Just a plain lobby with another guard sitting behind a large desk. The guard stood and pulled out a few papers and an ID, handing it over with a smile. “There you go, kiddo. This is all the paperwork you will need out there to start fresh. You probably don’t remember me, but I was manning this desk when you were hauled into here as a scrawny little sixteen-year-old.”

The other guards took a step back, leaving Romeo alone with the smiling older guard. Romeo nodded and gently took the envelope. “Ya, I remember you. You told me to hold strong. That one day I would be right back up here, leaving this place.”

The guard nodded. “That’s right, kiddo. Now don’t dawdle. Go on now. You are a free man. Turn left on the dirt road and that will take you into town.”

A lump grew in Romeo’s throat, and he heeded the old guard's words, heading toward the steel door, the neon exit light flickering. He pushed it open and took his first deep breath of the outside world as a free man. Pine and fresh rain assaulted his senses, and he held up his hand to block the sunlight. The sound of birds and traffic far off finally registered, and Romeo turned left, just as the old guard said. Heading toward the dirt road that would eventually lead to the tiny town on the outskirts of the prison, he pulled out the note in his pocket and glanced at the address again. His wolf moved under his skin, and Romeo shrugged his shoulders before stepping off into the woods. It was time to change and finally hunt down his long-lost mate. Here was hoping she still wanted him after all these years. 









OEBPS/images/5dfaf867-33ac-49c8-a812-fe0f48689325.png







