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"She is mine. Mine to love, mine to keep and cherish for the rest of our lives," I chuckled as I stared at her, beaten and tortured by my brother. Despite everything, she looked remarkably beautiful with her pouty lips tinged with a shard of pink. Her lipstick was ruined, a testament to the torment she had endured at my brother's hands. I could hear her shallow breathing as she rested in my arms.

"Ely," that was what the mate of the Knight Brother mentioned when she approached us. I wanted to order her to stop walking because she was injured, yet I couldn't tear my gaze from her as she made this bold offering of coming to me.

I caressed her cheeks and watched her sigh in her sleep. I wished I could do more to this woman than just touch her skin, but I decided to hold back. For now, there were demons I had to chase away and devils to crush under my feet if I desired for the union between us to happen. As sure as I live and breathe, I will die trying for this woman, this one great made bond.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Kendrick

––––––––
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I WAS FUCKED. I KNEW I should have come clean with the Knight brothers; maybe even pleaded with them to take my mate for a while until I could assure her safety within my pack. I was so overwhelmed by the notion of finally finding my mate that I hadn’t stopped to consider the consequences: she was the very reason Keith was no more, and now she was my mate. This wild, crazy damn issue was bound to make my father rage war on my ass, as well as on my two other brothers, Clay and Terry. I wouldn’t blame them much if they turned against me—they were used to following orders from the old man, and he had them pocket-deep in debt of gratitude to him.

My dad was a mafia boss. Sometimes I believed he was more delighted to be a mafia lord than to take care of the pack, since he was too quick to hand me down the reins of being the Alpha to my pack at a rather inappropriate age, considering that he was of sound mind and health. I was seventeen when my father walked away from being an Alpha to become a mafia lord. I had to develop skills quickly and learn to trust my people and love them as much as they loved me. They taught me what I know today and made me the man I am—six thousand and twenty-five of them.

They were my family and a ray of hope. After my father left the running of the pack to me, he took over every fund belonging to the pack, leaving us struggling to even feed these people at first. But in time, we managed.

My people ventured outside the comfort of the pack and started working for humans, with humans, and most of them own businesses that are successful now. They contributed a little to the pack to keep us united to this day. We had stayed as far from my dad and his dealings as possible, and he, in turn, had done the same. It’s just that this new development was troubling; he might cause trouble since his golden boy is now no more.

For a fact, there was nothing he could do to the Knight brothers since he wouldn’t want to draw attention to us, but I couldn’t assure myself that he wouldn’t ruffle their business a bit. But my major problem was the woman nestled right beside me. She would be the major contender to my father’s anger, and he would be coming after her one way or another. I sighed, watching her sleep peacefully next to me as my vehicle drove us back to the pack. She looked to be gaining a bit of color, and I was glad she was healing nicely. I gathered her closer to my chest and closed my eyes, enjoying a bit of shut-eye and contentment at finally having found my mate.

When I woke, the sun had already set, casting a soft twilight glow through the car windows. We were nearing the pack's territory. The familiar scents of the forest—pine, and earth—mixed with the faint smell of smoke from the distant chimneys of our pack’s homes filled the air. It was comforting, yet a stark reminder of the responsibilities that awaited me.

My mate stirred beside me, her eyes fluttering open. There was a moment of disorientation before she recognized where she was and who she was with. A small smile tugged at her lips, and despite everything, my heart warmed.

“We’re almost home,” I said softly.

“Home,” she echoed, a mixture of uncertainty and hope in her voice. I could understand her feelings. This was all new to her, and she had been through so much. But I wasn’t going to allow harm from my father or my brothers to befall her. Besides, I gave her best friend my word as an Alpha to care for her, and by hell, I would rage war on my father if that's what it took just to make her safe. She was mine.

We navigated through the pack’s settlement until we reached my home, a grand three-story building I had constructed for both living and office space. Stepping inside, the contrast between the warmth within and the turmoil outside was striking. Leading her to my room, already prepared for her arrival, I offered a moment of respite.

“You can rest here,” I said, sensing the weight of her adjustment. “I need to speak with my brothers.”

She nodded, her eyes revealing trust and a depth of emotion that stirred something within me. Leaving her to settle in, I made my way to the main hall, where Clay and Terry awaited me, their expressions grave with the weight of the news they had heard.

“What the hell were you thinking, Kendrick?” Clay's voice was charged with frustration. “Bringing her here after what happened to Keith?”

I felt the weight of their judgment and the burden of my choices heavy on me. How else could I have responded to their accusation? How could I explain the intricacies of mate bonds and duty to those who had never experienced them?

“I didn’t have a choice,” I replied, attempting to maintain composure. “She’s my mate. I must protect her.”

“Protect her?” Terry's disbelief cut through the air. “Do you realize what you’ve done? Father will see this as a betrayal.”

My patience wore thin at their inability to comprehend. How could they not see beyond the surface of our predicament, beyond the looming shadow of our father’s influence?

“I know,” I confessed, frustration seeping into my tone. “But she bears no responsibility for Keith’s fate. It was a misunderstanding, an accident.”

“Try explaining that to Father,” Clay interjected, his voice laced with resignation. “He’ll interpret it as a direct assault on his empire.”

Their fear of our father was palpable, yet it irked me to witness their submission to his authority. Were they genuinely concerned or merely here to deliver his message?

“We must find a way to ensure her safety,” I insisted, seeking unity in our dilemma.

“There is no 'we' here, Kendrick,” Terry retorted sharply. “This is your burden to bear. We won’t involve ourselves.”

Their words stung, a betrayal of the unity I had hoped for. Anger surged within me, fueled by their refusal to stand beside me in the face of our father’s wrath.

With resolve hardening in my heart, I approached them, a glare of defiance in my eyes. “Get out of my pack,” I commanded, the weight of my decision heavy upon me. As they departed, the air crackled with tension—the first rumblings of the conflict to come. I was prepared to face the consequences of my actions and to defend what was mine at any cost.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Kendrick

––––––––
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MY BROTHERS BROUGHT this upon themselves, siding with our father after he abandoned the pack for a life unworthy of an Alpha. Sometimes, I wonder if it's the allure or the inherent corruption that comes with being a mafia boss. Is that what fascinates Clay and Terry so much? I find it hard to digest why they couldn't forge their pathlike a true Mason. Hell, there are more lands here in New York if they want to run their pack. Why choose this life of crime and hard drugs? It destroyed Keith in the end.

We weren't kids anymore; we were grown men, taught to stand up for what was right. I couldn't help but listen to them talk about how furious Father would be once he found out that my mate, Ely, had a part in Keith's death. I had no regrets about discovering that Keith was murdered by the Knight brothers because he deserved what was coming to him. Someone else would have done it sooner or later. He and his group of friends had done terrible things to many she-wolves, and it was only a matter of time before one of the numerous families snapped and sought revenge. There was only so much a father could keep hidden—that's what I used to tell father, but he wouldn't listen. Keith was our youngest sibling, always spoiled, and used to getting his way in everything. Even when Maama tried to change things, father always stopped her. And now, look what had befallen him.

Bless Mother for instilling a sense of right and wrong in us, but somewhere along the line, my brothers became callous and silent about what was right. We all loved the man who sent us. I loved my papa more because I tried—I gave up my youth to keep the family name standing in the long line of Alphas. Mother would be disappointed if she were alive today to see what has become of this pack. She would be more pissed at her beloved mate for what he has become—a mafia lord, callous and cruel to the bone. She always thought of them as nothing more than wannabes of our kind.

I sat my glass of whiskey down after emptying the last of its contents and sighed, wondering what my father's next move was going to be. My gaze fixed on the many paintings hanging on my wall, the delight of their creator casting a mischievous smile on my lips. I couldn't help but smile each time my gaze traveled to the paintings. It was the work of a true artist, someone I was quite fond of. I had no idea how my friend would receive the news, but I guess she would learn soon enough. I was in a good mood after staring at the newest collection hanging on the wall for a while. I was ready to head to my bedroom, delighted to finally have someone to share that massive bed with me since I had been insulted. It had been kind of a mockery every night I turned into it to sleep alone.

"What do you want, Dusay?" I was angry at her for even venturing into my home, showing her face when I had strictly forbidden her from coming here again. She was free to go anywhere she chose, but not to this house. And how the hell did she get in?

"I'm sorry, Kendrick, but we need to talk." Dusay's voice was calm, her demeanor composed, and she was dressed appropriately for the confrontation she anticipated. Tonight, she looked different, almost respectable, but I wasn't fooled. She was nothing more than a thorn in my flesh, one I couldn't remove without igniting a war with my father.

"Dusay, you and I have nothing to say to each other. Get out," I snapped, barely containing my anger. Her eyes narrowed, and a hint of a smirk played on her lips. "Oh, but Kendrick, I think you'll want to hear what I have to say," she replied coolly, taking a step closer. My heart raced as I realized this confrontation was far from over.

She didn't flinch. That woman had confidence as huge as an elephant. "You brought a woman who murdered your brother Keith to this pack, and you expect us to accept her?" Her voice dripped with venom, her furious gaze sweeping over me before darting towards the stairs, where my mate was. I could see the anger and jealousy coiling within her. Good. I was satisfied with the emotion she was emitting because it mirrored my feelings when I saw her with my father. Only I had grown out of this situation; she wasn't my mate, and now that I had my own, she could kiss that threat goodbye.

I edged closer to her, feeling my wolf push to the surface. He despised her for fooling us. She took a few steps back, her composure faltering as she found her back against the wall. A slight smile curled her lips, but it vanished almost instantly. She was a snake, and I wasn't about to let her strike.

"Dusay, what I do and don't do isn't your business anymore. I have moved on, and you should too." I growled, my voice low and dangerous. "Stay away from my family, or you'll regret it." With a final warning glare, If I see you anywhere near my mate in any way," I leaned in slightly, my voice a low growl, "I will personally hunt you down and end you."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
An Urba;r;BJ:ormal Romant# Book
: Book 3 Of The Lost 57' S.
L’ BERNICE MARTEY .« |





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





