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Chapter One


 


The air was clean out in
the forest. Only the sound
of wind whistling through the trees and tiny footsteps from a hare
nearby was heard. I laid on my back and turned my head toward the
direction of the hare. It was peaceful. Air left my lungs and
slowly refilled, a reminder that I was still alive. Despite what
had happened to me, I
was grateful to be alive. I enjoyed my time alone, to think and
hunt. For the last two months since joining the pack, I had been
filled by so many of the packs’ emotions, that I could not tell at times which were my own.
It was mid-October, a fog appearing between the trees. The clouds
covered the sun, rain threatening to spill today.

I sat up, after laying
down for the last hour. Brushing the dark strands slipping out from
my two braids, I took a breath enjoying my time alone. I was
several miles from pack home, having been gone since four a.m. The
air was moist from rain the previous night. Barefoot
, I ran
my toes over the prickly grass. The hare hopped a bit closer and my
eyes zoned into its small frame, nibbling on a plant near a bush.
Immediately, my mouth watered, my wolf having a new appetite. In
moments like this, I had to remind my human thoughts that this was
my new normal. Totally
natural, I thought.

My throat tightened; lungs
filled with the scent of the hare unaware of its danger. A small
breeze caressed my cheek, another scent carrying farther
ahead.
A small snarl rumbled at the pit of my chest. I had competition. I
looked toward the oceans of trees and back to the hare. Its long
ears sagging low, sensing danger. 


I moved swiftly, tearing
my clothes off. The start of my shift was so painful

that I slammed my fist into the soil beneath.
High emotion would not be helpful to my shift. I told my wolf to be
patient and took a long breath, the flow of my shift smoother. My
bones contorted and snapped to form into a new structure that would
turn me into my wolf. Heat increased within me and my breath
sounded more animalistic. My sight advanced, seeing every tiny
detail of my surrounding. I glanced up, my shift nearly complete as
the hare’s ears perked up, finally sensing me.

I stood on all fours,
strong and ready to catch my meal. The hare looked my way and took
off. I growled, my wolf excited for the chase. It was in my nature
to do this. I could feel my wolf smile. I’d slip away at any
moment, but part of me hoped I could see this end

with my human mind still intact. Feel the
pressure of my canines ripping into the flesh of my
meal.

At a distance, a coyote moved with
agility toward the hare, attempting to beat me to my meal. I moved
faster, pushing my body to outrun it. I was so close and yet my
thoughts were drifting. Just as I was a few feet from the hare, my
human mind was gone.

 


*

 


I awoke next to the den my
pack would go to after a big
group hunt. I looked to the side, finding what was left of a
coyote. I grinned. “Good choice,” I told my wolf. My stomach
grumbled and I laughed as if my wolf had responded saying,
‘I know.’

Where I lay,
I could see the sun through an opening in the
trees. It was warmer. I’d been asleep for some time. I got up and
looked down at myself. Naked, I tried to remember where I left my
clothes. “Damn it.”

Rather than shift back to my wolf, I
decided a naked run would be better. Shifting more than once in a
day was exhausting.

I reached the shed, giving a half wave
to the few pack sitting outside of the main house. I could hear
them laughing as I shut myself into the space I shared with my
mate. Rikki was not home, probably off handling pack business. I
headed into the bathroom, appalled by my appearance in the mirror.
Dirt and dried blood coated my skin. I shook my head and turned on
the shower. I squealed, water splashing onto me. The showerhead was
turned in the exact position I stood. “Damn you, Rikki,” I
grumbled, already mentally planning my revenge. Rikki had warned me
she’d do this if I ran off without telling anyone again.

I turned the showerhead
away, then wiped my face with the palm of my hand. I felt something
thick and sticky between my fingers and now all over my face. I
looked down and saw peanut butter on my hand. I growled. “That
woman.” There was peanut butter smeared all over the showerhead and
now on my face. Yep, Rikki was going to
get it bad.

After cleaning up the
peanut butter, I showered and dressed
, ready to mingle. I
picked up my cell phone I’d left on the nightstand. Two missed
calls and a voicemail from my mom. I sighed and sat on the bed,
contemplating if I should listen to it. I wanted to. For the past
two months, I’d seen my mom only three times.

Since Braelin’s arrival
into my life and her confession, I still wasn’t ready to face the
truth. The truth that seemed so confusing and difficult to
understand. I mean, I understood that according to Braelin, the
woman who raised me was not my biological mother but my sister.
Whoever my biological parents were, they weren’t the ones who
raised me. They were werewolves, and they were both killed. By
whom, not even Braelin knew. The part that confused me was how this
was possible. And how it would impact my life. I’d been keeping an
emotional distance from Braelin too, which was hard to maintain
since she was now a part
 of my pack.
She gave me space, which I appreciated.


There was a knock. I stood, sliding my
phone in my back pocket. I’d listen to it later. The door opened
before I reached it.

Rosemary stood with the main house
phone. Her auburn hair was pulled into a ponytail today. She
usually wore it down. Her green eyes softened. “It’s your mom,” she
mouthed.

I grimaced, dreading this
conversation. I was going to ask who told my mom I was here but
seeing that Lloyd’s motorcycle was outside I didn’t need to guess.
He purposely liked to irritate me.

“Thank you,” I mumbled. I
took the phone and took a breath. “Hey mom…” I smiled uncomfortably
at Rosemary. I followed her to the main house as I listened to my
mom tell me how concerned she was for me. “No…I swear, it’s
 just life.” I was trying to
convince her I wasn’t purposely avoiding her. I hated lying to her,
part of me knowing it was wrong. Then, I thought of how she’d been
lying to me about being adopted, and I frowned. “Mom, I don’t have
the time to…” She’d cut me off as I now stood in the kitchen in
search of something to eat. I was too distracted by my mom that I
couldn’t decide what I wanted. Lately, talking to my mom always
made me hungry. A plate of carnitas tacos slid my way and I paused
to look up. It was Braelin. She shied away and I only stared after
her. My mom cleared her throat and I sighed. “Okay mom. Rikki and I
will be there…yes, tonight.” An irrational idea came to mind. I say
irrational because, I don’t know what the hell I was thinking.
“But, mom…I’m going to bring a guest…no mom, Rikki will still
come…yes, mom…I just want to invite someone to join us…” Rosemary
gave me an inquisitive glance. “Okay…see you tonight.”

“I assume that guest won’t
be me,” Rosemary said after I hung up the phone.

What the hell was I
thinking? I could not invite Braelin. I smiled sheepish
ly. “Can it be you?” I
pleaded, trying to correct my mistake.

Rosemary gave me a pity shake of the
head. “I can’t. Tato is taking me out.” She grinned and wiggled her
brows.

I smiled, happy for her but sad for
me. I looked at my other options but knew there was no point. “You
have a good time. I’ll just prepare for my funeral.”

“Don’t be so dramatic.”
Lloyd chuckled. He pursed his thin lips. “Stop acting like a brat
and deal with it.” I watched as he combed his fingers through his beard and felt the urge to
shave it off. That beard was his pride and joy and I wanted to take
it away from him.

“Lloyd, go suck
yourself.”

He flicked me off and walked
away.

Deep in thought, I stared blankly off,
reaching for a taco. Minutes went by as I inhaled every taco and
was left with a choice to make. I cleaned my plate and headed for
the living room where Braelin sat with Remy in her lap. The baby
had been reaching for Braelin’s dark braided hair that came down to
her shoulders.

I smiled when her brown eyes locked to
mine. Braelin nodded to Remy, the two-month-old I’d helped
introduce into this world. She’d been the first-born werewolf in a
pack in over a century. And here I stood, as an Omega, an uncommon
werewolf that most werewolves did not want near them. At least for
this pack, I was accepted by most. Remy was curled asleep in
Braelin’s arms.

“Izzy and Ric needed a
nap,” Braelin explained.

“Cool.”
Okay, I was acting lame.

Braelin waited for me to take the lead
in the conversation. She worked hard not to push me into
talking.

“I uh…might have done
something careless.” That sounded wrong to say. The last thing I
wanted was for Braelin to feel like an inconvenience or unwanted. I
hoped I never made her feel that way. I was scared. “My uh, mom.
She invited me and Rikki to dinner. I told her I’d be inviting
someone with us.” My shoulders squared stiff from
nerves.

“Oh,” Braelin
said.

“I was referring—would you
like to join us?” I considered how this might be for Braelin and
shut my eyes in regret. “Shit. I’m being rash and I didn’t think
about how awkward it would be for you.” I shook my head, ready to
walk away. “Never mind. I’ll just tell her—”

“Bonnie. I would like to
come.” Her eyes held firm.

I nodded. “Okay.” My body
relaxed.

“We can tell her whatever
you want. I’m just a friend who’s new to town and you wanted me to
meet your family.” Braelin was giving me the okay to lie about her
identity.

Was I a jerk for wanting to lie about
who she was, putting her in some form of a closet? “That sounds
great,” I ended up saying.

I saw the disappointment in her eyes,
but she smiled anyway. “Sounds good.”

“Cool.”

*

 


“I’ll be quick.” I hopped
out of the car, running into the grocery store near my mom’s house.
Rikki insisted on following me inside, but I gently reminded her I
wasn’t a child and walked in alone. I wanted to buy rocky road ice
cream, a weakness my mom and I indulged in quite frequent
ly before my life got so
complicated. If I could use it as a distraction to not have her mad
at me, I’d do my best.

At six in the evening, the grocery
store was packed with people. I tried to move around them quickly,
not wanting to linger here too long. In the frozen foods aisle, I
found the section filled with ice cream choices, searching for my
mom’s favorite brand. “Come on Tillamook. Where are
you?”

“What flavor?” I heard
someone ask.

I was focused on finding the brand,
answering the question without a second thought. “Rocky road,” I
responded.

I slid a step at a time
down the aisle as a container of Tillamook rocky road appeared in
my line of sight. 
I straightened my hunched posture and looked toward the man
holding it out for me to grab.

His dark eyes peered back
at me and my instinct told me he wasn’t human. I laughed out of
nervousness. Since the news of me being an Omega was spread all
over the United States, my trust in unknown werewolves’ intentions
was as useless as a dead car battery. I cleared my throat. “I
should learn to use my nose more,” I blurted out. I should
 have been able to smell him
approach.

It did not matter that I was standing
in the frozen foods aisle. My temperature raised. The unknown
werewolf continued to hold out the container of ice cream. He stood
an even six feet, appearing around my age—late twenties. I breathed
in his scent and knew he was much older. “Wouldn’t want it to
melt.”

I’d be okay with
that. “Thanks.” I took it, cautious of
every move he made.

“You’re new?” he
asked.

“Mated,” I rushed out as
if that was the answer he wanted to hear. I was wry of his
intention, studying his reaction. I smiled out of politeness, ready
to walk away.

He stepped aside to let an older man
walk past. He stopped short of us, opening the glass door to grab
his selection of ice cream. During that entire time, I was counting
on Rikki walking in at any second.

Seconds had turned into a full minute
when the older man left us alone. The time had been
uncomfortable.

“You are the Omega?” he
asked, no hesitation in his tone.

Prematurely, I took a step back. It
was my eye contact that gave me away. I grimaced at my cowardly
action and repositioned to a firm stance. There was no hostile
posturing on his end, but we were in public. I didn’t expect him to
attack me openly. “Why?” I asked.

“My uncle came to you and
your Alpha two months ago, asking for help. You declined.” He shot
straight to the point.

Two months ago, I had
barely joined the pack
officially. Two months ago, I’d found out some shocking news about
my own life and wasn’t capable of assisting with anyone else’s
problems. I thought back and remembered an Alpha who’d visited from
Mount Angel. “Your uncle is the Alpha of Mount Angel,” I said. “He
told us a few of your female werewolves were being
followed.”

His jaw tightened and his
eyes flickered gold. The heat from him increased. I stood alert and
more concerned for the humans
around. I made no movement and kept my eyes low,
knowing he’d see me as a challenge no werewolf seemed to enjoy from
an Omega. I feared what he would do, but not enough to make me
submit. But this wasn’t about my pride. It was
 about the safety of
the humans unaware of what he was. What I was.

“Not anymore,” he said
vaguely in a low guttural tone that sent
a chill down my spine.

I had heard him loud in
clear. Not anymore. What did that mean? I was inexperienced in calming down a
dangerous werewolf. Especially one outside my pack.

I blew out a breath when I
felt Rikki at my side. She
stepped in front of me and leaned close to the werewolf about to
shift. She was Alpha and whether
he was a part 
of her pack or
not, she could control him before he shifted. “Tell your wolf to
sleep,” she whispered in his ear. Rikki was firm, not leaving him
any room to make a different choice.

Within a few seconds, he was able to
take a breath without sounding like a wolf lived inside him. A few
people walked past, staring with curiosity, but not for too long.
There was something about being a werewolf that made humans know
right away not to stick around too long.

“I am sorry,” he said
softly.

“You know better than to
corner an Alpha’s mate,” Rikki chastised. “You call and ask for an
invitation to speak to us.”

He kept his eyes low but looked to my
direction. “I meant no offense. I only wanted to speak to
you.”

“That’s not how it works,”
Rikki said.

“No offense, but my uncle
said…you were far too protective of your mate. And we needed—I need
her.”

Rikki opened her mouth to object, but
I placed my hand on her shoulder. Softly, I ran my hand further
down her back, resting it there. It was my way of calming her wolf.
I smiled and Rikki took a step back. “And I am very protective of
her,” I told him. “Please. What happened?”

He nodded, exchanging a look from
Rikki to me and then spoke, grief in his voice. “My uncle’s mate
was kidnapped a month ago. By the werewolves he told you about. My
sister and two human women were taken four nights ago. We searched
day and night for them…only to find my uncle’s mate dead, dumped on
the side of the road.”

I shut my eyes, not interested in
picturing that. I opened my mouth to speak but found no words to
say. To me, sorry never seemed enough.

“My uncle led a small
hunt, lost with the devastation of his dead mate. He was killed
three days ago.”

“The Council did not reach
me about his death,” Rikki said, dismayed.

“What do these rogue
werewolves want with the women?” I asked. Part of me wanted to
cover my ears, but I needed to know.

He shrugged. “We don’t know. There’s
not even a whisper of what they are up to. We don’t even know if
they’re rogues for sure. We don’t know who’s
responsible.”

“Your uncle wanted to have
Bonnie come so she could help calm your pack and sense who the
threat was.” Rikki softened her voice, almost in a motherly tone.
Raising Mika, I was sure she had to acquire that voice long before
becoming Alpha. “It would be far too dangerous to send her there.
Being what she is.”

In my werewolf training, Rikki had
taught me more about my Omega gifts. One of them was being able to
sense intentions from others. My nose could not only pick up
physical scents, but the scent of someone’s hidden desires, energy,
and mood. I was still learning how to control that gift. My
independent early morning runs was one of the few ways I could
reboot and find my balance. Surrounded by too many for too long,
their emotions and needs seeped onto me just as much as mine could
seep onto them.

“I understand you want to
protect your mate. I am only asking that you hear me
out.”

“What’s your name?” I saw
Rikki’s disapproving expression and ignored it. There were a lot of
things I wasn’t ready to face. But knowing that women were being
taken, I could no longer ignore their cry for help. I was stronger
than I was two months ago.

“Kevin.” There was hope in
his eyes.

“I am sure Rikki will want
to go through the proper channels and contact the
Council.”

Rikki nodded. “Sure.”

“We should have their
approval to assist by the end
of tonight. How about you come by tomorrow
morning and we talk?”

He bowed his head. “That
is all I ask.” Kevin shifted to Rikki, never making eye
contact. “I do apologize
again.” He walked off.

Rikki huffed when there was no one
around. “You aren’t ready to handle this kind of
danger.”

I wasn’t ready to handle her
disapproval. I put the ice cream back inside the freezer, knowing
it had melted. I picked up a different one and headed to the
register. There was a lot to think about. And much time to argue
later.


Chapter Two


 


Seated at the table, my mom and Rikki
finished with last minute preparations in the kitchen. Braelin sat
across from me. I was thankful my brothers weren’t going to be
here. Or nephews according to Braelin. I’d yet to say the truth
aloud to myself. So much of my life had already changed without my
permission. I needed to hold onto this reality a bit
longer.

Some part of me worried my mom would
recognize Braelin, leaving me without much to explain. I’d
introduced them, my mom never taking a second glance Braelin’s way.
I witnessed the disappointment in Braelin’s expression not being
acknowledged as someone more than a stranger.

I leaned forward, so that my mom
couldn’t overhear. “Is this weird for you?” I whispered to Braelin.
Guilt took a presence in the pit of my gut for putting Braelin in
this position. I picked up my glass of wine and took a few
sips.

Braelin smiled awkwardly, shrugging
her shoulders as an answer.

I pondered what it
would’ve been like if I’d known all my life that I was a werewolf.
Would I be different? Living much sooner as a werewolf instead of a
human. I was strong hearted and fearless. I knew that. But being
forced into a world I never asked for, I’d lost that strength I
once admired within myself. The last two months, I’d been working
to gain that back. To trust my instincts. To learn 
from my mistakes. Most of
them.

“Is it weird for
you?”
Braelin asked, drawing my attention back to
her.

“Oh, yeah,” I rushed out.
I cleared my throat and downed the rest of my wine.
Yep, this was weird.
“But I’ll be okay.”

“Remember, I chose to
come.” Braelin smiled.

Eventually, Rikki and my
mom brought out dinner and we ate in silence. I stuffed my mouth
full of my mom’s homemade
garlic bread. My foot tapped vigorously against her hardwood floor,
keeping my eyes down on my plate.

“Why are you nervous?” My
mom studied me as I chewed a mouth full of bread. She knew me well
enough to catch that I looked everywhere else but at
her.

Here I was, a werewolf,
intimidated by my mom’s stare. I poured myself my third glass of
wine, all eyes on me. I was afraid I would spill out the truth,
that things would blow up before my eyes and I would never 
hear from her
again.

“You’ve had enough of
that,” my mom said, reaching for the bottle to make sure I didn’t
pour a fourth glass. “You are going to get drunk.”

If only she knew. I chuckled, nearly
spitting out bread from my mouth. I’d tried getting drunk as a
werewolf but my metabolism as a werewolf was so high, I could drink
several gallons of the strongest alcohol and it would do nothing
for me but force out a multitude of burps.

My mom’s suspicion was not hidden.
“What’s going on with my daughter?” She turned to Rikki for an
answer. She slid her plate away, wanting an answer. “Are you
two…having troubles? Then, you invite your friend.” She waved her
hand to Braelin sitting silent. “I’m sorry, honey. What’s your name
again?”

Braelin’s eyes sunk low. “Braelin.”
Her voice sounded bruised.

This was a very bad idea. I cleared my
throat, needing to straighten things out. I opened my mouth, ready
to say the truth but froze again. I clammed up and felt useless.
I’d been foolish asking Braelin to come, knowing this could be hard
for her.

“I don’t want to have this
conversation in front of your friend.” My mom’s eyes hardened. “Is
that why you brought her? Hoping I wouldn’t give you a serious
talking to in front of a stranger?”

I saw the light in Braelin’s eyes
diminish more and stood. “No!” I hadn’t meant for my tone to come
out as sharp as it did. My chest tightened and I felt myself
breathless. If I didn’t calm down, I’d have a premature shift. A
slow breath escaped me as I looked down at Braelin. I couldn’t
stand to see the sadness in Braelin’s eyes anymore.

She was pack. My wolf needed to
protect her, even from emotional pain. Even if it was from my own
doing. But deep down, I knew it was more than her being pack. There
was this connection we had from the moment we met that I could not
betray anymore. I smiled and closed my eyes, saying what was true.
“She’s my sister,” I said slowly.

There was complete silence. I zoned
everything out for a few seconds, letting my words sync into my
mom’s head. I listened to my own heartbeat and then Rikki’s calm
one. It was still fast, but as a werewolf that was normal. I tilted
my head slightly Braelin’s way, finding her heart beat faster than
her normal werewolf pace. She was excited and nervous. As for my
mom, I slowly opened my eyes, staring at her seated with a shocked
look on her face, her heart beating as fast as mine. She was
scared. I could smell it. Taste it as it stung my
tongue.

That was guilt. For the last two
months, I hoped Braelin was wrong, but this moment confirmed she
was right. I stared at my mom, seeing the guilt in her eyes. I
wondered if she would bother trying to deny what I knew. My own
eyes dropped tears.

My mom exchanged looks between Braelin
and me and shut her eyes as if seeing something she hadn’t known to
see before. Or wanted to see.

“Why?” That word carried
so much weight that I cried and walked out of the dining room. I
headed for the kitchen, hands shaking from the adrenaline. My wolf
wanted to protect me from my own emotions. My skin felt feverish.
The dryness from my mouth made my throat burn.

“Drink some water.”
Braelin came in, pouring water into a cup. I reached for the cup,
but she held it back. “Breathe.” She knew if I grabbed the cup, I’d
shatter it.

I gave into self-pity, slumping my
head. “I thought…” I couldn’t finish the words.

“Look at me,” Braelin
whispered. “Drink.”

I let go of the anger and took the cup
gently into my hands, drinking all the water.

“I know what you thought,
and I’m sorry.”

I smiled weakly. There was
a small trail of hope in Braelin being wrong about my mom and us.
My rational brain knew better, but I couldn’t believe my mom had
been lying to me all these years. She prided herself on us having
an honest relationship.

“Thank you.”

I looked up, perplexed.

“I know you only told her
the truth about us for me.” She smiled and caressed my cheek with
the palm of her hand. “I think it is safe to say, that’s all we
should probably tell her, for now! Maybe forever.”

“Yeah.” I looked back to
the dining room, Rikki and my mom talking. Despite who she truly
was to me, she’d raised me. I’d always call her mom.

I walked back into the dining room,
taking my seat. There were things I needed to know. How was I
adopted? Were there any documents or leads to finding out who my
birth mother was? Braelin had never met my biological mother. I
needed to know everything, and I would do my best to find
out.

 


*

 


“You do know it isn’t
healthy to come to training with your emotions all over the place?”
Tato shared his input on more than a few occasions.

After leaving my mom’s house, Tato and
I had our nightly training session. We’d been doing this for the
last month. I’d wanted to learn how to protect myself. Tato offered
to train me instead of Rikki, knowing she’d hold back on her
punches.

“You do know you’re not
helping by calling out my feelings,” I argued back.

Tato approached, ready for the start
of our training.

“Can we delay on bruising
my face and body tonight? It’s been a long day and I really want to
get to my mate in one piece.”

Tato smiled with a furtive glint in
his eyes. “Of course.”

 


*

 


“You want to talk about
last night?” Rikki twisted on her side, resting on her elbow. Her
brunette hair fell behind her toned shoulders. I found myself
admiring her long arms and took a breath.

It was a whole new morning. I still
ached from the beating Tato gave me the night before. I should have
known asking for a break would only promote him to challenge me
harder. I could barely walk when I ended up in bed. No chance of
making love that night. But I did have the chance to restart the
day with hopes of a better ending. I shut my eyes, grabbing my
pillow to cover my face. “Just smother me now! I can’t take another
bad day.”

Rikki grabbed the pillow and tossed it
on the floor. “I’m sorry your mom lied to you. But I know she
thought she was doing right by you.”

“Yeah, take her side,” I
mumbled.

Rikki reached over, twirling my thick
dark hair in her fingers. I’d need to straighten it soon. I watched
as she grazed the tip of her finger down my caramel skin, a
distraction I needed. “I’m not taking her side. There is no side to
take. You will get through this and repair your relationship with
her.” She cupped my cheek with the palm of her hand, leaning over
to kiss my forehead.

I chuckled. “So positive.” I kissed
her lips.

Rikki grinned, accepting
the kiss. 
“I
try to be.”

I shifted my body toward my mate,
running my hand up her arm. Her skin was soft and warm. “You can
always rub that positivity all over me,” I hummed. I leaned
forward, planting my lips gingerly over her thin ones. I moaned
when Rikki slipped her tongue inside my mouth.

My hunger for her grew and I forced
Rikki onto her back, climbing on top. One of my knees rested
between her thighs. The friction of our skin melted together and
heightened all my awareness of her. We were already naked from the
previous night. I pressed my breast against hers and shuddered. Our
kiss deepened as Rikki’s fingers squeezed my ass. I pressed my hips
into her body, moving my lips to her earlobe. I felt Rikki shudder
under me and smiled. My fingers found her center, gently
circulating them over her clit. I could hear Rikki’s pulse quicken,
wetness building at her sensitive pink flesh. I slid a finger
between her wet folds and slowly entered.

Rikki moaned and opened her legs
wider, giving me room to go deeper. I moved slow, aroused by the
tightness of her pink flesh closed around me. I nipped my teeth
over Rikki’s neck, sucking her flesh into my mouth. Rikki’s fingers
dug into my ass, her other hand at my mid back. She was breathing
faster.

I kissed her swollen lips
hard and needful and I moved inside her, faster. “Damn,
 I can
feel how close you are,” I panted out, grabbing a lock of her hair
and tugging her head back. I gained more room to her neck, running
my tongue up to her chin. Rikki’s claws protruded, stabbing into my
flesh and I welcomed it with a moan
of my own as she rocked her hips harder and came
against my fingers.

Rikki
’s body shuddered, and I waited
until her orgasm passed before removing my fingers. Rikki eyes
landed on mine, gold and needful. She lifted her head up, kissing
me hard, and I let my body sink on top of hers. I knew this would
never get old for us.

 


*

 


After making love to Rikki we got
ready and walked to the main house. We found Kevin seated at the
table in the back patio. Tato and Toni were seated on the other
end. They stood when Rikki entered. She pulled the chair out,
taking a seat next to our guest. I sat on the other end, finding
the structure of how everyone sat a strategic way to intimidate.
Kevin was in our territory, and they didn’t want to make him feel
comfortable.

I stood back up and
pointed to the house. I smiled politely, pretending there was
nothing wrong. Rikki ended the casual appearance I was attempting
to maintain as she growled, following me into the house. I waited
for her to step inside and slide the sliding door shut, holding out
my index, signaling we needed a minute. 


There were a few pack members in the
house. I rolled my eyes and grabbed Rikki’s hand. We ended up
outside, a dozen feet from the main house. Werewolves and their
advanced hearing were the bitch mother to all sins. I respected
Rikki, knowing that what I needed to say, the pack would take as me
questioning her and in turn end up doing the same. I was her mate
and allowed to ask questions no others could.

“Bonnie! What is this?”
Rikki waved her arms out and then rested her hands at her waist,
doing her best to listen.

“What this is, is me
giving you a reality check!”

Rikki took in a long deep inhale, her
heart pounding like an animal on the verge of a chase.

I gently pressed my hand against her
chest. Rikki’s wolf calmed. “You are an exceptional
Alpha.”

“You say that, but you
have no other Alphas to compare me to.”

“Cain,” I
blurted.

Rikki’s wolf echoed out from her
throat. Her eyes hardened. “He was no Alpha.”

I shrugged. “Not a legit
one. But an Alpha to some, nonetheless
.” The last thing I
wanted was to relive my memories. Cain was gone. “My point. The
pack already respects you. The few that pretend will be shown soon
enough. We still don’t know who fed Cain information. I get that
you must enforce fear to maintain order but how much and at what
cost?”

“This is how it has always
been done. We aren’t human. I need you to understand
that.”

The last thing I wanted
was to challenge her ways. My new way of living. It was not about
her competence as an Alpha. I trusted Rikki as my mate and Alpha.
I’d be foolish to question that about her. I wanted to push Rikki
into expanding her mind to allow for other options and ways for
handling situations.
There was so much to get used to. But my gut told me there could be some form of balance that
I needed. Maybe I was wrong on this. We weren’t human. Werewolf
life and its rules
were different.

“I know I’m ignorant to a
lot of things. I won’t claim I’m not. Kevin’s uncle came to us
because he thought you’d care to listen.”

Rikki shook her head. “I am the only
female Alpha in the United States that I know of!” The vein in
Rikki’s neck twitched, a sign she was angry. She muttered something
briefly in another dialect, my guess Native American. “Not once has
any other Alpha come and cared to help me. He came because I am a
woman and he thought I’d be gullible enough to help.”

“That’s not what I saw!” I
retorted. Rikki opened her mouth to argue back but I beat her to
it, speaking softly. When a werewolf was angry, a soft voice could
be the key to calming their pounding hearts. Rikki would never hurt
me, but she might shift into her wolf and kill a half dozen deer
before you would be able to speak to her again.

“Even if that was his
reason, his eyes held respect. And not because you command order.
But because you care deeply for your pack and others. Humans
. Something I’m betting
many werewolves do not take interest in being near on a regular
basis. Am I right?” I let my voice drop lower, so she focused more
on it than her frustration.

Rikki sighed. It took her a minute to
speak. “Showing weakness is not something I can risk. Especially
because I’m a woman.”

“I know you’ve lived a
hard life. The simple fact that you won’t
share much of your past as a child or when you
were a newly turned werewolf is enough for me to see that. And I
don’t take it personally. Not yet! I mean, technically, we haven’t known each other
that long. My wolf just knew we belonged, and I leaped into this
with you!” I cupped her cheek. “I have been in a man’s world. Not
just being a paramedic. I have always faced things and through my
journey to accepting my new life, you taught me what weakness was
and was not! I’m not asking you to change who you are! I fell in
love with you for it. Only to make room and opportunities for
others to get to know and see all of the many things I love about
you.”

Rikki looked toward the
house for a few long heartbeats. She seemed to be pondering our
conversation. When her eyes locked to mine,
she sighed. “It’s too soon to say that I’ll go in
there and offer him a warm hug.” Rikki stared blankly, a few
heartbeats, until I noticed her lip twitch.

I punched her in the stomach and
headed back in the house. I poured my thoughts out and she decided
to make fun of me. This was the woman I fell for. I could hear
Rikki laughing behind me.

A hand wrapped around my
wrist. “Wait!” Rikki motioned me into her arms, and I fell right
in, gullible to her charms. Gosh, I was
pathetic and weak.

“I’m sorry. I hear you.
I’ll…try not to come across so mean.
”

“Thank you! That’s all I
ask.”

We approached Kevin, this
time without all the hostile staring and posturing. Rikki
’s brow furrowed, finding Tato
and Toni further from Kevin than where they originally sat. They
appeared less intimidating. They wore smiles on their faces as if
knowing exactly why I pulled Rikki out.

Was I that
predictable? I rolled my eyes and sat
across from Kevin, leaning my right side against the table. “I know
before, when your uncle came, our circumstances were different.
Things have changed.” I looked to Rikki who picked a chair to sit
beside me. “It sucks, losing someone. We want to help.”

Kevin looked to Rikki, optimism
widening his eyes. It was clear he needed to hear Rikki agree to
helping. She was the Alpha.

Rikki gave a short nod. “Who stands as
Alpha of Mount Angel now?”

A grimace held in Kevin’s
features. “No one! The dominant wolves left are too busy fighting
for control. My uncle took his second and third with him. They’re
all dead. The pack’s scattered.”

“Why don’t you step up and
be Alpha?” I asked.

Kevin sat resolute in
speaking.

“It doesn’t work like
that,” Rikki explained. “Just because his uncle was Alpha, doesn’t
mean he can take his place. He must be dominant enough to take it.
It’s a pyramid
.
You cannot stand on top just because of blood
relations.”

I nodded, ignorance a sad part of my
new life. “Oh, well. Never mind.” To not seem like a bigger fool, I
sat back meekly and smiled.

Rikki did not reach for my
hand to console me. She knew me well enough to know I didn’t want
to come across dependent on her in front of Kevin. There was enough independence taken from
me.

“Has your sister shown up,
or any other women?” Rikki asked.

“No.” Kevin slammed his
fist into the table. Toni stood with his own aggression, Kevin
dropping his eyes. “I’m sorry. I just hate this.” He gritted his
teeth, trying to breathe through the rage. His eyes turned gold and
Rikki stood fast, pulling me back.

“Calm down,” Rikki
snarled.

The mention of his sister was all the
trigger he needed to call out his wolf. I could not fault him for
being angry.

Kevin screamed out a roar, vexation
clouding his human thoughts. His jaw popped like a bone snapping
and he slammed both fists through the table, breaking it into two
pieces.

I stood back in astonishment from the
rage that seemed to boil outside him. I’d known, learned that
through deep emotional pain, for a werewolf, it can end with deadly
consequences. Shifting madly and wanting to kill anything or anyone
in its way. Rikki told me I would never go through that kind of
rage because of being an Omega. But the con to being an Omega meant
my rage would only seep out of me and onto any other werewolf
nearby. I could create madness through others, acting out the rage
for me. I knew that would be worse. That kept me emotionally
guarded.

I closed my ears to Rikki attempting
to control him and the pack ready to pounce. I heard only Kevin’s
heartbeat. It was faster than a mundane heart beating at more than
170 beats a minute. I shuddered out a breath, the energy from his
pain seeping onto me. I had to force it back as it tried to stick
on me like glue. There was a force shield that shoved his pain
harder away from me. I blindly stepped forward and flinched in
agony from the sharp razors of his claws cutting across my
arm.

Rikki’s eyes flashed gold, but I
shouted in a commanding tone that forced every wolf to stand still.
“Stop.” My eyes burned as I shifted a glance to Rikki. Paralyzed by
my reaction, Rikki looked to me in confusion and took a step back.
My scream was not of anger but of despair. Not mine, but Kevin’s.
That’s all I felt from him and it brought tears to my
eyes.

My eyes focused on Kevin on his knees
in pain. Emotionally and physically. He’d been in the middle of a
shift and with so much anger, it had to be excruciating.

The pain in my arm stung and I stared
down, watching it heal slowly. “It’s my fault. I took a step before
my wolf was ready to,” I explained. I didn’t want Kevin harmed for
my mistake. “I’m fine.” I said this specifically to
Rikki.

If she didn’t listen, her pack would
tear Kevin apart. He’d harmed an Alpha’s mate. That was a great
offense that could get him killed.

Tato, Toni, and four other pack
members stood around Kevin with gold eyes, waiting for Rikki to
give them permission.

I turned to Rikki, pleading for her to
back off. “I’m fine,” I whispered. I didn’t want to add my anger to
the fuel.

Rikki looked down at my arm. My skin
was flushed around three long thin lines that marked where Kevin
had struck me. It was nearly healed. I watched Rikki take a breath
and closed my eyes in relief.

The pack stepped away from Kevin,
standing guard. Chills flooded up my arms and back, grateful that
Rikki trusted me. I knelt beside Kevin, grazing my fingertips over
his forehead. Sweat covered his skin. “Look at me.” Kevin leisurely
lifted his head, eyes sunk low with no light in them. “I am sorry
that I could not help you before. We will help you now! And find
your sister.”

Kevin looked to my arm. “I’m sorry. My
sister is all I have left. With those who have died, she would be
next as Alpha.”

Rikki’s eyes widened. “She’s next in
line?”

“Yes,” Kevin responded
softly. “She ranked fourth in line. That’s why the pack is lost.
She’s not dead and the ones under her dominance can’t seem to
decide loyalty to her or themselves.”

“They should know
better.”

I stood, helping Kevin up.
He looked relaxed and more civilized. 


“They should. But my uncle
wasn’t a strong teacher of trust and openness among each other. He
didn’t teach what respect really meant. He went too far,
sometimes.” Kevin smiled. “When he heard what you were going
through, how you mourned for the loss of humans and kept an Omega
safe, he realized he had no allies. Because he was too focused on
only him and his pack.” Kevin leaned back into the chair. “This is
how rogues and others can come and wipe out packs. There’s no
unity. Not really. The council is bull shit. It’s 
every pack for itself.”

“How many know about my
mate?” Rikki asked.

“How many do you think?”
Kevin said in sarcasm. “The Council told everyone. Sent out a
calling card.”

“I’m telling you—” Tato
silenced when Rikki looked his way.

Rikki cursed under her
breath.

I worked to catch up to what Kevin was
trying to say. Everyone in the pack had little love for the
werewolf Council. “You think the Council told everyone on purpose?”
I asked.

“I suspected,” Rikki
answered.

Toni looked up to Rikki and then me,
lowering his head seconds later.

“You knew, you meant to
say,” I retorted. Rikki didn’t answer and I shook my head in
disbelief. I held my tongue. I wouldn’t have our argument in front
of everyone. “Why?”

“They want you to run to
them for safety,” Tato explained. He ignored Rikki’s hostile look
and continued. “Come on, Rikki! She needs to know.”

Rikki sat down, as well as the others.
“They don’t offer assistance like that unless they need something
from you.”

“Because I’m an Omega?” I
asked.

“I don’t know! I suspect
that they know
about your actual lineage.” Rikki tried to stay vague and I knew we
should end the discussion here.

I nodded. “So, we have to assume that
these people are done with your pack and location and will migrate
this way.”

Kevin nodded.

“But no other bodies have
appeared after being taken?” I asked.

“Just my aunt’s,” Kevin
answered.

“Then that means whatever
reason they are taking the women, it’s
not to kill them. Your sister is most likely
alive.” Rikki clapped her hand and stood. “Tato, I’m sending you
and Lloyd out to nearby towns. I need you to track where they’re at
next.”

Tato stood and walked into the
house.

“Go back to your pack. You
need to act like the Beta you are. Keep them together and in line.
I’ll send my second, Toni, to help you regain order. Once that is
established, Toni will help you find your sister, as we will do the
same on this side.”
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