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Finding one’s self could ultimately result in losing one’s self...

Killian Blackcrown has accepted his new life with his mate, Cordelia Golden. Set to take on the Pack Master role, he longs to put his past behind him so he can forge into the future with a clear conscience. However, in order to do that, he needs to put his past to rest before it comes back and ruins everything.

Cordelia Golden longs to have a family of her own with Killian, but she can’t help the feeling that her mate is fighting his own inner demons. When push comes to shove, she’ll stop at nothing to ensure her family’s safety, even that of her younger sister, Sarah.

Looks can be deceiving when it comes to getting what is desired. And in this case, it’s power. But who will rise to it and who will fall?
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Chapter One
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The sun would definitely not come out tomorrow and clicking his shoes together three times to wish for home would not happen. No tornado would touch down and wreak havoc, and no fairy godmother would get Killian Drake Blackcrown out of the mess he was in.

He stood behind the bars of his own father’s cell and gripped the old, iron bars. Resting his head against the chill of the rails, Killian let out a long, struggled breath. His hair tumbled down around his face and, closing his eyes, Killian focused his mind on his mate, Cordelia. 

He left her the day he was to accept the position as Alpha to his new pack. The magic, the passing of the flame, so to speak, should have happened in the public square. Instead, he left to right the wrongs of his old pack, the one he was destined to take over from his father, Richard Blackcrown. 

His father was an evil, sadistic, masochistic son-of-a-bitch and there was no love lost between them. Richard would just kill someone in his pack for being too short, too weak, or hell, even kill someone over their mate. If his father wanted the woman, he would stop at nothing to claim her as his. 

Killian did not agree with his ruling, did not want any part of this life here, filled with fear, terror, and dread. He longed for a sense of normalcy and found this life with Cordelia. He claimed his mate and a second later, left her behind. Doing it for the right reasons didn’t make the decision to leave any easier, especially when he found himself captured by his own father and younger brother. He would be forced to fight his way out, and it wasn’t something he wanted to do. This was his dad, and it was Lucian. This wasn’t someone like James who was removed from Cordelia’s pack for the attempted rape and claiming against her will. This was family...it was by blood, but it was still family.

A constant drip echoed throughout the darkened cell and the air smelled of mildew and death. It was rank and a few times caused Killian to gag. The only light came in through the cell window from the sun. Once the evening spent, it was pitch black, unless the moon was in the right place to illuminate the cell. 

This wasn’t a place anyone ever wanted to come to and anyone sent down here didn’t survive. He had no idea how he would get out of this alive and find his way back to Cordelia. 

He strummed the pads of his fingers along the bars and contemplated the different ways he could attempt an escape.

He could take out the guards when the doors would open to bring in food. He would then run from the cell, make his way to the grounds, and escape. That was assuming, of course, more guards were not patrolling the area. And they were; the guards were always in place.

Another could be taking the clothes from the guards once they were knocked out. He could then sneak out disguised, but again, this was assuming the clothes fit and Killian was a tall, thick, stacked with muscles man. It wasn’t impossible, but it would be tricky.

The final approach would depend on the guards. If they felt for Killian and wanted him to succeed in escaping, they would simply let him go. This wasn’t likely because the men feared his father. Hell, everyone feared Richard Blackcrown. 

The sound of doors creaking interrupted the silence of the derelict room. Light spilled into the dark space and shadows of men broke the trails of light.

“Fuck.” He groaned and stood back from the bars. He wasn’t sure yet who approached. His heart sped in his chest and he fisted his hands to his sides. He cracked his neck, readying himself for a fight, for hostiles, for anything thrown his way.

“My prodigal son,” his father started with a sinister chuckle. “He returns and wants to be released of his role of Alpha.” He stepped closer and Killian noticed the man’s beard had been recently trimmed close to his face. His dark eyes, seeming even darker now, and not due to the blackness of the room, bored into Killian’s. “Why? Why do you wish to leave your legacy behind? Why do you not want to accept your birthright? All of this,” he motioned around himself, “could be yours.”

Killian rolled his shoulders and crossed his arms across his chest. “I want nothing you have to offer. Now, if you’ll let me explain why—”

“No,” Richard exclaimed and his voice echoed throughout the dungeon. “You will not explain your failures to me. Failure is not acceptable. Killian, you were born and raised for this. Fuck, why do you disappoint me like this? Lucian, I would expect it, but not from you.”

“Seriously?” Lucian added as he entered the dank room. “Thanks, Pop. I feel the love.” His brother walked to his father’s side and leaned against the cell. “I’m not the pussy who left, Dad. I’m here and I’ve always been here. Let me lead. I can do it.”

Killian sighed and stared at his brother. In the light provided, he saw Lucian had bruises on his face, scrapes across his cheek, and a cut on his upper arm. 

“How’d you get those, brother?” Killian asked. “Did dad beat your ass again just because you were in the same air space?”

“How dare you address me, you traitor,” Lucian yelled and moved away from the bars. “You do not get to ask me questions. You deserted us when we needed you most.”

“No, dad never needed me. You did, but you turned your back on me just like he did. I was there to protect you and did when we were kids. You seem to forget all the times I took the beating for—”

“Enough,” their father yelled and reached for Lucian. He grabbed his son by the throat and yanked him close, his chest bumping into their father’s. “You are not good enough to be Alpha. You will never be Alpha. You will never be enough and you’ll never be your brother.” He shoved his son away and Lucian fell on his backside.

Killian sighed and closed his eyes. He pinched the bridge of his nose. All the times he witnessed the verbal abuse from their father, Lucian still insisted to find some semblance of normalcy his father would grant him with a promise of hope, of love, of something other than hate.

“Let me go,” Killian insisted and raised his gaze to his father. “Let me go so I can return to my mate.”

Richard’s eyes widened and his mouth opened momentarily, then he grinned and began to chuckle. There was no humor in his voice, only malice. “So, my son returns to forfeit his right to the throne—”

“There’s no throne,” Killian interrupted.

“Sure there is. You forfeit rights to your legacy over a piece of ass. Am I hearing you correctly?”

“Cordelia is not a piece of ass. She’s my destined mate. I have been welcomed into her pack as their next leader and I intend on accepting it.”

Richard’s brows rose. “Is that a fact?” He motioned with his finger for Killian to come closer. 

Killian inhaled a deep breath and released it as he moved forward. He didn’t trust his father, but what harm could he do through the bars? Now, if they were opened and he challenged him to a fight, there were only two options: fight or be killed.

He met his father’s stare without blinking.

Richard leaned in and inhaled the air around Killian. His gaze moved up and down his son and a moment later, he pressed his lips together in a smirk. “So it’s true. You have found your mate. I can not only smell her on you, I can also smell the Alpha pouring off you in waves.”

“Wait, what?” Lucian asked as he got to his feet. “He’s an Alpha of another pack? Wow, that’s great. Just fantastic. He doesn’t want this one, but is accepted openly into another. Everyone wants Killian, don’t they?” He rolled his eyes and turned his back on his brother and father.

Big mistake.

“Lucian,” Killian started, but it was too late. Their father threw a punch and it landed on the back of Lucian’s head. His brother flew forward and landed face down on the filth-covered floor. 

“The fuck is your problem, Lucian? You jealous of your brother? Well, you should be. Our Killian here has secured us another pack to consume into our own. Just think of the fresh meat we’ll have when we invade, and the new pussy we can taste.”

“No,” Killian growled and grabbed the bars of his cell. His body vibrated with rage as his inner beast longed to escape and tear into this father’s flesh. “You will not touch my people or the women. You will have to go through me first.”

Richard’s grin was filled with malice and the sinister sound of his voice sent a chill deep into Killian’s bones.

“Thank you for the invite to destroy you, son. I am looking forward to seeing you fall.”

“Why?” Lucian croaked on the floor. “If he’s Alpha of another pack, why would you not allow me to take over as Alpha?” He rubbed his head and Killian felt sorry for his brother.

He longed to prove himself to be enough, but no matter what he did, he would never be sufficient. It was sad and Killian wanted to escape and bring Lucian with him, even if it meant kicking and screaming.

“Because you’re a sorry excuse for a son,” Richard answered without removing his cold stare from Killian. He snapped his fingers and his guards were by his side in seconds. One of them held a long pole with a collar at one end. 

Killian stepped back in his cell and shook his head. “Do not do this,” he said and bared his teeth in a snarl. “Your men cannot force me down, and you know this.”

“They won’t have to,” Richard countered.

A second later, pain radiated from his leg and Killian looked down, finding a dart in his leg. Dizziness fogged his mind and he fell forward to his knees.

“You fucking coward,” Killian mumbled before he fell forward, paralyzed from the injection. He heard the cell door creak as it opened and a pair of shoes shuffling inside. Someone kicked his ribs but he couldn’t move or speak. 

“Yeah, he’s good,” one of the men spoke.

“Good. Strap him up and bring him to the pit. His time to fight for his right as Alpha has come,” Richard ordered and marched out of the dungeon.

Killian attempted a groan but it came out as a slur. He felt drool escape his mouth, sliding onto the ground, and in the distance, Lucian got to his feet.

His brother sneered down at Killian and rushed after their father. 

It wouldn’t take long for the effects of the serum to wear off before he had use of his limbs once more. This was the coward’s way out of controlling him, and it told Killian everything he needed to know about his father.

He was stronger, faster, and smarter, and Richard knew it. If he disabled him, it would be like showing up to a fight with his arms tied behind his back, giving his father the upper hand. But if he had use of both limbs, his father didn’t stand a chance. 

Killian closed his eyes as the guards manhandled him, turning him onto his front. The metal collar was secured around his neck. His arms were pulled tight behind his back and then shackles were placed on his wrists and ankles. The men then grabbed him under the armpits and lifted him to his knees.

“We’re sorry about this, mate,” one of them said.

“We would rather see you take over as Alpha than let Richard or Lucian have the seat at the head of the table.”

The words were just that, words. They meant nothing without an action to back them. Once this serum ran its course, he would defend himself, and anyone in the line of fire. If he had to take out his father, if there was no other way around it, he would. He would do it to protect Cordelia, Sarah, and the other innocents of his pack.

But first, he needed to figure out how to get out of the chains that bound him. 
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Chapter Two
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Cordelia’s father used to tell her younger sister, Sarah, bedtime stories of fairytales and dragons. Cordelia would sit against the wall and listen in while Sarah would squeal with laughter or swoon with longing of a prince to swoop in one day and rescue her from the clutches of said dragon.

Years later into adulthood, Cordelia wished her father could be with them now. After his passing, the responsibility of her pack fell to her shoulders. She wasn’t the rightful Alpha due to how the magic of the Alpha wolf worked, however, she was still their Alpha, nonetheless. 

Raised as a tomboy, she learned to fight, hunt for food, and clean weapons. She was better than most of the men in her pack, but she never stopped being a woman. She could dress the part and put on a tea party just as easily as she could skin a deer.

Sarah, on other hand, was a daddy’s girl. She figured her father finally gave in to the idea of having girls, rather than boys, once her sister was born. He accepted the fact he would pass on his legacy to his future son-in-law. 

And said son-in-law was now missing. Cordelia clutched the note in her hand, the one detailing his whereabouts. The informant had long since left to return to his own pack, the one run by the monstrous Pack Master, Richard Blackcrown...her father-in-law.

At a knock on her bedroom door, Cordelia announced, “It’s open.” As the door creaked open, she glanced over her shoulder to see Sarah stepping inside the room.

“Are you ready?” her sister asked. Sarah had opted for leather leggings, a long tunic, fitted vest style corset. Her hair was pulled into two, tight French braids. She looked fearless in her riding boots, cross bow, and utility belt, but deep down, Cordelia wondered if her sister was truly ready for a fight of this magnitude.

Richard Blackcrown wasted no time in taking out his enemies and securing the strong into his own pack. If what Killian spoke of his father was true, then she needed to ensure Sarah’s safety. She couldn’t live with herself if something happened to her, or worse, if Richard placed his hands anywhere on her sister. 

“Yeah, let me get my pistol loaded and we can go. Did you secure our ride?”

“What? We’re not shifting and running in?” Sarah asked.

She shook her head. “I would rather have a ride waiting for us when we’re ready to cut and run. If Killian is hurt, he may not be able to shift.”

“Well, hell, I didn’t think about that.”

Cordelia smirked and raised her brows to her sister. 

“Look, we need to strategize, Cordy. We’re royals, not peasants.”

Cordelia sighed and turned to her sister. “Look, I admire your tenacity to want to run in, balls to the wall, but we can’t go rushing into danger.”

“It worked when we saved you from James.”

Cordelia thought back to when her former pack mate attacked her in an attempt to claim her as his mate so he could become the next Pack Master. He was seconds away from raping her when Killian busted through the doors with Sarah by his side.

“Yes, it did, but this time we have to be careful with what we plan. James isn’t Richard Blackcrown. Richard could snap his fingers and have us killed on sight before we even find Killian. I can’t take that chance. You will have to leave the talking to me and make sure you keep your mouth shut.”

Sarah crossed her arms over her chest and huffed out a frustrated breath. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Yes, you do. You run your mouth quicker than most people I know. Father protected you your entire life. Unfortunately, he’s not here to do that now. You have to keep the peace in order to stay alive. Understand?”

“Yes,” Sarah groaned and tilted her head back. This moment reminded Cordelia of her sister being more of a teenager than a young adult. She was twenty-three; it didn’t excuse the fact she was acting like a child. 

Sarah had trained with the others in hand-to-hand combat. She knew how to load a weapon, fire the cross bow, and it became her preferred weapon of choice aside from her wolf, and with her size, she could hide in smaller areas than most people. She wasn’t as tall as Cordelia, and her slender build helped her when stalking prey.

But Richard was the predator in this scenario and they would need to gain the upper hand if they had any chance in rescuing Killian from the clutches of his father.

Pulling up the GPS on her phone, Cordelia mapped the coordinates to the Pack Master’s lair. It was about a three hours drive in her SUV. She’d had her guards pack a tent and enough supplies to last a few days in the vehicle. She grabbed her backpack and slung it over her shoulder.

“All right, let’s go,” she ordered.

“Ma’am, we’re coming with you,” announced her guard, Annmarie. The woman stood tall with confidence in the doorway. Mark, her other guard, flanked her.

She opened her mouth to object when Sarah stepped forward. “That’s a great idea,” she told them. “More protection the better.”

Frowning, Cordelia crossed her arms over her chest. “This was just supposed to be me and you.”

“Yeah? And you wanted us to stay safe. More numbers gives us a better advantage. And no, you cannot argue this with me. I may be the younger sister, but you know I’m right. We need them with us if we stand a chance against Richard and his pack.”

She groaned. “Fine. You’re right, but I don’t have to like it.” Cordelia side glanced over to where Annmarie and Mark stood. Their smirks boiled her blood and she wanted to scream at them to stop grinning like the cat who ate the canary. “Go get in the fucking car,” she groaned.

“Yes, ma’am,” Annmarie and Mark said in unison. The duo left the room and Cordelia heard their footsteps retreat before she went back to Sarah.

“You pull something like that again I’ll ground you.”

“Ground me?” Sarah chuckled. “You’re not my mother.”

“No, but I might as well be your mom with how you’re acting. Cut the shit, Sarah. You do that again, I’ll have no choice but to bench you from the mission.”

Her eyes widened. “You wouldn’t dare!”

“Oh, wouldn’t I, though?” She poked her sister in the chest with each word. “Follow. My. Lead. Understood?”

“Stop touching me. Yes, I got it, Jesus.”

***
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The quartet arrived on the outskirts of the Blackcrown pack lands. The area was covered in trees that were golden and red with the colors of fall. The road was narrow and the landscape was stunning. The grass was lush and when she stepped out of her ride, closing the door behind her, she inhaled the salt air from the nearby ocean. The woods were beautiful and she imagined Killian as a small child, running through the forest, frolicking without a care in the world. 

The other three met her at the back of the SUV. She opened her backpack and pulled out her pistol and tucked it into her utility belt. She did the same with a dagger and a carving knife, and then picked up her cross bow. She swung it over her shoulder and secured it in place.

Sarah appeared to be ten years older in this moment as she readied herself. She had never been in a real fight. Everything she knew was from training. Most of the men and women she sparred with were lenient on her, but not Cordelia. She gave her sister everything she could in an effort to secure her position as the Pack Master’s daughter. She had to know how to defend herself.

“Fight your way out,” Cordelia warned her as she sat straddling her hips and pinning her arms above her head one afternoon. 

“How? You have me pinned.”

“Figure it out. I’m a burly man who will stop at nothing to claim you. Now, fight your way out.”

Coming from her memory, she blinked and with a sigh, closed the trunk. “Are we ready?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Annmarie answered as she loaded her rifle.

Mark swung his preferred weapon around, his sword. “I’ve been wanting to use this for a while.”

“We don’t use weapons unless it’s absolutely necessary,” Sarah warned.

Cordelia grinned. She sounded just like their father. “True, but in this case, we will need them.”

“Assuming Killian’s stories are true,” Sarah added.

“Why wouldn’t they be?” she asked.

Sarah shrugged. “I’m not saying they’re not, but we only heard his side. What if Killian left because he got scared? He obviously wasn’t ready to be our Alpha. He said that a number of times, yet he claimed you.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
RISE OF THE ALPHA SERIES - BOOK TWO

USAMRODAYSBESTSELLING AUFHOR

STULIE MORGAN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





