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To my girls who don’t need saving and who would 

kick the butts of every bad guy, this book is for you. 

It doesn’t matter how broken you think you are, 

you can always be your own hero.
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​Prologue 
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“Where is your daughter?”

I shoot upright in my bed. The bellowing voice, coupled with screaming and noises of destruction coming from somewhere in my home—where I live with my parents—makes my heart want to climb out of my chest. My head feels foggy, and my brain struggles to grasp what’s happening. A loud crashing sound has me flinging my covers from me, and my senses are honing in on shouting... or is it screaming? I’m not sure.

I dart out of my room and into the hallway, but the sounds are coming from all directions. I run to the end of the hallway to the massive window looking onto the front of our property; I look out, hoping to see what is going on, and all I see is chaos erupting. There are a lot of wolves running around and looking frantic, and others I don’t recognize rounding them up. I don’t know why, though. Why are there so many wolves at our home anyway? 

A commotion coming from the left side of the house, near the front door, makes my blood run cold. “Mom? Dad?” Where are my parents? I cannot shake the feeling of needing to get to them. 

A roar rings through our entire house, sending chills down my spine. The panic I see on the frantic wolves’ faces starts to build in my chest.

“Mommy!” I call now, freaking out a little. 

I run through the hall to my parents’ room, bursting through the door. The room is empty, but the contents are thrown all around. What is going on?

“Where is she?” The voice from earlier bellows from the foyer.

“Please, Alpha Jace, what do you want with our daughter?” That’s my father’s voice, and he sounds completely terrified.

I sneak down the hall as silently as possible. I need to see what is happening. 

“You will not speak directly to the Alpha. You will speak to me!” A man with dark hair and an ugly scar on his upper lip snarls at my father, making him step back from the fierceness in his voice. The man standing next to “Scarface” looks menacing and very intimidating.

A growl leaves Scarface’s chest, and my mother sinks to her knees, pleading now. “Please don’t take her from us.” 

The menacing one looks down at my mother with disgust and kicks her away from his feet. “You have two choices here. Either give your daughter to me willingly, or I kill you and take her anyway.”

I gasp, the sound leaving my throat almost mouse-like; they look my way, Scarface and the intimidating one smiling when their eyes fall on me. 

“Bring her to me,” the menacing one tells Scarface, his voice sickly sweet.

My body seizes, and I’m frozen to my spot from the fear that’s now actively pumping through my veins. I scream when Scarface grabs me by my arms and yanks me out from behind the wall I tried to use to hide. His face is even more frightening up close. He walks with me, my arms still in his grip, squeezing me incredibly hard. He throws me to the floor in front of the menacing one.

I assume this is the Alpha; his aura practically screams it. “Well, aren’t you a pretty little thing,” the Alpha purrs, crouching in front of me.

I bite down on the scream trying to force its way out of my throat. The air rushes in and out of my lungs at an alarming rate, almost choking me. I scoot backward, needing to get as far away from him as possible. Everything in my body screams danger.

He lets out a disturbing laugh and grabs my chin forcefully. “I can’t believe it; now I can go ahead with my plan,” he declares. The way the Alpha looks at me makes me extremely uncomfortable. “You are going to be a good little arma segreta, aren’t you?” My eyes narrow at the weird name he calls me. What’s that supposed to be?

“No, leave me alone,” I whisper, trying to show my defiance but failing miserably.

He narrows his eyes at me, then drops my chin with a flick of his wrist and slaps me across the face. The sting of the slap doesn’t get a chance to register before my father growls and lunges at the Alpha, but Scarface tackles him to the ground and grabs him by the throat, looking up at his leader.

The Alpha nods, and Scarface rips my father’s throat out, then turns to my mother and kills her swiftly.

I let out a howling scream at the sight of my parents in front of me, uncontrollable tears streaming down my face. The Alpha laughs viciously and grabs me around the waist, hurling me off the floor and walking out of my childhood home.[image: ]
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​Chapter One

[image: ]




​TYLER  

––––––––
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“What do you mean the event planner can’t make it today?” I grit through my teeth at the person on the other side of the phone as I listen to yet another problem.

“Well, sort it out, Sebastian! I don’t care if you can’t find him. Sort. It. Out.” 

I throw my phone on my desk, not bothering to hang up. This festival is going to be the death of me, I swear. I need everything to be perfect. It’s what everyone expects from an Alpha. I sigh, an Alpha King, I remind myself. I roll my eyes and let out a growl. 

The Blood Moon Festival is an annual occurrence for all the packs on the West Coast. It celebrates the changes we’ve all had to go through, and what we’ve had to endure to get to where we are today—and the peace created between all our packs almost 150 years ago. 

My family was at the forefront of the peace treaty because we had evolved to where our wolves weren’t separate beings anymore. They still have the ability to influence our thoughts and actions, but we are one with our wolves, which means the shift doesn’t control us. 

After the treaty was signed, the heads of each pack elected my great-grandfather King of all Alphas. I took over from my father about five years ago when he unexpectedly died from a heart attack. 

The death of my father is still difficult to deal with. My mother feels that I need to talk to someone about my grief. I laugh to myself bitterly. I’m the Alpha. I don’t need to talk to anybody. I just need to deal with it. 

I furrow my brow and scold myself inwardly. How did my thought process go from the festival to me dealing with my stupid feelings. “I hate this time of year,” I mutter as I pace my office floor. I walk over to my desk and grab my phone—no news yet from Kayden and the setup at the festival grounds. I brush my hair out of my face. I need a haircut, but it will have to wait. 

I unlock my phone and text Kayden. Nothing. I sigh, gritting my teeth. 

Why is it so difficult for this pack to answer me? I know I’m not one of the most patient people out there, but that’s how I am. You can’t call me “people” though. I’m a werewolf-vampire hybrid. My parents fell in love illegally—my mother being a hybrid herself and my father a wolf. Vampires and werewolves were never allowed to fall in love: it was against the laws of our world, not to mention lethal, since someone would kill them if it happened. The case with my parents was unique since hybrids were considered an abomination; now, you get more hybrids than you think. Yet another lovely thing added to this peace treaty and the festival. ACCEPTANCE. 

I sit at my desk, trying to calm my nerves but mostly my temper. I close my eyes, rub my hand over my face, and take a deep breath. 

Knock, knock, knock. 

“Enter,” I grumble, my hand still covering my face. 

The door opens, and Layla enters my office. Layla is my sister and the mate of my Beta, Kayden. Layla is a few inches shorter than me, with shoulder-length blonde hair and always a witty smile on her face. “Aww, look at the grumpy wolf,” she teases. I growl at her irritably, and she laughs at me. 

“What do you want, Layla?” I say, forcing myself to sound not as irritated as I feel. I don’t have time for this.

“Kayden just texted me,” she says, her voice still sounding playful as she sits in one of the chairs in front of my desk. “He said he’s still busy at the festival grounds; there are a few hiccups.” 

“Great,” I growl again, slamming my fists on my desk as I stand. “I’m going over there to handle this myself. Why is everybody so incompetent today?” I snarl as I storm out of my office. 

​

​KAYDEN

––––––––
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The grounds surrounding the Lunar Packhouse still amaze me each time I come here. They’re bathed in rays of sunshine, and the fields are green as far as the eyes can see. The landscape looks like someone painted it; with the diversity of the hills as it rises and falls, it almost looks like it’s breathing. The most beautiful forest is at the edge of the open field, whatever side you look. We are secluded, and our location is perfect because there isn’t much place to hide when trying to attack the Packhouse. 

Once a year, with every rising blood moon, we have this festival to ensure every pack that’s a part of our treaty is happy, and if there are any problems, we sort them out before the week is out. Admittedly, I wouldn’t say I like this time of year. All the different packs that will be in our territory grind my gears. I hate formal gatherings. They’re stiff and uncomfortable. It screws with my peace of mind, and I’d much rather take the serenity of it all.

Shoving my hands in my pockets, I huff out an irritable sigh. I’m strolling along the marked path towards the area where we'll set up the tents and prepare for the coming week. The festival starts tonight, and I’m responsible for ensuring everyone else does their job. 

“Ugh,” I groan again, pulling my hands over my face in frustration. Tyler will be here any minute, and heaven forbid something is out of place. The man is a hound when it comes to events like these. Everything must be in order. Every detail needs to be perfect, or else it drives him insane. 

“Yo, Logan!” I call to one pack member, who’s busy untangling massive heaps of rope. The frown on his face shows that this task is getting to him. “Please tell me that the main tent and its necessary equipment are already raised and sorted out?” I expectantly ask when he looks up at me eventually. 

The guy looks confused, scratching his head. “I thought Eddy was in charge of that assignment.” 

“Oh, for Pete’s sake.” Why am I saddled with this task? I walk over to where the main tent is supposed to stand with fleeting hope, but just as I thought, the pile of material is lying on the ground. Less than fifteen hours remain before the festival starts, and the main tent is nonexistent. 

“Where is Eddy?” I ask Logan. “Alpha Tyler is on his way, and this isn’t near ready!”

“Kayden!” Tyler’s deep disappointment is evident in his voice as he approaches. “Not on my way, buddy, already here.” 

“Great!” I roll my eyes, huffing out a sigh. Here we go. 

“Alpha!” Eddy squirms. “W-we are almost done, I swear-” 

“Pathetic idiot, just shut your mouth and do your damn job, then I won’t have to deal with this.” Tyler gives him a dismissive look and walks toward me. “How’s everything going here?” he asks, the anger in his voice evident. 

“Well, as you can see, everything is standing except for the main tent.” I gesture towards the pile of folded material on the ground. 

Tyler looks around at the already standing smaller tents, then eyes the material on the ground, and you can practically see the vein in his neck throb. “Why is this taking so long?” he grits through his clenched jaw, the muscle ticking. “Didn’t we establish everyone’s role in this?” he yells, looking at all the pack members nearest him. “Who’s in charge of raising this tent?” 

Silence. 

“Really, do I have to ask again?” he asks venomously, his hands balling up in fists, knuckles turning white. “Kayden!” Tyler bellows, as his eyes turn red and his canines elongate. 

Jeez, temper, temper, I think to myself. “Tyler, calm down, man. We’ll sort this out,” I say, unfazed. 

Tyler takes a few deep breaths, and his eyes and canines return to their usual color and size. He roughly rakes his hand through his hair and stares at me. “I can’t handle this nonsense right now, man. You know how the Alphas of the other packs can get. I’m not in the mood for their criticism.” 

“I know. Especially Jace. That guy makes me want to gnaw on my own wrists.” I roll my eyes, my tone flat and laced with irritation. 

Tyler chuckles and rubs a hand on the back of his neck. He closes his eyes and sighs heavily. “Tell me about it. Please sort this out. I’ll see you at the house.” 

Tyler turns on his heel and walks off. Pack members move—or rather, scatter—out of his way. That man needs to get a hold of his temper.



​
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​Chapter Two  
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​ABBYGAIL 

––––––––
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I wake up on the cold cell floor in the basement. “Ouch.” I touch my side, and it stings. I’m confused for a few seconds before remembering where I am and what happened. “Crap.” I breathe out. My neck feels wet when I touch the area, making me wince. 

He marked me. Again. Grunting, I try to push myself up from the floor. I yelp as I push on my hand, and it shoots pain through my whole body. He must have broken my wrist. 

It’s hard to keep count of all my injuries since there is little to no light in the basement. Jace was in one of his torturous moods again. I try to remember the details from what happened earlier, but my head hurts so badly, and bile rises in my throat.

Being awake is tiresome, so I scoot backward on my butt, using my good hand. Every movement makes me bite my tongue to keep from crying out; I just want to lean my head and body against the wall. I need the stability of it to keep me from throwing up. When I finally rest against the wall, the basement door squeaks open, making me squint as the light hits my face. 

It’s hard to determine who is at the door, so I close my eyes since the squinting isn’t helping my throbbing head. Jace probably isn’t done with me. I’m exhausted, and my body aches too much to care. 

Someone hurries to my cell door, and I slowly open my eyes to see Julia standing on the opposite side. Julia is Jace’s mate and the only one who ever shows me an ounce of sympathy and care. She is short, with mahogany brown hair and hazel-colored eyes. 

She fumbles with the keys and unlocks the gate. “Oh, Abby, look at you,” Julia whispers and approaches me slowly. She kneels beside me and places a bottle of water at my mouth. I take a sip and wince. My lip is busted. I take another sip and another, this time more. I didn’t realize I was so thirsty. 

“Julia...w-what are you doing-” I cough and wince again, grabbing my side with my uninjured hand. I groan and try again. “What are you doing here?” It even hurts to talk. “If Jace finds you-” 

“Shh, please, just listen,” she whispers so low I can barely hear her. “Jace is on his way down here; please don’t antagonize him. His mood is particularly dark, and I think something is happening, but I’m not sure what. He’s especially ticked off at you.” 

“You weren’t there last night, were you?” I scoff. 

She looks at me, confusion clear on her face. Of course, Julia wasn’t there. Jace likes to make it known that he doesn’t care for Julia by his side, so he deliberately excludes her. Mate or not, Jace does not care. Sure, Julia is less likely to be beaten to a pulp when he loses his mind—but hey, that’s why he has me. If he craves violence and an outlet for said violence, he has someone he takes it out on. So, when is Jace not ticked off at me? I don’t even have the strength to last through another one of his beatings, let alone antagonize him. 

“Please, Abby, just keep your eyes on the ground and don’t say anything,” she pleads. She knows precisely what Jace is capable of. 

I nod, and she gets up quickly. Moving out of the cell, Julia locks the gate behind her and hurries out of the basement. As soon as the basement door shuts, I let out a strained sigh. I’m so tired. I lower myself to the floor and close my eyes, the earlier events coming to my mind in vivid images: 

The ballroom was full of people, so beautifully decorated, everybody dressed nicely. The theme was gold and black. Chandeliers hung from the intricate ceiling. Candles lit everywhere. Soft music played in the background. I would find it uniquely beautiful if I wasn’t held here against my will. Jace liked to flaunt everything he owned. 

I made my way through the people standing around, talking, laughing, and enjoying themselves with a tray in my hand. The flimsy waiter’s outfit Jace made me wear made me so uncomfortable. The stupid thing barely covered my butt, let alone my boobs. I hated these events; I hated being treated like a harlot. I was one of those things Jace liked to flaunt. 

Now and then, I felt some creep grab my butt. Of course, I could say nothing and do absolutely nothing, as I was a slave and an Omega to the Timber pack. Jace’s pack. I sneered inwardly as I thought of how I got to be here. Jace kidnapped me from my home six years ago, killing my parents in front of me. 

I must keep out of my head, or I’m going to get in trouble, I thought to myself. I was expected to smile and wait on everybody there. If the guests wanted to touch, they could. I guess I should be glad that that’s all they were allowed to do. Jace was very possessive, although I wasn’t his mate. I hated his guts. 

A shiver ran down my spine, as if my body tried to warn me. I turned and found Jace watching me. I lowered my eyes at once. I didn’t want to give him a reason to harm me. I shifted the tray to my other hand and moved through the crowd again. 

As I passed a group of highly respected pack members, I heard them talking about me. “I don’t even know why Jace lets the vermin touch our food and drink,” a woman with a remarkably high tight ponytail, dressed in a sleek black dress, said, as she eyed me and took a sip of her champagne. 

“Veronica, really. What do you expect a slave’s job to entail?” the man opposite Veronica said while laughing. He was short, with a receding hairline, and not one of the fittest pack members, if you catch my drift. 

I pulled at the silver collar on my neck, on display for everyone to see my status. I lowered my eyes as they laughed, and I turned around quickly. I needed air. I couldn’t listen to them talk for one more second. As I turned around with my tray full of champagne, I slammed straight into Jace and Owen. 

Everything happened in slow motion. I watched as the liquid in the champagne glasses toppled over and spilled all over Jace’s shirt and Owen’s pants. The glasses fell from my tray and smashed on the ground. 

“Alpha J-Jace, B-Beta O-Owen, I-I’m so sorry, please forgive me,” I trembled as I tried to apologize, and I dropped to my knees and started to clean up the mess I’d made. To my absolute horror, I heard those entitled idiots behind me laugh, and the next moment, a roar rang through the ballroom. 

Jace bent down and grabbed the front of the collar around my neck. He wrenched it upwards, the metal cutting into my skin. He forced me to look up at him, but I kept my eyes down. I don’t dare look at him. 

“You clumsy little freak!!” he screamed at me, “You try to embarrass me in front of my pack!” He slapped me so hard I tasted blood. “Take her to the basement,” he snarled to Owen before he threw me to the ground. 

“With pleasure.” Owen grabbed me by my hair and pulled me up to him. “Come on, sweetheart, time for some fun,” he said with a sickening grin. That grin and excitement in his voice made me tremble, and I felt my chest constrict with fear. He dragged me out of the ballroom and down to the basement, throwing me onto the cell floor, and slammed the door shut behind me. 

I’ve done it now. My whole body started to shake more as I heard the basement door open again. 

​JACE  

––––––––
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The ball is in full swing, and I am enjoying it. Everything is as I want it to be. This is what a gathering is supposed to look like. They respect me: on the other hand, I force their respect, but who cares? 

“What’s so funny?” Owen, my Beta, asks. 

I look at him out of the corner of my eye. “Just liking that I have the most respect of all the packs.” 

“Hmm, I like the way you’re thinking,” he says, evil glinting in his eyes. “It’s so much fun enforcing said respect.” 

A smile stretches across my face at his statement. “That’s exactly right.” 

“Speaking of respect,” Owen says. “What do you think the festival will be like this year?” 

“Ugh, I really don’t care, Owen. That piece of work Alpha King’s time is limited,” I sneer. 

Owen looks at me, intrigued now. “Oh yeah, what do you have planned?” 

“Still working on it. I’ll fill you in later.” I dismiss Owen, having spotted Abbygail in the crowd. 

I zone out as I see her walking around in that tiny, nonexistent outfit I made her wear. I love humiliating her. She doesn’t need to know her worth. My mind suddenly goes to the prophecy I overheard about six years ago, and it makes my hair stand on end. I know if it’s to come true, I will be done for. 

I see some of the men grab her, and it turns me on, I love to share. 

Abbygail turns and sees me looking at her, and she casts her eyes down at once. Good minx, just as I taught you. 

She moves away quickly, weaving her way into the crowd of wolves surrounding her. I laugh out loud, turn to Owen, and say, “Let’s go have some fun with our little slave.” The smile creeping on his face is priceless. 

Making our way through the different groups gathered around the room, we eventually spot Abbygail, where she’s serving a high-ranking wolf in my pack. His eyes are glued to her breasts. This certainly won’t do. I quicken my step, and just as I want to reach out to grab her, she turns without warning and smashes into Owen and me. 

All the champagne on the tray spills on my dress shirt and all over Owen’s pants. Laughter starts to ring out, and I am livid. A thunderous roar leaves my chest, and the whole ballroom is immediately quiet. She starts to tremble, and her stuttering apology is driving me insane. “YOU CLUMSY LITTLE FREAK,” I scream at her, “YOU TRY TO EMBARRASS ME IN FRONT OF MY PACK!” 

I want to wring her neck for disrespecting me in front of everyone. I pull back my hand and slap her across the face. Abbygail yelps, and before she has time to right herself, I grab the front of her collar and force her face up to me. Lucky for her, she keeps her eyes down. She’s going to pay for this. 

“Take her to the basement,” I snarl to Owen. That evil smile from earlier spreads across his face as he drags her out of the ballroom. 

I look around, and everybody staring at me or in my direction looks away so quickly you’ll swear I burned them with my eyes. “Well, either you enjoy the rest of the party, or you get out!” I grab a napkin to clean off the mess on my shirt. The music starts playing again, and everybody continues their business. 

“Alpha Jace, it’s so nice of you to join us tonight. We utterly enjoy these prestigious gatherings you plan,” Veronica coos as she seductively places her hand on my chest. In normal circumstances, I would enjoy this behavior and praise, but now my thoughts are only on how I will make that stupid minx pay for what she did. 

“Now is unfortunately not the time for this, Veronica.” She looks taken aback, but I don’t care about her feelings. I have things to do. I turn on my heel and storm out of the ballroom. 
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I walk into the basement where Abbygail is. She’s sitting in the farthest corner of the cell with her legs pulled up to her chest and her arms tightly folded around her, trembling. I can’t help but get turned on again as I see her so pathetic. I unlock the cell door and step in, all actions meticulously slow. I am deliberately taking my time. She tries to push herself back to move as far away from me as possible, but that won’t work. There is nowhere to go, and that thrills me. 

“Well, well. Who has been a bad minx?” I ask slowly, my voice dark while I stalk towards her. Her breathing becomes shallow and strained, and I can smell the fear radiating from her. The smile that stretches on my face is terrifying, if I have to say so myself. 

“P-Please sir, it was-” she tries to apologize again, but I grab her by her hair and pull her off the ground. 

Abbygail yelps when I yank her up, her pain sending enjoyable shivers over my skin, and I snarl in her ear, “You need to keep your mouth shut, little minx. You wouldn’t want to anger me even more, would you?” 

I move my free hand to her pretty collared neck. I hum at the erotic feeling running through my veins as I stroke her neck and see the goosebumps I leave on her flesh. “Look at this pretty neck and my mark I left here,” I say, sliding my finger down and circling the fading mark. “It’s not as visible as I want it. Let’s fix that, shall we?” She shivers, and I snicker. 

I lower my mouth to her neck and bite into the flesh of the existing mark again. It hurts more each time you mark a wolf that’s not your mate; it leaves the mark prominent, which is exactly what I want. It’s an old tale, and no one is exactly sure where and when it started, but the legend goes that the Elders, at the beginning of our existence, placed a curse on the mating mark. You are only allowed to mark your mate, and only once. If you mark anyone other than that, you cause them extreme pain, which could kill them—especially if you keep marking them, making the consequences that follow pretty severe. 

This was to prevent males from marking females for their taking and to prevent fighting when one male marked another’s female before the mate bond set in. 

I, in particular, don’t really care that Abbygail belongs to another, because I will claim her as mine no matter how many times I have to mark her. 

She screams and tries to push me away, knowing I’ve ruined her for a future mate. The more I mark her, the less her chances will be that when she finds a mate, they will want her. 

“You are mine, to do with as I please. Do you understand?” I growl, making her whimper again, but she doesn’t answer me. 

I throw her to the ground and kick her in the ribs when she hits the floor. She lets out a cry of pain, which fuels me. I kick her again, this time hearing bones crack. I bend down, grab the front of her collar, and yank her up again. 

“I think this isn’t tight enough, don’t you think, little minx,” I state flatly, and she shakes her head at me, imminent fear in her eyes. A cackle leaves my throat, and I spin her around and push her forcefully against the wall. 

She tries to fight me as she pushes away from the wall. I push her back harder this time, take her wrist, and twist it behind her back. SNAP. She screams. I lift my head, let it fall back, take a deep breath, and close my eyes as her scream rings through the basement. I can’t keep the delighted smile from my face even if I wanted to. I grab the collar and tighten it. 

“P-Please, Alpha Jace, it’s hard to breathe,” she gasps, barely above a whisper. 

My anger gets the best of me, and I spin her around and slap her again. “Did I give you permission to speak?” 

Abbygail shakes her head and winces as I grip her hair again, tighter this time. The pleasure I get from dominating Abbygail is indescribable. If I can break her before she meets her destined mate, that will make things so much easier. 

“If. You. Ever. Disrespect. Me. Again,” I sneer, “The consequences will be much worse. Do you understand?!” She nods, and I let go of her hair. She falls to the ground, and I storm out of the cell, locking it behind me. 

If I don’t leave now, I will surely kill her. 

​
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​Chapter Three 
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​TYLER 

––––––––
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“Layla!” I call out to my sister. “LAYLA!!” Where could she be? I grit my teeth in frustration. She’s never nearby when you need her, but if something happens you don't want anybody to know, Layla will be the first one there. 

Entering the Packhouse, I walk through the halls, searching for her. “Really?!” I throw my hands in the air, feeling exasperated. I find myself in the middle of the mansion’s west wing, turning to look down each hallway. I give up. I make my way back to my office.

“You called, brother.” Layla’s voice comes from behind me, and when I turn to look at her, she smiles lovingly as she leisurely walks up to me. I sigh heavily and frown at her. 

“Where were you?” 

“Here and there,” she answers, sounding mischievous. She folds her arms before her, the smile never leaving her face. “What can I do for you?” 

“Why do you think I always need something when I call you?” I ask, feeling annoyed. 

“You never just call me to chit-chat, Ty. It’s not in your nature,” she says with a raised eyebrow. “What do you need?” 

I stare at her for a few seconds, unable to argue with her reasoning. “The main tent isn’t raised yet, and the packs will be here in a few hours. The caterer is missing, and there are a few things I need to sort out before this festival starts,” I sigh. “I need you to—please—sort out the catering. Kayden will sort out the grounds and the tents, but I cannot be at seven places simultaneously.” 

Layla bursts out laughing, and I find myself extremely irritated by it. “What’s so funny?” I growl at her, my eyes narrowing.

“Nothing, noth-” Layla’s bent over, wheezing. 

What is so funny? “Layla,” I grind out, my jaw ticking. “You’re getting on my last nerve.”

“Oh, calm down, sour wolf,” she says, wiping the tears from her face, still laughing. “It’s just that you always scold me when I try to help you, and now you sound so desperate.” 

Fighting the urge to snap at her, I close my eyes, taking a few deep breaths as I try to rein in my temper. “Fine, don’t help. I’ll sort it out myself,” I say, turning my back on her and heading back to my office. 

Layla grabs my arm. “Oh, come on, Ty, it was only a little joke. Maybe you should try to laugh a little. That temper of yours is getting out of hand.”

I just stare at her. “Are you going to help or not?” 

“You know I’ll always help you,” she scoffs. 

“Thanks.” I give her a small smile and walk off before she can say anything else to flare up my temper again.
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I walk into my office, and Kayden is waiting for me. Kayden and I have been friends for so long that I can’t even remember a time he wasn’t by my side.  

He’s a big guy—not as tall as me, but almost. He has long dark hair and a full beard. Tattoos cover his left arm completely. He could’ve been a badass biker—if he wasn’t a wolf. He always wears ripped jeans and T-shirts, no matter the occasion. Layla must nag his ear off for him to dress “more appropriately,” as she puts it. I, on the other hand, don’t care, and usually dress more or less the same. 

I was thrilled when I found out he was Layla’s mate. I obviously had to ensure he understood that his body would disappear if he ever hurt her. 

“Hey, Ty,” he says, looking at something on his phone as I walk past him. 

“And?” 

“Hello Kayden, how’s your day been?” he says sarcastically. “Well, thanks for asking Tyler. It’s been a rough day, but I pushed through, and I triumphed.” He punches his fist in the air. 

I glower at him and huff. “Don’t push me, Kayden. I’m already struggling to keep my temper at bay.” 

Kayden lets out a snort and rolls his eyes at me. I shake my head and look at him expectantly. “Do I need to ask you again?” 

“You’re insufferable, Tyler. Do you know that?” He looks at his phone again before tucking it in his jeans pocket. “Yeah, everything is sorted out. The main tent is up, and everything is ready.”

“Great.” I huff a sigh of relief. One less thing to worry about. “What time are the packs arriving?” 

“Around 6 pm, I think,” Kayden says as he checks his watch. 

This is going to be a long week. I want it over with. Some of the Alphas will stay in our Packhouse, which makes me extremely uncomfortable. I know there has been peace and trust for a long time, but something isn’t sitting well with me. I have this nagging feeling something is at play. 

I stop my intrusive thoughts immediately. I can’t go around suspecting people, and there is no proof that something is wrong. 

“Hey, Kayden,” I say as Kayden is leaving my office. “Keep your eyes open this week. I have a feeling we’ll need to be on our feet. So just a heads up.” Kayden frowns and gives me a confused look. “I’m not sure what it is,” I tell him, “but I have this nagging feeling something is amiss.” 

He stares at me for a few more seconds before he gives me a nod and then leaves my office. I sit back in my chair, cover my face with my hand, feeling a headache building. I hope everything will run smoothly this week.



​
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​Chapter Four 
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​ABBYGAIL  

––––––––
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The creaking of the cell door wakes me, and I startle when the door slams shut again. I don’t know precisely when I fell asleep, but it wasn’t a good night’s rest. Deliberately slow, heavy footsteps echo in the cell, getting louder as they move toward me. I lie completely still, not daring to open my eyes. Please don’t let this be another punishment session, I plead inwardly. 

A hand closes around my neck, pulling me up from the floor. I gasp as the pain from my ribs and broken wrist shoots through my body. Every part of my body hurts, and if it isn’t enough that the collar tied around my neck is to its limits—I can barely breathe, and this person isn’t gentle with his grip on my neck. 

“Ah, the little minx is waking up.” My body starts to tremble at once as I recognize the voice. I can’t bear to open my eyes. It’s Owen, and I know what’s coming. I hate when they see me tremble or my body reacts without permission. I don’t want to give them the satisfaction of seeing me scared, but it can only take so much. “I haven’t had my turn with you yet, sweetheart, and I look forward to it.” 

I gasp, trying to drag air into my lungs as his grip tightens around my neck, and I feel a slight pinch on my arm. My mind goes blank. I’m panicking now, which only makes the poison spread faster. 

“P-Please, Beta Owen. Please don’t do this. I’m so sorry. I-It won’t happen again,” I plead through gasps of limited air, but he ignores me and injects me with wolfsbane again. With the amount of wolfsbane running through my veins, my senses aren’t working as they should. Sometimes, I can’t believe that I’m still breathing. 

“First, we need to make sure this pesky healing of yours doesn’t work,” he says as I scream, the wolfsbane burning its way through my body. He throws his head back and laughs maliciously, a sound which I’ve become used to. I know my pleading will do nothing, but I still try every time. Maybe, just maybe, this time he will leave me be. 

The way he looks at me sends shivers down my spine. I can feel the evil radiating from his body, see it behind those black, dead eyes. I swear I only glimpse a semblance of life behind them when he tortures me. 

Owen pulls me closer so his mouth is at my ear, sending another shiver through my body. He reaches out, grabs my broken wrist with his free hand, and squeezes. 

I try my best not to scream, but it just rips through my lungs while agonizing pain shoots through my wrist, and tears stream down my face. 

“Let me hear you beg, you worthless piece of crap,” he sneers in my ear. I can’t think straight. It will be better if he just kills me now. 

“P-Pl-” I can’t even finish the word as the pain becomes unbearable. 

He throws me to the ground, and I scream again as the pain in my side comes to make itself known. I gasp for air, to breathe through the pain, but it’s becoming difficult. I see black spots as my vision blurs, which isn’t good. Owen won’t be overly impressed if I pass out now. That will mean more punishment when I regain consciousness. Everything is hazy. I can’t hear him speak through the fog I’m trying to fight in my head.

“Get on your knees!” I barely hear his command.

I struggle to focus, pulling on the collar so I can just take a full breath. Owen fists a handful of my hair and yanks me onto my knees. 

With his free hand, he unbuckles his belt, his other hand still in my hair and holding me in place. 

“N-No, please, no, please-” I struggle against his hold.

“Owen!” The voice ringing out in the basement makes Owen stop. “What do you think you’re doing?!” 

Owen growls and lets go of my hair, and I fall to the ground. 

He fastens his belt, and the creepiest grin spreads on his lips when he turns around and greets Julia. “Luna Julia, I was just seeing to her injuries. She has a broken wrist, and this bite looks quite nasty.”

“I bet you were,” Julia sneers, the disgust evident in her voice. “Well, you can leave now. Abbygail needs to get cleaned up. We’re leaving in a few hours.”

I’ve never felt so grateful for Julia in my life. She just saved me from that creep and his disgusting “play time,” as he calls it. I don’t have the strength for this anymore. 

Owen unlocks the cell door and walks out of the basement past Julia, giving her a smirk. “See you in a few, little minx,” he says without looking at me.

Julia practically runs to my side when Owen’s footsteps die out, worry plastering her face. “Abby, come on. Let’s get you out of here,” she says, as she takes in my appearance. 

I get up slowly, with the help of Julia, and limp out of the basement towards the bathroom area. I don’t even want to look at myself in the mirror. “Where-” I wince as I ask Julia where we’re going. Don’t get me wrong, I’ll go anywhere so I don’t need to be in that basement. 

“Abby, please, don’t talk. Let’s get you cleaned up.” After a few seconds, she looks around to ensure someone isn’t eavesdropping and whispers, “It’s the Blood Moon Festival at the Lunar pack. We need to get you ready. Jace wants to take you with us this time. Who knows why, but I didn’t see the need to tick him off more.”

I nod in agreement and hobble alongside Julia. I have to stop a few times along the way, the pain unbearable for one, and I need to catch my breath.

“That bastard.” Julia fumes after I stop for the umpteenth time to catch my breath. I look at her, confused. We all know Jace is a bastard, but that isn’t new. It’s a redundant statement if you ask me. “He tightened the collar, didn’t he?”

I just nod, not having anything else to say since she already knows the answer.

“Don’t worry, I’ll fix it as soon as we get in the bathroom.”

Terror rips through me at the thought of Jace seeing my collar loosened. He will lose his mind, and then we both will get into trouble. “No, please-” I groan. “Just leave it. I don’t want to get you in trouble.”

“Abby, I can’t leave that thing around your neck so tight. Your lips are starting to turn blue. If I must, I’ll take my punishment, but this is enough.”

I turn to her, tears building in my eyes, squeezing her hand in thanks. 
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Taking in the image in the mirror in my room, I don’t even recognize myself anymore. My cheek is red and swollen. My busted lip is so sensitive that it bleeds whenever I make the slightest movement with my mouth. My wrist is broken, and at least three ribs, I think. 

My side looks like a deer trampled me. The bloody mark on my neck just below the collar looks like an inflamed mess. 

Julia has done an excellent job cleaning me up, but nothing will heal after being injected with wolfsbane. Luckily, the bruising on my face isn’t as bad as the other times. They can be really brutal if they want to be.

Julia wipes my wounds slowly and carefully, cleaning them; when she gets to the bite, she sighs, the sound so deep and remorseful, her eyes full of pity.

“I’m ruined, Julia. No wolf will want me now.” The tears are running freely as she keeps wiping the dried blood from my neck.

“Shhh, Abby, don’t say that...” Julia trails off, her own voice wobbling. She can’t even finish her sentence, knowing the chances of a wolf wanting a marked mate are slim.

I shake my head slowly, trying to rid myself of the memory. I don’t need pity; I need to get out of here, but the all-looming question arises again. It’s the one that breaks my spirit every time. How?

I look down at my wrist, now strapped in a wrist brace. This will be a problem when Jace wants me to wait on him and the pack. I’ll just have to manage; I can’t stand another beating. Julia has loosened the collar just a little, hoping I can breathe better and Jace will not notice.

I pull at it again, this thing is still so tight—but at least I can almost breathe now. I roll my eyes. Way to see the bright side, Abby.

Okay, enough staring at my broken and bruised body. I can’t put this off any longer. Grabbing my top from the bed, I pull it on with difficulty. Next, my pants; this action proved less demanding and not as painful. I take another glance at my reflection in the mirror. Let’s get this week over with.

Leaving the room, I hastily make my way to the front door to wait for Jace and the pack, like I was instructed just after Julia had finished cleaning me up.

Staring out of the open door, I wonder what the other packs are like. It’s the first time Jace is taking me out of the confinement of this Packhouse, and honestly, I’m a little excited.

I’m ripped from my thoughts when I hear Jace, Owen, and the rest of the pack approach. I lower my head and place my hands behind my back like I was taught. This action isn’t sitting well with my wrist, which is throbbing in protest. I grit my teeth and try to keep my composure.

“You better be sure that everything is packed and ready to go because, so help me, if you missed something again, there will be hell to pay!” Jace’s demanding voice booms through the halls.

“Yeah, pretty much. It looks like there’s one more plaything to pack,” Owen says as he stands in front of me now, his breath warm on my face, and I have to keep from flinching. 

He places his finger under my chin and forces my head up. My back goes rigid; he enjoys toying with me like this, and he gets a rise from the thought of punishing me when I fight to keep my eyes from meeting his.

But I keep my eyes lowered and stay as still as I can. 

“Come on, sweetheart, give us a little kiss,” he coaxes and drops his head to kiss me.

“Owen.” Jace snarls. “Back off, now.” Owen watches Jace for a few seconds and then drops his finger from my chin. A sigh of relief leaves my lips before I can stop it, and I cringe inwardly.

Jace pushes Owen out of the way and comes to stand in front of me, scowling. I just know he is because I’ve felt that scowl a million times. He hooks his finger in my shirt collar and plays with the fabric. 

“Tsk, Tsk. I don’t give you these so you can hide them, my little arma segreta,” he says, ripping my shirt in one swift movement, exposing the mark and the collar around my neck. “Everybody needs to see that you’re a slave who is marked.” Jace trails his fingers over the mark before turning and walking out of the Packhouse, saying over his shoulder, “Come on then, we have a festival to attend.” 
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​Chapter Five 
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​LAYLA 

––––––––
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Walking into the kitchen and noticing the buzzing of people getting the food and drinks ready makes me extremely happy. I found the event planner, who was freaking out over all my brother’s demands. I convinced him to get his act together and effectively avoid dealing with his Alpha, especially if said Alpha was under pressure. Next, I sat with the chef to review the week's menu and any other concerns he had.

I take out my phone and unlock it to text my overbearing brother. He really is a sour wolf. 

Ty, everything is sorted out with the caterer.  

The chef has all the details for the week's menu, and the food has been sorted for the rest of the packs.  You can chill now. 

It wasn’t even five seconds, and my phone pings. 

TY: Thanks 

Is that it? Really? Ugh, he drives me up the wall. I don’t think anything will ever soften that man’s heart. He’s too set in his ways. It got worse after our father died. Personally, I believe Tyler has never really dealt with the pain and loss. He looked up to our father and always hung on every word our father spoke.

He only retreated further into himself when he got older and the Alpha duties got more strenuous.

My phone rings, and I’m pulled back to reality. “Hello.”

“Lay,” Kayden says on the other end of the line.

“Hey, my love, how are things at the festival grounds?” 

“Everything is ready, eventually. How’s everything on your end?” Kayden asks, but something in his tone is off.

“What’s wrong, love?” I ask, concerned. 

“Tyler worries me. He told me to keep an eye open this week. He says he has a bad feeling.”

“Ugh.” I sigh. My brother is usually always right about things like this. Still, I hope it’s just his nerves and the fact that he’s overworked that makes him paranoid.

“I know,” Kayden says.

“Well, the best thing is to do as he says and keep your eyes open. Hopefully, nothing will happen, and he is just paranoid from a work overload,” I say, changing course and walking towards my brother’s office. “I’ll see what I can find out, see what is bugging him.”

“Thanks, Lay. Let me know.”

“Love you,” I say as I reach my brother’s office, knocking on the door.

“You too,” Kayden says before disconnecting the call.

Nothing. I knock again, this time a little harder. “WHAT?” Tyler bellows from behind the door.

Great, I was hoping (to no avail) that his temper and mood would improve when everything was going according to plan—but it clearly hasn’t.

I push open the door and see him sitting at his desk. His hair is messy, and papers are strewn about his desk. “Ty, what are you still doing in here?” I ask, exasperated.

He looks up at me as if I asked the dumbest question in the world. “What does it look like I’m doing?” he says—rather calmly, to my surprise.

“You’re supposed to get ready for the Alphas and their packs’ arrival. That’s what it should look like. You look like crap.” I cross my arms in front of my chest and tap my foot. He glances at my tapping foot and slowly up at me before returning to his work.

Ugh, I love my brother to death, but he knows how to rile me up. “Tyler!” I say, raising my voice somewhat. “You need to shower right now and get dressed for this stupid event.” 

Silence.

“Tyler, don’t make me drag you out of here.” 

He snorts and puts down his pen. “As if you can drag me out of here, or anywhere for that matter.”

“Don’t be snarky with me, Mr. Big Alpha man,” I say sarcastically. “Will you just go get ready?” 
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After about 45 minutes, Tyler returns to his office. He’s dressed to impress and looks less disheveled. The shower must have done him good, because the scowl on his face is gone, and overall, he looks much better. Even his mood has improved. 

Okay, maybe just a little, but nonetheless, it’s better than nothing. 

I really do have a handsome brother. He’s built like a brick wall, around six foot four, with dark blond hair, broad shoulders, and ripples of toned muscle. He has the most unusual eyes: one the deepest green and the other light blue, almost white. We don’t know why his eyes differ in color. Mom speculates that there must be a unique part of his hybrid nature that they thought died out along the lines, only to reappear in Tyler, since there are so many differences between her and him. 

Almost any woman who interacts with Tyler swoons at his feet. It’s funny watching them melt when he speaks, trying to get his attention by touching his arm or anything in that manner, and other times a little pathetic since he doesn’t pay any of them any mind, but hey, they can’t really help themselves. Most of them see the power he wields, drawing them in. Who wouldn’t want to be mated to the King of all Alphas? 

He loves clearing his mind by sparring with the warriors, which is good. Usually, he’s out there for four to five hours a day, but since he started planning for the festival, he doesn’t have the time, which adds to his frustration. 

I didn’t get the split gene; I'm a wolf through and through, with no sign of my mother’s vampire bloodline. I’m relieved I didn’t because I see what Tyler must deal with daily. I think that’s why he has such an extremely short temper. Maybe if he finds his mate one day, she will temper the beast within. 

“Are you even listening?” Tyler asks, irritation prominent. 

“Sorry,” I giggle. “Got lost in my own thoughts again. What did you say?” 

“I asked if you’ve heard from Kayden?” 

“Oh, yeah, he’s just about done with everything.”

“Okay, that’s a relief,” he huffs, and I can see relief rolling off him.

“Speaking of Kayden,” I say casually. Tyler eyes me, his brow raised, as he buttons up the last few buttons of his dress shirt. “He says you asked him to keep his eyes open this week. Is everything okay?” 
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