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  Warning!



The book you are about to read has been published in two separate editions; an explicit one, and a toned-down one for a more general audience. The one currently in your hands is the explicit version. It is the same story, but contains mature language and sexual content. If that’s not what you signed up for, now is your last chance to adjust accordingly. 




Trigger warnings include: Physical, mental, and sexual abuse (off page, but discussed), death of a loved one (off page), light violence & blood, coarse language, dubious consent, bondage, degradation, and sex. 




This is the second book of the Chosen series and contains spoilers for the first book, Safe With The Alpha Billionaire. This series is best enjoyed in order. 




A side note:

Do you happen to be reading a pirated copy of this book? I’m flattered you are so eager to read my work that you have chosen to break the law, but as an independent creator, this significantly hurts my business and my ability to publish more books in the future. Please be sure to leave an honest review on any platform. You obviously like this book enough to risk litigious action, so please spread the love! Next time, please try a library, breaking into your piggy bank, or borrowing a copy from a friend.







  Authors Note



You may have noticed that this book is quite a bit shorter than Safe with the Alpha Billionaire. That’s because it was never supposed to exist. Candy, however, was relentless and was begging for her story to be told. Eventually, I gave in and tried to appease her with a bonus chapter, which turned into a short story, which turned into a novella, which turned into a short novel. When you hear authors say that their characters take on a life of their own, we are not joking! That being said, this was never meant to be a sequel, and reads more like an extended epilogue or bonus content. It will not make sense if you have not read Safe With The Alpha Billionaire first. I hope you enjoy getting to know Candy as much as I did. She’s very excited to share her story with you. Enjoy!
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My whole body felt off. Everything hurt, but I somehow felt stronger. Only my muscles were sore, like I had done a year’s worth of workouts in one night. My normal bruises and lacerations weren’t bothering me like they usually were, but it wasn’t uncommon for Actaeon to let me heal so that the torture could start over fresh. How long had I been out? More importantly, would pretending to stay asleep put off whatever evil he had planned for me today? Tears pricked my eyes, and I had to force my body not to go rigid at the thought of all he’d already done to me. Would he ever get sick of me? Ever tire from the torture? There was a constant war inside me between death and hope. Death was a comfort, a tempting path that promised peace and rest. Hope was an asshole who wouldn’t let me forget that I loved my life right up until the moment Bryce abandoned me at that beach house. This wasn’t living, though. It could barely be considered surviving.  

The room was utterly silent, and I knew I was alone. Even though I had no way of knowing what was on the other side of my cell wall, I was somehow unshakably confident that there was no one. Perhaps my trauma was gifting me with a sixth sense, not that I wanted to be more aware of my surroundings. Quite the opposite, actually. However, I was almost too aware. All my senses felt sharp, and there were so many out of place smells and sounds. It was the smells that were grabbing my attention more than anything. My stomach was growling, clenching around nothingness as if I hadn’t eaten in weeks. My nose told me there was food close by. Maybe Actaeon took pity on me today and left some food out for me? Either that or he was letting me smell it, working up an appetite so that I would be willing to do anything, desperate for a scrap of food. 

Owing it to my body to at least check for nearby sustenance, I stretched, pausing when my skin rubbed against silk. I didn’t have silk sheets. My eyes shot open. The room was dark, but sunlight was peaking through the slits of the blinds, helping me see. I was in a king sized bed, and the bedroom was modern with white furniture. There were fresh flowers on the bedside table, and at the far end of the room, there was a plate of food on a small table near the window. The white room was accented with different shades of pink pillows and throw blankets. My breath stalled. This wasn’t my cell, but it wasn’t Actaeon’s room either. Where was I? Was this some sort of trick? The last thing I remembered was being thrown onto a table and sliced open. 

My skin pricked as I took in the room, breathing as shallowly as possible, hoping no one would realize I was awake. Not until I could figure this out. Was this my chance to escape? I’d never been left alone out of my cell before, but maybe Actaeon thought he had finally succeeded in making me a broken house pet. The way I was screaming and begging on that table, it wouldn’t be surprising. I took in the room again, slowly, looking for cameras and locks. Nothing. 

Freedom. 

The word caressed my soul and gripped my heart. Freedom was just outside this room, so close I could taste it. The door was too risky, but if that window was unlocked, I could be free. I started moving to the edge of the bed, but paused when nausea flooded through me and my muscles seized.  Who’s to say this wasn’t some kind of test to give Actaeon an excuse to hurt me again? He’d never be so stupid as to leave me unguarded like this.

“You don’t need to be scared, you’re safe here.”

Jumping, my head spun around, and I clutched the sheet to my chest. I was in pink silk pyjamas. Why so much silk?

“Who said that?” I called out into the dim room as my heart hammered.

“I did! I’m Zazz, your wolf.” A cheery voice explained. 

A shiver crawled over my skin, and my throat started to close. “Wolf?” Tears stung my eyes as I scanned the room. No, no more wolves. Trick or not, I needed to get out of here. Now.

“Shh, it’s okay. Hey, wait!”

Not waiting, I sprang up from the bed and ran to the door. No more wolves, no more games, no more punishments. I couldn’t live like this anymore. The hinges screeched in protest, bending out of shape as I ripped the door open, throwing me off balance and knocking me onto my ass. 

I screamed, and my blood turned cold. There, in the doorway, was a giant wolf. It was too dark to see any detail, but it had to be Actaeon. With tears in my eyes, I tried to kick the door closed, but he was already in the room. He snarled as the door crashed up against his snout, splintering around his face. I should have known better by now not to fight back. It only ever made things worse, but the small seed of hope I held close to my chest was stronger today. Blooming with an inner strength I didn’t know I had. Just because Bryce wasn’t going to save me didn’t mean I couldn’t save myself. Using the distraction, I scrambled back and grabbed a vase off a nightstand. The glass was surprisingly light. When his eyes focused back on me, I hurled it at him, missing and leaving a dent in the wall. Glass shattered everywhere, and I cursed myself for making my exit harder with my bare feet.

“Stop it! You’ll hurt him!” Zazz exclaimed. I picked up the nightstand, also lighter than I expected, and held it between me and the wolf as I scanned the room again.

“Go away! Both of you!”

Actaeon’s eyes locked in on me, and he prowled forward.

“No!” I screamed and hurled the wood. He dodged out of the way as I grabbed every small item off the dresser and started throwing them, leaving little dents in the floor and walls. Lotion, perfume, and a box of tissues flew across the room. “I’m not going to be your stupid pet any longer!”

The wolf cocked its head, pausing its stride. He looked shocked. Appalled, even, if a wolf could express such an emotion. I screamed again as a terrible cracking sound filled the room, and the wolf in front of me morphed into a man. He was bigger than Actaeon, stronger too by the looks of it. The man was a boulder. His chest and shoulders were broad, and arms of iron flexed as he looked me over. His torso was thick and muscle clad, and his legs were practically tree trunks. He was also completely naked. 

No, no, no. One wolf was enough. Now what? He wanted to share me? He was too busy to torture me all day, so he needed to share the load?

“Who are you? Where’s Actaeon?” I snapped as my hands shook around a box of cotton balls.

“Dead.” The man said in a deep voice. His body was stiff, and his face held a permanent scowl. Anger radiated off of him like heat waves off hot pavement. Actaeon was never angry. Delusional, and manic, but never angry. I wasn’t sure which was more terrifying. My blood turned to ice. Had he killed him? Was I next? Or was I a war prize? Passed on to be this man’s slave now that Actaeon was gone? I was pulled from my thoughts as he stepped forward.

“Help!” I shrieked, grabbing the plate of food and throwing it as I tried to run for the door. He stepped to block me, and I skidded to a halt, looking for another weapon. I was running out of furniture. Grabbing a small bench, I held it up like a lion tamer. Three people ran in, all stopping in a fighting stance as they surveyed the room.

“Help! Wolf!” I gasped, pointing a shaking finger at the large man, not caring how crazy I sounded. The arrival of the three slender, clothed people only magnified the contrast between them and the enormous naked wolf man. He was completely unshaken, as if being naked and on display was the most normal thing in the world.

The smallest of the newcomers lowered her hands and breathed a sigh of relief. Rolling her eyes she said,

“We’re all wolves. I thought this was an emergency.”

I blinked back tears. They were all wolves?! How many were there? I had always thought Actaeon was an anomaly, a single, solitary monster.

“Not helping Lisa.” The tall male newcomer said. They all relaxed their stance.

“Hello Candy,” A slender woman…no wolf said. “My name is,”

“No!” I screamed, backing away. “I won’t do it. I’m not doing this anymore. Leave me alone!”

“Candy, they are here to help you. We all are.” Zazz coaxed. My head spun around, looking all over the room for her, even the ceiling. Where the heck was she?

“I said go away, all of you!”

“Candy,” The woman started again, but I threw the bench at them and ran to the small door off to the side, slamming it shut. The wall cracked at the impact, and I locked it with fumbling fingers. There was growling on the other side of the door, but no one tried to get in. I took in the large bathroom, disappointed that there was no window. Grabbing a can of hairspray, I locked my eyes on the door, panting, ready to spray it in the eyes of whoever walked in first. There had to be a way out of here. I couldn’t continue to live like this. Wolves were monsters. I had been beaten and tortured for no reason, forced into submission, humiliated and degraded, but no more. If they thought I would bend to their will, they would have to kill me first. Death was better than continuing to live as a slave to these monsters. It was either death, or freedom. A fact I made peace with as I kept my eyes locked on the door, waiting for fate to decide. 
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Alpha Adam, Luna Grace, Lisa, and I stared at the bathroom door. What the everloving hell was that?! When Candy finally woke up, I felt it. Feeling her more than before was a pleasant shock, and I was kicking myself for not being there. I spent the majority of my time in that room, waiting for my mate to wake up. She had been asleep for so long, I had started to worry. Started to lose hope. So the relief I felt when she woke was indescribable.

My wolf Axle and I had torn up the floor, we were running so fast. We were so eager, so excited, so happy. Then she looked at me like I was a monster, and I could hardly breathe. 

I wasn’t good enough for her. I wasn’t what she needed. I’d started a mate bond she didn’t want, and ruined her chances of a better life had someone else marked her. A better wolf than me. Past demons of inadequacy and failure reared their ugly heads, and I forced anger to replace the heartbreak. It was easy to do when she revealed she thought I was Actaeon, the true monster. How I found her, so broken and close to death, he had done that, and she thought I was capable and willing to do the same. It made me sick, and I used that to retreat deep into myself. Anger had always been my friend. Anger could be controlled. Anger didn’t send shards of pain through my heart with every breath. Anger was fuel, and I could use that to be productive. To do something. Anything other than thinking of the possibility of being rejected. 

Candy’s distress was pulsing through the bond and I had an overwhelming desire to fix it, even through the anger that it was there in the first place. Adam stopped me as I stepped forward.

“Leave her be, Rowan.” He said through the link. My hands balled into fists. She was my mate, and she wasn’t okay. I needed to fix it. Grace gently touched my shoulder.

“Rowan,” She mind linked. “Are you alright?”

“Alright?!” I shook her off, continuing to speak through the link so Candy wouldn’t hear and get even more freaked out. “Of course I’m not alright. What the fuck was that? Mates aren’t supposed to be terrified of each other. She’s supposed to feel safe around me!”

“We did barge into her room unannounced, and the only word we said to her was ‘Dead’. Even I can see how that’s not exactly reassuring.” Axle mumbled sheepishly. 

“She’s been through a lot.” Adam sighed. “Considering what we know of what happened to her, her reaction wasn’t unreasonable.”

“Unreasonable?!” I roared out loud. “She thought Axle and I were Actaeon!” At my outburst, we all turned to the door where Candy’s heart rate spiked. 

Adam shot both me and the door a look of sympathy. “Let’s talk outside and give the girl some space.” He suggested, well, ordered. Reluctantly, I followed everyone out into the hall. I wanted to be close to her. To comfort her and try to show her it was worth it to give me a chance. Even though I was my own kind of monster, I would never treat her like Actaeon did. 

Her door wouldn’t close properly after the way she slammed it in Axle’s face. Our mate was strong. It would have been a good thing, except she had no one to teach her how to harness her new strength, and she might end up hurting herself. Adam jerked his chin to her door.

“Lisa, get someone on this right away. I want her room cleaned and food sent up.”

“On it!” She nodded and jogged down the hall for help and supplies.

“You think she’ll come out of the bathroom?” I asked doubtfully, still feeling the full brunt of her fear down the bond. 

He shrugged. “She thinks she’s a prisoner, and prisoners always try to escape.”

Axle growled. She wasn’t a prisoner, but she was ours and wasn’t leaving this house on her own without protection.

“I’ll talk to her once she’s calmed down.” Grace said smoothly.

“Don’t you think that’s a job for her mate?” I snarled back. Adam shot me a warning glance, but Grace brushed past the threat of my tone.

“We all saw what kind of injuries she had. She’ll feel more at ease around a woman. If you go in there, she’ll be so scared she won’t hear a word that comes out of your mouth. She needs context for what’s going on if we want any hope of her adjusting.

“What about her wolf?” Adam asked.

Grace shook her head sadly. “Poor thing was terrified of the voice in her head. I don’t think her wolf will want to put her through more stress.”

I nodded in agreement. “Her name is Zazz. Axle says that she’s decided not to speak until spoken to.” At least we had that going for us. Axle and Zazz could speak to each other now that she was awake. Not sure how much that would help, given that Candy wasn’t talking to Zazz. 

“Did she have anything else to say?” Adam asked hopefully. “Any insight that might help her adjust?”

“Nothing we don’t already know.” I growled. If Actaeon wasn’t already dead, I would have killed him with my bare hands, Avaduhurra or not.

“Then it’s settled.” He gave a firm nod. “Grace will speak with the girl.” I opened my mouth to argue, but Adam spoke right over me. “Until then, you need a distraction. We have the reports of the last rogue attack from the Forest Moon pack, and I want you to go through them with a fine tooth comb. If there’s a pattern in these attacks, I want to know about it.”

“Yes, Alpha.” I grumbled. Lisa came back down the hall with a broom and three Omagas and disappeared into Candy’s room. I would have done anything to be on clean up duty right now just to be close to her. Adam, seemingly reading my thoughts, put his hand on my shoulder. 

“Just give her some time.”

“She’s been here a week.” I argued. Maybe I was hoping for too much, but with all the time I spent at her side, I thought my closeness would help her transition. That she would know my voice, like babies respond to their parents after they’re born.

“And she’s been conscious for ten minutes. Time. Now, I want those reports on my desk by the end of the day.”

Ten minutes and I had already managed to fuck up being a mate. I should have known better. I was only made for one thing: to destroy, and my mate seemed to know it. It was too late to change anything now. She was stuck with a monster. What had I done?
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It was hours before I opened the bathroom door again. There had been people, no wolves, in the room for a while, but it had been silent for a long time. Stepping back into the room, it was almost exactly as it had been when I woke up. Fresh flowers in a new vase, new unbroken furniture, and a plate of food on the table.

My stomach rumbled, but I ignored it. It wasn’t worth the risk of being drugged. I had learned that the hard way. Slowly, I crept to the window and sighed in disappointment. It did open, but I was several floors up. Jumping would, at best, break my leg, which, considering the whole point of jumping was to run away, seemed counterproductive. At worst, it would probably kill me. As determined as I was to never live like a slave again, the second option made me uneasy. I wanted to live again. I wanted to go on my morning jogs, dress up for parties, and maybe start a business. Not die a pathetic captive. 

Desperate to cling to some hope of escaping, I scanned the area. It was dusk, and the sun was setting over a forest. Would I be able to lose myself in the trees? How far until I came across a road where a passing traveller could find me? Before I could think about it for too long, there was a knock on the door and I jumped, spinning on the spot.

“Candy,” The voice of the tall woman floated through the door. “My name is Grace, and I am the woman of the household. I’m sure you have many questions, and so do I. I am willing to answer yours if you will answer mine. May I come in?”

My throat started to close again and I took as deep a breath as I could, trying to calm down. She had questions? About what? I couldn’t remember anything since Actaeon had me on that table in his tower, and now he was dead. 

Hope trickled in. If she thought I had valuable information, maybe I could use that as leverage to escape before she found out I didn’t know anything. If I wanted to escape, I needed more information. If I wanted information, I needed to talk with one of the wolves. The thought had my heart hammering, but this was not the time to panic. Freedom or death. Staying trapped in the room was not an option. At least it was one of the women and not the mountain. I stood a better chance if I had to fight my way out. After grabbing the knife off the dinner plate and sliding it up my sleeve, I hesitantly crept towards the door.

I opened it a crack and scanned the hall. The woman was alone, standing tall with her shoulders back. She would have looked stiff if not for the kindness in her eyes. Was it an act? Of course it was an act. Wolves weren’t kind. Stepping back, I opened the door fully. She gave me a nod of thanks as she walked in. Her eyes did a quick scan of the room, landing on my untouched plate of food.

“I’m not here to hurt you.” She said with a small smile. Her voice was smooth and calming. “That knife can’t feel comfortable shoved against your arm like that.”

Huffing out an exasperated sigh, I let it slide out of my sleeve, but held it firm in my hand.

“You had questions?” I asked through clenched teeth. 

She hummed in answer and glided over to my plate of food. Gesturing to a nearby chair she said, “There’s no need to rush the conversation, have a seat.” 

I remained where I was as she casually took one bite of everything on my plate before washing it down with my water. She sat, looking at me expectantly. So the food wasn’t drugged. Noted. 

Slowly, I joined her at the small table. I didn’t like being this close to her and held my knife tighter. 

“Given the circumstances, I think it’s fair you go first.” She was so calm, nothing like Actaeon and his minions. She clearly had authority. What did she say? She was the lady of the household? What did that even mean? It didn’t matter. I wasn’t going to waste a question on a personal curiosity.

“Where am I?”

“You are in a small forest we call Silver Stream.” She paused in thought. “About a three hour drive west from Actaeon’s old compound.”

“And where was that?” I snapped before I could think it through.

“The closest landmark I can think of would be the Mountain Range airport. Do you know it?”

My stomach dropped at the mention of the airport. Bryce said we’d never make it in time, but we were close. Asshole. 

“Yes.” I croaked out.

“Anything else?” She asked politely. So many questions flooded my brain, it was hard to reach in and grab one from the spinning tornado of thoughts.

“What do you want with me?”

She gave a knowing smile, as if she expected this to be my question.

“To help.” She said vaguely.

“Help me what?” The only thing I needed help with was leaving, but something told me that was off the table. 

“In short, start over. I’m not sure how much you’ve been told, but when Actaeon took you, you were reported dead. You don’t exist anymore as far as the humans are concerned.”

My stomach turned. Everyone thought I was dead? No one was even looking for me. My heart clenched as I thought about my family, grieving for a lost daughter who was very much alive. We weren’t a close family, but I missed them and knew they missed me, in their own way. 

“That can easily be changed.” I explained. “My father, he’s an important man. He’ll pay a lot to see me home safely.”

“I’m sure he would, but you are not a hostage.”

“Then let me go.” My voice was surprisingly firm, not trembling like I thought it would.

She gave a sad smile. “It’s slightly more complicated than that. You know about wolves, Candy. A secret that’s been kept away from humans since the beginning of time. We can’t risk having you expose that secret.”

“I won’t tell!” I blurted out on instinct. Honestly, I didn’t know if I would or not. No one would believe me except Bryce, and he would probably send me right back if he knew I was free and could incriminate him. 

Her eyes scanned over me in a way that felt like she could see into my soul. “Maybe. Time will tell, but there’s another reason you are here.”

When she didn’t continue, I raised my eyebrow. “Which is?” 

Grace shifted uncomfortably. It was the first time she broke her calm facade, and I swallowed hard, knowing I wasn’t going to like what came next. 

“When we found you, you were so close to death that there was only one way to save you.”

My heart clenched as I remembered Actaeon draining my blood. So much blood. “How?” I asked, voice shaking slightly at the memory. 

“The man in your room this morning, his name is Rowan. He’s the one who saved you.”

I blinked. That monster saved me? “Why?”

She shrugged, looking more confident again. “You’d have to ask him. I’m only here to tell you how, which is, he marked you.”

“Marked me?” Something in my gut stirred.

“Yes.” Her eyes became wistful for a moment. “Instead of marriage, like humans practice, we simply claim what’s ours. In doing so, you were joined to him and his strength.”

“I’m sorry, joined?” My mouth went dry and my gut lurched in response to her words, like it was trying to join to something unseen.

“There’s no easy way to say this Candy, but you’re a wolf now. I’m sorry, but it was the only way.”

Tears burned my eyes. I was one of these monsters? No!

“What? No, I…” My words died in my mouth. A wolf? This wasn’t happening. This wasn’t possible. Being Actaeon’s captive was already a horror story without the supernatural lore. 

“We don’t live much differently than humans.” She said encouragingly. “In fact, we live among them completely unknown, but there is still a steep learning curve. Without guidance, you might hurt yourself or others.”

“I won’t hurt anyone! I’m not one of you, I’m normal, I’m just a girl.”

“Not to mention you are now joined to Rowan for life.” She breezed past my argument. “Again, you are not a prisoner, but once you’re ready to leave, if you want to leave, you and Rowan will have to settle on the details yourselves.”

“I’m ready now! And I don’t need to run it past that monster if I want to leave! You can’t keep me here!” I stood abruptly, my chair scraping on the floor. Grace stared pointedly, but I chose not to acknowledge that it had been flung to the opposite side of the room, leaving a dent in the wall. 

“Actaeon is dead because he exposed our kind to humans. Without proper training, you may do this by mistake. If you leave now, death will likely catch up with you before freedom does.”

Blinking back tears, I stepped back. “So what? I’m just supposed to stay here forever?! I have friends! Family!”

“Who have already grieved their loss.” She stated before standing and walking to the door. “You may go anywhere within the house. Anything beyond that, and Rowan will escort you. You are his responsibility.” She paused, then added, “He will not hurt you. No one here will. Actaeon’s death was celebrated by many. He was not a proper representation of how wolfkind operates.”

“Wait, this is ridiculous. I’m not a wolf! I won’t tell!” but Grace was gone. 

I was still a prisoner, no matter what she said. I was trapped here, with wolves. More than that, they had somehow married me off to one while I was unconscious. That had to be illegal. Tears burned my eyes. There was no law to help me now. I was on my own. Was I alone? I scanned the room for Zazz. I still couldn’t see her anywhere, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t here. She had probably been sent to watch me. She said she was my wolf, but who knew what that meant? Was she ordered to guard me? I wouldn’t be surprised if my room had hidden cameras and microphones, with speakers for her to use. Surveillance for the temperamental new wolf. 

I wasn’t one. It was impossible. Grace was wrong. My eyes caught the wet paint where I had thrown feather light furniture, denting a solid wall. No. I was a girl, not a wolf. Not a wolf. Not a wolf.













