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CHAPTER 1


          

        

      

    

    
      Who are you? Where are you from? Do you have a family waiting on you?

      She sighed as she stared at herself in the mirror. It was her face, so why didn’t she remember herself? She leaned closer and looked at the same features she’d been staring at for the last five years and asking the same damn question.

      Who am I?

      Her bronze skin was flawless, and her long, thick black hair reached mid-back. A single mole directly above the right side of her lip. Light-brown eyes that could almost be considered hazel when the light hit her in the perfect angle. She was a little less than average in the height department, topping out at five-feet-two inches tall and blessed with curves.

      For a wolf shifter, she was shorter than most of the female shifter population and wasn’t as muscular as them either. No, Brianna was a curvy wolf who didn’t care she was different. She was proud of her hips and would fight anyone who said her body was anything but perfect.

      “Hi, I’m Brianna Wolfe.” She smiled to herself in the mirror, but it sounded forced to her own ears. Well, it would. Her name had been chosen out of a baby catalogue while she had sat on a hospital bed.

      Because that’s not who you are, a voice whispered in the back of her mind.

      Her wolf.

      “Well then, tell me who I am,” she urged to her wolf. She gripped the counter tight as she stared at herself as if willing her memories to come forth.

      Silence.

      “Of course. Silence. Because you don’t know either,” she muttered, walking out of her bathroom and into her bedroom.

      Five years ago, Brianna woke from a coma in a strange town, amongst foreign people, and no one knew who she was or where she’d come from. It was told that she was found wandering down the main road of Wesson, California, disheveled, bruised, and bloodied before falling unconscious.

      She had no memories of anything. Once she woke in the hospital, everyone had assumed that due to her shifter genes, she would recover her memory.

      But nothing.

      A week later, she still couldn’t remember anything. Her cuts and bruises had healed rapidly, but her brain, not so much.

      She remembered feeling fear like she had never known. What would happen to her? But then, the gods above saw fit to send her two guardian angels in the form of Martin and Kim Burton.

      They were a middle-aged shifter couple who volunteered at the local hospital. They visited Brianna, and she fell in love with them as foster parents, and they loved her as a daughter. They’d never had children and in their free time volunteered at the children’s hospital, but something had brought them over to the brain trauma unit.

      They’d taken Brianna into their home, helped her choose a name, and got her on her feet in the new town. Her debt to them could never be repaid. It was the Burtons who’d introduced her to their local pack’s alpha, Dreven Emerson. The Prime Delta opened their arms to her and welcomed her into their community.

      She should be happy with her life, but something was missing. Something she figured was waiting for her back wherever she was from.

      She glanced down at her watch and scrambled to find her work clothes. She had to be at work in less than an hour.

      Because of her memory loss, she wasn’t quite sure what she was qualified to do. She’d found a job at the local veterinarian’s office as the receptionist in order to support herself. She rushed around her room, grabbing her scrubs and threw them on.

      “Crap!” she exclaimed, running into the living room, grabbing her purse and keys, and heading out of her house. She rented a small home on the edge of the pack’s property. She didn’t own a car, and her job was within walking distance.

      She glanced up at the clear blue sky and smiled at the sun. It was a warm day out and was perfect for her twenty-minute walk.

      “Need a lift?” a deep voice called out.

      She turned, shielding her eyes, finding an oversized pickup truck paused in the middle of the street.

      “Good morning, Alpha.” She smiled, slowing down her stride.

      Dreven, the alpha, slowed and cruised his truck along with her as she kept walking.

      “Come on, Bri. You don’t have to walk,” he said. “It will be a five-minute ride.”

      The warm sun did feel good on her skin. She glanced back over at him and knew his ultimate goal of getting her in the car with him.

      He wanted her to mate with him.

      Were they destined mates?

      Nope.

      What he was offering was a mating of convenience.

      “You told me that you would give me some time to think about it.” Her eyes met his.

      He smirked at her comment.

      “Bri, I’m offering a ride. I’m going past your job anyway,” he said with a laugh. “No need to walk, and I can get you there a few minutes early.”

      “Okay.” She sighed, jogging to the other side of his large pickup truck and hopped in. She buckled her seat belt once she was settled in.

      He pulled off and drove. They sat in silence for a while. She took the opportunity to peek over at him.

      He seemed like a nice alpha. He was easy on the eyes and had always been polite to her. The pack adored him, and she was sure he would make a great mate to some female. But why would he want to mate with her?

      “What’s on your mind, Bri?”

      She jumped at Dreven’s deep voice. His attention was on the road, but he must have sensed she was studying him.

      “I’m still not understanding why you would want to mate with me. I’m the broken little wolf in the pack. I don’t even know who I am.” She shook her head and turned to stare out the window.

      “You may not remember who you are, but your wolf is powerful. I need a good female to help me lead the pack and to help produce strong heirs.”

      She blushed at the mention of heirs. She didn’t think she was a virgin, but she hadn’t had sex with anyone since waking up in the hospital. And here was the alpha talking about having heirs as if they were just talking about the weather.

      “But what about waiting for your fated mate?” she asked, glancing back at him. What would happen if she did say yes, then one day his true mate came to him?

      He sighed at her words. She could see the strain appear on his face as he guided the truck.

      “As old as I am, I don’t really see that happening. We already know it’s none of the females in our pack or the neighboring packs in the whole damn state. That’s why I’m willing to find someone the human side of me would be happy to settle down with and raise a family.

      So he’d be willing to settle with the next best thing.

      Bri didn’t think that she would be happy with just being someone’s second best. She knew love could blossom later, but what if it didn’t?

      She gazed out the window and watched the scenery fly past. She wanted to know who she truly was, and something deep down inside her knew that staying here wouldn’t help. She had a stark need to find out who she truly was. Her wolf was demanding that they leave.

      But to go where?

      The truck slowed to a halt, and she saw they were in front of her veterinary office. Dreven stepped out of the truck and walked to her side and opened her door.

      “Can you promise me you will think about it?” he asked, his keen eyes searching hers.

      She nodded and placed her hand in his as he helped her down.

      “Thanks for the lift,” she said, forcing a smile.

      “Anytime, Bri,” he murmured.

      She turned and walked toward the entrance.

      She wasn’t sure she could commit to anyone she wasn’t destined for. Her wolf scratched at the inside of her belly and whined.

      He’s out there, a voice whispered in the back of her mind.

      She paused inside the door at the thought.

      Was someone out there for her? Was a family out there searching for her?

      She pushed forward so she could start her shift. Maybe if she turned herself over to her wolf, she would know how to find where she came from.
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        * * *

      

      Bri just could not get a good night’s rest. For the past week, she had been having dreams that led her to believe she had a family out there. Someone was missing her. Faces of people she didn’t know appeared in her dreams. She woke every morning with tears streaming down her face at the heavy feeling in her heart.

      There was one face that stood out to her. Whenever she dreamed of him, she woke fully aroused and sexually frustrated.

      Last night’s dream had been one that was sexually charged. It was so detailed she couldn’t tell if it had been just a dream or a memory replaying itself as she slept. Was her subconscious messing with her or were these memories coming forth?

      Tonight was the pack’s monthly run under the full moon. She would speak to Dreven tonight about needing to go off and search for her real family. She arrived at the edge of the pack’s land and could make out all of the people who made up her pack. They had taken her underneath their wings and opened their arms to her.

      Deep down, she knew she didn’t belong here. She had made her decision that she wanted to go off and see if she could find her family. If she did not find them, then she would come back to Wesson and agree to be Dreven’s mate.

      She spotted Dreven off to the side speaking with Martin and Kim.

      Perfect.

      She could talk to the three of them at the same time. She hurried over to them.

      Kim turned to her with a wide grin. She immediately opened her arms to Bri who went into them. She returned her foster mother’s hug before pulling back.

      “Hello,” she murmured shyly. She looked around and tucked her hair behind her ear.

      “Evening, Bri.” Martin chuckled. His eyes twinkled as he glanced between Dreven and Bri.

      She knew he thought of her as a daughter and wanted her to mate with the alpha.

      “What’s the matter, Bri?” Dreven asked, his eyes narrowed on her.

      Of course the alpha would pick up on the tension in her body. She blew out a deep breath and looked at them all. Concern appeared on Martin’s and Kim’s faces while they waited for her to speak.

      “I think I want to try to find my family,” she blurted out. She didn’t give them time to react but continued. “My wolf is unsettled. I know there is someone out there missing me. I can feel it here.” She thumped her fist over her heart.

      She glanced at them, pleading with them with her eyes. She didn’t want to insult Martin and Kim. They had done so much for her, but her wolf would not rest until they went off and searched.

      “Oh, Bri.” Kim tugged her to her again in a tight hug.

      “What do you have in mind?” Dreven asked quietly.

      She could see in his eyes he was curious as to her plan.

      “Dreven, I know you have been waiting on an answer about mating. I am honored. I truly am, but I feel that this is something I need to do. I need to see if there is someone who is waiting on me at home. What if my parents have been out looking for me? What if I have a family already? A mate, pups? This is something that I have to do.”

      Martin and Kim nodded. Martin pulled Kim to his side while they listened to her. She knew they would support her on anything she chose to do.

      But she couldn’t just leave the pack and go off on a wild goose chase without getting permission from the alpha. She turned her eyes back to Dreven as he studied her.

      “And if there are no mate or pups waiting on you?” he asked quietly.

      “If there are no mate or cubs, then I will return to Wesson and I will mate with you.”
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      Two months later…

      Gavin leaned against the house as he stared off into the crowd of people and sighed. His parents were trying to get him mated off.

      This wasn’t right.

      His fated mate was out there somewhere. He had a deep feeling in the pit of his stomach that she wasn’t dead. He refused to believe she was. His wolf could feel her. But it had been five long years since Damara’s disappearance.

      As the new alpha of the Golden Moon Pack, it was his responsibility to find a mate and produce strong heirs to carry on his legacy. His father, Harold Greene, had just stepped down as alpha, citing it was time for the new generation to lead.

      The throng of people were having a good time around the large fire pit. His mother hadn’t spared any expense for this event. They had invited packs from all around for this gathering in hopes Gavin would meet a nice young female wolf to settle down with.

      “Gavin, why are you hanging out over here? This party was put together in your honor.” His mother, Loretta, came to stand next to him.

      She was a tall woman in her late fifties, with creamy caramel skin. Her dark hair, sprinkled with some gray throughout, was pinned to the back of her head in a sophisticated bun. He could feel she was concerned about him. His parents couldn’t truly understand what it felt like to have their mate ripped from their life. He prayed no one would ever have to go through that feeling.

      “It’s hard, Mother,” he admitted. He stood tall and slid his hands into his jeans pockets as he watched a group of women laugh at the expense of a couple of his enforcers. He knew his men were trying to take advantage of the influx of women this weekend.

      It was a wolf’s nature to search for their mate. Once they found the other half of their soul, they felt complete and would grow old with the love of their life. He wouldn’t be mad at any of his men if they did find they special someone. He would actually be envious of them if their true mates were here tonight.

      “I know you miss Damara, but she’s gone, Gavin. I’m sure she wouldn’t want you moping around and not living your life.” His mother’s strong hand patted his arm.

      He glanced at her and offered a small smile, choosing not to argue with her.

      “I’ll be okay,” he assured her.

      She nodded before walking toward the party.

      He glanced up and looked at the moon. He could feel the pull to shift. His animal was itching to break free. He wondered if Damara, wherever she may be, was able to look up at the moon tonight. Were they staring at the same one, feeling a need to shift? Tomorrow was the full moon. Shifters were their strongest around a full moon.

      He had met Damara when they were both fresh out of college. From the moment their eyes had locked, he’d known she would be the one for him. She was the missing puzzle piece to his soul. They had been at a party much like this one and instantly fell for each other. She was from one town over, and they’d taken their time in getting to know each other. They had promised their parents they would plan their mating ceremony when she returned from her trip.

      But she had never made it home.

      Five years ago, her and a few friends from college were getting together for a reunion of sorts. A girls’ week away. They had planned to go to Hawaii, but their plane never made it to Hawaii. It never made it to California. The wreckage was found in the hills of Nye County, Nevada. The small plane had incinerated, killing all those who’d been aboard. He had lost his heart that night. His future mate had been taken from him forever.

      Even though they had never finished the mating, his animal was still connected to her. That was how he knew she wasn’t dead. She was somewhere out there. He just prayed she would be able to find her way back to him.

      “Gavin!”

      He glanced up and found his beta, Spencer, and his enforcer, Solon. He waved them over to him. His wolf instantly perked up at the serious look on both of their faces.

      He stalked toward them, ignoring the party.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked, instantly on alert.

      “We’re not sure, but we’ve detected an unfamiliar wolf on the outskirts of the property.”

      “Rogue?” Gavin asked, narrowing his eyes on Spencer.

      They had been best friends since they were pups, and he hadn’t thought twice about naming Spencer as his second-in-command. He knew Spencer loved the Golden Moon pack as much as he did.

      “Don’t think so. This one is female.” Spencer shook his head.

      “It could probably just be someone from the party who shifted. Tomorrow is the full moon,” Solon said.

      Gavin agreed with Solon and relaxed a little. It was probably someone shifting, unable to control their animal around the power of the moon. A female unable to control their animal was not a person he would ever consider mating with. He glanced around at the party and grimaced.

      “You need to mingle.” Spencer chuckled, seeing his face.

      “Have you been talking with my mother?” he asked, shaking his head.

      “Nope, but the women are dying to meet you.” Spencer laughed, slapping him on his back. “We’ll go find the wayward wolf and make sure everything is okay. Go ahead and make your rounds, Alpha. Be cordial to our neighbors and allies.”

      Gavin released a grumble. He moved away from his beta and enforcer as they laughed at his pain. He was pretty certain he could punish them for insubordination. They should be on his side and supporting him.

      He knew that finding a good woman to settle down with would be the best for the pack. He would do it because the pack was his top priority as alpha. Sometimes an alpha had to be willing to sacrifice for his pack, and he would without question.

      He sighed and put on a false smile as he approached a group of people.

      A mating of convenience would benefit the pack.

      He needed heirs.

      He needed to think of the future of his people.

      No matter what his heart was telling him.

      The pack needed him to find a mate.
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        * * *

      

      “So do you have a favorite color?” the female in front of him asked.

      Favorite color?

      What were they, in grade school?

      “Um, no. I don’t think I do,” he replied, scratching the back of his head.

      “Everyone has a favorite color. They say that a person’s color will tell so much about your personality.” She laughed.

      He cringed on the inside. Her laugh reminded him of nails on a chalkboard. His wolf yawned.

      If he couldn’t have his fated mate, he would at least like a mate who could keep his wolf’s attention. They both had to agree on someone. He couldn’t have a mate who his wolf would want to attack every time they shifted.

      “Is that so?” he murmured, looking around the party. “Excuse me.” He didn’t even wait for her to reply as he left her.

      He hurried away from that one. He ambled over to one of the coolers that offered ice-cold beers. He would need to have some liquid relaxer to help him get through the rest of the night. He snagged a long- necked bottle and popped the cap off. He took a hefty swig of the perfectly chilled beer.

      The caterers his mother hired had grilled out. There would be food for days to accommodate the crowd. He glanced down at his watch and saw that it was only a little after eight p.m. He sighed. The party was to end at eleven. He quickly downed his beer and grabbed another one.

      He slowly walked around until he found Spencer and headed toward his beta.

      “Any word on the wolf?” he asked.

      “Not yet. Solon and Kent went to look into it. They couldn’t find her.”

      “It’s probably one of the women who came with one of the other packs.” He sipped on his beer. Shifter’s metabolism burned through alcohol. It would take a lot to get him drunk. As an alpha, his powers were strong, and a few beers wouldn’t even cause him to blink.

      “Tomorrow before the pack run, I want to meet with all the enforcers,” Gavin announced.

      “No problem. I can gather everyone together. Around what time?” Spencer asked, his gaze wandering to a few women who walked by them smiling. He tipped his beer to them.

      Gavin rolled his eyes at Spencer.

      “Let’s get together around six— ” He was cut off by a deep howl of a wolf somewhere off in the woods. He heart slammed into his chest at the pain buried deep into the howl. It was as if the wolf had lost a loved one.

      He knew that howl.

      The beer slipped from his fingers as he waited to see if the wolf would howl again.

      “That must be that wolf— Gavin, are you okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Spencer said, staring at him, but Gavin was too busy waiting on the wolf.

      “Howl for me again,” he whispered, his attention locked on the edge of the woods. His heart was beating at a rapid pace. He started walking toward the trees.

      The wolf howled again, and his legs pumping faster, away from the party.

      “You recognize that wolf?” Spencer asked, falling in line next to him.

      He could feel his enforcers converge on them as they made their way to the forest. He knew they weren’t sure what was going on, but if their alpha took off into the woods, he knew they would be right behind him to protect the land against any danger.

      “It’s her,” he gasped, stopping to tear his clothes off. His beast let loose a howl, clawing to get out. He released himself to the change, feeling the burn of his canines breaking through his gums. He fell to the ground on all fours as his gray fur burst forth.

      “Who?”

      “Damara,” he growled before his body completed the change from man to wolf.

      His enforcers around him were all shifting to join their alpha. He blinked and looked around, finding they were all now in their wolf form waiting on his order. His keen eyes took in his surroundings using his wolf’s vision. The woods were dark, but it didn’t bother a pack of wolves on the hunt.

      Shifters were much larger than their wild counterparts. One could always tell the difference between a shifter and a non-shifter.

      He threw back his head and let loose a powerful howl filled with his alpha power. The other wolves around stumbled as the force shook the ground and hit them.

      His woman was near.

      She had come back to him.

      He wanted her to know where he was.

      That he had waited for her.

      Nothing would keep them apart.

      Not even death.

      He took off in the direction the howl was last heard. His pack was right behind him, following his lead. His wolf pushed ahead, needed to find her.

      “Anything?” Spencer asked through the mental link they shared.

      “I lost her,” he answered, panicking that he might not be able to find her.

      He slowed to a halt and tried to figure out which way to go. The wolf hadn’t howled in a while, and he was becoming frustrated. He turned his head and used his hearing to see if he could pick up a clue.

      There.

      A noise. Sounded like a sniffle. Someone was crying in the woods. He headed in that direction and burst through a clearing. He skidded to a halt, his eyes wide as they came upon the most beautiful sight he had ever seen.

      Her head popped up, and there in the flesh was Damara Jackson.

      His mate.

      She was naked, obviously just having shifted back to her human form. She sat on a tree stump and stared at him. He could see with the help of the moonlight that the streaks of tears covered both her cheeks.

      She was here.

      Gavin’s heart skipped a beat. He greedily took her in, but something was off about her.

      She blinked at him and returned his stare. He sensed his men come up slowly behind him, waiting to see what he would do.

      Then it dawned on him.

      She didn’t recognize him.

      He pulled back on his wolf, needing his human form to come to the forefront. His wolf, not wanting to, submitted to the human side who was more dominant and won the battle of wills between man and beast. He stood to his feet, unashamedly naked.

      Nudity didn’t bother shifters at all. It was part of their nature. Clothes didn’t survive the shifting back and fourth from human to their animal forms.

      “Damara?” He called to her softly.

      Her eyes widened at the sound of her name. He slowly stepped to her, fighting to keep himself from flying toward her. He wanted to snatch her up from where she was perched and hug her to death. He had dreamt of feeling her soft lips against his again and was dying to kiss her, but the confused look in her eyes had his wolf whining.

      “You know who I am?”

    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rnb-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/howl-for-me-ebook.jpg
GOLDEN MOON SHIFTERS

A‘ w Im/é







