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Haven Naranjo is a proud Caddo Indian, with
a frightening past. He was a mere fifteen-year-old boy when he
found his parents, part of his tribe, and his high school
sweetheart slaughtered by a wereman gone mad. Falling victim to a
system unable to deal with a shattered young mind, Haven finally
gives up on himself. He grows up to be bitter and resentful toward
the creatures he hates: werewolves.

Alexander Prescott has known since he hit
puberty that Haven is his true mate. But there’s one problem:
Alexander comes from a large werewolf clan and is the true vessel
of the Fenrir Ulv, destined to become the leader of all
supernatural beings: the King of Wolves.

Alexander knows how to charm his, and his
wolf’s, way into the grumpy Caddo Indian man’s heart. But fate has
other plans for them.

When war between the Asa Gods and the Fenrir
Ulv threatens, which side will the damaged Haven choose? Will he
find a way of trusting those, especially Alexander, who he feels
betrayed him? Or will he trust the words of strangers, who promise
to make his quest of seeing all shifters dead a reality?

Haven’s Revenge is a story of an emotional
journey for a whole community. It’s about finding acceptance not
just from others but in yourself.
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 Caddo Words

Grandson ~ Bakincbi

Grandfather ~
Iba’t’

Son ~ Ah-kin

Father ~ Ah’-ah

Mother ~ I-na

My son ~
Kak-ah-kin

Grandmother ~
Ika’

Wolf ~ Tasha

Eagle ~ Iwi

White man ~
Hakáayu’ Shúuwi’

Young woman ~
Nut’-the-tsi

Waya hatu no seyata ~ I
love you very much
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 Shifter Law

Laws ordered from the Shifter Council and
revised in the early 1990s, together with the Government
Supernatural Council:

 


The Shifter Council:

1. The Shifter Council is the authority that
acts as the police, judge and jury of all shifters, and governs
general law and order. They are partly voted into council every one
hundred years to prevent corruption or favoritism.

2. Each state has Council Clerks—individuals
who act in the name of the Council. Together with the nine
chairpersons, they make up the entire Shifter Council. The group of
chairpersons is always an uneven number so there is never a tie in
questions voted upon. The only time another chairperson’s vote can
be overruled is if at least two-thirds of the council see him or
her as unfit to cast a vote of truth.

3. The Shifter Council is highly spiritual
(not religious) and connected to the Native American heritage of
North and South America.

4. The ultimate leader of the Shifter
Council, who can overthrow a decision, is the King of Wolves, who
carries the spirit of the Fenrir Ulv and resides on Earth.

 


Rank and Pack Order:

1. The alpha has highest rank. He is the
pack member that any outside authority will first and foremost deal
with when entering a new pack land.

Order of rank after the alpha:


	
Beta



	
Enforcer





2. Pack members must follow the laws of the
Shifter Council. If they are broken, the punishment is set by the
alpha and can lead to a member’s death if the crime is severe
enough.

A. An accused pack member who feels he or
she is not being seen or heard can therefore ask for the attendance
of an impartial member of the Shifter Council.

B. If proof of such crime has been shown,
crimes that are punished by death, and can be enforceable by pack
alpha without having to contact the council are the crimes of:


	
Rape / Incest



	
Murder



	
Killing of another pack member or shifter without
good cause i.e. self-protection



	
Treason



	
Physical or mental abuse



	
Hurting and/or killing humans or other supernatural
beings.





C. Crimes that are punished by dismissal
from the pack, if proof of such crime has been shown and is still
enforceable by pack alpha without him/her in turn breaking
government law:


	
Theft



	
Physical and mental abuse



	
Deception



	
Drug/substance use and drug dealing



	
Betraying the alpha and/or the pack





3. If an alpha or another high-ranked member
of a pack breaks laws and/or in any way endangers their pack by
cruelty or poor judgment, it must be reported to the Shifter
Council in all haste. An alpha of such nature is allowed to be
temporarily withheld from his pack and stripped from his duties as
alpha. It requires at least two-thirds of the pack’s majority to do
this.

 


Pack Land:

1. Entering another pack land needs
permission, and usually a guest invite is given for a twenty-four-
to seventy-two-hour window. While visiting another pack’s land, you
are under their direct protection, but that also requires following
that pack’s laws and regulations.

2. A rogue shifter, an individual without a
pack, has the right to set roots anywhere he or she likes, even
near another pack’s land border without having to join this
specific pack. Belonging to a pack is not required by law, but
encouraged. A rogue wolf has no protection by other shifters. He or
she can acquire some by personal request or favors being paid back.
A rogue shifter is always protected by human law just like any
other individual. A rogue shifter also has to request permission to
enter another pack’s land.

3. Pack land is governed by the Shifter
Council. An application and petition must be admitted to have the
land you see as pack land legally determined of a certain pack.
Once pack land is determined, only the Shifter Council can take it
away.

 


Person, Family, and Pack Orders:

1. The business, possessions, and money a
pack member owns and earns is his or her own. He or she does not
have to care for the pack financially. However, it is custom and
old tradition that a pack work together to keep the pack intact,
well fed, sheltered and cared for. It is the business of the alpha
to see to these things, both concerning investments and income to
cover pack expenses, and the well-being of the pack as a whole. It
is customary that every member of a pack contributes in some way,
financially, offering moral support, sharing specialized knowledge,
and/or manual labor to help provide for the pack. None of these are
enforced by law, however.

2. A person is free to mate with whomever
they like, no matter the species, gender, sexual orientation,
religion, or other pack membership. However, it is encouraged to
mate a person of the other sex for the survival of the race and to
mate outside your own pack to prevent inbreeding.

3. In case of human illness that is not
receptive by the shifter part of the human, the human is to be
cured in all matters possible. If the human mind or body is so far
gone that it causes the animal side of the human harm, there are
only two ways for the animal spirit to be set free. The human side
must freely let it go or the captor (the human, and free the
spirit) must be killed while in his or her most powerful wolfman
form.

4. A freed shifter spirit is the Shifter
Council’s responsibility, and in their care until they see fit to
give the spirit to a new host. Sometimes, the spirit is free to
roam and find its own host. At other times, the spirit has a higher
purpose to serve and protect a specific human. This can’t be
changed

1. Most shifters live in clans, litters or
packs and most need others of their kind around or they become
lonely or depressed.

2. You can only become a shifter by a real
bite given by a shifter in his or her most powerful form of the
wolfman, the wolf form, or if the Shifter Council grants you a wolf
spirit.

3. All shifters are cohesive in their animal
form, but when human, the human part is dominant. When in animal
form, the animal is the dominant; when in wolfman form, both sides
are equally dominant. Both the human part and animal part are one
hundred percent connected. That is why the wolfman is their most
powerful form.

4. Shifters age more slowly than humans and
can live anywhere between 500 and 700 years.

5. Every shifter has a so-called true mate,
a special mate designed to fit them like yin and yang. Not everyone
finds their true mate, though, and it can take hundreds of years to
do so. This, however, does not mean they are unable to mate with
someone else and love them wholly and completely.

6. If mated to a human, that human will
start to age more slowly to match the aging of his or her mate.
They will live to approximately 150 years of age.
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 Chapter One

Ten Years Earlier

Gruesome Faith

“Coleman!” Haven yelled across the yard.
“I’m done cleaning up in the barn. Can I go now?” he asked with his
breath in his throat.

As a tall sixteen-year-old, Haven had a hard
time keeping track of his long limbs. He tried to play it cool,
keeping his hands at his sides and not letting on how excited he
was. But in reality, his heart was about to beat out of his chest.
Pushing his large hat back to peer up at Coleman, Haven couldn’t
help shifting his weight. Coleman looked serious, and Haven dreaded
that he had something more for him to do before letting him go.

Jeez, how long is he going to mull it
over? Hello? Dying from nerves here!

“You made sure all the stalls were cleaned
out?” Coleman asked, at last. “Put in fresh water for the horses
for when we bring them in?”

Haven nodded a little too eagerly to appear
calm, but never mind that. It was Saturday, and the fair was in
town. Anyone would be excited, right?

Glancing discreetly at his watch, Haven
chewed his lower lip. He was running late. They—him and all the
Prescotts—had gone to town earlier to pick up the horse and cow
grain before the store closed for the weekend. While they’d been
there, the Prescotts had treated them all to ice cream at the local
bakery and ice cream parlor. But it was okay; he was good at being
quick, and today he’d have to be.

“Yes, sir! Water, fresh hay, and grain. You
name it, it’s all done. I even made sure the back room is
spit-spot. All saddles polished and in their right place.” He’d
done his workload and then some, all to make sure he’d get out of
there in time. As it was, he’d just be able to make it home to
shower and change before Colin arrived to pick him up.

If anyone had asked him any other year, he
would’ve told them he didn’t pay the fair much attention—it was
boring—but this year, it was all so different because he had a
date. His first real date, and it wasn’t with just anyone. It was
with Colin, the captain of the soccer team. He was dreamy as hell
and two years older than Haven. Not in a million years had he ever
dreamed he’d be into him, too.

He’d had a crush on Colin since he started
high school, but being the quiet, shy kid, he’d never let on. He
hadn’t ever meant to let Colin know how he felt, or let anyone know
about him liking boys, period. But being who he was, with his
upbringing, he’d been encouraged by his parents and grandparents to
be proud of who he was, and he’d told one of his friends. Oh boy,
did he regret that decision. Pretty much five minutes after
he’d told Michael, everyone had found out.

Haven had returned to school the next day,
mortified and ashamed. Michael, who was supposed to be his best
friend, had outed him to the entire school. But it wasn’t enough to
tell everyone Haven was gay. Oh, no. He also told them whom he
liked, making it twice as bad. Even though most got over the fact
he was gay pretty quickly, they all seemed to think Colin was way
out of his league. But Colin turned out to be this great guy, and
surprised Haven—and more so his classmates—by coming to his rescue
like a knight in shining armor.

Colin had told them all to stuff it and
leave him alone—at least, that’s what Haven had heard. As, the
subject of their gossip, it had taken Haven two more days to find
out what Colin had done. And it had been Colin’s reaction, plus his
Iba’t’s encouragement, that had helped him to hold his head
high.

“Bakincbi, you are strong, your
eagle is meant to take paths no one else has traveled before.
Many have traveled down this road and come out even
stronger at the other end. Be brave,
Bakincbi!”

At lunchtime of day three, Colin had come to
sit and talk to him and shocked the shit out of everyone, including
him. He admitted he was gay, too, and thought Haven was the
best-looking guy in school but had never dared to ask him out until
then. Haven smiled like a loon at the memory; he was over the moon
that Colin had noticed him.

It had taken a couple of weeks for the
immense dust cloud to settle on the news that they were both gay
and sweet on each other. Eventually, Haven stopped being the center
of attention, at least, enough that he hadn’t given it much
thought. Why would he, when one of the most popular guys in school
was spending most of his free time with him?

That had been two months ago. Then, a few
days ago, at one of their many lunch dates, Colin had asked Haven
out on a real date, and today was the day.

They were going to the fair. Even if he
really didn’t care for it, it was the most exciting thing going on.
They were going to just walk around, go on rides, eat cotton candy,
and share a soda. Maybe, if Haven was real lucky, they’d find a
good place to exchange some simple touches and lip action. He
wanted to know what it was like, especially with Colin. Licking his
lips at the idea, Haven shifted on his feet, his loose-fitting
jeans shrinking by the second. He was so excited he vibrated. Hell,
if they found a place secluded enough, he’d go down on his knees
for Colin if he asked. He’d never sucked dick before, but how hard
could it be?

A throat clearing pulled Haven from his
thoughts. He could feel his cheeks turning warm, and he imagined
they were most likely a rosy hue of pink now. Damn, he’d been
caught daydreaming, and not only by Coleman; Reid was now standing
next to his father. As if that wasn’t bad enough, Haven was
sporting wood like a porn star. Pulling off his hat, he tried to
cover himself discreetly so no one would see the bulge in his
pants, but he figured it was too late.

“What…ehm…I’m sorry, Mr. Prescott…what did
you say?” he asked, not looking at Reid.

Reid was watching him with a mischievous,
knowing glint in his eye, causing Haven to fidget. Why did it
have to be Reid, of all people? He was such a pain in the ass
when he got going. Shit, he was screwed now, because Reid loved to
tease.

“I think our stall boy is in a hurry to get
out of here, Pops. I wonder why?” Reid grinned, tipping his Stetson
up with a push of his hand.

Haven did his best to give him a dry, bored
look.

“You got a hot date or something, Haven?”
Reid inquired with a wide grin. This time, Haven couldn’t shield
his reaction. His poker face all gone, he stared at Reid and tried
to ignore the flaming heat rising up his cheeks in his
embarrassment.

“Reid, be nice.”

Haven jumped at the sound of the familiar
voice. Alexander was the youngest of the Prescott boys and the
nicest. He was a good guy, and Haven always went warm inside when
he was around—not like with Colin, but similar. Alexander was a few
years younger than him, but he made a great friend and was always
on his side.

Alexander stopped next to Haven, barely
reaching up to his shoulder, yet he managed to look fairly
intimidating for his age. With his hands placed on his hips, he
said to his brother, “Why are you being so rude? Haven works hard
and deserves to have a good time. Besides, you’re just jealous.
It’s Saturday night, and you don’t have diddly-squat to do. Leave
my Haven be.”

Haven beamed down at his friend, who beamed
right back.

Reid chuckled and held up his hands. “Chill,
kid, I was just fooling around. No harm, no foul.” Pretending to be
passing Alexander by, he took a good grip on his neck, making him
squeal, and rubbed his knuckles over his head—not hard, but enough
to make him feel it.

Alexander growled playfully. Haven was used
to the excessive growling and didn’t pay much attention to it
anymore. It was something the two brothers did when playing around.
They were an odd pair.

“You run along, Haven, before these two have
you late for your date.” Coleman smiled and patted his shoulder.
“You’ve done a great job.”

“Thank you, Mr. Prescott!” Haven waved in
the air, calling out as he ran for his bike.

Getting on it, he pedaled as fast as his
legs would let him, wanting to be home already. To keep his mind
occupied, he thought of Colin. He was still shocked by his own
bravery the other day when he’d dared to tell Colin how much he
liked spending time with him and how good-looking he was. He’d been
mortified the entire time, looking down at his tray of food, but
he’d been determined to tell him because it felt important. The
best part had been Colin’s reply; it had made Haven’s body tingle
all the way down to his toes.

“Have you looked at yourself lately?
You’re so very handsome, and you’re only sixteen. Give yourself a
couple more years and you’ll be stunningly beautiful. I’ll have to
chase them off with sticks to keep you.”

Haven hadn’t heard anything after Colin had
said that he’d wanted to keep him for at least a few years. It
sounded too good to be true because why would a guy like Colin want
to stick around and keep going out with a gangly guy like him?
Colin could have anyone. Whenever he thought that, Haven would
mentally knock himself over the head. Why question something great?
He had to believe in good things and that they were meant for him,
too. The closer he got to home, the faster his heart was beating.
The grin covering his face just grew bigger and bigger. This was
going to be the best night of his life, he just knew it!

Glancing at his watch again, he wondered;
would he be jinxing things if he hoped Colin was also running a
little late? The way things were going, he’d barely have time to
shower off the stink of horse, cattle, and sweat before Colin
showed up. Most of the residents in his village would be at the
fair already. The likelihood of being delayed by one of them was
slim to none—even his grandparents had gone. They loved it and said
it reminded them of when they were young. His Iba’t’ and
Ika’ were a little too silly for Haven when they got started
and got nostalgic, but he still loved them.

As he turned his bike onto the main road
leading into the community, he relaxed some, knowing he was just a
few minutes from home. He’d make it, no stress; it was all going to
be fine. The early summer evening was warm with a light breeze that
helped him cool off. Otherwise, the air was still. Very still.
Haven quirked an eyebrow; his village was unusually quiet. Even for
a community where most would be at the fair, it felt a little like
the calm-before-the-storm stillness, and if he was honest, it
creeped him out.

Something felt off; he could feel it in the
way the hairs rose on the back of his neck. It was the sound from
the streets or, rather, the lack of it that worried him. Even if
there weren’t many people home, it was too quiet for his community.
Slowing down, he started to look around, paying more attention to
his surroundings. His stomach was curling into a knot and he was
trying to find something—anything—to prove his gut was playing
tricks on his mind.

Frowning to himself, he realized he’d ridden
past several houses and still there was nothing, not one person
anywhere. His neighborhood always felt alive, even if no one was
outside, but now the feel of the place had changed. It was too
calm, almost lifeless. Dead.

He slowed his pace right down, pedaling more
carefully now as he went farther along. His heart pounded, and all
his senses were tense and alert; his instincts told him to run but
he kept pushing forward, forcing himself to find out what was going
on. The sense that something was terribly wrong became stronger the
longer he rode, and still he couldn’t keep himself from going
farther into his neighborhood.

He approached his cousin’s house, silently
begging to the spirits for a sign of life to calm his panicked
mind. The front door was wide open but no one was in sight.

What the hell’s going on! Where is
everyone?

The dead silence around screamed at him—it
was deafening.

Turning his bike onto his street, both his
body and bike came to an abrupt halt, and he almost went over his
handlebars.

His scream was caught in his throat, he
could barely pull air into his lungs. The horror before him was
shocking. Haven had to swallow repeatedly just to unclog his throat
so he could gulp in some much-needed air. Dropping his bike to the
ground, he stumbled forward in a daze—his brain denying everything
it saw. This couldn’t be home.

“No…no…” The word kept spilling out of him
over and over.

There, on the street, grass…more or less
everywhere, were people. His people. Lying spilled on the
ground, like someone had a field day with a meat grinder. There
were adults and children torn to pieces, and the grass had turned
deep red. In shock, Haven moved on, barely noticing where he was
stepping.

It wasn’t until he was up close to the
nearest body that he recognized his neighbor Sarah, or what had
once been her. She’d been six months pregnant, but not anymore. Her
stomach had been ripped open, and there was nothing there but empty
space. He fell to his knees and just managed to turn away before
spilling his guts on the pavement next to the pooling blood of his
dead neighbor and her unborn child. His stomach turned inside out
until there was nothing more for him to bring up.

Sparing Sarah a last glance, Haven pushed up
from the pavement and staggered toward the house.

Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god! He
kept saying the same words over and over in his head. Mom! Dad!
Where are you? God, please tell me you’re not here. Not them, not
them… From afar, he could see people lying on the
ground, but he couldn’t make out who they were. Forgetting all
about his painful stomach, he raced toward them.

“Please, please, please… I’m begging you,
please.” Haven was almost at his front yard when a movement caught
his eye. There was someone across the field. With a second glance,
he saw the back of a huge, two-legged creature, and it stopped him
dead in his tracks.

He’d never seen one before, but his
instincts and Iba’t’s lessons told him it was a wolf shifter or, in
this case, a wolfman, since the creature was still part human. His
Iba’t had told him stories about them since he was a young child
and verified to Haven that, yes, they were real, but to keep it a
secret. Up until now, he hadn’t really paid them much mind.

For a moment that seemed to go on forever,
Haven didn’t move. He didn’t make a noise of any kind. He just
stood there eyeing the creature, stunned by what he saw.
Eventually, the thought of his parents reminded him what he’d been
doing. He turned back to his front yard and the people lying there
on the ground. Oh God, I-na…Ah-ah. He didn’t want to look,
but he had to. He had to! To move quietly and quickly, he did what
his Iba’t taught him long ago. He stepped out of his shoes and
padded as softly as he could over the blood-stained grass. His
heart was drumming in his ears, and his stomach was trying to do a
comeback. He retched, making gagging noises, but there was nothing
left.

When he finally saw the faces, his heart
shattered.

Haven was sure he heard it crumble into
pieces because the faces looking up at him were those of his dead
parents. Slapping both hands across his mouth to stop the sob from
escaping, terrified it might alert the creature behind him, he sank
to the ground. It felt like someone was tearing his heart out of
his chest, gutting him and cutting him up limb by limb all at the
same time. His father still had a knife in his hand. He must
have tried to fight back but lost—my brave strong father. How is
this possible? This can’t be real.

“I-na, Ah-ah.” Unable to look any longer, he
turned away. The sob escaped his lips.

Haven swept the back of his hand over his
tear-drenched eyes, trying to clear his vision. Glancing behind
him, he saw the creature was still there but too busy to pay him
any mind. Anger flared inside of him. It was so strong that Haven
forgot to be frightened. It can’t get away with this! No! He
had to act fast—do something—to avenge his parents. He couldn’t let
that creature get away with it. Never!

With his heart pounding in his ears, he took
the knife from his father’s hand. He gave his parents one last look
before forcing himself to turn away. He wanted to scream at the
creature to stop as he watched its broad back moving while it
obviously ate something or, should he say, someone. Why the hell
is it doing that? Wolf shifters don’t eat people, do they? His
Iba’t’ always said they were good people. Well, this one wasn’t
good or a person; it was a beast, and a ruthless one at that.

The bastard was eating his people. It had
killed his parents.

Quickly but quietly, just like his
Iba’t’ had taught him, he snuck closer to the beast. A few
feet away, he raised the knife, holding it with both hands. It
wasn’t until he was close enough to take the beast by surprise that
Haven charged at full speed. It was then that the beast’s ears
twitched, hearing him for the first time.

Dropping whom he’d been holding, the wolfman
spun around, his size working against him and making him slow. Even
if he was quick, Haven had been closer and faster, fueled by rage.
He kicked the creature in the backs of his knees, making him fall
forward and become half his height. Taken by surprise, the wolfman
was slow to respond, making it easier for Haven to attack. Haven
knew the human body was harder to get through than an animal’s, and
he put his full strength into the blow. With a scream of fury, he
managed to stab the beast twice in the chest before it flung him
off.

Landing with a thud a few feet away, Haven
rose instantly, adrenaline pumping hard. He was ready to strike
again when the wolfman howled in a pained fury. With a last charge,
Haven slid the knife into the open wound and twisted it deeply and
as hard as he could. He didn’t even feel the claws scratching him
as he twisted the knife with all his strength, refusing to let go
until the wolfman sagged to the ground. Exhausted, Haven fell
forward on his knees next to the beast.

As the wolfman crumpled to the ground, the
body he’d been chewing on was revealed. Haven thought it couldn’t
get any worse, but when he saw the slack face of Colin, nothing
could have stopped the agonized sound that left him. He screamed
with everything he had, leaving his voice to echo into the
night.

* * * *

Coleman was just finishing off his day and
heading up the porch stairs. His hand was on the screen door when a
scream of pure terror stopped him dead in his tracks. Abruptly, he
let the door go and walked back toward the side of the porch.
Looking out over the trees, he searched for what lay beyond—Haven’s
village. For a mere human, it may not have sounded that loud—if
they’d even heard it. To him, though, who had the hearing of a
wolf, the sound tore at his soul. Something was very wrong.

“Jesus. What the hell was that?” he
whispered out into the calm summer evening. The alpha in him was
immediately on high alert. This was not some random incident.
Something was going on, and it had to do with his pack. He could
feel it with every part of his being. The screen door squeaked.
Coleman sensed Gabriella and Alexander behind him.

“Dad, did you hear that?” Reid yelled from
the barn doorway.

“Yes. I think it came from the Caddo
community. Something’s wrong. Reid, let’s you and I go check it
out.”

“I should come,” Gabriella insisted.

“No.” Coleman’s tone of voice left no room
for argument, but Gabriella wasn’t one to take no for an
answer.

“Coleman, I have training if someone’s
hurt…”

“Please, Gabriella.” Coleman cupped her face
in his hands, giving her a long silent look. It said more than a
thousand words could.

“Okay, darling. But you will call me if you
need me?”

Coleman nodded, but there was no way in hell
he’d be calling his wife into that, if the terror he’d heard was as
bad as he thought.

“Ready to go, Pops?” Reid asked anxiously,
and he nodded. Together, they ran to his truck and sped down the
driveway, headed for the Caddo community. Coleman grabbed his cell
phone from his pocket, handing it to Reid.

“Call David and tell him to come and meet us
there. Tell him I need my enforcer, not the town sheriff.”

Reid nodded and tapped the face, looking for
the number.

“You think it’s a shifter who’s been hurt?”
Reid pushed the phone to his ear, looking to Coleman for an
answer.

“No. I think it’s a wolf shifter who has
injured. You have to prepare yourself, Reid. It might be bad, and I
need you to be strong when we get there.” Coleman didn’t say how
bad; he hoped to God he was wrong.

“Dad… Haven…”

“Haven will be fine. He is fine…” he
said with conviction, trying to convince himself as much as his
son. He listened to Reid speak to the sheriff and then shut the
phone off.

“He said he’ll be there in ten minutes,
tops. He’d be faster, but he doesn’t want to turn on the lights and
alert anyone that something’s up.”

“Smart man, that sheriff.” Coleman tried to
smile to ease the tension. He could see Reid was worried, maybe
even scared. He also saw his stubborn streak. Reid was determined
to see this through and would do what was needed.

Turning into the Caddo community, things
were deadly quiet. He knew what it meant, but knowing and then
seeing it were two different things. Turning onto Haven’s street,
Coleman had to slam on the brakes suddenly to not hit someone lying
in the middle of the road.

Reid gasped in horror, clasping his hand
over his mouth in pure shock. “Jesus fucking Christ, Dad!”

On any other day, Coleman would have given
Reid a lecture about swearing, but in this instance, he had to
agree. There were bodies splayed over the yards of the homes. A
quick count told him there were at least a dozen. Getting the car
rolling again, he parked to the side of the street, next door to
the Naranjos. He and Reid opened their doors and got out.

“Is that Aala and Zacharias?” Reid
asked.

Coleman couldn’t believe what he was seeing.
He opened his mouth to tell Reid not to look, but it was too late.
Reid was already standing over the bodies, staring down at them.
Pain and sorrow flashed across his son’s face. “Oh my god, Dad…it’s
them…”

Reid fell to his knees next to the cold,
dead bodies, putting his fingers on the side of their necks even
though it was obvious they were gone. Looking up at Coleman with
unshed tears in his eyes, he shook his head. “Haven, Pops. Where
the hell is Haven?”

“I don’t know, son. I don’t know.” His gut
clenched, his wolf roaring inside him. This was the work of one of
his own. He felt it, saw it in the way the bodies had been mauled
and dismembered. He looked around to see if there was any movement.
Inhaling deeply, he tried to scent the familiar fragrance of Haven
over the heavy smell of blood. A car came to a halt next to his
truck. The sheriff and the Caddo pack enforcer, David Jones,
stepped out.

“Wolf attack.” It was all he said, and
Coleman simply nodded. What else was there to say? “Jesus.” David
ran a hand through his hair, throwing his sheriff’s hat inside his
car and closing the door.

“We have to call in backup, David,” Coleman
said. “There’s no way we can cover this up. It wouldn’t be right,
but we need the attacker to be human.”

“I’ll arrange it.” He stepped up to stand
next to Reid and Coleman, looking at Aala’s and Zacharias’s bodies,
shaking his head in dismay. “Do we know where Haven is?”

“No. I was just going to look for him.”
Speaking more to himself than anyone else, Coleman said, “I hope he
went out on that date,” adding silently, please don’t be
here. He gazed over the quiet community before turning back to
the sheriff and Reid. “Let’s split up. David, you take the house
and the area around his street. Search every house if you have to,
top to bottom. We’ll take the next row of houses, the sweat lodge,
and the holy area.”

“Yes, Alpha. I’ll start making calls, too.
We need help to clean this up before any humans come around, and we
need a set story—who, when, and why—for when the questions
start.”

“Good. Thank you. Let’s meet back here in
fifteen minutes, and if we haven’t found him, we’ll come up with a
better plan.”

The sheriff nodded, and they went their
separate ways. Reid headed straight for the first house, calling
out Haven’s name as he opened the front door and went in. Coleman
went down a couple of houses, leaving Reid to search. He hadn’t
walked far and was just about to cross the front lawn of the next
house along when he saw the silhouette of a body sitting on the
ground and rocking back and forth. Can it be? Coleman
started to run. Please let it be!

His wolf was pacing and whining inside him,
his stress high. The smell of blood was so heavy in the air that it
was hard to make out anything else. But as he got closer, Haven’s
scent started to penetrate the heavy metallic aroma. He could
finally see the rocking body belonged to the boy he’d been looking
for. When he was only a couple of feet away, Coleman forced himself
to slow down. He wasn’t out of breath but took a few deep breaths
to calm his racing heart before approaching Haven. Hunching down
next to him, Coleman reached out his hand to touch Haven’s
shoulder.

“Haven…” There was no response; he didn’t
even stop rocking. The boy had his arms wrapped around himself, the
hunting knife still gripped tightly in his hand. Everything—his
hands, arms, and even his long, dark-brown hair—were covered in
blood. Taking a quick look around, Coleman saw the wolfman lying on
the ground. Not too far from him lay the body of a boy not much
older than Haven. Coleman clapped both his hands around Haven’s
arms as if to protect him from the evil lying just a few feet away.
Reaching around, he pulled the knife free from Haven’s hand and set
it on the grass behind him.

In the quiet evening, Reid’s broken and
tormented voice sounded like the rumble of a thunderstorm. “Haven…”
Reid was crushed, barely able to speak.

Haven’s lips started to move, but even with
his wolf’s hearing, he couldn’t hear what he said. Reid fell to his
knees next to them, looking at Haven’s profile and trying to
connect. When there was no reaction, Reid wrapped his arms around
Haven and leaned his forehead against Haven’s silky hair, not
caring that he got covered in blood. Haven’s mumbling words became
a little louder and clearer.

Coleman looked up to find David had joined
them; he nodded at his silent question in response to Haven’s
chant.

“Kill them. Kill them all. Kill… Kill…”

Coleman watched the tears roll down his
son’s face. It pained him to see, and when Reid buried his nose in
Haven’s hair, letting his wolf nestle its muzzle in the silky
strands, smelling Haven to give him comfort, Coleman had to close
his eyes for a moment to get his own emotions under control. Reid
was devastated for Haven, just like him. They were all distraught
for the Caddo community. He could only imagine the pain Haven was
in, losing so much at once and in such a horrendous way. If it had
been him, Coleman wasn’t sure he’d have been able to handle it any
better.

Hunching down a little further, he wrapped
his arms around them both. Reid would know from his scent and touch
that is was him and take comfort in that. Like a cub, Reid curled
into the heat of his embrace, bringing Haven with him. Haven gave
no indication of awareness, but it didn’t matter. Somewhere in
there, his mind would know he wasn’t alone.

Coleman tightened his grip around his
children, because that’s what they both were—now more than ever.
Haven was an orphan; of course, he still had Vojin and Wyanet, but
they were old and wouldn’t be around forever. Besides that, Coleman
had seen the boy grow up. Zacharias and Aala had come back to the
Caddo community to raise him somewhere he could play and be safe.
Look at how well that had turned out.

Guilt gripped Coleman’s heart. This was his
fault. He should have done more to help the Shifter Council in the
proceedings of shifters coming out to the general public. But eight
years on, they were no closer to being done with what they called
“preparations,” and human minds were going mad from denying their
animal instinct to shift and run free.

Coleman was one of the most powerful alphas
on the continent; his youngest son was destined to become the King
of Wolves, but the Shifter Council was hiding something—something
of importance—and Alexander accepting the Fenrir Ulv into his body
would come with a whole new set of problems.

Leaning his cheek against Reid’s, Coleman
whispered, “I’m so sorry, sweet Haven. I’m so, so sorry, sweet
boy.” Tears clouded his eyes once more as he kissed the top of
Haven’s head.

 


* * * * *

 




 Chapter Two

Twenty-One Years Earlier

History Lesson

“Iba’t’! Iba’t’! Where are you?”
Five-year-old Haven’s feet sounded like a herd of elephants
running. He was dressed in his pj’s ready to go to bed, but before
that, he wanted his grandfather to tell him a bedtime story. It
wasn’t just any story he wanted, but the one about the wolf and the
eagle.

“Haven, no running on the stairs, please.”
Aala, his mother, poked her head around the corner. She dried her
hands on a dish towel and gave Haven a gentle smile. “Iba’t’ is on
the porch with Ah-ah.”

“Yes, Mommy.” Haven started toward the front
door but skidded to a stop and ran back to his mother, who was
still standing in the kitchen doorway watching him. Gripping her
waist, Haven pushed up on his tippy toes to kiss her cheek, smiling
widely. “Thank you, I-na.”

Aala chuckled softly and stroked his hair as
she cupped his chin in her hand. “I love you, my Haven.”

“I love you, too, my mommy,” Haven said
wholeheartedly. He smiled and, of course, ran toward the door, his
mother’s warning forgotten. Pushing the screen door open with one
hand, his face broke out in a giant grin when he saw his
grandfather. “There you are, Iba’t’, I’ve been looking for you
everywhere!” Haven exclaimed, throwing himself into his
grandfather’s arms.

“Bakincbi!” Vojin caught Haven in midair.
Haven chattered eagerly as his Iba’t pulled him, bouncing and all,
up and into his lap. “You looked everywhere and still, here I was
all along.” Vojin smiled.

“Iba’t’, will you tell me about the
wolf and the eagle? The whooooole story, please, Iba’t’,” Haven
said, giving his grandfather a pleading look.

Zacharias, Haven’s dad, let out a soft
chuckle, patting his own father on the shoulder. “I’ll leave you
both to it, then.” Rising, he cupped the side of Haven’s face,
giving him a kiss on the top of his head before slowly moving
toward the screen door.

“That’s a long story, Haven. You sure you’re
up for it? Or I could just tell you the short version if you’re too
tired?”

Zacharias had stopped for a moment, as if to
listen to the two of them talk among themselves. Haven was so
caught up with his grandfather, he didn’t notice him leaving.

“No! No! The whole story, Iba’t’. I want to
hear about the Fenrir Ulv and the Asa Gods, too.” He practically
bounced in Vojin’s lap.

Vojin raised his hands in the air in mock
surrender, making Haven giggle. “Okay! Okay! I give up. You
convinced me. I’ll tell you the whole story about the King of
Wolves and the Asa Gods that want him caught.” He laughed.

“And the eagle,” Haven prompted. He loved
the part about the eagle—it was his animal to call, after all.

“Of course, the eagle is very, very
important. I’d never forget him,” Vojin said seriously as he pulled
Haven closer into his arms. Haven looked up at his grandfather with
huge eyes and then shifted in his lap once more, getting
comfortable. Haven started to play with a long strand of his own
hair.

“The legend of the King of Wolves and his
Protector, the Eagle, and how they started in a world beyond this
one. The Fenrir Ulv, who was one of Loki’s many children, had been
caught. The Asa Gods had chained him outside the gates of Valhalla.
To keep him from escaping, they used chains made from the roots of
trees that grew in the giants’ caves. The chains were so strong
that not even the Fenrir Ulv could pull free.”

“But, Iba’t’, why did they hate the Fenrir
Ulv so much?” Haven frowned, folding his arms across his chest. He
didn’t like the Asa Gods being so mean to the poor wolf.

“Well, the Fenrir Ulv was not always very
kind. Like his father, he was a trickster, and sometimes he did
things that weren’t nice. But this time, the Fenrir Ulv was not to
blame, but his father Loki was. However, Asa Gods didn’t care and
wouldn’t listen. To keep him from howling and snapping his teeth at
them, they shoved a large sword through his giant jaws. What they
didn’t know was that they’d slowly started to kill him—his body was
dying but not his spirit. But the trick for the Fenrir Ulv was to
change from his wolf body into a wolfman because it was the only
form that would allow his spirit to escape his body.”
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