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      For my Family

      To the ones who teach me what strength truly means, who carry light even through shadows, whose laughter rebuilds what grief once threatened to take.

      You are the fire I protect, the memory I cherish, and the legacy I dare to shape.

      May our story always be one of love, etched not just in words.

      You are my life and my future, and when I am gone, you will continue where I left off.

      I love you with my heart and soul.

      Big hugs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Thought for today

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        Chapter 39

      

      
        Chapter 40

      

      
        Chapter 41

      

      
        Chapter 42

      

      
        Chapter 43

      

    

    
      
        Thank you

      

      
        Also by M. L. Tompsett

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Blurb

          

        

      

    

    
      Stripped of their memories, Malisty and Xavier are thrust into the unknown—a world where danger lurks in the shadows and whispered secrets threaten their lives at every turn.

      Their identities—fractured. Their pasts—erased. Will they reclaim the shattered pieces of who they once were, or will they be lost forever, moulded into breeding vessels for weapons for a great shifter war?

      Time is slipping away, and Braven races against an unknown enemy who holds more than just power—he holds Misty and Xavier captive. A ruthless mastermind bent on creating a super race of wolf shifters, he will stop at nothing in his pursuit of perfection. The cost? Irrelevant. The casualties? Insignificant. Which includes his mate.

      Braven has vowed to bring them home. But reaching them is half the battle—saving them from a ruthless shifter will test everything he has. When the ashes settle, will he fight for his family, or will his pride stand in his way, costing him the one he swore to protect, cherish, and love?

      Yet buried beneath layers of deception and forced captivity, Malisty’s past is waiting. The truth, once uncovered, will change everything.

      Because she isn’t just powerful, she’s more dangerous than anyone ever dared to believe.
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        “We inherit not just the fire, but the ashes — and it’s what we choose to build from both that tells the truth of who we are.”

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          Braven

        

      

    

    
      One of my favourite moments of the day is waking up with my mate astride me. Her hips move with a mesmerising rhythm, igniting sparks of desire and satisfaction in both body and soul. Misty doesn’t stop her ministrations until we both reach orgasm, leaving our bodies and minds shattered into a utopia of sensation.

      Making me the luckiest bastard in my pack to have a love match with my soulmate. Our hearts racing as one with exhilaration. I grab her hips and roll us over, and I slide down her body between her parted thighs and feast.

      Her fingers tug and pull my short hair as she thrusts her hips towards my mouth. It is not long, and she screams my name. “Braven. Oh, yes, Braven. More. Oh, yes, more.”

      Her eyes, unfocused and glassy with pleasure, met mine; her lips parted in silent wonder, her expression serene and utterly content.

      We smile at one another. I lift and slowly make my way up over her body. My cock is ready as it turns to granite as I slide back between her slender, welcoming, toned thighs. Unable to quench my need and desire for this woman, our bodies begin the erotic dance where only two lovers know the steps — nudging her enticing, warm, wet folds, and slide straight in and satisfy not just myself but also my soulmate — my wife.

      Our morning lovemaking does not stop after two sessions. With our kids asleep, it’s best to take advantage of our quiet time together. My mate makes me feel like a teenager, always ready to go. And I do. I would do anything to please my gorgeous wife.

      I kiss my way back up Misty’s body — round three is about to begin. My mouth waters at her tantalising taste on my tongue. With each breath, my nostrils pick up her unique scent, sharpening my senses. Our lips meet. Her inviting, soft lips move in harmony with mine, first capturing my tongue before she releases it and bites my bottom lip. The delicious sting awakens my senses, seducing me with each nip and gentle tug of her teeth and tongue. A groan escapes from the back of my throat, craving more of her touch. I swallow her next breath, welcoming her taste against my lips and tongue once again.

      Just as I’m poised to drive my hips forward, her breath melting against my skin like morning mist, my beta slams against my mind shields again — loud, insistent, irritating.

      I snarl softly, the intrusion scraping across my already-thin patience.

      I pause, teeth clenched, as my irritating Beta’s voice cuts through my mind.

      
        
        ‘Alpha.’

      

      

      Bugger it.

      Why now? Why always now?

      The pack bond between us irritates my senses — urgency, connection — and yet duty claws its way to the surface, refusing to be ignored.

      
        
        ‘What is it?’ I snap.

      

      

      
        
        ‘Alpha, you’re needed in the office in ten minutes. The conference call starts in fifteen.’

      

      

      Damn it to hell. Just five more minutes... For a fleeting moment, I’d forgotten this morning’s meetings.

      
        
        ‘Yeah, yeah. I’ll be there. I need to shower first,’ I mutter, barely hiding the annoyance in my voice.

      

      

      Why is it that every time I try to steal a moment with my gorgeous wife, I’m dragged away — torn from her warm, inviting body that knows exactly how to soothe my frayed nerves?

      If being Alpha of the Lake Entrance Black Panthers didn’t mean over three hundred cat shifters depending on me... I’d tell them all to get stuffed.

      I would remain in my comfortable bed and enjoy round three of making love this morning to my sexy as sin wife – Misty - my beautiful, gorgeous soulmate and mother to our three children.

      Oh God, her scent is driving me crazy. As her mate, I scented her during the night, the tell-tale sign she is about to go into heat. When that happens, I will have no choice but to remain with her until her heat cycle passes, using protection, or I can impregnate her again. Hmmm. I would love to see my mate swollen with my cubs again, feeling the life we created within her body.

      From the corner of my eye, the clock flashes a brutal truth. Bugger it...

      With a sigh, I lean down and brush my lips against hers. Through our soul mate bond, her emotions rush through me — warmth, longing, that ever-present spark of desire. The kiss deepens, anchoring me to her, stealing time I don’t have.

      My Beta knocks at my mental shields again — sharp, insistent. The intrusion sends frustration bristling along my spine, an unwelcome reminder of everything that pulls me away from this bed, from her.

      I hesitate, savouring the taste of her lips, the soft pout forming as I break away. Her gaze lingers on mine, unspoken thoughts swirling in the tension between us.

      If I don’t get moving, I’ll never leave. But duty doesn’t wait — not when I’m Alpha of the Lake Entrance Black Panthers and every decision weighs on my pack’s lives.

      Even so… part of me wonders what the world would look like if I stayed here just a little longer.

      My mate’s scent fills my nostrils once again. Her heat cycle is fast approaching.

      Now I am more determined than ever to complete everything, leaving me the next few days with my mate to satisfy her every sexual need.

      It’s only then I remember — Misty’s due in Melbourne today. First stop: council meetings. After that, her packed schedule for the financial firm she had started six months ago with LJ, her best friend and fellow shifter, began. The memory of how her old firm betrayed her over an ex-employee still simmers beneath my skin. That betrayal was the spark, her reason to decide to resign, and I was the one who urged her to walk away and build something of her own.

      Now she’s not just my fierce, beautiful mate — she’s a sharp-minded entrepreneur, making waves with that savvy instinct of hers.

      “When you get back, we’ll finish round three,” I murmur, voice thick with promise.

      She juts her bottom lip out in a dramatic pout, teasing me with the look she knows I can’t resist. I laugh, shaking my head. She’s playing me — and she’s damn good at it.

      Before I can cave to temptation, I vault out of bed and stride for the bathroom. One glance back and I’d be lost in her again, tangled in sheets and heat.

      But round three will have to wait.

      There’s trouble brewing — an unfamiliar wolf pack stirring chaos across my zone, provoking paranormals and threatening the delicate balance. As the new Alpha of the Lake Entrance Black Panthers, three hundred cat shifters depend on me to keep order. I can’t afford a distraction. Not now.

      Thankfully, I’ve arranged to meet Xavier — my childhood friend and Alpha of the local wolf pack. He needs to hear what’s unfolding. And more importantly, he needs to know who Misty truly is before someone else does... and misinterprets everything.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Annoyance sparks into anger. Where the hell is he? I waited. What has kept him?

      Xavier was supposed to join today’s conference call. He was to meet here in my office before the call. That was two hours ago.

      Of all people, he knew how critical it was — to shut down this looming threat before it tears our packs apart. An unknown wolf pack has started trespassing, stirring chaos in the district. If we don’t act soon, blood will spill.

      I slam the phone down, frustration ricocheting through me. Another dead end — where is my old friend? Something does not feel right. I reach for the phone again and call his Beta. He had better know what has happened to his alpha; if not, then the fool will lose his position.

      Finally, after far too many rings of the phone, Xavier’s Beta answers my call.

      I don’t wait for pleasantries. “Where has Xavier disappeared to?”

      “Alpha Braven. Wait for me to close the door.”

      Huh? I look at my phone, wondering what is going on.

      In the background, I hear footsteps and the sound of a door closing.

      In a quieter tone, Xavier’s Beta says, “Alpha Braven, off the record.” I pause. What does he mean off the record? “Last night our Alpha vanished while out running, as if he was taken from right under our noses. Xavier went out for his usual run with no guards, no backup — when he failed to come back by a certain time, we sent out a small search party.”

      He’s disappeared. My knuckles whiten, and I hear a crack from the plastic of the phone snapping.

      “All we came across was his own scent trail, which led to a different track and then nothing. It’s like he vanished.”

      What were they thinking, not following him and keeping him safe?

      Xavier isn’t just another Alpha. He’s my oldest friend. We grew up side by side, two shifter boys with one shared dream: to claim our soul mate and lead our clans with honour. We both found her. Malisty. Our soulmate. Her death shattered us as young boys.

      Years passed, and Xavier found love again and started a family. Misty and I did the same — triplets and a bond that runs deeper than blood.

      The only thing — Xavier ran into Misty in that supermarket on the first day she arrived in Lakes Entrance for a business meeting with me. I’ve kept them apart ever since.

      Because I know myself — I’m a jealous bastard. But more than that... I won’t share my soulmate. And if Xavier senses something that can’t be buried — hidden — it might just lead to a spark that’ll ignite war between us.
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        * * *

      

      My phone starts to ring.

      Instantly, anger pulses through me, radiating so strongly my cat slams against my mind shields. He wants out. He wants to tear something apart.

      I hesitate.

      What the hell is wrong with my cat?

      It’s as if my cat knows something I don’t.

      But the noise, the relentless buzz, needles at my control. With a growl of frustration, I reach for the phone to silence it.

      That’s when I see the name on the screen.

      JJ Catshifters.

      LJ’s brother. What the hell?

      My cat surges again, furious and agitated. His thoughts pierce mine with searing clarity.

      
        
        ‘Danger. Our mate is in danger.’

      

      

      The primal urge to protect Misty and our cubs flares bright and brutal. My claws itch beneath my skin.

      “I hear you, buddy,” I mutter under my breath. “Let’s take this call.”

      I glance toward the office door. Several of my Clan members are waiting out there. But JJ’s call pounds louder than duty.

      As I reach for the screen, my hand trembles. Dread coils in my gut.

      Something’s wrong.

      My mate…

      Oh gods. Misty.

      I hit answer. “JJ, what’s going on?” My voice stays cool — barely. Rage simmers beneath the surface.

      I should never have let Misty travel alone. Her meeting could’ve waited.

      “Braven, listen carefully,” JJ’s voice rushes through the line. “I’m with my sister. Putting you on speaker.”

      My pulse spikes. Something’s wrong.

      With a flick of my pack bond, I summon my Beta — he’ll need to hear this. Seconds later, he bursts through the door, eyes sharp, tension coiling off him.

      I place the phone on speaker.

      JJ’s voice again: “LJ’s still talking to Misty... Braven, I think she’s in danger.”

      Background sounds fill the room — then her voice. Shaken. Scared.

      I grip the desk hard. Claws unsheathe. Timber splits beneath my fingertips.

      “LJ, move the phone closer,” I bark. “Misty?”

      Her voice reaches me, soft but trembling. “Braven, I was on the phone with LJ, planning lunch. Then a blue car started tailgating me… really close. LJ said to get off the M1, head down the Princes Highway. I did. But it followed me. It’s still right behind me. I think… I think they’re trying to run me off the road.”

      My breath catches.

      My cat growls inside me — violent, protective. His demand is simple: Find. Protect. Eliminate threat.

      I exchange a glance with my Beta — he’s already reaching for the pack emergency protocol binder.

      No one messes with the mate of an Alpha.

      Ah, shit. This is not good.

      With all the unrest from that unknown wolf pack, I pray this isn’t connected. If it is — if they’ve touched Misty — I swear I’ll hunt down every last one and rip them apart.

      “Misty, stay calm, baby. We’re getting you through this.”

      Her voice breaks through. “Braven, tell the kids I love them. And you — remember, I love you with all my heart and soul.”

      No. No. She’s saying goodbye.

      “Misty — I love you too,” I whisper, trying to keep steady, trying to hold the threads of my sanity together.

      Then I hear it.

      “Oh shit!” she yells.

      A split-second later, an explosion of sound rips through the phone — twisting metal, shattering glass, Misty screaming.

      I roar, helpless.

      My breath seizes. My heart stumbles. We’re listening to my wife — my soul mate — crash.

      Glass keeps breaking. Debris flying. Seconds stretch like lifetimes — until everything goes silent.

      “Misty!” I shout, desperate, pleading.

      Nothing.

      No answer. No sound.

      Time freezes. My heart is ice. But no — if she were dead, I’d feel it. I know I would.

      Then — a faint sound.

      I strain to hear. Soft, broken gasps. Pain. Struggle.

      She’s hurt.

      But Misty is alive.

      My mate. My soul.

      Relief slams through me like a heartbeat restarting — but it’s tainted with helplessness.

      “Misty,” I whisper, gripping the edge of my desk as my cat claws savagely against my mind shields, desperate to shift, to run, to kill. The force nearly drops me to my knees. I dig in, control barely holding.

      I glance at my Beta, already barking orders into his phone — launching a search and rescue. It’s not enough. Time is against us. We need choppers. We need speed.

      “Braven, LJ…” Misty’s voice is fading, fragile. “The car crashed. I’m upside down. I can’t move. I’m bleeding.”

      “Misty, hold on. We’re coming, baby!” I roar, praying she hears me.

      But then I hear her repeating it, over and over: “I love you, Braven. I love you, Braven…”

      Shit. She can’t hear us.

      Mind link. Why the hell didn’t I try it before?

      Just as I reach for our bond, a brutal sound cuts through the phone — metal, ripped clean.

      Then her voice, terrified and sharp: “Stay away from me. I’m not going anywhere with you! Or to see your boss! You’re from the wolf pack, aren’t you? You’re that homeless-looking guy…”

      My blood turns cold.

      Homeless-looking guy?

      Her description… vague but telling.

      The same three wolves from that day in the supermarket car park.

      That damn scent. That rogue pack. My cat roars inside me, furious, unhinged.

      Oh hell no. If they’ve laid a hand on her —

      The wolves have crossed a line.

      Misty’s voice — trembling but clear — cut through the chaos, guiding us.

      She remembered. She named them.

      My heart swells with pride. Even bleeding, upside down in a wrecked car, she held her own. My mate is fierce. Unshakable. Brilliant.

      Then a male voice slithers through the phone speaker:

      “Well, well, well. Look who I found. I warned you to stay away from the cat. Did you listen…? No.”

      Misty screams.

      Something's happened. I barely hear her begin to speak before her voice slurs — slow, heavy.

      No. They did something. Drugged her.

      I reach for our bond. She’s there, panic bleeding through:

      
        
        ‘Help me, Braven.’

      

      

      
        
        ‘Hold on, baby. I’m coming. I love you…’

      

      

      Then silence.

      She’s gone from the bond. Nothing but a void.

      But she’s not dead. I’d feel it in my soul if she were.

      The wolf speaks again — words that detonate like a bomb:

      “Now look at the mess you’re in… you silly girl, Malisty.”

      Malisty.

      They know.

      The wolves know exactly who she is.

      Grunts, scraping metal, something heavy sliding. They’re extracting her. Ripping my mate from the wreckage.

      I wait, barely breathing, every nerve screaming for the next sound, the next clue. My instincts claw at me — I’m not just an Alpha. I’m a mate. A protector.

      And my soul screams one truth above all:

      She is not theirs to take.

      LJ’s voice breaks through the silence, sharp with fear. “Braven, do you know who’s taken Misty?”

      Wolves. They’ve taken my mate.

      I shake my head, trying to shove clarity through the fog. My Beta watches me, eyes locked, waiting for direction. Damn — I missed LJ’s question the first time.

      “I’m not sure,” I answer, voice tight. “It might be the same three wolves who tried to snatch her the day she arrived in Lakes Entrance. We never identified them. Even the local pack’s Alpha swore he didn’t know who they were.”

      LJ doesn’t skip a beat. “Well, it’s time we found out. Get in a chopper. I’m sending coordinates. Meet me at the crash site — we need clues. We have to find her.”

      My chest aches, the guilt twisting into something monstrous.

      If I hadn’t let her leave this morning…

      “I’ll see you soon,” I manage. “We’ll find her.”

      Then it hits me.

      Xavier.

      He vanished last night.

      Is it a coincidence? Is this abduction part of something bigger?

      Because if this is about Misty’s true identity…

      If the wolves knew her name — Malisty...

      And if Xavier’s disappearance is tangled in this web…

      Then we’re not chasing rogues.

      We’re staring into the jaws of war.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          Malisty

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Twelve Months Later

      

      

      

      Hot tears trail down my cheeks, searing and relentless, matching the jagged agony stabbing through my body like red-hot pokers.

      We were so close.

      A broken sob shudders free. For Elira, I must survive. I have to.

      That monster — Lucan Thorne — killed her right in front of me. My long-lost half-sister, who had fought tooth and claw to find me.

      Her story — God, I hadn’t believed it at first. But she had proof: faded photographs of our mother, the haunted shadows in her eyes telling stories no words could. And beneath those shadows lay agony — both mental and physical — carved deep by a life spent surviving Hank, the ruthless Alpha who fathered us both.

      Elira grew up under his rule, trapped in a compound drenched in fear and dominance. She wasn’t a baby when it all fell apart — she was a child. Old enough to remember the night their mother tried to escape with her.

      My sister remained brave with her chin up and steel in her eyes as she recounted what happened the night our mother tried to escape with her, gazing into the distance as if she were watching the scene unfold before her...

      Janelle’s escape wasn’t clean — it was bloody, desperate, a sprint through dense woods fuelled only by instinct and love. She clutched Elira’s hand tightly, whispering promises through cracked lips. But Hank, the compound’s ruthless Alpha and father to her, was never far behind.

      When his enforcers cornered them, he made his choice. After a savage beating, he let Janelle go — not to grant mercy, but perhaps to watch her crumble in isolation, or die quietly in the wilderness. No one knew his true intent.

      But Elira... he kept.

      Ripped from her mother’s arms as Janelle screamed and clawed, her cries dissolved into the chill of the forest and the finality of an Alpha’s decree. Elira’s wide eyes were the last thing Janelle saw before being dragged away — bloodied, broken, and empty. That separation carved itself into Elira’s soul.

      From that day, Elira grew up caged within Hank’s walls, beneath his shadow. She endured in silence, but never stopped searching. Her mother had escaped once. Somewhere out there, Janelle still lived — Elira was certain. And when the opportunity came, she seized it. That long hunt for truth led her straight to me.

      Back to Present

      We made it to Alexandra, the quiet town nestled in the highlands. Xavier led us here, believing we’d be safe. I remembered it from my childhood — gold country, once named Red Gate, now Alexandra in honour of royalty long gone.

      But for us, it wasn’t sanctuary. It was a graveyard.

      Lucan could’ve taken me without the brutality, but his cruelty always demanded a show. He beat me savagely while I shielded my unborn child, curling into the dirt with broken ribs and a shattered arm.

      Elira stepped in — broken herself — but still defiant. He wasn’t meant to kill her. Orders had been clear. But Lucan didn’t care. He snapped her arm, shattered her leg, and after she collapsed, he violated her — laughing through every sick, twisted second. Then he looked at me, smiled, and flicked a knife from who knows where.
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