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Alpha Rising is an outstanding example of what a Paranormal Romance should be. This is definitely a gem.
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Julie makes the journey in this shifter world a true love story.
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A fated meeting changes everything...

Killian Blackcrown wants nothing more than to leave the family legacy behind him. From the abusive ways of his father’s ruling, to the countless lives that were taken simply because they were deemed unworthy, Killian won't run a pack that way. He renounces himself from the role of Pack Master and becomes a lone wolf. Unfortunately, it’s not that easy and his past will eventually catch up.

Cordelia Golden will not be forced into a loveless marriage. The magic that ascends the next Alpha may only pass to the next male heir—or in her case, her chosen mate—but she knows her fated mate is out there and she intends to find him. If she doesn't, she faces a life sentence of servitude to an unwanted suitor.

Cordelia stumbles upon Killian and the two collide in a battle of wills, but when two pieces of a broken soul become one, nothing can tear it apart. Unfortunately, the evil is calling from Killian’s old pack and it’s out for blood. He is about to face the ultimate battle, Alpha against Alpha, and he can't afford to lose.
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Dedication
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For Leanna — May you always find your inner light in the darkest of rooms and shine fearlessly in the face of the unknown.
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​Chapter One
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“I can’t wait for the fight tonight! It will be fucking epic, a bloodbath!” 

This was not the first time Killian Blackcrown heard these words. Being the son of an Alpha meant training, responsibility, and a lot of fights. Fights meant blood, and blood meant certain death.

Killian watched Ginger, one of the unclaimed females of his pack, as she boasted about tonight's fight. He was only feet from the conversation, yet, people talked as if he were not in the vicinity. They knew who would fight tonight. Everyone knew. The air surrounding the pack was filled with negative energy and he hated everything about it.

Salty sea air blew in from the Atlantic in Kill Devil Hills, North Carolina. Kill Devil Hills was an appropriate name for the town his pack lived in. Kill Devil Hills housed the devil himself: his father.

Killian was expected to fight tonight, to fight for the role of Alpha. His father made damn sure he knew this and wanted his oldest son to take down anyone in his way, mutilate them, destroy whatever stood between him and his fucking throne.

But Killian wanted more out of life. He didn’t want to rule by fear or intimidation. That was his father. Blood and death were how the current Alpha ruled.

“You will be ruled or you will die.” 

It wasn’t the best motto, but it worked for his father. No one dared stand up to the man who would kill anyone, even his own children, if they bothered to question him or his authority.

Even if he did win the fight tonight, what would he get out of it? A woman who wasn’t his mate and a pack he didn’t want, all while fighting a guy who was determined to kill him, while Killian’s father watched on with a demonic grin on his smug face. That bastard would even goad the challenger on to win, just to see how far he could push Killian. His father knew the challenger would not win, but it still didn’t stop him.

The older man lived for the sport, loved it, and maybe it was an addiction. Keep the pack strong by killing off the weak. 

“Save me a place up close,” Ginger yelled to her friend. She turned toward Killian and smiled, then sauntered over to the man. “But before I go, come here.” She reached for him and slid her hand behind his neck, then pulled him down to her.

She pressed her lips to his, then whispered, “Win tonight, lover. Win for me. Then we can fuck in his blood.”

His stomach churned and he wanted to vomit on the woman right there. She left his side and jogged toward the fighting pit. He wanted to gargle the disgust from his mouth.

“My son, the soon to be Alpha, will fight Johnny, the lowlife son of a bitch, tonight. Johnny thinks he can best my son, but we all know better, don’t we? We all know Killian will—well hell, it’s part of his name! He’ll kill the bastard!”

Killian closed his eyes and let out a long sigh. He was tired of the fights, tired of proving he was worthy of a pack he didn’t want anymore, and he wanted out.

“Brother,” called the familiar voice of his brother, Lucian.

Killian opened his eyes. “Lucian. Shouldn’t you be front and center with dad?”

“I’m on my way. I want to see you rip that bastard's arms from his body and beat him with them.”

He frowned and shifted his stance toward his brother. “You sound just like him, you know that?” 

“I consider that a compliment.”

Where Killian stood six foot four, Lucian was closer to six foot two. He may be slightly shorter, but his brother was tough and wouldn’t hesitate to take out the competition, even if that person was him. And the thought often scared Killian.

“You shouldn’t,” he told Lucian. “Dad shouldn’t run the pack based on fear, and you know that.”

“And if he didn’t, all of the pack would run all over him. People would take advantage. Why the fuck would a pussy be in charge of a pack? Wait, are you pussying out, brother?” Lucian chuckled and shook his head. “Do you not want to fight?”

“No, not really. You’re welcome to go in my place, though I’d rather you not fight at all.”

Lucian’s eyes glowed their golden yellow, the color of his wolf. Then he smirked. “I love a good fight. The adrenaline, the sweat, everything about it. The blood, the fucking afterward, I live for all of it.”

“And that’s the difference between us,” Killian mumbled.

“What?” Lucian asked.

Killian shook his head. “Nothing. Just—” He sighed. “Go onto the field. I’ll be there shortly.”

“You better or dad will not only hunt you down, he’ll kill you and make me Alpha.”

“If you want it so bad, I’ll give it to you once dad dies.”

Lucian pushed his brother...hard. “Fuck you,” he growled. “If I’m Alpha, it’s because I earned the title, just like how you’ll earn it. One day you’ll fight dad for the title. Earn that shit, brother.” He pushed Killian again and this time, he growled.

“Touch me again and I’ll make sure you’re the first I fight tonight.”

“Yeah, there he is,” he growled with a sadistic grin. “Now claim your fight tonight, then fuck that Ginger bitch.”

Lucian walked toward the field and Killian sighed. 

Why was this his life? This wasn’t how a pack should be run, by fear and blood. Where’s the trust and respect that their leader would have their back, no matter what? 

A loud explosion sounded and he realized gunpowder must have been dumped into the fire to announce the fight was about to begin.

“It can’t start if I’m not here for it.” Killian looked at his surroundings, finding himself alone. The brisk air of the impending weather swirled around him. Winter was coming. The first snowflakes fell the other day, leaving a light dusting over the not yet frozen ground. As a shifter, he ran hot and the snow was a welcome reprieve. 

He approached the crowd and found his father sitting on his throne. He’d had it carved out of an old oak tree and it looked ridiculous. It was similar to a toddler throwing sticks together and calling it a chair.

His father stood and a grin spread across his lips. “My son has arrived!”

The crowd went into an uproar and as they turned to find where Killian stood; the people made a path toward the fighting ring.

Killian’s hair blew across his back. He closed his eyes and lowered his head. His heart hammered in his chest and anxiety spiked. He had to do this; he had to leave, not fight. This wasn’t him, not now, not anymore. 

“Get over here and fight me, you pussy!” 

Killian opened his eyes, lifted his chin, and found Johnny, the challenger, at the end of the path that was formed for him to walk through. He fisted his shirt and pulled it from his body. The crowd erupted once more into cheers and growls. Killian removed his pants. Then, instead of stepping forward, he shifted into his wolf form and, in a breath, he turned on his hind legs, and sprinted off into the opposite direction, the wind blowing against his fur covered body.

“You fucking coward,” his father yelled in the distance behind him. “I’ll kill you when I find you, Killian! You’re dead to me! Dead!” 

The harder he ran, the softer his heart pounded in his chest. He was leaving it all behind him—no more alpha, no more fights, no more living up to the expectations of a demon. 

He was free. He renounced his pack, his brother, his father, all of it. He would be on his own and there was no better way to start this new life. He needed this to survive, otherwise, the pack life would have killed him.

As for Lucian, he would have to worry about his brother another day. He was lost to the ways of their father’s ruling. In time things may change, but for now, Killian needed to look out only for himself. 

He would set up a life somewhere far away from here, and any other rival packs in the area. It would be tough, but it could be done.

You’re dead to me!

The sound of his father’s voice echoed in his mind.

The wind whipped through his fur the harder he ran. The ground was soft from the last rainfall and melted snow and his paws dug harder into the ground, tossing mud into the air as he sprinted. 

Trees seemed to blur in his vision in the North Carolina terrain. Soon, the winter snows would fall. Until then, he had to get as far away from his father as he could. The man was a natural born killer with instincts higher than anyone he ever knew. He could sniff out and track his prey, even if said morsel crossed a river. His father would find him. 

In the distance was a cabin he had purchased and restored. It was on the middle slope of the Appalachian Mountains in North Carolina. The cabin was once a run-down piece of shit that barely had a roof and floorboards. He gutted the place, completely restored it, and had it available as a hiding spot, if the desire ever came.

And that moment was now. 

He had electricity mounted through a nearby pole, running water, and a full bath. There was space to grow his own garden, not that he had a green thumb, but he could learn. 

No one had followed him or knew about this place, not even Lucian. He kept it that way for a reason. If one person knew of your plans, your whereabouts, your alternate plan to surviving life, then all the preparation to stay alive would have been for nothing. 

He held onto the thought of his own place, to be his own man, a lone wolf on the brink of what felt like insanity. This was the right decision. He carried a pain of guilt for leaving Lucian behind, but in time, he would go back for him. 

Lucian would take over as Pack Master. His brother resented him for the longest time, bitter that he wasn’t born first, and probably still did. He wanted to rule, not be ruled. He had a thirst for blood, just like their father. However, there was still a soft side to his brother. He witnessed it once when two younger pack teens were picking on a girl half their age.

Lucian charged in and snarled at the boys, grabbed them by their necks and threw them across the ground, then dropped to his knees to tend to the younger female. He wiped at her tears and told her they would no longer be an issue for her. The child hugged Lucian and when that happened, his brother froze, unsure what to do. 

His eyes met Killian’s and he motioned for his brother to hug the girl back. And he did. A part of Lucian’s black heart melted that day and beat for a different reason.

Then their father showed his ass in the town square. He grabbed Lucian by the hair and yanked him to his feet.

“No son of mine will bend the knee and wipe a girl’s tear!”

The child ran in fear back to her parents. Their father pulled Lucian by his hair and his brother’s feet dragged across the ground. Killian started toward his father but Lucian held his hand up and waved him off.

“No,” he mouthed.

Killian stopped and a sadness crept through him, knowing his brother would be beaten for showing a softness to an inferior creature.

Killian was supposed to lead as Alpha. The echo of his brother screaming still haunted his memories and nightmares. He felt a dampness seep into the fur near his eyes. Their father would beat them until they bled. He would snarl, lash their backs with a belt, all while consuming whiskey. 

Their mother protected them from this side of their father, but after she died, the gates of Hell were opened, never to close again.

He was to take over as Pack Master of their clan.

He was expected to lead in his father’s passing.

Not today, not ever.
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​Chapter Two
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“​Father, please, don’t make me do this.” Cordelia Golden lowered herself to her knees by her father’s bedside. He lay in his bed covered with blankets. His skin was beginning to grey and she knew it wouldn’t be long before he passed into the next life. 

“You must. Think of the pack. They cannot be without an Alpha,” he whispered to her. He laid his weathered hand over top hers and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Please, do this for us, for your sister, for me.”

“Father, I would do anything for you, but I refuse to marry a man just so he can claim the title of Alpha. I’m your first born. Let me become the Alpha.”

He coughed and Cordelia brought a used rag to his mouth. He spat into it, then laid back down. “It’s unheard of, having a female as Alpha, and you know this. You’re tougher than half the men out there. You would be an amazing leader, but having a female lead this pack, you would be attacked left and right. I cannot leave this world knowing this. We must set things in order.”

“Then let me find my mate. Allow me to marry the one who is destined to be mine.”

“Allow me to take her, Pack Master.”

Cordelia closed her eyes and let out a long sigh.

James McBeal, one of the hunters of their pack, came into the room. He was tall and broad, and he was also a bully. He pushed his way around people, took things from the smaller ones, like their weapons, food, money, it didn’t matter. If he wanted it, he would eventually have it in his hands. He made his way through the women of this pack and he also stated on numerous occasions that he should be Alpha when her father passed. 

Of course, for this to happen, he would have to mate with Cordelia and make the bonding official. She wanted no part of that, or him. He disgusted her completely.

“Not in this lifetime or the next,” she told him without turning around. “Leave us, this is a family matter.”

“Come now, that’s not what you said the other night,” James teased.

She whipped around on her heels and fisted her hands by her sides. “Stop with your lies and gaslighting, James. You and I—” She motioned between them. “—will never be a thing. Now, leave my father’s room and our home. You are not welcome here.”

“He’s part of this pack, Cordy,” her father said, using her nickname. “We don’t have time for this.” He coughed again. “I’m dying and the pack comes first. It always will, no matter what.”

“Then please, sir, grant me your blessing and—”

“No!” She cut him off and turned back to her father. She sighed and rubbed at her temples. She knew her father spoke the truth; the pack always came first. There was no changing his mind once it was made up, the old stubborn fool. She wasn’t ready to give up on her dream yet, either. And she was most certainly not going to entertain the idea of mating with James. The thought made her want to vomit.

“James, leave us,” her father said.

“As you wish,” James mumbled, but not before he whispered next to Cordelia’s ear, “You will be mine.”

She gritted her teeth and stepped away from the man. He chuckled as he left the room, closing the door behind him.

“Father, you’re leaving me no choice here.” She stepped closer to his bed. Leaning over him, she pressed her lips to his forehead. He felt chilled and clammy. 

“Cordy?”

The familiar voice of her younger sister, Sarah, called to her. She looked behind her as Sarah stepped into their father’s room. She recently turned twenty-three and was of age to marry if she so chose, but like Cordelia, no one was worthy.

Their father always boasted about wanting boys for his children, but since he was blessed with girls, he should toughen them up just as well. His love for his children never wavered. He was protective, loyal, and a wonderful leader. He was fair in his rulings and never put out a punishment of death. He was respected in his pack and the only time he was ever challenged for Pack Master, it was Cordelia who fought the man. 

The man had growled in her ear that as soon as he won, he would kill her father, rape her sister, and put a babe in her belly. The pack would be his and his alone. The rage that day drove Cordelia to a new level of insanity, one she never wanted to experience again. And she won.

The fight ended when she ripped his throat from his neck. In her wolf form, she stood over the dead body of the fighter as his blood oozed from her mouth.

Cordelia wouldn’t leave her home for almost a month. It was her first kill and it caused her to have nightmares for weeks afterward. Sarah slept next to her in bed, and her father was never too far away.

“I did it to protect you,” she cried to her father. “To protect Sarah and our pack. He would have ruined everything and broke the pack apart. He would have taken all the women for himself and killed off the men.”

“He said as such?” her father asked.

“Not in so many words, but yes.” 

Coming back to the present, she faced her sister. “What is it, Sarah?”

She motioned for Cordelia to join her in the corner of their father’s room. Pictures of the girls hung on the walls from when they were babes to their adult years. Other photographs were of Sarah and Cordelia in their wolf form. Cordelia’s wolf a pure white, like her hair. Sarah’s wolf had a blonde hue to it, not quite as white as her sister’s.

“Will father make me marry, too? I don’t want to marry one of the guys here. No one here does it for me, you know?”

Cordelia sighed and took her sister by the arms. “Not everything in the world revolves around you, Sarah. The sooner you realize that, the better.”

“I never said it does,” she protested. “But seriously, all the men here are, well—”

“Gross?” Cordelia finished.

“Yeah, exactly. I don’t want to feel forced into a loveless marriage for the sake of the pack.”

“Yet if we don’t,” Cordelia added, “anyone at any time could take over and we can’t let that happen.”

“What will you do?” Sarah asked.

Shaking her head, Cordelia actually looked at her sister and what she had on. She wore fitted blue jeans with knee high boots. She paired it with a long white sweater and she had her long light blonde hair pulled into a ponytail. “You look nice today. Any reason?”

She shrugged. “I figured with daddy passing soon, it would be better to try to look my best than to come in as if I had just rolled out of bed.”

Lifting her brow, Cordelia crossed her arms over her chest. “What are you trying to say?”

“Maybe that a shower wouldn’t hurt you? I mean, you’re beautiful. Why not dress the part as the pack masters oldest daughter? You have a lot of power behind you, if you just chose to use it.”

“What do you know of power?” She pushed past her sister and out of their father’s room. Starting down the familiar family hallway, she stopped in the living room and picked up her purse. 

“Apparently not as much as you, but I know enough to understand my place in this pack.”

“Fine.” Cordelia turned and faced her sister. Anger rose and she wanted to grab her sister, shake her, and get her to wake the hell up to the reality they were both in. “Then you go marry whoever you want and let him become the new pack Alpha, because I’m out.”

“What? No, you can’t leave me here like this!”

“Oh, yes I can, and I will. Watch me.” She turned toward the door. Sarah grabbed her by the arm and yanked her back.

“Please, don’t leave,” she whispered. “I need you here with me. I can’t do any of this without you. And Cordy,” she whispered. “I’m scared. I’m really, truly scared.”

With a sigh, Cordelia lowered her head and let go of the door. She loved her sister but she didn’t have to like her right now. “Look,” she started, and led Sarah over to the couch. The women sat and Cordelia crossed one leg over the other. “There’s an expectation of us I don’t agree with. If we were born males, this wouldn’t be an issue. The Alpha role would have naturally fallen to me. However, since we are women, we have to marry a man and he will be the one to run the pack. I want to do this for our father, but not with anyone here. I know my mate is out there, I just know it, Sarah, but I can’t stay here. I have to go find him. Once I do, we can marry and he can then rule.”

She lifted her brow. “So, that’s your big plan? To run away until you find some schmuck to marry you and convince him to be the Alpha?”

“Wow,” she started and felt defeat plague her thoughts. “Since you put it that way, it sounds idiotic.”

Sarah took her hand and held it in her lap. “Listen, if you’re able to find your mate and he’s willing to move mountains for you, then anything is possible. And Cordy?”

“Yeah?”

“You’re worth it. Never forget that. You’re amazing and a wonderful big sister.”

Cordelia smiled and pulled her sister close to her. “You’re not so terrible, either.”

Their mother died when Cordelia was ten and Sarah was barely eight. Cancer ate away at her body from the inside out. It was a horrible, painful death. When she passed, they had the funeral, followed by the cremation of her body. She often dreams of the day they set flames to her mother’s body. 

What if she were still alive?

What if she felt the pain?

Did she tell her mother how much she loved her?

Could she have done something more to prevent the death from happening?

Their father reminded them, time and time again, it was not their fault. She had cancer and that was that.

Cordelia took it upon herself to raise her sister from that point forward. Not that their father didn’t help, because he did, but he had the responsibility of the pack as well. There were also unattached female pack members who wanted to be with the Alpha. It was sometimes humorous to watch their father turn down advances. Other times, the girls would play games with the women.

Once, during an afternoon outing, Sarah brought back a mouse she found dead in the field. She was crying because the critter didn’t have a chance. Cordelia told her to give her the remains and she would bury him properly.

What Sarah didn’t know was Cordelia decided to plant the dead mouse on a plate for the woman wanting attention from her father. When dinner was served, Cordelia brought out the plate for the woman and sat it in front of her, then left the room. She joined Sarah in the kitchen and waited.

Then it happened, the woman screamed, and Cordelia burst out in laughter. Moments later, their father rushed into the kitchen and he had fire in his eyes. To say he was pissed was an understatement. 

He bent down to Cordelia’s level and said, “Tell me the truth, girl. Did you place that mouse on her plate?”

She nodded and never broke eye contact with her father.

“Was that the mouse I brought you today?”

“Shh!” Cordelia returned.

Her dad then stood and motioned for Sarah to leave the kitchen. Cordelia felt scared that day and wasn’t sure what her father would do, but as soon as they were alone, she braced for the worst.

Then, her father shocked her by letting out a chuckle. She frowned and tilted her head.

“Why are you laughing?”

“Because, you sly young girl, you should have seen the look on her face!” He laughed even harder, then Cordelia smiled.

“You’re not mad at me?”

“Oh, you’re grounded, but no, I’m not mad. She left here as fast as she tried to get in. And that I thank you for.”

“But I’m still grounded?”

“Ask again and I will whip your behind.”

She nodded quickly and added, “Yes, sir.” She then ran off for her bedroom with a devious grin.

She looked at her sister as they sat on the couch and Cordelia smiled at the memory of the dead mouse. “It’s always been you and me against the world, Sarah. What would I do without you?”

She shrugged. “Let’s not find out.”

Cordelia leaned forward and whispered, “When the sun goes down tonight, I’m leaving. I can’t do this, Sarah. I know my mate is out there. Reckless or not, I won’t marry someone here just for the sake of the Alpha role. I won’t do it.”
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