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Chapter 1

 


Austin knew that if he laughed she’d
come across the desk at him. He was bigger and much stronger than
the fiery redhead practically vibrating with anger, but at the
moment he was reasonably sure that she wouldn’t care. But damn, he
was thoroughly enjoying this. Maybe just a little too much. He
wasn’t a hundred percent sure what had pissed her off to begin
with. He opened his mouth to bait her again when she spoke
first.

“Look, buddy. I’m here
because some asshole judge told me to be. I didn’t realize that you
had to have my pedigree to work here. I either work or go to jail.
Right now, jail is sounding much better.”

Austin looked down. It was either that
or grin. He looked up at her and wiped his hand over his mouth,
trying to stem the look on his face. “It says here your name is
‘Lou’ Cavanaugh. You don’t look like a ‘Lou’ to me. What’s it short
for? I need it for tax purposes.” She danced on her feet. “Why
don’t you sit down? This could be awhile since you’re being so
cooperative.”

She looked at the chair behind her and
then back at him. She didn’t comment, neither did she sit. She’d
been standing since she came in the room not five minutes ago.
That’s when he looked into her eyes. There was anger there, yes. A
great deal of it. But he could see the pain now, etched along not
only her eyes, but her mouth as well. He was just starting to stand
when someone knocked on the door and entered.

“Austin, what is
it?”

He glanced at CJ then at the
girl.

“How’s the interview
going? Do we have another person to help out around the
compound?”

Lou snorted. “Like I have a choice.”
It was low and probably wouldn’t have been heard by any human, but
he heard her. As did CJ. And CJ was in a better position to handle
the girl than he was. He knew she was hurting and his first
instinct was to help her.

“You’ll learn respect
here, Miss Cavanaugh. Or else you will go back to where you came
from. I don’t know your history, but we take care of those who work
for—” CJ had been moving toward Lou and stopped suddenly. “You’re
bleeding.”

That was the first time he’d seen fear
in the girl’s eyes. She took one step back then a second before she
bumped into the chair. Her body language changed in that instant.
She went from pissed off female to warrior female in a
heartbeat.

“You mind your own fucking
business. I came here because I was made to. Not to become friendly
and certainly not to have you looking into my life.” Lou turned to
him. “Do I work here or go to jail?”

Austin glanced at his mate. She nodded
slightly. Austin looked at Lou again. And he was surprised that he
wasn’t mad, upset yes, but not mad at her. He was more impressed
than anything. He sat down, took out the sheets of paper, and
handed one to her. “You work. Here’s a map to the housing unit that
you’ll be staying in. Here is a list of times meals are served as
well as a schedule. You’ll be to work on time and ready. You’ll do
what you’re told when you’re told and how you’re told to do it.” He
could see that she wanted to make a comment, but all she did was
stretch her neck and nod. “This is the only chance you’ll get at
making any kind of comment on how badly you’re hurt. If you can’t
do your job, now would be the time to tell us.”

“I’ll do it. Ninety days
worth.” He handed her the sheet of paper that was a contract that
stated that she agreed with the rules and regulations of working
for him. Without even reading it, she signed where he told her. She
signed the paper “Lou.” He handed her a copy. “Anything
else?”

He wanted to ask her again what had
happened, but only shook his head. Without a backward glance to CJ
she left the room, closing the door softly behind her.

CJ sat in the chair Lou had never
touched. “She’s certainly something else. I’ve never seen anyone
that mad before over coming here. Usually they are happy not to be
in a cell for the duration. Why is she serving her community
service here instead of the jail she seems to prefer?”

Austin leaned back in his chair and
looked at his lovely mate and grinned. “George said he was worried
she’d hurt one of the other inmates if they spoke to her. He said
she seems to be…” He pulled out the fax from George Taylor, the
county judge. “He seems to think she’s ended up in his court room
only because she had nowhere else to go. He also said he knows that
she’s basically a good kid, but has some trust issues. George
thinks being around some of the pack will give her some of it
back.”

“Trust issues? I’d say
yes, that’s a fair estimate. But she is hurt. I’m not sure how
badly, but she is hurt.” Austin nodded. “Do you really think she’ll
hurt any of the ones in the house with her?”

“No. Not unless they try
something first. She doesn’t strike me as the social butterfly
type.” He handed her the thick file that had come to him yesterday.
“This is what George sent me. He said it was thicker than this, but
he took out the stuff that was petty.”

Petty? He was amazed by what had
happened to the girl and that she’d lived this long. First, there
had been foster homes, then crimes that seemed to be more for her
survival than anything else. He hadn’t been surprised, however, to
see that when she’d been arrested this time, she’d had no address
or any sort of job.

“Austin, do you think
she’s going to show up to work or skip on us? We don’t really need
any more help on the projects. We’re about finished with all but
one house and Connor said he’s doing that work on his
own.”

Austin nodded. They didn’t need
anything right now, but George had begged. He said that if Lou
didn’t get help now he was afraid the girl would get hurt or she’d
hurt herself. He was afraid that she’d end up on the wrong side of
a gun and he didn’t want to see that happen. Not to this
one.

“You ever see an animal
that was caught in one of those traps? The kind where they chew off
their own leg rather than wait for someone to come along and kill
them?” Austin had nodded at George when he’d been in his office two
days ago. “That girl is going to chew off her own leg.”

Austin tried to think what he’d meant
and looked up sharply when he thought he had it. “You think she’ll
kill herself?”

“Yes. Yes, I do. Poor girl
has been on the run, mostly from herself I think, for nearly all
her life. Her parents didn’t want her, or so the records show.
She’d been in nineteen foster homes by the time she’d been fifteen
and had run off after the last one.”

He started to ask why when the file
had landed in his lap. “You read that. If you don’t want to take
her on then I’ll understand. She’ll be a handful.”

And if the first interview with her
was any indication, then he was sure she would be. He looked over
at CJ when she cleared her throat.

“It says here that she was
dumpster diving when an officer found her. She’d been caught before
and warned off. This time she came before George. She should have
been spending the next thirty days in jail for being a vagrant, but
he sent her to us for ninety.” She closed the file and sat up. “Why
doesn’t she have a regular job? She seems intelligent
enough.”

Austin didn’t know. And for as much as
he wanted to find out, he was reasonably sure that nothing from the
girl would be forthcoming. He leaned back in his office chair and
looked out the window to the woods beyond. He didn’t look at his
mate as he said what he had been thinking since her file had come
to him. “No one wanted her from birth, I think. Her family, a
married couple, had given her up just after she’d turned three.
From all accounts her parents were the perfect couple. Money,
education, as well as a nice little house in the ‘burbs. I’m
thinking that because they had enough money to grease a few palms
she was put into foster care until she ran away. I guess she
remembered her real name. Because she was dropped off as Louise
Smith. By all accounts they didn’t have time for a child.” He
looked at CJ. “Especially, I’m thinking, one like her.”

“Like her? What do you
mean? Is she not human?” CJ picked up the file again and began
thumbing through it. He knew the moment that she found what he’d
seen. “She’s an empath.”

Austin nodded. “She terrified her
parents. I’m betting they paid for all kinds of doctors to ‘fix’
her and when that failed, they tossed her away. And according to
George, someone is chasing her.”

“For her
abilities.”

Austin nodded.

“And when they find her…oh
Austin, when they find her, they’ll hurt her.”

He thought it would be worse than
that, but didn’t say so. He stood up and stretched. It was time to
go find the foreman and tell him that he had a new hire coming on
board and to tell him to be careful of her. Smiling, he wondered
what Karl would say when he saw the girl. Karl Fitzpatrick was a
large, loud Irishman who didn’t know a stranger. If anyone could
bring the girl around, he could.

~~~

Lou set her bag on the bed and sat
carefully down on it too. She hadn’t known what to expect, but this
room was nowhere near what she had been used to. There were two
beds in the room, both nice-sized doubles, two dressers, as well as
two small walk-in closets. There was a bathroom that housed a
shower, toilet, and a double sink.

Whoever had the messy bed next to her
had already claimed the right half of the room as well as the right
sink. Lou didn’t care. She was here for three months and didn’t
plan on being buddies with anyone from here. Getting up, she took
her bag and went to the bathroom.

Peeling off her pants, she looked at
her leg. It was bleeding again. Taking the wrap off the wound, she
hissed through the pain until the jagged yet stitched up cut was
uncovered. Leaning down, she took a whiff and didn’t smell any
infection.

She’d hurt herself four days ago. Of
course, had she not been running for her life she might not have
hurt herself, but there was no help for it. When Dean Herman, a man
from her past, had come up behind her, she’d hit him with the log
she’d been carrying and took off. He’d nearly had her when she fell
into the stream and got away. Dean screamed that he’d get her
soon.

Taking out her small first aid kit
that she’d put together over the years, she cut along the tiny
stitches she’d put in the day before to take out the ones that
hadn’t broken. Using some of the liquid soap and a clean rag that
she’d found somewhere, she washed the wound and patted it dry. Some
of the stitches had been pulled loose and she needed to replace
them. She had enough scars, she didn’t need any more.

The thread was the normal kind that
you’d find in any sewing store, but hers had been in someone’s
trash. She’d boiled it and then the spool. It was as clean as any
one she’d find in a doctor’s office, she figured. She threaded her
only needle and took it and the thread to the sink to wash
again.

It took her nearly ten minutes to
replace the nineteen stitches and another five to clean her leg up
again. Sweat poured off her forehead and along her back. Taking off
her shirt, she rinsed it out and then put on the only other one she
had. Taking the wet shirt to the bedroom area again, she was
surprised to see that her roommate was on the bed.

“I’m Debbie Jones. It
looks like we’re going to be living together for awhile. What are
you in for?” Lou ignored her and hung her shirt over the back of
the headboard. “I guess you didn’t hear me. I said—”

“I heard you.” Lou sat on
the bed and pulled out the map she’d been given. Looking up at the
clock, she saw that she had eight minutes before she could leave
this room to go to the mess hall. Standing up slowly, she moved
toward the door, taking her bag with her.

“There’s a closet you can
leave your things in. No one will bother them. Not even
me.”

Lou walked to the door and noticed
that in addition to the dressers, there was a laptop on the one she
supposed was hers.

“You can use it all you
want. They don’t care. Just don’t steal it. I’ve been keeping in
touch with all my friends. Would you like to be on my
list?”

“No,” she said, then added
a, “thanks.” Lou walked out of the room and out of the building.
She didn’t have any friends and she certainly didn’t want any. She
was walking to the building that was marked on the map when she saw
Mr. Force and his wife going in too.

Lou had been alone most of her life.
The last ten years or so she’d been trying to survive. Not well,
but she’d made it this far. Jobs were hard to come by without an
address, and an address was harder to come by if you didn’t have
any money. She’d found that she could live on little and needed
even less. The dining hall wasn’t busy.

There were lots of things to choose
from. Pizza and burgers as well as things like chicken and ham.
Mashed potatoes as well as pasta were on the hot bar, and a salad
bar was in the center of the big kitchen. Lou took a slice of bread
and a very small salad of just lettuce to the table furthest away
from everyone else and pulled out the bottle of water she’d picked
up too. She was just finishing up her salad when someone sat beside
her.

“How did you like your
bunk?”

She didn’t answer Mr. Force, but
chewed her food slowly.

“Your roommate has been
here awhile. I think her time is about up.”

Lou drank the last of her water and
started to stand. Mr. Force told her to sit down. She sat, but
didn’t look at him.

“You’re not going to have
any fun if you don’t loosen up a little. Why don’t you try to sit
with some of the other workers instead of sitting all alone? Some
of the people here are very nice.”

“No, thank you.” She
started to stand again when he reached out toward her. She stepped
back so quickly that she nearly tripped.

“I wasn’t going to hurt
you. I was trying to have a conversation with you. Sit down.” She
sat down, but further away from him. “Are you going to be this way
the entire time you’re here?”

Lou looked at the man. “Yes. Now if I
have your permission, I’d like to leave now.” She wasn’t sure he’d
let her, but he nodded. When she stood this time, he didn’t make a
move to touch her or to stop her. She was picking up her tray when
he spoke again.

“No one will be able to
get you here. You’ll be safe.” She looked at him sharply, then
away. “Tell me who’s trying to get to you and I’ll make sure he
never comes near you while you’re here.”

She wanted to laugh at him. She’d been
made promises like that before. Plenty of times. Even by the man
who even now was probably trying to figure out where she’d gone
into hiding this time. Lou didn’t believe this man any more than
she did anyone else. Walking away without a word, she dumped her
trash in the big can and put her tray on the top. She was out the
door and into the night when she wiped the tears away. At least
here for a few weeks, she’d be able to recuperate. She needed the
time to heal.

Her leg was the worst of her wounds.
There were a lot of smaller cuts on her back and on her torso.
She’d been beaten pretty badly when she’d fallen in the stream and
pulled downstream. So much so that she was reasonably sure she had
a couple of cracked ribs. Then she’d been found and sent
here.

She’d been trying to find a blanket or
something she could clean up and use for padding when the cop had
found her. He’d yelled at her a few weeks ago for digging through
the trash. She never ate from the things she’d found there, but she
had been tempted more than once. She usually raided kitchens or
restaurants when no one was looking. And tried to get into a soup
kitchen when one was open. But she figured there were more needy
people than her. It wasn’t the best way to survive, but it worked
for her. Now, though, she was getting sick of it.

The room was empty when she returned.
Lying down on the bed, she thought about how she’d ended up here.
The judge, Judge Taylor, had told her he was doing this for her own
good. He said that she might be able to learn a trade working on
the Force Compound, as well as get a few meals. She wasn’t going to
be here long enough to learn much, but she was going to stash some
food if she could. As soon as someone turned their back she was out
of here. Closing her eyes, Lou started to count sheep. It didn’t
work very often, but today she was exhausted and fell asleep
quickly.


Chapter 2

 


Karl watched the girl struggle with
the boxes of tile. His alpha had told him to work the girl hard and
then to see if she asked for help. He glanced at his watch and
decided that it might be a long wait if he had to wait on her to
give it up and ask. The girl was ten kinds of stubborn. Reminded
him of someone else in this pack.

“You gonna let me carry
that for you?” That was another thing about her, she didn’t talk
much. He could hardly get his daughter to shut up. This kid, about
the same age as his own kid, didn’t say hardly anything. “It won’t
be nothing for you to ask for someone to tote it for
you.”

The box had to have weighed around
fifty pounds. The tile that was to cover the kitchen floor in this
house was twelve inches by twelve. She put it down near the other
five she’d already moved. She was supposed to tile this entire room
by the end of the week. He looked at the size of the area again and
thought she’d be lucky to get half finished. Then he looked at her.
Nah, she’d get it done. He figured she’d have it done in about
three days. Too damned stubborn not to.

The mud, or what was tile cement, had
been spread about ten minutes prior to the tile being delivered.
The girl had done a damned fine job of it too. He watched her open
the first box and put out the large ceramic piece on the line she’d
made to plum up the floor. Then when she started to put the spacers
in, he left her to it. She’d have to ask for help soon or she’d be
dead on her feet in a few days time. Grinning, he was amazed at how
badly he wanted her to finish the room without a lick of help from
anyone else. It would be something he could crow about, he
figured.

Karl wasn’t surprised when his alpha
was standing in the room he’d been working in only moments before.
He smiled when he saw the man pace. It was something he’d noticed
he did when he was frustrated. Glancing back at the kitchen, he
figured she was a great deal of his need to pace. Karl had been
told that this girl was needing of some watching. Well, he could do
that for him.

“She working out for
us?”

Karl didn’t ask who. The girl was the
only new hire he’d had in months.

“She didn’t have anything
listed on her paper to indicate she ever worked on a site
before.”

“She said she could lay
tile.” What she’d done was point at it and said I can do that. “She
seems to have a handle on it. Don’t talk much, does
she?”

“No, she doesn’t. George
was hoping we could learn a little about her. Maybe who was trying
to hurt her? She didn’t say anything in our meeting yesterday, but
I think she’s hurt. CJ noticed it too.”

Karl looked back to the room where Lou
was working again. “She ain’t acting like she’s hurt. But I know
she is. Can smell it on her like some bad blood. Might need a
closer look at it by the doc before long. She’s a mite on the
touchy side, but we’ll…hell alpha, she’s acting more like she’s
pissed at the world. You think someone tried to hurt her? Or you
think she’s hurt herself?”

Austin shrugged. “We don’t know for
sure. George says she’s a good kid, just lost. I tried to tell her
at dinner last night she’d be safe here, but she won’t listen to
me.”

Karl guessed that’s what had him
frustrated. He knew the man to be kindhearted yet fierce. He also
knew him to be slow to judge, but swift to make someone pay for
crimes they might commit. This girl must be driving him
insane.

“I’ll keep her busy. She’s
only just started working. By lunch she’ll be begging for someone
to come talk to her and to help her. You mark my words.” Karl
watched the big alpha move out. Karl nodded again and started on
the wall he’d been working on since yesterday. Hanging drywall was
a younger man’s work, but he was up for it.

By lunch, he was starving. He’d been
working so hard toward getting the last wall in this room hung that
he’d completely forgotten about Lou. Putting his tools away he went
to the doorway where she was and stopped dead in his tracks. Holy
shit, she’d been busy.

The six boxes that had been near her
when he’d left the room over four hours ago were empty. As were
five more laying beside them. All of them were neatly broken down
and laying flat against the wall. She was nearly finished with the
first half of the floor. He looked around in amazement. All that
was left was the last three or four blocks in the row she was
working on then the grout between the tiles. And it was as straight
as an arrow too. Karl watched her put another square in
place.

“It’s time for lunch.” His
voice cracked as he spoke. “You gonna be able to leave that until
after?”

She pulled a large piece of plastic
over where she’d been working and stood. He noticed that she moved
like she hurt now. Slow and easy, and she favored her left leg
more’n the other. He thought about what Austin had told him and
wondered how she’d come to be hurting that badly. Looking over the
floor, he thought if she was, then he’d hate to see what she could
do when she was at full strength.

Without a word she limped past him to
the hall and toward the door. She left the house they were working
on and off the porch. Karl frowned and shook his head. He wasn’t
sure if he wanted her to talk. He had a feeling she had a story to
tell and it wouldn’t be one of happily ever after. Following her
out he watched her move. Yes sir, she was hurting all right. Her
leg, he decided, as well as her ribs. She moved like a girl who’d
been beat to crap and back. Karl detoured to the office and called
Austin.

“You should hop on over
and see the kitchen. That girl can work my crew any time she wants.
Damned fine job she did for me.” He smiled when Austin started
asking ninety questions a minute. First and foremost was if she
asked for help.

“Nope. Did it by her
lonesomes, she did. And before you ask, she didn’t say a single
word. Don’t even remember seeing one of the music gadgets either.
She must have been in some kind of zone 'cause she nearly finished
with half that floor.” Austin asked where she was now and he told
her he’d sent her to lunch.

By the time Karl made it to the dining
hall she was there. He hadn’t seen her at first, but finally found
her in the very back of the room sitting by her lonesome at one of
the long tables. He figured it was by design rather than no one
wanting to sit with her. Karl decided that he’d respect her privacy
and let her be. But Austin and CJ coming in made him think the girl
wasn’t going to be eating alone much longer.

Karl watched them go to the table. He
knew the moment she saw them and watched her entire body stiffen.
He pulled himself out of line to watch this. He had a feeling this
was going to be fun.

CJ sat first. If Karl was honest with
himself, he was about half in love with the alpha person. She was
kind yet firm, and could be as gentle as a lamb one minute and
tough as nails the next. Lou got up the moment Austin sat down. He
couldn’t hear what was being said, they were too far away and the
noise level was too loud, but he could imagine. Especially when Lou
sat down again.

When Karl’s belly protested him not
eating he sighed. He was going to have to eat and get back to work.
Whatever happened here wasn’t going to feed him. Taking his place
in line, Karl kept an eye on the table and the three sitting there.
He kind of felt sorry for the alphas. It looked to him like Lou was
winning this one.

~~~

“It’s a simple enough
question. Where did you learn to lay tile? Karl said you did a
spectacular job.”

Lou fisted her hands under the table
and didn’t answer Mrs. Force.

“Lou, I would like it if
you looked at me when I speak.”

Lou turned her head and stared at her.
Most people looked away, not wanting to make such a deep
connection. She had to hand it to her, the woman was stubborn too.
But Lou knew how to play this game. Mrs. Force looked away before
Lou did. For some reason she didn’t feel triumphant, only a little
childish.

“Answer her.” The voice
was hard, compelling. Lou looked at Mr. Force and fought the need
to speak. When he repeated the command, Lou did stand then and
picked up her tray.

“I would like for you to
call the judge. I’m done here. I’d like to finish up my sentence in
the cell.” She moved toward the door and out. Going back to the
house, she was finishing up when she felt someone come in behind
her. Not bothering to look up, she had an idea who it
was.

“You signed a contract
with me and I expect you to fulfill it.” Mr. Force’s voice echoed
in the empty room. She hoped that he’d leave, but he stood there
for several more minutes before he spoke again. “Karl said you
could be on his crew any time you wanted. And he’s right, you did a
fine job on this floor. Thank you.”

When Lou turned around he was gone.
She laid the next tile and stood to mix the grout to get a start on
that. She had to grab the wall when the shooting pain in her leg
took her breath away. Looking down, she could see where blood had
seeped through her pants. Picking up her bag, she went to the
bathroom to clean up.

After she had inspected the wound, she
sat on the toilet and wondered what to do now. It was infected.
After all she’d done to prevent it, it was seeping yellow pus. She
knew that this morning in the shower that it wasn’t doing well.
Frustrated because she’d done all she’d been able to do, she
wrapped it back up and took two expired aspirin that she’d found
somewhere. Limping back out to the kitchen, she began getting ready
to grout.

The chills started about halfway into
the job. By the time Karl had told her it was quitting time she was
sweating. Walking to the place she’d been assigned to sleep, she
couldn’t remember how she’d gotten there. Lying on the bed, she
closed her eyes and had to suddenly get up and go to the bathroom.
She was sick. And after throwing up everything she had in her
belly, she went back to bed and tried to get warm again.

Lou heard Debbie come in later that
night. She might have asked her something, but didn’t remember
answering her. When the lights were turned out and she was sure
that Debbie was asleep Lou got up and moved to the door to outside.
Burning up again, she nearly cried in relief when the chilled air
touched her bare skin. She moved beyond the steps, not caring where
she was going.

Some things in the forest frightened
her. She saw trees that reminded her of her foster father and
shapes on the ground that she thought were snakes and spiders.
Moving along the trees for support Lou thought she saw a big dog,
but didn’t know for sure.

Sliding down the big tree she’d been
standing next to, Lou looked around her. She had no idea where she
was and while she had a vague idea how she’d gotten here, she
wasn’t altogether sure she could get herself back home. Shivering
again, she tried to curl into a ball for warmth. That’s when she
saw the big wolf.

“Are you going to kill
me?” He cocked his head at her but didn’t come closer. “I wish you
would. I’ve never amounted to anything and probably never will.
That’s what the woman at the last foster home said to me. ‘Ginger
Louise, you’re nothing but a pathetic mess. You’ll be lucky if you
make it past your eighteenth birthday.’ Showed her, didn’t
I?”

The wolf lay down on the ground, but
didn’t come any closer. Lou closed her eyes and tried to will the
pain to go away. She spoke to the wolf as tears rolled down her
cheek.

“I know what you are and
that you don’t normally… If I die out here, would you please not
eat on me until you’re sure I’m dead? I don’t want to wake up and
you’re chewing my arm off.” The wolf growled low and she looked at
him. “I want to die. Just be gone from this world.”

He sat up and looked to his right. Lou
looked too, but didn’t see anything until the moon appeared from
behind some thick clouds. Eyes. Lots of them too. She looked back
at the wolf and saw that his eyes were glowing too. She watched him
as he moved toward her slowly.

“I want you to make it
quick, please.” She leaned her head back, exposing her neck for
him. “Just take out my throat and kill me.”

Lou felt him touch her foot. His nose
was cold and she moved her legs wider to give him all the room he
needed. When his hot breath touched her thigh, Lou moaned. She had
no idea that pending death could be so erotic. Fisting her hands
beneath her thighs, she waited for him to do it.

When his tongue licked along her skin,
she opened her eyes and looked at the other wolves standing close.
The wolf at her throat looked at them as well. His fangs bared then
she heard a low, very vicious growl. Two of the closest wolves
backed up.

“Please. I’m begging you,
just kill me.” He turned back to her and she could see his eyes.
They were beautiful. A warm dark brown that made her heart pound.
Shaking her head slightly, she grabbed the fur on his chest. “Do
it, damn it. What the fuck are you waiting for?” Lou shook him then
and he growled again. “Kill me.”

Pain, nearly blinding pain made her
vision swim. Her head had felt as if it had exploded. Lou looked up
and then closed her eyes quickly. A man was standing next to her.
When she tried to get away, back away, pain hit her again, this
time in her leg. Crying out, Lou begged once more for him to kill
her, but the big wolf was gone.

Closing her eyes, she sobbed. “Why?
Why didn’t you make it quick?”


Chapter 3

 


Connor watched the woman sleep. She’d
been laying there for over nine hours without moving so much as her
fingers. He wondered how much longer when he heard someone at the
door. He turned to see Holly, his sister, there. She waddled in and
sat heavily in the chair. Her pregnancy made him both smile and
scared.

“She all
right?”

He shook his head.

“Clint said that she might
be here for a week or more. He said he’d never seen an infection
spread so quickly in a human before.”

“She’s malnourished. He
told me that had she been well fed and healthier, she’d be up and
about by now.” He looked over at her. “She wanted me to kill
her.”

“Austin told me. He said
that you’d been helping look for her. It was a good thing one of us
found her rather than a wild wolf. One of them might have taken
what she was offering.”

Connor felt the low growl come up from
his chest before he could stop it.

“He also said she was your
mate.”

Connor nodded as he spoke to his
sister. “So he thinks. I think she would have offered her throat to
anyone because of her leg. She had five cracked ribs too, as well
as a great many bruises all over her body. I wish that Phil were
here. He’d have her healed by now.”

Connor had brought her to the clinic
by himself
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