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      Wade Parker had longed for nothing more than a quiet life with a loving mate by his side for all of eternity, but that wasn’t the hand he’d been dealt. He’d been created for a special purpose and according to his creator, that was to be his only purpose. Any hope for his own happily ever after was forbidden. Not that it mattered, The Fates hadn’t deemed him worthy of a mate.

      When a mysterious visitor arrives at Black Paw, all hell breaks loose. Family ties and pack loyalties are put to the test when a decades-old secret is exposed. An ancient prophecy comes back to haunt everyone and with it a powerful enemy so wicked, she leaves the pack reeling.

      Wade finds himself in unfamiliar territory when The Fates finally step in, putting him in direct conflict with the one who made him. Will he defy his creator and his Alpha by choosing the one person sent to destroy the pack?
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      TWENTY-SEVEN YEARS AGO

      The full moon hung high in the winter sky, calling to Bjorn. His wolf was on edge, needing to expel the excess energy that had him wound tighter than normal. His body hummed with pent-up majik. His skin felt like it had been stretched too tight over his frame.

      Flakes of snow landed gently on his face as he stared up into the night, hoping to find his inner peace. In his youth, he’d loved the majik of Yule, but as an adult, dread filled him as the winter celebration approached and the mating prophecy that he’d grown to fear hung in his mind, leaving him wondering if his mate was nearby.

      Apprehension stirred deep inside of him, saturating his spirit with doubt about not only himself but his mate as well. Throughout his existence, he’d been told his life wouldn’t truly begin until he met her.

      He found that hard to believe.

      His life was filled with family and friends. As the son of the Alpha, expectations rode heavily on his heart and mind. Adding the expectation of finding a mate meant more stress—more worries.

      The Fates had decreed, long ago, that every Alpha male at Black Paw Pack would find his mate during the sacred time of year when the dark relinquished its hold on the world, allowing the Sun King, the giver of life, to warm the frozen Earth.

      The countdown had begun, and the anxiety kicked in as he wondered if the Fates would indeed send his mate to him.

      “A mate,” Bjorn spoke to his wolf, trying to imagine how the whole mating thing worked. His father had told him that his wolf would know their mate instantly. “

      Just one scent, son. That’s all it will take for you to know your destiny.” His father’s words lingered in his memories.

      Those thoughts, more than any, drove his trepidation about the prospect of mating to a new high. None of it made any sense to the young wolf or the young man. How could one scent impact him or his life so much?

      Closing his eyes and filling his lungs with the crisp cool air, he allowed his wolf to charge forward and assume power, needing to let go of the worries he had no control over. Ancient majik swirled around his body, forcing his bones to shift from human form to animal form. It was a feeling he never tired of.

      He felt his face elongate and his canines lengthen. Fur, the color of dark cinnamon, sprouted over his body. A single howl sprang from his snout, calling out to any pack members who were out for a run.

      Bjorn tilted his head to listen for a response. Only to be greeted with an eerie silence that hung over the land.

      His ears twitched as a twig snapped behind him on the forest floor.

      “My, my, what a fine creature you are.”

      The mysterious voice belonged to that of a woman who had stepped into the clearing. She lowered the hood of her crimson cloak to reveal flawless porcelain skin, and the most alluring sapphire eyes that he could easily lose himself in.

      Her remarkable beauty heated the blood running through his veins. Bjorn sniffed the air around him, confused by her scent. She reeked of a power and majik that was unfamiliar to him.

      “Careful.” His wolf warned him away from the woman.

      “Such a majestic being. Seeing you change from a man to a beast was most exciting.” The woman smiled, inching closer to where he stood.

      A low rumbling growl rose from his chest, cautioning the woman to stay where she was. She smiled in response, taking a step closer to the wolf.

      “I’ve heard the legends about humans who shift into animals. I needed to see for myself if it was true.”

      Bjorn took a step backward when he saw black flames dancing from the woman’s fingertips.

      “She’s a witch!” his wolf warned, turning to run.

      “Not so fast!” Flames thrust from her fingers, capturing Bjorn in their ethereal glow.

      The wolf struggled to move. A crushing weight pressed against him, forcing him to the ground. The powerful witch had them in her clutches.

      “Relax, big boy. It would be silly of me to allow such a powerful beastie to escape. Especially when you’re exactly what I need to fulfill the prophecy.”

      “We need to warn the pack,” his wolf shouted in his head.

      “No! She’ll kill us if we try. Let her think we’re alone for now.”

      The witch tilted her head as a volley of howls sounded off in the distance. Her majik pressed harder into Bjorn, scorching a path through his body. He fought his wolf to keep his snout shut, to ignore the pain tearing through them. Just when he thought he had won the battle, a long sullen howl shot from his mouth.

      “Easy, my beast. Your friends are already too late. I’m sure you feel my majik coursing through your veins. It’s a handy little spell that will make you long for me, and only me. You are destined to be my prince.”

      The wolf’s heart raced at the witch’s words. He struggled to fight her majik and remain in control.

      “You must fight off this majik!”

      Bjorn shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts. He felt his wolf slipping to the back of his mind. His human form taking control once again.

      “Who are you?” Feeling lightheaded and rather weak, Bjorn remained on the ground, not caring about his state of undress. He stared up at the woman, wondering what his wolf had been worried about.

      “I am your lover.” The woman knelt beside Bjorn, running her fingers over his chiseled jaw.

      The scent of her innocence—her desire invaded his nose. His cock immediately sprang to life, wanting to give her pleasure in which she’d never known. Bjorn reached for the woman, pulling her into his arms.

      Her fragrance wound around his senses, enveloping him in a thick fog.

      “I’ve never been happier to hear those words.” Drunk with desire, his lips crashed over hers, soliciting several throaty moans from the woman. Captivated, Bjorn watched as his lover’s crimson cloak slowly unwound from her neck and floated to the ground behind them, as if creating a bed for them to make love upon.

      “Take me,” the woman ordered, lowering her bare body onto the cloak. The invitation for Bjorn to ravage her—crystal clear.

      He didn’t remember how they met or where she had come from, but one thing he did know, he had to have her. Every fiber of his being burned for her.

      The sight of the woman lying naked and waiting for him was almost too much to endure. Bjorn wanted to pounce on her. His instinct demanded he take her hard and fast. He struggled for control, not wanting to scare his lover away. Slowly, he crawled over to her, pausing to admire her beauty. He kissed a trail that started at her shapely calves and continued up her luscious inner thighs. Her soft moans of pleasure filled his ears, spurring him on. The sweet scent of her sex filled his nose, acting as a catalyst that stoked an already heated fire.

      “I have to taste you!” Bjorn shouted just before his tongue landed on her sex.

      Her sensual cries of bliss grew louder as his tongue parted her folds. Bjorn licked and sucked on her clit, desperately needing to please the woman beneath him. Her sweet honey acted as a drug for his already crazed mind.

      She begged for more with each swipe of his tongue, but only did he stop when her body thrashed beneath him, having wrung a powerful climax from her lovely body.

      “Ahh, my beastie. You are promising to be everything I’d hoped for and more. Now take me!”

      His cock ached as he lowered his body over hers, craving a release he felt he would die without. Bjorn inched into her, knowing he needed to go slow. He took his time, not wanting to hurt the woman who’d trusted him with her innocence.

      Curses slipped from his mouth at the sensation of inching himself gently into her tight sheath. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his breath hitching in his throat. So tight. So wet. Her sleeve was like a vise around his cock. He pulled out once more and rubbed the tip of his cock over her slit, teasing his lover.

      Lost in her sapphire eyes, Bjorn sucked in a deep breath when the brilliant blue flashed to a deep gold, then back to blue.

      Surely he’d imagined it, right? A trick of the light—something.

      “Take me, now.”

      “I don’t want to hurt you.” He voiced his concern to his lover, but something had taken control of his mind—his body, as her demand fluttered around his ears. He found himself unable to do anything but obey her command. With one quick thrust of his hips, his cock shoved past her virgin barrier, drawing a scream from her mouth.

      His heart pounded in his chest. Horrified by his barbaric actions, Bjorn started to pull away, fearing he’d hurt the woman.

      “I’m so sorry. I have no idea what came over me. I—I meant to go slow. To be easy with you.”

      She held him close and kept him from pulling back. “I wanted it this way. I wanted to feel the sting of being taken by a true beast.”

      Her strange words sounded sweet and calming to his mind and body. The guilt he’d felt had quickly vanished but didn’t keep him from holding still, perfectly motionless, waiting for her pain to subside. Only when she started to wiggle her hips under him did he begin to move again.

      “Ahhh beauty, you feel so good wrapped around my cock.” Bjorn groaned, lifting her legs up and around his waist. His slow moves—methodical, soliciting a torrent of moans from his lover’s luscious lips. Her pleasure was his only concern. Bjorn kissed her passionately, making love to her mouth with each caress of his tongue over hers. Sweeping back and forth, in and out, swallowing her lusty moans.

      Picking up his pace, he pulled back from the kiss and watched in awe as her sapphire eyes flashed to a stunning gold before they changed back to blue once again. Seeing the quick flicker reminded him of something, but what, he had no idea and no desire to expend any energy figuring it out. All that mattered was the woman beneath him.

      The woman pulled his head down to meet hers. Going in for the kiss he had expected, she surprised Bjorn when she turned her head and nibbled on his earlobe before whispering a strange chant in a foreign tongue.

      He didn’t know why the task of making love to the woman suddenly felt urgent, imperative to his very being. The need to spill his seed repeatedly in his lover shocked and overwhelmed him, having never felt such a crucial drive to do so within any lover he’d ever taken.

      “That’s it, beast!” The redheaded beauty shook beneath him. Her inner walls clamped down around his cock as her orgasm rushed over her.

      He bit his tongue, trying to hold back. He tried to pull out, as he had always done in the past, but something stopped him. A force more powerful than his own need or will compelled him to fill his lover with his seed.
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      PRESENT DAY

      Adalyn Erickson spun on her heels to face her mother. “I don’t understand what the big deal is. My home is here. It always has been. Why are you suddenly so eager to get rid of me?”

      Adalyn knew her mother’s game but kept her mouth shut to see if her mother would, for once in her life, be honest with her.

      “You are the rightful heir, and you must take your place in life. It is your destiny, my child. Besides, you must consider your wolf and her needs. She needs her pack. She’s been without one for far too long. Imagine how she would feel, having a pack of her own to lead.”

      Her wolf whined in her mind at the mere thought of being around other wolves, a thing that had never happened in her entire life. Adalyn knew how much it meant to her beast. How lonely the animal she shared a body with—a soul with was without a pack of her own. But her mother was wrong, she had no interest in leading anyone, let alone a pack of shifters whom she knew nothing about.

      She simply wanted to fit in. To be welcomed by those around her, despite her differences. What would it be like not to have her most unique and powerful traits pointed out and used against her the second she entered a room or dared to open her mouth? She’d had enough of the ridicule and bullying to last her a lifetime.

      Thank you very much.

      Did her mother really think life would be any different for her if she showed up, out of the blue, at a pack that knew nothing about her—other than the fact that she was different from all those around her?

      Was her mother trying to get her killed? Was that the end game?

      “It’s got to be better than sitting around with these bitches,” her wolf said.

      “Be nice,” she reminded her animal.

      Her wolf may not like anyone in her coven, but Adalyn did. Well, some of them.

      She had grown accustomed to being the oddball out. From the very second she’d been born, she was different from the other witches.

      Very different.

      Some in her coven were okay with the fact that she was part wolf, part witch. Others, yeah…not so much, and they had no problem voicing their displeasure and doing everything in their power to make her life a living hell.

      She’d caught on to their games and petty tricks early in life and did her best to stop each fucking one dead in their tracks. They may have been able to get away with the bullshit when she was younger, but once she came of age, she had learned how to stand up for herself and fight back.

      Those in her coven who had despised her were the purists. They believed a witch’s blood should be pure. Never tainted by human blood or blood from another paranormal species. Let alone by the dark majik of the berserkers.

      Their mission was simple—her destruction, and the destruction of those with tainted blood. Adalyn had heard the whispers every day. Caught the deadly glances aimed in her direction with each passing moment. The ones where her enemies called for her death on a regular basis.

      Learning to ignore them had taken years, but once she’d learned the subtle art necessary to succeed, she held her head high and ignored the naysayers. All the while, her wolf had wanted nothing more than to divest them of their esophagi.

      Just because her mother was the queen, or high priestess, of the coven didn’t mean Adalyn had been exempt from the nastiness and plots on her life. In fact, it was quite the opposite. Her mother’s enemies had become her own, and they had painted a bold target on her back. It didn’t matter that she was a mere infant, too small to care for herself or inflict harm on others. They saw her as an abomination. Nothing more than an evil that must be destroyed, no matter who they hurt trying to get to her.

      Her mother’s words broke through her inner thoughts.

      “As much as I would love for you to stay here with me, your life was meant for something more, something great. You have a destiny you must fulfill, daughter.”

      Adalyn leaned against the tall frame of the window, staring out at the small village below. The snow-covered landscape was one of her favorites. As a child, she’d wanted nothing more than to run around and play with the other kids in the village.

      She’d snuck out once to find other kids to play with. They’d hated her the second they caught the scent of her wolf. Running home in tears, back to her mother’s scolding, Adalyn swore never to make that mistake again.

      “If I were meant to lead the wolves, as you say, why did I train every day of my life to take over for you? To one day become high priestess? Was that all a lie, Mother?”

      The thought formed in Adalyn’s head as she spoke the words. Her stomach churned with disgust.

      She’d been lied to her whole life, about several things, but this…this was different. Her mother had never intended for her to ascend to the throne. The truth of her own words hit her hard as they sprang from her mouth.

      “Because you’ve known all along that I can’t be high priestess because I’m not a pure witch. Isn’t that right?”

      She’d heard whispers many times during her youth that because of her impure blood, her mother was a fool for training her in ways of witchcraft. Yet, her mother never said a word in response to the whispers or to Adalyn. They proceeded as if nothing were amiss. Day after day, learning spells and chants. Hours upon hours, testing and growing her majik.

      For what? What purpose had it served if her mother had planned all along to cast her out as soon as she reached her maturity?

      Adalyn had many questions when it came to the motivations of her mother, but very few answers. Her mother had always changed the subject or flat-out refused to answer questions Adalyn had asked over the years. Like who her father was. Or how her mother came to meet him. Her mother only told her that she had been seduced by a cruel and uncaring wolf shifter and that he’d died long ago.

      Her mother’s actions as of late seemed irrational, even for her, and had made no sense until the dots finally connected in her head. Images of the past flickered through her mind. It hadn’t been Adalyn who had attended the chamber meetings with her mother, it had been her younger sister, Mirella. Mirella who had quickly sided with her mother on disagreements that occurred far and wide. It had also been Mirella who had the same icy black heart as their mother when it came to handing down harsh punishments for the slightest of infractions.

      The whole idea of her leaving to join or command a pack of wolves she’d never met was asinine until everything clicked into place. Getting her to leave the coven had been part of a larger scheme that had been planned long ago.

      “Motherfucker,” Adalyn shouted silently to her wolf. Her mother had played her since the moment she had been born.

      Her mother’s voice pulled her from the myriad of thoughts running through her mind. “Many years ago, I came across an ancient scroll. It took me years to decipher the legend and even longer to figure out the prophecy. The one thing I knew for certain was the discovery would change our family dynamics irrevocably. Thinking back over it now, even I couldn’t have foreseen the prophecy’s full impact.”

      “What do you mean?” Adalyn kept her eyes glued on the small village in the distance, not forgetting the fact that her mother had deflected her question. Instead choosing to bring up the damn prophecy that Adalyn had asked about for years, only to get a door slammed in her face at every attempt to discuss it. There was no way she’d interrupt now and risk bringing her mother’s sudden word-vomit to a halt.

      “Well played, Mother. Well played.”

      “Indeed,” her wolf agreed.

      “For many years, I thought the prophecy to be my destiny. It wasn’t until a decade or so later that I realized the words on the scroll were not meant for me, but that of my child. My firstborn.”

      “And what did Grandmother think of the scroll?” Adalyn wished she’d been able to meet the woman who’d birthed her own mother, but she’d left the earthly plane before she’d been born.

      “Your grandmother was a fool. What does it matter what she had thought about it?”

      Adalyn glanced at her mother and saw fire flash through her eyes, warning her their conversation was over. If she’d only been able to keep her mouth shut, maybe she would have finally gotten the answers she’d begged for her whole life.

      It seemed like the story of her life, just another tease of the prophecy. If it was supposed to be her destiny, why didn’t her mother just tell her the damn thing already? “Of course. What would I know? It’s not like I ever met the woman.”

      And she hadn’t. Not really. Not unless she counted nightly visits from an elderly apparition claiming to be her grandmother. Adalyn had spent night after night listening to the spirit narrate countless stories filled with information she’d longed to hear. After the apparition left each evening, Adalyn committed the conversations to memory, knowing better than to write any of it down where it could be found and used against her.

      Adalyn remembered the first visit clearly as the day it had happened. At first, she had been terrified of the spirit, until she realized the woman looked sad. Almost as if she were crying. If ghosts could indeed cry. The conversation replayed in her mind.

      “Why are you sad?” the young Adalyn asked the apparition.

      “Because I never got a chance
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