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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Rogues aren’t supposed to fall in love.

        

      

      Lochlan’s been lying low for a while and would have remained hidden forever if Luna hadn’t come along.

      The woman is trouble, and this cynical wolf knows he should walk away. Whatever crisis she’s dealing with isn’t his problem. However, he can’t abandon his mate.

      Yup. His freaking mate. So much for thinking he’d die grumpy and alone. Despite not being crazy about the idea, he can’t ignore her—or the danger stalking her.

      A threat that might extend to all of Werekind.

      Like hell.

      Whoever is responsible better run far and fast, because this rogue won’t hesitate to kill for the ones he loves.
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      Four decades ago…

      

      “Pay attention!”

      The sharp rap of the ruler across knuckles brought tears to Luna’s eyes, but she knew better than to cry. The nuns who ran the orphanage didn’t tolerate whining or misbehavior.

      Her crime? She’d been caught staring out the window, longing for the sunshine and fresh air just out of reach. How she missed it. Day in and day out, the orphans went from the dormitory to the classroom or the church then back to the dorm. That schedule allowed for only a short outdoor break where they could breathe fresh air and stretch their legs. Not enough for a growing girl—and torture for the wolf inside.

      Before Luna could earn another bruise from the strict nun, she ducked her head and resumed practicing her cursive letters then moved on to mathematics and science, followed by an hour of prayer before dinner, chores, and more prayer as they readied for bed.

      Every day was the same. Despite being here just a few weeks, Luna barely remembered a time before the orphanage and its strict schedule. Only her mother’s face, and her yipped admonishment to run the last time Luna had seen her, remained clear.

      Luna had run, even as she’d heard the gunshots. She’d run and run, until she could run no more. When a pair of hikers found her, she’d been naked and covered in scratches. The strangers had brought her to town and dropped her off at the police station, where a uniformed man with a big, bushy mustache questioned her, his burly manner frightening to a small child.

      The kinder social worker had better luck getting answers.

      “Who are you?”

      “Luna Smith.”

      “Where are your parents?”

      “I lost my mom in the woods.”

      “Where do you live?”

      “I don't know.”

      They'd moved so often and rarely stayed in one place for long. They’d even lived in a car, until the engine died. They'd been walking ever since. It had been a while since Luna had been in school.

      A different social worker had temporarily placed Luna in a foster home while they’d searched for her mother. For three days, the police searched, only to fail to find her mama. Given Luna’s age—seven, with a birthday coming up in the fall—they’d chosen to transfer her from the foster home, which was better suited for younger children, to an orphanage run by nuns.

      She hated it.

      Every day, Luna hoped her mother would appear and take her away from this cold and scary place. However, no one came to rescue Luna.

      At least not all the sisters were mean. Some could be quite nice and comforting to a little girl, but they didn't smell right. Nor did they hug Luna when she was sad. Or care when she wanted more meat to eat instead of oatmeal and stew.

      When the full moon rolled around, the first since her arrival—the last being the night she’d lost Mama—Luna thought nothing of sitting in the dormitory window to admire it. It tickled her skin. She closed her eyes, basking in it. Her wolf wanted to come out and play, but Luna knew better. Mama always said to keep it a secret.

      “What are you doing out of bed?” The harsh rebuke came from Sister Francine, one of the younger but more severe nuns.

      “I was admiring the moon. It’s so pretty.” Luna pointed at it.

      “The moon is for those who love the devil. Do you worship Satan?”

      Luna gaped. She hadn’t even known about God and the devil before she’d arrived at the orphanage. That ignorance had led to an old man in robes flinging water in her face and chanting. A baptism the nuns called it, to ensure her soul didn’t go to Hell if she died.

      “No, Sister Francine, I would never worship the devil.”

      “And yet, here you are, doing his work, out of bed, obviously praying to him.”

      The accusation confused her. “But I—”

      “Don’t you sass me!”

      Luna couldn’t avoid the switch the sister wielded—freshly cut every day so as to keep them in line. It whipped against her bare arms peeking from the nightdress.

      “Ow.” She couldn’t stop the sharp exclamation.

      “That didn’t hurt.”

      “It did,” Luna insisted, lips wobbling as tears brimmed. Mama had never hit her. No one had. This kind of pain was new.

      “Liar! Devil’s handmaiden.” The switch came down again and again, even as the moon seemed to get brighter.

      Luna’s pain and fear swirled into anger. This was unfair. Why was she being punished for something she used to do every full moon with Mama?

      “I hate you,” Luna screamed.

      As Sister Francine brought down the lash again, Luna grabbed for the switch, her little hands gripping it tight.

      The act of defiance led to a rapid slap that snapped her head back, and her teeth clacked hard, nipping her tongue. She tasted blood, and more tears welled.

      She might be young, but she knew what Francine was doing was wrong. Evil. And according to the nuns, the Bible said to fight evil. She knew only one way to do that.

      As her anger exploded, so did her wolf.

      Caught in a rage, wanting only to stop the pain—not just that of her whipped hands and arms but the pain in her sad heart too—Luna found satisfaction for her frustration. It took strident screaming from the other orphans for her to snap out of it. By the time the other nuns arrived, Sister Francine was crawling to the door, bleeding from the many scratches and bite marks peppered all over her body.

      The shock in the gazes of those around Luna fizzled her anger and shriveled her up inside, because she saw fear and disgust. They thought her a monster.

      And perhaps she was. No one else had blood in their mouth.

      She deflated, fur receding, skin reappearing, a weak child once more.

      The nuns lunged, and Luna didn’t fight them as they dragged her from the dormitory to a storage room, where they locked her in. She hugged her bare knees—she’d lost her nightgown when she’d shifted. Not for the first time, she had no blanket to cover her. But before, she’d had Mama. Now, she was alone.

      The days after were a blur that involved forced prayer overseen by various nuns that left her knees raw and her voice hoarse. She went to the bathroom in a bucket, though not often, as they fed her only once a day and only barely.

      According to the nuns, something was wrong with Luna. She worships the devil, some whispered. Monster, said others. They made the cross every time they saw her and never made eye contact.  They feared and hated her.

      The priest who’d flung water at her returned, this time to cast out the demon he claimed possessed her. He doused her in holy water. Fasted with her. Prayed for an annoying amount of time. Did God really listen to such inane prattle? Daily, he demanded Luna renounce the devil. In hopes of stopping the torture, she agreed. She’d do anything to get out of the closet. They told her she would be released only after she proved herself at the next full moon.

      She might have succeeded in holding in her wolf, except the nuns thought it a brilliant idea to force her to confront the devil’s embrace—which, in her case, was moonlight.

      They forced her to kneel on the stone slabs inside the chapel. The thin material of her pants barely cushioned her knees against the hard surface. Hands clasped, she prayed as the sun went down, illuminating the stained glass and framing the cross with the hanging figure of Jesus.

      She prayed right through dinner, her throat parched. Her knees hurt. She couldn’t stop. If she could prove she’d cast out the devil, if she kept her wolf inside, she would gain her freedom.

      She just had to be strong.

      Hail Mary…

      The moon rose, glinting through the windows on the east side, bathing her in its silvery light.

      Luna held firm against the urge within.

      …full of grace.

      She repeated the words to the rosary over and over, a fast whisper that was working. She was in control. She could hide like Mama had told her to.

      “Repent!” The shout came with a slap that rocked her head hard.

      Luna bit her tongue, and coppery blood flavored her mouth.

      She started over with her prayer. “Hail Mary—”

      “Repent the devil,” Sister Francine screamed before grabbing Luna’s hair and tugging uncomfortably.

      It hurt, and by the mad glint in the sister’s eyes, Luna knew that the pain would get worse. And no one would stop her. Those watching did not interfere.

      “Repent, unclean minion of Lucifer.”

      “No.”

      “What did you say, Satan’s handmaiden?” Francine hissed.

      “I said, no more.”

      “You don’t get to say when I’m done.” Francine gripped Luna’s hair tighter.

      The pain served only to make Luna’s wolf stronger.

      “You might want to run,” was Luna’s soft advice.

      She called her wolf. Welcomed it amidst the screams of “Monster!”

      That night, she was. Luna rampaged first through the church then the orphanage, snapping at anyone who confronted her. She wanted to escape, and yet, despite their fear, the nuns wouldn’t unlock the doors. The windows were barred.

      Eventually, Luna became too exhausted to fight.

      She passed out, waking when the nuns, some of them obviously wounded, dragged her naked and exhausted body back to the closet.

      Three days later, during which no one came even to feed her, the professor arrived, a kindly older gentleman who smiled at Luna and said, “Come with me, child.”

      She eyed him with suspicion.

      “I’m Dr. Adams. I’m here because I heard about your unusual circumstances. I think I can help you.”

      “Can you find my mama?” In her mind, that was the only thing that could end this nightmare.

      “I can try. In the meantime, you can stay with me. I have a room that’s perfect for a young lady like yourself.”

      His kind expression and offer tempted her.

      The nun at the door muttered, “Don’t know why he wants the monster.”

      Tears pricked her eyes. I’m not a monster.

      Dr. Adams knelt to eye level with her, and as if he read her mind, he said, “You’re just misunderstood. Come with me. I promise you won’t ever have to deal again with the sisters.”

      A promise she couldn’t refuse.

      When he reached out a hand, she dumbly took it.

      What followed weren’t years she cared to remember, and to this day, they’d left their mark.

      She managed to keep the damage a secret until the day a depraved human hunter forced her to shift into the monster that had been hiding inside her for decades.
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      The present.

      

      Wow, did I majorly fuck up.

      Luna had gravely miscalculated. Not something that happened often, and yet, as she faced a human hunter thought long dead, she faced a harsh truth. She’d been betrayed. Not just her, though, but all of Werekind.

      The man in front of her, one Gerard Kline, hadn’t just captured her. For decades now, he’d been sadistically killing her kind. And he’d gotten away with it because he’d had help.  By Gerard’s own admission, someone highly placed in the Lykosium Council, which regulated all things Were and the lesser-known others, had been giving Gerard help. Someone Luna and everyone else trusted had facilitated genocide, and they would pay dearly for it. Right after she killed Gerard and silenced his flapping lips.

      At times like these, she really wished she weighed a few more pounds.

      Eyeing the male in front of her, Luna gauged his strength versus hers. She had no weapon, and a quick check showed that the overconfident Gerard lacked a gun. All he had was a glass of booze on the tall pub table and two pouches. She’d have to act fast, before his paid soldiers interfered.

      As she bolted toward him, her backup, a grizzly and grumpy Were named Lochlan, leaped for the kill. Gerard moved faster than expected, his hand slipping into an open pouch and emerging to fling some powder.

      The beautiful wolf hit the floor, unconscious. Not dead. Not yet.

      Gerard smirked at Luna in triumph. “They never learn. Want a turn?” He dug his hand into the other pouch.

      “As a matter of fact, I do,” she muttered.

      Determined to not suffer the same fate, Luna held her breath as she passed through the handful of dust flung by Gerard. It glittered as it momentarily hung in the air like a cloud. Not one iota entered her mouth or nose. However, it settled on her bare hands and face.

      Before she’d even blinked, her skin absorbed the powder and the ripping pain as fire coursed through her veins tore a scream from her throat. The chemical chain reaction happening in her body burned, and she gasped as it forced her to shift, something she’d not done in a long, long time—and for good reason.

      Luna tried to hold it back. To not let herself lose control.

      Her jaw cracked as it reshaped, and as the beast within shoved her out of the driver’s seat, she uttered a long, eerie howl.

      Now we’re fucked.

      That was her last coherent thought before she became a monster.
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      The beast emerged from her long slumber and roared. It felt good to be free at last. Free to run, fight. Hunt...

      Hunger tightened her belly. She eyed the two-legged, soft-skinned prey in front of her. He returned her stare, eyes wide with fear, and retreated like a coward. Smelled like food to her.

      She lunged, and her claws sliced through flesh. Blood flowed, and the coppery tang woke her tastebuds. How long since she’d eaten fresh meat?

      Too long.

      Not long enough. Her thought and yet not at the same time.

      The male screamed and tried to stem the flow of blood from his wound. Noisy creature. She batted again, knocking him to the floor, and might have had a nibble if not for an intruding scent. A reminder that she had another task.

      My pup is in danger.

      Kit.

      The name had no meaning, but it came with a need to protect.

      With a roar, she barreled toward the window. Glass shattered as she slammed through, the slices to her furred skin mere stinging inconveniences.

      Once outside, she lifted her head and howled, a warning to those hunting her pup, a clarion call as well that she was coming to the rescue.

      Following her pup’s scent, she dashed for the woods wreathed in shadows and moist with dew. She didn’t run alone. A wolf followed, his scent familiar. Very pleasing.

      Mine.

      Her mate, who remained as yet unmarked. She would rectify that, but only once she’d secured her pup.

      Kit.

      Once more, the name floated in her mind, along with the image of his red fur. The cognition fled just as quickly. She had no need for words when she had scent and sight.

      As she weaved through the forest, the many diverging smells kept her on track. She counted many of the soft-fleshed, two-legged prey. Almost masked by their scent was that of her pup.

      A choice to make. Track down her pup or hunt the soft-fleshed that would cause harm?

      Eliminate the threat, and her pup would be safe.

      Kill. Kill.

      The craving for blood and violence gave her speed. She tore through the woods, sometimes loping on all four legs, other times upright and leaping over obstacles in her path.

      Movement drew her gaze and a toothy smile. Her prey thought he could hide. He didn’t realize she could smell the stink of his fear. Hear the panicked huff of his breath.

      She stalked the male whose trembling hands held a long-barreled object she knew to be a gun.

      Duck, you idiot.

      The weapon boomed, and she snarled as pain bloomed in her shoulder. But it was short-lived, like the culprit. A single swipe of her claws ended his life.

      The next male she hunted tried to run. He didn’t escape. She slammed into the two-legged threat and soon had a mouth full of blood.  One by one, she killed all those who thought they could hurt her pup. She was a huntress, and none could escape her.

      When no foes remained, she raised her muzzle to the moon and bayed her victory.

      I’ve won. The enemy was dead, and a pressure within pulsed.

      Yes, you’ve won. Now it’s time to go back to sleep.

      She shook her head. No. She’d already napped for too long. She wanted to be free.

      The other voice insisted, Enough. Give me back my body.

      She ran from the demand, as if racing would help. The silver wolf kept pace. Not too close, but near enough to keep her in sight. Her mate had wisely hung back as she’d hunted, keeping watch over her. Admiring her prowess.

      She emerged from the woods to find a pond, the water still and reflecting. She stood over it. On two legs, not four like the wolf at her back or her pup.

      As she dipped down to drink, she saw herself in the water, long jutting teeth, glowing eyes. I’m a monster. The pressure within screamed loud enough that she howled.

      A deep voice behind her drawled, “Enough of that.”

      She whirled and bared her teeth at the wolf who was now a man.

      Her mate didn’t seem impressed and arched a brow. “Gonna eat my face too?”

      Given his delectable scent, she wanted to eat him all right. Her gaze dropped.

      His hands cupped his groin. “I am not that kind of sausage.”

      She huffed hotly in amusement and a bit of disagreement. He definitely had some meat she’d enjoy.

      “I see you can understand me.”

      She did, and yet, she was so confused. Something wasn’t right.

      I’m not a monster.

      She howled once more.

      “Yeah, I can see you’re frustrated. But the good news is that what happened to you is temporary. We’ll have to wait until the effects of the drug wear off.”

      More words that she grasped yet didn’t. The pressure within pulsed, and she slapped at her temples with her paws, as if that would make the voice inside disappear.

      It didn’t.

      Give me back my body.

      The hand her mate placed on her shoulder almost got bitten off. Her lip curled as he withdrew it.

      “Calm down, sweetheart.”

      The comment had her growling and leaning closely enough that she could have eaten his face.

      The big, two-legged man didn’t budge.

      “You wanna fight?”

      She wanted something. The turmoil inside her needed an outlet.

      He understood. “I can see you’ve got too much energy still. Guess we’d better let you work it out. Wanna wrestle?” He rolled his shoulders and cracked his human knuckles.

      She yipped in amusement. As if he could think to—

      He moved quickly and trickily. She found herself gripped and flung. As she sailed through the air, she flipped and landed with her hind legs bent. Her gaze narrowed on the man. Not with anger, but with interest. Perhaps she

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rogueunloved_full-copy.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

E VB







OEBPS/images/image-4.jpg
ROGUE
UNLOVED

.

Feral Pack: Book Four

EVE LANGLAIS





