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  Author Note


The Mate Myths series is inspired by ancient Greek mythology. I have taken creative liberties in the descriptions and abilities of characters, places, and objects.
Please do not go into this with expectations of historical accuracy, it is fiction after all.



Mated Minotaur is book three of a six-book series of interconnected standalones.
While each book can be read separately and will have their own HEA/HFN, you will have the best reading experience if read in order.



Please be advised that some matter in this book may be triggering for some readers.
The next page covers the content warnings for Mated Minotaur.








  
  Content Warnings


Mated Minotaur contains but is not limited to: graphic violence, explicit sexual content and scenes, kidnapping, drugging, domestic violence (historical), non-human sexual appendages, law enforcement misconduct.

Kinks including but not limited to: primal play, knotting, breeding (no pregnancy)



If you believe something has been missed, please reach out to 

lexloganauthor@gmail.com








  
  This one is for me.








  
  1
Katie


There are certain points in our lives that have us sit back and re-evaluate the choices that lead us to each pivotal moment. Sometimes they seem inevitable, and no matter which way you look at it or imagine the different scenarios, the result turns out the same. For most people, that decision usually isn’t centered around shooting their abusive ex, going on the run, and facing down one of his goons who has you cornered in the public library. But here I am. 
I thought I would find respite within the warm and inviting library walls, but instead, I find myself on the run. Again. How Greg’s goon tracked me down, I have no idea, but I’m not about to hang around and find out. 
He utters a string of curses as the librarian pushes her returns trolley into him, and I use the distraction to hightail it out of there. I just wish I could’ve seen the look on his face. Thank sweet baby Jesus for the librarian who recognized a girl in need. She might be my hero. 
I don’t waste a second, ducking out through the worn timber doors and heading into the park attached to the library, hoping the trees will obscure me long enough to get to the other side. I pull the hood of my jacket lower over my eyes as the afternoon chill of fall sends a shiver down my spine, falling into a jog when I catch sight of a bus pulling up at the closest stop. Breathless, I manage to jump aboard at the last moment, the doors snapping closed behind me. I didn’t have time to check where it was headed; as long as it’s anywhere but here, that’s fine with me. Tension rides me as I find a seat near the back and watch the high rises of the city slide past in a blur. I only let myself relax when I eventually make it to the outskirts of the city without noticing anybody following me. I jump off the bus, stuffing my hands into my pockets to keep them warm. The gray concrete landscape is depressing, and the lack of people around does nothing to ease my paranoia. I check over my shoulder before heading into the restroom attached to the exterior of a gas station. Ignoring the shit-stained toilet, I splash my face with cold water. I squeeze my shaky hands into fists, willing them to stop, before slapping the edge of the porcelain basin. That was really fucking close. 
A sinking pit of dread opens in my stomach when I exit the filthy gas station bathroom to find that very same man waiting for me, leaning against the brick wall outside the door with a lit cigarette hanging from his mouth. 
“You cannot outrun Fate, girly.” He takes a drag, blowing a smoke ring in my face.
I stifle a cough, my eyes darting around the parking lot, quickly assessing my surroundings and if anyone might come to the assistance of a girl being harassed by a menacing-looking man, and find it deserted. Typical. Any hope I have of a good samaritan coming to save the day deflates like a popped balloon. It’s a good thing I’ve learned a lot about how to save myself since I shot Greg. Going on the run and living on the streets will do that for a girl. Without hesitation, I run— 
Straight into the arms of another man who rounds the corner of the building, his arms already outstretched and waiting to catch me, like he knew exactly where I was going to be at that moment. I struggle and screech as strong arms band around my body, trapping my own at my sides. I kick and buck and scream, making as much noise as possible, hoping to draw any attention. Throwing my head back, I smack the man in the face with the back of my skull. Pain bands around my head, but it’s enough for him to let me go, cradling his bloody nose.
“Lachesis! She—she headbutted me!” The wounded man stomps his foot on the cement. If I wasn’t scared for my life, I would find it comical. 
The first man—Lachesis—sighs, dropping his cigarette and stomping it out beneath his boot before entering the metaphorical ring. I back up, keeping both of them in my sight as they cage me against the building. With not many options available to me, I reach for my last resort. Sliding my hand into my pocket, I pull out a small red pocketknife, flicking the blade open and wielding it in front of myself.
“Stay back!” I wave my arm wildly, leaping forward and back to swipe at the injured one, who screeches, bringing his arms up to shield his face. It leaves me with a small opening, and I take it, bolting for the street. 
Lachesis curses, and pounding footsteps on the pavement let me know he’s on my tail. I can’t help but throw a quick glance over my shoulder.
“Why do they always run?” the injured one whines, following up the rear. 
Panting, I turn my eyes back to the path. There’s no way I’m going to be able to outrun them. Their longer stride eats the distance between us in half the time it takes me to create it. I won’t go down without a fight, though. I got free from Greg, and I’m never going back. 
A beat-up-looking camper van turns into the street. Hope blooms at the thought that someone might help me. I run in its direction, waving my arms above my head. 
“Help! Please stop!”
Sheer relief fills me when it slows to a stop, idling by the curb as I run up to the passenger side door, shoving my knife back in my pocket. The driver leans over to wind the window down.
“Please, you have to help me!” I say between pants. “These men are chasing me.”
The elderly woman behind the wheel looks past me, seeing the two men running down the sidewalk toward us. Her brow furrows, and she nods to herself. 
“Get in, girly.” Her voice is no more than a rasp, as if she’s smoked a pack of cigarettes a day for her entire life. I don’t hesitate, swinging the door open and jumping in, slamming the lock down behind me, right as the two men reach us.
The camper van is old. A vintage orange curtain separates the front cabin from the back, and I have to manually wind the window up as they bang against the door and try to reach inside. 
I scream, swatting at their hands as I try to get the window closed, jamming the injured one’s fingers at the top when he doesn’t pull them out fast enough. He howls, yanking them free, and I finish the job, blocking out the noise as the window finally shuts. 
I fall back into my seat with a sigh, my chest pounding from the adrenaline coursing through my veins. 
“Thanks.” I brush my bangs off my sweaty forehead, giving the old lady a shaky smile. 
“It is lucky Fate had me show up when I did, girly,” she croaks with a toothless smile. 
My blood runs cold. What an odd choice of words. I recall what Lachesis said about how I couldn’t outrun Fate. He called me girly, too. 
“Um, you know what, I think I’ve made a mistake.” My voice shakes.
“It is too late, Katie.” She tips her head back and cackles.
How does she know my name? I go to unlock the door, unease crawling up my neck. I’d rather take my chances out there than here. I reach for the handle and realize it’s missing from the inside of the door. Panic spikes, my head whipping around for anything that might help me get out of here. I hear the rear passenger door slide open on a click. Tears well in my eyes as my throat chokes up in fear. 
“Please, no,” I whisper. Please don’t take me back to Greg, I silently pray. 
The orange curtain parts behind me, and cold, skeletal hands wrap around my face, pressing a sweet-smelling cloth to my nose, muffling my screams.






  
  2
Katie


The first thing I feel is the splitting pain in my skull, as if someone has taken an axe to it, cracking me open and spilling its contents like a bowl of jelly knocked onto the floor. My stomach roils, the nausea convincing me to keep my eyes closed because I know if I open them, the world will be spinning. I stave off the inherent need to roll over and empty my guts, breathing in deeply through my nose and out through my mouth. My ears are filled with a tinny ring, and I know from experience that I have a concussion. My clothes cling to my skin as if someone has dunked me in the water. A pitiful groan escapes me, tears rimming my eyes. 
I scrunch my hands into fists at my side, sand sifting through my fingers. Wait. I pause, opening my hands and patting the ground beneath me. Sand sticks to them. My carefully thought-out breathing hitches. I’ve seen a beach only once before. It was a full day’s drive from home to the coast on a day that Greg was being particularly forgiving, right after he had given me a black eye. Back then, I thought it was because he felt guilty for the outburst, but I know better now. I really should have aimed for something more vital when I shot him. The kneecap was much too lenient a punishment.
I hesitate to open my eyes, namely because my skull is screaming at me, and because I feel the granules around me shift slightly as heavy footsteps reverberate through the sand. My instincts tell me to play dead. The guttural noise of an animal sounds somewhere close by—grunts and snuffles. There’s a returning grunt, and I realize there’s more than one. My heart hammers behind my chest, my nausea pushed to the side. 
My thoughts race, running through a list of animals I might encounter in the wild. If we’re near the coast, it could be lizards of some kind. That wouldn’t be too bad. I could probably outrun a lizard. Maybe. How fast can lizards run? It could be a bear. Do we have bears here? Fear has my thoughts spiraling out of control. I cock an eyelid, just barely a sliver, my lashes blurring most of my vision. Something stands above me, the bright blue cloudless sky bathing it in shadows. My heartbeat stutters. 
Red scales come into view as it leans down close, its head cocked to the side, and sniffs. I lay rooted to the spot, frozen in fear and holding my breath. Large membraned wings flex behind it, and a tail flicks in what I can only describe as agitation as it grunts to its…  friend? Lizard thing? What the fuck. Another deep sniff and a growl before it turns its attention elsewhere, stepping over me with clawed feet. I don’t dare move to peek at what they’re doing. They continue to grunt at each other in some sort of language, their voices growing distant until I can no longer hear them. Not a bear.
My brain screams at me to take a breath, unable to hold it any longer. I can either die from suffocation or die at the hands of whatever the fuck that was. I suck in a ragged gasp of air, my eyes flinging themselves wide open before flinching against the harsh sun. I roll onto my stomach, pushing myself up onto my hands and knees, and vomit. Stomach acid burns my throat and nose on its way up, splattering on the sand. I gasp. What the fuck was that?
It—they—looked like aliens, from what I could see, and I swear to God, if I’ve been abducted by aliens, I’ll be—well, actually, will I be mad? I mean, yes, I’ll be mad if they want to eat me. But they didn’t seem interested, so I’m not a food source. Yet. Being abducted by aliens wouldn’t be the worst thing that’s ever happened to me, and it could be an improvement on my current situation, if I remain not-food. But I’m not going to wait for them to change their minds. 
I stagger to my feet, my stomach still upset, and clench my teeth against the ache of a concussion. I need to find somewhere safe, then assess myself for injuries. Unfortunately, this is a routine I already know all too well. I kick up the sand beneath me in my haste to get off this cursed beach and the monsters that might be lurking between the sand dunes.
My soggy jeans and jacket do nothing to cool me down beneath the beating sun as they quickly dry, the saltwater causing them to stiffen around my limbs. My head pounds, and my pulse thumps in my ears as if my brain has been battered against the inside of my skull. Heart hammering, I slip. My hands hit the hot sand before I catch a mouthful of it. I scrabble to my feet, throwing a quick look over my shoulder, checking to make sure I’m not being followed. Two halves of a ruined shipping container lay half-submerged in the water. I can only assume that’s how I got here. I shudder at the thought of being trapped inside it. How I ended up in one is a total mystery to me. Everything is fuzzy. The last thing I can remember is the library, one of Greg’s goons finding me, and the evil old woman who locked me in her camper van. My stomach turns.
If I wasn’t abducted by aliens, what were those things? Shaking my head, I pick myself up and push on. Soon enough, the sand dunes tuck the wreckage away, and I can convince myself the lizard monsters were never there, and neither was I.

      [image: ]The dunes and sand eventually give way to pebbles and rocks the further inland I get. Scraggly tufts of grass poke through in bits and pieces, and everything crunches beneath my boots. The smell of saltwater carries inwards on the light breeze, but it’s not enough to stifle the heat. My bangs are plastered to my forehead. I’m drenched in sweat from the tip of my nose, running down my spine, and beading behind my knees. It’s an uncomfortable feeling, but nothing compared to the idea of being something’s next meal. I think about ditching my jacket, but the baby tee beneath leaves my pale flesh too exposed to the sun’s harsh rays. For all I know, we could be on the East Coast, or we could be somewhere in the middle of the ocean. The sea breeze and heat, however, are a far cry from the cool fall chill from home, and I fear the latter is most likely.
Further inland, craggy hills break up the landscape, and a jagged mountain reaches high into the clouds. There’s no sign of human civilization between me and the mountain, and the truth of my situation sinks heavy in my gut. Alone, in the wild, with no one to know where to begin to look for me. Too bad the only person that might bother is the one person I don’t want to find me.
Living on the streets and being on the run from Greg’s goons has taught me a few good lessons. One is that I’m used to a lot of walking, always being on the move, and never settling down in one place long enough to risk being found. I walked the city in endless circles throughout my days, never spending too long in one place so as not to draw the attention of the cops. I never knew how far and wide Greg’s operation ran, but I knew there were cops in his back pocket. Bribed with money, drugs, and women. That was made clear the first time Greg beat me within an inch of my life, and they came to arrest me at the hospital instead of him. ‘Self-defense,’ he said while sporting busted knuckles. He dragged me back home after a twenty-four-hour lock-up, telling me I was lucky and that I should thank him for bailing me out. Fucking asshole. Why did I only shoot him in the kneecap again? 
I grumble to myself as I continue my trek. Water, shelter, food. They’re my priorities. My mouth and throat feel dry and tender, and my breath probably stinks from the acidic bile I coughed up. I’m dying for a drink, but I’ll be for-real-dead if I don’t find fresh water. I can feel blisters forming on the backs of my ankles. Even my well-worn boots won’t protect my feet when it comes to the friction of damp socks rubbing against my skin. I try not to think about how uncomfortable I am. I can do uncomfortable. For years, every day of my existence was uncomfortable. Instead, I focus on the shock and pain on Greg’s face when I blew his kneecap out. Face twisted with rage while he sat cradling his leg, unable to move. Unable to come after me.
I really should’ve killed that asshole. I probably wouldn’t be here right now if I had. I could be on a proper beach sipping a margarita and watching the sunset instead of sweating my tits off trying to find water and somewhere to sleep. I snort. It’s not much different to what life is like on the run. At least the view is nicer. Besides, no one is actively chasing me down. If it stays that way, it’ll be a relief not to have to look over my shoulder all the time or have my heart leap out of my chest every time a car backfires. This might have worked out in my favor. I can’t help the smile that creeps across my face knowing that Greg will probably never find me here. For the first time in forever, I might be safe.
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