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Chapter One

 


“Please…don’t,” Gemma pleaded.

“It’s too late now, Gemma,” Pollux said as
he held her wrists in a death grip behind her back with only one of
his hands. The other hand was holding a syringe to her neck. “I
gave you the chance to be queen, to rule by my side. You should
have taken it when it was offered. Now you will beg for it.”

Gemma tasted bile. He spoke as if he were
some actual king. He was more like a self-appointed dictator of the
Pollux-Moon pack, obsessed with power, obsessed with owning her,
more so because she had refused him. This was a man used to getting
what he wanted, even if it meant taking it by force. Gemma would
rather die than be his. She just hadn’t anticipated how far he
would go, how much further he would still go to punish her.

“Kill them,” he ordered the two men holding
her mother and father in the same painful stronghold.

“No!” she screamed. She tried to break free
of his hold, but she watched helplessly as his goons snapped her
mother and father’s necks like twigs. Their bodies thumped
loudly as they hit the ground. Gemma was inconsolable. Her knees
buckled and the bastard let her fall, but not before he stuck the
syringe in her neck and emptied out its vile contents.

He said he was being generous by
giving her a few moments to say goodbye to her dead parents, but
she was determined to not let their deaths be in vain.

“I love you, Mamma,” she said before
planting a gentle kiss to her mother’s forehead. “I’m so sorry,
Daddy,” she whispered right before kissing her father’s cheek.

Then she ran.

****

Gemma’s piercing scream echoed in the night.
It had been three months since that bastard injected her. Subjected
her to a fictional curse of the full moon. Shifting for a wolf is
as natural and painless as breathing, yet somehow Pollux, that evil
demon of a pack leader, found a way to make unmated females suffer.
The effects of the serum had more to do with a woman’s menstrual
cycle, which often correlated with the full moon, than some
mythical reason. The chemicals combined with the extra monthly
estrogen produced a psychological reaction which an unmated victim
thought she felt physically in the form of excruciating pain.
Pollux just used the lore and chemical shit he created to basically
force unmated females with a mate of his choosing, thus ending the
“full moon curse” and the agony that went with it.

In this instance, Pollux wanted Gemma and
she wanted none of him. His face may have been considered
classically good-looking with his white-blond hair, dark blue eyes,
and chiseled features. He was tall and muscular but in such a way
that was imposing and his eyes spoke volumes about his darkened
soul, especially when he flashed his trademark evil grin. She
wasn’t in his pack, and fortunately was free from his antiquated,
misogynistic laws. She belonged to the Blood-Moon pack, a small and
very unconventional group, who lived peacefully among the humans.
Pollux had seen her one day and decided that she was his.

Another scream. Agony. One of her lungs had
pierced her ribs this time, or so she thought. She saw no physical
signs of trauma despite the fact that her body suffered as if it
were tearing itself apart, the cool breeze of the fall air doing
nothing for her overheated skin. She knew the pain would dissipate
by morning, but not before reaching more excruciating peaks. Her
physical pain, however, paled to the emotional agony of losing her
parents.

“Vengeance,” she cried out. “Justice.” Gemma
repeated both words over and over again through gritted teeth. They
were the only two words that kept her from taking her own life.
First, she would serve Pollux’s head on a platter to his pack. Then
she’d end her own misery.

Mates were sacred. They weren’t something to
be forced. But they were also hard to come by. It could be years,
if ever, before she found hers. “I’m so sorry,” she cried out into
the night. She just did not think she was strong enough to survive
this kind of torture until she found a true mate.

Her wolf whimpered as it finally broke out
onto the surface, followed by a long and sorrowful howl. The quiet
stillness in the depth of the forest became eerie. Whatever lived
in this stretch of the Pacific Northwest wooded area was surely
frightened away by her torturous sounds. Gemma was completely alone
and on the run. She had to try and protect the rest of her pack by
having Pollux focus on finding her rather than killing any more of
her people. She had turned out to be very good at not being
found.

An earsplitting cry escaped her lips as she
formed into her human self again, this time from the memory more
than the pain. She then recalled the phone call she had made
several days after her parents were murdered, to Ryan, alpha of the
Blood-Moons, with a burner phone she had acquired.

“I’m safe for now,” she had said to a
frantic Ryan. “My parents…”

“We found their bodies, Gem,” he had
reassured her. “They got a proper ceremony and the ashes are
waiting for you to do the honors of scattering them. Come home. We
will fi—”

“No!” she had yelled and with fierce
determination, she added, “He will pay for what he did, but not at
the expense of anyone else.” Her pack would be slaughtered if they
stood against Pollux and his pack. They were large in number, and
vicious. When his goons were ordered to snap the necks of her
parents, they didn’t even blink an eye at his command.

She was relieved to hear that Pollux went
ballistic when he found out she was gone and that, just as she
suspected he would do, he focused on finding her rather than hurt
any more of her family and pack mates. She already knew this about
him, that he would not hurt anyone else she loved unless she was
there to witness it.

The pack remained safe for now. That was
what mattered. Somehow she would find a way to kill Pollux, but
more importantly, she vowed to make him suffer before he was
snuffed out of existence.




Chapter Two

 


One month later

 


Their pack was at war. Again! That
mother-fucking asshole! He should kill the fucker, his beta in
the wolf pack, but Jordan happened to love the guy too much to go
through with it. Add to that the fact that his mother would kill
him for murdering his younger brother. Jordan was the alpha of the
White-Moon pack, but his mother was one scary she-bitch. And once
he calmed down, he had to acknowledge that Kane must have been
provoked. Didn’t mean he wouldn’t kick his brother’s ass first and
ask questions later.

Jordan ended his informative call and
stormed out of his office—without so much as a word to Joan, his
secretary—and walked right out of the private security storefront
he owned with his brother, in search of said brother. If any of his
people were going to be forced to fight, to risk dying for
something, it had better be for a damned good reason. He wanted
answers now. Briefly, he felt bad about not dismissing Joan given
the late hour, but that woman was one of the few people who could
hold her own against him, often times being the one who dismissed
him when he lost track of time at the office.

When he arrived home, he found Kane waiting
for him in the living room.

“What the fuck, Jordan?” Kane yelled after
his face met his brother’s fist. Blood poured out of his nose. “I
think you broke it, asshole.”

“Now that that’s out of the way,” Jordan
replied nonchalantly, as if he hadn’t just broken his brother’s
nose, “what the fuck happened?” Jordan felt a twinge of guilt as he
watched his brother try and slow the flow of blood with his shirt.
Granted it would heal within the hour, but Kane’s shirt would
probably not survive the wash.

“Come, I’ll show you,” Kane said, leading
them into the kitchen and down to the basement of the three-story
Victorian home they both shared, cupping his nose along the
way.

Jordan was shocked to find his
third-in-command, Darren, along with five of his guard, standing
over two very badly beaten men who were both bound and gagged.
“What is this?” Jordan asked, ignoring his pack members’ puzzled
looks over Kane’s broken nose.

“We found Tessa,” Kane said. “To be more
precise, we found her bound and gagged in the back of a pickup
truck belonging to these two men. Figured they should experience
the same.”

Jordan almost felt bad for punching his
brother in the face now. Almost because he was sure his brother
hadn’t accidentally just stumbled upon this discovery. Kane knew
something ahead of time and didn’t share it with him. They would
have that conversation later when they were alone. Right now, Tessa
was safe, and Jordan had plans to make with regards to an upcoming
pack war. Taking one of theirs would
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