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In a world where only the paranormals survived... A virus wiped out all humans on Earth ten years ago and now there is a war going on between all those left standing.

Caden is an Omega wolf, struggling to stay alive among the ranks of the vicious pack he belongs to. He’s been used and abused by so many who were meant to protect him, yet is alive, unlike so many other Omegas who did not survive the rigors of the new world. His only goal is to fulfill his promise to his grandma, to survive at any cost.

Max, Alpha of the Olano pack was a cop for ten years before the world went to hell in a hand basket. Now, he fights to keep his pack on top, fed and alive. He mounts an attack against a rival pack, only to realise that a revered Omega is among their ranks, and not only that, but Caden is his fated mate.

Can Max convince the broken Caden that love and destiny still exist, or will the violence of their fractured world tear them apart?
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CHAPTER 1
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Caden

I couldn’t feel my toes, but at least that wasn’t a permanent thing...I didn’t think. The all-encompassing cold sapped my will to move and check. The first rays of the sun stroked my cheek, but even that didn’t give me a reason to get up. This new world sucked. In every way.

Bad enough that we had to fend off attacks from the vampires and the other animal shifters in this new world. But as an Omega wolf, the weakest and smallest of my kind, how was I going to survive with my own pack killing each other for sport?

“Get up, you lazy bag of shit.”

My eyes popped open and my heart hammered against my ribs in fright. That grizzly voice haunted my nightmares and most of my day time hours. My tired legs moved so fast my head spun like a top as I jumped from my make shift bed on the dirty floor. 

“Yes, Alpha,” I croaked out.

Bear wasn’t an Alpha, nowhere near it. The men that had ruled us before the fighting began, they’d helped us, protected us...they were true Alphas. Real leaders. 

The cruel bastard only ruled our pack because he was older and stronger than the other Betas left standing. But Bear, the pseudo Alpha, liked to hear those words from my lips, and I wasn’t going to deny him. I didn’t deny him anything. I had the sore arse and black eyes to prove it. I didn’t fight back. Ever. It kept me alive.

“Go with the Betas and collect food. The women have nothing to cook.” Bear’s snarl was as ugly as a muddy toad, but I kept the cringe from my face as he leaned close and the scent of his dank breath wafted up my nose.

“Yes, Alpha.”

I scurried off through our disheveled camp. An old, fenced off section of what was once Seattle. Composed of not quite ten whole houses, and about a hundred people living in conditions not fit for the wild cats that roamed the streets.

I jumped over playing children and tried to ignore the crying, hungry babies the best I could. The stench of the open toilets burned my nose hairs as I ran by. No matter how long I lived in this world, that wasn’t a smell I ever got used to.

No one had enough to eat. We lived like scavengers. Eating what we could find. Not growing anything. It wasn’t a sustainable, nor healthy way to live, and our community was going to die. Soon, if we weren’t careful. 

Yet, the men who were meant to keep us alive, the stupid Alphas, didn’t give a shit.

I sidled up next to the hunting party that congregated by the front gate and cleared my throat. “Uh...hi, Tommy. Bear sent me over to help.”

Tommy, one of the half decent Betas, nodded. His cheek bones were so angular they gave him a hard look that didn’t suit his sweeter personality. “All right. Let’s go.”

I tucked in behind Jerry, another Beta, and as a group of four, we walked to the front wall. Our closed in community had only one gate at the front of the tin panels that surrounded the houses. Barbed wire twirled over the walls and a shudder coursed over my body as the memories flashed inside my mind. I’d been tangled up in them more than once when I’d displeased the Alphas in some way. I was never quite sure what I’d done wrong, but I definitely had the scars to prove it.

Tommy held his hand up and flicked his wrist, giving the signal to move out. Together, we moved through the front gate that opened up and walked into the dangerous world around us.

My breath caught in my throat as my gaze darted left and right. I hadn’t stepped out of the compound in months. Not since the last attack. 

Overgrown greenery flourished in front of my eyes, and even though the beauty of our new world made me want to relax, I reminded myself that it was all a façade. Evil lurked out here, in amongst the roses and ivy. The vampires were sleeping, away from the powerful rays of sunshine, but there would be other shifters about. I kept a lookout for any signs of danger, and once I was pretty sure there was nothing but the tranquil overgrowth, I moved forward. 

“This way,” Tommy called out as the other Betas and he crouched low and wove around the trees growing wildly through what was once a beautiful, thriving city. 

The broken, crumbling sky scrapers, highlighted against the crystal blue sky, caught my gaze and I looked up. Sadness filled me up like a rising cold tide, making my skin crawl and my gut ache. I could still remember what this city looked like before the mass genocide.

And Seattle had been beautiful.

A decade ago, a powerful, clever, obviously sadistic paranormal created a virus that targeted human cells. Some people said he was a vampire, others believed him to be a half cast beast. But no matter what he actually was or had been, he’d done something that changed the surface of the planet.

He’d released a virus into the air that, within a few years, killed off every human on the planet. Only the paranormals remained, and every different faction fought for supremacy.

The vampires fought against the werewolves, who fought against all the other animal shifters. And within each race, we fought against each other. For land and power that equated to nothing in the long run.

This new world was chaos.

Tommy stopped and pointed, whispering to us, “There. Look.”

A group of brown, large hares sat nibbling on the overgrown grass. Perfect. My stomach growled and saliva pooled in my mouth as I imagined sinking my teeth into a single piece of the delicious meat. Warm, nutritious flesh. It had been so long since I’d eaten any fresh protein. I swallowed hard, amazed to see the creatures out in the open like this. 

The Betas slipped away from me in formation, silently surrounding the group of hares in a circle. Tommy held up his hand to signal we were to wait, and I held my breath in anticipation. His hand came down sharply and we all charged.

I raced forward, arms extended and teeth bared, my heart banging away in my chest. 

The hares bolted.

My hand shot out and I grabbed for the fat, brown bodies that ran past me. Two slipped by my hand.

Damn! 

I jumped and rolled, frantically grabbing at a little hare that had gotten confused amongst the fray. My hand found the soft fur and I managed to snare him. My fingers clenching down hard on the single ear I held, then I pulled the body into mine.

It wriggled and kicked out, bucking for its life. 

And it was. Literally.

My fingers managed to grab it by the back legs and held on tight. My ass would be black and blue if I came back with nothing tonight.

Tommy broke the neck of two hares that he held. The snap of the bones made me flinch and cling tighter to my own little hare. My teeth clamped together and a strange coldness crept over my neck.

I’d heard that noise too many times in my life. 

Too many battles, too many deaths.

I looked away as Tommy grabbed my own soft hare and killed it for me.

The other Betas had at least one each too. Which was good. At least some people would eat tonight. Time would tell if I was one of them.

“We’re going to go out further and see if there’s anything bigger to hunt down. Caden, take these back.” Tommy grabbed all of the hares from the Betas and walked over to me, tossing me five dead bodies.

I struggled with the weight for a moment, pulling them all up into a warm, soft pile of still floppy bodies.

“Are you sure?” I asked him. That would ensure my favor when I returned to the camp. Did Tommy realize that?

He gave me a half smile that indicated that he knew he was helping me. Would he ask for anything in return? “Yeah. Go. Let Bear know we’ll be back in a few hours, hopefully with a bigger kill.”

I nodded, intensely grateful for the reprieve. How to repay such a thing? Bear didn’t like me bonding with other pack members. He was nasty possessive like that. But I could wake Tommy up one night and say thank you with a head job, or something if he asked me to. It wouldn’t be too bad with a gentle guy.

Tommy nodded once and headed off in the opposite direction of the compound, not asking for anything in return. Warmth filtered through my core as I was shown the first bit of kindness I’d experienced in too long.

I watched the Betas disappear into the brush and let the warmth of the sunshine flitter across my skin. I had to go back to the place I called home, but the reluctance to return to my pack was a tangible thing, pulling at me with cold, insistent hands. 

I could run away and hope someone else took me in. 

I shook my head and went back to the only thought that ever gave me hope.

Better the devil you know, and it can’t get much worse. Surely.

Eventually, the fear of being found outside the boundaries of the pack’s walls tickled up my spine and got my legs moving in the direction of the compound. Despite the threat of being found by another shifter and probably killed on sight, I wandered back to my home as slowly as I could manage, enjoying the freedom of the space around me, the air.

Bear wouldn’t know that I’d been dawdling, and the naughtiness of what I was getting away with tickled me. A smile lifted my lips for the first time in ages. 

Finally, the silver barriers that kept our pack safe, supposedly, came into view. An uncomfortable tightness found my belly and gripped hard. I sighed heavily, a wave of sadness flowing over me. I was sick of living like this. Hand to mouth, no food, no control over my own life.

But what choice did I have?

I glanced down at the dead hares in my arms, their heavy weight making the muscles in my thin limbs ache. The saliva in my mouth began to accumulate again. Would they notice if I ate one myself? Would Tommy say something if I did? 

Probably. It isn’t worth it. 

As an Omega, I would be lucky to get any of the meat off these bodies, but I was alive, and should be grateful. Unlike so many of the Omegas before me. As the weakest and smallest, we were the first to die in the pack wars.

So many people had died. Children, women, even the Alphas had been torn apart. No one was safe in this world. Not even my parents, nor my grandmother. My nana had died in my arms when I’d been thirteen years old, and with her dying breath she’d made me promise to fight, to stay alive. No matter what I had to do. 

And I swore it. I hated to think of what my nana would say if she knew what I’d done to stay alive, but I’d kept my promise. Through some luck, and a whole lot of sacrifice.

I stared up at the bright blue sky, the beauty of the day annoying my soul. The world taunted us now. It still flourished, while we were panicked and starving.

The world had been so much better when the humans ruled. There was order, and industry, and food. 

Who was in charge now? No-one. And it sucked.

The doors opened for me with grinding, metallic sounds, and the guards stared at my arms as I clutched the hares to my chest. The men began to crowd me, all of them as hungry as I was.

Self-preservation made me rush towards Bear’s house. The grey roof was sliding off the foundation, and most of the windows were cracked, but it was still the best building by far. At least it had four walls to keep out most of the elements. I lived in a lean to against a wall. Nothing kept out the cold on those wintery nights except a hot body. 

The door opened as I approached and his hungry gaze bore into me.

“Is that all you got?”

His expression transformed into an angry scowl and I tried hard not to cringe. What else did I have to do to please this man?

“Tommy told me to bring these back for you. The other Betas are travelling out a little further to catch something bigger. Where would you like me to put these, Alpha?”

He licked his lips, his nostrils flaring like a wild horse. “Take them to the women in section three. They’re cooking tonight. And after that, come back here. I’m in the mood for your arse.”

This time my cringe was impossible to hide, and I heard the growl that rolled from his throat. I bowed my head and turned towards section three, hoping my move hadn’t angered him too much. He’d punish me further if he thought I showed any sort of disrespect. Not that he needed an excuse to be abusive towards me.

I took the hares to the skinny women in section three, who looked at the animals with the same hunger I knew was mirrored in my own eyes. The oldest woman, who was a head chef in the days before the virus, nodded and ran a finger along one of the stiffening bodies. “Tell Bear we’ll have this ready in an hour.”

“I will.”

I dawdled on my way back, walking the longest route to the main house. So many dirty men and women slumped around the streets and sat upon the porches of the ruined houses.

No occupation. No drive. What had happened to our proud pack? Our powerful shifters that once upon a time thrived?

Bear stood in his doorway, his jeans already unbuttoned, his shirt open to reveal his disgustingly big belly. My stomach turned at his gluttony. Our community may have no food, but alcohol was still abundant. Some of the older Betas made the foul stuff from food scraps and old potatoes.

“Get in here,” he yelled.

My legs trembled but I forced myself up the stairs, calming the rising panic in my gut. I’d done this a hundred times before, and this would be no different.

He grabbed me by the back of the neck and pushed me inside. 

“Where do you want me, Alpha?” I asked, hoping to minimize the damage by going along with whatever he wanted.

“On your knees.”

I dropped to the floor and watched his hairy hands unzip his fly and flop out his already thickening cock. Bile rose in my throat and I swallowed hard, forcing the screaming in my head to calm. 

Now is not the time to freak out, I can do that afterwards. When the disdain and guilt will overwhelm me. 

My mind begins to wander to my past life when food was plentiful and clean clothes was a daily occurrence. Damn I miss my parents.

Bear stepped up right in front of my face and the scent of his dirty crotch shoots up my nostrils, forcing my warm memories into the dim recesses of my mind. The need to gag overwhelms me and he grabs my hair, hard, making sure I won’t move away. He doesn’t need to be so rough and a touch of anger whirls inside me. 

I relax my jaw and wait patiently so he doesn’t hurt me too bad, parting my lips in readiness for the rough treatment they would receive.

It should be easy now. Common place. But every time he does this to me, I hate him a little bit more.

His hot flesh is shoved against my lips and I open for him, wishing for a lightning storm to hit...right about, now!

“Alpha! Come quick! Alpha!”

The shouts from outside came barreling through the windows and Bear pulls away from me, the fresh air bringing coolness to my face. Bear staggers to the window, reddened cock still in hand. 

My shoulders droop in relief. Saved by the Beta it seemed.

“Oh fuck! Get up.” Bear shuffled past me, grabbing for his jeans that are around his ankles. He eventually hauled them up to his waist and ran straight out the front door.

I pushed myself up from the floor boards and turned around to follow, slightly dizzy with happiness and hunger. I wasn’t quite sure which was more prominent, but considering hunger was a daily occurrence and happiness wasn’t, I’d put my money, if I had any, on me actually being happy for once.

I wandered outside and froze. There was something very wrong. People were screaming in terror.

“They’re coming! They’re coming!”

Women grabbed the children around them and ran down the streets towards the back of the compound. 

“What on Earth?”

I stared at the people by the fence, trying to decipher what was going on, and what the panic was about. I’d lived through too many raids already, and although my heart rate picked up in worry, part of me was already deciding which corner to hide in quite calmly. 

This was a common occurrence in our world. But as the tension around me shifted away the calm inside of me, I knew something was different. Bear looked scared. 

Someone moved out of the way of the circle and that’s when I saw Tommy, his guts spilling out of his body and blood plastered all over his face. I ran towards him, jumping down off Bear’s balcony and racing forward. I put my arm beneath Tommy’s shoulder, helping him over to the steps of Bear’s home so that he could sit down.

“You need the doctor,” I said, my stomach turning queasy at the look of what bulged beneath Tommy’s hands. He was trying to hold his stomach in, and yet veins and organs bulged, purple and grey between his fingers.

“They’re coming. They’re coming.” He collapsed on his side.

Then the roaring began. Howling and growling. The hairs on my neck lifted and pulsed with awareness. Another wolf pack was here.

As an Omega wolf, I couldn’t shift. I provided no help in this fight, nor any. But the need to do something pounded into me and for once, I wasn’t running to hide.

I put a hand on Tommy’s face, hoping to God, or whoever still watched over this forsaken earth, that he would live. “I’ll get someone for you.”

Bear, the other Alphas, and the Betas all ripped at their clothes, falling to their hands and knees as they shifted into a range of snarling black and brown wolves. The gates were open and the fighting would begin all too soon. I turned and ran as fast as my legs would move to section three, where the women and children hid and the only doctor we had still, lived.

“I need help. Tommy’s been hurt.”

Most of the women ignored me, but Maree stepped forward. She’d been a surgeon back in the day, and still did most of our doctoring.

“What’s wrong with him?” she asked.

“His belly has been all cut open and his...” I swallowed. “His organs are spilling out. I don’t know what to do for him. You have to come.”

She cringed and shook her head. “He’s dead.”

Horror struck me in the gut like a sucker punch, forcing the air from my lungs and my body to shudder in pain. “No. You have to come and help.”

“No, Omega. I will protect those that live, here. You go and do something.” She glared at me with all the heat and hatred I’ve dealt with my whole life. Me, an Omega. Useless in every way.

I backed away from her fire and turned around to face the fray. Hopelessness washed over me as the snarls and sounds of the fight reached my ears. There was only one thing to do and that was to hide until it was all over. I crept around the central house that five family’s shared, the violent noises of battle assaulting my ear drums. Tearing flesh, screams, and savage growling.

Whether we were losing or winning, I did not know. But I was pretty certain, that when this was done, we’d all have a new man to call Alpha.
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CHAPTER 2
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Max

The last of the wolves fell with a sickening crack, and as we all transformed back, I watched the blood of the last shifter drip between the teeth of one of my Betas.

“That it?” Jon asked, indicating the dozens of dead bodies littering the disgusting camp. 

When we’d found the Betas wandering the woods for food, we’d assumed they were a threat. But maybe we should have left them alone? What had these men been doing to their people? God only knew. 

The wolves were half starved. They’d barely been able to put up a fight. Guilt coursed through me several times as I’d taken them down. Except for the few over weights of the group. I had to assume they had taken on an Alpha role to hoard any food they found. No guilt ate at me for those kills.

If this pile of men were what the strongest of the pack looked like, I could only imagine how emaciated the women and children would be. So the question really was, should we bother taking them back with us?

I looked around at the strange mix of disgust and hope on my men’s faces and knew we had to take them back. We were low on female mates after the last vampire attack, and my men needed something to fight for.

“Round up the women. Be careful. Don’t hurt them. I mean it, Barry.”

The Beta inclined his head as I glared at him. Barry had a mean temper and a chip on his shoulder—not a good combination. But I kept him around for his keen hunting skills.

I let my wolves venture into the small compound as I walked around the dead of this rival pack. I sniffed them, prodded their backs, and checked for the rise and fall of their chests. Each one was bloodied, and not breathing. 

Good. As it should be.

This was a war, and it was now time for us to take home the spoils.

The men began walking back and my heart sunk. With them were a ragged looking bunch of strays. Their tattered clothes hung from their thin limbs, the scent of open sewerage made my chuck reflex bounce.

I swallowed hard and cleared my throat.

Best to get this over with quickly.

“I’m Max, Alpha of the Olano Pack, half a day’s walk from here. We have killed your men. If you want to survive, you will join our pack and make yourselves useful.”

We were low on women, and these, though not overly attractive, were obviously toughened by our new world. And that was the only important thing nowadays.

“I...” The words froze in my mouth as my gaze was drawn to the only adult male still standing in the compound. I double checked for signs of femininity as my gaze rushes over him.

No boobs. Stringy muscles. Soft face.

My fangs bite into my bottom lip as my heart began to pound. The first stirrings of lust I’d felt in months throbbed in my loins as my blood heated like it’s on the boil.

“Boy. Who are you?” I bark at him, my voice unusually gravely.

He flinched and hit the deck, hands on the dirt palms down, head bent in total submission.

Silence.

I could hear the few birds in the trees twittering nearby. Nobody even took a breath. I couldn’t pull my gaze away from him despite the fact I knew my Betas would be sharing confused glances amongst themselves.

Was this man...an Omega? They’d been rare when life had been normal, back fifteen years ago. But now...they were extinct, or so I’d thought.

“Please don’t hurt him. He can’t shift like you,” one of the young girls piped up, stepping closer to him and laying a hand on his back.

I can see white striations on the flesh of his back exposed above the tank top line and bile rises in my throat. I turn away and spit it out onto the blood-covered ground.

This place was worse than we even thought. I scowl down at the dead men on the ground, glad they’re gone. Who would treat anyone like that? Let alone an Omega wolf that my father had always said was to be revered, protected.

“Rise Omega. You all have half an hour to gather your things. Bring only what you can carry. We leave soon.”

The women grab their children and turn away to do as I ask. A few of the older women step forward, their faces lined far beyond their years I’m certain.

“We will not make the journey,” one of the declares.

They don’t look like they will, either. 

My first response is to ignore them, forget their plight. After a decade of trying to save everyone I meet, being betrayed by so many, I am much tougher now. But I have made provision for such an eventuality.

“Then why should we take you with us?” I ask, sneering down at the woman. 

Surely there is a reason the wolves of this brutal kept these women around. They wouldn’t feed them otherwise.

“I was a doctor. A surgeon,” the woman at the front replies. She wouldn’t be more than fifty years old, now that I take a better look at her. But these past years had aged her dramatically.

I try not to show how excited I am by that news.

“We could use one of those. What of these two?” I gesture to the women beside her.

“I was a chef,” the women with a black eye said.

Good. More cooks were always needed in our pack. Especially ones that knew what to do with the modest supplies we had.

“I’m a midwife,” the other one answered. She was even older than the other two, but anyone who could deliver babies safely into this world, would have a highly esteemed place in my pack. 

Most of the other women were too young to have collectible, needed traits. They wouldn’t have been able to study before the virus destroyed everything. But the older women were definite keepers. No wonder the pack had kept them around.

“We have a cart of sorts for you,” I explained. Something I had hidden and would have used for the children if they had no worthy elderly. “My men will pull you. But we can’t fit all of you in the cart. Only two at a time. You will have to walk some of the way.”

And that would ensure they had the strength to live through the change of packs. Wolf shifters were loyal and territorial creatures, which is why we had never before tried an assimilation like this. 

But desperate times, and all that...

The women exchange a glance and nod. “We will make it.”

The surgeon’s hands tighten into fists and I can see the strength behind the thin skin.

They need a good feed and some rest, and they should turn out fine.

Our pack needed strong women, and healers would be even better.

“Thank you.” The surgeon extended both hands and I offered her mine. She clasped it for a moment, her clear blue gaze locking with my own. There was relief there, and hope. Something I recognized, for it still thrived within me.

The women headed off also and I turned to search for the Omega, but he was gone.

“Is that really an Omega wolf?” Turner, one of my Betas, asked as he stepped closer to me.

A growl rolled through my vocal chords and my teeth came down in a snap.

Turner fell back, his head hung low and to the side.

“What’s wrong?” Barry asked, looking between us.

Anger rolled through my veins, and the need to stamp my authority all over the Omega became my number one priority.

“No one is to touch him. Do you understand? Punishment is death.”

I’d never threatened such a thing on my pack, but as I glare at them one at a time, they bow their heads in acquiescence. My chest releases for a moment and I focus on breathing.

What is this shit?

When I was younger, I’d heard of the fated mates prophecies that our parents had lived by. But this new world didn’t allow for any of that. You grabbed what you could, when you could. Who you could. But there was something magical at work here and I would need to work hard if I was going to overcome it.

“Get the cart with the food. Store the meat under the cart in the compartments. I’ll distribute what we have evenly. Then we start moving.”

We’d been out hunting and gathering food when we’d come across the other party of Beta wolves. Luckily, we’d brought the cart for supplies. 

It would have been my preference not to kill all the male wolves of this pack, but I’d learned the hard way, that shifters in this new world could not be trusted. No matter if they swore allegiance or not.

And in the end we’d no choice. The other wolves had attacked, and then for our own safety, and that of our own pack, we followed the wounded Beta back to his compound. Then it had been decided that we needed to wipe them out. My Betas had suggested it, and I’d let them sway me.

The women born of us wolves were non-shifters, and so they relied on us for strength, shelter, and food. That bred loyalty, and so I would try to blend our pack with what remained of this one.

The women began to come back, their bodies laden with clothes and children.

I called out to them. “We have food for you all. Form a line here. Take a small portion, and we will be on our way.”

The women formed an instant line and shuffled forward, taking the fruit we had gathered and what was left of the flat bread we had brought with us for our day. I noticed that with a smile, as Jon pushed the food towards the women. That bread was for my wolves, and yet seeing the frailty of these people, it was obvious my men would stay hungry until we returned home.

My mouth watered as I remembered the bread of the old days.

How I use to take for granted my daily coffee, picked up at a café near work. My beef sandwiches my mother made for lunch. Back when I was a police officer, and an Alpha’s son.

The Omega shuffled behind the last woman, his body now covered in, what appeared to be all of his clothes.

He’d layered up like someone heading for the snow, and his face looked cleaner now. Perhaps he stopped to wash? He averted his eyes and kept his head down as though he knew I was watching him, and my hand raised of its own volition to touch him. Comfort him. Tell him everything is okay.

He cowers like a wounded animal, his body folding into its self. I drop my hand back and anger boils in my blood once again. What did those men do to him?

I have to assume that this Omega is my intended mate. There is no other explanation for the hunger I feel when he is near. The need to protect him, kill anyone who comes close to him.

That has to be it.

Having a male mate was not too surprising to me. Had I assumed I would mate with a woman? Certainly. Not due to natural taste, but due to necessity. There were no Omegas left, or so I’d been told. And I wanted children. But the heat in my body that this dirty Omega arouses by far surpasses anything I’ve ever felt with anyone else.

The Omega takes some food, as much as I would give a child, then holds it close to his chest like it’s a prize.

My throat aches with emotions I cannot express and I turn to the entrance to this...home. “Let’s go.”

I make a rousing motion with my hands and the women move quickly, clinging together and moving in a formation that shows their ability to work together is strong. Lucky for them. They’ll last a lot longer in this world if they do.

I stay close to the tail of the party, looking out for anything moving in the bushes. We hadn’t come across anything except those few Betas in our travels, but it would be dark once again soon enough and the vamps would rise.

I thought back on our day, one of a planned hunting trip, and shook my head at how it had turned out. The hungry Betas had attacked first and that’s when I’d decided to go on the offensive. We couldn’t have savage packs in our area when we needed our strength to fight the stray vampires and lone shifters that came our way. I’d lost half my pack a few months back when a trio of vampires attacked in the night. That wasn’t happening again.

The young women would help. We needed to grow bigger and stronger once again, and that meant more wolves needed to be born.

I glanced ahead to where the Omega carried a child on his back. He barely looked strong enough to stand up himself, and yet he appeared to carry the child with ease. There had to be steel beneath the surface.

No one survived in this world without a whole lot of guts, and some luck.

“Keep moving. Got a long way to go,” I shouted, moving up to where one of the older women was getting out of the cart. I hold out a hand and she stares at it for a moment, before taking it, and stepping down. I help the wheezing woman who has been walking next to the cart up, and then circle back around the group, listening for any movement.

The women give me puzzled looks and I ignore them. Chivalry is dead, I know. But a helping hand costs me nothing, and may just win me the loyalty of women that could help my pack.

We make our way through the overgrown world, following the same route as we took to get there. We cut quite a path through the growth on our first trip over and we arrive back much faster than I anticipate.

Our fortress of metal rises up to meet us, cut into the side of the mountain.

The position means that no one can sneak up behind us, and we have over twenty well-maintained homes. Not to mention hand-built walls twenty-foot-tall with UV lights attached to the tops. 

Not even the leopard shifter we met a few years ago could jump over the new walls.

“Open the gates,” I call out and we slow down as the locks clunk and grind as they open the huge front doors.

The women and children are panting from exertion, but not one of them make a sound of complaint.

“Let’s go,” my men shout as they herd everyone inside.

The women’s group gets even tighter, if that’s possible, the Omega at its center, now holding a baby in his arms as well as the child on his back. The gates slam behind us and the men that guard the entrance to our pack’s village nod once as they slide the massive dead bolts in place.

This area was originally a retirement community. Which means it’s a group of closely knitted together units, and has community hall facilities, and even medical rooms. Completely self contained, even with vegetable gardens. Soon after the humans were wiped out, my pack took it over, scavenged what building stuff we could find, and built a fortress around it. It has been ten years since the world went to hell and we haven’t moved.

Our survival depended on it.

“Follow me to the hall.”

The women shuffled together like a strange ball shaped group into the center of our town, their children crying and shrieking in terror, as the pack came out to greet them.

They were shushed by their mothers quickly and Jon yelled out, “Keep moving.”

My Betas opened the doors of the hall and as a group, the women surged inside.

The doors closed behind us and I gestured to the trembling group.

“Sit. Please.”

We had tables and chairs, and by the way the women were standing about gaping, most of them hadn’t seen anything civilized for a very long time. They didn’t do as I asked, but after assessing the cleanliness of the situation, I thought it was probably best not to ask them to do that again.

“All right. First things first. You need showers, clothes, and houses assigned. We have two free units at the moment. Can you arrange yourselves into two even groups?”

The surgeon stepped forward, lifting her chin and showing strength, though I saw the tears shimmering in her aged eyes. “Yes. Of course we can... Thank you, Alpha. Thank you so very much. If we’d known your community was here, we would have left our pack years ago.”

A smile tugged at my lips as my gaze was once again drawn to the Omega, now looking at me with an open gaze. I can finally see his big blue eyes and my heart stutters in my chest.

He nods once and seems to mouth the word, “Thank you.”

Warmth spreads through my body and I turn away to stop the inevitable blush I feel rising from the Omega’s approval. “Well, I’ll get Turner here to show you into the units. And I’ll send some of the women over with clothes. After you shower.”

“You have running water?” one of them asked.

We had several plumbers and electricians in our pack thanks to my father’s preferences for manual laborers, and they’d worked out a system that worked very well for all of us. “Yes. It’s minimal, and it’s cold, but the water’s fresh. You’ll be able to wash properly.”

I turned to move away and a soft, male voice calls out, “What do you want from us in return?”

I stopped and made myself count to three before answering. I turned back around slowly and looked him straight in the eye. Everyone seemed to be holding their breath as they waited for my answer. Even the babies were quiet. Considering where they’d come from, I was pretty sure they’d do almost anything to stay. “We are short on women and I will be encouraging you all to mate with my wolves, to keep the pack strong.”

The women inhaled a deep breath as a whole and though some of them closed their eyes and held their children tight to their chests, they also nodded with determination.

“Will we have a choice?” the surgeon asked me.

I frowned at her sarcastic tone.

“Of course. I do not abide force in my pack. If you have any trouble with my men, you come see me. But for your own sakes, I encourage you to bond with the group. And if any of you others have talents, step forward. We have to work together if we’re going to stay alive. Disobedience, sabotage? Will not be tolerated. You will be out on your arse so fast you won’t know what hit you. I’ll leave you to the vampires that roam this area.”

The women shrieked a little and two stepped forward.

“I was a nurse.” 

“I’m a teacher.”

I liked the speed in which they responded. They would do well here.

“Your pack maintained a good standard, didn’t they? Any more doctors?” I asked, half jokingly. What would be the odds of that?

My own pack didn’t have anyone with a university education.

“Our original Alpha made sure whoever wanted to go to college did. He was a good man,” the surgeon said, swallowing hard as her eyes glistened with tears. “My mate. He was killed in the first year. During the raids.”

My heart went out to her. Another Alpha Mate. My mother would find her to be of comfort, though little made her smile anymore. “I’m sorry for your loss. My father was killed in that first year too. It was crazy. And cruel.”

When the virus first swept our world, the humans died practically where they stood. It took only a few months for the whole world to be infected.

The paranormals had been left standing. All of them. The shifters, the vamps, even the wolf packs began to fight for survival. For food. For power.

We had the whole world, and yet that didn’t seem to be enough. It was ironic, in a bitter and twisted sort of way.

We had all the land, all the food. But with no humans to run anything, the whole world fell apart. And quickly.

The water. The electricity. Schools.

I’d tried my best to keep the world turning in the confines of our bunker, but with the constant threat of danger, it was a hard life. But it was what it was.

“Good. Now, Turner, take the women.”

My gut clenched as I went to step away once more. Could I trust my men with the Omega?

I hesitated. 

He would be prey to anyone, and there was something so incredibly broken about him... I couldn’t shake the feeling that leaving him here alone was a very bad idea.

And my gut had kept me alive through ten years of being a cop in Seattle. So I trusted it.

I twisted back. “Omega, come with me.”
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CHAPTER 3

[image: ]


Caden

“Me?” I repeat, embarrassed by the squeak that came out of my mouth. But the last thing I expected the big Alpha to do, was address me. 

“Yes, you. Come with me.”

I look towards Anna, who’s always helped me. She was like a big sister, and her kids were the most adorable things ever.

“Go,” she whispers, taking the baby from my arms. Her eyes are intent and speaking, and I know what she means. If he wants me, then I should go. For all our sakes.

I stumble forward and move towards the Alpha. He is the strongest man I have seen in a decade and my legs turn to a weird jelly the closer I step. His muscled arms are like those old magazines, where men graced the front covers in little more than their underwear.

“Yesss, S-s-sir?” I stammer, my belly tightening and quaking. With the food I’d received, or nerves, I didn’t know.

He crooked his finger. “Follow me.” 

His tones sounded sexy, deep, and dark. A shiver of arousal coursed through my body, a foreign but not unwanted feeling. Anything that would help me get through this was good. 

I bite my lip and follow behind him as he walks back into the afternoon sun. I’d felt true desire once or twice in my life. I was twelve when the world fell apart, and I’d only just started to come into my hormones. Then everyone was dying, and
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