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Chapter One

 


Rocko East didn’t like humans.
They were the destruction of all life and he’d killed so many
of them in
his fifty years as an alpha. He lived to protect his people. His
pack. They all belonged to him and he would sacrifice his life for
them.

He walked down the main street that his pack
had lived on for longer than he could remember. He’d taken over
from the previous alpha when he’d gotten too sick to lead, and now
he was the one in charge, who made the decisions in the East
Pack.

He was the strongest and the best, and that
wasn’t bragging, just stating a fact. Unlike others, he got shit
done and wasn’t afraid to do unspeakable things in the name of wolf
law within the pack.

Running his fingers through his neck-length
hair, he glanced over at the humans who were currently eating in a
small café under armed guards. Most of them were men, only a few
women, but they’d been in a town not too far from them and had been
planning to wipe them out of existence. When he heard of their
plans, he’d invaded, took their weapons, and imprisoned them all.
Well, the ones who had lived, obviously. There were some humans
though, who hadn’t wanted to kill wolves and in fact had been
imprisoned by their own people.

The only time he’d ever
locked up one
of his own was when the rage took control and all they wanted to do
was kill, to hunt. Then, he made sure to be the responsible one for
as long as the rage took over them. He didn’t believe in locking up
his own people unless he absolutely had to.

Now, as he stood looking at the group of
people, he saw one woman. Both of her hands were chained and he
noticed no one sat with her. She was alone within the group. His
men had reported that the humans wanted nothing to do with her.
They called her a traitor, a betrayer of their kind, which meant
she had no intention of killing him or his pack.

He never let humans go.
The ones who stayed
often tried to lead a revolt and kill them, which resulted in their
deaths. There had yet to be a single human prisoner who made him
believe in the human race, but so far, nothing.

They saw him and tensed up.

Good.

He wanted to claw each of their
throats out. The bruises from his invasion were still clear on their faces and
the cuts that had also happened showed on their arms and legs. They
were no match for him or his pack.

Wolves bore no scars. They
healed quickly and it was rare for them to die, but they could
under extreme exhaustion, blood loss, and of
course,
torture. It took a lot to trap them, but they were not infallible
to dying.

They stopped eating, apart from the woman.
When he got close to her, she smelled like sweet vanilla. He didn’t
wait for her to finish her food. Grabbing her arm, he pulled her to
her feet.

“What have I done?” she
asked.

No one fought for her.

Not a single person tried to save
her.

It pissed him off because he
also knew she’d been nothing but kind to his people. They’d all
reported one human, a woman named Winter, who had also
run to one of
the pack’s children. The child had fallen over and cut her knee.
Until a child reached maturity, cuts, grazes, and broken bones all
required medical attention. Winter had treated the young girl even
as her parents came toward them.

The moment they approached,
Winter told them what she had done and apologized
immediately for
interfering. The girl’s parents hadn’t been angry she’d helped.
Children were all weak and any wounds not attended to properly
could see permanent damage or even death. They were only strong
when they matured and had also undergone the transformation of the
full moon. Their wolf made them strong.

No one stopped him as he
marched her down to
where he lived. He needed her. She didn’t struggle, but she did
find it difficult to keep up with his strides. Once inside his
home, he took her down to the basement where he had a chair
waiting. After throwing her into it, he snapped the chain that was
on her wrists. She cried out at the sudden tug of metal against her
soft skin.

He secured her hands on each
side of the chair, locking another chain around her waist. Rocko couldn’t
help but notice her soft, fuller body. She had tits, hips, a nice,
rounded stomach, and he’d checked out her ass as well.

Her curves were a thing
of beauty
amongst his men. He’d heard several of them speak about her with
longing. Even though she hadn’t had a bath since she got here, she
didn’t overly stink. Her long, blonde hair was a mess around her
face and her blue eyes stared back at him with a hint of
fear.

He sniffed the
air, but all
he got was a strong sense of vanilla. In the back of his mind, his
wolf woke and wanted to rub against her. To know just how far her
kindness went.

“What did I do wrong?” she asked.
Her lips wobbled and tears filled her eyes. The sight of
her angered
him.

“Why were you locked up?” He
grabbed the
nearest chair and sat down, straddling the seat and looking right
at her.

She had dirt on her cheek. It was kind
of cute.

They had the humans working the fields,
tending to the food. He found a starving human was mostly a willing
one. He could work with willing people, especially if it meant he
got what he wanted from her.

“What?”

“Are you thick or
stupid?”

“I’m neither. I’m
confused.”

“Get unconfused and answer
my fucking question.”

She licked her lips. “I … they
knew of your pack and they kept on talking about invading it. I don’t … I
don’t want to hurt anyone. My family lived there and I never moved
away. I don’t believe in violence, ever. What did I do
wrong?”

“I’m the one asking the
questions. So they just locked you up?”

“I wanted to
run, but they
thought I would warn you about what they were going to do. They’ve
been planning this for some time. I didn’t want to be part of it.
So they locked me up. Are you going to kill me?”

“If I was going to kill you,
you’d be dead already. You took care of that girl. Why?” He’d never gotten
involved after she helped to treat the young girl. His men informed
him of it, but he’d not followed up.

“What? Er, because she’d fallen
over and she was crying and in pain. I did what any … I mean, most
people would do.”

“Most people don’t help wolves. You know that.
Your people wanted to kill us.”

“I don’t want to kill
you.”

Wolves and humans had been
fighting a long time, ever since their kind was discovered. Peace had never been
won. Some could live in harmony, and he’d heard of them but had yet
to see any of them in action.

“You wouldn’t kill me to help get
back in with your people?”

She snorted. “They’ve hated me a
lot longer for stupid reasons. I’m not going to hurt anyone to win
favor. I won’t kill them for you, nor will I kill you for them. I don’t
believe in violence.”

“That makes you
stupid.”

“I don’t care. I am who I
am.”

“And how are you at taking
care of kids?” he asked.

She frowned. “I’ve never had
children.”

“But do you know how to take care
of them?”

“Yes, of course I do.”

“Do you have any family?”
he asked, wanting to know more and hating himself for even thinking
about trying to understand her.

“No. My brother died when I
was young and my parents were killed fighting a few years
ago.”

“How old are
you?”

“What does my age matter?”

“I want to
know.”

She sniffed. “I’m twenty years
old.”

So young.

He glanced around the basement. She
made no move to fight him.

After opening the bindings, he took her hand
and then marched her upstairs toward the bedroom where he had …
someone for her to take care of.

He didn’t let her go even as they
stood over the cot.

“It’s a girl.”

“This is your child?” she
asked.

“Yes.” The lie fell easy from his
lips. “My mate gave birth just before an attack. All that I have
left of her
is our daughter.” Again, more lies, easy to tell. He didn’t owe
this woman anything. “If you want to live, you’re going to take
care of her. You’ll live here. You will do whatever is necessary
for her to survive. You will not leave the house, nor will you ever
answer the door to anyone. There is a garden for you to visit. Your
old life ceases to exist and this is your life now. Do you
understand?”

“And if I don’t
agree?”

“Then you can say goodbye to any
kind of life. You will die with the rest of your people if they put a foot out
of line.”

“I don’t have a
choice?”

“You do. Are you willing to risk
your life for the sake of your friends?”

****

Two days later

Winter didn’t see it as picking
a life for lives. The alpha, she didn’t know his name,
didn’t understand that her people hated her. They would gladly kill her for the sake
of their own lives and she couldn’t justify that kind of
existence.

There was a baby who needed
help, love, and attention. Being chained up all day, working the
fields, it wasn’t a bad job. The guards who watched them didn’t see the
constant physical abuse she suffered for her care of
wolves.

She didn’t have a place in the world,
not a real one.

The microwave opened and she
took out the bottle, testing the liquid on her arm to
make sure it wasn’t
too hot. She made her way back upstairs to find the little baby
making soft sounds. The kind that people adored and couldn’t help
but love. The sight alone was everything.

“Hello, my darling,” she said.
The baby girl didn’t have a name and so she tried to think of terms of
endearment for her. “Are you hungry? I bet you are. Yes, you
are.”

Lifting the baby out of the
crib, she moved toward the chair, then sat down, arranged her in her arms
for the most comfort, and hummed softly as she fed her.

In the past two days, she’d been able to
have a bath and enjoy some wonderful potatoes and salad prepared by
someone. The alpha didn’t spend any time with her. From the moment
he’d dragged her into his world, she’d been alone, apart from the
baby for company.

The bath had been one of the
most enjoyable things she’d experienced in days. She no
longer stank.
She only had one set of clothes and she had to wash them regularly
so they didn’t smell bad.

His instructions had been clear.
She wasn’t
allowed to leave the house or show the baby. The curtains in the
main part of the house that was visible to others were closed. The
yard had a high fence and she found herself going out into the
sunshine as regularly as possible.

After the baby had
taken all of
the bottle, she burped her and held her for a little longer, loving
the scent of a newborn, before taking her downstairs with her to
clean up. She loved holding her and it allowed her mind to ease as
she focused on the work.

She didn’t have to
fear every single
gunshot or loud noise, even if it did make her jump. With the baby
in her arms, she cleaned up the kitchen and started to walk toward
the yard when the door opened.

The alpha walked in. The instant
he did, his presence filled every single space. The hairs on the back of her
neck stood on end and her stomach twisted. Should she bow her head?
In their world, was he like royalty? She’d seen him around town
during her captivity and guards offered him their
respect.

“Where are you going?”
he asked.

“Out in the yard. She likes it
outside.”

He stared at her for several seconds.
“Fine. I’ve got some clothes being delivered. Be back in within the
hour. I want to make sure I got the right size.”

“Okay.” She didn’t like being in
his company for too long. The way he glared at her always unnerved
her.

She walked outside into the heat of
the sunshine. Lifting up her face, she took several deep
breaths.

It’s fine, Winter. It’s
all fine.

The alpha terrified her. She’d
seen him kill humans before and she had no doubt if she put a foot out of place,
she’d be on his kill list. She didn’t want to die, nor suffer. Pain
wasn’t something she particularly liked.

She set the little baby onto the
ground and sat beside her. After a few short
minutes, she
lifted her up so that she was on her chest. This was a precarious
predicament, especially if she upchucked, but letting her lie on
her head for any period of time was bad. Wasn’t it? She couldn’t
remember much about baby care. Only a couple of things stuck out to
her, the head being one of them.

“He must have a caring bone in
his body if he has you.” She stroked the girl’s cheek. “I just know
it. If he didn’t care, you wouldn’t need anyone to take care of
you.” She lifted up and kissed her cheek. She loved
taking care
of this little girl.

Even throughout the night. She
had a bedroom right next to the girl’s so whenever she woke up, she
was within a few steps to comfort her. Again, she’d yet to see the
alpha during the night, but it wasn’t like she wanted to
ever see him,
nor be alone with him.

He killed people. Like her.

She refused to end up on his shit
list.

Had he killed some of her
people?

They were not her friends. She
still had the bruises on her body to prove it and even if he
decided it wasn’t working out, they would likely beat her to
death.

She didn’t know how much time
had passed and so she held the baby as she got to her feet, making her way
inside.

The alpha was looking in the fridge
when she arrived.

“I’m not late, am
I?”

“No,” he said,
lifting up
and pulling out a can of soda.

“Good.”

Again, silence.

Awkward.

She rubbed the baby’s back and
tried to think of something to say to fill the quiet, but nothing
came to mind. Rather than try, she decided to walk into the sitting
room. The curtains were drawn and lights were on.

The doorbell rang and she made
no move to get it as per his instructions. See, she could handle
this, taking
care of the baby. No biggie.

Minutes later, the alpha came into the
room.

“You’re to try these clothes on,”
he said,
holding a large trash bag in his grip.

“Oh,” she said, getting to
her feet. “Will you take her?”

“What?”

“She had a feed not long ago and I like to
make sure it settles before putting her down.”

He looked at the baby and
finally, after a short hesitation, took her.

“Thank you.” If the baby was his kid, why did
he hesitate?

“Try the clothes on.” He
shoved the bag at her and she took it. Without another look back at
him, she quickly rushed upstairs.

You don’t know his
name.

She paused on the stairs.
Thinking of him as
the alpha was getting old real fast. She didn’t want to not know
who he was.

“What’s your name?” she
asked without turning around.

“Why do you want to
know?”

“I work for you. You know my
name. It’s Winter. What’s yours? I don’t think
you want me
to keep thinking of you as the alpha?”

“That’s exactly what you’re
to think of me,” he said. “Alpha, sir, master, it is who I am to
you.”

She nodded. Why did she think for even
a second he’d be reasonable?

“Or, we can keep things civilized
and you can
call me Rocko. Isn’t that what you like, prim and proper? To keep
civility in place?”

“There’s nothing wrong with
being nice.”

“I know, but there’s also nothing
wrong in not conforming to what you people like to do. To let go.
To be free. Go on, little woman, go and try on your clothes. This
conversation bores me.”

She gritted her teeth and marched
upstairs.

Anyone else, she’d tell him to fuck off, to
leave her alone. He wasn’t just anyone though. No, he was her
judge, jury, and executioner. Her life was literally in his
hands.

Stepping into her bedroom, she
opened up the trash bag and poured the clothes out onto the floor.
They were in need of a serious iron all over them, but she noted
the majority of the clothes were dresses. Summer ones. Lifting up a
beautiful, floral blue, she smiled. It reminded her of a time when
she still had her parents, and they still advised her to believe in
the best of people. They weren’t monsters and they wanted her to be
the best she could be. By not fighting, she knew they would be
proud of her.

She would always make them
proud. Even
if there was a certain man downstairs who deserved a slap, she
wouldn’t justify hurting him.

Time to get changed.
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