
        
            [image: Voorpagina]
        

    
   Contents

   


   Copyright

   Found by the Wolf

   About the author and other stories

   Preview: Rescued by His Wolf


Found by the Wolf

by Calandra Hunter



Copy right 2015 Calandra Hunter



All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author or publisher except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or deal, is purely coincidental.



License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.



~*~

Found by the Wolf


Devon Wilkes was running for his life. The damp forest ground under his paws softened the noise he was making, but he knew that the two Betas following him wouldn’t need sound to locate him. They’d been tracking him ever since he had lost the challenge to Alpha Thomas, and they were making sure Devon would think twice before heading back to Dorbank, the small mountain town he’d been living in. Thomas Hendrix had arrived in Dorbank about a year ago, bringing four wolves with him. At first, the wolf shifters of Dorbank had welcomed them, always friendly to wolves who were looking for a place to live. 

But then Thomas has challenged the previous Alpha of Dorbank, Larry Birch, a man in his early fifties, and beaten him. It hadn’t been a fair fight. Thomas was younger, faster, more experienced in fights, and as a wolf bigger than Larry. Larry had been the Alpha of Dorbank for twenty years and had solved conflicts peacefully with no need for fights. 

Devon remembered that day very well, when Larry had been chased out of town by two of the wolves Thomas had brought with him. They’d never seen Larry again, and Devon hoped the older wolf shifter had given them the slip. The alternative didn’t bear thinking about.

Since then, things had gone from bad to worse. Thomas had laid down the law, replacing the sheriff and deputy-sheriff with two of his friends, and locking up anyone who challenged his authority as Alpha. People had been too scared to do anything, worried about repercussions for their family if they tried to fight back. 

But Devon didn’t have a mate or kids, his parents had died in a car crash ten years ago, and he had been an only child. All his life that loneliness had felt like a weakness, but when it came to challenging Thomas it had been a strength. Unfortunately, Devon wasn’t strong enough to beat the experienced wolf earlier that day. He had been forced to flee with his tail between his legs. 

Now he was being chased away from Dorbank like Larry had been. Thomas hadn’t sent his fastest Betas after Devon, but Flint and Elliot were still fast enough. Devon was still wounded from the fight, the bite marks and scratches throbbing painfully in his legs and side. He hadn’t had time to rest and heal. 

He ran through some bushes, and crossed a large stream that came to his chest. It was cold, and the current was stronger than he had expected, but it would make it harder for the two Betas to track him. He shook out his fur, and once he had made it through the deepest part, followed the stream for a couple of hundred yards, his paws splashing in the water. 

Elliot and Flint would know he had crossed the stream, but wouldn’t know where Devon had got out exactly. It would buy him time. 

How far had he run from Dorbank? It was hard to say, but the moon had been out for hours now, and Devon felt like he had run a hundred miles. He wouldn’t be able to keep going much longer; he was exhausted and needed to heal. But where? A cave was too risky; if the two Betas blocked the entrance Devon would have nowhere to go. 

He left the stream, then raised his head when he smelled the faint traces of humans, of at least one car, and of smoke and fire. Was there a campsite nearby? He sniffed again. The fire and smoke weren’t particularly strong, most likely a campfire or a fireplace. 

Devon stood still for a moment, torn between heading towards the possible campsite or away from it. Shifters stayed away from humans where possible to avoid discovery. His wolf, too, was whining with the desire to go the other way. But Devon knew that he’d be safer around humans. The two Betas would want to avoid humans as well, not wanting some triggerhappy camper to shoot them. 

He moved forward, headed for the direction the car-smell was coming from. It was faint, whoever had been driving through the area had done so a while ago, but Devon was still able to pick it up. Maybe it was a cabin rather than a campsite, and Devon could crawl underneath and hide out there for the rest of the night.

The scent was getting stronger, and his wolf’s mood was improving too. It finally seemed to have realised that in this case, humans could equal safety. That hopeful feeling gave Devon the energy he needed to keep going. Walking through that stream, while a good idea, had made him wet and cold. Shaking his fur had helped, but not enough. 

In the distance, further up the mountain, he could see a dim light, and Devon scrambled to get closer. He couldn’t give up now; he was so close. Just a little bit further and he would be able to hide for the night and rest. 

Suddenly, a wolf howled, and Devon froze. That was Elliot, and it sounded like he was a couple of miles away from Devon’s current position. 

Fear made him move faster, and allowed him to ignore his aching legs for a brief moment. He was panting when he finally reached the dirt road, and he sniffed the air. 

The light was closer now, a couple of hundred yards away through the undergrowth, and as Devon came closer he felt relief wash through him. It was a cabin, which would be a good place to hide. 

If Devon hadn’t been exhausted and hurt, he would’ve been more surprised by his wolf’s relief and happiness at spotting the cabin, at how sure he felt that he would be safe soon. 

He reached the cabin, walking around it, digging at the dirt and whining in frustration when he realised that the porch had wooden panels under it, preventing him from hiding there. Understandable, of course, since no one living here wanted wild animals underneath their cabin, but right now Devon wanted to howl in frustration. Some of the planks were new, nailed across the panel to cover up any holes. 

Devon clawed at one of the planks, hoping it might come loose, but it was nailed securely. He let out a whimper, and walked around the cabin. He eventually sat down next to the house, trying to think. What were his options?

His ears picked up the sound of the front door opening, and Devon struggled to get back up. His legs were aching, but if the cabin-owner had a rifle, Devon would have to run. 

He sniffed, and instead of the metal and oil of a weapon he smelled coffee, lime and cinnamon. He smelled home. 

Devon knew about true mates, of course he did, every shifter was raised with stories of people finding their true love under the strangest circumstances and living happily ever after. He had never expected for it to happen to him, and finding a mate, true or not, was the last thing on his mind. 

“Hello?” 

His mate sounded nervous, and Devon wanted to rush around the corner of the cabin and assure him that he didn’t need to worry, that Devon would keep him safe from anyone and anything. But his first step forward sent a bolt of pain up his legs, and he whimpered. 

“I’ve got a gun and I know how to use it!” 

Devon knew that was a lie; he couldn’t smell a gun, but he admired his mate’s courage. He needed to see his mate, be with him, and it couldn’t wait. His mate was getting impatient too, Devon heard heavy footsteps on the porch. Soon, his mate would look around the corner and see a wounded wolf. 

So Devon did the only thing he could do: shift back into his human form, no matter how much it hurt, and trust that his mate would take care of him.


*


Joshua Winters tightened the grip on his torch, took a deep breath, and stepped further out of the cabin. He didn’t have a gun; he didn’t have any weapon but this heavy torch. In an emergency he’d be able to hit someone over the head with it, but he really hoped it wouldn’t come to that. 

He had heard rustling around the cabin, and had got up to see if it was a crazy burglar or a wild animal. He wasn’t sure which one he hoped it was. 

Walking on the porch, he shone the torch around. The porch creaked underneath him, and his heart was racing. “If anyone’s out there…” he said, feeling like an idiot. If anyone was out there, he would do what? Throw the torch at them and hope he’d hit his target? 

He heard more rustling from around the corner, and steeled himself. But of all the things he had expected to see, a giant, naked man wasn’t it. He gasped, stepping back. His hand was trembling, the light of the torch dancing around on the naked man’s broad, muscular chest. 

Definitely a crazy burglar.

“Wait,” the man managed, one arm in front of his face to shield his eyes. “Please.” 

Joshua took one more step back, his heart in his throat. Now that the first rush of panic was over, he noticed that the man was wounded. Thin streams of blood ran down his hairy chest, there were scratches and mud all over his arm and was that a bite mark in his shoulder? What the hell had this man been through? Why was he here? And why did a part of Joshua feel glad to see him, like the stranger was some old friend? 

The naked man, who was easily six or seven inches taller than Joshua even without boots, stepped closer, and Joshua noticed he was limping. “Help me,” he said, his voice soft. 

Joshua found himself nodding, even as part of him screamed that this was how horror movies started, and that any minute some madman with a chainsaw would come running through the bushes to kill them both. “Okay,” he replied, turning his torch away from the man’s face and towards the porch underneath him. “Okay, you can come in, I guess.” 

When his friend Nate had offered Joshua to stay in his cabin for a while to figure out what he was gonna do next, he had winked and told Joshua he was welcome to have a guest over. Joshua didn’t think Nate had this kind of guest in mind. 

The naked man came closer, and Joshua found himself stepping back, passing the doorway. The man glanced at him, his dark eyes meeting Joshua’s blue ones for a moment, before slowly walking inside. 

Joshua followed him, closing the door behind him, and in the light of the little hallway he could see more scratches and bite marks down the back of the man’s strong thighs, and blood running down his calf. The door to the living room was open, and the man put one hand on the doorframe, leaning against it.

“Hey, are you all right?” Joshua asked, then wanted to kick himself, because it was obvious the guy wasn’t. 

The man turned his head, but instead of replying his eyes rolled back and he fainted, falling down on the floor with a loud thud. 

Joshua ran over to kneel down by his shoulders, rolling the bigger man onto his side. “Hey, hey!” he said, patting the man’s cheeks. “You’re not dead, are you?” 

The man groaned, but his eyes remained closed. 

Not dead, then. That was something.

Joshua looked around, wondering what he could do
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