
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
MASKED SHEWOLF


BOOK 2

UNMASKED


YARA GHARIOS


UnMasked

By Yara Gharios

Copyright
2015 Yara
Gharios

Smashwords Edition

 


This book is available in print on Amazon


Smashwords Edition, 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 to your favorite ebook retailer and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of
this author.


TABLE OF CONTENTS

Preface

Chapter
1

Chapter
2

Chapter
3

Chapter
4

Chapter
5

Chapter
6

Chapter
7

Chapter 8

Chapter
9

Chapter
10

Chapter
11

Chapter
12

Chapter
13

Chapter
14

Chapter
15

Chapter
16

Chapter
17

Chapter
18

Chapter
19

Chapter
20

Chapter
21

Chapter
22

Chapter
23

Chapter
24

Chapter
25

Chapter
26

Chapter
27

Chapter
28

Chapter
29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Acknowledgements

About

Titles

Sneak Peek

 



To Nancy.

No words are needed. You know.


PREFACE

 Dylan

 


I’m not such an idiot to think I can take him. I know
he’s ten times stronger than I am. He’d probably have me on the
ground, begging for my life, and stomp on me, before I can even get
the chance to lift a finger.

But I’m not planning on taking him down. This
monster thinks he can break me before anyone can find me. But he
didn’t count on me having an advantage. He also didn’t count on the
fact that I have an entire pack who would literally wipe the floor
with him, just because he threatened to hurt me.

If only I could speak, I would tell him to be
afraid. Because the ones I love are coming for him.


Part 1

Michael


CHAPTER 1

Daniel

 


One of my proudest moments as a child was when I was
ten and I learned to spin a basketball on only one of my fingers
for fourteen whole seconds. It was childish, I know, but that was
when I knew I wanted to have a career in sports. Before I knew it,
I was looking up everything I could find on basketball and
practicing with my dad and my brothers to be able to make it on the
team.

There’s no such thing as ‘going easy on someone’ in
my family, which is a good thing, because it toughened up my game
to the point where I could hold my own against any of them by the
time I was fourteen.

I’ve been on the team since then, and we’ve been
going on an undefeated streak this whole time. I’m not going
to lie, the popularity is a perk I’ve enjoyed during all those
years. But I love the thrill of the game a whole lot more than what
it brings me socially. Playing releases any tension I might be
feeling, and replaces it with a glow of freshness, albeit a sweaty
one. It helps me clear my head when I have too much thoughts
jumping around in there, and it’s almost an escape for me now, when
life at home or at school becomes too hectic and I need a
breather.

Michael spent all afternoon with me the day I
learned to spin the ball, and cheered me on to keep me going. I
don’t think I would have been able to do that by myself without the
encouragement. I’ve always taken it for granted that I have a twin
brother who is different, but I never paid attention to the
importance of Mickey’s existence before.

It’s hard to say when I started seeing my twin for
who she really is; my sister. My entire life, she was just another
one of my brothers, even though, theoretically, I always knew she
was anything but. She’s the only female werewolf to be born in
centuries. This puts her in a vulnerable position, because if
someone found out she exists, they would try to use her to create
stronger children. That’s why it’s been so important for her to
pass off as a boy her entire life.

Mickey has never said a word of complaint about that
until about a couple weeks ago, when she almost had an emotional
attack. It’s what happens when we’re overwhelmed, and we just burst
into wolf form. It was a little before that that I was starting to
see her differently. I can’t say precisely when that change
started, but I am aware of why.

My instincts towards her are still the same, only a
bit amplified. Beneath our mocking and pranking each other, I’ve
always felt a bit protective of her, although I made a good effort
to hide it. I think we all did, in a way that’s different from Mom
and Dad’s protectiveness. Her true gender was becoming more and
more evident to me, and it’s been changing my perception of her,
although not in a bad way.  But I know it’s not just because
of her; I’ve changed too.

My sister’s depression is not the only thing keeping
me up so late. A few days ago, something happened that I still
can’t wrap my head around. For the past few weeks, I’ve been
secretly dating Zoey. She’s part of the pack who just moved into
town a while back. In fact, though she’s human, she’s a very
important member, because the pack’s second in command –or beta– is
her future brother-in-law.

Keeping our relationship secret worries me, but it’s
not really the reason I can’t get any sleep. I’m not ashamed of
her; I love her. She’s the one insisting we find the right time to
tell our parents, and with everything that’s going on with Mickey
that we still can’t figure out, it’s not a good time.

The reason I’m still up is something else
altogether. Zoey and I bonded over a delicate issue she was going
through. Her biological father had been unfaithful to her mother,
and had a son a few months older than Zoey’s older sister Sadie,
with another woman. His name is John. Helping Zoey accept his
existence was what got us together.

But we never expected him to say that he knows about
werewolves, and that I am one. It was actually the first thing he
said during the one time we spoke to him through video chat. Next
thing I knew, Zoey slammed the laptop screen shut, and we couldn’t
decide how to proceed from there. She’s been texting with him since
then, giving him excuses as to why she can’t video chat again for a
while, and blaming the interrupted first try on a Wi-Fi
problem.

I haven’t really seen her since then outside of
school, where we try to avoid being seen together, and we’re both
too afraid to bring up his name on the phone. I know we’re going to
have to face him sooner or later, and it’s smarter if we do it
before he has the chance to tell anyone. But we’re both reluctant,
and neither of us is willing to take that first step.

While all these thoughts go through my head, I sit
there in my room staring at the basketball spinning on my finger,
arguing with myself over whether or not it would be a good idea to
go to the basketball court at this hour and let off some steam. Mom
and Dad have a strict curfew for Mickey and I on school nights.
Right now, though, I think Mickey has a much bigger restriction to
follow. She can’t leave the house till Friday, when her… womanly
issue, is over.

It’s completely unfair. Man, how I wish human
medicine works on werewolves. Maybe then, my sister wouldn’t be
locked up in the house for five days every month, one of which is
just a precaution because my parents are paranoid like that. I
think the reason why none of us ever said anything to them about
that is because Mickey never seemed to mind until her attack. But
now, all she does is mope around the house like a zombie all day. I
can’t help wanting to stick up for her and berate our parents for
being so strict.

Something is up with her that none of us are able to
make sense of. Like last week for example, she completely missed
War Day! It’s our tradition to play pranks on each other every
Sunday, and retaliate the next week. She was the one who started
the tradition in the first place, but now it’s like she’s lost the
will to even think of something to pull. Just this morning, I
overheard her talking to Mom and Dad.

“Dylan, will you please talk to us?” Mom begged
her.

“About what?” was her robotic response.

“We just want to know what happened,” Dad asked.

“Why are you so sad, honey?” Mom tried a softer
approach.

Though I was listening from upstairs, and couldn’t
be sure how she responded with her body language, I could imagine
her shrugging. She’s been doing a lot of that lately.

“I’m not sad,” she replied. “Nothing happened. You
were right; I have to accept that I need to keep my secret, and I
am. I’m only doing what you wanted me to do in the first
place.”

There was a pause before Dad said anything. “This
isn’t what I meant, Dylan.”

“Yes it is. I’ve got no friends who are threatening
my secret, I’m not doing anything that might reveal it, and I’m not
going to college anymore,” she deadpanned. “Even leaving the house
can be dangerous, right Dad? So I’m never going out again, and my
secret will be safe.”

“Dylan, that is not–” he started to say.

But then she cut him off and stood up. “I’m going to
my room. I got finals coming up, and I need to study if I want to
graduate in three weeks.”

That was the last she spoke to anyone all day. We
all tried knocking on her door, but she was acting the same way
with everybody; moody and mopey. Maybe it’s hormones, but I have a
feeling there’s a lot more to it than just that. So now
because she is depressed, and we’re all worried
about her, there’s a general air of gloominess in the house that
we’ve never felt before.

All the negative energy in here is making me
restless, and I need to escape it. I grab my phone, send Zoey a
text, grab my basketball and get out. I’m not met with any
resistance or questioning from my parents about where I’m going or
how long I will be out. They’re too busy having hushed arguments in
the living room, of which I only catch one thing: “She’s
our daughter! This is not the life we wanted for
her, Steven!”

The park’s basketball court is completely deserted
when I get there. Not surprising since it’s almost 10pm. While I
wait, I start dribbling and throwing the ball from one end of the
court straight into the hoop on the other end. During school
practice, I have to hold back on my strength, but here, on my own
and with no one to hurt or even see, I’m free. About twenty minutes
later, I’m starting to work up a sweat, and she’s still not
here.

Where is she?

Just as I think that, I hear her footsteps
approaching. Even after so little time, I can recognize her
footsteps among a hundred. I turn just as she enters the court
fences. She’s walking slowly, but I can tell she’s tired from the
long walk, especially with the way her heart is beating.

“You called?” she asks with a tentative smile,
unsure whether she should be worried or happy. The tension that was
caused by John is still there between us, too.

I smile back to let her know I’m happy to see her,
and meet her halfway to make it easier for her. “What took you so
long? I was almost losing against myself.”

She giggles. “Isn’t that the same as winning?”

I grin just as we make it to five feet from each
other. Then I wrap my arms around her waist, pull her closer to me,
and bury my face in her neck, inhaling her scent. Immediately, I
feel a bit better.

“Didn’t feel like winning till you showed up, Zo,” I
whisper a bit sadly, the tension all but forgotten now that she’s
actually in my arms. I missed her.

Her hands immediately go to the back of my head, one
on my neck and the other tracing patterns on my hair. “What’s
wrong, Daniel?” she asks with concern.

I sigh against her shoulder. “I don’t really know,”
I say. “Mickey’s been depressed since last weekend, and we can’t
figure out what’s wrong with her.”

“Didn’t you say her time of the month was coming
up?” she wonders. “Maybe it’s hormones.”

I grimace and pull away. “Sometimes, it’s really
creepy how casually you talk about this sort of stuff,” I admit.
“I’m glad at least Mickey’s not that way.”

Zoey full on laughs when I say that, and I forget
whatever brief sadness I felt moments earlier. “Your sister’s been
pretending to be a boy for almost eighteen years,” she points out.
“Of course she’s going to be as uncomfortable talking about it as
you are.”

I give her a mock glare. “You know, I’m really
starting to regret telling you all my family secrets,” I tease.

She laughs again. “As if you had a choice,” she
humors me. “You were drunk off your ass.”

“Hey, any party worthy of its name is bound to have
a bunch of drunk teenagers,” I playfully protest. “But it’s still
your fault, you know.”

Her eyebrows suddenly fly up in mock indignation.
“How is it my fault? You’re the one who got so wasted that you
spilled everything! You’re lucky it was me you were talking to and
not someone who could have used it against you.”

“You blackmailed me into going out with you,” I
refresh her memory, knowing full well where this is going.

“And how did that work out?” she challenges.

My face breaks out into a wide grin. “Pretty great,
in the long run. But it’s only been a month.”

Zoey locks her arms around my neck once again and
brings her forehead against mine. “A great month,”
she corrects me, her voice suddenly quiet.

Hearing her breathing and heartbeat accelerating,
and knowing we’re both anticipating this, I close the distance
between us and mold my lips gently against hers, careful not to
apply too much pressure and hurt her. All of my nerve endings
suddenly light up, and I’m aware of every inch of her perfect body
touching mine, bringing one particular part of me to life. Like
always, she pulls away just as things start heating up.

People who don’t know Zoey may think of her as an
immature child, but there’s more to her than meets the eye. She’s
deeper and more mature than she appears to be. Or maybe I’m the one
who’s immature enough to be her equal. Either way, we’re good
together, and although I’d never pressure her into anything,
especially with the age difference, she’s strong enough that she
doesn’t let me get carried away when we’re close.

Even before our first date, it stopped being about
protecting Mickey’s secret for me. I love her for who she is, and
I’ve been dying to tell my family about her. At first, it was her
who didn’t want to, but then, when she changed her mind, we
couldn’t find the right time. I have to tell mine first, because
I’d also have to tell them she knows Mickey’s secret.

I was about to tell them the day Mickey had her
attack. But then my eldest brother Connor sort of beat me to it
with his news about asking his girlfriend Andrea to be his mate.
Zoey and I aren’t at that stage yet, and I don’t think we
will be anytime soon. We’re still young, I mean, I’m almost
eighteen, and she will be sixteen in September. But we’re
definitely heading in that direction.

I don’t want to hide her anymore. In fact, more than
anything, I want to declare to the world that she’s the one I want.
It’s just impossible to find a good time to tell my family because
they’ve got so much else going on.

“Are you worried about John?” Zoey asks when I’m
quiet for too long.

My eyes flash up to meet hers. I can’t believe she’s
the braver one and brought him up first.

“No actually, I was wishing I could tell the world
about us,” I say. “But now that you’ve mentioned your brother, he’s
up front and center.”

She winces. “Sorry.”

“No, you’re right,” I attempt to smile. “We can’t
hide from that much longer.”

She sighs tiredly, looking decades older for a
moment. “We’re going to have to talk to him, aren’t we?”

I nod in defeat. “We have to know what he knows. He
might be dangerous to our secrecy.”

“I know,” she agrees, again sounding much wiser than
she really is. “We’ll do it tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

There’s a moment of silence. Knowing that the time
to separate has come, I run my hand down her arm and lace my
fingers through hers.

“Come on, let me walk you home,” I suggest.


CHAPTER 2

Michael

 


Every year, on New Year’s Eve, I have witnessed my
brothers making impossible resolutions that they always break the
following week.

This is the last time I get this drunk.

I’m going to stick to one job this year.

College is next year, so I have to pull up my
grades.

None of them ever stick to their decisions. Granted,
they’re usually drunk and hungover on the first day of the year
when they make such resolutions. But it’s not like they do anything
differently when they’re sober.

I don’t know why I thought my resolutions
would be different, even without New Year’s Eve to make them
extravagant. I mean, I’m related to them, right? That should have
been the first clue that I will fail.

My resolution doesn’t seem like something impossible
to fulfill. It you think about it objectively, it’s actually pretty
simple. I’m going to move out of my parents’ house when I turn
eighteen in four weeks. Until then, I’m going to avoid every single
member of the Silver Moon pack.

It should have been easy. I don’t really know most
of them. They only moved here about two months ago. Only three
people mean anything to me and will probably notice my absence. My
best friend Sadie is one. Her boyfriend Cade, who is also the pack
beta –the second in command– is another.

The most important one, though, the one I am truly
running from, is Logan, the pack’s alpha. Last weekend, I saw him
in his wolf form. It’s not usually a big deal for us werewolves,
but it was for me. That’s because when I saw Logan’s wolf, mine
recognized him as my true mate. My perfect match, my soul mate,
whatever. Whichever way you call it, it still sucks.

The thing is, I’m not supposed to exist. Females of
my specie stopped being born centuries ago. No one can say exactly
how it started, but we have a name for it in our history: the
pandemic. It’s a phenomenon that’s affected my people on a global
scale. We were weakened by it.

If anyone found out about me, I would be taken. Some
of my kind would literally kill to have me. I’m not bragging or
anything like that. I mean, it’s the most horrible thing I can
imagine. If I have babies with another werewolf, they will be
stronger than any known to our world. It’s a big deal to some
people, because it means they’ll have more power. None of them
would care about asking me first, though, which is why it sucks.
It’s why I’ve been pretending to be a boy all my life.

Right there is the first reason why I don’t want to
see Logan anymore. He doesn’t know I’m a girl. Which means he
doesn’t know I’m his true mate, either. I’m too terrified of what
he’ll say if I tell him the truth. Part of me is convinced he
wouldn’t believe me if I tell him. So far, that part is
winning.

There is another reason though. Female werewolves
may have existed once, but it was such a long time ago that
concepts like true mates became impossible to comprehend. You can
imagine my shock when I found mine not long after meeting him.
These days, werewolves choose their mate among human girls.
Logan already chose one. Her name is Reena, and she’s the most
annoying person I know.

However, for some unfathomable reason, Logan loves
her. I want to blame it on the fact that she’s drop-dead gorgeous,
but I know Logan, and he’s not like that. Sadly, I also know that
he really does love her. He won’t leave her for me,
especially since –oh yeah!– he doesn’t know I’m a girl!

On Sunday, I went to see him in a desperate attempt
to tell him the truth. Instead, I saw him and Reena being all loved
up on each other. I felt completely and utterly rejected when I
realized that I will never have him. That’s why I made the decision
to leave. I just can’t stick around while he’s happy with someone
else.

I was totally going to stick to that decision, too.
I’ve been emotionally preparing my parents by distancing myself
from them, to make it easier when I left. At least, that’s what I
told myself to explain the bitterness and resentment I now feel
toward them. I also stayed home all week. It was mostly because I
was having issues –issues that pertain exclusively to
females, if you know what I mean– and being around werewolves at
this time would blow my cover. But my resolution definitely played
a part in that too.

You can imagine my horror when Logan called my dad
Friday morning, asking to see all of us. He was serious too,
otherwise Dad wouldn’t have let me and my twin brother Danny skip
school. Not that it would have changed anything for me, anyway;
I’ve been skipping since Monday.

Actually, I was counting on using my feminine
problem as a reason for me not to go. But Dad took one look at me,
silently studied whether or not I’m good to be around werewolves,
and then we were out the door.

We’re on our way in two cars when my parents make
yet another attempt to get me to open up. My brothers all went in
Connor’s car while Dad insisted I ride with him and Mom.

“You can’t act so gloomy around the alpha,” Mom
tells me. “He’s going to think something is wrong, and he’ll start
asking questions.”

They must have associated my misery with hormonal
imbalance. They always do that, and it irritates me so much. Right
now, it’s doubly irritating, because they don’t seem to get the
point I’m trying to make.

“Sure I can,” I retort. “I’m a good actress. I’ve
been playing the same part for eighteen years.”

“Dylan!” Dad snaps. “You can’t say things like that
in front of the pack. Sadie and Cade knowing your secret is one
thing, but you have to be careful.”

I roll my eyes and give up. As usual, they fail to
see my point or even acknowledge my jabs. I stop answering them
after that, and they’re wise enough to stop trying.

***

Everyone is gathered in Logan’s study when we get to
the pack house. Sadie, Zoey and Reena are also there, for some
reason. Logan isn’t here yet, although Cade is. When she sees me,
Sadie tries to get my attention, but I pretend I don’t notice.
Seconds later, Logan walks in. He analyzes the room in one quick
look, checking that we’re all here.

“Thank you for coming,” he stiffly says as a way of
greeting. “I’m sorry girls, but I only need to talk to the
Connollies. You can come back after we’re done.”

Reena throws him a hurt look and Sadie starts to
protest. Only Zoey nods in acceptance. Something in his expression
seems to convince them though, because a couple of seconds later,
they leave. Sadie glares after him. I’m secretly glad it’s not me
on the receiving end of her death stare.

Once the door is closed, Logan coughs, his eyes
searching the room until they land on me. I’m staring at my shoes,
but I can feel his gaze as if he’s physically touching me. A
lovely side-effect of being mates is feeling a strong pull
to be near him, to touch him. I’m struggling very hard not to
answer that pull. Simply keeping my eyes averted is hard enough
work as it is.

He must sense there’s something wrong with me,
because he takes a moment before he starts speaking. I can imagine
him being confused. Maybe even concerned, if I’m lucky enough to
earn that much regard from him.

Either way, he doesn’t linger on it and immediately
gets to the point. “Our pack moved back here because of a project
that my father was working on before he died. He left behind a list
of names with addresses. As far as we can tell, the names are all
lone families living no more than four hours away by car.”

Frowning, I dare to look up to see my family’s
reaction. My dad is taking it all in with a neutral mask, but the
others show the same signs of confusion that I’m feeling.

Why is he telling us this?

“That was all he left,” Logan goes on. “Only Cade
and my uncle are aware of what it’s all about, but I think that you
need to know, too.”

Again, why?

“I don’t understand,” Dad finally says what we’re
all thinking. “If we’re not supposed to know, then why are you
telling us?”

I make the mistake of looking at Logan as he walks
around his table and leans against its front side. The pull
momentarily tugs at my heart when we make eye contact. I quickly
avert my gaze.

“There is something more to it that might mean
something to you,” he gravely announces. “Not all the families
opened their door to us, but the ones who did were reluctant or
scared. They’d all had their youngest child kidnapped at one point,
as a threat for them to keep quiet about what they were doing for
my dad.”

It happens too quickly for him to notice. My family
and I all tense up as the same thought occurs to us. If someone is
kidnapping the youngest child of lone families, what are the odds
that they’re not actually looking for me? Cade notices it, but he
doesn’t react.

What Logan says next puts us at ease. “I found out a
few hours ago that my father was hiding something with these
families. Now, I don’t know how much I believe that. He wasn’t a
man that formed materialistic attachments like that. But there’s
something else.”

He pauses and exchanges a somber look with Cade,
whom I didn’t notice has been standing quietly at the sideline with
his arms crossed and a contemplative look on his face. He twitches
when Logan pauses, as if he senses that the conversation is about
to take a darker turn.

Then Logan drops the bomb. “One of the families was
just murdered.”

My mother’s gasp is the only sound I register before
I go into shock. I stop listening. My eyes don’t see the room or
any of the people in it anymore. I don’t even blink. I go
completely blank for a full minute as I try to process this
devastating news.

Somehow, through the hollow feeling taking over me,
I hear them say that the youngest Mariner boy, whose family was
just brutally killed, is missing. That’s when I start paying
attention again.

“I don’t know whether this has anything to do with
you,” Logan continues, “since your name is not on the list. But for
my own peace of mind, I would ask you to stay at the pack house
with us for a while. At least until this is sorted out.”

Something in his tone, the way he hesitated slightly
before he made the offer, suggests that he was willing to ask us
again to join his pack. It makes sense now, why he was quick to
extend us an invitation so shortly after meeting us. Why they were
so eager to get to know us, to be friends with us. It was all
because Logan wasn’t sure whether or not my family fits the work
that his father was doing before he died, and he wanted to find
out.

I want to be angry. I should feel used. But I’m numb
to it all. I’m sure it will set in later, when I’m not longer in
this trance.

Seconds later, it happens. My family is staring at
me, as if the decision is actually in my hands. I snap out of it
long enough for those feelings of betrayal to sink in. The anger
gives me enough strength to reply.

“Sure, let’s temporarily move in,” I finally say, my
voice coming out detached. “Might as well go bring our stuff then,
right?”

Logan’s face is etched with concern and confusion.
He doesn’t seem to know how to respond. He’s saved the trouble,
because that’s when Dad clears his throat. “Actually, if it’s
alright with you, Alpha Underwood, I’d prefer we discuss it alone
first. We’ll let you know in a few hours what we decide.”

“Of course, but please just call me Logan from now
on,” he politely replies.

My dad smiles and nods in approval. As one, my
family starts shuffling out slowly. When I see Logan frowning at me
and take a step toward me, I stand up abruptly and follow them. He
grabs my elbow to stop me. A jolt goes through me at the touch, and
my immediate reaction is to flinch and wedge myself out of his
grasp.

“Wait just a second, Michael,” he calls me
pleadingly. “I need to talk to you.”

The pull deepens at the sound of his voice. The
anxiety is almost enough to make me want to throw my arms around
him and sob my eyes out. But I have to remain strong and not
succumb to the need. It will only get worse if I do.

He was never really my friend. He was just using
me.

Actually, I know I don’t believe that. There’s
nothing he can do or say that would make me hate him or even think
of him differently. Despite everything that’s happened, I
know him, and I know he cares about me as a friend. He was
never acting or pretending. There’s no way anyone can fake a
connection this deep. Maybe he did have some ulterior motive, but
it wasn’t driving him to be friends with me, not really.

And yet, I hold on to the thought that he used me as
if it’s the only thing keeping me alive. Because it is, in a way.
It’s distracting me enough to ignore the urge to go to him, no
matter how weak my defense actually is.

I glare at him with as much hate as I can muster.
Shocked, he freezes and doesn’t try to touch me again.

“Sorry, Alpha,” I reply sarcastically, latching
on to my anger like a lifeline. “I’m kind of busy right now.”

Somehow, I find the strength to walk away.


CHAPTER 3

Daniel

 


Murdered. A family was murdered.

I’m not sure which one of us is having the hardest
time letting that sink in. Probably Mickey. She hasn’t said a word
during the entire drive back. She didn’t even say anything when she
climbed into the car with me and my brothers. She simply sat down
in the front seat, and no one tried to complain.

Time feels infinitely slow when you want something
to be done with. When all you want is to fast-forward to a happier
moment, or rewind to before you received the biggest shock of your
life, time just seems to go in slow motion.

My family and I are in that state for about ten
minutes after we get home. My parents are settled into the same
armchair, my mom leaning on the armrest and holding Dad’s hand. My
brothers and I are spread out on the sofas, while Mickey leans in
the doorframe with a vacant look on her face.

“I know this is a shock to us all,” Dad finally
speaks up. “But we need to talk about it.”

“This isn’t about Dylan,” Mason begins the
discussion. “It’s too random.”

“We don’t know that,” Dad responds.

“Logan said his dad was hiding something with these
families,” I point out. “I don’t see how that could have anything
to do with Mickey. He didn’t even know she exists. They left before
we moved here.”

“Logan doesn’t believe his father was a man to form
attachments,” he reminds us all. “Until we’re sure, we can’t know
for certain that this project Cameron Underwood was hiding from his
pack, whatever it is, has nothing to with Dylan.”

This launches us into the most serious argument our
family has ever had. Mason and I are insistent on our point that
our sister is not connected. Nathan and Connor are not sure, but
they’re just as protective, while Dad plays the devil’s advocate
and retaliates at every turn in the way he usually does. The only
one who doesn’t say anything or move a single inch is Mickey
herself.

Actually, Mom isn’t doing much either, other than
stare at her daughter. The way her face is twisted indicates that
she’s torn, but there’s also something I’ve never seen my mother
experience: shame and remorse. I have every intention to ask her
what’s wrong, but I don’t get the chance. Dad abruptly shifts the
focus of the conversation.

“Okay, let’s forget about that damned project
for a moment and consider a temporary move-in with SMP,” he orders
sharply. “Dylan, you agreed to it. Why?”

The sound of her name doesn’t break my sister out of
the stupor she’s in. She doesn’t blink, nor twitch. Then after a
few seconds, she answers in a dead voice. “I don’t see how my
opinion matters.”

From the corner of my eye, I notice Mom
flinching.

“This is a family discussion,” Dad replies, all
formality aside and taking on a softer tone. “You’re the most
important person in this particular topic. Ultimately, it’s up to
you. If you say you don’t want us to move, we won’t.”

Mickey shrugs. “I don’t care if we move for good,
let alone temporarily. If it will help keep my secret, sure,
whatever.”

My brothers and I can’t think of a reply. I can
sense that they all share my urge to comfort her and stand by her,
but this is a subject that’s always been black and white with Dad.
None of us can really say anything that the big wolf in the house
will likely disprove.

“Okay. Then let’s get packing. I’ll give everyone
four hours before I call Alpha Underwood and tell him we’re on our
way.”

We all get the shock of our lives hearing him
announce this so casually, even Mom. Only Mickey doesn’t react much
and simply shrugs before going up to her room to start packing.

“Steven,” Mom whispers once we hear the sound of
Mickey’s door closing, “are you sure this is a good idea?”

“Yeah, Dad, this goes against everything you ever
taught us,” Mason points out incredulously.

“How can we keep the secret if we’re living
with another pack?” Nathan asks.

“Look, guys,” Dad silences them, “something is going
on with your sister that none of us knows about. It’s been a week
and we still haven’t been able to get through to her. Maybe some
company will be good for her.”

“Yeah, but come on, Dad,” Connor interjects.
“There’s a big difference between staging an intervention with her
friends and putting her in direct line of danger. I mean, sooner or
later, somebody is going to stumble on that secret if they
all live with her! Or have you forgotten that thing she has
once a month which basically just confirms she’s a girl?”

“We don’t have to stay for more than 3 weeks,” he
tells us. “She just finished her period yesterday. We have a while
until it’s that time again. We can keep the secret until then.”

But after that, if we’re still at the pack house,
they will definitely know that Mickey’s a girl.

Why is he even risking it? I ask myself.
What’s his plan? This isn’t like him.

“I need some air,” I declare as I stand up and walk
out the door.

No one tries to stop me. Dad has already decreed the
time limit we have to get our things ready, and we all know he
would leave without me if I wasn’t ready. There’s no reason why I
shouldn’t be allowed to take a walk out for a while.

The truth is, I need to see Zoey. I need to vent to
somebody, and she’s the only one I can open up to at the moment.
Plus, I could really use some advice.

She meets me at the basketball court where we
usually meet up, because it’s halfway between her house and mine.
For once, I find her there before me. Usually, I text her once I’m
there and then ask her to come. This time, she didn’t need me
asking.

“Are you okay?” she asks, concern etched in her
every word. “Is Mickey okay? She seemed off earlier.”

I put my arms around her and she immediately
reciprocates.

“She’s in pretty bad shape, and I don’t know why,” I
answer only her second question. Then I pull away and run my hands
through my hair out of frustration. “So much is going on. Too much.
I don’t understand most of it, and that kills me.”

“I know, baby.”

“She’s agreed to move in with the pack,” I
reveal.

Zoey’s eyes widen. “She agreed?” she repeats,
surprised. “But your father wouldn’t have it, right?”

I scoff sarcastically. “Oh, he will have it,
alright. He was only too eager to accept.”

“But… that’s unlike him,” she points out the
obvious. “What is he thinking this will accomplish?”

“I don’t know if he’s thinking at all,” I say. “He
might have finally lost it. But anyway, there’s something else too.
We can’t hide anymore. Even if we’re not living under the
same roof, we’re still close enough together that our families will
notice us sneaking out at the same time. We have to tell them
before they find out on their own.”

“Yeah, I know,” she sighs. “But… I still haven’t
talked to John. I would much rather we get that out of the
way first. Just to know what to say to them when we come clean.
Maybe we won’t even have to mention John.”

“So you’ll see set up a meeting as soon as
possible?” I ask eagerly.

“Well, I mean he lives a bit far,” she reminds me.
“We’d need a day, or at least a big chunk of one, to meet him
halfway and spend a couple hours with him. We might need a while to
come up with a good excuse as to why we’re gone that long, and we
have to make sure they don’t connect the dots and find out we went
somewhere together.”

“Tomorrow,” I decide for the two of us. “Tonight, we
don’t have to think about it. I could use some rest. But we have to
figure it out tomorrow. We could meet him in the evening, or at
most on Sunday. That’s all I can take, right now.”

Zoey looks into my eyes. She reads the turmoil
behind them, and understands that I’m not going to be fine delaying
this any longer.

“Okay,” she agrees. “Tomorrow.”


CHAPTER 4

Michael

 


Maybe this is bad idea. Maybe being in the
same house as so many werewolves is dangerous, especially when one
of them happens to be the mate who rejected me. But I’m beyond
caring about anything right now.

I don’t care if my family and I stay at the pack
house for longer than three weeks, and I end up going through that
time of the month again when everyone will immediately know my
secret. I don’t care that I’m alienating everyone around me. I’ll
give them all the same ‘f*ck off’ look. I don’t even care that my
dad agreed too quickly to move in with the pack when I said I was
okay with it.

Hell has actually frozen over, and that’s exactly
how I feel. There’s no life in me, and I’m past the point to care
about bringing it back. The frustrating part is that
I know this is not me. I’m not someone who gets
discouraged so easily. I’ve certainly had much better reasons for
depression during my life than being rejected. I’m overreacting,
and I know it.

Yet, my wolf side has taken over, and it is
completely consumed by grief and despair. I can’t block it,
although I want to very badly. But now that I’ll be living under
the same roof as him, the ache is going to be even
harder to fight.

I don’t know why I said yes. On some level, I think
it must be because of the urge to be near him. But I can’t be that
self-destructive, can I? I don’t know anything about my emotions
anymore, other than the darkness and ice that have surrounded every
part of me that used to be alive, and I don’t care enough to find
out. I hate that I’ve sunk so deep over something
I know I can overcome. If I wasn’t a werewolf controlled
by her emotions, of course.

The whole idea of having a werewolf mate is so
foreign to me that I don’t know how to deal with it. There’s no
manual to help me understand why I’m experiencing these emotions or
what I might feel in a given situation. For all I know, seeing
Logan in wolf form is turning me into the soft-hearted girl I don’t
want to be.

No one alive has any experience with true mates, so
it’s not like I can find someone to ask for advice. Plus, there’s
the fact that I don’t want anyone to know. If it’s
foreign for me, the one living it, how is someone who doesn’t know
what I’m feeling supposed to help me?

This doesn’t change anything in my plans. My
birthday is still in four weeks, and I’m still going to move out
and live on my own when that day comes. Or I could leave earlier if
my time of the month has already started by then, which is
probably what’s going to happen. What does it matter if I will be
leaving this house or the pack house?

“Dylan, honey,” I hear Mom call me from my bedroom
door.

She’s taken the habit of calling me that all the
time. A couple weeks ago, I may have found solace in the fact that
I’m a daughter in her eyes now. But given the state I’m in, it’s
just another reminder that I’m weak.

I face her. “Yeah?” I ask.

She looks at me sideways as if she’s hesitating. I
can see the worry in her eyes. I really hope she won’t make me talk
about what’s bothering me. I don’t want to do that right now, or at
all, to be honest.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” is what she
mercifully asks.

“Yeah,” I say again.

“We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” she
is quick to assure me. “I don’t know if we’ll be staying for more
than a couple of weeks. But I want you to know that we can leave
whenever you say so. It’s all up to you.”

I blink at her. “I know,” I reply. “I’m fine with
it.”

Other than the morning she and Dad cornered me in
the kitchen, this is more than I’ve spoken to her all week. It
pains me to see that my behavior is hurting her, but I can’t do
anything about it. When I don’t say anything else, she nods, but
stays rooted in place. I pretend she’s not there and go back to
packing. A few minutes pass this way. I can still feel her
presence, but I don’t acknowledge it.

That is, until she walks over and hugs me from
behind, her arms closing around me and leaning her head against the
back of my shoulder. I stiffen in shock. Mom and I have never had a
touchy-feely sort of relationship. I find it surprising that she
suddenly wants to comfort me.

However, when I feel something wet go through my
shirt and touch my skin, I realize this is not entirely for me, but
also for her.

“Please, baby, don’t shut me out, not now,” she
cries. “Not when you need me so much.”

I tremble slightly as a clawing sensation wraps
around my throat and clogs my airway. Tears start pooling in my
eyes.

No, I berate myself. No more crying.
I’m done with that. I’m done being weak.

Resolutely, I take a deep but shaky breath and
untangle my mother’s arms. She tries to protest and hug me again,
but I’m much stronger than she is. It’s easy for me to get her off
me.

I don’t want to do this. I don’t want to hurt her
feelings, nor do I want to leave her there, hurting over me. But I
need to calm myself down, so I walk to the bathroom and lock the
door. Leaning against the sink, I stare at myself in the mirror and
take deep breaths to drown out my mother’s sobs behind the
door.

In that moment, I can’t even recognize myself. My
brown hair has grown quite a bit since I last remember, and it’s
almost at my ears now. It’s completely wild and disheveled, though,
and not even remotely girly-looking. My cheeks have slightly
hollowed out, since I haven’t eaten much during the past week. My
skin is pale and has taken on a glistening, oily texture that I
immediately wash off, though it doesn’t make me look any better. My
eyes are the worst though, and it’s not just because of the dark
bags underneath them. It’s because they’re glazed over and empty,
even though I try to get them to focus.

When I leave the bathroom two minutes later, I’ve
calmed down enough. Mom is still in my room. She stopped crying,
but I can see the signs on her face suggesting that she did a lot
of that. Her eyes are puffy and still have a few tears in them. Her
nose and cheeks are red, and there are tear tracks going
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