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Amelia’s eyes flicked to her right side, studying the submissive posture of the male beside her. It had been so long since she’d been forced into this position. She almost had it right. 

Shit, the hands!

She stretched her fingers out in front of her, made sure her knees were tucked in tight to her chest and kept her head down. 

The Alpha seemed furious, his booming voice echoing around the town centre. 

‘Why is there such dissatisfaction within the pack right now? Why the unease? Tell me!’

Amelia lifted her head a little and then dropped her gaze once again.

Not a single wolf spoke. 

The Alpha’s anger and power were all encompassing to the werewolves under their care, and Grayson kept expecting them to answer a question they simply couldn’t. Which seemed unfair, but Amelia shouldn’t judge him too harshly. The strength and health of the pack was at stake and the responsibility lay squarely on his rather huge shoulders.

He growled loudly and a shiver coursed down her spine, her eyes closing in response to the strange warmth flowing through her. When she finally opened her eyes, things had changed. He had obviously let go of his hold on the pack because people around her had lifted their heads and were now beginning to stand up.

She followed suit, glancing around at the women getting to their feet much slower than the men. Weird that, and unfair. 

‘Alpha, we are not dissatisfied.’

A growl rumbled out of the massive Alpha’s chest and Amelia stepped to her left a couple of inches to bring Grayson’s form into view. She was at least a hundred feet back from the place where he stood, raised on a small platform, but he was magnificent to behold. His black hair shot through with silver, his flexing shoulder muscles, his sheer massive and strength that made them all feel safe. 

‘You are lying. I can feel it. We lost another family this week, moving north.’

The men looked between each other and a ripple of unease vibrated through the crowd. Amelia looked around at the sad looks on peoples faces. Obviously other people knew of such a thing. She’d hadn’t realised it had gotten so bad.

An older woman stepped forward, an elder that Amelia knew from her child hood but couldn’t place. 

‘Alpha, would you allow me to speak?’

He nodded, his massive shoulders squaring into an even broader shape as a small woman stepped up to the platform near him.

‘I mean no disrespect. You are a good Alpha and our community has thrived in the fifteen years you have led us.’

He nodded sharply once again and Amelia bit her lip. He’d been too young to take on the mantle his father had left him, but when his parents had died unexpectedly in a rival pack fight, Grayson had been left to rebuild their pack.

‘Yet people leave.’ He motioned out to the pack with an outstretched arm and a ripple of unease crept through the people.

Amelia trembled with a strange sense of panic, her own feelings or Grayson’s she couldn’t tell, but she knew that people leaving to join another pack was not good. She wrapped her arms around herself and hugged tight.

The old woman nodded. ‘We have no Alpha Family. That scares people.’

Grayson stumbled back a step and almost lost his balance from the platform, the elder’s words causing him obvious pain. That moment lasted for a mere second before he set his jaw and drew up to his massive height once again.

A few of the beta were wolves stepped closer, their soft cries signalling the distress they felt at their leader’s pain.

Amelia shivered again and swallowed her own groan.

I know how you feel guys.

Grayson cleared his throat.

‘My mate died. I cannot choose another Alpha female and you all know that. There is not another for me and there is no one to step up to challenge me.’

Three of the betas dropped to their knees with military precision. No one would challenge for the role of Alpha. Amelia breathed a sigh of relief. She had not thought anyone would, but knowing he was safe in his position gave her a settling in the belly feeling. 

She dropped her arms down once more. 

Unusual for an Alpha family, Grayson had no brothers, no male first cousins. There was no one from his bloodline to lead them and without a son their pack would have to slowly move away and join bigger, stronger packs, much to the detriment of their town.

Amelia swallowed hard, the lump in her throat pushing down into her belly, dropping like lead. She had to tell them, she knew she did. But dread dug into her soul and clung tight, forcing her mute and immobile as her tongue thickened in her mouth.

The elder woman who had bravely taken on the Alpha for them all continued to speak. ‘I know you cannot replace your mate Alpha, not in the true sense of the word, but we must have an heir. Perhaps we could hold a viewing, like they did in the generations before us? You can view the females of maturity and then choose.’

‘A viewing?’ One of the other women asked and Grayson turned his head away as though he didn’t want to answer the question, his spine a stiff rod of anger.

Amelia strained harder to hear, going up on her toes and leaning forward.

The older woman continued. ‘A viewing is a traditional way of choosing a mate when the calling has been unsuccessful or the female dies as our Alpha did.’

Amelia bit her lower lip, blinking away the tears that surfaced from thinking about the pain Grayson had gone through when his mate had died trying to birth their first-born. Amelia had been barely ten years old at the time and the pain had ripped through her like a knife, robbing her of breath and forcing her to her knees in her bedroom where she’d been studying. They’d rushed her to the doctors to find nothing physically wrong, and the lose of the Alpha female had become known.

Her parents had told her that Grayson had mated incorrectly, choosing someone too small, and himself too young. But their Alpha had been stubborn and taken her anyway, much to his demise.

Grayson cleared his throat and finally faced the crowd.

‘The viewing is a barbaric way of choosing a mate, but if I must, for the sake of my people, then I consent to it. No female below the age of twenty-five, widow, single wolf, it matters not to me.’

‘Twenty-five Alpha?’ The woman asked and Amelia’s heart sank, bile rising in her throat. The age of maturity was twenty-one.

Grayson growled through his pointed teeth. ‘Yes. I will not have another woman die for me.’

He turned and strode away, the three betas taking off after him, their howls as they shifted into their wolf forms making the hairs on Amelia’s body stand up and she shivered as heat slid into her belly.

She caught sight of the magnificent grey wolf Grayson became for one moment before he turned tail and disappeared into the woods. He was the biggest, the strongest, and how she wanted him. 

The crowd began to go their own ways, moving back into their homes and businesses. Amelia surged forward into the large group now assembled around the old woman near the stage.

Amelia’s heart beat against her ribs, her belly tightening into knots as the potential Alpha females pushed for information.

‘Settle down girls, the viewing is very simple. If you are over twenty-five and un-mated, you may present before the Alpha. It will be on the next full moon, which is tomorrow night, and you will stand naked before him. He will choose his mate on sight and smell. If his wolf takes over, more may happen ... but we shall see. Our Alpha has caged his desires for far too long.’

Amelia forced herself to speak above the excited babble of the women around her, her voice coming out croaky and strange.

‘Whaaat ... if you’re not twenty-five yet?’

A few of the women turned to stare at her and she forced herself to continue to look at the elder who answered the other womens questions. She would be twenty-five within a few months but it was too soon, she wasn’t ready to tell him who she was.

Her breathing rate sped up, her chest rising and falling with an uncomfortable speed.

The older woman surveyed her, her shrewd silver eyes caressing Amelia’s face and then running over her body.

She forced herself to allow the scrutiny, despite the blush that stole up her cheeks. She was almost six inches taller than
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