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From the Author…

 


Thank you for purchasing Wolf
Rising.

Although parts of this story run
parallel to the events in Declawed (Divergent Species, 2), it
mostly closes the story thread introduced in Outlaw Wolf (Bad Alpha
Anthology: Manlove Edition) and My Pregnant Boyfriend.

 


The order to be read, as makes the
most sense, is:

My Pregnant Boyfriend

Outlaw Wolf (Bad Alpha Anthology:
Manlove Edition)

The Bear’s True Mate (Divergent
Species, 1)

Declawed (Divergent Species,
2)

Wolf Rising (Divergent Species, 3…this
is the last book in this series.)


Prologue

 


Before…

Darwin stood in the shadows, watching,
unable to tear his gaze off the lovers. The two bodies melted
together in a slow dance under the bright light of the moon,
twining around each other in an erotic declaration of love. It was
clear, even from the distance, to see the adoration between the
two. Gentle touches. Soft kisses. The beautiful sight brought forth
a deep, soul-wrenching wound as jealousy clawed at his
insides.

He wanted that. Wanted love. Wanted
companionship.

Grey, his Alpha, was
unmistakable with his thick premature salt and pepper hair for
which he was named. But when the two bodies turned, and the
full moon’s light
fell upon Grey’s lover, shock poured through
Darwin. Grey passionately kissed Dekker, who was not only
male, but was
also an Omega within the pack. A lowly station that many would
shake their heads at and whisper behind backs. Even though he,
Darwin, was a subordinate, his rank still placed him one step
higher than Dekker. Hierarchy within a wolf pack was absolute, made
only worse when that pack was also the biggest biker gang in the
Pacific Northwest. A love between two men would be hard enough to
accept within the boundary lines, but between an Alpha and an
Omega? That was nothing short of playing with fire.

Grey ripped Dekker’s shirt, the
buttons flying wildly to parts unknown amongst the nearby trees.
Dekker moaned and clutched at his partner, head thrown back with
abandonment as Grey kissed and licked his way down Dekker’s chest.
When Grey fell to his knees in front of Dekker, Darwin could
scarcely wrap his brain around such a thing. To see his Alpha in a
subservient position was almost more than he could bear to watch.
Yet, he was unable to tear his gaze away from the passionate scene.
Darwin’s cock grew hard. Not because of the voyeuristic nature of
spying on two lovers, but because for a long time, Darwin had
ignored that aspect of his sexuality. Being gay wasn’t accepted in
the pack so he’d hidden his true desires. Yet in this one stolen
moment, he let his basic instinct take over to enjoy the sensual
aphrodisiac before him.

The faint crack of a stick breaking
nearby jerked him out of the sexual haze. Common sense took over
and jolted Darwin back to reality. He stood in the woods, watching
his Alpha have sex, which was all types of wrong. Slowly, he backed
away from his vantage point, leaving the two men alone to enjoy
their stolen moment of pleasure. Darwin retraced his steps until he
knew he was far enough away any sound wouldn’t be heard by enhanced
hearing. He’d been upwind, so they hadn’t caught his scent. Thank
goodness. Darwin wouldn’t have wanted to explain his presence. The
memory of the lovers, however, lingered in his mind. He had to
adjust himself, leaving his hand on his shaft straining against the
zipper. It would’ve been so nice to rub one out while watching the
live action sex scene, especially between two hot and handsome
men.

He’d been so caught up in his thoughts
he didn’t sense another wolf nearby. One moment he was lost in a
daze and the next, big hands seized him by the back of his neck.
Someone pushed him flat on the ground, slamming his face upon dirt
and hard earth. Pain exploded through his head from the jarring
impact.

“You’re like them,”
Stones, the beta of the pack, growled.

“W-what?” It was all
Darwin could mutter from the jarring intensity.

“I can smell your
arousal,” Stones snarled. “You’re a fucking faggot like those two
back there. I bet you’d roll over and be their little bitch boy if
they asked you to. You’re not worth being in this pack.”

“Stones, please,” Darwin
begged. Horror filled him as the world narrowed down into one
thought—Stones now knew he was gay. Dread created a hard knot in
his stomach as he wondered what Stones would do to him, so he
didn’t move in fear of pissing off the big man even
more.

“You and your kind are an
abomination,” Stones continued. His grip tightened on Darwin’s hair,
pulling the strands tautly. “There’s only one way to eradicate your
filthy stain.”

The meaning of the words didn’t fully
penetrate until Stones drew back his fist and punched Darwin in the
face. It didn’t knock him out, unfortunately, because he felt every
hit Stones gave him after that. In the side. In his back. Over and
over, the punches came, interspersed with kicks. Agony enveloped
him, along with the knowledge that he was going to die. Killed by
his own beta. Fear mingled with the pain, filling him. It made his
desperate cling to life slide so far away that all hope
disappeared. When the torment became more than he could bear,
Darwin let go on his tether to consciousness.

At some
point his mind
drifted back to the surface of reality, but when he tried to move
his arm misery engulfed him. He gasped and awoke fully alert. Only
one eye could open, and that was only to half-mast. The other was
swollen shut. He lay on his side in a cage, completely naked, in a
darkened room. He raised his head, trying to see more, but the
movement only caused a new barrage of pain to slam throughout his
body. Unable to handle it, Darwin let the dark abyss of nothingness
claim him once more.

The next time he awoke, a woman was
talking to him.

“What a truly magnificent
wolf,” she said with a delightful purr rumbling in her voice. “Go
ahead. Change.”

He blinked his
usable eye,
trying to bring his chaotic thoughts under control. Memories
tumbled through his head, causing him to gasp and try to sit up.
His head hit the ceiling of his cage and at the same
time he felt
every anguishing bruise Stones had left on his body.

“I know you can heal
yourself quickly if you change,” said the woman. “Please don’t hold
back. I want to document every nuance you go through to be a
wolf.”

How did she know
that?

He sniffed and confirmed that she was
human, so how the fuck did she know about his healing abilities?
Darwin looked around the room, searching for a way out of the
nightmare he found himself in, as well as the cage trapping him.
The woman before him wore a white lab coat, but no usable weapon he
could determine. Empty cages stood off to one side. The nearest
table, littered with glass flasks and test tubes, was too far from
his reach. The light above glared a harsh fluorescent that hurt his
head.

“If you’re looking for a
way to escape, don’t bother,” the woman said. “You are my first,
you know. And I plan to study you thoroughly. So hurry up and
change.”

Darwin gripped the bars. “Who are you?
Where am I?”

“You’re in my lab. You are
my special specimen, and I have great things planned for
us.”

“I don’t know what you’re
talking about.”

She smiled, although it didn’t reach
her eyes. “Of course you do. The tapetum lucidum in your eyes glow
purple, which seems to be unique to shifters. I find your kind
fascinating, so of course, I want to determine what makes your
species tick.”

Shock tore through him. How could she
possibly know about shifters? Her words were a declaration that
someone had shared privileged information about the shifter
species, and now bars caged him in with this madwoman.

“You look surprised,
wolf,” she said. “Yes, I know all about your world of
shapeshifters.
And not just werewolves but bears and cougars. Why I’ve even been
told there are foxes running around that are like you. Legendary
fantasies come to life.”

“You’re crazy.” He rattled
the bar, trying to determine a weakness, but the steel held
firm.

“Crazy?” She laughed. “I
have seen the fantastical and I know how to find your kind. Within
your blood lies a genetic code which has never been
explored.”

He ignored the chill that settled in
his soul. “Let me go!”

“Oh my beautiful wolf,
don’t you understand? I plan on discovering all your
secrets.”

He saw the clarity in her
eyes. The absolute truth of her words. This woman knew about
shifters. She wasn’t bluffing or probing for details.
Someone had shown her
who and what they were and the aches and pains streaming through
his body began to outline a truth too horrible to contemplate, and
yet, undeniable.

“Who told you about us?”
he asked quietly.

She cocked her head. “Does it
matter?”

“Was it
Stones?”

“The name is unfamiliar
but I can assure you you’ll be benefiting the betterment of
mankind. Understanding the shifter DNA can unlock a scientific
treasure chest. And I will start putting the pieces of the puzzle
together with your help.”

“Go to hell,” he spat out.
“I will never change for you.”

The calm demeanor she presented
immediately slipped away. “If you don’t change, I will be forced to
move onto the experiments faster than what I had planned. I didn’t
think you’d be willing to face what I have in store for you, at
least not quite yet.”

“Do your worst,” he
sneered. “But know this. If I ever get the chance to escape, I’ll
be ripping your throat out.”

Excitement blazed in her cold eyes.
“That’s the spirit I was looking for. Good. Perhaps you won’t be
such a waste after all.”


Chapter One

 


Current Day…

The night sounds swirled
around Darwin in a beautiful symphony that gave him a sense of
peace like nothing else. The chirping call of the crickets blended
with the rustle of raccoons and mice as they hunted for their
dinner. He caught the scent of a mountain lion in the
distance, but
knew the cat wouldn’t enter the territory since it was already
marked by Doc Wilder. A moment later, the scent faded from the
drifting breeze.

Darwin stared at the
sliver of moon, wishing he had the opportunity to change and run
free in his wolf form. Although the lure of the forest was strong,
he didn’t want to roam too far in case his friend, Ajay, needed
him. Not too long ago, Ajay had fallen deathly ill, so before he
took off toward home, Darwin wanted to make sure his friend didn’t
have a relapse. Still, the compulsion to rejoin his pack irked him,
like an itch he couldn’t reach. There were so many questions that
needed to be answered. As unbelievable as it may be, he had a
suspicious feeling that his pack might know of the twisted
experiments and hunting that had been plaguing the shifter
communities. If they were
involved, then God help them, because the idea of
shifters turning traitor on their own kind merited the worst
punishment available. He might even approve of them being subjected
to their own treason, namely spending time with the scientist
bitch.

The memory of that fucking
woman and her sadistic pleasure at the pain of her subjects made
his blood boil. He had been the first in her collection, and he
vowed to be the one to end her life. He longed to sink his
teeth in her neck as his claws mercilessly ripped out her heart, just
as she’d shown them no mercy.

The slight shuffle of a boot upon dirt
caught his attention right before he caught a whiff of Mitch’s
powerful scent. If he hadn’t known better, Darwin could’ve sworn
Mitch was an Alpha wolf, but the man stood alone. A lone wolf who
seemed to like not being part of pack life, which was something
that Darwin couldn’t even fathom.

“You have the look of a
man who wants to go,” Mitch said. His deep voice rumbled out,
wrapping around Darwin in a disquieting comfort.

Darwin rubbed the back of
his neck, trying to shake off the attraction. It wasn’t the best
time to be distracted. No doubt a shrink would have a field day
with all the shit rumbling through his head. PTSD mixed with
feelings of abandonment from his pack, and an unhealthy dose
of knight in shining armor syndrome thrown in didn’t really make for
the best mindset.

A part of him wanted to
stay put at Doc Wilder’s. Bury his head in the sand and simply
forget all the bullshit. Perhaps that’s why he valued Logan and
Ajay so much, because they shared with him an experience even his pack
couldn’t understand. But Mitch? He was wolf, but he wasn’t pack. He wasn’t part
of the collective that made up his inner circle, yet there was
something tangible that reached out to him. Gossamer strands of desire
mixed with strength, weaving together to ensnare his
senses.

It made Darwin cautious.

It also made him horny.

Darwin cleared his throat.
“I do want to go,
but I won’t leave until I know Ajay is out of danger.”

“You have feelings for
him? That might not set too well with Henry.”

“Only feelings of
friendship,” Darwin said quickly, wanting to assure Mitch that he
didn’t feel romantically toward the bear. But why do I care what he thinks? “For a long time,
it was just him, Logan and I trapped together.
Like a brotherhood.”

“Brotherhood?” Mitch
asked. “That sounds like pack.”

“Yeah, in a way I guess it
is.”

“But you have a
pack.”

“I had a pack,” he muttered.

“Had?” Mitch
asked.

Darwin sighed. “Have. I’m
part of the Bone Crushers MC, out of Ennix, Washington.”

Mitch frowned. “That’s where Logan was
caught.”

“And where that
scientist cunt picked me up.” He hesitated to say the next words, the
speculation that had been breeding an insidious thought about his
pack. Because once uttered, they could never be recanted. But
before he was completely sure of what to say, the words just tumbled
out. “I think I was given to her.”

Mitch’s brow creased as the easy
manner dropped away. “Given?”

He growled the word and everything
stilled. Even the night sounds seemed to suspend their music under
the weight of the menacing sound. Darwin took a step backward until
common sense kicked in.

“The last thing that
happened to me was fists beating the shit out of me,” Darwin said.
“But I was on pack land. If the scientist had set one foot in the
territory, she’d have been detained by the sentinels. Yet she
wasn’t. So she either didn’t come on pack land, which means I was
left for her, or if she did, she had permission. In either case, I
ended up as her fucking pet project.”

Mitch’s hands closed into fists. “Who
beat the shit out of you?”

“Is that important right
now?”

“Everything about this is
important,” Mitch said. “Part of my job is to find out how you
ended up in that cage, Darwin.”

“My beta, Stones, gave me
the beat down.”

“This beta still in the
pack?”

The anger surprised Darwin. It seemed
almost personal. But why would a lone wolf care about what happened
to him? “As far as I know.”

“Why’d he beat you
up?”

Darwin shifted feet, wondering how
much he should reveal. “I … saw something. And Stones, he didn’t
like it.”

Mitch cocked his head. “Pack
security?”

Darwin shook his head. “No. Something
to do with my Alpha’s personal life.”

“Personal life?” Mitch’s
brow furrowed. “Is he a bad Alpha?”

Darwin shook his head. “No. He’s a
great man. A powerful wolf. You remind me a little of
him.”

“Whoa,” Mitch said,
holding up a hand. “I’m not an Alpha.’

“No, I meant you’re
strong. And good. You seem to care about people.”

“How do you know I’m
good?”

Darwin took a moment to
study Mitch, letting his wolf senses take over. A deep, earthy
smell came from the older man, as if he were one with the forest
around him. Darwin didn’t smell pack on him, but he also didn’t
sense any malice or spot cruelty in his eyes. However, he did see
something there that urged him to have a little faith. Pack always
came first, but Darwin’s wolf pushed forward, wanting to be near
Mitch, so he decided to trust his animal instinct.

“My wolf accepts you,” he
said. “And he’s a good judge of character.”

Mitch stared at him for a moment, but
Darwin couldn’t tell what he was thinking. He had a poker face
carved from granite. After a moment, some of the tension left
Mitch’s face. His shoulders eased down. The anger gradually faded
away.

“Thank you,” he
murmured.

Darwin looked at Mitch’s lips and
fought the urge to lean over and kiss him. It seemed like the most
natural thing in the world but he forced the inclination away,
shaken to his core foundation by the need.

He cleared his throat. “Grey … has a
lover. A male lover.”

“So?”

“You don’t understand.
Alphas can’t be gay. Well, actually, according to Stones, no
wolf—no Bone Crusher—can be gay.”

“He sounds like a fucking
moron.”

Darwin smiled and relaxed.
He’d been unsure about sharing his Alpha’s personal secret, and
perhaps it hadn’t been his place, but he wanted Mitch to know the
danger Darwin felt. “He is. Unfortunately, he’s a
huge fucking
moron.”

“So you have to go to
Ennix.”

“Yeah,” Darwin replied.
“I’ve got to warn my Alpha. Grey needs to hear about this scientist
and the way me, Ajay and Logan were caught.”

“Okay,” Mitch said. “Then
let’s go.”

Darwin blinked in confusion.
“Go?”

“Yeah, you and me.” Mitch
waved a hand between them. “What? Did you think I would let you go
alone?”

“Let me? Who made you my
keeper? I can take care of myself, Mitch.”

“I know,” Mitch said
calmly. “But this fucker tried to get rid of you once, and I’ll be
damned if I allow him to silence you for good. You need back up and
I’m just the man to do that.”

“But you’re a lone
wolf.”

“I am. Does that bother
you?”

Darwin gave Mitch the once over. Black
hair hung a tad too long, but the shaggy look
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