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      They say everyone has a soul mate, and you’ll know yours by sight, scent, touch. Lucian had no idea if it were true, as he’d never found his.

      Instead, he’d found Bonnie, a human woman. She captured a slice of his heart the first moment he’d crossed her path so long ago, and she’d held on to it with all she had until her death three years ago.

      That day his heart had shattered, then re-formed into a ball of pulp … useless to anyone. Though in all fairness, it had splintered twenty-three years ago when he found Bonnie and her young daughter in a horrifying situation no one should ever have to face.

      No, that wasn’t quite right either.

      If he was completely honest with himself, it had been broken far longer than that. In fact, it had fractured four hundred years ago when he was fourteen. And had never fully healed.

      So, if he happened to stand in front of his soul mate, would he even recognize her?

      Worse, if he did, was there anything left of him to offer?

      Lucian thought not.

      Regret, and a soul-deep loneliness, grated in his bones as Lucian moved through the large, empty house, reminiscing on the footprints of his life. After a decade with search and rescue, he’d quit—you could only go so long before the humans began to notice that you didn’t age—to spend time with Bonnie and was now glad he had.

      All the items his human mate had loved—that Lucian hadn’t been able to toss away—were forever imprinted on his mind. Bonnie’s favorite books, her reading glasses, a pink unicorn mug with a crack down the side … The cashmere blanket she loved to snuggle up with to read by the fireplace …

      He glanced at the seashore painting hanging above the sofa, then at the various shelves upon which the most exquisite glass animals resided, posed as if ready to leap off. A multitude of different shapes, sizes, and colors could be found throughout the house. Though the most stunning ones sat in a place of pride on the mantel over the large stone hearth.

      All crafts, but mainly painting and glassblowing, had become Bonnie’s passion—an escape for her when things became overwhelming.

      But for the last three years it had just been Lucian rattling around in this mausoleum, and he was done. It was time to leave. He was a wolf living in the human world, and he had done it for Bonnie. Now she was gone, and though he hated to let go, he’d finally lost any reason to stay.

      While living with Bonnie he’d stayed in his human form, only letting his wolf out when he could take time to go for a run, usually when she was asleep, or at a craft class.

      He stayed because he loved Bonnie, and she needed him. Though their relationship had at times been rocky and, more often than not, devastating. But this place—and her—had still been home, the only one he’d truly known since he was a boy living with his pack.

      Now it no longer was.

      Tomorrow, Bonnie’s brother would come to take over the family estate, and Lucian wanted to be gone before the other man arrived.

      It wasn’t that he didn’t like the guy, but he was another reminder of what Lucian had lost. Plus, there was the no-aging thing, and Lucian had already gotten some odd looks when he last saw the guy at Bonnie’s funeral.

      Where exactly he would go, Lucian didn’t know.

      He could rejoin another Okami wolf pack, or even his birth pack, but that was the last thing he wanted to do. It would reopen too many old wounds that he’d avoided for far too long, and now didn’t know how to face.

      But his options were limited, and about the safest ones were to join a pack of wild wolves. Wolves who were pure animals with no shifting magic. Wolves who survived on instinct alone.

      He’d been living with a wild pack in Yellowstone the day he’d found Bonnie and her daughter.

      He wouldn’t go back to the same area but would instead find a pack somewhere else.

      Lucian knew it was what he had to do, but still, the idea didn’t fully appeal to him, not really.

      Yet, he couldn’t stay here another minute.

      He walked through the kitchen and out the back door, closing and locking it behind him. Then he drew in a deep breath of fresh air and froze.

      A wolf was close, just on the edge of the property backing the forest.

      Power shivered in the air, then a voice spoke. “I can tell you’re leaving. Where do you plan to go?”

      Lucian looked over at the male. Tall, with long silver-blond hair streaked with blue, and wearing faded blue jeans, a white T-shirt, and no shoes, his silver eyes always seemed to hold a wealth of sorrow.

      “I haven’t decided. What are you doing here, Kyrian?” Even though only a year separated them in age—his uncle being older—Kyrian had always felt like an ancient soul to Lucian, wise beyond his years.

      Lucian had often wondered if it was due to where and how Kyrian had been born, or the visions that haunted the male. But he never asked, as sadly, they’d never been that close.

      And that was a shame, as far as Lucian was concerned.

      “I need your help,” Kyrian said, getting right to the point.

      “What’s happened?” Lucian had a suspicion he wasn’t going to like the answer.

      “The Raizarch wolves managed to escape Galias during the supermoon eclipse.”

      “Right, it’s that time.” Lucian smiled, glad that for once something was going right for someone, even if it wasn’t for him. “They finally did it, that’s great news—” Except, his uncle didn’t look happy. “Isn’t it? What aren’t you telling me?”

      “A small delegation has made their way here.”

      “To pledge themselves to the Okami and to break the curse with the mating before the eclipse magic wears off,” Lucian said. It had been prophesied for a very long time that this would take place, binding the two packs. Only during the weeks surrounding the Supermoon eclipse could they keep their human form for longer than their allotted six hours a week.

      Kyrian’s gaze swept the yard that bordered the forest, then focused back on Lucian. “Yes. They don’t have much time left. I need you to come home.”

      “No.” That topped Lucian’s list of never ever.

      “Toren’s been taken.”

      “Toren … your son was taken? By who, the Ilyium?” The Ilyium were their mortal enemy—druid witches whose sole goal in life seemed to be ridding all the realms of any supernatural being.

      “We believe a nightwalker named Val Jean, cousin to Val Dagan, has him.”

      “Damn vampires,” Lucian said, weary of it all. “You think they grabbed Toren to stop the mating?”

      “Could be, but I’m not sure. This Val Jean is working with the Ilyium, so there might not be just one reason,” Kyrian replied, worry tinging his tone. “Your father and others are out looking for Toren as we speak.”

      His father. Of course. The male never bothered to search for his own son or daughter, but he was looking for his nephew. “I’m sorry about Toren, but what do you expect me to do?” Lucian immediately regretted his harsh tone.

      For years, Kyrian had tried to bring Lucian back into the pack, reminding him that he had family, a home.

      Though his persistence could be annoying at times, Lucian had secretly respected that about his uncle. If only his father had been the one trying to bring him home.

      Then things might have been different.

      Or not—most likely not.

      He’d held too much anger to have even listened if dear old dad had shown up.

      As king of the Okami pack, and his father’s brother, Kyrian was aware, and for some reason Lucian never understood, the guy never gave up on him.

      But after Lucian had crossed paths with Bonnie and her young daughter twenty-three years ago, he’d had a choice to make.

      For the first time ever, he had sought help from his pack and called his uncle. Kyrian came immediately, no questions asked.

      When Lucian explained that he wasn’t about to leave the two human females, Kyrian had clapped him on the back and wished him well. “I don’t imagine living in the human world will be easy, so if you ever have need of me again, or just want to talk, I’m only a call away,” Kyrian had told him, and then left him alone.

      But there was no contact, not until Lucian finally called his uncle a full year after Bonnie’s death, and that was only to inform him of the situation.

      “Come home to the pack,” Kyrian had insisted, and while it had been tempting, Lucian couldn’t do it. He hadn’t been ready to leave.

      Now, his uncle was here and needed Lucian’s help, and he owed the guy.

      Still, did he own him enough to do what Kyrian wanted and return to his birth pack?

      “If we don’t find Toren in time, your father will have to take over the kingship and …” Kyrian hesitated.

      Lucian put the rest together. As Soroyan’s only living son, it would be up to Lucian to break the curse on the Raizarch wolf pack. However, in order to do so, he’d need to mate and bond with the Raizarch king’s youngest female daughter.

      “Your father has changed,” Kyrian said in a quieter tone.

      Like a fool looking for punishment, Lucian wanted to ask what his uncle meant. How had his father changed? And why? But to do so meant admitting that he cared. He said nothing.

      “I know what I’m asking of you,” Kyrian said. “And if there was any other way—”

      At one time, the thought of facing his father would have set Lucian’s blood boiling with the need to retaliate against the male, to hurt him in the same way Lucian and his sister had been hurt. But now, it just sent shards of cold numbness straight to his soul. “Has my father agreed to his part in this?”

      “You know my brother. He’d rather die than take over as king.” Kyrian held Lucian’s gaze. “But he’s Loki’s grandson and won’t shirk his duty when it means freedom for so many.”

      Lucian raked his hand through his black hair. He hadn’t gotten it cut since Bonnie died and it was fairly long now. At least he’d shaved …

      The very idea of taking another mate left Lucian feeling dirty, as if he were cheating. Yet it had been three years.

      Plus, he knew what was at stake, which made saying no that much harder.

      Their packs were dwindling, and for five hundred years, the Raizarch wolves had been subjugated by a cruel, ruthless tyrant—Val Dagan—the king of the nightwalkers.

      Val Dagan had his evil wizard curse the Raizarch wolves to live in animal form, except for the weekly six hours at night when they could shift into their human bodies. The vamp king had used the wolves as part of his army.

      Unlike the Okami, whose base form was wolf but could shift into human, it was opposite for the Raizarch. They were humans who shifted into wolves.

      “I know you don’t want to see your father,” Kyrian said.

      “Forever is a long time, it was bound to happen.” Though the hurt at being abandoned as a teenager hadn’t fully gone away, it stunned Lucian to realize that the anger and resentment he’d held on to like a lifeline had faded with Bonnie’s death.

      What was more, he now understood how his father had suffered.

      They’d all lost when Lucian’s mother and young siblings had been so callously murdered by the Ilyium. “I’ll go back to the pack with you, but I’m not making any other promises.”
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