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      “On the sixth month three hundred and eighty years from the date of beginning, there will be a birth of such importance and strength. Many will try to oppose, but none will win. The ultimate will rise, and all will be as it should have been.”
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        Corwin

      

      

      

      “What did you do?” My voice echoes off the vehicle interior. Bending down, I grab a towel from the floorboard and swipe the blood off my face and arms.

      “Sir. Sorry. We—you, well Tar was breaking free, with the humans and the police so close...”

      “And you thought it best to drag me to a vehicle?” My pulse is pumping with fury. “To what end? Shall I forget any chance of tracking my mate and your luna?”

      “N-n-no-no, Sir,” my delta stutters as his hands cross over the steering wheel to turn down Barry Street. “It wasn’t our intention. We—we were keeping you safe, Sir.”

      My head pounds with an ache I can’t explain. I wasn’t hit in the head. Attempting to release the tension, I roll my head and neck in a circle. Silence enters me and my mind clears just enough.

      “Pull over!”

      “Yes, Sir.” My delta swerves the car to the side of the road. Placing it in park, he eyes me through the rear-view mirror.

      “I need security camera footage! One hundred square blocks! Any trace of Alex or the purple-eyed warlock and you link me.” My arms show a tint of red, but that is as good as they will get without water. With an exhale I toss the towel back on the floorboards.

      “Yes, Sir. They taught me how at Crescent Moon. Up a couple of blocks is a place with computers we can use.” My delta finally is able to form words without stuttering.

      I open the door and look back over my shoulder at the driver. “Hermin, mindlink me when you have something.” Then I tuck my head back into the car with another request. “Call Romand and have him send students out to search for their luna.”

      Shutting the door behind me, I take off on a run in the direction of the food truck. Someone had to have seen something. There is no way that group of attackers was able to disappear that quickly without leaving evidence of where they went. Hermin should’ve had Salvin or someone follow the attackers. His luna should have been his priority, not forcing me into a vehicle.

      “I can handle myself,” Tar grumbles in my head. His voice jars against my skull and I slow my run to a jog that I let fall into a walk a minute later.

      Making my way back to the crime scene, Tar speaks again. “There has to be a limit to the flashing out of sight thing. Magic doesn’t just work without a cost.”

      My thoughts agree with him, but the scent of blood draws my thoughts away from my wolf’s banter. I lift my head to the lowering sun and take a deep breath.

      “Tar, can you smell⁠—?”

      He interrupts my question as his own thoughts can’t be contained. “I can’t smell her. I can’t even feel her. The only scent I have is back toward the taco truck.” He whimpers in my head.

      “Get your head straight,” I tell him, sliding along the edges of the street that lead back toward the truck. The scent of tacos mixes with the scent of blood. Not the most pleasant combo. Turning the corner, I stick to the side streets, attempting to stay out of sight. The blood on my shirt smells as bad as the taco mix and the huge stain makes me stand out. I should have grabbed a fresh one out of the car.

      Approaching a side street one over from the food truck, I can see that the seating area is a mess, tables are turned over and scattered. Alex’s smile flashes through my mind, replaying her tongue wrapping around the spoon after offering me a bite of her dessert.

      “Focus, Corwin.” Tar’s voice clears my mind.

      Looking around, I pull back into the shadows to cover my presence as I take in the rest of the scene. A medic pushes a man strapped to a gurney over to an ambulance to load him into the back, while another medic loads a gurney with a zipper-sealed black bag into a second ambulance—the body of the man I killed before the warlock with purple eyes roared and took my mate. This one has no lights or sirens when it pulls away. Tar attempts to growl, but I shove it down.

      “He got what he deserved. They attacked us in town, with humans everywhere, he deserved worse. The warlock deserves my claws.”

      “I hate the purple-eyed man, but we can’t be taken in for killing someone.” He groans in my head. “You better keep it together. We cannot be caught. It’s not worth it.”

      I slide back into the alley and cut up a side street to meticulously track out in a circular fashion from the site of the crime, taking deep breaths to scent and taste the air. I search for anything that would indicate a lead to find Alex. Staying as unseen as possible, my blood-soaked shirt is a dead giveaway that I was involved. I search the neighboring streets for signs of my mate or even skid marks from a vehicle that might have taken off quickly.

      My headache pounds. I stop placing my hand on the brick building next to me and lean against it. Taking deep breaths, I note that I will need to see Dr. Ham. But I can’t go now and leave my luna in the hands of the enemy. She needs me and I will not be failing her. Pushing off the wall, I focus myself by squeezing my hands tightly into fists, redirecting my pain to my palms.

      It is not our last day.

      Walking down another side street, I spot a wolf in the distance. He is a student from campus. I let out a low growl, getting his attention. When his face turns toward the sound, I wave at him. My mind hurts too much to mindlink right now.

      “Give me your shirt.”

      His hands tremor slightly as my alpha tone leaks into my demand. It is hard to keep it under wraps given my current state. I take off my own shirt and the wolf manages to take off his campus-logoed T-shirt and extends it out to me. I toss his shirt over my head. It is tight but it will have to do. I hand him mine.

      “Get that to Dr. Ham for blood work testing. I need to know as much as we can about who the blood belongs to.” Then hopefully we can find a connection to the one who took my luna and why he mattered so much to the kidnapper. “Give me your phone.” I put my hand out and he digs his phone out of his pocket, placing it in my outstretched hand. Dialing Jake, he picks up on the first ring.

      “Corwin, what’s going on? Someone said you were attacked and Luna Alexandra is missing.” He is breathing heavily.

      “Have Romand get his truck. Bring Ali and your mate, meet me at the cross section of fifth and vine street. I will be there in ten. Don’t make me wait, Jake!”

      “Already moving,” he says and I hang the phone up on him.

      The wolf’s eyes bulge. Why he is concerning himself with anything but the job I assigned him is beyond me. His job is getting the shirt to Doc for the bloodwork to get done.

      Annoyed, I inform him, “Hermin is over at Pop’s computer shop. Go there, he has a vehicle you can take. Get the shirt to Dr. Hammerston. Do not contaminate it with anything. Go!” My alpha tone screams out of me and the wolf takes off running to get to Pop’s.

      I don’t care if his legs collapse under him as long as the shirt gets to the doctor for testing without someone else’s slime and sweat on it.

      Tar is quiet in my mind. I can sense him searching for any trace of Storm.

      A mindlink pushed through when I was on the phone. The ringing it left in my head is distracting. Salvin is back on the street with the rest of the pack searching. Hermin and Salvin are great deltas and they learned so much when we were away for training at Crescent Moon. But we will be having words about how they handled things today. I only hope their new skills outside of warrior training will serve us well in our investigation and rescue of my mate.

      I take off at a run to meet Jake, sweat quickly soaking into my newly acquired shirt.
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        * * *

      

      Arriving at the cross section of fifth and vine, I debate my next move.

      “We need to find our mate!” Tar roars as if I have not been searching for her.

      “If you are not going to be helpful then bark off, because I have heard enough whining for a lifetime out of you!” My voice barrels through my mind at my wolf. We both feel the pain. I don’t need him roaring at me. Seriously. That is when I notice Tar has turned from me in my mind and his fur is shaking with his silent cries. My heart breaks.

      “I am sorry, Tar. But us yelling at each other isn’t going to help us find Alex. What do you think we should do next?” My tone is soft and my wolf's head lifts and looks back at me.

      “We could look for the rogues that worked with the hunters. Maybe they can tell us how to find where the warlock's lair is.”

      “Lair?”

      “Hideout, bungalow, hole he crawled out of.” He pauses for a breath. “Maybe send someone to see who claims the body.”

      “I knew you were a smart wolf. Those are great ideas. Let’s add check in with Hermin on the security cameras to that list.”

      The roar of a vehicle coming to a halt quickly draws my attention. Romand’s truck is pulled to the side of the road. Jake hops out of the driver's seat, his mate getting out of the passenger side with Roman and Ali climbing out of the back.

      “I brought a change of clothes in case you shifted.” Jake hands me a bag with clothing in it. I strip off the now wet shirt and toss it in the bag. Ali and Briella avert their eyes, which makes me chuckle and happy at the same time for they respect their luna by not gawking at her alpha.

      My chest tightens as my mind runs through all the possibilities of what could be happening to Alex. What happened to Briella when she was taken by the she-wolf trafficking ring, that cannot happen to my mate. It won’t.

      Today is not our last.

      Tar hums in agreement. “Not our last. Never our last.”
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      Whoosh—I am spinning, tilting, and floating in a place I can only describe as the unknown. A space between here and there but not anywhere. The last thing I could clearly see was Corwin’s face twisting in anger, his panicked, darkened eyes locked with mine. The swirl of gray deepens and a chill crawls over my skin as I am tossed around in the twisted nothingness.

      My stomach rolls, if I do not get off this ride from hell soon its contents will be whirling around with us. Yes, us. The man with the purple eyes has his hands latched onto me, his body pressed tight to my back. The desire to rip myself from his hold is overwhelming but fear keeps me from acting. If his hold on me breaks would he no longer be controlling my destination? Would I then be lost in this place? The place in between the world we live in and a space not in our world, but of it.

      With a thud, my feet land on a hard surface, stopping my momentum abruptly. I attempt to spin out of his grip but my back hits a wall. We are in a tight space. The lighting is poor but as my eyes catch up with the slowing of our bodies I see that there are lights in the ceiling that illuminate the long narrow space. A hallway. The air tastes of something salty. I attempt to identify the salty scent when two shiny objects flash before me and attach to my wrists and ankles with a clink. The click of manacles bounces through my mind and realization hits. The stench of burnt skin fills my nostrils and I realize they are silver bindings. Without thinking I throw my hands at the man. He blinks and his body appears a few feet beyond my reach. “Witch!” My voice rings out, bouncing off the walls making it sound louder than I spoke it.

      “Warlock,” the man corrects me with a sneer, then grabs ahold of my shoulder, pushing me down the hall.

      “Take these off!” I thrust my now bangled wrists behind me glaring at him. My flesh sizzles where the manacles touch my skin and the burn stinks of wolfsbane.

      “Not a chance,” the man snaps and his eyes glow purple. It is hard to tell in the dim light of the hall but the center is such a deep purple they almost look black.

      He holds my gaze and the purple glow burns into me. Pushing me again, he guides our way down the hall until we stop at a door on the right. Opening the door I am ushered into a shorter hall that ends in a brightness that makes my eyes squint. Within a few short steps he is holding me in a small well-lit room. I take in the space. The wall on the longest edge glimmers in the light. The wall has rings that jut out from it that are a little deeper in shade. It is a solid silver wall with a place to hook the manacle chains. Shit!

      “Storm!” I call out in my mind. “Storm, can you hear me?”

      Not again. Sweat forms on my brow and my breath becomes short. I cannot hear anything in my mind. She is not gone but she is not present to me. The feeling of her in the distance is similar to the fog from when I was shot with the silver-coated arrow. I recall how it temporarily cut off all communication between us. The sweat cools on my skin and I shiver. I don’t want to relive being cut off from my wolf. There is no choice for me to stay in the packhouse away from danger this time.

      Why is it that I am constantly coming into contact with substances that bar me from my wolf? I hate silver. The scent from my skin burning under the cuff roils my stomach and I have to hold back the urge to vomit. My captor’s shoes scrape against the wood floor, distracting me from the stomach pain. My muscles tighten and I look up at him. For the first time I can really see him. The gray button-up he wears is splattered in blood and his pants are a fitted denim. His legs are long and lean, giving me the feel of someone that is naturally skinny without notable definition.

      The purple glow of his eyes makes it hard to tell what his color is naturally—if they are ever another color. But I suspect that a dark-haired, purpled-eyed man would be the talk of the town if his eyes were always glowing. Overall I cannot say he is not wholly ugly, in different circumstances he could have been intriguing if you like that sort. But his expression is filled with rage and an unsettling thought resounds in me.

      I am officially kidnapped and my captor is unhinged.

      A knock sounds in the distance, and a small trickle of hope flashes in my mind that maybe someone here might help me. The ends of the room seems to darken as if shadows are closing in. The knock sounds again and it appears to be coming from the left. I cannot see the door from where we stand, but I suspect it is our door that someone is knocking on.

      My captor grinds his teeth, tightens his grip on my arm, and pulls me toward the silver wall. Shifting my weight back and away from him, I struggle to break his hold but a linking chain magically appears, attaching me to the wall. He yanks on my arms and I growl at him. His laugh curls around the room, because of course a growl without a wolf is just wimpy. Smirking back at me, he walks away in the direction of the knock.

      While my captor is out of sight I take in the space. It is wide with a small wooden table and chair sitting opposite me. It is not completely against the opposing wall but not within reach of my chain length either. The door creaks and I strain to hear what the person that was knocking has to say.

      “We couldn’t get his body. The cops were all over the place, we had to grab Neilson and go.” The unknown voice raises and waivers at the end.

      I hear my captor yell at the man, telling him to get out of his way and a door slam. Pausing my investigation of the room, I wait to see if he returns. After a few minutes of silence I decide he will not be coming back and continue my visual search. The room feels eerie in the quiet. Shaking off my unease I conclude that the room does not offer much. There is nothing I can use to break the hold on the chains except maybe a piece of the wooden table set. But it is far enough out of reach that I am unlikely to gain access to it to make any use of its parts. Even so the manacles might be impossible to break if they are spelled. It is a reasonable assumption they are, given how they appeared out of thin air when he wanted them. Even still, I must try. Extending my leg out I attempt to reach the furniture.

      Unfortunately, even with pulling my arms as far from the wall as I can, while extending my legs, I am still unable to reach the table or chairs. Resigned I give up on the furniture and wrap my hands around the chains. My palms sizzle as the skin burns and it is excruciating. But I do not allow my grip to release. With everything I have within me I yank on them. Once, twice, three times. I may not have the full power of a wolf behind me but I use everything within me to pull on the chains. The silver continues to burn into my flesh, emitting a sickening smell of wolfsbane. The chains don’t budge. Honestly, I do not even think I made them creaked.

      Bloody hell this sucks.

      I simply stand, unable to move without the cuffs burning my skin more than I have already allowed. Leaning against the wall is a big no. The silver will sear my back, the burnt skin of my hands undeniable truth that I am not immune to silver’s pain. Unable to move around without the manacles hurting more, I just stand, waiting for the purple-eyed man to return. It sucks. It sucks more than getting shot with a silver arrow covered in wolfsbane. It sucks more than Rebecca attempting to steal my mate or being stuck in a coma unable to communicate with Corwin. This all just flat out sucks.

      Without anything to do, my mind travels to how furious and scared Corwin and Tar are right now. I focus on the wall across from me. Visually inspecting it inch by inch, moving my gaze left to right. Time passes and I start to count everything in the room, down to the floorboards. It passes at a glacial pace.

      Finally after counting the floorboards for the tenth time, I allow myself to break down and cry. A mere moment in time, that’s all I will allow myself to be vulnerable under this roof.

      Unable to wipe away the tears, I accept that my situation is not changing anytime soon and attempt to find a way to sit on the floor. My hands are spread wide over my head, but I manage to at least kneel on the ground. My arms are not long enough to let me sit but it is better than sleeping standing.

      The day was busy and long before I was kidnapped, and now that it has been hours since, my ability to stay awake and alert wanes. I am sure this is what they are waiting for but I cannot stand any longer. I need some sleep.
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        * * *

      

      A sound in the distance stirs me awake. Maybe they were not waiting for me to fall asleep. I strain to hear anything outside of this room. The sound of a female voice is heard in the distance. It is whiny and high pitched.

      “Regi, I missed you. Are you going to come and keep me company? You have been gone for so long,” the pitchy voice whines.

      “Eridell, I just retrieved my dead father’s corpse from the morgue. Forgive me for not having time to come and pleasure you,” the voice sneers.

      “Oh Regi!” the female exclaims, sounding ready to break into tears. “I had not heard. I knew something was up with the men, but I never would have dreamed.”

      Her voice is cut off and I hear something bang into the wall. Then a moan sounds out.

      “Ah, Regi,” I hear the female voice moan before a smacking sound is heard.

      “You want to make me feel better, Eridell?”

      “Yes.” She sounds breathy like a woman in a movie.

      “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, Master Reginald.”

      Master?

      Smack.

      “Ah!” the female—or rather Eridell—moans. I am beginning to feel a little uncomfortable.

      “Harder. Please."

      Is she begging?

      Smack, Smack.

      A moan sounds, female from the lightness of it, followed by a loud groan.

      Well—that was fast.

      After listening to the exchange I feel it best to get back on my feet, not wanting to be found on my knees just in case he gets any ideas.

      I struggle to stand after kneeling for so long. My legs have a numbness that tingles down to my feet and pushes back up to my hips. The position was not comfortable to sleep in. My wrists ache, the cuffs rubbing against my now raw skin. I stand on my semi asleep limbs. Looking down at my arms, I note the bloody gouges in my wrists. It appears I should not have allowed myself to hang from them while sleeping.

      The sound of a door opening echoes into the room followed by footsteps that grow louder with each step. Two worn shoes stand before me. You can tell that the deep brown leather has lightened with time and deep lines show the frequency in which they are worn. Traveling my gaze up his form, I note the lean legs again this time dressed in dark polyester pants. The black long-sleeve shirt is loose on his broad chest that tightens at the arms, showing off his shoulders. I admit I didn’t notice how strong his upper body was in the button-down.

      The blood from before is now washed away, revealing his light skin. It surprises me. He is standing a little too close, making it harder for my eyes to adjust. An unknown smell comes off of him along with the scent of cleaning supplies. The morgue. He said he had fetched his father’s body from the morgue. My body jerks back at the realization, only to burn when my back touches the wall. The sizzle of my skin makes me sick to my stomach.

      His apple blossom lips pull toward his ears, revealing pleasure found in my discomfort. I move ever so slightly away from the wall and as little as I can toward him. Holding still so the wall doesn’t burn my skin again and to keep my manacles from digging deeper. His eyes are no longer purple, revealing a dark green iris that has a starburst of gold emanating from the pupil. If they were not burning into me they would be beautiful. He notices me evaluating him and his smile turns into a sneer.

      The hatred this man has for me is written all over his face. The only question is why? He moves a step away from me, curling around to my side, his eyes gliding to all the places I am bound. Then he looks behind me, assessing my back. His expression doesn’t change as he returns to standing before me. He hasn’t spoken to me and I will not be the first to break the silence. I may be his hostage but I will not be allowing him any sway over my needs, wants or desires. As if sensing this from me, his lips pull toward his ears again, eyes lighting up purple before he vanishes before my eyes.

      Bloody great. I have a captor that can just blink away.

      My body relaxes, slumping into my bindings. The sting hurts and my mind wanders to how he can just disappear. But what if he did not disappear? What if he is watching me? My body pulls straight. I listen with every ounce of the abilities I still possess. Waiting for a breath sound or the shift in position, making his clothing pull to emanating the faintest of noises. Time slows to the crawl of a snail while I wait and ponder if my captor is still in the room. Then it occurs to me that he could be watching me on a CCTV connection and I give up. Whether he is in the room or watching me on a monitor, what does it matter at this point. I cannot see him and I need to conserve my energy.

      A gurgling sound comes from my belly as if to prove that I need energy. Now the real question is how long has it been since I was taken? I had eaten a full meal before being “whisked away”, could I really be hungry already?

      The noise sounds again and it appears I really can be hungry already.

      Great.
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      “What do you mean the body is gone?” I yell into the phone, my hand clenched so tightly around it that it’s ready to crumble. “The ambulance that was carrying the body had only left twenty minutes ago! I saw them load the body myself! That is not enough time for them to unload and get the body checked into the morgue, let alone for it to disappear!”

      Anger roils through me and I feel Tar clawing at the edges of my mind. Our only good lead was the body and it disappeared before we could even attempt to use it. Vanished like the purple-eyed man with my mate. My face heats. Taking a deep and measured breath, I hold it for a count of four and release it slowly. Alex needs me and I will not allow them to have her for a moment longer.

      “Check the security camera, talk to people around the morgue to see if anyone saw any suspicious activity, or anyone that would meet the description of the purple-eyed man. He could have blinked in and out so be thorough. Get back to me with information as soon as you know something.” I toss my phone into the truck, frustrated that we lost the best lead we had to direct us to Alex.

      Frustrated, I turn to Jake. “Tell me you have something. Anything!”

      “I wish I could, Corwin. They have searched all of the camera feeds and they are all blurred out. It is as if some sort of interference messed with the images. They are trying to clean up the images as much as they can and compare it to surrounding footage. We are hoping to find a vehicle or a plate. When they have anything they are instructed to call immediately.”

      I grimace. Witchcraft. That is the only explanation for the footage so widely and easily being compromised. It doesn’t help us find Alex but it is one less situation to clean up. No one in human society will know what happened and the people that were witnesses cannot be trusted as they are all trying to figure out what they actually witnessed among the chaos.

      We have been searching all night and day.

      “As much as I hate to say this, it is time to go home. We have found no leads.” I stubbornly kick the truck tire. “It is like all of them have disappeared into thin air.”

      It’s been over twenty-four hours since my mate was taken from me. With low hanging heads Jake, Briella, Ali and Romand get into the vehicle. I climb into the passenger seat and let Jake drive—I am in no condition to myself.

      “Hopefully Doc Ham has had enough time to analyze the blood and we can find a lead from it,” I say aloud to no one in particular.

      “We will do everything we can to find Alex and bring her home,” Jake attempts to—I don't know what he attempts, but he cares and wants to help find his luna, that’s what’s important.

      “Thanks, Jake. We won’t stop until we get her back. You can count on that.”

      The rest of the ride is quiet as I think back on the last forty-eight hours. Our visit to Harvest Moon, where the Eastern Bloom Pack’s witch touched my mate revealing a mysterious prophecy and the unsettled feeling it left behind. Our stop at the taco truck where Alex devoured everything in sight and then teased me with her dessert. I was ready to toss her over my shoulder and take her home to be worshiped, but then the group of men attacked in broad daylight. Almost exposing all of us to the world, but it was me who killed a man with my bare hands in public. Me who opened a door for the authorities to want to investigate more. All to save my mate from being hurt. I would have done that and more, I would have killed them all to save her. But I failed. A failure doesn’t even begin to describe how I feel. A warlock helped rogues and he took my mate.

      Is it a coincidence that the witch from Eastern Bloom touched Alex and not two hours later we are attacked and she is taken by a warlock? Could Eastern Bloom be behind everything? My stomach rolls, making me appreciate the fast digestion of a wolf along with the energy I burned searching. I will need to replace that energy soon, but with the thoughts racing in my mind and Alex missing, I am not sure I will be able to stomach it.

      “Romand, I need you to dig into the Eastern Bloom Pack and see if they could be behind this. Their witch was at Harvest Moon when we were there. Call Alpha Simon to see what he knows without letting on that we are looking into Eastern Bloom. Find out if they went home yet and inform Alpha Simon of our missing luna. He owes us a debt.”

      “Yes, Sir,” Romand says as we pull up to our pack’s border checkpoint.

      The patrol shines flashlights over the vehicle and then waves us through without any questions. Jake drives the distance to get to the pack hospital, careful to avoid any pups that might be roaming about after dinner.

      I watch as a group of pack members walk toward the packhouse after just getting off border patrol. One couple holds hands and he leans in to kiss his she-wolf. My heart aches in my chest and I reach out to feel Tar. He is distant but I can feel he is there. Taking comfort that he hasn’t locked himself away, I notice that my pounding heart is now gone, the adrenaline has dissipated and I am left with a sinking feeling of horror. Jake pulls into a parking spot and doors creak as everyone flings them open.

      Everyone but me. I take a minute filling my lungs with deep breaths before I reach for my door. I focus on my love for Alex and reach for the feeling of her within myself, only to find it is still empty. Storm is not connected to Alex. Even before Storm emerged I could feel Alex when I reached for her. Now I can’t even feel a blip coming through our mating bond.

      “Corwin?” Jake’s voice filters to me through the closed door.

      I open my eyes and accept the next steps I must take. Opening the door, I look at my pack officers noting their body stance, direction of their eyes and general essence. Looking from my beta, to his mate, then gamma and his sister, they all stand firm before me with not a flicker of wavering.

      “I am going to take Romand and meet with Doctor Ham.” Looking to Romand, he nods. “Jake I need you and Briella to go and find Rebecca and question her about Alex. I need you to sniff out any lies or if she might know anything about what happened today without giving away that Alex hasn’t been found.

      “I am trusting you both to be thorough. I cannot trust how Rebecca reacts around me. Make something up if you must, access what she knows, if anything, about what happened today.”

      “What do you want me to do?” Ali asks.

      It is foolish but it is what Alex wanted before she left. “Tonight nothing. I want you to rest and be with your family. But tomorrow I need you to go over to campus and pack up Alex’s room for me. She wanted to stop by on our way home tonight to get some of her things.” I pause. I don’t know why but I just need a minute. “It would just mean a lot to me if you could get her things and bring them to the packhouse for when she returns to us.”

      “Of course, Alpha Corwin. I will take care of everything in the morning.”

      They all bow, then get back into the vehicle and back out of the spot.

      “You think Rebecca had anything to do with this?” Romand tilts his head in my direction.

      “To be honest, I don’t know anything for sure. On that note, after we meet with Doc, we should check in with my mother.”

      Romand lets out a long whistle. The expression on his face is a cross between surprise and afraid.

      Shaking my head, I sigh. “I don’t want to question my mother’s loyalty or if she had a hand in this. After what she pulled to keep me from Alexandra, I can’t be naive about what lengths she will go to in order to get her way.”

      “What will you do if either of them had a hand in this?” Romand inquires as he holds the door open for me.

      “I am not quite sure yet. The options are limited—banishment, imprisonment, or death. Those are the pack rules when it comes to crimes against leadership.”

      “But she is not just a member of leadership, she is your mate.”

      Accepting the open door, I walk through it.

      “And it is my mother we are talking about. I have a hard time thinking that I could so easily hurt her. My father would pay for her crimes, and I may not be happy with how he let my mother control him and push her agenda, but I don’t wish harm to him either. Let’s just hope they have nothing to do with any of it.” Romand nods. We walk toward the desk.

      “Hi, Josey. Can you point us in the direction of Doc Ham?”

      “Of course, Alpha.” Josey closes the file in front of her and picks up the phone. Pushing her hair behind her ear, she taps a pen on the desk.

      It is odd to me that she didn’t mindlink someone but then I recalled their rule at the hospital. No mindlinking unless it is an emergency or if it is a pack wide announcement. For safety reasons, Dr. Ham insisted on no mindlinking in the hospital after a staff member recently was in the middle of a procedure, got distracted by a mindlink and hurt a she-wolf. It was not pretty and everyone involved is required to volunteer at a local hospital for three months to practice working with others that have no connection to each other with their minds.

      “Hey, Linda. Is the doctor done with his last patient?” Her tapping hand stops. “Okay. Thanks. Have a great night, I will see you tomorrow.” Josey put the phone down on the base.

      “Linda said he finished up with his patient. She was on her way off shift though. Last she saw Doctor Ham he was headed in the direction of his office.”

      “Thanks, Josey.” She smiles brightly and waves at Romand as we walk away.

      Taking the hall to the left, we make our way toward Doc’s office. I notice Romand’s flushed face as we turn the corner.

      “Something you need to tell me?” I inquire, waiting patiently for my gamma to answer me as we take another turn down the hall on our right. Doc’s office is about halfway down the hall.

      “What?” Romand turns his head so he is not looking directly at me.

      “Something going on with you and Josey?”

      “Why would you think that?”

      “Come on, Romand. The little wave she gave you and the fact that your face is as bright as your hair right now.” I stop in my tracks, wondering why my gamma is avoiding eye contact.

      “It’s nothing, really.” Romand puts his hands in his pockets. “We just… Well we hung out a little after your mating ceremony. Things may have progressed a little more than I expected. I mean, she isn’t my mate or anything but…” Romand paused and I patiently waited for him to continue.

      “I just, well I am not sure. We both are unmated but…” he stammered along.

      “You are not sure that you want to take that step with someone that is not your mate?” I interrupted his rambling, finishing the thought for him.

      “Yeah. Something like that.”

      “It’s okay if you are unsure about it.” I wait for his eyes to meet mine. They don’t. “Romand, look at me.”

      His head snaps to me, his eyes lock with mine.

      “It is okay to wait for your mate. No one is going to shame you for it. Well at least no one of value, and you know Jake and I will tell you that your mate will always be worth the wait.”

      “Thanks, Corwin. Now let’s get in there and talk to Doc. We have a luna to find,” he says and I can tell he is more than happy to avoid continuing this conversation.

      Given that he is not wrong, I smile and agree.

      “Yes. Yes we do.” His face relaxes and I am grateful that I was able to ease his burden even if just for a short time.
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      Knocking on the door, we wait for Dr. Ham. “Come in,” he calls through the door.

      Romand, taking the lead, enters the room before me. When Dr. Ham looks up from the desk he hurries to stand, bowing as he moves out from behind his desk.

      “Did you find her? Is she here? I can see her right away.” Dr. Ham rushes out the words, hopeful that Alex is waiting to be seen.

      “No, Doc. We would have mindlinked if we had Alex and she was injured.” Romand brings clarity to Doc's obviously confused state.

      “Yes, sorry. I was going over patient charts when I got the call. Then Everson came running in with a blood-soaked shirt, demanding that I run testing for Alpha Corwin.” He tilts his head in my direction. “I got on it right away, the results should be back at any—” A knock at the door interrupts him. He crosses the few feet past us to the door and opens it, taking an envelope from the nurse and thanking her before closing the door abruptly.

      Turning to us, he shakes the envelope and crosses the room to his desk, picking up a pair of reading glasses before he sits down in the chair. Pulling out the papers, he scans the documents, making musing sounds as he reads along the page. He shuffles through the small stack of papers as if he is looking for something in particular, then sets them down, frustration written all over his face.

      “No hits in the supernatural or the human database of who the owner of the blood is,” Dr. Ham informs us.

      “Is the individual supernatural?” I finally speak up.

      “There is nothing here,” he motions to the papers, “to indicate that the person the blood belongs to is anything but human.”

      “Damnit!” I cross the room, arms moving aggressively through the air. “We have no fucking leads!”

      “I have an idea,” Tar quietly says in my mind.

      I stop my pacing mid-stride.

      “What are you thinking?” I ask him, hoping that he remembers something that will lead to getting Alexandra back.

      “Now hear me out. This is not something that is earth shattering, but what if we got everyone from the scene of the attack to meet with a sketch artist. Then have them work on who they can recall the best from the fight to make a visual list of suspects. We could send the images to other alpha’s we know that didn’t have anything to do with Alex’s kidnapping,” Tar finishes his thought and I am truly taken back by his creative thinking. He really has great ideas for digging up leads on anyone related to the attack.

      I turn toward Dr. Ham. “Thank you for looking. Keep me in the loop if you find anything.”

      I quickly exit the room with Romand following. Pulling my phone out of my pocket, I dial Jake.

      “Jake, make some inquiries and find me a sketch artist.” We exit the back hall to the main lobby and I wave to the front desk staff, then cross to the entrance, pushing the door open and holding it for Romand.

      “Sure, Corwin,” Jake replies.

      “Also have Brielle gather all the names of the warriors that were at the attack and have them be ready for when the artist can meet with them. Hell, get me three artists. I need as many sketches of the individuals that thought that they could attack Silver Moon and get away with it.”

      Opening the door to the vehicle, I get in and buckle up, pulling the door closed. “Jake, I need them yesterday.”

      “On it, Alpha.” Jake hangs up the phone.

      Romand in the passenger seat shifts his feet, drawing my attention.

      “That is a pretty good idea, Alpha. I wouldn’t have thought of it.”

      “Thanks, but if I take full credit for it I will never hear the end of it.”

      Romand stares at me with a confused expression and a single brow raised.

      Rolling my eyes at him I admit. “It was Tar’s idea.”

      “And a damn good one now that I see how it can be put into action.” Tar finally lifts his tail standing tall in my mind. “We will find our mate and make every last one of those who took her from us pay dearly, for their mission will end in the spilling of their blood.”

      When he speaks, I can almost taste the blood of my enemies on my tongue. I relish in the thought and feeling that their pending demise brings me.

      “It is a good thing we have Tar working on backup plans.” Romand chuckles aloud. This statement makes Tar strut in my mind. Now I am really in for the ego boasting.

      “Fine. It is a good idea. And unfortunately it is the only hope we currently have right now,” I admit to my wolf.

      “I also think we need to go back and scour the area for scents that are familiar to what we smelled when we were in the fight. See if we can track any of them for any amount of distance.”

      “Sure. We can do that. I won’t be getting much sleep anyway,” I admit and he nods his head reverently, knowing I am not wrong.

      Pulling into the packhouse drive, I park in a random spot, exiting the vehicle to seek out the whereabouts of my mother and ask her what she might know about what happened today. Then I’ll see what Jake found out and if he is keeping Rebecca under house arrest.

      Romand enters ahead of me, his shoulders sag a little and I can relate, the pressure of the day and the worry I now feel are weighing on me.

      “Alpha if it is alright, I would like to grab a sandwich or whatever Cook has quick laying around before I meet up with Jake and Briella,” Romand requests head slightly bowed.

      “That is fine. I will be looking to do the same after I meet with my mother and see what Jake got out of Rebecca.”

      Deciding not to mindlink my mother, I use my enhanced alpha senses to sniff her out. Her scent comes to me from the direction of her private sitting room. Making my way in that direction, I regret that I have not had a chance to shower or change. She inevitably will try to avoid my questioning through distraction and I am giving her an opening with my disheveled appearance.

      Walking into the room, I find her in her favorite spot looking through a book.

      “Hello, Mother.”

      “Oh, Corwin!” Her voice goes up an octave hurting my sensitive ears. “It is so nice of you to visit, come sit.” She motions her hand at the chair across from her.

      “Mother, this isn’t a social call,” I tell her. And that is when I see it, she has taken in my appearance and wrinkled her nose.

      “Goddess, Corwin, you look like rogue soup. Haven’t you had time for a proper shower. Is your mate keeping you so busy that you cannot even cleanse yourself?”

      “Mother!” I growl out at her. “My mate has been taken and I want to know exactly what you might know about it.”

      “What?” My mother's pupils tighten, a look of disappointment written across her face. “Seriously, Corwin, your mate is missing and I am your first suspect?”

      Internally rolling my eyes, Tar grumbles under his breath and plops down in my mind, flustered. He knows this is going to be a talking in circles type of conversation and he will just sit and wait for the opportunity to pounce.

      “Mother.” My voice is low and grumbly. “Alexandra, your luna, has been kidnapped. Can I please get some real cooperation from you.”

      “It is no surprise someone has picked her up with how weak she is. Honestly, Corwin, what did you expect choosing to mate her.”

      “My goddess given mate is not something that I chose. She is a gift bestowed upon me from our Moon Goddess. I did not just pick anyone out of the woods and mark them.”

      “No, you picked her up in the hospital.” Mother’s hand waves in the air as if it was a sin to find my mate in the hospital, after she was attacked while under our protection. “You might have been better off finding a random she-wolf in the woods, at least she would be strong enough not to be taken so easily.”

      My mother’s disrespect regarding my mate is coming to the end of my willingness to keep her out of a cell in the dungeon.

      “May! That is enough. You will answer my questions or you will end up in a dirty cell!”

      She looks at me with shock and disgust. Then waves at me as if she doesn’t remember the question and is giving me

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/frchapter3.jpg






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/frchapter4.jpg





OEBPS/images/pp-logo3-blk.jpg
3 PATIENCE





OEBPS/images/moonfiremonogram.jpg





OEBPS/images/frchapter1.jpg





OEBPS/images/frpagetitle-2.jpg
FATED

RESCUE

KLROULO





OEBPS/images/frchapter2.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_2264yes.jpg
//
THE LOST WOLF SE

YK 1 B.;QUL@*"






OEBPS/images/frbreakerflowerblack.jpg





