
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


 


My Mate’s Embrace

Book Three of the Siberian
Volkov Pack Series

 


 


By

 


Caryn Moya Block


 


 


 


Published by Caryn M.
Block

 


Copyright © 2012 Caryn M. Block

Smashwords Edition

Cover Design by Jirves GFX

Model Photo by Hot Damn Designs

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 Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.






This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance
to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events,
or locales is entirely coincidental.


 







 


 


Dedication

To my husband,
Michael.

Thank you for being my foundation and
allowing me to fly.

 


 


 


Acknowledgments

 


I know I could never have
finished this project without the help of my editor, Bette Hileman,
as well as my beta readers, Paula Scott Luddy, Judith Dreyer, and
Lisa Pugh. Thanks also go to the members of the Pen-to-Paper
writing group of Culpeper County, Virginia, for their loving
support.


Chapter One

 


The first raindrop hit Laurel in the eye.
Within moments, the cloud-filled sky opened up, and a deluge of
water soaked through her T-shirt and jeans. She shivered as the sky
darkened even more, turning the summer evening into twilight.
Wiping her eyes, she continued up the mountain trail to the scenic
river overlook. The trees and wildflowers became a blur as she
concentrated on where to put her feet on the wet path. Laurel
glanced down at the Lena River in the canyon below. It rushed along
as the wind picked up, blowing until the water churned and flew up
into the air. Lightening flashed from cloud to cloud, and there was
a large boom. Laurel gasped in fear, feeling shock waves of thunder
roll over her.

She had to continue with her plan. Her
stepfather’s drunken beatings had been increasing, and she wasn’t
able to tolerate staying with him a minute longer. Then, there were
the frightening tattooed men who visited their motel room, asking
to speak to her father. Her skin crawled when she saw them.
Something felt terribly wrong. This was her chance to escape, and
she was determined to be free.

Laurel tripped and fell to her knees. Rain
quickly turned the dirt trail to mud. Her sneakers kept slipping as
she tried to stand, so she grabbed a nearby boulder to steady
herself. If only she hadn’t taken time to use her powers of
healing. Broken ribs, however, would have slowed her down on this
climb, and she could see better without a black eye. But the time
she had used to heal her injuries placed her in this predicament.
She needed to find shelter and soon. Her only hope was to keep
going up.

Her backpack was getting heavier and heavier
the longer it rained. The clothes inside were quickly getting
soaked. Adjusting the backpack higher on her back, she kept
climbing. Laurel reached out for a bush along the trail to pull
herself farther up. Lightening flashed, and a loud crack of thunder
made her jump.

Where was the protector her dead mother’s
spirit promised would save her? Coming now would be a perfect time.
Of course, no one would believe that her mother’s ghost had
appeared to talk to her while she did her healings. Laurel wasn’t
sure she believed it. Breathing more heavily the farther up
the mountain she climbed, she forced herself to keep going.

“Just one foot in front of the other. You
can do it,” Laurel said aloud, trying to gather her strength of
will.

She had been planning her escape for a week,
waiting for this moment, for this day. She had stuffed her few
items of clothing and her mother's silver hairbrush inside her
backpack. Then, she had stolen her passport and a few rubles from
the small black box her stepfather kept them in. As soon as he went
out the door to go drinking, Laurel made good her escape. Luckily,
a lot of strangers were in town for the Siberian Summer Sakha
Festival. No one seemed to notice her as she walked past the
various drinking tents and vendors. She kept her head down and made
sure not to make eye contact with anyone. She couldn’t chance
someone recognizing her. The summer sun wouldn’t go down until
after eleven here in Siberia.

Laurel pushed her sodden auburn hair out of
her eyes. Lightening flashed, and she saw the overlook ahead, a
small half-moon shape cut into the side of the mountain. She put on
a burst of speed and hurried the last few feet. Reaching the top,
she stopped to catch her breath. She wrapped her arms around her
middle and held on as she bent over and panted. Looking down at the
river, she was surprised to see how high she had climbed. Wind
created white caps on the river’s surface. Lightening flashed from
cloud to cloud around her, and thunder rolled and cracked. The wind
blew stronger on the ledge, and she shivered harder, her teeth
chattering.

She glanced around her. Now what? The gloom
from the storm made it hard to see. Laurel glimpsed a small path
going higher into the mountains. Would that lead to the caves
mentioned in the guidebook? She climbed over the rock wall that
surrounded the overlook and started following the small dirt path.
While the other route had been wide enough for several people, this
trail was little more than a deer path. Cold and desperate, she
kept climbing.

Twice Laurel tripped, going to her knees as
she slipped in the mud. She grabbed shrubs and boulders near the
path to stop her from plummeting back down the mountain. An abyss
of despair overtook her. Her chest felt heavy, and tears welled up
in her eyes. Should she just let go? The fall down the mountain
would kill her before she landed in the river. Should she end her
flight right now? If she did, at least it would be her choice.

Laurel shuddered and shook her head, water
dripping off her sopping hair. Giving up wasn’t the answer. She
didn’t want to die. Stopping now would lead to going home to be
beaten again. This was her chance to be free, to start a new life.
If she could just be strong enough. Worrying when her stepfather
would get angry and hurt her again had made her so tired.

“Not anymore,” she promised herself.
Reaching up for the next handhold, she kept climbing.

§

 


People of all shapes and sizes surrounded
Anton Volkov, Siberian lycanthrope, as he sat at one of the long
wooden tables under the food tent. Their boisterous conversations
hurt his ears, but their overall good cheer was infectious. Such
close proximity to humans brought his wolf closer to the surface.
He could smell the soap they washed with, as well as the liquor
they drank with abandon. Fur moved under his skin, and he gritted
his teeth as he concentrated on controlling his wild nature and the
instinct to fight or flee. He wondered again why he had let Alena,
his twin sister, talk him into coming to the Summer Sakha
Festival.

Anton looked down the table as Alena laughed
at something her mate said. That sound, right there, was why he
gave in to her. He shook his head, even as he smiled, knowing that
he would do anything for his twin sister. The problem was she knew
it too.

Alena had recently found out she was
pregnant with her first pup. She glowed with happiness and good
health. Her gray eyes sparkled with merriment. Soon, her protective
husband, Kolya Tosyanov, would want to keep her safe at home. This
was her last chance to have a mini vacation before her duties as
Beta called her back to pack lands. Coming to the Summer Sakha
Festival was a celebration of the new life growing inside her. A
new member of the pack was coming.

Alena and Kolya had been mated for almost
two years. Time passed so quickly and now they were expecting a
child. Anton smiled; he was going to be an uncle, again. It wasn’t
that long ago that Violet, the new Alpha’s mate, gave his older
brother Dmitry twin girls. What would Alena have? A boy or a
girl?

The position of Beta was a large
responsibility, and now Kolya and Alena would have a pup to raise.
But everyone in the pack pitched in to help with the little ones.
Anton expected to be called on to babysit his new niece or nephew.
He looked forward to it.

Alena had wandered through all the craft
tents at the festival, fingering handmade baby clothes and little
wooden toys while Kolya looked on indulgently. Anton knew she was
excited to be starting a family of her own.

Being with his twin and her mate on this
trip had become an unexpected burden. It seemed to make it
glaringly obvious that he was the third man. They truly wanted to
be with him. But like the lovers they were, they often got lost in
each other. Even surrounded by all these people, Anton felt
alone.

Putting his drink down, he looked around the
crowded tent. People from all over Siberia had come to the
festival. During the day, families wandered through the various
craft and food tents. But after seven in the evening, the drinking
began, and the party got more serious. Kolya and Alena chatted with
another couple they had met that day, laughing at something one of
them said. Anton caught their eye and waved at them.

I'm going for a walk, I'll see you
tomorrow, he sent to them along their family telepathic
link.

You are well? Kolya asked.

Just tired of the crowds. Take care of my
sister and stop worrying about me.

Taking care of my mate is my pleasure,
and she would expect me to worry for you also, my friend, Kolya
sent back.

I'm fine, really.

Okay, goodnight then, Kolya sent.

Working his way through the crowd, Anton
grimaced. Kolya meant well, but he didn't need a babysitter. Until
Dmitry had a son of his own, Anton held the position of the Alpha’s
heir. His position in the pack hierarchy was equal to Kolya’s.
Thinking to enjoy a moment of quiet, he headed away from the
festival.

When Dmitry mated with Violet, it was
discovered that human females with psychic abilities could become
mates to lycans—an important fact since there were twenty mature
males who needed mates. In order for the pack to survive, more
mates had to be found.

In addition to acting as leader, the Alpha
was looked to for all the answers. Like a feudal prince, he solved
all disputes and made laws for the good of the people. But Dmitry
hadn’t been able to find out why the pack birthrates had changed,
with babies coming few and far between. Currently, there were only
five little boys, ranging in age from seven to four, four juveniles
around seventeen, and Violet’s twin baby girls. Everyone hoped
Alena would have a girl.

Anton looked up as the first raindrop hit
his face. Wiping off the drop, he realized that in his musings, he
had veered onto the scenic Lena River overlook trail and away from
the overcrowded village. With a storm coming, he would be a fool to
continue up the mountain. Stopping, he started to turn back, but
something prevented him from doing so. He didn't know why, but he
needed to continue. He felt drawn up the path, pulled by a strange
tug at his heart.

His wolf spirit pushed from inside, wanting
out. He felt the wildness surge and looked around. What was causing
this reaction? No one hiked up a mountain with a storm starting.
Farther up the trail, the sky began to darken, and black clouds
quickly blocked out the sun.

Off to the right sat an outcropping of
boulders. Anton headed over to them and ducked behind. He quickly
removed his clothes and boots and stashed them under a shelf in the
rocks. They wouldn't stay dry, but he could recover them later.
Lifting his arms, Anton let the change come over him. His body grew
warm, as sparks of light coalesced around him. He felt the first
movement of energy, as his bones reformed and fur sprang up from
his skin and rolled down his body. The transformation finished in
an instant. Where a man once stood, a large silver-and-white wolf
appeared.

He perked up his ears and listened. Then, he
smelled the air before moving back to the trail. No one seemed to
be near. But a human female had walked this way earlier. He could
smell her, her underlying scent of sweetness and sunshine, overlain
with the sour scent of fear. His protective instincts aroused,
Anton growled low in his chest. There was something about her
fragrance. It invaded his body, as he breathed it in, permeating
each cell. He felt called to follow her. Anton didn't know what
this woman feared, but he intended to find out. He moved up the
trail, keeping his nose to the ground to find her scent as he
climbed higher.

The rain hit with a vengeance. He was still
a few feet below the overlook. Expecting to find the woman on the
ledge, he gave up following her trail and rushed up the mountain.
The wind began to howl, and lightning flashed across the sky.

Arriving at the overlook, he was amazed to
find it empty. The Lena River far below writhed around rocks as
wind drove it into the air. Without his fur covering, he would
freeze in the wind and rain. He repeatedly blinked his eyes to
clear his vision, as the wind blew the rain into his face. But
where had the woman gone? He looked over the ledge in dread,
expecting to see a broken body below, but still saw no sign of her.
He set his nose to the ground and tried to find her scent. The rain
had washed all the markers away. He feared he had lost her trail
completely, when he caught a hint of her.

A small path meandered higher into the
mountains. But surely she wouldn't be so foolish to keep going in
this storm. What was she running from that would force her to go
on? Jumping over the rock wall, Anton followed her. He would lose
her scent and then catch it again farther on.

He found where she fell in the mud. The
prints from her knees and the scrambling prints of her shoes and
hands were easy to read. Anton shook with fear at how close she had
come to falling off the mountain. What drove this woman to tempt
death so easily?

Unable to give up until he discovered some
answers, Anton continued to follow her. Twice his paws slipped in
the mud, and he barely caught himself. Only his immense lycanthrope
strength and agility saved him. How the woman endured he didn't
know. But he would catch her scent, or find where she broke her
fall, and know she was still climbing.

The rain continued to lash at him, making it
hard to see. Realizing that he was gaining on the woman kept him
moving forward. She didn't know it, but she had become his prey.
His emotions swept over him: anger at her foolishness, pride in her
courage, respect for her determination. She would be a good mate
for him. Anton paused a moment in his ascent, wondering where that
thought came from.

Finally, reaching the summit, Anton happily
noticed that the rain and wind were starting to diminish. He shook
himself, trying to release some of the water from his fur. Soon the
storm would move over the mountains. Even with his wolf strength,
he wasn't sure he wouldn't fall up here. The narrow summit trail
was almost completely washed away. He looked both ways along the
mountaintop, searching for his elusive prey. The woman appeared out
of the gloom. Though he had the power to see perfectly in the dark,
he could barely make her out.

She seemed small and thin, her clothes
plastered to her skin, her shirt nearly transparent from the rain.
The small form worked its way along the top of the mountain trail.
He wanted to call to her to stop. But in his wolf form, only a
growl came out. Not even knowing why he tried, he sent his mind to
her, reaching her with his telepathy.

Stop, Malyshka, little one. It is too
dangerous. Let me help you.

The woman whipped around as if she heard
him, then she teetered. Anton held his breath, hoping she would
recover. Terror like he’d never known slammed into his gut. He was
standing too far away to help her. There was no way he could reach
her in time. With her arms waving like pinwheels, she slipped and
disappeared over the edge. Anton's breath caught as she screamed.
Was he responsible for the death of the woman he tried to save?
Before he could move, a blinding flash of yellow light struck him
in the chest, almost knocking his paws out from under
him. The golden cord of light bound his
heart to hers. It was the outward sign of a heartmate
connection.

Anton ran to where the young woman had been
standing. His only hope that she lived, was the heartmate bond now
glowing between them. Would he see her broken body below? He knew
what the golden bonding cord signified. The woman he was chasing
was his mate. The one woman meant to be his. Could his mate recover
from the fall? He looked over the edge.

She hung some ten feet below, her backpack
caught on an old tree limb sticking out from the side of the
mountain. But even as he watched, the limb started to give way
beneath her weight.


Chapter Two

 


Numb with fear, Laurel hung above the chasm.
Her heart raced so fast she could hardly breathe. Her backpack was
caught on a tree branch, and she wrapped both arms around the
branch. She had heard a voice in her head and turned to see a large
wolf on the trail behind her. She had started to slip and tried to
regain her balance, but she fell.

Her mind was still reeling from what had
happened. Trembling in terror, she clung to the branch as she clung
to life. A blinding flash of light made her blink, and then warmth
suffused her chest and caused a slight ache. A rush of panic
flooded into her mind, and she held tighter to the limb. Laurel
could see a strange golden cord coming out of her chest and going
back up the mountain. She tried to grab it, but it seemed to be
made of light and her hope to climb it to safety ended in despair.
What it all meant she didn’t know.

She felt the tree give slightly and clutched
it harder. Would it give way with her added weight? How was she
going to get out of this mess? A noise above her caused Laurel to
look up and see a naked man climbing down the rocks to get to her.
Her mouth dropped open in amazement. He looked like a statue of a
Greek god, all muscle and fluid grace. His wet black hair lay
plastered to his skull but hung long enough to curl at his
shoulders. He scowled in determination and concentration. She could
see blood dripping from the numerous scratches he’d received from
the scrub brush as he descended. Who was he, and why did he
bother?

He glanced at her sharply. She swore in the
gloom. His silver-gray eyes flashed in reprimand.

“Do not give up now, Malyshka. I know
you are tired from your flight, but you must hang on a while
longer,” he said.

Laurel stared at him. He stood taller than
her stepfather. He moved so confidently, even with his wounds. Why
would he try to rescue her? Not that she wasn't glad he did. She
certainly didn't want to die. But she also didn't want him to get
hurt. From the cuts and scratches on his legs and arms, it was
clear he had hurt himself while trying to save her.

Laurel wondered as he climbed down beside
her if she had made him up from wishful thinking.

He chuckled as he balanced on a ledge,
perched below and to the left of her. “I am not an illusion,
Malyshka. Now you must give me your hand so I can save
you.”

Laurel tried to move her hand but couldn't
make herself let go of the branch. How could she trust this man? He
stood bigger than her stepfather. If he hit her, he could kill her
instantly. He hissed with irritation, and she flinched, closing her
eyes against the threat. She felt him pause, and his voice gentled
when he spoke to her.

“Please, Malyshka. I've been hoping
to find you. Please know that I would never hurt you, nor will I
allow anyone else to hurt you. You will be safe with me.”

Laurel looked down at him. His eyes shown
with compassion. He reached a hand out to her, and she could see it
tremble.

If she wanted to live, Laurel needed to
trust this man. Not all men turned into monsters like her
stepfather. And for some reason she knew this man would keep her
safe as he promised. She took a deep breath and reached out her
hand to grasp his.

Anton felt great relief when she started to
reach for him. As their fingers touched, the tree shuddered. Anton
thrust his arm out and grabbed her wrist as the tree started to
fall, pulling her into his side as the branches rushed past them.
He held her, trying to shelter her body, as one of the limbs left a
long stripe of agony across his shoulder. Blood dripped down his
back from the wound, and scratches wove a pattern of red stripes on
his body. He hoped he would have the strength to carry the woman
back up the mountain.

She clung to his arm with both hands,
shivering with cold and fear.

“Easy now. Make sure your feet are securely
on the shelf. There you go. Now reach up and grab my neck. I want
you to climb up on my back.”

She looked up at him sharply. “You're hurt
and bleeding,” she accused.

“Let's worry about that after we are safe on
the summit,” Anton said. “It is now too dark for you to see to
climb.”

Laurel had to admit he was right. She could
barely see him, and he was standing right next to her. Thankfully,
the storm had stopped, but the mountain would still be muddy and
hard to climb. She reached around his back and felt blood dripping
from his wound. Carrying her would only cause him pain. That
thought made her stomach roil, and she found she couldn't allow
it.

Knowing she was taking a chance with her
life, Laurel put her arms around his waist and reached inside for
her healing energy. She found the well of quiet peace and let her
healing light pour over both of them. First there was a flash of
heat, then spreading warmth throughout their joined bodies. She let
the healing energy take away the terror as well as each scratch and
tear.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Healing you,” she whispered, keeping her
concentration.

When she felt the last of the energy leave
her body, she almost stumbled. Large male hands grabbed her and
held her tight.

“Thank you for your gift, Malyshka.
But you should have saved your strength. We cannot spend the night
on this ledge. Do you have the strength to climb up on my
back?”

“I will try.”

“What is your name, milaya moya, my
sweet?” he asked her as he helped her move into position, bending
his shoulders down so she could reach up to put her arms around his
neck.

“Laurel,” she answered as she locked her
arms around his neck, hoping she wasn't choking him.

“I am Anton, your mate,” he said, and then
he began to climb.

Anton could not believe what Laurel had done
for him. She was a treasure, ill-used by her stepfather. He found
memories of drunken beatings in her mind. If he could arrange it,
her stepfather would suffer for not cherishing the young woman
destined to be Anton’s mate.

But now she lay exhausted and shivering with
cold. He needed to get her into some kind of shelter and warm her.
She struggled to hold on to him, and he feared what would happen if
she couldn't continue.

Anton sighed with thanksgiving when he
finally reached the top and crouched down so Laurel could slip from
his back. She slid unceremoniously to the ground. Anton reached to
help her untangle her arms from around his neck. She was still
shivering uncontrollably, and Anton gathered her close to his
chest, trying to warm her with his body.

Now the sky was fully dark, and Anton
considered staying right here. But when Laurel's teeth started
chattering, he realized that wouldn't work. Where could he take
her? His father Vikenti had brought him and his brother up to these
mountains when they were young. The mountains were on the edge of
the pack’s territory, and his father wanted both his sons to know
every inch of their territory.

Anton remembered a small hunting cabin, but
it was at least a mile away. Now that the trails were muddy and
slick, he wasn't sure they could make it. But then they didn't
really have much choice. He wasn't taking Laurel back down the
mountain where her stepfather might try to get hold of her. He
reached down and slid his arms around his mate and lifted her.

“What are you doing?” she asked, alarm in
her voice, as she stiffened in his arms.

“Trying to get us to shelter. It's going to
be a while. The nearest place I can remember is at least a mile
away. Put your arms around my neck and hold on. Use my body heat to
warm yourself.”

“But it's dark. How will we make our
way?”

“I have certain abilities, as you do,
milaya moya,” he said as he started moving along the
summit of the mountain. “One of them is I can see perfectly in the
dark.

Anton could see the lights of the village
far below and back toward the river. But the hunters’ hut was ahead
on the other side of the mountain. If he remembered correctly,
there should be a trail that would branch off and down.

Anton started moving with confidence. He
sent his mind reaching for his twin. With the distance, she would
be his best chance to get a message out.

Alena?

Anton where are you? You sound far
away.

I am in the mountains. I am headed to the
old hunters’ hut. Do you remember it?

Yes, but why?

I will explain later. Bring the truck and
meet me near the hut.

It will take almost a day to get to you.

Please come, Alena.

Of course, we will come. Are you
injured?

No, but I need to break off. The trail is
muddy and slippery, he sent to his sister.

Be safe, Anton, she sent in
reply.

Anton continued along the trail, sighing in
relief when he found the path leading down. Now, he needed to get
down the trail without falling. Laurel finally succumbed to her
exhaustion and lay limp in his arms. He marveled at how light she
was. She couldn't weigh more than 100 pounds or so. He growled when
he felt her ribs sticking from her sides. He found memories of
hunger in her mind. Her stepfather starved her while he used his
money to buy alcohol. Her stepfather had a lot to answer for.

Anton promised himself to see that she ate.
As his mate, she would no longer starve for anything—food,
attention, or love.

He pushed the door of the old hunters’ hut
open and lay Laurel down on the little cot. He worked quickly,
stripping her wet clothes from her chilled body. In a wooden box
next to the door he found several old wool blankets and wrapped her
carefully in them.

He feared what would happen if she took a
fever. He didn't know if her healing gift could heal an illness.
With her body so thin and worn, he feared for her health. Once he
settled her on the cot, he opened her backpack and pulled out the
wet clothes inside, spreading them out on the table to dry. He
found her brush and passport on the bottom. He opened the American
passport. Her full name was Laurel Marie Harris. The picture must
have been taken several years ago. A smiling adolescent looked out
of the picture, while Anton knew her to be a young woman with a
woman's body, curvy and soft. Her birthday was today, June
22nd, and she was eighteen. Her hair was actually a deep
auburn. In the rain and darkness, Anton had thought it a dark
brown.

Next, Anton searched the rest of the cabin
and found a tin of crackers and a jar of berry jam. He also found a
pair of men’s overalls. He remembered Laurel's shock at his nude
body. Tomorrow he would wear the overalls to make her more
comfortable. Nudity played a large part in pack life, but humans
were not accustomed to it.

Finding nothing else of use, he blocked the
door with the one and only chair and climbed into the cot. He
placed Laurel across
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