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Black Storm Pack

Book 1

Jacintha Topaz

Alpha finds a mate in the most unlikely man and place

At thirteen, Skid knew he needed to leave his government subsidy-sucking foster family under the cover of dark. Caught in a forest fire as an arson suspect by a werewolf pack, Skid comes face to face with Alpha. Two questions—that’s all it takes for Alpha to take Skid under his wings until the fateful day Skid turns eighteen.

Skid (Black Storm Pack) is a M/M paranormal werewolf shifter erotic romance written by Jacintha Topaz.
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ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

This book contains content that is not suitable for readers 17 and under. 
Thank you for downloading this ebook. This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be reproduced, uploaded to share on websites, emailed, or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the author, Jacintha Topaz, at jacinthatopaz@gmail.com, or within the sharing guidelines at a legitimate library or bookseller. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 

WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction, sharing, or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to five years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. (See http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/ for more information about intellectual property rights.)

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons—living or dead—or places, events or locations is purely coincidental. All characters in this book are reproductions of the author's imagination and used fictitiously.

To get advance notice on specials and new releases, sign up for her email list: http://eepurl.com/R9OfH
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To my readers. Thank you for your votes, helping me finalize the stand-alone cover for this story beyond the holiday anthology. Happy holidays!
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A faint stir in the woodlands wind made Skid hug his winter jacket even closer to his skin. The bitter chill had him hiss out a breath into the air just before he licked his bottom lip. 

Damn. Wrong move. The moisture left his lip to sting in the harsh cold. He wished he’d thought of packing chapstick, a scarf, and mittens. He huddled further into his jacket and willed the freeze to depart from his ears, his cheeks, his waist, his jeans, and every place that creaked of icicles in his body.

When he’d left that dark early morning, he had high hopes of crossing several county lines to get as far away as he could from the Denver cityscape. He’d known to go north before he headed west, just in case people were looking for him. He hadn’t made it easy, though, because he had hot-wired someone’s motorbike to go north before hot-wiring another bike to go west. He’d abandoned that second vehicle by the side of a main road before hiking off into a rural area. Not long after, he chanced about these thick woodlands.

Now he wished he’d kept at least one of those motorbikes for convenience of travel as well as for a possible windbreak. He huddled closer to the base of the tree for some measure of relief, only to find none. Worse, another breeze swept past him, carrying the scent of—

“Smoke!” His eyes fluttered open disbelievingly. Had he dreamt it? He took another whiff. No, he wasn’t mistaken. He glanced around and saw that in the far horizon a huge inferno of glowing orange spewed thick clouds of smoke that licked and fused with the dark skies. He snapped upright to gain a sense of reference, but the moonlight he’d seen previously was now fully obliterated by the hovering carcinogenic blanket. 

Damn. He’d need to get away from the wooded areas—fast. If only he could recall exactly how he’d arrived at the base of this tree, then he’d know which route to flee upon. No time to ponder. Every second was precious.

So Skid got to his feet and retrieved his minimalist gear—a backpack with a basic DIY first aid kit along with several days’ supply of granola bars, a serving size pack of his favorite hard candies and several pouches of water. Then he ambled with the aid of his flashlight to find his way out. 

Although the fire was distant enough, the wind was picking up and blowing even more of the smoke in his direction. If he didn’t make a move on it, then his vision—not just his lungs—would be further compromised. 

Vying with the crackling of the wood and the roar of the fire were the cacophonous calls of wildlife scrambling for exit routes. As the sound of fleeing animals neared all around him, Skid realized that he might have another thing to fear: carnivores. 

Then again, what creature would want to eat him in the midst of its own flight? Surely, even if he was mauled to death, the fire would finish him off. No animal would come back to reclaim the dead meat; it’d be gone. 

Right?

Lost in thought as he scrambled over twigs, soil, and dry leaves, he wondered if he’d split his latest foster home at a wise time. The greedy suckers had taken their monthly stipend—subsidies that were supposed to care for him—and then split for summer vacation without him. He’d thought he’d have a head start by running away the day after they’d left for their month-long trip to the Bahamas. 

A snarl at his left stopped him in his tracks. A similar sound came at his right. Ten O’Clock and Two O’Clock were closing in. Skid took one step back and a growl came at his eight o’clock at the very same time a huff came at his four o’clock.

Damn. He was surrounded. He shined the light around and caught sight of two glittering yellowish eyes straight ahead at twelve o’clock. Silent, menacing. That faint outline looked like that of a big dog..

Holy shit. 

A wolf!

Terror seized his heart. He was so dead. He didn’t leave a foster home only to land in some feral animal’s belly in a faraway unknown terrain. He wasn’t going to go down like this. He steadied his grip on his flashlight, his new weapon of choice. He didn’t know much about wolves but decided that he’d at least go down fighting.

On pure instinct, Skid charged at the twelve o’clock—only to collide with a mass of fur that smacked the air right out of him before he landed flat on his back with a thud. The animal pinned his arms and legs to the ground, ready to tear him limb from limb. Worse, he could do nothing about it.

“Who sent you?”

Shocked speechless from the curt question only a breath away from his face, Skid could only gape at nothingness. His eyes hadn’t adjusted to the dark after his flashlight had flown out of his hands. He couldn’t see his attacker, but clearly his very human-sounding attacker can. 

“He’s a grey coat,” said Ten O’Clock.

“Silence!” Twelve O’Clock roared before firing another query. “Did you start the fire, Human?”

Comprehension ricocheted his numbing skull. Numb from cold or numb from shock, he couldn’t tell. His mouth was catching up with his speeding mind. Skid finally spat out, “No, I was sleeping.”

From the cracking and tumbling of another tree in the distance, Skid could tell the fire was drawing near.

“We should leave,” Two O’Clock urged.

“Enough!” Twelve O’Clock clipped. “Who’s Alpha?”

Silence resounded. Skid’s eyes finally grew accustomed to the dark enough to
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