
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Fate takes twists and turns, sometimes for the worse, sometimes for the best.

	 

	 

	Doyle is in trouble. It’s nothing new, but this time, it’s bad because he freaking kidnapped a guy, and now the guy’s friends are here to save him.

	Marcus is new to pack security, so he didn’t know what to expect from the rescue mission, but it certainly wasn’t to find out that one of the guys who kidnapped his best friend’s mate is his mate. He doesn’t know how to feel about it or what to do, so he keeps it to himself even though he’s tasked to guard Doyle once they’re back in pack territory.

	Doyle had his reasons for helping to kidnap Everly, and he didn’t know everything that was going on, but he still feels guilty. He expects to be put behind bars, but instead, when he’s taken to the Rosewood pack, he’s assigned to a home. He can’t leave, and Marcus is there to guard him, but it’s much better than anything he could have dreamed of. He doesn’t understand why the pack is treating him so well or why they’re giving him this chance, but he won’t waste it.

	After a while, Marcus realizes he likes the Doyle he’s getting to know, and it makes it much harder to hide that Doyle is his mate. What will happen when he tells people, especially Everly? Even more importantly, will Doyle be a prisoner for much longer, and if he’s not, will he stay with the pack, or will Marcus lose him?

	Doyle is human, but maybe he can find a place with the pack anyway—that is, if he can forgive himself the way the pack has.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction 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 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

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

	 

	Twist of Fate

	Copyright © 2022 Catherine Lievens

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-3540-0

	Cover art by Angela Waters

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Twist of Fate

	Legendary Shifters 8

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Catherine Lievens

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Doyle had kidnapped a man. Holy shit, he’d kidnapped a guy, had tied him to a chair, and was holding him hostage, and he didn’t even know why.

	“Keep an eye on him. I have things to do,” Donald ordered as he walked toward the exit.

	That was why. Donald had offered him a lot of money—well, a lot for Doyle—and had threatened to hurt Doyle’s family, and Doyle had caved. What else could he have done?

	“You’re leaving me alone with him?” Doyle asked. He wasn’t surprised, but he wished it wasn’t true.

	Donald glared at him. “What, are you afraid?”

	Damn right, Doyle was afraid. He had no idea why Donald had grabbed this guy, but the guy was probably dangerous. Doyle had made sure he wouldn’t be able to get free, but how long would that last? What if he went back inside and the guy attacked him?

	“Just shut up and do your job,” Donald added. “I’ll be back in an hour or so.”

	“Why did we take him?” Maybe knowing would help Doyle.

	“It’s none of your business, and if you want to get paid, you’ll keep your mouth shut. Just make sure he stays tied to that chair and stay away from him.”

	“What if someone comes for him?”

	Donald’s lips curled into a smile Doyle didn’t like. “I guess you’ll find out why we took him then.”

	Doyle didn’t dare say anything else. He watched Donald leave, slamming the door as he went. The sound echoed in the empty building, and Doyle could hear Donald walking down the hallway, then outside. He didn’t relax until he couldn’t hear Donald’s car anymore. He hated the guy, and he should have known better than to agree to work with him, but he hadn’t had a choice.

	But this wasn’t the kind of person Doyle was. If his father found out how Doyle brought money home, he’d strangle him—right after yelling at him. They needed money, but not at this price. Doyle had been desperate, but he already regretted it, and he didn’t know what to do.

	He could let the guy go. That would be the best way to atone for what he’d done, but Donald would find out, and then he’d kill Doyle and probably the rest of his family, too.

	Doyle didn’t like this. He didn’t like any of this, but he also didn’t have a choice, so he pushed that thought away and tried to focus on what he was doing before he got in trouble.

	But he already was in trouble. He’d been a willing participant and had even tied the guy to a chair. He’d tried to act as if he didn’t care, but damn it, he did.

	So that was out. He felt horrible, though. He wanted to do something, so he grabbed a bottle of water from the grocery bag that contained several of them and snacks and headed toward the master bedroom.

	He opened the door and stepped in.

	“I’m not drinking that,” the man on the chair said.

	“Why not?” He was lucky Doyle was offering him that water.

	“Because you won’t let me go to the bathroom. You said so yourself.”

	“Aren’t you thirsty?”

	“I am, but I don’t want to pee myself.” He paused and stared at Doyle. “I’ll drink it if you let me go to the bathroom.”

	Doyle hesitated. He understood where the guy was coming from, but Donald would kill him if he did that. “I can’t untie you.”

	“Does that mean you’ll volunteer to clean up when I pee myself?”

	“This is not what I signed up for.” Nothing was, dammit.

	“What did you sign up for? Kidnapping a guy who was minding his own business?”

	Doyle looked away. He didn’t like being reminded of it. “It’s none of your business.”

	“Considering I’m that guy, I feel like it is. Why don’t you let me go?”

	“Because I don’t want to die.” The words were out before Doyle could stop them.

	The guy stared at Doyle. “They threatened you?”

	“I’m sorry. I can’t help you.”

	“What’s your name?”

	Doyle didn’t want to answer. He was pretty sure he shouldn’t, but nothing in this situation felt right, especially not what they were doing to this guy. “Doyle.”

	“I’m Everly.”

	“And you’re a shifter.” Doyle hadn’t been told much about what was happening, but this much, he knew.

	“I am. Are you human?”

	Doyle nodded.

	“How did you end up in this situation?” Everly asked when Doyle didn’t add anything.

	Doyle swallowed. He didn’t want to answer that question. He had a good reason, but he doubted Everly would see it the way he did. “I needed money.” Doyle snapped his mouth shut. He shouldn’t say anything else. He shouldn’t have said anything to begin with. “You want this water or not?”

	Everly sighed. “I’m thirsty, but I also need to use the bathroom.”

	Doyle eyed Everly, wondering if it was a trick. Would he try to escape if Doyle freed him? “Are you going to try to run away if I let you go to the bathroom?”

	“I promise you I won’t.”

	Doyle still wasn’t convinced, but he moved closer. He owed Everly at least that. The guy shouldn’t be tied up on that chair, and Doyle hated that he was involved in this at all.

	Doyle was cautious, especially once Everly was free, but Everly kept his promise. He let Doyle take him to the bathroom without trying anything.

	Doyle kept looking around, half expecting Donald to find out about this and take it out on him. Doyle wouldn’t have been surprised if the guy did just that. He was an asshole, but unfortunately, Doyle had to go along with whatever he wanted.

	Once Everly was done, Doyle took him back to his chair, eager to get him tied up again, just in case. Before doing so, he offered Everly the bottle of water again. He wasn’t surprised when Everly took it this time.

	“Thank you,” Everly murmured.

	Doyle shrugged. “I don’t think this is right.” For some reason, he didn’t want Everly to think badly of him. He wouldn’t have agreed to be involved in this if he hadn’t needed the money and if he’d known what he was expected to do.

	“Then why are you doing it?”

	Of course Everly wanted to know that. “Because I have no choice.”

	“You always have a choice. We all do.”

	Doyle shook his head. “Not in this case. I wish I had a choice, and I hate myself for this, but I have to do it.” He licked his lips. “Sit. I have to tie you up again.” Doyle felt like he might break down at any second, and he didn’t want to do that in front of Everly. The guy was too good and understanding, and Doyle wished he could let him go. If he were braver, he’d say fuck it, but he wasn’t.

	Everly drank the rest of the water, handed Doyle the bottle, and sat in his chair. Doyle didn’t miss the fact that he kept his wrists apart when he tied him up again, and he knew why Everly was doing it. He didn’t care. He wanted Everly to try to escape.

	Once Everly at least looked tied up, Doyle walked away without looking back. He hoped that the next time he saw Everly, the man would be free and on the run.

	There was nothing Doyle could do for him, even though he wished he could. He had to stay on Donald’s good side, which meant going along with what Donald wanted, no matter how much he loathed it. Hopefully, all of this would be over soon.

	And if it wasn’t, well. Doyle would leave anyway as soon as he got his money. He’d already come to terms with the fact that whatever happened, he’d regret it for the rest of his life. He just had to keep in mind that he was doing this for his family, to keep them safe and get them to a better place. Everly seemed like the kind of person who’d understand if Doyle explained all of this to him, but Doyle couldn’t.

	No matter what kind of person Everly was, Doyle knew who he was in this situation—the bad guy.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	This was Marcus’s first mission, and he was terrified. That wouldn’t stop him from saving Everly and doing everything he could for everyone to make it out in one piece, of course, but he prayed he wouldn’t stumble and fall on his face in front of everyone.

	He wouldn’t put it past himself to do exactly that.

	He was worried about Kyle, and of course, about Everly. Kyle wouldn’t be happy until he had Everly back, but what would happen if he’d already been hurt? Cam and the others seemed to think he hadn’t been. Marcus didn’t understand how they could know that, but that was why Cam was the alpha and he was just a pack member. He didn’t know anything. Hell, until recently, he’d just been a college student. He was still going to college, but now he was also part of pack security, which had added to his workload and made his life harder. He should be home studying right now, but instead, he was here.

	He didn’t regret it.

	He’d known what he was doing when he’d decided to apply to become part of pack security. He wanted to protect his people, especially now that the pack was growing. After he got his degree, he’d continue working for pack security, but now he had to start from the bottom, and that was fine with him.

	Kyle was sitting in the back seat of Cam’s truck next to Marcus, bouncing his knee as he stared out the window. Marcus was worried about him, and he wanted to talk to him, but they were still in the car. He peered at the front seat, wondering if Cam, who was driving, and Lennox, who was in the passenger seat, would hear them. Probably, but Marcus felt this couldn’t wait.

	He shuffled his ass closer to Kyle. The fact that it took Kyle a moment to realize what he was doing was a sure sign of how lost in his thoughts he was. Marcus’s best friend was pale and kept biting his lower lip, and now, it was reddened almost to the point of bleeding. Marcus wouldn’t have been surprised if Kyle had broken the skin.

	“How are you holding up?” he asked.

	Kyle stared at him as if he couldn’t understand him. “How do you think I’m holding up?”

	Marcus grimaced. Okay, so maybe that wasn’t the most intelligent question to ask. “I’m just worried about you.”

	“And I’m worried about Everly. What if they hurt him?”

	“Whatever’s happening to him, we’re almost there. We’ll free him, and he’ll be okay.”

	Kyle’s eyes were wide. “You can’t know that for sure. What if he’s hurt? Or worse? We don’t know why he was taken.”

	“He’s a rare shifter,” Lennox said, intervening, telling Marcus he’d probably heard the entire conversation. “We’re used to being hunted and captured.”

	“So you think they won’t hurt him?”

	“I can’t make promises, but I doubt they will. They could get much more money for him on the black market if he’s unhurt.”

	Marcus swallowed. “The black market?”

	Lennox was still staring straight ahead out of the windshield, but his expression was grim. “You’re wolf shifters. You don’t know what life for us rare shifters is like. People hunt us, capture us, and sell us. They make a lot of money, which is why I don’t think Everly was hurt. Of course, whoever took him might not have taken him to sell him, but I suspect they did. Why else would they want a griffin shifter?”

	“Everly knows a lot of things about rare shifters,” Kyle pointed out. “You know he worked on that network. Maybe they want information.”

	And maybe they were ready to do anything to get that information out of him. Marcus was pretty sure both he and Kyle thought that, but neither of them said it out loud.

	The thought of what was happening to Everly was enough to petrify Marcus. He barely knew Everly, but the man was important to Kyle, which meant he was important to Marcus. He wished Kyle had told him before who Everly was to him, but it didn’t matter in the end. Kyle and Everly were together, and they were mates. The reason they hadn’t told anyone didn’t matter. What did matter was for them to get Everly back, whatever happened.

	“If they want information, they’ll have to keep him alive,” Lennox said.

	That wasn’t as reassuring as Marcus wished it was. “They could hurt him to get that information,” he said, instantly regretting it when Kyle paled even more.

	Lennox’s gaze caught Marcus’s in the rearview mirror, and Marcus grimaced. He knew he wasn’t being smart.

	“We don’t know what’s going on, and it’s useless for us to think about what those people might be doing to Everly,” Cam said. “Kyle, you need to remember that we’re almost there, and we’ll get Everly out. Whoever took him hasn’t had him for long, and even if they want information, I doubt they started to torture him right away. Even if he was hurt, I don’t think it will be much, and if it is, well, we have healers and unicorn shifters. Everly will be fine. That’s what you have to focus on.”

	Kyle nodded, but Marcus kept silent. He wanted to believe Cam. The alpha was a great guy, and he probably knew what he was saying, but Marcus didn’t see how Everly could be fine. Yes, his captors had taken him recently, and they’d had to travel to wherever they were going, but if what they wanted was information, Marcus didn’t understand how they would get it out of Everly without hurting him. He barely knew the guy, but even he knew that Everly would never say anything that would hurt the people he wanted to protect through his network. His captors would have to torture him, which they might be doing right now.

	For the first time, Marcus hoped the captors had taken Everly to sell him.

	It was still a horrifying thought, but at least if that was what they planned, they’d keep Everly in one piece. The thought that he would earn them more money if he were intact made Marcus feel dirty, but did that matter if it meant Everly was fine?

	“We’re almost there,” Cam murmured.

	Marcus looked ahead. They were the second vehicle on the road, following the one that contained the guy tracking Everly. They hadn’t brought many people so they wouldn’t attract attention, but Marcus hoped they would be enough to get Everly out of there and for no one to be hurt. Maybe it hadn’t been the best idea to insist on going along, but he’d wanted to be there for Kyle, and there was no way Kyle would have stayed behind. So Marcus was in for the ride.

	They continued driving in silence this time. Kyle kept bouncing his knee, but Marcus didn’t try to get him to talk to him again. The only thing on Kyle’s mind was Everly, and he wouldn’t want to be distracted, even though Marcus thought it would be better if he was. He just wasn’t sure Kyle could stop thinking about Everly.

	Everyone was relieved when the truck in front of them finally stopped. Kyle peered out the window, and Marcus did the same, wanting to know where they were.

	A while ago he’d realized they weren’t in a great part of whatever town Everly was in, and now, seeing the building where Everly was kept, he knew he was right. The building was clearly abandoned.

	They’d parked a little ways away, but they were close enough to see that most of the windows were busted and that what had once been the entrance door hung sideways. It was a miracle it hadn’t fallen down.

	A car was already parked there, and the thought that Everly and his captors were inside the building made Marcus swallow heavily.

	This was it. It was his first mission, and he was about to throw himself into danger to save Everly. He prayed he wouldn’t make mistakes or make a fool of himself and that Everly would be okay. Kyle needed Everly to be fine, which meant Marcus did, too.

	Kyle scrambled out of the truck, but thankfully, he didn’t try to get to the building. He looked like he wanted to, but one glance from Cam was enough to keep him where he was.

	The cars behind them parked, too, and people hopped out. They gathered around Cam, and while most people were tense, Carey was rubbing his hands together as if he couldn’t wait for the fight to start.

	“Lennox, Carey, you’re with Marcus and Kyle,” Cam announced.

	Marcus wasn’t sure what he thought about being with the weird twin, but at least Lennox would be with them. He’d balance out Carey’s weirdness.

	“You’ll go through the back entrance,” Cam continued. “Everyone, be careful. We think Everly was taken to be sold, and we don’t know how many people you’ll find in the building. Hopefully, it’s only the two people who got Everly, but we can’t be sure.”

	Marcus’s mouth was dry. He looked at Lennox, who nodded at him. When Lennox gestured, Marcus and Kyle fell into step behind him. Carey wasn’t far behind, and surprisingly, he was silent. His expression had shifted, and he was focused on what they were doing. No matter how strange Carey was, he was a good person to have on your side in a fight.

	“We’re going in,” Lennox whispered.

	Marcus followed him into the building. Whatever happened, whatever they found inside, he’d do everything he could to get Everly back.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Doyle squeaked when a guy suddenly grabbed him and pinned him against the wall. The man’s expression told Doyle he’d already have been dead if the man didn’t need something from him.

	“Where is he?” the man growled.

	Doyle didn’t have to ask who the guy was trying to find. He pointed toward the hallway. “In the master bedroom. I swear, I didn’t hurt him.”

	When had these
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