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        Alpha’s Fight

      

      

      

      Trent Wolfe became Alpha of the wolf pack eighteen years ago, not long after the shifter war ended. His pack is thriving, and life is great. There’s just one thing missing. A mate.

      Being the results of genetic experiments, Arianna and her siblings have been hiding from the world all their lives. The shifters have no idea they exist. To protect the family, they need to make sure it stays that way.

      Unfortunate complications have the family struggling to accept the inevitable and leads Arianna to venture away from home to clear her head.

      Getting into an accident and crashing her Jeep wasn’t on her to do list. Now, she finds herself on pack territory, far from home. She didn’t expect to wake up inside an infirmary facing the Alpha.

      And she definitely does except to the overwhelming attraction between them. However, the truth about her and her family could risk the fate of their futures.

      Could Trent convince Arianna to take a chance? There’s only one way to find out.
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        Eighteen years ago

      

      

      The sound of leaves crunching underfoot drew Carson’s attention to the trees in front, putting his Alpha sense on alert. His wolf paced from within, not trusting the man who appeared in fatigues, carrying an automatic rifle.

      "Follow me." The soldier pivoted and walked backed the way he came.

      Carson crossed his arms and pursed his lips as his voice boomed through the forest “Who are you and where are you taking us? I want an explanation.” Being the Alpha, he expected an answer.

      Stopping, the stranger glanced over his shoulder to look at Carson, narrowing his eyes. “You will be informed at the next stop. I don’t take orders from you, Alpha. If you want the answers you seek, I suggest you follow me. Or you can go back to your pack. Your choice, make it.” He looked forward and continued on the path he started.

      Carson’s head enforcer, Logan came to stand beside him, “I don’t like this. You stay here, Alpha. If it’s safe, I’ll come back for you.”

      “You all come, or no one will. That’s the only option.” The man never stopped moving.

      “Let’s go, Logan. Just keep your eyes and ears open.” Carson narrowed hard eyes on him as anger rolled off him in waves. “Your name.” He demands in a stern voice.

      Glancing over his shoulder, “It’s Clay.”

      Carson hadn’t decided if this Clay is a threat or not. If something goes array Clay will be the first he attacks, whether or not he has a rifle.

      Jag, an enforcer, spoke for the first time. “I’ll cover the back, Alpha.”

      Carson took the lead with Logan following and Jag at the end, guarding their backs. He sent a telepathic message to both Logan and Jag. Remember, stay alert. I don’t like this, but we need answers. Only members of his pack that completed the rights of sanction could send and receive telepathic messages to and from the Alpha. Those who are mated were able to hear and feel each other, but with training, mates could block the other for a period of time.

      Carson sent an apology to his mate, Jade right before he blocked her. Not knowing the situation, he didn’t want to flood her with any negative emotions or feel his pain during a fight. Jade would worry he knew that, but she wouldn’t feel his pain.

      Rays from the morning sun dimmed as they moved deeper into the forest, Carson listened to small animals racing over leaves and twigs on the ground. The birds above resting on branches began calling to one another, alerting them of the predators. Suddenly, everything went silent, and his shoulders stiffened. He heard sounds that shouldn't be there. The hairs on the back of Carson's neck stood on ends, and his wolf growled from within. Footsteps not a part of their group shuffled, moving quietly but not silent enough.

      At the same time, Logan yelled, "Get down!"

      Five men wearing camouflage masks and holding guns appeared out from the trees in every direction. The one in front spoke, "Alpha. We're only here to make sure no fighting starts and to escort you the rest of the way." The unknown man emphasized the word ‘escort.'

      How had he not scented them? They must be able to mask their scent somehow. Do either of you scent anything off?

      Both Logan and Jag shook their heads.

      "You will need to give me more proof then just your word," Carson growled out while in his crouched position, claws extended and ready to shift.

      “Hello, old friend.” That came from a familiar voice he hasn’t heard in over five years. An old military buddy pushed off a tree to the right. Carson took a hard look at him. He hasn’t changed must his brown hair now showing gray at the temples and wrinkles around the eyes. Decker. Under different circumstances, Carson would be glad to see him.

      “Decker? What the fuck?” The surprise evident in Carson’s voice.

      Decker held his hand up to halt his questions, “Yes, it’s me. I had to ensure that you would come. Just follow me.” He knew how to handle difficult situation and remain unfazed, it seems that hasn’t changed.

      “Why didn’t you just call me? Why all the sneaking around and what’s with the guns?” Carson retracted his claws and stood upright, stunned by who was behind all this.

      Carson sent a silent message to his enforcers, keeping their conversation silent. Stay vigilant.

      When they came to the opening in the trees, Carson stopped dead in his tracks at the military tent that had tables, chairs, and equipment. But, what shocked him the most was the three other Alphas guns trained on them. "What the fuck is going on?"

      The Alphas stood, knocking over their chairs, shouting and growling loudly. "What the hell are they all doing here?" Carson's jaw tensed as his fangs emerged, waiting for a fight.

      Lee, lion Alpha shouted. “Who side are you really on Decker?” His hair lengthened with the pending shift.

      Tiger Alpha, Preston growled as his claws sliced out. "I'll say it again, asshole. Stay out of this shifter war." With eyes of his tiger, he added. "Human or not, you will all end up hurt."

      "That is if you are still standing, Preston." Devon, the bear Alpha commented as he pointed one black clawed finger at him.

      Everyone silenced when a warning shot went off. Carson could smell the rage, confusion, and betrayal by his former friends in the air.

      Decker spoke loudly, “You all know me. I’ve been friends with all of you for years. What you think has happened are all lies. This is my only way to stop the bloodshed and get you all to listen. So, shut the fuck up.”

      “Explain.” That came from Preston, the tiger Alpha.

      "I will. Now please, everyone sit and let me tell you what I know. It's taken me months to gather the evidence and proof I knew you all would want." Decker took a deep breath. "There is a secret lab that's been creating your kind. Their creations are the ones that are taking your people and killing them. Your rides and packs haven't been killing one another."

      “How did you get this proof? Were you there?” Carson asked Decker.

      Shaking his head, "I had someone on the inside. I lost touch with this person about two weeks ago. No, I don't know who before you ask." He let out a sigh. "I have no idea if it was a woman or man, scientist, or guard. All I care about is stopping this. Only two government officers gave me the go-ahead to contact you because we're friends. They believed I had a better chance of getting all of you to listen. They were right." Decker glanced at each of them.

      Devon, the bear Alpha, asked, “So, they don’t know who started the lab? I’m having a hard time believing that, Dec.”

      “No. So, are we going to crash the party? We need to do this now.” Decker asked.

      “Why now?” That came from Preston.

      Decker placed both hands on the table in front him, "They are going to pack up and move shop." Four of his men moved to each corner of the table and lifted the top section exposing pictures of a building. It was three-story Victorian Mansion made of brick with three white pillars in the front.

      Decker opened a manila envelope and continued. "Okay. From what I know, there are only four guards outside armed with handguns. The more powerful weapons are locked away."

      "Do you know if the guards are professionals or military?" Preston's eyes turned gold, showing them his tiger is close.

      The muscle flicked in Decker's jaw. "Preston, I don't know. I wish I had more details." Shaking his head, "I have a delivery truck we can load with as many that can fit. Clay will be driving the truck. He made deliveries before, and they know him. The guards only let him out to unlock the truck. Then they make him go back to the driver's seat and wait. We go in the front and take control. I don't care how."

      Decker then handed out the photos which showed people coming and going all wearing lab coats. Trucks transferred equipment he couldn’t identify. An eighteen-wheeler unloading three cages large enough for several people or large animals.

      "What a minute," Logan interjected into the conversation. "You have all these pictures, but I still don't see pictures of these other shifter's you are talking about. Why?"

      Carson had to admit he was wondering the same thing and from what it looked like he wasn't the only one. They all glanced at Decker, waiting for his answer.

      "They are mostly confined inside except when they need to collect other shifters. According to the informant, that only happens at night." Decker explained. "We, humans, have stayed out of this. I knew I needed proof to get all of you to listen when I decided I could no longer stand down."

      Carson listened and examined the paperwork and photos as they passed them around. Decker was right, he would've never listened or wanted to see the other Alphas. "So, we've been fighting all these years over a lie? A misunderstanding?"

      “It appears so.” That came from Lee, the lion Alpha. At one time, he was Carson’s closest friend and also his closest neighbor. There’s a strip of land that separated their territory and owned by a human.

      Devon braced his hands on the edges of the table and glanced around. “Someone wanted us fighting each other.”

      “Their plan worked… to well. I don’t know about you, but I don’t like someone toying with me or my pride." Preston crossed his arms over his heaving chest.

      Carson knew what had to be done. It outraged him that whoever ran this lab thought they had a right to play the prides and packs against one another. He wanted them… every last one. So many died needlessly. Families mourned loved ones. Mates, brothers, sister, mother, and father lost their lives for no reason. "I say we declare a temporary truce. We go in together and get answers. They wanted us at war with each other for a reason."

      The shifters had been fighting among themselves for over three years now. Carson still remembered when it started.

      Three of his wolves had gone missing, their bodies were found ten miles from his border and mauled by what appeared to be bear claws. Anger poured through him, boiling his blood and clouding his brain. “Logan, I want Devon on the damn phone. Now!” He couldn’t keep the wolf from his voice.

      Logan moved to make the call, and Carson knelt down. The three wolves had been enforcers for only three years. One had his neck clawed open, the other two were gutted open. The brutality had him clenching his fist at his side. He wanted blood, wanted to see those that killed his people pay.

      When his phone rang, he assumed it was Devon. He was wrong. "Devon!"

      “No. It’s Preston.” Fury rang in his voice. “I have two… two of my people dead. Killed by wolves.”

      "That's not possible." Carson's mouth pressed into a tight line. Fury rose up, making him see red.

      Preston fired back with rage. "My nose works just fine, and I smelled a wolf. Hand over the ones responsible."

      Carson shook off the memories and focused on the evidence they had in front of them that showed it wasn’t shifters but humans from a secret lab and whatever they were creating who killed their people.

      Lee glanced up at Carson. “We all need to do this together. I jumped to conclusions.”

      Preston sighed and sat back into his seat. “I believe we all did. We were all close at one time and trust each other.” All four Alphas nodded, agreeing for the first time in years.

      Decker gave a satisfied smirk. "Good. Now, like I said all of you and your enforcers will be in the truck." Just then, a black SUV pulled up. "That would be the Government officials. They will be coming in to secure the outside perimeter."

      Lee raised an eyebrow at Decker. "And just where will you be?"

      “With the four of you in the truck. Where else?” Decker replied as if the question shouldn’t have been asked. “Let’s go. This can’t wait any longer.”
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      Eight hours later, Carson felt the eighteen-wheeler slow. "I'm pulling up now. There are three guards outside, for now. One by the front door and two on each side of the bottom steps. Two scientists will be coming out soon." Just then Clay stopped the truck.

      Carson felt a rush of adrenaline go through him. He had to suppress the growl in his throat, not wanting anyone outside the truck to hear him. Glancing around the cargo area, the other alphas were all on edge. Decker and his team had their weapons up and at ready.

      The enforcers would go out first, then the Alphas and Decker. They were ready for a fight, and some were armed with M-16. Carson let his claws brake through when the sound of the lock released.

      When the latch opened, they rushed out, pushing the doors the rest of the way open and forcing the guards to back up. Carson and Lee went for the guard on the left. As the guard raised his hand, Carson and Lee moved to get the gun before he shot. Lee rushed the guard and lowered his shoulder, hitting him in the gut both go to the ground knocking the gun out.

      “Carson. Duck.” Preston screamed.

      Carson didn't question or turn to see what is coming. He hit the ground as he heard a shot. He got on his knee, letting his fangs drop, and claws dug into the ground. Growling, he ran to the man that fire and raked his crawls across his chest. The man went to his knees and looked up with cold eyes. "You should all be in cages."

      Devon placed a hand on his shoulder. “Don’t kill him. He may have answers that we need.” The two scientists were on the ground with Decker’s team surrounding them.

      Preston called out, “Carson. Devon. Lee. We need to get in the building fast.”

      Running up the stairs, Lee growled out, his eyes going gold with his lion. "This is just too easy. Something isn't right."

      Carson had a bad feeling that Lee was right. They just needed to find out what was going on there. Entering the house, Carson expected an attack, but received only silence. "What the hell?" He turned around, finding the stairs that lead upstairs. "We go up."

      By the time they were halfway up the enforcers had joined them. Devon motioned to them and growled out, "Let's split up and open the doors at the same time."

      Carson understood the frustration that everyone was feeling. They needed to find the person in charge and these shifters Decker told them about. He wanted to punch the wall or someone with all the irritation that was building in his vails. By the time Logan and Carson got to the last door on the right, he had his claws out and fangs lowered. "In five, four, three, two… now."

      Entering the room, an elderly man sat behind a desk typing on a keyboard. One hand went to his side as the other lowered the laptop lid but not closing it completely. His eyes grow round and widened as he stared at Carson. His mouth open and closed, but nothing came out.

      “Who informed you we were here?” Carson’s anger came through as if he held a whip. Before he could say anything, Logan launched himself across the room and wrapped a hand around the man’s neck. “Logan.”

      Logan cocked his head, and with a cold voice, he said, "Lift your hand slowly." He had a hold of the man's throat as the hand at his side lifted.

      That’s when Carson smelled gun power. How had he missed that? “You planning on using that? Or is it for show?” He stalked to the elderly man and let his fangs lengthen. “Logan, take him outside with the others before I kill him.”

      Logan took the gun from the man and handed it to Carson. Letting go of the man's neck, Logan grabbed the chair. Before Logan lifted the chair, the man reached down and hit two keys on the keyboard.

      “Logan! The computer.” Carson raced around the desk to see what the man did.

      His and Logan’s growls vibrated through the room. “Fuck, he’s deleting files.”

      Carson grabbed the man's shirt and pulled him, so their faces were inches apart and growled, "The code. What's the code to stop it?"

      The man paled as Carson facial figure changed into his wolf. "I don't have it. It's a security risk. Once the code is entered, it can't be stopped."

      Carson through the man into Logan. “Get him out! Now!”

      Jag, his enforcer, stepped up and without a word took the man from Logan and led him out of the room.

      "This was too easy, Logan," Carson said with gritted teeth.

      “Yes, it’s extremely easy.” That came from Lee. “We need to head downstairs. Decker and his people will be questioning everyone that we found so far.”

      Preston stood in the hallway, seething this rage. “We each need to leave one of our enforcers to keep their ears open.”

      Knox turned to his Alpha, Devon. "Alpha, I suggest the head enforcer stay, and the other four stays outside.” With a nod from each Alpha in agreement. They each instructed an enforcer to stand guard and to listen, while the four Alphas and their head enforcers headed for the basement.

      Carson started down the stairs until his head enforcer Logan barred his entrance, “I’ll go first Alpha. We don’t know what is down there or if someone is waiting. I won’t risk your life. The pack needs you, my friend.” Logan and Carson had been friends since they were young.

      “This time Logan, I’ll be right behind you along with everyone else. But I won’t lose you either. Keep your eyes focused.” Carson replied.

      Only torches lit the way down the stairs every few feet rotating from one side to the other. No electricity. Why? Carson sent the message to Logan. The basement was much lower into the ground than a typical basement, and the steps narrowed as they turned slightly to the right. They were no longer able to walk down side by side and settled into a single file line.

      At the bottom of the steps, the landing opened up where the group found two doors. One white and one black. Both had battery operated keypads. Decker gave them the information to enter the codes to both doors. The black door had what looked like red tint, but they didn't need to be closer to know what it was. Blood. The smell of blood and death filled the space. It was overwhelming Carson's senses.

      “Do you feel that? Evil. Blood on the door and death beyond that.” Devon the bear Alpha turned back and looked at everyone.

      The white door had some kind of symbol, not quite halfway down the door. "Anyone know what this is and means?" Cason asked.

      Preston turned to his enforcer Gavin, “Do you know what this is?”

      Gavin looked at the symbol, "Yes. It's a Zibu symbol, it means New Beginning. It's considered a Celtic symbol. But, what kind of new beginning are they talking about?"

      “There’s only one way we will know.” Carson moved to the panel with Devon at his side. Before they finished entering the code, a loud noise came from the black door, along with the scent of rage. They all turned and glanced over to the door, like the white door there were symbols half way down that they hadn't noticed at first. "Gavin?" Hoping he knew this one.

      “Why use symbols?” Devon the bear Alpha asked as he looked closer at the door.

      Logan answered before Gavin, "That's a Viking symbol for death with a Scythe above." The symbol had three triangles together in one continuous line, and the Scythe handle on the side with the blade over the top.

      “The symbol under it is also a Celtic symbol, it means strength,” Gavin added. This symbol had three loops. One straight on top and the other two on each side. The bottom had a line that curled around.

      Ryker, the lion enforcer, looked at his Alpha, Lee, “Why have both death and strength together?”

      That's when they heard the howls, roars, and growls. "I guess we're going to find out." Knox looked ready to battle.

      Carson entered the code to the black door, the green light showed on the keypad. They stopped dead in their tracks when they entered. There were only two fluorescent lights. The cabinet on the right had a deadbolt. The only other furniture was another cabinet on the left that held storage boxes; none were labeled. In the center to the back was a cage from floor to ceiling. It wasn't the cage, but what was being held within them that turned their blood cold. Shifters, wild, growling, roaring and in a state of uncontrolled rage. All four Alphas looked at one another as they walked forward together and let their power roll off of them to get them under control. With so much power, the head enforcers almost went to their knees. But the shifters in the cages weren't fazed.

      "It's not working. How can they not submit to the power of not just one, but the four of us? I don't recognize any of them. Do any of you?" Lee looked at the alphas, and they all shook their heads.

      “What the fuck!” Carson yelled as they all watch in horror as they started shifting into not only one but… two animals. They shifted from human to one animal then into
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