
  
    [image: Beta Wolf]
  


  
    
      BETA WOLF

      
        SMOKY MOUNTAIN PACK

        BOOK 2

      

    

    
      
        LUCÍA ASHTA

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS BY LUCÍA ASHTA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Find links to all of Lucía’s books at luciaashta.com.

      

        

      
        ~ FANTASY & PARANORMAL BOOKS ~

      

        

      
        WITCHING WORLD UNIVERSE

      

        

      
        Royals of the Opalese

        Son of a Bite

        Castle Has Bite

      

        

      
        Royals of Embermere

        Fae Heir

        Fae Champion

        Fae Exile

        Fae Crown

        Fae Reckoning

      

        

      
        Six Shooter and a Shifter

        When the Moon Shines

        When the Sun Burns

        When the Lightning Strikes

        When the Sky Falls

        When the Dust Settles

      

        

      
        Rocky Mountain Pack

        Wolf Bonds

        Wolf Lies

        Wolf Honor

        Wolf Destinies

      

        

      
        Smoky Mountain Pack

        Forged Wolf

        Beta Wolf

        Blood Wolf

      

        

      
        Witches of Gales Haven

        Perfect Pending

        Magical Mayhem

        Charmed Caper

        Smexy Shenanigans

        Homecoming Hijinks

        Pesky Potions

        Mischievous Manor

      

        

      
        Magical Creatures Academy

        Night Shifter

        Lion Shifter

        Mage Shifter

        Power Streak

        Power Pendant

        Power Shifter

        Power Strike

      

        

      
        Sirangel

        Siren Magic

        Angel Magic

        Fusion Magic

      

        

      
        Magical Arts Academy

        First Spell

        Winged Pursuit

        Unexpected Agents

        Improbable Ally

        Questionable Rescue

        Sorcerers’ Web

        Ghostly Return

        Transformations

        Castle’s Curse

        Spirited Escape

        Dragon’s Fury

        Magic Ignites

        Powers Unleashed

      

        

      
        Witching World

        Magic Awakens

        The Five-Petal Knot

        The Merqueen

        The Ginger Cat

        The Scarlet Dragon

        Spirit of the Spell

        Mermagic

      

        

      
        Light Warriors

        Beyond Sedona

        Beyond Prophecy

        Beyond Amber

        Beyond Arnaka

      

        

      
        PLANET ORIGINS UNIVERSE

      

        

      
        Dragon Force

        Invisible Born

        Invisible Bound

        Invisible Rider

      

        

      
        Planet Origins

        Planet Origins

        Original Elements

        Holographic Princess

        Purple Worlds

        Mowab Rider

        Planet Sand

        Holographic Convergence

      

        

      
        OTHER WORLDS

      

        

      
        Supernatural Bounty Hunter

        (co-authored with Leia Stone)

        Magic Bite

        Magic Sight

        Magic Touch

      

        

      
        STANDALONES

      

        

      
        A Betrayal of Time

        Whispers of Pachamama

        Daughter of the Wind

        The Unkillable Killer

        Huntress of the Unseen

      

        

      
        ~ ROMANCE BOOKS ~

      

        

      
        Remembering Him

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT BETA WOLF

          

        

      

    

    
      I never fit in as a human, and now that I’ve been magically corrupted against my will, I’m starting to see that I don’t really fit in as a wolf either.

      The fierce and famous Smoky Mountain Pack rescued me from a fight to the death, but now that they have me, they don’t know what to do with me. Some would like to see me cast out, left to wander and die as a lone wolf.

      But the strong and charismatic Beta Wolf believes I am meant to become a part of their family. And while the Alpha is lost and feared dead, it is he who must lead the pack to either victory or vengeance.

      He doesn’t have time for distractions, and yet… This strange new wolf inside me calls out for him, longs to unite our bodies, to allow him to claim me as his fated mate.

      But who has time for love when lives are on the line? Just as I’m starting to find a place within the pack, it could all come crashing to a violent end… And I’d only have myself to blame.

    

  


  
    
      For that part of all of us that wants to be a badass wolf shifter.

      What, just me? ;)

      

      And also always for my beloved and three daughters, who let me moon around with my head in the clouds, dreaming up all my wild stories.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        Unleash the magic you carry inside.

        ZASHA VOLKOV
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

          ZASHA

        

      

    

    
      “Whatever you do, don’t look behind you.”

      Zasha stilled for a moment when Quannah’s voice swept through her thoughts before retraining her focus on her opponent.

      She and Lucian were sparring on the large mat that occupied the center of the training building at the heart of the Smoky Mountain Pack community.

      It had been weeks since Zasha first began hearing the temporary alpha as he slipped into her mind. But she didn’t think she’d ever get used to that deep, low rumble inside her that ignited a series of tingles in its wake.

      She forced her focus where it belonged. Lucian was a worthy opponent. In fact, every member of the pack Zasha had faced off with over the last couple of weeks had been a challenge, and she’d spent almost all of her life training to fight.

      She and Lucian had been going at it for perhaps twenty minutes, maybe thirty, and both of them were breathing heavily but remained light on their feet, searching for the opening that would finally end this bout. Despite the fact that Lucian had probably eighty pounds over her slight frame, they were evenly matched. She was fast and precise in her strikes to make up for the disadvantage in height and weight that was nearly always the case when she entered the ring or cage.

      Even after Quannah’s warning, she knew better than to look at him at the edge of the training arena, watching her as he so often did. His gaze carried a certain type of distracting heat with it that she could now distinguish from the curious stares of the other pack members.

      But … she couldn’t allow someone to creep up behind her, even if she was in the supposed safety of the Smoky Mountain Pack’s property. This world of supernaturals she’d been unwillingly thrust into was anything but safe.

      Hands up to protect her chest and face, she tried to move Lucian around the mat some more so she could face the direction.

      He smiled at her, erasing the previous signs of exhaustion from his face. His hair, usually a blond so pale it appeared white, was darker with his sweat. But his eyes, as blue as hers, were as bright as usual, and they twinkled.

      He thought he could take her down.

      How cute.

      That wasn’t going to work for her.

      She forgot about Quannah’s warning, scanning Lucian’s body, seeking the signs of what he was planning to do next. Would he strike first with his hands or his feet? Most men leaned more heavily toward the strength of their upper bodies, but that was a stereotype, and everything about these wolf shifters broke the norm.

      Since she couldn’t get a read on him, she attacked first. Over the years, she’d gotten good at diminishing her own tells, and when she slid quickly to the right, swinging around his left side, she knew he hadn’t seen it coming. But he was fast, and he turned to face her just as she got a one-two punch combo into his side, then swung behind him.

      That kind of shot to the kidneys would have seen her disqualified in a cage fighting match, but Lucian was a wolf shifter, and she’d quickly learned that wolf shifters healed at remarkable rates. She didn’t have to restrain herself against them in the same way she did with humans.

      Humans. Something she no longer was. A fact that still hadn’t sunk in all the way, though she was stronger and moved faster than she ever could as a human.

      By the time Lucian spun to protect his exposed back, Zasha had already landed two more blows and swung further around to the right, kicking at the back of his knees as she went, causing them to buckle. It wouldn’t hurt him—she wasn’t out to hurt him—but it threw him off balance just long enough for her to sweep his legs out from under him. The moment he went down, she flipped him onto his stomach and reached for his arms.

      She’d almost managed to pin him when he bucked … throwing her off. She rolled and landed on her feet, sliding into his legs to take him down before he had the chance to properly recover. He went down again, falling to his knees on the soft mat. She danced out of his reaching arms and put him in a headlock, pressing her bicep against his throat while pushing her other arm against the back of his head.

      The fight would finally be over.

      But when he should have been experiencing the lack of oxygenated blood to his brain, he somehow managed to build enough strength to throw his entire body backward—and land straight on her.

      The air rushed from her lungs in a nearly silent oomph; her lock on Lucian’s neck jostled. Before he could slip out from her hold, which he was trying to do, she clamped down on him again and wove her legs around his waist.

      Immediately, he bent a leg and pushed against the mat with all he had, trying to dislodge her. He made progress, but not enough.

      He attempted the same move again, this time pushing with both legs back into her, pressing against her torso until she struggled to breathe even as she was working to cut off his air flow.

      With his legs bent, he rocked … and finally managed to flip them. In a blur he straddled her, his legs to either sides of her hips, and bent forward to clasp her wrists over her head.

      Fat chance of that.

      Zasha had learned to defend against this move when she entered puberty and the men of the city of Flaming Arrow had started leering at her at every turn. She whipped her hands forward and struck at his throat with a series of quick, sharp jabs. He gagged and wheezed, his eyes bugged out, but he still managed to reach for her hands. Capturing one, he lifted it above her head. With her free hand, she punched him straight in the solar plexus.

      Don’t get distracted by what’s coming behind you, Quannah broadcasted into her thoughts again. His rich voice had an edge to it, like whatever it was behind them was dangerous.

      If whatever it was was dangerous, he would have also told Lucian. As easily as Quannah could get into her head, he could his.

      But maybe Lucian was ignoring him to pin her down. Every shifter she’d met on the mat was as competitive as she was, and she hated losing.

      Lucian had her right arm pinned down, and though it was theoretically her dominant arm, she’d taught herself how to fight strongly with both.

      With her bent knuckles, she struck hard and fast, lodging between his ribs, moving up to hit all of them. His hold on her other wrist weakened … then strengthened again.

      Dammit! Quannah’s voice filled her again. Don’t look. Just, don’t look.

      She continued to buck and strike at Lucian, but she also flicked a glance behind her, tilting her head upward to see.

      Lucian shifted his torso to the left while still straddling her hips, managed to snag her left wrist, and brought it up above her head.

      She pulled with everything she had, working to keep him from pinning both her arms, but his arms were stronger than hers, and he had the advantage of position.

      So she started bucking like the wildest of broncos, knowing she could eventually get loose that way.

      “That’s enough,” Quannah said, aloud this time, while he approached them. Walking on soft moccasins, his footfalls were all but silent. If she’d still been human, Zasha wouldn’t have heard him at all. Being that she was now a wolf shifter, she heard the supple leather soles squeak against the bamboo flooring and then land on the cushioned mat.

      At his alpha’s command, Lucian stopped fighting. But she didn’t. And as she continued to buck him off her, he held her wrists.

      “I said ‘stop.’”

      Lucian didn’t move but for the flexing of his muscles as he kept her down.

      When Quannah came into view, meeting her with his eyes so dark they reminded her of endless pools—but with lightning striking through them in that electric violet shade that identified a wolf as part of this particular pack—she ceased struggling.

      “There’s nothing behind me. You distracted me on purpose.”

      He didn’t even blink. “I did.”

      Lucian grinned. “I won.”

      “You did not,” she said. “If he”—she indicated Quannah with an angry jut of her chin—“hadn’t told us to stop, I would have thrown you off. And besides, you only got a good grip on me because I looked back and gave you the opening.”

      He shrugged and released her wrists, sitting straight up … and better aligning his groin with hers. Through her thin spandex capris, and his athletic shorts, she felt every important bit of his anatomy pressed against her.

      She wasn’t sure he noticed as he said, “Quannah distracted you to test you. You can’t get distracted out in the field, or you’re dead.”

      She frowned. “I know that. But we’re not out in the field, and he”—she leveled another glare at Quannah—“kept getting in my head and telling me to look.”

      Quannah crouched down next to them to better meet her gaze. “Actually, I told you not to look.”

      “Same thing.”

      “No, not at all.”

      “In my book it is.”

      She chuffed and scowled at him, before looking up at Lucian, whose anatomy seemed to be growing as the seconds passed. “Then it’s a draw.”

      Looking down at her, the violet streaks in his own eyes danced, though they didn’t stand out as much as those in Quannah's eyes did right then. “I was about to win.”

      “No, you weren’t. And you damn well know it.”

      He smirked. “Why is winning so important to you?”

      “Why’s it so important to you?”

      He paused. “Fine. A draw.”

      “Good,” Quannah said, eyes pinned on where Lucian’s business end met hers. “Now get the hell off her.”

      Lucian rose from her far more slowly than he’d done anything else during their fight. “Okay. But she isn’t claimed, so I didn’t do anything wrong.”

      “I didn’t say you did,” Quannah growled, implying that Lucian absolutely had.

      The second Lucian was off her, Zasha sat up and crisscrossed her legs in front of her, staring Quannah down, even though he hadn’t been the one to say it.

      “Nobody claims me but me.”

      Lucian stretched to one side, wincing as he went. “It’s not like that. It’s not an ownership thing. It’s a mate thing.”

      “Mate?” she asked.

      Quannah’s eyes never wavered as they held hers, the violet streaks radiating from his pupils flashing. “Mate.”

      “Do you have a mate?” she asked before she decided to. But once the question was out there, she realized she wanted to know, perhaps even needed to know.

      Quannah didn’t answer, his face, with its striking lines and milky-brown tone, unmoving as he continued to stare at her.

      Lucian either didn’t notice or pretended he didn’t, stretching in the opposite direction with another wince. “Everyone has a mate. Somewhere out there.”

      Finally, Zasha turned to look at him. “Somewhere out there?”

      Lucian dropped his arms. “Well, yeah. There are lots of packs. You never know where your mate’s going to pop up.”

      “And how do you know once you find them?” She didn’t look at Quannah, but she felt the signature heat of his stare on the side of her face, before it dipped to trail her body.

      Lucian shrugged. “You just know.”

      “You just know,” she deadpanned.

      “Yep. That’s what the wolves who’ve found theirs say. I haven’t yet, so that’s all I got for you.”

      “That’s not much.”

      He chuckled. “I didn’t say it was. You don’t let us get away with anything, do you?”

      She started to stand, feeling every strike Lucian had landed on her body. She knew the pain would go away soon enough, but she would feel every bit of it until then.

      “If you’re suggesting I should be a pushover, you’ll get tired of wishing before you see that kind of change in me.”

      “You’re the pack’s beta,” Quannah said.

      She faced him as she swung her upper body, loosening up where she’d already begun to stiffen.

      “I don’t see how I’m the pack’s beta. Doesn’t make any kind of sense.”

      “I didn’t say it made sense. Nothing about you does. But it doesn’t change the fact that you are the beta.”

      “So you say.”

      “So I know.”

      “The whole pack knows it,” Lucian said. “And none of us are arguing it, not even Flynn.”

      “Flynn wouldn’t,” Quannah said. “We all do what’s best for the pack.”

      She snorted. “How can I be best for the pack? I’m a brand-new wolf, and I was made by black magic, which you’ve all made abundantly clear isn’t done. Like, it’s the worst thing that could ever happen.”

      “And yet here you are,” Quannah said. “Against all odds.”

      She brought her hands to her bare waist. She wore a sports bra and no shirt; they only got in the way, giving an opponent more surfaces to snap on to.

      “I’m used to beating the odds. I’ve done it my whole life. But … you said the dark magic will kill me.”

      Quannah hesitated. “It will … eventually.”

      “Then I shouldn’t be the beta.”

      “Nobody said anything about shoulds or shouldn’ts. None of it makes any damn sense. But the magic that makes us shifters says you’re the beta of this pack, so you’re the beta. At least until we find Corin and bring him back home.”

      Zasha finally allowed herself to look at Quannah again. His shoulder-length hair was pulled back in a braid, revealing the strong angles of his face. There was nothing soft about him. His shoulders were wide, his muscles lean and defined, and he had a spring to him that would allow him to move faster than his height and frame should allow. She’d seen him in action at the Pound, and she’d seen him train on the mat—though never with her, not yet. He moved like a jungle cat, like a panther. The calm he carried with him could morph into a strike in moments.

      And the fight for whom he considered the rightful alpha of their pack buzzed inside him, always spilling out.

      After Hayes identified Corin’s scent at the gas station along the rural road where they’d found Kitty, Corin’s cherry black ‘68 Mustang Fastback GT, and they’d discovered that a hunter almost certainly took Corin, Quannah had led mission after mission, searching for more hints of the alpha’s location. But Hayes, who was supposed to have a super sniffer, had lost Corin’s scent and hadn’t been able to pick it up again, something everyone in the pack swore wasn’t possible.

      Quannah believed some sort of magic was interfering. Since the hunters, though all human, employed magical tools to hunt the wolves down, a spell of some sort would explain why Hayes had failed when his success appeared more important than ever before.

      The hunters sought out any werewolf or wolf shifter. To them, they were monsters of the worst kind. And yet the shifters were the product of magic, a magic that the hunters had no problem using against them. Obviously, hunters weren’t hindered by moral dilemmas.

      In a navy-blue t-shirt that revealed stretches of creamy brown muscled skin, and jeans that hugged his ass enough to tell Zasha it was muscled and perfect, Quannah’s mouth settled into stern lines.

      “We’re going to find Corin, then we’ll sort everything else out. In the meantime, we keep training as hard as we can.”

      Lucian groaned so softly that if Zasha hadn’t been a wolf she might not have heard it. “We’ve already been training nonstop. You and Zasha, and Ty and Kisha, you guys weren’t even fully healed when you started training again.”

      “Well, we’re fully healed now. There’s no silver left in me. We have to be ready for anything. The hunters know where we are now.”

      “Then why aren’t we abandoning ship again?” Lucian asked, causing Quannah to snap his head his way—probably because no one was supposed to question the alpha of a pack. But Quannah, like Lucian and many other wolves there, had been raised together. Zasha imagined it was difficult to always view him as an authority figure instead of a friend.

      “Because our kind has run from them for centuries. When they pick our alpha off the streets, no matter how careful we’ve all been not to draw attention to our location or ourselves, there’s no safe place for us. They respect no rules, no boundaries. We can’t keep running and hiding, just waiting for them to find us and snatch us. Our best option now is to fight back and end this once and for all.”

      Quannah pinned those dark electric eyes on Zasha again. “Get cleaned up. We’re heading back out to look for Corin.”

      “Fine,” she said. “But I’m only going to get cleaned up because I’d be doing it anyway, not because you told me to.”

      Lucian chuckled. “We all do what our alpha tells us to do. It’s just how it works in a pack. It’s not weird or anything.”

      She pulled her hair out of its ponytail and sensed Quannah watching her as her long, dirty-blonde hair tumbled around her bare shoulders.

      “It might be normal for you, but it’s weird as hell to me. No one’s told me what to do since … well, for a long damn time. I’m not about to start that up now.”

      “It’s not a choice,” Quannah said. “It’s our way.”

      She stepped right up to him, tilting her head up to meet his gaze. “And haven’t you told me like a gazillion times that I’m not really a part of this pack? That I’m tainted or some crap because of how I was made a wolf?”

      His jaw clenched. “I didn’t say it like that. I never called you tainted.”

      “Yeah, well, you didn’t have to. I got your message loud and clear.”

      And with that, she stalked out of the training gym, feeling more than Quannah’s eyes on her back as she left. A few other wolves who were sparring on other mats stopped to watch her. Everyone seemed to watch her, as if they were waiting for her to explode or something.

      She smacked the door open, exiting into the dappled sunshine that filtered through the dense trees above. The warmth of Quannah’s stare fell away and she shivered, making haste to reach her little cabin and its steaming hot shower. She’d stand under the water until her muscles loosened. It wasn’t like they had to be in a hurry to search for Corin. She didn’t think there was anywhere left to look.
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      Quannah stood in the large parking lot near the training gym and looked up at the position of the sun, calculating the time to be between two and three in the afternoon. He’d been raised as a wolf shifter in the pack since birth, but he’d also been raised as a part of the Katoa tribe, and he appreciated many of its indigenous ways. He never wore a watch, preferring to connect to the earth and its rhythms as much as possible. He felt this made him a better alpha—and a better person. He also felt he honored Brother Wolf this way, and Brother Wolf was as much a part of him as his beating heart. Brother Wolf was wild; he rejected the technology that took him away from running free through the thick forests that covered the Great Smokies.

      Quannah scowled at Zasha as she finally popped into his view rounding the far end of the training gym. She was still hundreds of feet away, but he spotted her easily, thanks to Brother Wolf’s heightened vision that he shared with him even when Quannah was in human form. He always knew it was her, well before her tempting lips and curves came into sharper focus. She had a way about her that was unlike anyone else. She walked with her head high and shoulders pulled back, as if she were always looking for a fight. But others of their female wolves walked that way too; after all, every pack member was a fighter to some degree or other. Yet there was something different about Zasha, an energy to her that surpassed the slight sway of her hips, that always lit her up like a runway beacon whenever Quannah took her in.

      As he watched her approach, he dropped the scowl for now. His heart wasn’t in it, though he’d slap it in place once she finally arrived. Not because he’d truly been bothered that she’d made him wait longer than he expected; he’d actually enjoyed the ten minutes he’d had to himself, his face tilted up to the warming sun’s rays. But Zasha needed to learn how pack life worked. No one within the pack got to do whatever they wanted, whenever they wanted, not even him.

      Especially not him.

      She seemed to think being the alpha was the result of some sort of power grab. Well, it wasn’t a job he wanted. It was simply a job he couldn’t deny. He was best suited to the role, and his pack required a capable leader in Corin’s absence. Until Corin returned, his pack needed him to step up to be alpha. His needs had nothing to do with it.

      He narrowed his eyes at Zasha, who’d come into clear focus. Seemingly always a fighter, whether she was on the mat or not, she wore a different set of the same kind of clothes she’d worn during her match with Lucian: tight black pants that cupped her knees, a hot pink sports bra, and a charcoal gray shirt that exposed a shoulder and most of her stomach. Quannah would have to work to focus on the search for Corin. Zasha was incredibly … distracting. At least she wore a shirt now—or most of one. When her tits bulged out of her sports bra … well, he had no idea how Lucian had managed to focus long enough to pin her down. Though Zasha was right, and if Quannah hadn’t purposely distracted her, Lucian might not have managed it.

      Her long hair blew behind her as a soft breeze whistled through the valley their pack had claimed for themselves, and then she was there with him, those crazy bright blue eyes pinned on him.

      He hurried to draw his mouth into a scowl.

      “It’s nice to see you too, Mister Alpha,” she said, and he felt his scowl deepen on its own.

      “You don’t need to call me that.” And he pushed off from where he’d been leaning against the passenger door of his Jeep Wrangler Unlimited.

      She grinned and tossed her hair, something he thought she did for his benefit. But was she messing with him? He suspected the answer with her would always be Yes.

      He sighed and circled his car to the driver’s side.

      “What? Don’t like the fancy title?”

      He pulled the door open and stared at her. “No, I don’t. Call me Quannah, just like everyone else does.”

      “Okay, Q,” she said happily—too happily.

      He settled into the driver’s seat and narrowed his eyes at her as she slid in beside him.

      “What?” She batted innocent eyes at him. “You don’t like Q either? It’s a cool nickname.”

      “Okay, Z.”

      She smiled some more and pulled on her seatbelt, an act most of the wolves did even though they were almost guaranteed to survive a car crash—so long as they didn’t end up decapitated or impaled through the heart.

      He started the Jeep and then he noticed he was still staring at her. Dammit, it was like he couldn’t help himself, even though he was always able to resist the temptations of women. They were a distraction, and he couldn’t afford to be distracted now, not when he had an entire pack of hundreds of wolves all depending on him to keep his shit together, find Corin, and defeat their centuries’ old nemeses. He had no time for Zasha.

      “What? I like ‘Z’. It’s badass, and let’s agree, I’m⁠—”

      “Badass,” he completed.

      “That’s right,” she said, as if it were a fact—and it was.

      No matter how much Quannah enjoyed pushing her buttons, he wouldn’t disagree with that. She fit in with their crew of fighters brilliantly. In truth, she was an asset to them. She brought different ways of fighting to the table than the ones they’d all learned. She’d obviously mastered several martial arts in addition to kickboxing and general good old-fashioned street fighting smarts.

      She was a badass.

      And despite the darkness he could feel rolling through her, she knew it, which was good. Quannah feared they’d need to call on all their skills before this was over.

      “Soooo...” Zasha drew out. “Where are we going this time?”

      Quannah pulled out slowly to minimize the spray of gravel, then turned up a pebbled drive, heading for the road that would lead him away from the pack and hopefully toward Corin.

      The true alpha of the Smoky Mountain Pack was out there somewhere; Quannah only had to find him.

      “I don’t know where we’re going,” Quannah finally admitted as he began the series of evasive maneuvers that were an automatic part of every exit and entrance to the pack’s lands.

      The hunters might always be watching them. And now that the hunters had picked up Corin nearby, the odds that they were actively searching for their home base had increased a hundred-fold. They all had to be even more careful than usual—and prepare for the time when the hunters descended upon their homes. Then they’d battle. There weren’t many other places a pack their size could hide.

      With three-hundred-and-forty wolf shifters and werewolves in their pack, they had to stand and fight for their freedom. Or they’d never
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