
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_0353072-f82ae1ef-81d8-4318-83fa-7d054dcfc8fb_S6DUzD_html_m60801594.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_0353072-f82ae1ef-81d8-4318-83fa-7d054dcfc8fb_S6DUzD_html_6bd667c.png]

Published by EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2023 Sam Crescent

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0927-7

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Lisa Petrocelli

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this
copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this book may be used or
reproduced electronically or in print without written permission,
except in the case of brief quotations embodied in
reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places
are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 



 


 


 


 


THE ALPHA’S DAUGHTER

 


The Alpha Shifter Collection, 20

 


Sam Crescent

 


Copyright ©
2023

 


[image: tmp_0353072-f82ae1ef-81d8-4318-83fa-7d054dcfc8fb_S6DUzD_html_m2f557912.png]


Prologue

“It is too late to send her away,” William
Westblood said, slamming his palm against the nearest tree.
It shook for a few seconds, but
didn’t fall.

“Sweetheart, you must calm yourself.”
Patricia, his wife, rushed to his side, gripping his arms, trying
to offer him comfort,
but he shrugged it off.

This was a first for him, as he never
refused his mate. He
never wanted to, but right now, he didn’t know how he could save
his daughter. For many years they had been blessed with five
children. Three boys and two girls. Karina was his youngest child,
and even though they don’t know what went wrong, his sweet wife had
been ill during her pregnancy. It was the first time his mate was
truly ill.

Karina was born too soon, and they had feared she would die.
For the first time in his long life, he prayed. He sunk down on his
knees and prayed to whatever god would hear him, to not take his
daughter away.

He knew it was selfish. He already had four
children, but he loved his mate, he loved his children, and he
would die for all of them, including the pack he was alpha to.

Someone must have been listening because
Karina made it through the night, then the next, and the next.
Before long, months passed, then years. Now, she was
twenty-three years old,
but she was different.

The pack adored her. Even though she was
different, they all took
turns to care for her. Whenever she was injured, it lasted a
considerable length of time. He knew the pack refused to allow her
to go out on adventures. The boys and girls of her own age were not
rough with her and treated her like the delicate soul she
was.

She was the only wolf he knew to get sick,
and that was another little element about his young
daughter—she was the
only person within the pack who hadn’t changed into a wolf. There
was always a risk in keeping her.

He and his wife hadn’t even thought about
sending her away, but he knew there had once been whispers of
forcing her to leave. He would never do that.

Karina was a Westblood.

He would die for his child, most of the
pack would. Over the years those vicious threats and rumors had faded. He hoped the
pack had learned to love his daughter. For him, it was
unconditional. But now, she was at threat.

William knew he was powerful, but he also
knew he wasn’t infallible. There was talk of rogue wolves, almost feral, taking over
packs, raping women, killing the men, turning them into soldiers.
He would not allow that to happen to his pack, so he had reached
out to another.

The other pack had no name, but the alpha was known as Rage.
Fierce and feared. To bring their packs together, William agreed to
let Rage have any woman he chose from the Westblood
pack.

Running a hand down his face, he looked
toward his wife, as fear once again took hold.

Karina was without a mate.
As was his other daughter, but
Rose was quite capable of handling herself. Unlike Karina, Rose was
not a virgin.

“What can we do?” he asked, turning to look
at his mate.

Patricia smiled at him. “Hope that he
doesn’t choose
her.”

He didn’t know if he could live on hope, but
for now, it was all he could do.


Chapter One

Karina hated being in trouble
which was exactly what she
would be when she got home. Today of all days was not the day to
mess with her father. He was already tense with that other pack
coming. She had no idea what to call them, but she knew it was
stressing her father out. Rose had already told her about the
lineup.

Rage, the mystery alpha with no pack name,
would have his pick of women or woman. Karina wasn’t quite sure on
the details and Rose was never the one to truly listen. Her sister
often heard what she wanted to hear, and didn’t really care about
the fuzzy details between.

She hated the uncertainty of not knowing
exactly what was going to happen and when.

The moment she got to the gate, her
father was already
there.

“Where have you been?” he asked. She heard
the distinctive growl
that fell from his lips. He never went all alpha on her as there
was no point. She didn’t feel his power. There were no goose bumps
across her skin. Nothing to make her bow down or fear him. Another
little part of her that her family attempted to call “special,” but
they all knew the truth. She wasn’t one of them.

Even when they tried to make her feel a part
of the pack, it was always denied.

She never knew when a full moon was close, never felt the
warmth and heat that enveloped her. Unlike the whole of the pack,
she didn’t feel the strength nor power of her wolf. Of course, it
also meant she didn’t have to go through the body twisting, bone
grinding and breaking pain of each transformation. None of that was
pretty.

However, it was a problem when she got the
flu, or a sickness bug. Only then had the pack’s healer been
called and her skills truly
tested. Karina hated feeling useless. Like now, she rushed inside
while her father berated her.

“There is no time to change,” her mother
said. “We must hurry to the town square. We cannot be late for our
guest’s
arrival.”

Karina looked down at herself.

She’d opted for the white dress with sharp
red roses along the skirt. The rest of the dress was white. Her
mother hated when she wore white as she often came home with it a
mess. This dress wasn’t too long, though. Karina either wore skirts or dresses, but never
trousers or jeans. She hated the feel of them against her
skin.

Rose loved to tease her, calling her a “girly girl.” She
didn’t care. She had tried the jeans and trousers when she was
younger and hated them. She wouldn’t be ashamed of it.

Even as she arrived home, there was no
time to waste and within minutes they were back out, heading toward
the town square. They rarely had any visitors and she was surprised her father would
invite an unnamed pack into their safe one. She didn’t know
everything going on in her father’s world, so she tried not to
question him. Rose grabbed her hand and locked their fingers
together.

They were close and had been ever since
Karina could remember. She’d never had any wolf senses, no great hearing,
strength, or the ability to sniff for miles, but for some strange
reason, she sensed an unease in the air.

“What are you worried about?”

“I’m not worried.”

Karina wasn’t convinced.
“It’s been a long time
since you held my hand as we walked to the town square. I’m not
going to get lost.”

“I just want to make sure you’re okay,” Rose
said.

This made her frown even more. “Why wouldn’t I be okay?”
None of this worrying made any sense.

“You do realize what is going to happen in a
few minutes, don’t you?” Rose asked.

Karina rolled her eyes. “Yes, all the
young and willing females are going to stand in line while a
brand-new alpha assesses
us like we’re big fat, juicy cows, and he’s about to order a
steak.”

Rose burst out laughing. “Wow, okay, yeah,
that is exactly what’s
going to happen, we just won’t be cooked on a grill
afterward.”

She wanted to joke some more with her sister but sensed as much as
Rose had laughed at her analogy, she wouldn’t appreciate the
continued mocking. “Why are you so worried?”

“You’ve got to stand in that line?”

“Don’t worry, standing straight shouldn’t be
a problem. So long as there is nothing spiky or dangerous, I
shouldn’t harm anyone.”

“What if he chooses you?” Rose asked.

This made her frown. “Why would he
choose me?” That made no sense
to her at all. “Rose, honey, darling sister, I’m not even a full
wolf. I don’t turn. I don’t do anything. I’m pretty much a human
with a wolf family. Trust me, I’m a dud and there’s no way he’s
going to pick me. You should be more worried about him choosing
you.”

“Shut up,” Rose said.

“What? You’re worried about him
choosing me and what all that
means, but come on, Rose. You’re beautiful, sweet, kind, and I’ve
even heard rumor you can be a bit of a bitch.” She quickly pressed
a finger against her lips to make light of the insult she heard
thrown at her sister a few times—mainly from the males her sister wouldn’t bed, but that was
beside the point. “Don’t worry about me. I will be passed over and
you will not have to worry at all.”

They arrived at the town square and she
already saw the women lined up like cows, ready to be picked. It
was kind of sick and weird, but according to her father, this is what had to happen.
This was the agreement.

She didn’t agree to any of
it, not in the least,
but she couldn’t argue with anyone, it wasn’t her place.

Rose didn’t let go of her hand but before
she could join the
queue, her father grabbed her and quickly pulled her in for a
hug.

“It’s going to be okay,” he said.

She didn’t like this.

“I know.” She rubbed her father’s back and
then her mother pulled her in for a hug. This was unexpected, and
then, one by one, her three brothers grabbed her and hugged her.
This didn’t exactly bode well for her. Did they know something she
didn’t? Gale, Sean, and Ben pulled her in against them, hugging
her.

Rose got a similar hug as well, and Karina
walked toward the line,
and stood. She had a horrible urge to salute her family but chose
not to. Instead, she held her sister’s hand, because Rose had
grabbed it again.

“You know, everything is going to be okay?”
Karina asked.

“Of course it’s going to be okay. Everything is fine. More than
fine.”

“But you’re freaking out.”

“I know,” Rose said.

Karina looked at her sister and frowned.
“Are you okay?”

“No, I’m really, really not okay with any of
this.”

There was no time to hug her
sister and make promises she
couldn’t keep. She watched the change in her father, how he seemed
to tense up, and then exude what she assumed was his
alphaness. Yeah,
not a word, but there was no way to describe what else he was
doing, and Karina returned her gaze to looking straight ahead. She
couldn’t hear what was being said.

“Do you know what is happening?” Karina
asked, whispering to Rose.

“Shh, I’m trying to listen.”

“Well, you could at least help a girl out
here. You know, the one
that doesn’t have the greatest hearing.”

“Karina, shh.”

She rolled her eyes and still held her
sister’s hand. This is part of what she hated about being in the
pack. This is what made her the outsider. With her free hand, she ran fingers through her
hair, getting rid of some of the field where she’d been running
around, singing and dancing till her heart was content.

It was rare for her to get a day off, but
as this was happening today, she’d used the freedom to enjoy her
time. Not that she had an actual job. Everyone allowed her to help,
and even though no one would hire her, she had become a good sport in helping. All
she had to do was show up and there was always a job for her to
do.

This was so boring.

****

Rage had no interest in mating with any of
Westblood’s pack. He was a little surprised by the invite, but he
knew it was coming. Even
though he didn’t want to join forces or run the risk of weakening
his pack, he had a great respect for William Westblood, and
accepted his invitation.

He knew of the threat. He’d gone toe-to-toe with rogue wolves
before, and they were not a nice bunch. They were worse than
fighting a feral dog. A rogue wolf was stronger, their bite even
more lethal, and of course they didn’t tire, nor did they give up,
until either their prey was dead or they were.

His pack were not happy to be making the
trek out to the Westblood pack. He intended to turn down William’s
offer of mating with one of his women to join their packs together. Rage was an alpha.
He wouldn’t share that kind of responsibility.

“Rage, thank you for coming,”
William said, gripping
his hand, firm and strong.

He couldn’t help but smile at the force of
the handhold.

“It’s always a pleasure to see you, Will,”
he said. They were acquaintances. Rage knew he wasn’t particularly
liked. Being kicked out of his own pack many moons ago, in theory,
he should have gone
feral and been a problem. Unlike the rogue wolves causing problems,
Rage had been removed from his pack, and in doing so, several had
left with him. Their allegiance was sworn to him and him alone.
Along the way, he’d found other people, and a pack had been born.
One he did care about, but it was also a pack that had no name,
because they didn’t need one.

They lived not too far from Westblood, in
a small town. Westblood had created his pack amongst the
forest, where there was
a small village, whereas Rage had taken over an abandoned ghost
town, with forest surrounding them. He made sure his village
thrived, and it did.

Looking past Will’s shoulder, he saw the
women, at least twenty of them, lined up.

“We do not have to do this tonight,” Rage said.

He wanted some food, a
nice, strong drink, and
then he’d deal with all things business in the morning.

“I promised you I took this joining
seriously, and I intend to keep my promise.” Will took the lead.
“All of these women are consenting. They want to be here.”

Rage heard a snort that was then covered up
with a cough. He had a feeling not all of the women were
willing.

Down the line, he saw Rose, and knew she
was Will’s daughter. She didn’t look at him, but straight
down at the ground with her
hand over her mouth. She’d been the snorter.

So, Will’s daughter didn’t want to be his
mate. That was probably a good thing, because he had no interest in
Rose either. None of these women were worth his
time, but he did the
hospitable thing and shook their hands.

His own pack were aware of his annoyance,
but like he had told them, they stayed back and didn’t interfere
with his business. He wasn’t interested in anything they had to
say.

However, once he got to the fifth
woman, her grip was a
little tighter and she gave him a sultry hello. Rage was about to
respond with a curt acknowledgement, but then something happened he
had never experienced before in his life. The softest little hum.
Just a subtle sound, but his wolf came crashing to the surface,
shocking him into full awareness.

He’d always been in charge of his wolf.
Always. But he felt compelled to move.

Pushing the sultry woman’s hand off him, he
moved down the line, and that was when he saw her.

Long, blonde hair that didn’t even look like it had seen a
brush. He spotted some twigs and a few leaves that were weaved in
the strands.

The voice, though, was hypnotic. She wasn’t paying him any
attention. She just stood, bouncing on her feet, on the spot,
running fingers through her hair, giving a soft hum.

Rose must have seen his intention, because
the woman turned, and that was when he saw the shocking blue eyes,
sharp and stunning at the same time, as she looked at him.

Once he was closer, her scent made his mouth water. Wrapping
his fingers around her neck, he didn’t squeeze, couldn’t control
himself. He pulled her close, pressed his face
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