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    Prologue 

   
 
    “For this boy I prayed, and the LORD has given me my petition which I asked of Him.” - 1 Samuel 1:27 
 
   

    Home of Ian Campbell, Pack Alpha 
 
    Campbell Wildlife Preserve 
 
    Outside Flagstaff, Arizona 
 
    Wednesday, October 14, 2015 
 
   

    “I think I need to see Jeremy.” Donna Caldwell pulled her feet up on the couch and hugged her knees. 
 
    “Why?” Tanya Campbell cocked her head. 
 
    “I’m afraid I might be pregnant.” She frowned and lowered her gaze to her finger tracing an invisible line on the leather-upholstered cushion. “It might not be Graham’s. What if that scumbag who Turned me got me pregnant?” Oh, God, I don’t think I could handle that. He was so cruel, and how would Graham feel about raising another man’s child? Sure, he’s helping with my brother Tommy, but that’s totally different. She forced down the memories that tried to surface. 
 
    “Why would you think that?” Tanya’s frown carried as much confusion as concern. 
 
    “I haven’t had a period since I was attacked.” 
 
    “Are you feeling sick or anything?” 
 
    Donna shook her head. “No, I’m just… late.” 
 
    “I had the same concern after Colin pulled me out of that horrible place.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “He assured me it was impossible. The first Shift is so violent, due to the changes the body goes through, that any existing pregnancy is spontaneously aborted, no matter what stage it’s in.” 
 
    Thank you, Lord. She frowned. Not that I’m grateful for the death of an innocent, but I hope You understand I want any child I carry to be my husband’s. 
 
    “That said, you’re not pregnant. It’s impossible.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    Kelly Darrow exited the hallway, having put Tommy to bed in Ian’s guestroom. He said she was the only one who read to him the way he liked. Donna chose not to be hurt by her brother’s comment and focus on gratitude for the help. He adored Kelly and Tanya, and they’d been wonderful with him while the men hunted a mountain lion that had nearly killed Kelly’s mate-to-be, Brett Mitchell, a few days before. They had yet to catch it. 
 
    “Um, Kelly?” Tanya turned to the other woman, who dropped into one of the chairs bracketing the couch and slouched down. “Remember what you told me last week about the changes in our reproduction with the Shift to wolf?” 
 
    “Of course.” Kelly nodded. 
 
    “You need to explain that to Donna, too. She thinks she might be pregnant.” 
 
    Kelly sighed and shook her head. “The men in this pack really need to communicate with their females better. They should’ve told you this sort of thing as soon as possible after your Turning. It’s not the kind of information to withhold until it’s requested. Female werewolves don’t have human reproductive cycles. Major changes occur during the first Shift, leaving us with annual heats like wild canines. Our heats occur in the summer. That’s the only time we can possibly get pregnant.” 
 
    “So… I can’t get pregnant until I… go into heat? Like a dog I saw wandering the trailer park every few months with males following her everywhere?” 
 
    “Similar, but not the same. The other males in the pack will leave you alone because you’re mated. Graham will be more protective and possessive during that time, so Ian may have the two of you stay away from the pack to save some stress. My father never allowed subordinate wolves to have mates, so I can only speculate about that.” 
 
    “What about your sister?” Tanya asked. 
 
    “He basically sold her off to an alpha he knows. Someone he met at some business conference or something.” Kelly scowled. “Anyway, subordinates are allowed to hold females captive and rape them but not to have permanent mates.” 
 
    Donna grimaced. “How horrible. I’m glad Ian’s not like that.” Then she sighed and half-smiled. “On the pregnancy thing, I’m relieved on the one hand and disappointed on the other.” 
 
    Tanya nodded. “I know what you mean.” She glanced at Kelly. “You need to tell her the rest. About fertility.” 
 
    Why did that sound so ominous? “What about it?” 
 
    “Werewolves have unreliable fertility. No one knows why, but heats don’t always result in pregnancy, no matter how much sexual contact mates have. I’ve only my family to go on, but my mother went into heat almost every year and had only seven live births and two stillbirths over the course of forty years. My sister has had only two in almost twenty years. Female offspring are less common than males. My mother had one female for every two males. My sister has only had males so far.” 
 
    Donna considered all of that. “So we can anticipate difficulty getting pregnant, and we’ll probably have more boys than girls.” She smiled. “I can live with that.” 
 
  




 

 
    Chapter 1 
 
   
    Caldwell residence 
 
    Near Flagstaff, Arizona 
 
    Thursday, June 9, 2016 
 
   
    RESTLESS, Donna paced the confines of the house, waiting for Graham to come home from work. All week, she’d been unsettled, and getting worse by the day. The fact she couldn’t come up with an explanation for it increased her stress. She hadn’t said anything to Graham, hoping it would go away, but it hadn’t. Even the brush of fabric against her skin compounded it, but running around the house stark-naked… not an option, especially with a kid brother who could come home anytime. 
 
    Her temper had been on edge most of the week, so she’d stayed home for the most part and pretty well isolated to avoid snapping and snarling at some innocent bystander. 
 
    Like the guy in line behind her at the grocery story that morning. He’d made a friendly pass. Nothing serious. Yeah, he’d been interested, but he hadn’t been rude or offensive about it. She’d glared at him and barely restrained a growl. She hated to think how she’d have reacted if he’d touched her or said something that was actually annoying. 
 
    And poor Tommy. She’d nearly bitten his head off Monday evening. Juice spilled on the kitchen floor hadn’t warranted such a reaction, but she hadn’t been able to rein it in. Graham had stepped in, helped Tommy clean up the mess, and then taken Tommy the next morning to spend some time with the pack alpha, Ian Campbell. 
 
    She stopped pacing to stare out the window in the kitchen over the forest that filled their expansive backyard. Poor Tommy. He’d looked so baffled and wounded. She’d spoken with him over the phone late Tuesday morning to apologize. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he’d assured with a smile warming his voice. “Graham explained everything. I totally understand.” 
 
    If only she did. And what exactly had Graham explained? 
 
    The rumble of the garage door announced Graham’s return. Donna turned to stare at the door between the garage and the kitchen. She had no choice but to talk to him. They had to figure out why she was on edge, before someone got hurt. The wolf couldn’t be permitted to take charge, and it clawed closer to the surface each day. 
 
    The door opened, and Graham walked through, dropping his keys and briefcase on the table beside the door. He closed the door and glanced up as he dug his wallet out of his pocket to toss it on the table. His gaze met hers, and a big smile warmed his face in an instant. “Hey, you.” His smile faded then his brow puckered. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “No.” She crossed her arms over her chest. Tears pricked her eyes. “I feel like I’m about to climb out of my skin.” 
 
    “That’s not surprising. I feel it, too.” He chuckled and shook his head as he rounded the island and closed the distance between them. “I’ve got tomorrow and all of next week off.” 
 
    What did that have to do with the way she felt? “Why?” 
 
    Graham cocked his head with a puzzled frown. “I’m afraid I’ll kill one of the guys I work with. I’m not liking other men much at the moment.” 
 
    Not helpful. Was a weird moon coming or something? The super moon the previous September had certainly had some odd effects, but not like this. “Why?” 
 
    “Why?” His mouth opened then closed, as though he was at a loss for words. “Uh… do you really need to ask?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t if I didn’t.” Was he mocking her? Donna narrowed her eyes and glared at him. He didn’t appear to be teasing. Just confused. 
 
    His eyes widened after a long moment, and he smacked his forehead with an open palm. “Oh, man!” He lowered his hand, gently gripped her upper arms, and sighed. “I’m so sorry. I assumed Kelly explained.” 
 
    “Explained what?” 
 
    “Have you noticed a difference in your scent this week?” 
 
    “No.” She frowned at him. Great. Had she been stress-sweating and stinking up the house without realizing it? “I don’t generally pay much attention to how I smell. Why?” 
 
    “You went into heat the first of the week.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    Graham smiled. “Trust me. I’ve been around female wolves in the past. It’s been a while, but I still recognize the scent.” 
 
    Kelly had
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