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Prologue

 


Six Months Ago

Brey Tull packed her clothes into the
suitcase. The day had finally arrived, the day she left the pack.
It wasn’t forever, but by the way Henri glared at her, you’d think
she never planned on coming back. She’d grown up in the mountains,
spending her whole life in a compound ran by shifters. Her brother,
Henri, was the current Alpha and thorn in her side.

And him, he wasn’t there anymore. Brey
gritted her teeth and tried to push the memory of her mate out of
her mind, but the second it passed William “Liam” Willingham
invaded her thoughts. He wasn’t worth her time. Six months had
passed, and he hadn’t even spared her a backwards glance as he
drove away on his bike.

When she finished packing, she tried
to close the suitcase. The clasp refused to click into place. The
suitcase groaned in response. She pushed away from the offending
object and growled at it, her lips curling into a snarl. “You are
such a pain in the ass.”

“If you force it, it’ll
break.”

Brey twisted around, her feet tangling
up in the sheet, which she hadn’t bothered to put back on her bed.
She tried to regain her balance but failed, landing face first onto
her mattress instead. For a second there was silence before
laughter filled the small room. Brey groaned as her face grew hot.
What she wouldn’t have given for the earth to open and swallow her
up. She rolled onto her back and glared up at her sister-in-law.
Tessa Carey Tull, fox shifter, leaned up against the doorway, one
hand resting on her round stomach. She kept her long white hair in
a braid, and it hung over her shoulder, stopping short of touching
her waist. A simple, long black dress, which reached down to her
toes, did nothing to hide her curves. Pregnancy suited her. Brey
had never seen her look so happy.

“You know if you could
stop from laughing at me, you could help.”

Her sister-in-law’s easy smile lit up
the room. “You know I could help, but it’s fun to watch you
struggle.”

Brey sat up and worked at loosening
the flowery fabric tied around her ankles. “I’m glad you find me so
amusing.”

Tessa’s smile faltered, and she sighed
as she waddled over. “I can’t believe you’re getting ready to leave
for university. It only seems like yesterday we were playing in the
mud.”

“That was yesterday. Is the baby brain
finally getting to you?” Brey threw the blanket into the corner.
She’d spent the day helping Tessa plant vegetables in the garden.
She smiled at Tessa, taking the heat out of her words. “What are
you doing here?”

Brey knew Henri wanted her to stay.
There wasn’t anything he could do or say to get her to stay either.
He certainly couldn’t order her to. It would be the quickest way to
drive a wedge between them. They both knew it.

Tessa rustled her hair. “Why did you
cut it?” She was changing the subject, not particularly subtly
either. Brey used to have long dark blonde hair until she took a
pair of scissors to it. Now she sported a much shorter style, which
barely touched the top of her ears. It could have looked a lot
worse.

She ducked away from her, embarrassed
at the attention. “I fancied a change. It doesn’t look bad, does
it?”

Tessa smiled. “It looks different, but
it suits you. Those blue eyes of yours are going to break some
hearts.”

Brey chuckled. She stood and pulled
her sister-in-law into a hug, being careful not to squish the bump.
“I’m going to miss you.”

“I’ll miss you, too,
kiddo. I know Henri is a little mad, but he’ll get over it. I blame
this.” She gestured at her bump. “He’s in massive protection mode.
It’s starting to get a little annoying.”

“Didn’t he annoy you
before he got you knocked up?”

Tessa’s gaze narrowed. “He was sweet.”
She sighed. “He still is. We only really talked on the walkie
talkie before I was attacked and infected with the shifter virus. I
didn’t even know about the concept of mates until he introduced me
to it. I know human men can be like this, overprotective. It’s a
little overkill with shifters. He’s lucky I love him so much, or I
could have kicked his butt multiple times.”

“Some of us aren’t so
lucky to have such attentive mates.” As soon as the words left her
mouth, she wished she could take it back. Liam crept back into her
thoughts. It was ridiculous. He probably didn’t spare her a thought
anymore.

Tessa looked down at Brey’s suitcase.
She’d spent most of the week packing things up into boxes. She
didn’t have much. The Coldwater Pack worked like a preppers’
compound. They didn’t have a lot of material things or access to
computers, so the only way she’d been able to get the grades
together, was because of the online courses she’d taken. Mostly
thanks to Beth Cooper, David Parr’s mate—she’d driven Brey down to
the library in Goodrich to use the computers there.

The day Henri found out
Beth helped her had resulted in an argument between the two of
them. In the end, it was mainly because Brey did it in secret.
Henri made sure the cubs had an education. They could leave when
they were old enough, but Brey was his sister. He’d never
thought she would
want to leave. Brey gritted her teeth again.

“Can you please help me
with the suitcase?”

Tessa kissed her forehead before
breaking the embrace. “Okay, only because your packing skills
suck.”

“You have your skills, and
I have mine.” Brey put her hands on her hips. “How long do you
think Henri will be mad at me?”

“He started calling you by
Brey instead of Aubrey like you wanted.” Tessa emptied the contents
of the case back onto the bed and then went to work folding her
clothes, rolling them up and putting them back into the case. It
was impressive.

“That took months!” “Brey”
was a lifetime ago.

“At least you have a time
frame in mind then. By the time you finish your first year he’ll be
back to the brother you know and love.”

Brey sat down opposite her with an
audible huff and rested her chin in the palm of her hands. “You
know why I have to do this, right?” Tessa didn’t say anything but
nodded. “He rejected me, Tessa. He doesn’t want Brey, and I’m done
trying to prove to him he’s wrong. He left and now there’s no point
in me staying. I need to find out who I am without him. And this is
how I plan on accomplishing it.”

“What is it about you and
your brother? You go after everything like a bull in the china
shop? There is something about being delicate, instead of throwing
yourself into everything and anything.” Tessa huffed as she closed
the suitcase without any struggle at all.

Brey smiled. “You do know the family
you married into, right?”

 



Chapter One

 


Present Day

The late afternoon sun was slowly
disappearing beneath the horizon. Liam sat down on the porch of his
home and emptied another bottle of cheap beer. His blue t-shirt,
soaked with sweat, clung to his body. Another long day working on
the house. It was starting to take shape but working by himself
meant it was taken longer than it should have done. It was a
reminder he wasn’t up to his full strength, even if years had
passed since he’d been cured. He needed to accept he wasn’t going
to get any stronger. Still a wolf and very much alive but he still
missed everything he left.

Everyone he said goodbye
to.

He picked up a fresh bottle and popped
the cap, ignoring the way the beer frothed and escaped its prison
spilling onto his hand. Liam licked his hand and took a drink,
enjoying the bitter aftertaste. Henri had given him enough money to
buy a plot of land on which to build. It had taken a good couple of
months to get the foundations down and the walls up. The ceiling
was missing some slates, but the trees helped keep the worst of the
weather off. Failing that, the buckets helped from the flooring
getting water damage. Liam stumbled to his feet. It took a lot of
alcohol to affect a wolf, but there were several cases in the
fridge. He plodded down the hallway and collapsed onto the settee.
He closed his eyes and rested his free arm across them.

What would Aubrey say if
she could see him now? Roll her eyes, her hands on her hips, and
call him a douchebag. Damn, I miss
her. He would swear blind, if anyone
asked, that she never entered his thoughts. That the image of her
wasn’t scorched into his memory. When she’d turned eighteen, she
tried to seduce him. A groan escaped him as he remembered the blue
denim shorts and the white vest top, she’d chosen to wear. The way
the material had strained against her chest, showing him that she
hadn’t bothered with the bra. Her long blonde hair had hung loosely
around her shoulders. Angelic. Sweet. And desperate for him to
claim her. It took every inch of strength he didn’t know he
possessed to turn away from her, to close the door. He’d caught
sight of the defeat in her blue eyes. Had another rejection from
him broken her, shattered the last piece of hope she carried they
would end up together?

It was an asshole move, but she
deserved more than a broken man. Aubrey’s whole life was in front
of her, and he would only drag her down. That night proved one
thing to him—he wouldn’t always be strong enough to turn her away.
As soon as the sunlight crested the horizon, his bags were packed,
and he left.

“You are such a coward,”
he said to the empty room.

“Can’t argue with
that.”

Liam moved his arm enough to peek out
from underneath it. A man with dark red hair, almost black, stood
by the door, and looked around the room in obvious disgust. The
effect of being in the presence of his Alpha made his wolf cower.
Being in the presence of his best friend overruled the natural
urge. He readjusted his arm and closed his eyes. “How dd you find
me?”

“You weren’t hiding.”
Henri walked across the room, and Liam sensed the movement to take
his bottle. A growl rumbled in his chest, but it was for show. If
it came to a fight Henri would hand him his ass, and he knew it. “I
need a fucking drink. Where do you keep them?”

“Fridge. I buy these
things in bulk.” As Henri turned away, Liam risked another look at
him. Another reason he couldn’t pursue Aubrey. They’d been best
friends close to forever. What idiot went after his best friend’s
little sister? Even when she turned eighteen? “Aren’t you on
parental duty? How’s the rug-rat?” He caught the grimace which
crossed his friend’s face and frowned, sitting up. “What’s wrong?
Is everything okay?”

Henri didn’t say anything until he
retrieved the bottle and sat down next to him with a huff. He
twisted the cap off and took a long swig from it, wiping his lips
with the back
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