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      Wesley is devastated. The man who raised him is dead, murdered by a vicious Alpha who has taken over his pack. Now that Alpha wants Wes to become his Omega breeder. Sent on a fool’s errand to get help, Wes finds himself lost and injured. When Wes bumps into a feral werewolf, Wes doesn’t run. Something tells Wes that fate led him to Owen for a reason.

      Owen’s more wolf than man. In another life, Owen was a sniper, a trained killer. Now, he’s slowly devolving into a beast. When he meets Wes, Owen instantly knows Wes is his fated mate. Owen will do what it takes to win his mate over, even if that means taking care of a psychopath.
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      Wesley Cole’s heart was in his throat. Clay, the Alpha of the Bridgewood Pack and the man who raised him, landed a few feet from him with a whine. Clay reminded him of a barely breathing lump of fur. 

      Wes took a deep breath, tried to look past the angry rake marks all over Clay’s body. This couldn’t be happening. He knew Clay still had some fight left in him.

      “He’s still breathing,” he whispered. Wes pitched his voice louder and yelled, “Clay, don’t give up. You can take him.”

      No one else echoed his sentiments. Standing next to him, Derek, the pack Beta crossed his arms and looked deep in thought. Wes grew a little annoyed. As Clay’s second-in-command, Derek should do something. Like, rile up the other pack members to shout encouraging remarks to their Alpha. 

      Standing this close to Derek, Wes also noticed one important detail. Like Clay, Derek’s hair had more streaks of gray in them than brown. Where did time go? He swallowed, tore his gaze from Derek and back to the man who took care of him after his parents died in a car crash. 

      An Alpha has to hold his pack together, Clay once told him after defeating a much younger challenger. Clay emerged from that battle victorious. The pack celebrated the Alpha’s victory by partying all night.

      They thought Clay would always remain undefeated. Wes had stayed by Clay’s bedside for weeks, nursing Clay back to health. Clay fought off that competitor, but he couldn’t keep doing it. Eventually, Clay’s luck would run out. 

      Today was that day.

      For all his cocky talk earlier, for all his boasting, Wes knew the truth deep down. Clay stood no chance against Roman Chase. Roman was in his late thirties. Roman was younger, stronger, and possessed a viciousness that made Wes cringe.

      Clay would’ve stepped down if he had a potential successor but there was none. Most of the dominant werewolves in the pack, the warriors, were Clay and Derek’s age—in their fifties. The younger wolves usually left town the moment they turned eighteen to pursue better prospects or join bigger packs.

      Seconds passed. Clay got back to all four paws again. Some of the watching pack members cheered, but it was half-hearted at best. They knew Wes thought with sinking realization, that Clay was going to lose.

      Fear gripped his heart as Clay lunged at Roman again. The younger challenger anticipated Clay’s move, easily dodged Clay’s fangs. Roman retaliated, bit hard on Clay’s left hind leg.

      Clay howled, Roman tossed him aside like a rag doll. Amusement gleamed in Roman’s piss-colored eyes. 

      “The bastard’s enjoying this. He’s toying with Clay,” he said. He turned to Derek. “You have to stop this. Please, Derek. Clay will die.”

      Derek finally looked at him. He saw sadness reflected in the Beta’s eyes. “You and I know the rules, Wes. No interference. Roman was within his rights to challenge Clay.”

      “Screw the rules. You’re going to let some outsider maul your best friend to death?” he demanded. A few heads turned their way.

      Derek gave him a warning growl. “Not another word from you, Wes. I swear, Clay should’ve disciplined you better, but he was soft.”

      “Was? Don’t talk about Clay like’s dead. He’s not,” he blurted. 

      Derek didn’t say anything else. Suspicion resurfaced in his head. Their pack kept their head down, never sought fights with other paranormal groups.

      Bridgewood was located off the grid, too remote and boring to be of interest to anyone else. Derek was famous for his temper, went off the rails when a fellow pack mate broke a rule. 

      Why was the Beta so calm now? How did Roman Chase even know of Bridgewood? 

      Before Roman challenged Clay in the town square, Roman mentioned he used to belong to the Sharp Claws Pack. That pack ruled the entire west coast and their territory was thousands of miles away from Bridgewood. 

      It didn’t take a genius to figure out why Roman was ejected from his old pack. Wes saw it in the way Roman practically tortured Clay to death. No decent pack would want a vicious and sadistic shifter on their roster.

      “You invited him here,” he said in a whisper.

      Derek didn’t meet his gaze. “The pack needs new leadership, Wes.”

      “How did you even meet him? Jesus, Derek. What else did you offer him? No one in their right mind would come to Bridgewood and—” Wes halted, suddenly knowing the answer. He had a bad feeling about Roman from the start. 

      Wes thought he imagined Roman seizing him up before the fight but his instincts were usually spot-on. His stomach churned. The Omega wolf who shared his skin whined in protest inside of him.

      Wes never got along with Derek, had never truly trusted the Beta because Derek made bad decisions in the past. Clay always ended up forgiving his best friend. Derek was right about one thing. Clay might be a big deal in the past. Clay was a good leader, but those days had come to an end.

      “You offered Roman me, didn’t you?” he asked. Wes felt numb, like all his internal organs had been carved out. 

      “Don’t give me that look, Wes. You’re unmated and you’re a young Omega. Clay’s been trying to find you a match for ages.”

      “Clay only wants what’s good for me,” he said in a hollow voice. “But you? What’s in it for you?”

      “I only want what's best for the pack and Roman’s the future.” Derek inched closer to him. 

      His skin crawled but Wes stayed his ground. He wasn’t that seven-year-old boy anymore that used to be afraid of Derek. He should be. Wes thought he knew everyone in the pack. He even saw them as family. Over the years, Wes started to believe that Derek finally warmed up to him. 

      “You betrayed your best friend,” he said, tears in his eyes. No one noticed them. Every pack mate watched the fight which only had one outcome. Clay’s end. “Was it worth it?”

      Derek grabbed his arm, dug his fingers deep into his skin. He suppressed a yelp, refused to give Derek any measure of satisfaction. 

      Derek leaned in close and he had no choice but to listen to Derek’s poisonous words, “Stupid, Omega. You don’t know a thing, do you? It doesn’t matter. I hear Roman fucks the way he fights. You’ll be reduced to a mindless breeding doll once he’s done with you.”

      Wes yanked his hand back. The Beta would never have the guts to talk to him like that if Clay was within earshot.  

      Clay.

      A whine sounded from the dueling grounds. Clay landed a few feet from where Derek and he stood one final time. Roman padded closer, his motions deliberately slow while the only father-figure in Wes’ life begged for mercy. Clay deserved better. Tears gathered in his eyes. Wes told himself he’d be strong, but he couldn’t hold them back anymore.

      “Wait,” he blurted, pushing past the other pack mates in front of them.

      “Wes, what the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Derek hissed behind him.

      Ignoring the Beta, he waded past the crowd and ran up to the fighting area. He planted himself between Clay and Roman and spread his arms wide.

      “Enough. You win. You’re the new Alpha but please. I want a few moments with him before he—” Wes trailed off, unable to finish.

      Roman halted.

      “We have a new Alpha,” Derek yelled. 

      Silence in the crowd. He ran to Clay, knelt and ran his fingers through Clay’s matted fur. This was the man who brought him to the woods and taught him how to shift. Despite Clay’s duties and responsibilities, Clay always made time for him, even went to his Parent-Teacher meetings. 

      He gritted his teeth, wished for the millionth time he wasn’t cursed with the Omega genes. If only Wes was stronger, a born fighter. Then he’d challenge Roman, fight the new Alpha to the death. Wes felt more powerless than ever. He stopped touching Clay’s fur. The old Alpha didn’t move an inch. Clay’s breathing turned raspy. 

      “I’ll get you help, even if it's the last thing I do,” he whispered in a low voice so Roman wouldn’t hear them. He began to look for the pack healer but big, bloody fingers clutched his arm.

      Wes widened his eyes, didn’t know how Clay had the strength to change back to human form. He leaned in close, stilled when Clay used his other hand, his injured one, to grip Wes’ shoulder. Clay hauled himself up, so his lips were close to Wes’ ear.

      “There’s no time, boy,” Clay whispered. 

      The Alpha let out a cough, spraying his cheek with blood. Wes stood still, horrified this was all happening in the present. Clay and he argued earlier this morning. He couldn’t even remember why they argued. Just another stupid fight. 

      “Clay, you can’t leave me,” he blurted. “This pack needs you.”

      “This is the way of our world. The strong rule over the weak but you’re no weakling, Wes.”

      “I’m just an Omega.”

      “You’re stronger than any wolf I’ve ever raised. Listen closely. I don’t think I have the energy to say this twice.”

      Clay’s last wish. God. Wes knew it in his bones. There was no time to get help. Even if he found the pack healer, Clay’s injuries were too deep, too fatal. 

      This was the end of the line for Clay.
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      Emotion clogged Wes’ throat, but he managed to get the words out. “What did you want to tell me, dad?”

      Clay’s brown eyes, seemed to soften at those words. Despite Clay’s ruined face, the old Alpha managed to curve his lips to a smile. “Run, Wes. Far from here. As fast as you can. Roman’s a monster.”

      “You want me to run after telling me I’m strong?” Wes asked, confused.

      In the background, Wes became aware of the rest of the pack cheering for Roman. Pissed off they’d forgotten what Clay had done for them in the past, he angrily swiped the tears from his eyes. Traitors, all of them.

      Wes knew everyone only wanted to survive but Clay hadn’t even passed away yet. He spotted Derek approaching Roman, who had changed back to human form. 

      The new Alpha looked horrifying, naked, baptized in Clay’s blood.

      “Listen,” Clay said, tone urgent.

      “I am.” He turned his attention to Clay, although Clay was hard to look at. It was a small wonder Clay managed to speak at all, covered in rake marks like that. Clay’s blood soaked into his clothes, his skin.

      “Go to the eastern part of our territory. Near the rock formation.”

      “Red Rock? You forbade every one of us from going there,” he whispered.

      “Get help.” Clay gripped his arm. “Promise me.”

      “Okay,” he said. Clay must be out of his mind except Clay’s eyes remained clear as day. 

      After saying his piece, Clay leaned against him, breathing harshly. 

      “Once you find him, remind him that he owes me one. That you’ve come collecting.”

      “You’re making no sense at all,” he blurted.

      Clay didn’t say anything else. Wes listened closely. No pulse. With a heavy heart, he closed Clay’s eyelids shut. A sob caught in his throat. Grief threatened to rise, swallow him whole.

      The Alpha gave us a job to do, his wolf reminded him.

      That was right. Clay had one last request. Maybe Clay knew Roman wanted him as a consolation prize. That was why Clay wanted him to run.

      A bloodstained hand landed heavily on his shoulder. He raised his head, bit back a remark as Roman flashed him a toothy, almost sinister grin.

      “There, there, little Omega. Don’t cry. I’m here now.”

      Roman’s voice reminded him of gravel. No trace of sympathy there. Roman’s human black eyes looked blank to him, like that of a dead fish.

      “He was like a father to me,” he blurted, unable to keep the accusation out of his voice. 

      “A father? Nah. Maybe he was just waiting for the right moment to rut you.” 

      “Clay’s always spoiled him. Maybe you can teach him some manners, Alpha,” Derek drawled.

      Roman narrowed his eyes at Derek. “Who asked you?”

      Derek looked slightly taken aback. 

      “Tell the others to prepare a hell of a feast tomorrow,” Roman told Derek. 

      “To celebrate your victory?”
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