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  Blurbs


Rhett Vance had everything handed to him: a name, a pack, a smile that got him out of any trouble. Then he lost it all in one night, and the only person who'll take him in is a retired enforcer with a scarred eyebrow and a yard full of dead machines. 
Garrick Thorne doesn't care who Rhett's father is. He has one rule: every night, before you eat, say one thing you did that you're ashamed of. No excuses. No because.
Rhett expected hard work. He didn't expect to be seen. He doesn't know what to do with a man who won't be charmed, won't be bullied, and won't let him win. He definitely doesn't know what to do when that man tells him the truth about what he did, and what he's still carrying.
Two alphas who've both hurt people. One of them is learning how to kneel without losing himself. The other is learning that he's allowed to be wanted. And when a bond forms between them that shouldn't be possible, they'll have to decide whether being sorry is enough, or whether you have to spend a whole life being useful instead.
A slow-burn MM shifter romance about redemption, accountability, and being chosen on purpose.
Content notes: adult alphas (26 and 46), mate bond between two alphas, dominant/submissive dynamic with clear consent, past bullying and its consequences, references to self-harm and suicidal thoughts from Book 1 (non-graphic). Contains spoilers for Wolves Don't Say Sorry.






  
  Chapter 1: Sent Away


The road to Blackwater ran east for six hours, and Rhett Vance spent every one of them composing the speech he would never get to give. 
He had it perfect by the second hour. He would stand in front of his father's desk and lay it out: that he had been provoked. That Caleb Rourke was a stranger who had walked into the pack three months ago and turned it inside out. That an omega had spent a year looking at him with those big wounded eyes, and was it Rhett's fault the pack had noticed? He had only said things. He had never laid a hand on anyone who didn't ask for it.
He would be reasonable. He would be wronged. His father would see it.
But his father hadn't asked for a speech. He had stood in the doorway of Rhett's old bedroom the night of the Calling-In, hat in his hands, and said four words.
"You'll go to Lenore."
Rhett had stared at him. "For how long?"
"Until you understand what you did." His father's face had been heavy and gray in the lamplight. "I should have said it a year ago. I looked at you and I saw what I wanted to see. I won't do it anymore."
That was all. No shouting. No argument. Rhett had been dismissed like a boy sent from the table, and in the morning his bags were in the truck.
He pulled through the Blackwater gate a little after dusk.
The pack held the river country, rougher ground than the Vance ridge, all scrub oak and red clay and sagging fences. Smoke rose from a dozen chimneys. Nobody came out to meet him. A pair of teenagers on the porch of the general store watched the truck go by, and one of them said something to the other, and they both laughed.
Rhett's hands tightened on the wheel.
They don't know who I am, he thought, and the thought was so strange that for a moment he couldn't place it. At home, everyone had known. He had walked into every room carrying his name in front of him like a lantern.
His aunt Lenore lived at the end of a gravel road in a low brick house with a vegetable garden gone to frost. She was his father's younger sister, tall and spare, with a gray braid down her back and eyes that missed nothing. She was waiting on the porch with her arms folded.
"You're late," she said.
"The road..."
"I know the road." She looked him up and down, the good jacket, the expensive boots, the cut of his jaw, and something in her expression went flat. "Come in. Wipe your feet."
Dinner was soup and bread at a scarred wooden table, and she did not say a word until the bowls were empty.
Then: "Your father called me."
"I figured."
"He told me what happened. All of it."
"Then you've heard it wrong," Rhett said, and the speech came up like bile. "I didn't do anything that wasn't..."
"Rhett."
He stopped.
"I'm going to say this once," said Lenore. "I am not your father. I'm not going to hold your hand through this and I'm not going to listen to you tell it three different ways until you find the one you like. A young man was driven out of his own home because of you, and for nine days no one knew if he was alive."
The room went very quiet.
"That's not," Rhett said. "He didn't..."
"He ran. He nearly didn't come back." Her voice stayed level. "I don't know the details, and I don't need them. What I know is that a pack full of grown wolves took their cue from you, and one of them was nearly destroyed."
Rhett's mouth opened. Nothing came out.
He had known about the scars. That was the thing. He had known, because he'd seen them once, years ago, when Eli was nineteen and rolled up his sleeves to help with a hay bale. Rhett had known, and in the meadow he had used it, because it was the most efficient knife he had.
He had not thought of that in weeks. He realized it now with a cold, sliding sensation, as if he had missed a step in the dark.
"There's a man," Lenore said, "who owns a salvage yard on the edge of town. He needs a pair of hands. You'll be there at six."
"I'm the pack alpha's son."
"Not here."
She rose and began to clear the table.
"He doesn't take anyone," she added, with her back to him. "I had to ask a favor. Don't make me regret it."
Rhett sat alone in the lamplight and stared at his hands. They looked very much as they always had. Big, strong, unmarked.
For the first time in his life, he wished he knew what to do with them.






  
  Chapter 2: The Yard


The yard was twelve acres of dead machines. 
Rhett came through the chain-link gate at six the next morning with a travel mug of coffee and his chin up. Wrecked trucks stood in rows. Engine blocks lay stacked like tombstones. A rusting crane loomed over a pile of sheet metal, and a long, low corrugated shed squatted at the far end, smoke curling from a stovepipe.
A large brindle dog was lying across the shed door. It watched him with one yellow eye and did not get up.
"Hello?" Rhett called.
Nothing. He walked down the middle row, boots crunching on gravel, and was nearly to the shed when a voice behind him said, mildly, "You're standing in my yard."
He turned.
The man was in his mid-forties, broad through the chest and shoulders, with gray at his temples and a scar that cut through his left eyebrow and gave his face a permanent look of mild skepticism. He wore a canvas work jacket gone soft with age. He held a wrench in one hand, and he was looking at Rhett the way you look at a piece of equipment someone has delivered to the wrong address.
He was an alpha. Rhett knew it instantly, in his gut, in the animal back of his skull. The scent was old and heavy and utterly unhurried. Not the loud arrogance Rhett was used to. Something denser. Something that had stopped needing to prove itself.
He did not like it.
"Garrick Thorne," the man said. "You're Lenore's nephew."
"Rhett Vance." He said it the way he always said it, a little louder than necessary. "Alpha's son. Vance pack."
"Mm." Garrick looked at the coffee. "No drinks in the yard. Pour it out."
Rhett blinked. "Excuse me?"
"Fuel leaks. Solvent. Somebody lights a cigarette." Garrick shrugged, one shoulder. "Pour it out."
Rhett did not pour it out. He took a slow sip, holding the man's gaze, and smiled, the old smile, easy and a little wicked.
"I think I'll finish it first."
He didn't see the man move.
One moment he was standing on gravel with a mug in his hand. The next the mug was spinning through the air, and Rhett was flat on his back with the sky filling his vision and a forearm across his collarbones, pinned by a weight he could not shift. He bucked. He let the wolf rise, claws pricking from his fingers.
Garrick caught his wrist with his free hand and held it, easy as a man holding a child's.
"Don't," he said. He was not angry. That was the unsettling part. His voice was low and calm and almost bored. "You're strong. You've got speed. You were taught young, and taught well, and you've never had to use it on anyone who could take it from you."
Rhett snarled.
"That's the last time you do that in my yard," Garrick said.
He let go. He stood, stepped back, and offered a hand.
Rhett
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