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Prologue

 


Two Years Ago

Finn Brenner’s knuckles turned white on the wheel.
He trained his gaze on the long, dark, and winding road ahead of
him. Only the car’s headlights illuminated the path ahead of him.
Either side of the car, was nothing but flatland. It would be easy
to drag two bodies out there, bury them deep in the earth, and no
one would ever find them.

Finn kept reminding himself to breathe. By some
miracle, they’d outrun the black Mazda fast on their tail. Their
pursuers loomed behind them ever since they left Buster City. Finn
could never shake them off, not with this car.

“Fuck, Finn. Step on it, or we’re dead meat.” Owen
yelling in the backseat didn’t help his nerves one bit or the
overwhelming scent of copper his nose picked up.

Finn had never liked his older brother. They never
got along. He’d always resented the fact Owen and their dad formed
their own little club while he was growing up. A reminder Finn was
different from the rest of his family. Being an Omega wolf always
felt like a curse to him, one that would haunt him until his
death.

But it was only Owen and him now. Finn refused to
think about their father’s bullet-ridden body back at their
apartment in Buster City. He pushed grief, anger, and all the
negative emotions deep down inside of him and buried them. Right
now, Finn needed all his wits.

He stepped on the accelerator, but Finn knew he
pushed Betsy too hard. Their father’s second-hand Toyota could only
take so much before breaking down completely. Sooner or later,
they’d run out of gas, and Finn couldn’t remember the last gas
station they passed.

“How long until New Chester?” he asked his brother
in the back.

“How the hell should I know? I’m bleeding to death
here.”

“Don’t be overdramatic,” Finn snapped, shocked by
his own harsh tone. Maybe it was a little payback for all those
times Owen and his friends ganged up on him growing up. The times
Owen was an asshole to him. “You have two bullets in your chest.
They both missed your heart, and it’s not silver.”

“Prick. You wouldn’t be talking to me that way if I
wasn’t injured.”

It was so tempting to stop the car. Leave his
brother behind for the loan sharks. Finn knew Owen and their old
man spent cash way too easily and had never saved a cent their
entire lives. Sometimes, he wondered why he bothered working two
jobs just to pay all the bills, because before he could blink,
they’d both drained his salary within the course of a few days.
Savings didn’t exist in their dictionary.

Small surprise Owen and his dad owed a bunch money
to a particularly dangerous and nasty group of jackal shifters.

“Owen,” Finn said impatiently. “Dad’s dead. It’s
only the two of us now. Let’s make it past tonight and argue
tomorrow.”

Owen spat out more curses in the back seat. Finn
heard Owen playing with the GPS on his phone a moment later.

“Just a few more miles,” Owen said.

“What kind of deal did Dad and you exactly make with
Vito Watts?” Finn finally asked.

Silence in the backseat. He knew Owen hadn’t
fainted, because he could hear Owen’s harsh breathing. He gripped
the wheel harder. A bad feeling started in Finn’s gut, and the
Omega wolf that shared his skin whined softly inside of him. A bad
omen. The last time his wolf gave him a warning like this was seven
years ago, when they found out a drunk truck driver had run his mom
over.

Mary Brenner was human, and never stood a chance.
Even an Omega werewolf like Finn might have fatal injuries from an
accident like that, but he’d heal slowly and survive.

“Owen, stop pretending to sleep. Give me an answer,
or I stop the car right now.”

His brother must’ve heard the threat in his voice,
because Owen answered, “It’s not a bad deal, Finn. Vito’s Alpha to
the Bronzefur Pack, and New Chester’s his territory. Once we drive
past the town’s welcome sign, even Bull and his werejackal friends
will stop chasing us.”

“Tell me about your agreement,” Finn said through
gritted teeth. Owen only dodged his questions if his brother felt
guilty about something. “It’s about me, isn’t it?”

What else could it be? Finn already knew deep down,
his asshole dad and brother had used him as a bargaining chip.

“Vito’s been looking for an Omega breeder for a very
long time.”

Finn hit the brakes, and the car skidded to a stop.
Fury swept over him. His entire body started to shake. “You can’t
just give me away like some present, Owen. I’m your brother, your
flesh and blood.”

“I’d do the same if it means saving our family.”

Like hell. Owen constantly teased him all his life about being an Omega
werewolf. If they traded wolves, Owen wouldn’t survive a single day
as an Omega.

Finn let out a bitter laugh. “What family? I’ve been
picking up Dad and your beer bottles off the apartment floor since
I was ten. That’s all I am to you. Your housekeeper. Your
slave.”

“Finn, don’t do this,” Owen blurted, gripping the
back of his seat. “You have no idea what Bull and his crew are
capable of. They’re monsters. They’ll hurt me in ways I didn’t know
possible.”

“Good,” he said, feeling petty. Finn was tired. All
he wanted to do was lie down for the night and forget all his
troubles, but that was impossible.

Owen wasn’t done. His brother continued angrily,
“And as for you? You’re an untouched Omega. Maybe they’ll decide to
have a taste of you, break you in before selling you off to the
highest bidder.”

Those ugly words turned his stomach. He couldn’t
believe this was really happening, that hours ago, Owen and he had
come home to their wrecked apartment and their father’s corpse. The
local Buster city cops must be all over the crime scene by now.
They would have to explain themselves, Owen said, but it would be
no use, because Bull and his werejackal crew had the local coppers
in their pockets.

“Vito’s not so bad,” Owen continued. “He’s a lot
better than Bull, and he takes care of all his breeders. Vito
promised he wouldn’t touch you until you’re ready.”

“That’s supposed to console me?” He yanked open his
car door.

“Jesus, Finn. Don’t do this to me, please.”

“Why shouldn’t I? You and Dad are fine with selling
me off to the highest bidder, weren’t you? I should just leave you
out here to die. I’ll hide. Find myself another ride once Bull’s
done with you.”

Finn already regretted his words. Owen and his
father might be the worst scum the planet had to offer, but Finn
didn’t have a vengeful bone in his body. His dad, during the rare
occasions he was sober, once told Finn he was more like his mother
than Owen. Finn could only remember fragments about her, but in his
memories, she’d always been kind and sweet.

Other people might abandon you along the way but
family? Family will always be there for you.

That was one of the few conversations Finn
remembered having with her.

“Finn, come on. I’m your brother.” Owen whined.

Finn slammed the car door again and started to
drive. Owen, fortunately, shut up. Finn furtively kept glancing
over his shoulder. The Black Mazda’s headlights looked back at him
menacingly. What felt like hours later, they drove past a town
sign.

“Son-of-a-bitch, Finn. We did it,” Owen yelled in
the backseat.

I did it, he thought numbly to himself. Finn couldn’t believe this.
He’d been a rule follower his entire life. A good boy who never
broke the rules, and look where that got him. Owen and him were now
inside the territory of another werewolf pack. They’d never
belonged to one before.

Packs are for werewolf pussies who can’t make their
own decisions, his father once said.

In the rearview mirror, Finn saw the car come to a
halt. Three men sleeved in ink and piercings came out, swearing at
each other. He kept on driving, followed the directions Owen gave
him. Finn drove past the town square.

At this time of the night, all of the shops were
closed up. He entered a residential area and soon realized why Vito
chose to build his pack house here. The houses were large, far
apart from each other, giving the residents the ultimate
privacy.

“23rd Redview Street, we’re here,” Owen said.

Finn killed the engine in front of an imposing
looking house with what looked like three or four levels. Unlike
the other houses on the street, this one had its lights on, as if
the residents inside expected visitors.

The front door opened as Finn helped Owen out. He
grimaced, seeing the entire front of Owen’s shirt soaked with
blood. Two figures approached them. The first man—bald, tall,
muscular, and ten years older than he was, caught his eye. His
inner wolf whined in protest inside of him. Judging by the
aggressive energy coming off from this man, Finn knew this was
Vito. Vito hung back as another werewolf took Owen’s weight and
brought him inside, leaving Finn alone with the Alpha.

Vito didn’t budge from his spot. His cue to move
closer, Finn guessed. Seconds of meeting each other, and Finn knew
Vito was the kind of guy who expected everyone else to follow his
orders. Finn didn’t like him already, but what other choice he
had?

Finn played the good brother card. He chose family
over self-preservation, and there was no going back.

He cautiously approached Vito and shook the hand
Vito offered. No spark of electricity, no fuzzy feelings. Finn let
nothing but Vito’s firm handshake. Finn harbored some notion that
he could be somehow attracted to this man, that he could somehow
make do with his situation, but there was zero chemistry. True
despair filled him.

“I’m Finn,” he whispered.

“You know who I am. Welcome to my pack, Finn.”

 



Chapter One

 


Present

Finn took an extra long time showering, because he
dreaded the inevitable. Today, he turned twenty-one. Most normal
guys would be excited, but not him. Two years. He’d been ticking
off the days on his wall calendar, but that only made things
worse.

Shutting his eyes, he let the hot water run drench
his hair and body. He moved his hand to his dick, trying to picture
himself with Vito, but whatever he did, he wouldn’t get hard. Finn
opened his eyes and stared at the tiled wall.

Most Omegas would have been broken in when they
became of legal age, but he’d pleaded with Vito to wait until he
finished his photography diploma. By some miracle, Vito agreed.
Both of them knew Finn kept trying to delay the inevitable. Now,
Finn had to make good on his promise.

Finn finished his shower, toweled off, and dressed
as he usually did. He put on his favorite pair of jeans, his lucky
one, and a plain white t-shirt. As he tugged on his shirt, he found
himself looking out his bedroom window.

When he and Owen had first moved into the Bronzefur
pack house, Vito gave them their pick of rooms. Finn chose this
corner room on the second floor, because it had two gorgeous
windows that looked out to the woods right outside the house. The
pack often ran together into those woods during the full moon.
Groups of unmated werewolves. The mated couples.

Contrary to what the humans believed, werewolves
didn’t go out of control during a full moon, but it was important
to them because it was mating season. Tonight, the moon would be
bright and luminous, and Vito would breed Finn, as was Vito’s
right.

Thinking about tonight only made goosebumps appear
across his arms. He rubbed at them. Finn had the distinctive
feeling someone was watching him. Again. He looked at the cluster
of trees outside his windows.

Further north, past the river, was a strip of land
the Alpha forbade him and every other pack member to cross. No one
ever asked. Only a fool with a death wish questioned the Alpha.
Finn could never forget the one time a pack member dared ask Vito
why he choose to torture a werewolf from an enemy pack for three
days. Vito ended up putting that same pack member through the same
ordeal.

Vito often reminded everyone in the pack his one
rule. Obedience. Those who didn’t obey, paid the consequences. On
one hand, that kept every member in line, but Finn privately
thought a true Alpha didn’t need to flaunt his power every single
time.

Finn gripped the window frame. He thought he spotted
movement through the trees, a pair of fierce golden eyes set in a
black furry face and a flash of long, sharp teeth. A frightening
monster with a pelt so black, it reminded him of the night sky
devoid of stars.

Finn
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