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ONE
Slaughter
Abel punched the button for the intercom into the California sanctuary for the fourth time. After the way he had left, Abel didn’t exactly expect to be greeted with shouts of delight and hugs, but he also didn’t expect to be totally ignored.
“Come on,” he muttered, peering through the gates into the fog. The road into the sanctuary had been designed to keep people from seeing inside, and paired with the tall brick walls and barbed wire fence, it did a pretty good job of looking intimidating and unwelcoming.
Abel wasn’t easy to intimidate, but he definitely felt unwelcome.
He hit the button one more time.
“Levi, you punk, I know you’re there,” he growled into the speaker. “Let me in!”
Still, nothing happened.
Forget this.
Abel stripped off his jacket, leaving his muscular arms and the pistols in his shoulder rig bared to the night, and threw the coat over the wire. He scaled the gate, hopped safely to the other side, and pulled the coat down with him. He grumbled as he jerked the coat closed around his black wife-beater again.
Breaking into a jog, he followed the shortcuts that he had memorized in his time living at the sanctuary, and cut a path straight toward the house. The grounds were completely silent. If Abel had been a little more morbid, he might have even thought of them as… dead.
As he approached the front doors of the sprawling manor house, a dark lump appeared in the fog. He couldn’t tell what it was from that distance, but he had a pretty good feeling. He had seen a lot of dead bodies in his time as werewolf hunter, and they all kind of looked the same, after a while.
Abel kneeled next to the body and pushed it onto its back.
Eldon. One half of the resident married couple. His throat had been torn out, and he hadn’t managed to heal from it—even werewolves weren’t invulnerable.
So Cain hadn’t been bluffing when he said that his men had attacked the sanctuary.
Abel’s hands clenched into fists, and he fought not to scream his frustrations into the fog. Instead, he moved to the front doors and found them standing open; the foyer was cold and damp. It was also littered with three more bodies.
He steeled himself and went about the grim duty of finding all of the dead.
It took over an hour, but by the time he pulled the bodies into a pile outside, the fog hadn’t yet receded. In fact, it only seemed to thicken, making the day seem mournfully quiet.
Once he was sure that he didn’t smell any other bodies in the house, he took inventory of the ones he had piled together.
Over a dozen people dead.
He didn’t know most of them—they had never come out to the Gresham sanctuary for a visit. At least one of the bodies wasn’t a werewolf at all; it was a witch in Scott Whyte’s coven. And, judging by all the black they were wearing, three of them were with the Union.
His wolf stirred as he pulled himself away from the pile of bodies to find wood. Usually, he didn’t have to fight with his inner beast the way Rylie did, so it surprised him to feel the wolf swell in his heart. It recognized members of its pack, and it was sad. Sad.
“Shut up, you big sissy,” he muttered to himself.
Great, now he was talking to himself, too. He was going to turn into Rylie any day now.
He lost himself in the comforting motions of hard, physical labor. Scott would have been ticked to see Abel ripping trees from the earth, but there were plenty on the property; he probably wouldn’t even notice around all the dead people, if he ever came back.
The condition in which he had found the dead bugged him. It just made no sense to leave all those bodies behind. Not just the indignity of letting the pack rot in the open air. The Union liked to keep tight control of what it perceived to be its resources—which included bodies. As Abel understood it, they liked to pull things apart. Study them. Find what made them tick.
If the coven hadn’t collected the bodies, and the Union had also left them behind, then that meant something must have forced the survivors away from the sanctuary. They hadn’t left of their own free will.
He piled the driest wood he could find around the bodies. Just because nobody had come looking yet didn’t mean that they weren’t going to, and he didn’t want the cops to find anything but dust.
Abel located cans of gasoline in the shed and spilled it over the bodies and the wood, his heart heavy and a knot in his throat. Fluid splashed over the slack faces of his pack. It soaked into their shirts and left them glistening.
He set the can aside, stepped back, and took out his lighter.
Everyone deserved a dignified burial. Something befitting their spirituality that would also please their families and honor their memory. But with a flickering flame dancing over Abel’s chilly fingertips, he couldn’t think of a single thing to say that would be good enough.
“Rest in peace,” he muttered, flicking the lighter onto the pyre.
The wood caught. Fire spread. Soon, despite the fog, it was a blazing bonfire. He couldn’t even make out the bodies inside. But Abel watched as it burned down, jaw set and eyes blurry.
“I’ll avenge you,” he told the bonfire. “Trust me. I will.”
His sensitive ears picked up a distant sound—the noise of the front gate creaking open as someone forced their way inside.
Abel tensed. Someone was approaching him—someone that smelled like pack. But this person wasn’t friendly. He reeked of corpse. A dead body that was much older than the fresh bodies Abel was burning. One that had already dried, decayed, and had gotten up to walk around again anyway.
He reached inside his jacket as a figure emerged from the fog, but he didn’t draw his gun fast enough.
“Hello, brother,” Cain said. “Let’s have a talk.”



TWO
I Do
Rylie was just ten miles and three long hours away from meeting her Aunt Gwyneth for breakfast. And she wasn’t sleeping.
There was nothing in the hotel to disturb her: the building was silent, the temperature was comfortable, and she felt reasonably safe in bed with Seth. Trevin and Crystal were taking turns patrolling the halls, so Rylie would have plenty of warning if they were attacked.
But even with everything peaceful, her head was spinning.
She couldn’t stop thinking about those two pink lines.
Pregnant.
Rylie rolled over onto her stomach, and wondered if her belly felt harder than usual, or if she was just imagining things. Neither thought helped her get sleepy.
When the clock read five, and the light outside the curtains began to brighten, she gave up on sleeping.
Rylie slipped out the door and stood on the patio overlooking the bustling street. It had snowed heavily overnight, leaving the world blanketed in white, except where the snow plows had already done their work. The trees were caked with ice.
She didn’t feel cold, even though she was only wearing her underwear and one of Seth’s shirts. An icicle dripped on the snow beside her foot, giving a gentle tap-tap-tap.
It was calm, beautiful, and peaceful. Impossible to tell that someone out there wanted to kill her.
Footsteps crunched on the snow in the parking lot, and a figure in a dark jacket traced a path from the door downstairs toward the trees. She could only see the top of his head, so Rylie took a sniff of the air. She picked up the smell of microwave burritos and aluminum foil. Trevin.
She watched him pace the parking lot, seemingly unaware that he was being observed, and bit her lip in disappointment. She had been hoping against hope that Abel would have come back to protect her.
Rylie felt hot just thinking about kissing Abel again. And the way that he had looked when he burst into the cabin to save her from Eleanor…
Her emotions were confusing, but it was enough to convince her that marrying Seth was a bad idea. At least for now.
Except for those two pink lines.
She slipped into the hotel room again.
Seth was buried in the fluffy duvet, and he didn’t move when Rylie tracked wet footprints across the carpet to enter the bathroom. She shut the door before turning on the light.
She lifted up her shirt, pushed down the waist of her underwear, and stood with her side to the mirror to inspect the curve of her belly. It looked normal. Rylie folded her hands over her stomach and tried to imagine what was happening inside of her body.
Her mom used to breed golden retrievers, back when Rylie was in elementary school, so she was familiar with the process of producing purebred puppies that could sell for a thousand dollars a head: choosing the right stud, going to the veterinary appointments, helping the mother birth, picking out the ones with the best breed characteristics.
That was the most experience Rylie had with the birth of new life. And she suddenly had a bizarre mental image of curling up in the back of her mom’s closet to have puppies, which she immediately banished. That was a really weird thought that she preferred not to entertain.
Rylie’s might have spent a lot of time with puppies, but as far as young humans went, she had only babysat kids old enough to be going to elementary school. Kids who were already potty trained, and could talk, and ate peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. Kids that she could stick in front of a TV while she did her homework, and gave back to their parents after a few hours.
After nine months, Rylie wasn’t going to find herself saddled with puppies, nor was she going to have a child that was mostly capable of taking care of itself.
She was going to have a baby. A tiny, mostly-human baby that turned into a wolf sometimes—just like Cain.
What would her mom think? What would Abel think?
The door creaked, and Rylie dropped her shirt. The hem slid over her belly button.
“Hey,” Seth said, stepping into the room. His face was puffy from sleep, but he smiled as he raked a hand through his hair. “Having problems sleeping?”
She gave a weak, nervous smile. “Captivity will do that to you.”
He kissed the back of her neck and entwined her in a hug. Rylie watched his face over her shoulder in the mirror. “You should rest while we can. We’ll have plenty of opportunity to worry later, when we head back to the sanctuary.”
Rylie had already decided that she didn’t want to go back to the California. She didn’t want to deal with other werewolves while she was dealing with a much bigger problem of her own.
But she didn’t know how to explain that yet, so she didn’t bother trying.
Rylie slipped the ring off of her right hand, pinched it between her forefinger and thumb, and stared at the glimmering rock. The ring was so perfect. So beautiful.
She just didn’t want to marry Seth.
Marrying him seemed dishonest when her heart couldn’t choose between the brothers. Her wolf and human sides were in constant disagreement, and it was wrong for her to be thinking of one when she was with the other. She hated herself for it.
But Seth was amazing. Wonderful. Just this side of perfect. He was willing to sacrifice everything for her—and if she was going to have Seth’s baby, it should have made the decision a lot easier.
Abel wasn’t going to want to have anything to do with her when he found out she was carrying his brother’s child anyway.
Rylie held the ring up so that he could see it, and she tried not to shake too obviously. “Seth… would you ask me again?”
A smile grew on Seth’s face. “Right now? At five in the morning, while I’m in my boxers?”
Rylie nodded silently, cheeks burning.
He dropped to his knee and took her hand in his. Seth’s dark eyes were filled with heat and love. It didn’t reflect the loathing she felt for herself at all.
“Rylie Gresham,” Seth said, “will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”
She swallowed hard and pressed a hand to her belly.
“Yes,” she whispered, and she closed her eyes so she wouldn’t have to meet his gaze while she said it.



THREE
Blessings
It turned out that Gwyneth’s new address didn’t belong to an apartment building at all, but a cute house in the suburbs on the north side. It had a greenhouse filled with the lush leaves of flourishing produce—Gwyn could make anything grow, at any time—and a holiday wreath on the front door.
Crystal and Trevin were having breakfast at the Denny’s down the street, so Seth and Rylie approached alone, hand-in-hand. They didn’t even get the chance to knock on the door before it opened.
“Look at the two of you,” Gwyn said, cheeks dimpling as she took in the sight of them on her doorstep. Her gray hair was brushed out, and she wore a white blouse with clean jeans. Almost like a soccer mom.
“Gwyn!”
Rylie hugged her aunt tight. She smelled good, too—like the pleasant, buttery odor of baked bread.
She probably hung on too long, but Gwyn didn’t let her go, either. When Rylie finally stepped back, Gwyn turned her attention on Seth. “You taking care of my girl?”
“Yes, ma’am,” he said, grinning widely. He hadn’t stopped smiling since they got into town. He lifted his broken hand. “Myself? Not so much.”
“Ooh. That looks like it hurt.”
She stepped aside, and Rylie immediately smelled the presence of someone else in the house. It wasn’t the kind of smell that a visitor would leave behind; it was in the carpet, the furniture, the walls. Someone living with Gwyn. Her aunt had mentioned that she had a new girlfriend.
Rylie closed her eyes and took a deep breath to see how much she could learn. Nobody in the house smoked. Someone liked peach soap—that definitely wasn’t Gwyn. There was also the smell of spice, herbs, and fresh soil. It was all wonderfully earthy.
When she opened her eyes, Gwyneth was giving her a knowing look. “What do you think, babe?”
Rylie blushed. “She smells good. Where is she?”
“Heather’s with family this week. Come on, breakfast’s in the kitchen.”
Gwyn had obviously prepared for Rylie’s arrival. There were steak and eggs being kept hot on a tray in the oven, and Rylie absolutely devoured them. Whenever she wasn’t nauseous, she was starving—it felt like she couldn’t eat enough to satisfy herself.
Seth was a little politer about picking up a croissant, buttering it, and starting to eat.
“What have you kids been up to?” Gwyn asked. She wasn’t eating anything. “I didn’t expect you to visit anytime soon, considering how busy the sanctuary keeps you.”
Rylie’s cheeks were bulging, so Seth explained everything.
“It’s been bad, Gwyn,” he said. “We went looking for answers with Cain, and we found them. It turns out that Cain is another son of Eleanor. Different dad than I have, but…” Seth gave a casual shrug, as if it didn’t bother him. Rylie could see the tension in his shoulders. “Anyway, Cain was hiding at our sanctuary the whole time. It was Vanthe.”
“I should have known that guy was too helpful.” Gwyn didn’t look even remotely surprised. “Damn. What can I do to help? I figure you must have come here for something.”
Rylie swallowed her last bite of steak and exchanged looks with Seth.
“We’re not actually here because of that.” Her cheeks burned as she pulled her hands into her lap and toyed with the engagement ring.
Seth fixed Gwyn with his most charming smile. “Gwyneth, I was wondering if I could—”
“Yes,” Gwyn said.
He blinked. “I was going to ask permission—”
“You’re asking if you can marry Rylie, and I’m telling you ‘yes.’” She grinned. “Asking her family for permission? Are you a caveman? Come here, boy, come here.” Seth circled the table, and Gwyn captured him in a huge hug.
“Thank you,” he said.
“Nonsense. Ain’t nobody I’d like to have in my family more than you.”
She kissed him on the cheek.
“We were hoping to do it soon,” Seth said. “We’d like to hold it at the Gresham Ranch before the next moon.”
“The next moon? Why?”
Rylie bit her bottom lip and avoided her aunt’s questioning gaze. “Considering everything that’s happening with Cain and Eleanor, I don’t think we have time to mess around,” she said, trying to sound casual about it. That was the excuse she had given Seth, but it was harder to lie to her aunt.
Nothing got past Gwyn. Her gaze sharpened.
“Seth, would you clean up breakfast?” Gwyn asked. “It’s your privilege as the newest member of the family, broken hand and all.”
He laughed. “Of course.”
Gwyneth gestured, and Rylie had no choice but to follow her out into the living room. It was decorated like a country cottage, and just as cozy as the kitchen; Rylie could easily imagine having a tea party at the coffee table. It must have been Heather’s style.
She took three steps into the room before her aunt spoke.
“I’m happy to arrange your wedding, babe. You know that. But so soon…” Gwyn’s gaze sharpened. “You’re pregnant, aren’t you?”
Rylie’s cheeks flushed, and she gaped like a dying fish as she searched for words. She glanced at the kitchen door, then back at her aunt, hoping that Seth hadn’t heard what her aunt just said.
How could Gwyn have known? How had Rylie given herself away?
Her speechlessness was answer enough. Gwyneth sat on the couch with a weighty sigh. “Well,” she said. “Well, well.”
“Oh God.” Rylie sank onto the opposite chair and dropped her face into her hands. She didn’t want to see the anger on her aunt’s face.
“Eighteen is mighty young to start a family.”
“You think I did this to myself on purpose?”
Gwyn chuckled. “You make it sound like you’re trying to perform a self-amputation or something else terrible.”
“Pregnant,” Rylie whispered. It was so hard to say the word out loud. Gwyn smoothed the hair off of Rylie’s forehead, and her entire face glowed with warmth and joy.
“Your daddy would have been a wonderful grandpa, and I know he’d be disappointed if I didn’t spoil your baby rotten.”
Rylie blinked. “Does that mean you’re not mad at me?”
“Mad?” Gwyn laughed. “How could I be mad? Babies are always a blessing. Maybe it’s not the right time, but it’s never the right time. You’re smart, Rylie, and Seth is a fine young man. I can’t think of anyone better equipped to handle it.”
Rylie hadn’t even realized that she had been worried about Gwyn’s reaction until that moment. She suddenly felt so much lighter.
And then her aunt spoke again.
“Have you thought about what this is going to do to you and Abel?”
Rylie smiled sheepishly. “You’re way too perceptive.”
Her aunt tapped a finger on her temple. “Forgot to tell you. I’m psychic.”
“No, you’re just old. You’ve seen everything.”
“Not so old that I can’t still kick your ass, girl,” Gwyn said. “Abel’s going to be hurt. I know things had changed between you two. Just make sure to be honest about your feelings, and it’ll be fine.”
“That’s the problem, Gwyn,” Rylie whispered. “I don’t know what I feel.”
She didn’t have to say any more than that. Her aunt obviously understood.
“Everything changes when you bring kids into the picture. I think your choice has been made for you, babe.” She squeezed Rylie’s hand. “What does Seth think?”
“I might not have told him yet.”
“Tell him. And tell him soon. Trust him—he’ll be fine.” Gwyn gave her a tight hug, and then gave a bright, sparkling laugh. It had been years since Rylie heard her aunt laugh like that. “Now, we better get moving. Sounds like we have a shotgun wedding to plan.”



FOUR
Transport
Abel had hung out with Cain when he was still pretending to be a member of the pack, and he had seemed pretty cool. Abel had assumed that it was all pretense—there was no way that someone who sent Rylie silver bullets and wrote threatening messages in blood could be a fairly nice guy.
Nice or not, Cain was polite. He made sure that Abel was comfortable as his men trussed him up and put him in the back of a semi. There were even blankets waiting so that he wouldn’t get cold in the shipping container. And after a few hours of driving, they untied him long enough so he could walk around and take a piss—though they never took their guns off of him, even for a moment.
There was no mistaking Cain as nice, though. His men were afraid of him. It showed in every glance and gesture. A nice guy didn’t give people a reason to fear him like that.
After their pit stop, the engine groaned to life. The semi began to move.
Cain sat down cross-legged in front of Abel once the back door of the semi was closed again. The shipping container was empty aside from the two men. “You’re being awfully compliant,” Cain said.
“That’s because I’m thinking about how much enjoyment I’m gonna get from killing you,” Abel said. And because he had spent the last two hours wearing down his ropes so that he could break free, but he wasn’t quite there yet. “Where’s Eleanor?”
“She’s resting at home,” Cain said, sweeping his coarse golden curls out of his face with a gesture that eerily resembled Seth. “She’s not doing well.”
“Good,” Abel said.
Rage darkened Cain’s features, and Abel prepared for what he knew had to be coming—the same kinds of torture Seth had endured at the hands of Cain’s followers. But the other man didn’t make a move to touch him.
Unfortunately, not all torture was physical.
“Eleanor never loved you,” Cain said.
Abel clamped his mouth shut and didn’t take the bait. His wrists, tethered behind his back, were almost free.
“I grew up alone, Abel,” Cain went on. “I never knew the warmth of a mother’s love.”
Abel barked a laugh. “And you think you’ll get it from Eleanor?”
“I already do. She’s the family I’ve always longed for. And you—you tried to kill her.”
“Tried? I thought we did a pretty good job,” Abel said. The tension on his wrists slackened. He was free. He didn’t move or show any other sign of it.
Anger flashed across Cain’s face. “Seth doesn’t love you, either.”
“Bullshit.”
“He took the woman you love.”
“Seth got there first.” Abel tried to make it sound like that didn’t bother him, but a smile spread on Cain’s lips. He knew that he had struck a nerve.
“Seth has everything. He has an education. The ability to better himself. A future. And now Rylie. How long do you think it’s going to be until they get married?” Abel’s hands clenched into fists behind his back. “You were the one that was there for Rylie while Seth went to college. But what do you have? Nothing. You are nothing.”
He bristled. “I’m a hell of a lot more than that.”
“Yeah? What have you got going for you? I’m dying to hear.”
The problem was that Abel couldn’t think of any examples. Everything Cain said were the exact things that had been gnawing at him ever since he resigned himself to becoming a werewolf.
He used to live for the goal of wiping out the species. That was so easy to focus on. So simple. All he had to do was hunt and kill.
Then he was bitten, and everything changed.
Now what did he have? A future running around on four legs every other week? It wasn’t like he could get a job. The only thing he knew how to do was kill.
Cain’s eyes glimmered. “You tried to murder our mother. You deserve this ruined life.”
“Deserve? I don’t know about that. I don’t do well with philosophical thinking,” Abel said. “Guess I’m not educated enough.”
Cain chuckled. That was when Abel lunged.
He unleashed the full power of the werewolf’s speed and strength and bowled Cain over.
No mercy. Abel went straight for the sensitive zones—driving his knee into Cain’s gonads, slamming his hand into the bridge of his nose, pounding the solar plexus. He heard ribs crack. Cain didn’t even have time to cry out.
But all werewolves could sponge up damage and keep going. Cain was no exception.
He flipped Abel over onto his back and squeezed his throat. Blood streamed down his lips.
Abel knocked his arms off and threw Cain across the shipping container. The impact of his body dented the metal. The shipping container rocked with the strength of their struggle, and Abel thought he felt the semi swerve.
“Come on,” Cain said with his back against the wall. He snorted up a wad of blood and phlegm and spit it out again. “You’re supposed to be tough.”
“Tough?” Abel asked, and he laughed. It made his ribs creak.
Then he plunged a thumb into Cain’s eye.
Cain roared with pain, clapping his hands over his face as he fell to his knees.
Abel scrambled to the back door and delivered a swift kick to the place he knew the latch had to be. Metal snapped. The door’s springs engaged, and it rolled open.
Highway stretched behind him. They were already out of California again and across another state. It looked like the route toward the Gresham Ranch.
Cain staggered to his feet. “Don’t you—” he began.
Abel jumped.
He angled for the side of the road, but his shoulder still struck pavement.
And then he was flying.
Abel had an instant to stare up at the cold blue sky and realize that he had been struck by one of the cars behind the semi.
His body bounced on a windshield. Glass fractured. He tried to grab something—anything—but the momentum pushed him off the back of the car and onto the road again.
Brakes squealed. Abel tasted rubber. Immense pressure crushed him against the pavement.
His body burned with the healing fever as soon as the injuries were inflicted, making him seize and shake. Two cars—he had been hit by two cars, and he was still in the middle of the road. But he couldn’t get up. Couldn’t make his shattered legs work.
He threw his weight to the side and rolled onto the shoulder just in time to feel another car blow past him. His arm slid over shattered glass, and then he was surrounded by prickly bushes and the smell of sage.
Abel was a mess of pain. One big bruise. It felt like every single bone was broken.
“Heal,” he groaned to himself. “Goddammit, heal.”
He had to get up before Cain came around for him again. Had to make a run for it, and find Rylie before she got hurt.
But he hadn’t been able to eat much lately, and it made his bones knit back together too slowly. Abel gritted his teeth and tried to pop his shoulder into place. Pain scythed through his chest. He roared.
Footsteps crunched toward him.
Abel looked up, and he saw his ugly excuse of a half-brother standing over him, arms crossed and right eye a mess of blood. He was flanked by three men in black shirts. “Now, don’t you feel stupid?” Cain asked. He jerked his thumb at his men. “Put him back in the truck.”



FIVE
Collusion
When Gwyn and Rylie returned to the kitchen, they were both smiling. “Sunday,” Rylie said. “We’re going to get married on Sunday.”
Seth was finished doing the dishes. He rinsed the soapy water off of his uninjured hand and dried it on a towel. “We are? This Sunday?”
“Yeah. Gwyn says we can have it together by then. She’s going to take care of everything.” Rylie’s cheeks were pink.
“You’re welcome,” Gwyneth said as she stuffed her feet into cowboy boots, threw on a denim jacket, and grabbed her keys off the hook. “Walk us out to the truck, wonder boy.”
He headed outside with his arm around Rylie’s shoulders. The snow had stopped, but it was chilly, and she looked so beautiful with her cheeks rosy and hair tucked into the collar of her jacket.
“Do you want to come?” Rylie asked Seth as she climbed into the front seat of the truck.
Gwyn responded for him. “We’re heading down to the dress shop and the florist. This isn’t groom business. Don’t worry, there’s going to be plenty for him to soon.”
“I missed a call from the California sanctuary, too,” Seth said. “I think I have real work to do.”
Rylie leaned down to kiss him through the window. “And weddings aren’t real work?”
He backed away with his hands in the air, making it clear that he knew better than to comment on that. “I’ll see you soon.”
She rolled up the window, and Gwyn pulled out of the driveway.
His smile faded as he checked his cell phone. The call that Seth had missed wasn’t from the California sanctuary. It was from Scott Whyte’s cell phone.
He called him back.
“Where are you?” Scott asked without preamble.
Seth pinned the phone between his shoulder and ear, got behind the wheel, and started his car. “We’re with Gwyn again. I haven’t been able to reach the sanctuary for days. What happened?”
“Cain attacked us. The Union didn’t even see it coming—half of their men turned around and started shooting the others. It was a mess.”
Seth pounded his fist into the wheel, making pain radiate through his broken hand. “Dammit. How many casualties?”
“Too many. Stephanie, Bekah, and Levi are safe—we made a break for it as soon as we realized what was happening. Most of the pack is heading your way now.”
“Did you see Abel?”
“Abel? No.”
Seth jiggled his knee as he considered the situation. He had no way to find out where his brother was—either brother. But he somehow doubted that Cain would able to resist the urge to attack Rylie’s wedding.
His first impulse was to call his fiancée and tell her that they needed to delay it.
But an idea dawned on him. A terrible idea.
“Where are you now, Scott?” Seth asked.
“Not far from you.”
“Head to the Gresham Ranch. We need to get everyone together there.”
“Why? That sanctuary’s not any safer than the one we left behind in California.”
“I know,” Seth said, heading for the diner where he had left Trevin and Crystal behind. “That’s why we’re going to lay a trap for Cain and Eleanor.”
Seth told Trevin and Crystal what he had planned as they drove out of town again.
“You’re nuts,” Trevin said flatly.
Seth rolled his eyes. “I appreciate the vote of confidence.”
“I don’t know about nuts,” Crystal said carefully, tapping her fingers on her chin thoughtfully. “Maybe suicidal.”
“Nuts and suicidal,” Trevin added.
Crystal poked him hard in the ribs. “Shut up. I’m just saying, there’s got to be a better way to do this. Using your own wedding as a trap to lure in Cain?”
“We don’t have a lot of choices left at this point,” Seth said. “He’s ruthless, and we’ve been a few steps behind him this whole time. We have to get ahead. We have to be prepared.”
“What does Abel think about this?” Crystal asked.
Seth fell silent as he drove along the highway, unbroken hand clenched tight on the steering wheel.
To be honest, he wasn’t sure that Abel was ever planning on coming back. Not after the last conversations they’d shared. They had been through a lot together as brothers, but the division over Rylie seemed to be the last straw—and marrying her wasn’t going to make that any better.
All he said was, “Abel’s got bigger worries.”
Seth wasn’t surprised when they reached the Gresham Ranch to find that Yasir was already waiting for him. The Union commander was alone for once—he wasn’t even driving one of those black SUVs with the long antennae. He leaning against an early nineties Ford Taurus that looked like it was held together with duct tape and hopes.
“I’m surprised you came back,” Yasir said by way of greeting when Seth climbed out of his car.
“Why did you come if you didn’t think I’d be here?”
Yasir shrugged stiffly. “I didn’t have anywhere else to go. I can’t trust any of the men on my team anymore. Half of them are tattooed with those damn apples.”
Crystal and Trevin got out. Their gold eyes burned with suspicion, but Seth held out a hand to calm them. “Yasir is okay,” Seth said. “Get inside and start collecting ammo. Okay?”
Yasir watched the wolves obey with his eyebrows raised. “You’re leading the pack now?” he asked once they were gone.
“Not really. That’s still Rylie’s job. But those are the only two that I’m certain are on our side right now, and they’re going to help me kill Cain.”
“You’ve got my attention. What’s the plan?”
“The plan?” Seth laughed. “The plan is that Rylie and I are getting married.”
The commander folded his arms. “That’s going to be a major security event.”
“I know. That’s why I’m asking you to be my best man. And I want you to bring guests—a lot of them.”
“Have you asked your bride what she thinks about having the Union at her wedding?” Yasir asked. Seth answered with a guilty grin. “So this will be covert.”
“It’s better than waiting for Cain to come and kill us. Worst case scenario? We can have a dozen armed men in the audience ready to take him down. Best case scenario, your men get to enjoy an open bar.”
“There’s only one problem with that,” Yasir said.
“The traitors.”
He nodded. “Even if I only bring men that I trust to the ceremony… I trusted Stripes. You understand what I’m getting at? I don’t know if there’s anyone in the Union that’s safe to bring.”
“That’s why your people won’t be the only ones prepared to fight,” Seth said.
Yasir’s expression changed from one of caution to something more appreciative. “This could be a bloodbath.”
“If that’s what I have to do to secure safety for Rylie, then let it be a bloodbath.” Seth held out his uninjured hand. “Will you stand with me?”
Yasir shook. “I would be honored to be your best man.”



SIX
Traitors, Liars, and Floral Arrangements
It turned out that telling Gwyn about her wedding and pregnancy wasn’t going to be the hardest part of Rylie’s day. It was trying to get a dress fitted without having to run to the bathroom to throw up.
“You okay, babe?” Gwyn asked from outside the stall.
Rylie groaned as she flushed the toilet. “No. I’m dying.”
Her aunt chuckled. “I stayed with your daddy for a few weeks to help around the house while Jessica was pregnant with you, and she did the exact same thing all nine months.”
All nine months? Just the mention of it made Rylie want to throw up again.
She sat in front of the toilet for another minute, and nothing happened, so she gave up waiting. “I thought it was supposed to be morning sickness,” she said, getting up and wiping her mouth with a square of clean toilet paper.
“Sure. Morning, afternoon, and evening sickness. It’s a good sign, though. Means that the baby is healthy.” Rylie pushed open the stall door, and Gwyn gave her a gentle hug.
“I don’t feel healthy,” Rylie said.
“Yeah, I bet you don’t. Come on. We’ll just tell the tailor to use the measurements from your prom gown.”
Rylie nodded gratefully, and returned to the dressing room to change out of the bustier and underskirt into her street clothes again.
Her pocket vibrated as they headed to the parking lot. It took Rylie a minute to remember that she was carrying Gwyn’s cell phone.
It was Seth.
“Bekah and Stephanie are in town, and they’re heading your way,” he said when she answered. “Where are you?”
Relief swamped Rylie. She had to stop and hold onto the light post to keep from falling over. Bekah and Stephanie were coming—that meant that they were okay. Even though she still felt nauseous, she suddenly felt much better overall.
“We’re just leaving the dress shop,” Rylie said. “We’re going to go to the florist next.”
“Already done with your measurements? That was fast.”
Rylie worried her bottom lip between her teeth. “Yeah. So… um, everything is coming together. What’s going on with you?”
“Just starting to get the ranch ready for the wedding this weekend.” Seth’s voice sounded weird. Rylie frowned. Before she could ask him what was wrong, he added, “Do you mind if I invite some of my friends?”
She blinked. “Friends?”
“Yeah. Some other hunters I’ve gotten to know over the years.”
Rylie hadn’t known that Seth had any friends. He never mentioned them. “Of course I don’t mind,” she said. “That sounds nice.”
“Good. I’ll let Bekah know where you are. See you tonight?”
“Sure,” she said.
“Love you, Rylie.” He hung up.
Bekah and Stephanie caught up with them while Rylie was throwing up in the bathroom of the florist’s shop. She had been feeling pretty good until they walked through the door and the powerful perfume of blossoms smacked her in the face.
It wasn’t the smell itself that made her sick, so much as the fact that it reminded her of Pagan, and Seth getting tortured. Either away, it was enough to send her running again.
When she emerged, Gwyn was embracing Bekah, and Stephanie was peering closely at a bouquet of flowers with plump, drooping leaves.
Bekah squealed when she saw Rylie.
“Oh my gosh!” She flung her arms around Rylie’s shoulders. “I’m so glad to see you alive!”
Rylie returned her hug with a weak smile. After throwing up four times that day, she couldn’t seem to work up the energy to return Bekah’s enthusiasm. “I’m
glad to see you’re alive, too. What happened at the sanctuary?”
Bekah gave her a quick overview—the way that most of the Union team assigned to protect them had turned against the werewolves, and how quickly everyone scattered.
“We’ve been prepared for this for a while,” Stephanie said. She was a tall, elegant woman with strawberry-blond hair that had never been very friendly, although she managed a small smile for Rylie. “We had escape routes planned. The number of traitorous Union members seemed to shock everyone, though. Except me.”
“Why weren’t you shocked?” Rylie asked.
Stephanie gave a delicate sniff. “I never trust the Union.” She was a doctor by trade, but also a witch in her family’s coven—and apparently, she had run across the Union more than once before.
The florist came out of the back room holding a binder thicker than a family Bible, and they all stopped talking. He beamed at all the women standing in his shop. Rylie could practically see the dollar signs in his eyes.
“I can put a rush order on any of these for you, of course,” he said smoothly, setting the binder on the table by the window.
“I’m sure you can,” Gwyn muttered. Rylie stifled a giggle.
It felt strange to be flipping through pictures of floral arrangements while Bekah continued to whisper about the night that the California sanctuary was attacked. Rylie was feeling queasy again, but she didn’t think it was the pregnancy this time.
“Eldon?” she whispered back. “And his wife?”
“Both of them dead,” Bekah said grimly.
Rylie stared at the pictures without really seeing them.
She had failed to protect her pack and let them down. Now a few more were gone.
How many werewolves did that leave? Fifteen? Seventeen? Their endangered species was dwindling fast.
Rylie pressed a hand to her stomach.
But not dwindling as fast as it would have been, otherwise.
“Tell me what happened with Cain,” Bekah urged, drawing Rylie from her reverie.
Gwyn gave them a sharp look. “I don’t think we need to talk about that today. We should focus on happy things. Like how these lilies and the winter berries would look together. Stephanie?”
The doctor’s lips pinched together. “Lilies? Really? Those are funeral flowers.”
While Gwyn and Stephanie argued, Rylie filled Bekah in on the events of the kidnapping in a low whisper.
When she got to the part about Eleanor, Bekah’s voice rose to a shriek. “Eleanor’s resurrected?”
That got Gwyn’s attention. “Resurrected?” she asked, mouth falling open.
“Like a zombie.” Rylie was surprised at how shocked her aunt looked—almost like she might fall over. She reached out to grab her arm. “Are you okay?”
Gwyn shook herself. “I’m fine. Used to be, I didn’t even believe in ghosts, much less werewolves. Now zombies?” She glanced at the counter. The florist was in the refrigerated back room again, but he was still too close for comfort. “But this isn’t the time or the place to talk about it.”
Bekah gave a sullen nod and sat back.
“I like roses,” she added helpfully.
Rylie nodded. “Roses are fine.”
At least one thing was settled.
As soon as they got into town, Scott Whyte sent Levi to find him supplies for a ritual. In truth, Scott wasn’t planning on performing any rituals, but he had business to attend to. Private business. And he didn’t want his adopted son knowing about it.
Scott got a room at the local motel and locked himself inside.
He set the box he was carrying on top of his desk before drawing the curtains to block out the orange glow of sunset in winter. People were walking outside, enjoying the unseasonably warm evening, and he didn’t want anyone to catch a glimpse of what he was doing.
The lockbox was enchanted. Only his hands could undo the latches and lift the lid.
Scott reached inside to remove his prize—the tiny skull in a glass ball, which he had brought with him from California.
Someone knocked on his office door.
“Just a minute,” Scott said, sliding the box underneath the desk.
He unlocked the door, and Gwyneth Gresham walked inside.
“Gwyn,” Scott said, occupying himself by setting his suitcase on the bed and unzipping it. “What a pleasant surprise. I thought we were meeting later.”
She tipped her hat. “Sorry to drop in. I’ve been in town all day to help Rylie plan her wedding, and after everything she told me this afternoon, I thought a visit might be prudent.”
“Oh?” Scott asked. “What did she tell you?”
Gwyn paced around his desk to the window, peering out the curtain. “A few things. Mostly, we’ve been talking about the wedding a lot.”
He sat down again and swiveled his chair to face her. A frown touched the corners of his mouth. “What does that have to do with the wedding?”
“Nothing. Everything.” Gwyn waved her hand through the air. “The kids are pretty tough, and they’ve bounced back from the attacks ready for another fight. The wedding thing, though—that’s exciting. Really exciting. I think it’s going to be the party of the decade.”
“Are you saying that you need wedding help?”
Gwyn smiled faintly and let the curtains fall shut again. “That’s all right. I don’t think we need your help on much of anything anymore.”
Scott got the feeling that they were having two separate conversations, about two totally different things. There was menace in Gwyn’s tone, despite her casual stance.
“If you don’t have any specific need, Gwyneth, I’m going to have to ask you to leave. I have a few things I need to do before I can meet you at the ranch tonight.”
He busied himself with unpacking, and hoped that she would get the hint.
Something clicked behind him.
Scott turned slowly, although he already knew what that sound had to be. Gwyn had pulled a gun out of her denim jacket, and aimed it straight at his forehead.
“What are you doing?” he asked, eyes widening.
Gwyn squeezed the trigger.



SEVEN
Brother’s Keeper
Abel woke up feeling like he had been run over by a car or three. Of course, that was probably because he had.
He opened his eyes to find that he was strapped to the ground by ropes at his wrists and ankles. They were tethered to stakes buried deep in the ground.
Looked like his day wasn’t about to get any better.
Craning his neck around, Abel took a quick survey of his situation. He was outside, on top of a hill looking down on gently rolling pastures under a clear night sky. A mobile home stood at the bottom of the valley, just a few hundred yards away.
It was hard to tell in the dark, but the land looked a lot like it did around the Gresham Ranch. He didn’t recognize any landmarks, but he couldn’t have been far. Maybe just a hundred miles or so.
The screen door on the mobile home creaked as it opened and swung shut again.
Cain headed toward him, whistling a cheerful tune. He was showing no signs of injury from their earlier fight. Even his eye had healed cleanly. Abel growled and strained against his bindings.
“Evening, bro,” Cain said, sitting next to him. He was holding a plate of grilled meat, and the smell of steak wafted over the air. “How do you feel?”
“Like I jumped out of the back of a semi,” he croaked. Taking the smallest breaths made it feel like a broken rib was digging into his lungs.
“Yeah. Not your best move.” He cut a piece of the steak and held it over his face. “Want a bite?”
Screw dignity. Abel strained his head forward, caught the meat between his lips, and pulled it off the fork.
As soon as he swallowed, warmth rippled down his skin. That was why he hadn’t completely healed yet—it had been too long since he last ate.
Cain fed him a few more bites. Abel tried not to enjoy it too much.
It wasn’t long before his strength had returned enough to soothe the worst of his breaks and bruises. And then he felt strong enough to talk. “I’m guessing this means you’re going to sacrifice me to bring back Mom,” Abel said, twisting his wrist in the ropes.
“So Rylie and Seth told you about that.” He held out another bite of steak. Abel ignored him. Cain ate it instead, chewing loudly.
Abel scowled. “I can’t believe that everything you’ve done—stalking Rylie, threatening us, attacking the sanctuaries—has all been about bringing Eleanor back.”
“Not all about that. The revenge is a big part, too. You starting to feel better?”
“A little.”
Cain drove the fork into Abel’s side. The tines scraped against his ribs.
Abel roared and arched his back.
“How about now?” Cain twisted the fork once before jerking it free. It wasn’t silver—the wound began stitching back together immediately.
“Go suck yourself,” Abel groaned.
He knew that was pushing it, so he wasn’t surprised when Cain drove the fork into his ribs again, before the last wound had even healed.
His screams echoed off of the rolling hills.
“Funny,” Cain said, licking the fork clean. “Seth didn’t make a peep when we tortured him. I guess he really is the better brother.”
That hurt worse than a thousand forks.
“Kill me now. I don’t care. Just stop talking at me.”
“I can’t kill you yet. I have to wait for my necromancer to get here, and then I can kill you.” Cain finished off the steak using the bloody fork and sat back with a sigh.
But Abel knew that wasn’t going to be the end of it. He could tell by the sadistic glimmer in Cain’s eye, and the way his lips peeled back from his teeth when he smiled.
“You should just be grateful that Rylie got pregnant, or she would be in your position right now,” Cain said.
Pregnant?
Abel twisted in his ropes to glare at his half-brother. “What the hell are you talking about? Rylie’s not pregnant.”
“Whoops. Guess I just let that puppy out of the bag. Didn’t she mention it to you?”
He was bluffing. He had to be. Rylie couldn’t be pregnant—it wasn’t physically possible.
“Female werewolves can’t have babies,” Abel said.
“True. Most female werewolves can’t. They miscarry every time they transform. But some—like Alphas—have enough control to stay human. Since they periodically go into heats, where they must couple with their chosen mate, they can breed.”
“Chosen mate,” Abel echoed, unable to keep a scowl off his face.
So Seth was going to be a dad, and he’d have a kid with the girl Abel loved. Great. Just freaking great. That was going to make family reunions fun.
Cain leaned over him. “You know that werewolves only mate with other werewolves, right?”
“Sure. Tell that to Rylie.”
“Let me show you something, Abel,” Cain said. “I have some pictures. Do you like pictures?” He stood up, and Abel craned around to snap at him. Unfortunately, Cain stayed just out of reach.
He ducked into the mobile home and returned a moment later with a camera.
Cain turned it on and clicked through some of the pictures.
“Funny thing about children fathered by a werewolf, like I was—we’re completely in control of our wolves and don’t have to change on the moons. Which means that I could watch what everyone else was doing at the sanctuary.”
He angled the camera. Abel recognized the two wolves in the picture, even though the quality wasn’t very good. There were only so many sleek golden wolves that ran around the Gresham sanctuary with hulking, black-furred werewolves.
The first picture was of the two of them fighting. Judging by the color of the sky, it must have been the night of the awful barn fire.
Cain clicked through a few more. He stopped on a picture by the pond. Abel wasn’t sure what he was looking at for a moment, and then it dawned.
He and Rylie had been mating on the nights they transformed.
His mind raced as he tried to remember the last time that he had seen her change into a werewolf. She had changed several times after that particular night—but he was pretty sure that she hadn’t shifted since the night that they kissed. Which was long enough for her to get, and stay, pregnant.
Abel remembered how right, how normal, it had felt to push Rylie against the wall of his bedroom and claim her lips with his.
It was because he had already claimed her before.
Abel’s mouth hung open as Cain moved back, turning the camera off.
“It’s convenient,” Cain said. “It means I don’t have to lower myself to breeding with a human woman. Rylie’s child will share Eleanor’s genetics, which means my genetics. And they’ll be born like I am: pure. It saved her life, at least for now.” He gave a thin smile, but it wasn’t a happy one. “I can’t wait to meet my nephew.”
Cain drove the fork into Abel’s side one more time, and left him groaning on the ground. The screen door whined shut behind him.
Abel couldn’t heal around the foreign body, and the pain burned through his bones. Yet that didn’t bother him so much as the news he had just heard.
Rylie was pregnant with Abel’s baby.



EIGHT
Necromancy
“How are you feeling?” Seth asked, stroking a hand down Rylie’s side.
They were in bed together at the Gresham Ranch after a long day of arrangements, from flowers to the marriage license and picking a dress, and Rylie was exhausted. She thought that she could sleep for weeks if given the opportunity.
But there wouldn’t be enough time for that. Sunday was just two days away now. The vendors were already beginning to deliver their decorations, and she still had a million other things to prepare, too.
“I feel good,” she lied, snuggling under his arm. “All this planning is kind of making me go out of my mind, though.”
He kissed the top of her head. “It’ll be over soon. And then you’ll be Mrs. Rylie Wilder.”
She tried the sound of that name aloud. “Rylie Wilder. I like it.”
They rested together for a few silent minutes, and Rylie felt herself beginning to drift off to the sound of Seth’s heartbeat. But she woke right up again the next time he spoke.
“I asked Yasir to be my best man.”
Her eyes opened. “Yasir? Really?”
Seth didn’t look at her. His gaze was focused on the ceiling. “He’s been a good friend to me.”
“But what about Abel?”
He finally looked at her, and it almost looked like pity in his eyes. “There are two big problems with that. First of all, we don’t even know where he is. He hasn’t called, he hasn’t left us a note…”
The reminder stung. Rylie burrowed her face in Seth’s shoulder. “And what’s the other thing?”
He traced circles on her bare ribcage. “Do you really have to ask that? Abel loves you. He wouldn’t want to go to your wedding anyway. Especially not when I’m the groom.”
She thought about kissing Abel, and her cheeks got hot. Love wasn’t the word she would use for what they shared.
“He doesn’t love me,” Rylie protested, sitting up and hugging the sheets around her chest. She had been trying to stay covered all night so that Seth wouldn’t notice the faint curve to her belly.
He raised his eyebrows. “Do you seriously think that? Really?”
A dull thud shocked through the house—the front door opening.
Someone screamed. It sounded like Bekah.
Seth bolted out of bed, pulling on his pants as he ran to the hallway. Rylie was just a few steps behind him. She whipped a bathrobe around her shoulders and knotted the belt at her waist.
She stared at the tableau in front of her, unable to make sense of what she was seeing.
Gwyn stood in the doorway, holding an old revolver that looked like it might have belonged to Abel. Bekah was shrieking, hands clapped to her face. Levi was halfway to turning into a wolf.
And then Rylie’s gaze dropped, and she saw why.
Scott Whyte’s body rested at Gwyn’s feet with a gunshot wound in his forehead.
It took time for Levi to change, which gave Seth the advantage in reaction time.
He grabbed a shotgun out of the unlocked case on the wall, pumped it once, and turned on the werewolf.
“Don’t move,” he said, and Levi froze.
“Oh my God, Gwyn,” Rylie said. “What’s going on? Did you kill him? What—why—?”
Gwyn kicked Scott over. Considering his mass, he should have been a lot harder to budge, but the man was totally limp. She never lowered her aim from his body. “He’s not dead. Trust me. Or at least… he’s not dead for good.”
Seth moved forward and pressed his fingers to Scott’s throat without dropping his aim from Levi.
No heartbeat.
“What the hell is going on, Gwyn?” Seth asked.
“It would be easier for me to just show you,” she said.
She kneeled beside Scott, unbuttoned his shirt, and pushed it aside. There was a tattoo of a bleeding apple on the left side of his chest.
Bekah cried out again. “No!”
Seth was only distantly aware of Levi changing back to his human form behind him.
“What do you kids know about Scott Whyte?” Gwyn asked. Nobody answered. She looked between their shocked faces and sighed. “You don’t get to be high priest of a coven unless you’re strong. Scott likes to pretend that he’s a healer. That’s a pretty special talent right there. But it’s not as special as the truth. He’s a necromancer.”
Seth lost balance and sat down hard. He carefully placed the shotgun beside him.
Slowly, everything fell into place.
In order to bring Eleanor back from the dead, Cain would have needed a necromancer. But he was a werewolf, not a witch. And if Scott had the bleeding apple tattoo…
“So you killed him,” Levi said. He was pale and shaking. Almost the exact mirror of Rylie.
“It’s not that easy.” Gwyn stepped inside and shut the door behind her, blocking out the cool night. “Necromancers can’t die the first time. He’ll be back soon. Give it a few hours.”
Bekah turned her tearful face up without releasing Scott. “How can you possibly know that?”
“Because,” Gwyn said with a grim smile, “Scott brought me back from the dead months ago.”
Gwyn put Scott Whyte’s body in the cellar beneath the ranch house, called Stephanie at the hotel, and then brewed a strong pot of coffee. Rylie sat at the kitchen table next to her aunt, struggling not to cry.
“It was the disease,” Gwyn said, taking a sip from her steaming mug. Even though the entire pack was there—Seth, Bekah, Levi, Trevin, and Crystal—the silence in the kitchen was deathly. She addressed Crystal and Trevin directly. “You probably don’t know this, but I had AIDS, and I wasn’t good about taking care of it. I was hospitalized a few times.”
“But you got better,” Rylie interrupted.
Her aunt patted her hand. “I died, babe. Heart failure.” She sighed. “I woke up in the hospital immediately. Scott had given me a charm bracelet before—said it was a Christmas present that would help heal me. But all it did was bring me back when I died.”
“So you’re like Eleanor,” Seth said.
“I reckon so.”
“No way. She’s all rotten,” Rylie protested.
“He must have brought her back from the grave after she’d been decaying for a while. I was fresh. See, if I break or tear something, I don’t heal. But as long as a necromancer keeps fixing me, I could live like this forever. I was grateful for Scott’s gift. It let me stay with you, babe.” Gwyn smiled fondly at Rylie and patted her hand. “But I didn’t know that Scott had… other plans.”
Bekah gave another ragged sob. Levi hugged her tightly. “He would never work for Cain,” Levi said fiercely. “I don’t believe it.”
Rylie rounded on him. “You think Gwyn is lying?”
“No. I saw the tattoo. But it must be something else. Blackmail, maybe.” Levi pounded a fist on the table, making the coffee mugs jump. “You didn’t have to kill him!”
Gwyn didn’t rise to meet his anger. She took another sip of coffee and set it down again.
“No,” she said softly. “I didn’t. Frankly, I don’t know if he’ll be able to keep me running now that I killed him, so it would have been in my best interests to do nothing. But I couldn’t let that traitor run free. He was going to sacrifice Rylie to resurrect Eleanor.”
Rylie couldn’t hold it back anymore. A hot tear slid down her cheek.
It was Crystal who spoke. “So you’re going to die anyway.”
Gwyn just pushed Rylie’s mug closer to her. “Drink up, babe.”
She stared at the black fluid. A disjointed corner of her brain wondered if she should drink that much caffeine when she was pregnant. Rylie brought the mug to her lips, but didn’t drink before setting it down again.
“What are we going to do about Scott?” Trevin asked.
Seth pushed his chair back and stood.
“Get answers.”



NINE
The Day before the Wedding
Despite his exhaustion, Abel couldn’t sleep. It wasn’t even that he still had a fork buried in his ribs—after a couple of hours, it turned to nothing more than a numb spot on his side. And it definitely wasn’t fear, because he wasn’t afraid anymore, either.
The thought that kept him up was Rylie. She was out there somewhere, growing his baby in her womb, and thinking of it filled him with possessive heat. The urge to claim her, and beat all other claimants away.
He couldn’t sleep. Couldn’t let his guard down. Couldn’t get sacrificed to bring his bitch of a mother back to life.
A rumbling growl rose in Abel’s chest and rolled through his throat. His muscles tensed as he strained against the ropes, twisting his wrists and arching his back to put all of his strength behind trying to snap them again.
He had been trying every five minutes ever since Cain left him, and made no progress. But he had to get free. That singular need drove everything else from his mind.
The night wore on, long and slow. The dawn was broken with the sound of Eleanor’s shriek.
“What do you mean, he’s gone missing?”
Abel jerked in his ropes, twisting around to see where her voice had come from. He had smelled her, and known that she had to be close, but his mom hadn’t come out to taunt him.
Now Eleanor and Cain were yelling at each other.
“He was supposed to be here last night, and he never arrived!” Cain’s voice filtered through the window, only a fraction quieter than Eleanor.
“You didn’t have someone watching him?”
“Of course I did,” Cain snapped. “But he hasn’t reported in lately, and—”
He fell silent. Eleanor must have said something, but it was too quiet for Abel to hear what she said.
Abel finally stopped fighting. He didn’t know who was supposed to have arrived—the necromancer? But an aura of anger radiated from the mobile home, and he was certain that something had gone wrong. Really wrong.
“It’s not safe to keep Abel much longer,” Cain finally said. “He’s dangerous.”
Eleanor’s response chilled Abel.
“Fine. I’ll kill him.”
Trevin, Crystal, and a few of the other werewolves that had survived the attack on the sanctuary were getting set up for Rylie’s wedding. The arch and chairs had arrived, the baker’s truck was rolling up the driveway, and things were starting to look like a real wedding.
Despite the light dusting of snow, the news report was good—the next day was supposed to be in the high forties and only a little overcast, with no actual falling snow.
Perfect for an outdoor wedding in winter.
“What are you going to do if the weather gets bad?” Yasir asked, handing a box of ammunition and an empty magazine to Seth. They were on the other side of the property getting ready for their part of the wedding.
“Wear a warmer jacket,” Seth said. Loading a magazine was tricky with a broken hand, but he had practice at it. “We can’t do this inside. It has to be outside, where we have more room to maneuver. How many men will you have?”
“Two full units are on their way,” Yasir said. “Over a dozen men. Considering my batting average as of late, I’d say at least five or six of those aren’t going to try to kill us.”
He popped the magazine into the bottom of his gun.
“Not bad odds,” Seth said, giving Yasir a slanted smile.
“What are you guys doing?”
Rylie came down the hill, wearing a white tank top and a dusty pair of jeans. It looked like she had been hard at work getting everything arranged.
Seth stepped in front of the car so that she wouldn’t see the guns they were assembling in the trunk, but Rylie didn’t need her eyes to tell what was going on. Her nose wrinkled as she sniffed.
“We’re preparing,” he said.
She frowned. “You’re armed.”
Seth looked to Yasir for assistance, but the other man seemed to be pretending to be deaf.
He didn’t bother trying to hold Rylie back when she stepped up to look in the trunk. They had several fully automatic weapons and a few smaller, easy to conceal guns spread in front of them, like a miniature armory.
Rylie pulled a face. She must have smelled the silver bullets. “Do you think Cain is going to attack the wedding?”
“I just want to be prepared,” Seth said, voice level.
Her eyes flicked to Yasir. “Is that why your ‘hunter friends’ are coming? Are they Union?”
“Rylie…”
“The Union tried to kill me,” she said.
“To be fair, they’ve tried to kill most people at one point or another,” Seth said. Rylie didn’t seem to think that it was funny. He wrapped her in his arms. “I’m just trying to keep you safe. That’s all. Nobody is going to hurt you.” She sighed and didn’t respond. Seth was pretty sure that meant she didn’t forgive him. “Did you need something?”
“Stephanie sent me,” she said. “She wanted me to tell you that Scott came back from the dead.”
Seth met Stephanie at the cellar door, and they entered together.
“Back from the dead” was an interesting description—and pretty appropriate, considering that Scott had a permanent hole in his forehead. There was no mistaking him for alive. Not the same way that Gwyn had always looked lively and bright.
“I’m sorry,” Scott said as soon as they descended the stairs. He was sitting against a few boxes in the corner, and he looked horrible.
“Why, Papa?” Stephanie asked. There was a softness to her voice that Seth had never heard before. “You betrayed us. You’re working for Cain.”
“The Apple,” he whispered. “I had no choice.”
Seth stepped forward. “You mean that tattoo—right? What is the Apple?”
Scott gripped his daughter’s hand. He reached up to touch her cheek, and she closed her eyes. “I’m sorry, Steph,” he said. “I’m so sorry. I never wanted you to think so badly of me.”
“What is the Apple?” Seth pressed.
“The mark of Cain.” He choked on the words. “It’s hard to explain how I got involved with the Apple, but it was long before either of you were born, and I hope you can trust me when I say that I never thought that it would involve hurting people. I haven’t hurt anyone. But I had obligations. There was no choice but to resurrect Eleanor.”
“There’s always a choice,” Stephanie said.
Scott’s brow wrinkled, making the skin around the bullet wound pucker. “I don’t consider letting Cain kill my children a choice.” He gave a rattling sigh. “I don’t have the answers you want. I’m sorry.”
He sounded like he meant it. Seth paced away from him, trying to calm his pounding heart.
If they couldn’t trust Scott, who could they trust?
“Do you know anyone else with the Apple?” Seth asked, even though he suspected that he knew the answer.
Scott shook his head. “Please let me out of here. I need to attempt to heal myself.”
“Will you die if you don’t?” Stephanie asked.
“No, but—”
She stood and straightened her blouse. The look she gave her father dripped with disdain.
“Consider it a lesson,” she said. She turned to Seth. “Let’s let him think on this. We have to finish getting ready for your wedding.”



TEN
Sacrificial Wolf
Eleanor came to kill Abel that night. She carried a knife the size of her forearm in her left hand, which was not her dominant side. When she circled around him, Abel saw why. The opposite shoulder terminated in a stump of bone, gleaming a dull shade of gray in the moonlight.
It was starting to snow again, so she was careful navigating the hill to his side.
He studied her every movement as she approached. Even dead, Eleanor was smart. If she dropped her guard for an instant, he was going to have to act fast to get free. He still wasn’t sure how—after hours of fighting against his ropes, all he had gotten were sore wrists and not an inch of slack, and his anger had faded into something more like grim resignation.
“Eleanor,” Abel said when she finally stood over him. She reeked of death and soil. After a beat, he changed it to, “Mom.”
“Don’t call me that,” she snapped.
Eleanor jerked the fork out of his side. Abel’s cry echoed off the hills. She flung it down the hill, and the fork disappeared into the bushes.
He sagged, panting and shaking as the healing fever swept over him again. Snow drifted through the air, landing on his chest and melting into tiny puddles. It didn’t melt when it landed on Eleanor. Her hair was crunchy with ice.
She waited to move again until he was totally healed, and then she lifted the knife. The sour tang of silver’s stench filled the air.
“Let me go,” Abel said.
Her eyes narrowed. They had sunk deeper into her skull, like she was beginning to shrivel. “I don’t talk to animals. Especially not the ones on the butcher’s block.”
She struggled to lower herself onto her knees. It was strange seeing her fight against her own body’s mobility. Alive, Eleanor had been graceful and strong. As a corpse, she was in shambles—and getting worse.
Once she was closer, Abel could see that her arm wasn’t the only thing missing. Her throat had collapsed. Her hair was missing on the left side.
Eleanor slid a hand over his chest and rested her fingers on his heartbeat. He realized with a jolt that she was trying to find his heart, because her right eye was glazed and blind.
“Wait,” Abel said.
She didn’t respond. Having found his heart, she positioned the point of the knife over his chest.
Eleanor was going to kill him. Just like that.
His heart raced, and his breath caught in his throat.
“Rylie’s pregnant with your grandbaby,” he blurted.
Eleanor froze. The knife drew back, but his pulse didn’t slow again.
Her chin tipped down so that she could focus her one clear eye on him. The look she gave Abel was pure venom. “Who?” she asked, hatred dripping from that one word. “Seth?”
“Me,” Abel said. His heart skipped a beat again, but it wasn’t with fear this time.
Eleanor’s eyes slid shut, and a shudder rippled through her broken body.
She had spent her entire adult life trying to wipe out werewolves to fulfill her husband’s legacy. She knew as well as Abel did what her grandchild would be like.
“It doesn’t matter anyway. Cain’s going to kill her,” she said, but she sounded worried. “He won’t let that devil spawn walk the Earth.”
The knife hung at her side. She hadn’t moved to stab him again.
Abel tried to catch her gaze, hoping she would hear him. Really hear him. And he prayed that she still had enough of a brain to understand. “You got to have wondered why he let her live at the cabin. Why not kill her when he had the chance?”
Eleanor leaned closer. The hole on her upper chest was glistening, and he realized that there were maggots squirming inside the dried flesh. Abel’s stomach flipped. “Cain let her live because he was saving her for me. To bring me back.”
“He let her live because he smelled that she’s pregnant. He had seen her mating with me. He wants to bring the werewolf species back—and he wants them to be pure.” Abel spat out the last word.
He could practically see the cogs turning in Eleanor’s head as she considered his claims. He saw the instant that she realized he was speaking the truth.
“Every fruit born from my womb is a piece of useless garbage,” Eleanor said. “Failures. All of you.” There was a strange, hollow tenor to her voice. Like she was repeating something that had been recorded before, instead of speaking something new.
Abel hadn’t expected his news to make her love him in the way that she never had before, but it still didn’t feel good to hear those words from her shriveled lips.
“Mom,” he whispered.
Eleanor lifted the knife again. He tensed.
But she brought it down on the ropes, cutting his wrists free.
“Run, boy,” Eleanor said.
“What are you doing?” he asked, rubbing his raw wrists.
“You promise me something,” Eleanor said in a low voice, quiet enough that Cain wouldn’t be able to hear it inside the mobile home. “Promise me that if I let you go, you demons are done. That you’ll die out.”
Abel frowned. “That was always the plan. Ever since that night on the mountain.”
“Good,” she said, her dry voice rattling in her chest. “So run. My other son has betrayed me, lied to me, and he’s going to answer for his sins.”
Eleanor cut Abel’s ankles free as well. He got to his feet, and she didn’t stand. He wasn’t sure that she could.
He gazed longingly at the empty fields bathed in moonlight. The white swells were so tantalizing—freedom, just a few steps away. All he had to do was start running.
He took a step, and then stopped. Looked back at his mother’s corpse.
Abel’s heart ached. “I can take you with me,” he said. “I can find someone to fix you. It’s got to be possible.”
She sneered. “Run!”
The arrangements were complete, and Cain was just hours from victory.
He reclined on the floor of the mobile home’s empty living room, hands folded over his stomach and eyes closed. The walls were covered in maps, reports of Rylie’s movements, pictures of the Gresham Ranch. He even had a few photos of the wedding decorations that had been set up earlier in the day.
Eleanor had taught him her Process for tracking prey, and his eyes were everywhere. Even now, his men were watching the Greshams.
But Cain was resting, and enjoying the anticipation.
Trying to organize a movement wasn’t easy, yet he had claimed dozens of men as his own—men who bore the mark of the Apple, but would listen to everything he told them. Now, after so many months of stalking, he was going to have his retribution.
Abel would die tonight. Seth would die tomorrow. And he would claim Rylie—and her unborn infant—as his own.
He wanted to savor the victory.
Cain smelled Eleanor’s approach before she opened entered again. It was hard not to smell her coming now. Without Scott’s spells to maintain her, she was decaying.
He didn’t open his eyes. “Mother,” he said, allowing himself a smile. “Was it as good as you imagined to kill Abel, so many years after he betrayed us?”
She didn’t reply.
He finally looked at her. Fluffy snow was stuck to her hair and the layers of her black dress. Her destroyed eye pointed toward the wall, while the other focused on him.
And she looked pissed.
Cain sat up. “You killed him, didn’t you?”
Eleanor raised the knife. The blade was unbloodied. “Tell me why you let that blond whore live.”
“Tell me you killed Abel,” he said, getting to his feet. His moments of languorous peace were shattered. “Mother. I need to hear these words from you.”
“She’s pregnant,” Eleanor said, advancing on him at a limp. One of her legs dragged underneath her.
“That doesn’t change anything—”
“You want her baby to live!”
So Abel had told her. Cain cursed himself inwardly. He hadn’t thought that Abel would tell Eleanor, much less that she would actually listen to him—Eleanor’s mind seemed to be rotting along with the rest of her body.
“I knew I should have taken care of this myself,” he said, reaching for the knife.
Eleanor lunged. Silver flashed through the air, and he felt the bite of the metal burying into his bicep.
Cain roared and ripped the knife out of his arm. Silver didn’t sting a natural-born werewolf the way it did the impure, but that didn’t mean that the injury didn’t hurt like hell.
He flung the knife aside.
“What’s wrong with you?” he demanded, grabbing Eleanor’s remaining arm as blood cascaded down his elbow. “I’m your son.”
“You’re a waste of breath.” She spat ichor into his face. It splashed like acid on his cheek. “You’re just as bad as Abel and Seth.”
Hurt and betrayal crashed over him. Cain closed his eyes, took deep breaths, and tried to calm his anger.
He had spent his childhood raised in foster homes, knowing that his mother was out there somewhere. He had spent so many days dreaming of her. What she would be like. Longing for her love.
When he learned that she had been killed, he had abandoned everything to find a necromancer to resurrect her, and then dedicated months more to tracking down her killers—Eleanor’s other sons, the useless bastards.
He had thought he was finally happy.
And now she spit on him.
“I think that you’re having a bad night,” Cain said slowly, carefully. “We need—”
“You deserve to die,” she said in a dry voice. Each syllable was slower than the last.
She swiped at him with bony fingertips, and it was too easy to step back and dodge her.
“I’ll find Scott,” he said. “He needs to heal you.”
“You don’t deserve my blood,” Eleanor hissed, taking the knife from the floor and rounding on him again.
“Mother—”
“I’m going to bleed it from you.”
“Mother!”
She swung with the knife, and he wasn’t so shocked that he couldn’t dodge her blow. Cain instinctively knocked her arm aside with his. There was a dry crack when his elbow drove into her flesh. One of the bones in her forearm fractured and jutted from the skin.
“Bleed,” Eleanor said. Even her good eye was empty of consciousness now, too. The rage had taken her somewhere else. Somewhere inhuman.
Cain felt panic swell in his chest. “Don’t make me hurt you, Mother. Not now. Not when we’re so close.”
But she only kept advancing on him.
He threw open the front door and dropped down the steps. The stakes that had bound Abel to the ground were little lumps under the snow, but his body was gone.
She had freed him.
“What have you done?” he asked. He heard her taking slow, careful steps out of the trailer behind him.
And then he felt a blazing point of pain erupt between his shoulder blades.
Cain reacted on instinct. He swung as he turned, lashing out with both fists. They connected with Eleanor’s skull and sent her crashing to the ground.
He watched in horror as she fell.
The dry ligaments that barely held her together snapped free when she struck. A horrible shriek filled the air—one leg was twisted underneath her, her spine was twisted at an impossible angle, and her face was screwed up with pain. She shouldn’t have been able to hurt. Scott told him that zombies didn’t feel things the way live humans did.
“No!” Cain cried. “I didn’t mean to—”
“Failure,” Eleanor hissed through her gritted teeth. Her eye glistened at him in the moonlight. “Failure.”
His protests fell into silence as he stared at the broken fragments of his mother. Any living human in that state wouldn’t have been able to speak. Yet even now, she stared at him with hate.
Calm settled over him, and a grim certainty that robbed him of his panic.
“You’re just having a bad day,” he said gently, even as his heart was breaking. “I know that the Greshams have Scott. When we kill them all at the wedding tomorrow, he’ll fix you. But for now, you’re… you’re unwell, Mother.”
She hissed and wailed as he carefully picked up the pieces of her body, took her behind the mobile home, and placed her inside the trunk of his car. Her body fit in there neatly, folded in half.
“You animal bastard,” Eleanor said.
Cain shuddered. Wiped his cheeks dry.
“I’ll fix you, Mother,” he promised, voice a low whisper.
He slammed the trunk shut.
The rising sun broke over the horizon, glowing through a crack in the clouds.
Just a couple more hours to the wedding now.



ELEVEN
To Have and to Hold
The phone rang six times, and then clicked over to voicemail—the exact same way that it had the last twelve times Seth tried to call.
He swallowed against the lump in his throat as he heard the recording of his brother’s voice.
“This is Abel. Leave a message.”
Beep.
Seth had hung up every other time he called, but he was out of time. The wedding was due to start in an hour. He couldn’t keep hoping for Abel to answer.
“Hey, man,” he said, clearing his throat as he paced in his bedroom at the Gresham Ranch. “This is—it’s me. We’ve got to talk. I keep trying to reach you, but…”
But what? Seth sighed.
“I’m marrying Rylie today. I was hoping you’d be here, but I understand why you’re not answering, and why you wouldn’t want to come.”
Could he leave it at that? It didn’t feel like enough. There were still a thousand more things that he wanted to say.
“I wasn’t bluffing,” Seth said. It came out before he could even think to stop himself. “When I called Scott at the California sanctuary, and asked him to let you know that I love you. It wasn’t a bluff. I do love you, bro. And I don’t think I’ve told you that enough. I hope you’ll come back soon.”
Feeling strange and awkward, Seth hung up. He set the phone on his table and stared at it.
It had been almost a week since he last heard from Abel. Every day hurt a little more than the one before. He thought that they were friends, as well as brothers—and good enough friends that they wouldn’t let something like a girl get between them.
“I guess I was wrong,” he muttered, facing the mirror.
Seth was already in his rented tuxedo. He wore a white suit with a red vest underneath. It matched the theme of the wedding—Gwyn had given him the vest with a wink and told him that he would match Rylie somehow.
The bowtie hung loose around his neck. He had already tried, and failed, to get it to tie about a hundred times.
“One hundred and one times is the charm,” he said, working on the knot again.
There was a brief knock at the door, and Yasir entered. He cleaned up pretty good. Black suit, no tie, dress shirt with the button open at the neck.
“Need help?” Yasir asked.
Seth dropped his hands. “Hell yes. Save me from this unholy thing.” The commander took over, standing behind Seth to quickly tie it in a neat bow. He made it look so easy. “Is that suit Union issue?”
Yasir laughed as he turned Seth around and brushed the hair off of his shoulders with brisk motions. “Believe it or not, yes. We do covert ops sometimes. There’s even a whole department for espionage.”
“Nice,” Seth said, reaching up to fiddle with the tie.
Yasir grinned. His gold canine glinted in the light. “Nervous?”
Seth braced his hands on the windowsill to stare out the hill at his wedding. Bekah, Trevin, and Stephanie were in hyper-party mode, and they whirled around getting everything right at the last minute—the chair drapes, the red ribbons, the roses, the table of gifts. There weren’t many presents. Half of their guests were plants from the Union, and the other half were werewolves; they didn’t have actual friends to invite.
There were snow flurries that morning, so they had put an awning over everything and draped fairy lights on it. It looked like a huge gazebo. Really pretty.
And in about an hour, he was going to meet Rylie under it and promise to love her until the day they died.
Hopefully, that wouldn’t be tonight, too.
“Nervous?” Seth echoed. He gave a small laugh. “No way.”
But he didn’t feel right going into battle without his brother at his back, either.
Yasir gave him a hard pat on the shoulder. “Let me show you what we’ve got out there.”
They headed out into the snow. The heavy clouds and absent wind made everything warm, even as the daylight faded, like a pleasant autumn day that was a little icier than usual. The winter berries and roses were beautiful splashes of red against the white of the snow.
It was easy to pick out the Union, because they were the only men in black nearby. The suits really were Union issue. They were all dressed the same.
They milled around the back of the gazebo together under the watchful eye of Levi, who was getting the sound system ready nearby. Seth noticed that their jackets bulged under the arms.
“Subtle,” Seth said.
Yasir shrugged. “It doesn’t have to be.” He pointed at the man on the far left. “That’s Grant. He’s an ordained priest. He can officiate the ceremony for you two.”
“Actually, I was hoping I could do the honors.”
Seth turned. Someone had let Scott Whyte out of the cellar, and he wore a neat suit and bowler hat low on his brow that concealed the bullet wound. Levi hovered a few feet behind him, looking worried.
“What do you want?” Yasir asked sharply.
“Wait,” Seth said, putting a hand on his best man’s arm to keep him from drawing his gun.
“I realize what a betrayal it was to cooperate with Cain’s demands and bring back Eleanor,” Scott said, holding his hands out to show them that he was unarmed. “But I hope you understand why I did it.”
“Cowardice?” Yasir suggested.
Scott gripped his heart, as if the word wounded him. “Love,” he said. He caught Seth’s eye. “I’m not the only one who has done stupid, misguided things to protect his family.”
Seth rubbed his chin thoughtfully.
“If you’re seriously considering listening to him, I have to protest,” Yasir said. “This is a bad idea. We need someone we can trust at the altar.”
“I already have you,” Seth said.
Levi stepped up to his father’s side and placed a hand on his shoulder. He was a lot taller than Scott, which made him fairly imposing. “He can’t do any damage if all of us are watching him. And he knows he’s made a mistake.”
Scott extended a hand. After a moment, Seth shook it.
“I look forward to the ceremony,” Seth said.
Yasir gave a snort of disgust and walked away. The other men from the Union followed him. They didn’t go far—just to the gazebo to sit down. Many of the werewolves were already seated. The time for the wedding was approaching quickly.
“Thank you,” Scott said.
Seth fixed him with a hard look. “You’re not forgiven. I’m sorry, Scott, but it’s going to take more than words to regain my trust.”
“What do you expect from me?”
“There was a way to bring Eleanor back from the dead,” Seth said, lowering his voice. Levi leaned in to listen to him. “After all of this is done, I want you to bring Gwyneth back instead.”
The witch looked startled. “But it requires sacrifice.”
“I know,” Seth said. “I know.”
Music started playing from the speakers by the gift table. It wasn’t the processional yet, but it was a warning that they only had fifteen minutes left. Seth stepped away.
“I’ll have Stephanie check on Rylie,” Levi said.
Seth led Scott to the altar and took his position beside a disgruntled-looking Yasir. He swallowed his nerves, checked his cell phone, and saw that Abel still hadn’t called back.
“Almost time,” he whispered.
The music started playing. Rylie could barely hear it from her tent outside the house, but it still made her heart leap into her throat.
“But I’m not ready!” Rylie gasped, pulling her garter belt over her stockings.
She pulled shoes on, but her fingers were shaking too much to get the straps around her ankles. Gwyn laughed and took care of it for her. “Relax. The wedding’s not going to start without you. Trust me.”
Rylie gnawed on a fingernail. “What if we get attacked during the ceremony? What if we don’t get attacked during the ceremony? Oh my God, what if I trip while I’m walking up the aisle?”
Her aunt grabbed her shoulders. “Breathe in. Breathe out.”
“I am breathing! I couldn’t panic if I stopped!”
“You’re not going to trip and fall. You’re a werewolf, babe. You’re the epitome of grace. Remember?”
“Oh,” Rylie said. “Yeah. But what about—”
“Cain and Eleanor? Don’t worry about it.” Gwyn jerked her thumb at the table that was occupied by a space heater and parts of Rylie’s wardrobe. “I’ve got a shotgun under my wrap. And I have an extra weapon, too.”
She pulled a glass ball out of a box on the table.
“What’s that?” Rylie asked, curiosity winning out over her fear. She leaned in closer. It had a tiny animal skull inside.
“This is what Scott used to resurrect Eleanor,” Gwyn said. “If she shows up, I’m pretty sure I can use it to get rid of her.”
Rylie opened her mouth to argue, but Stephanie Whyte stuck her head through the flap, interrupting them. “Almost ready?” she asked. Little white flowers were pinned in her strawberry blond hair.
“Almost,” Rylie said with a weak smile.
Stephanie stepped in and fluffed out Rylie’s skirt. “Lovely,” she said fondly. And then her voice hardened. “My father’s officiating, but there are Union soldiers out there. I saw them myself. You’ll be safe.”
“Stephanie,” Gwyn snapped. “Is this the time?”
Rylie pressed her hands against her stomach. She wasn’t sure if that queasy feeling was morning sickness or nerves. “It’s good to know. It’s not like we aren’t preparing for trouble, too.” Rylie hesitated, and then asked, “Any sign of Abel?”
Stephanie frowned. “No. Were you expecting him?”
Expecting? No. Hoping? Maybe a little bit.
Rylie shook her head.
“I’m going to take position,” Stephanie said. “I’ll be watching you from the back.” She squeezed Rylie’s arm encouragingly. “You look great.”
And then she was gone, and Rylie still had to get her dress done up the back.
“Hurry,” she urged Gwyn, sucking in her stomach.
“The dress is just a little snug.” Her aunt grunted as she forced the sides of the fabric together. Her fingers were cold against Rylie’s skin.
Rylie pressed her hands against her lower belly. It seemed a tiny bit bigger than when she had first tried on dresses. “I can’t be growing that fast. Do I look pregnant?”
“You’ve changed sizes since prom. That’s all. There.” Gwyn finally secured the hook and sighed.
Rylie twisted and turned to study herself in the mirror. Bekah had already done her hair in loose curls down her back, with smoky eye shadow and pink lip gloss. All of that looked good. And the dress was gorgeous, too—it had demi-sleeves, a slash of red at the waist, and a heart-shaped cutout at the small of her back. But all Rylie could think about was the shape of her belly.
“You don’t look pregnant,” Gwyn said, noticing her paranoia. Moonlight filtering through the gaps in the tent shimmered in her eyes. She fidgeted with Rylie’s sleeve, trying to smooth the satin flat.
“Why are you crying?” Rylie asked.
Gwyn picked up her shotgun and started loading it with silver bullets. “It’s just—you look beautiful, babe. I wish your dad was here to see the way you look tonight.”
Rylie swallowed around the lump in her throat. It was a horrible thing to think, but she had always been kind of glad that he died before she became a werewolf. He never knew that his baby girl had become a killing machine and leader of a monstrous race. And it also meant that he couldn’t walk her down the aisle in front of enemies.
Her aunt jacked a round into the chamber. Propped the gun against her shoulder. “You ready?”
Rylie closed her eyes and imagined everyone waiting for her to step outside. Werewolves on one side. Plainclothes Union army on the other. Scott Whyte waiting to officiate the wedding. And who knew how many men loyal to Cain would be hiding in the crowd?
The processional music started to play. Whether or not Rylie was ready, it was time to walk down the aisle.
She picked up the bouquet and used the blossoms to conceal the claws that had already replaced her fingernails. Her inner wolf was stirring. It was afraid, and ready for a fight.
Gwyn cradled the shotgun in her arm and draped her wrap over it.
Rylie took a deep breath, nodded once, and stepped outside for the wedding.



TWELVE
Forever Hold Your Peace
Abel had been running for hours, but he just wasn’t fast enough. The hills and plains and farms were long and unending. Rylie was still too many miles away from him.
He was out of his mind with adrenaline and fatigue. He couldn’t feel his bare feet, couldn’t feel the muscles in his legs, couldn’t feel his hands or nose or cheeks because of the cold wind blowing past him. All he could think about was her—and the wolf’s overpowering need to be with Rylie.
Abel couldn’t let Cain get to her first. She was his mate. He needed to protect her.
So he pushed through the exhaustion, pushed through the snow, and kept running.
The hills turned into a blur around him. Daylight faded into evening. He only knew that he was crossing a highway when the thin snow under his feet suddenly turned to pavement.
A car skidded in front of him. Abel barely dodged it in him.
He glimpsed the driver as the vehicle passed—it was Cain, gripping the wheel in both hands with fire in his eyes as he tore down the road. He didn’t even notice that he had almost hit someone.
Abel stopped to look around. The stretch of road was familiar. He recognized the sign for the Batemans’ farm, which was just down the road from the Gresham Ranch.
He was almost there. And so was Cain.
The melodious tones of a three piece orchestra drifted through the air, and Rylie felt like she floated down the aisle on a sea of music. She was hyper-aware of the people watching her—Levi in the back row, and Stephanie behind him; all the men in black suits were on the other side. Their staring eyes drove straight through her skin and made her gut cramp.
Her fingers tensed on Gwyn’s arm. She almost stopped walking. “I think I’m going to be sick,” she whispered to her aunt.
“You’re going to be fine, pumpkin,” Gwyneth said. “I promise.”
That was the name that Rylie’s dad used to call her. Hearing it again reminded her of him, and his reassuring smile, and it filled her with warmth.
Rylie swallowed hard and kept walking.
She brought her gaze up the aisle. Bekah had spread rose petals over the snow where Rylie was meant to walk, and her path through the audience was marked with crimson ribbon. Snowflakes caught on her veil so that she could see the tiny crystals just beyond her nose.
Her gaze focused on who was waiting for her at the altar—and the rest of the world dropped away.
Seth’s hands were folded in front of him, and the sight of him in his suit made her heart give a funny flop. His shoulders and chest were broad, filling out the tuxedo until it looked like he strained the seams. The white material offset his dark skin. That charming, slanted smile made his face glow—and glow for her.
Rylie hesitated a few steps away, heart beating in her chest like a caged animal.
Ever since she had first seen Seth, she had known that she loved him. But she had been such a different girl then. So much younger. Rylie was a different person, and she didn’t know if the change was for the better, but Seth was the same.
He still loved her. It showed in his eyes, his smile, the way he held himself. He didn’t care that she had killed more than a dozen people while sick with silver poisoning. He didn’t care about her position in the pack. He only cared about the woman he had loved for years, and in his eyes, she felt like all her sins were forgiven.
Rylie faced her aunt, who used one hand to lift the veil. Gwyn was still cradling the shotgun under her wrap.
She bent down, and Gwyn kissed her cheek. “Love you, babe,” she said.
Rylie gave a tearful smile. “I love you, too,” she whispered back.
Gwyn stepped away, leaving Rylie nothing to do but take Seth’s outstretched hand. His fingers were warm. She wished that she could kiss him now, instead of waiting for the end of the ceremony. She could have used the comfort.
“You okay?” he whispered as everybody in the audience sat.
Rylie nodded, unable to speak.
His hands tightened on hers.
“Dearly beloved,” Scott said to her left, “we are gathered here today to celebrate the union of Rylie Gresham and Seth Wilder in holy matrimony…”
She was so on edge that she barely heard him. Blood roared in her ears.
Rylie thought she was going to faint.
Her wolf was struggling to emerge from within, making her gums ache and fingertips itch. She could smell the pack surrounding her, the stink of gun lubricant and silver bullets, hear distant footsteps on snow…
Wait. Footsteps.
Rylie’s ears perked up, and she tuned out the drone of Scott’s voice so that she could listen closer.
It sounded like someone was approaching. Running hard. Panting, gasping, staggering.
A faint breeze lifted, making her veil flutter behind her. Rylie let her eyes close so that she could take a sniff of the masculine smell of sweat and gunpowder.
“Will the bride please repeat after me?” Scott said, stirring Rylie from her daze.
She opened her eyes. Seth was looking worried.
And then his eyes focused over her shoulder.
“It can’t be,” he breathed.
Rylie gathered her skirts and turned, but she already knew who was approaching the gazebo.
Abel sprinted up the snowy hill. He was in a black tank top and jeans, completely unarmed, and looking exhausted. His foot caught on a rock under the snow, and he spilled onto the ground.
She sucked in a gasp. “Abel!”
Everyone in the audience stirred, craning to see him. Rylie heard guns drawn from holsters, safeties released, the soft growl of werewolves on the alert.
Rylie didn’t even realize that she was running until she reached Abel’s side. She dropped beside him.
“Oh my God,” she said, hands hovering over his body. She wanted to touch him, but he was looking so pale—was he injured? “Abel, what are you doing here? What’s wrong?”
He shoved himself over to roll onto his back. Every breath tore from his throat and made him grimace. “Rylie,” Abel gasped. “Cain—”
Seth crunched through the snow to them. “Your timing sucks, man,” he said, grabbing Abel’s arm. “Are you okay?”
Abel gripped Seth’s shoulders and stared in his face. “Cain is coming.”
A gunshot split the air, and someone in the gazebo screamed.



THIRTEEN
Until Death
Seth released Abel and whirled, drawing a handgun from inside his tuxedo.
It was chaos in the gazebo. Guns fired, people shouted, and Rylie couldn’t see what was happening. From the number of weapons firing, there had to be a lot of enemies—but through the tumult of bodies, it was impossible to tell who was attacking who.
“Stay here,” Seth said, launching up the hill again.
Rylie choked on a sudden surge of bile, clapping her hand to her mouth.
“You okay?” Abel asked, his fingers wrapping around her wrist. His touch was warm and familiar. Her wolf was dizzyingly happy to see him alive, and Rylie found herself leaning into his shoulder.
“I thought you were gone,” she whispered once she was certain that she could speak without vomiting.
He cupped her face in his hand. “I would never leave you behind, Rylie. You’re my pack. My mate.”
Seth’s shout echoed over the hill. Rylie’s head jerked up, and her wolf senses focused on him instantly.
He was firing from the hip at a moving target. A blur darting over the hill.
Cain.
Nerves swamped Rylie, and she gripped her stomach with a groan. “Abel…”
“I know,” he said.
She stared at him. “You know?”
He covered her hand with his, and warmth spread through the gentle curve of her belly. For a moment, Rylie heard nothing—no shouts, no gunfire, no chaos. The world was reduced to the place just below her navel, and the feeling of Abel’s skin.
“How can you already know?” she asked. “I haven’t even told Seth yet.”
Amusement flicked through Abel’s eyes. “Cain told me. You can’t fight like this—we have to get you out of here.”
She nodded mutely, and he pulled her down the hill, tripping on her long skirts as they ran. Rylie grabbed fistfuls of the material and hiked it to her knees, but running was still too hard.
They left the gazebo behind them quickly, but not quickly enough. When Rylie glanced behind, she saw three of the black-clad Union men separate from the others.
Bullets pinged into the snow around them, sending up white puffs.
“The Apple,” Rylie gasped. “They’re coming for us!”
Abel growled. “They can’t have you.”
Even though it looked like he had totally exhausted his strength in running, he still wrapped an arm around her and pulled her out of the way just in time for another smattering of bullets to hit the ground.
He scooped her off the ground, skirts and all, and ran faster.
Rylie gave a cry of surprise. “Wait—”
“Shut up,” Abel said, hauling her down the road toward the remnants of the barn.
There wasn’t much of the building left, but there were two half-walls, and it was enough to shelter them. Abel jumped behind it. Bullets smacked into the other side, making the wood crack.
He set her down on the dry ground.
“What are we going to do?” Rylie asked. “We can’t leave them behind! What about Gwyn, and Seth, and…?”
“Seth’s fine,” Abel said, glancing around the corner before facing her again. “Change me.”
“What?”
“You can’t wolf out. You’ll lose the baby. But you’re still Alpha—so change me.”
Rylie reached out a shaking hand and brushed Abel’s forehead. She focused all of her energy on him, and her wolf gladly rose to meet his.
It was easy to draw out his beast with the adrenaline roaring through her, and he changed in a rush of fur.
Seconds later, a massive black beast stood over her. He was the size of a small horse, and a thousand times more imposing.
Rylie smoothed her hand over the ruff of fur at his neck. “Be careful,” she said.
Abel jumped around the wall.
She watched through a crack in the boards as he rushed on the Union soldiers. She couldn’t see much, and she was glad for it—their screaming was horrible, and every time a gun fired, she feared that it would mean Abel’s end.
But he was a blur as he leaped through them, growling as he ripped into the men with his teeth and claws.
Rylie seriously doubted there would be any survivors.
Seth took cover behind the presents’ table to reload his gun. The rush of adrenaline made everything around him brilliant with clarity.
More than half of the Union men had turned on them when Cain attacked. Yasir’s estimate of having five or six people on their side had been seriously optimistic. And what was worse, it looked like some of the wolves had turned traitor, too.
Seth jammed the magazine into his gun and rose, bracing his arm against the table to aim.
It was hard to tell who to shoot. Everyone was tangled in a knot of spraying blood and screams.
His gaze zeroed in on Stephanie Whyte. A werewolf had his hands around her throat.
Seth let out a breath, took aim, and fired.
A silver bullet buried in the shoulder of Stephanie’s assailant—one of the traitorous wolves, who was named Manny. He grabbed his arm with a cry of surprise, then rounded on Seth as Stephanie fled.
Seth fired again, and again. Two more to the chest.
Manny fell, most likely dead.
He didn’t let the kill distract him. He swiveled, knocking a box of china off the table. It shattered on the ground next to him.
Cain stood at the end of the aisle.
“Hello, brother,” he said.
The werewolf moved too damn fast. One second, he was a few feet away, and the next, he was on top of Seth. The handgun flew from his grip and bounced across the snow before he could even think to.
They wrestled, knocking over the table and rolling out from under the shelter of the gazebo. Snow fluttered around them.
Seth’s skull rang as Cain punched him hard, right in the jaw.
“Sorry to crash the party,” Cain growled, “but I think my invitation must have gotten lost in the mail.”
Twisting free of Cain, Seth clambered to his feet and searched for his gun. He didn’t waste breath on banter. Cain was too strong for him—much too strong.
The gun was a few feet away.
Cain jumped, and Seth rolled under him, avoiding the blow.
His unbroken hand fell on the gun. He aimed and fired.
The shot went wide.
Cain smacked the gun out of Seth’s grip and punched him—hard.
He flattened on the snow. The werewolf straddled him.
“This is for our mother,” Cain growled, drawing back his clawed hand and aiming for Seth’s heart.
A gunshot cracked just behind him.
Red fluid fountained from Cain’s shoulder. Another gunshot, and it poured from his chest. He looked down as though shocked by the wound.
Yasir walked up behind him and pointed his gun straight down at Cain’s skull.
“Watch out,” the commander told Seth, and then he fired a third time.
The bullet exploded from his skull and hit the snow right next to Seth’s head. Cain’s face blanked. He slumped to the side.
Seth pushed Cain’s limp body off of him with a shout and scrambled to his feet.
“You almost hit me!”
“But I didn’t,” Yasir said, turning to pop off a couple more shots at the crowd. His aim was fantastic—he had once been a military sharpshooter, and every bullet hit a traitorous Union member. Two men fell.
Seth couldn’t argue with his reasoning. He crouched beside Cain to inspect the wounds.
It seemed too easy. Three shots, and the half-brother that had menaced Rylie for weeks was gone. “Guess I shouldn’t complain,” he muttered with a scowl at all the blood. It had ruined his tuxedo.
He grabbed his handgun and stood beside Yasir.
There wasn’t any fight left to speak of. Everything had sorted itself out in the fastest, bloodiest way possible—the beautiful gazebo was strewn with bodies, and only a few werewolves were left standing. Seth could see Stephanie hiding behind the altar with Scott.
There was no sign of Rylie or Gwyn.
Yasir holstered his gun. “Seven of them,” he said, his eyes skimming the bodies. “Seven of my men turned on us.”
“Seems like the Union’s got a pretty big loyalty problem,” Seth said.
The commander barked a laugh and headed for the bodies. Seth moved to follow—but an arm wrapped around his throat, strong and unyielding as an iron band.
He was jerked back against a muscular body. He thrashed hard, but couldn’t break free.
“Cain!” Yasir shouted, spinning to face him again.
“Drop your gun! One move, and I pop off his head,” Cain said. His deep voice thrummed in his chest and vibrated through Seth’s back. “You want this guy alive? I want Rylie.”
Yasir was frozen with his gun half-drawn.
“Don’t,” Seth squeezed out, his vision dimming.
“I shot you in the head,” Yasir said, eyes narrowed. “I used silver bullets.”
“Guess you don’t know much about natural born werewolves,” Cain said. “Rylie. Now.”
Seth tried to shake his head, but he was confined too tightly.
Cain’s arm tightened.
And then a black mass shot over the hilltop and crashed into them both.
Seth bowled over, thrown by the momentum of being struck by a wolf. It ripped him free of Cain’s grip and knocked all the breath out of his lungs. He sprawled on the snow, gasping for oxygen.
His vision blurred, but he could just make out the huge wolf that was Abel clashing with Cain. Even as a human, Cain was powerful—more than a match for Abel. Having a hole in the side of his head didn’t even faze him.
But then Cain made the mistake of trying to shift. His skin rippled, his knees popped, and he fell to all fours.
A moment of vulnerability was enough. Abel pinned Cain to the ground, jaws buried in his throat, and he bit down.
Cain cried out.
Seth got to his feet, dizzy and unsteady. Yasir grabbed him before he could fall over. “I’ve got you,” he said.
Together, they went to Abel’s side. He had a half-human, half-wolf Cain held down with his teeth and one massive paw. He couldn’t seem to finish shifting with Abel’s teeth in his neck.
Seth patted Abel on the shoulder. It wasn’t enough to show his gratitude, but he had to try.
The wolf shied away from him.
Biting back his annoyance, Seth focused instead on Cain. “Give it up. You’re alone, and you’re not getting out of here with Rylie.”
“Oh, I’m not alone,” he said in a rasping gurgle, almost a growl. Blood bubbled in his furry throat. “You might have won this battle against me, but you’re going to lose the war, little man. I let Eleanor out, and she’s finishing off your wife as we speak.”
Seth stared. “What?”
“If I can’t have my pure race, nobody can,” Cain hissed.
And then the blood loss was too much. His eyes glazed over, and he passed out.
Seth wiped the sweat off his upper lip with his sleeve. If a gunshot wound to the forehead hadn’t killed Cain, then a combination of blood loss and strangulation wouldn’t, either.
But he couldn’t linger and keep trying to kill Cain. Not if Eleanor was after Rylie.
Abel had already made his decision. He released Cain and tore down the hill in a black blur.
“I’ll watch Cain,” Yasir said, pushing Seth’s shoulder. “Find Rylie. Go!”
Rylie hugged her knees to her chest and shivered in the snow. It was quiet out on the ranch now, but she didn’t know if it was safe to emerge.
If her side had won, wouldn’t someone come to get her?
She was so busy arguing with herself over the idea of leaving that she almost didn’t notice when something else shifted in the burned remnants of the barn.
Eleanor dragged herself out of the shadows of what used to be a bedroom, and staggered toward Rylie.
Her right leg was missing below the ankle, and her spine was weirdly bowed, like it could no longer support her weight. But she could support a huge knife. It had a spiked blade that looked like it would hurt going in, and be impossible to remove without serious damage.
Rylie struggled to stand in her dress. “Eleanor?”
The woman limped toward her. “Did you do it?” Eleanor asked. Her words were jumbled, a little too fast. “Did you lasso my boy at long last?”
Fear made Rylie’s heart pound. But she couldn’t lose herself in the comfort of the wolf’s merciless anger, even though it tried to rise within her—Abel had said that shapeshifting would make her lose the baby.
But she also couldn’t fight Eleanor as a human, unarmed and alone.
She backed away slowly. “Wait,” Rylie said, swallowing down her wolf. “Don’t—”
Her foot caught on the train of her dress, and she tripped backwards. She landed hard on her butt. Her temple smacked into a broken board, sending her head spinning.
Eleanor lurched forward.
“Temptress,” she whispered, ichor dribbling down her lip. “Whore.”
Kicking her feet free of her dress, Rylie struggled to stand again. But Eleanor was strangely fast, for a woman who was falling apart. She lifted the knife.
Rylie was going to have to change. She had to.
She pressed a hand to her belly. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, closing her eyes.
A shotgun blast rang out.
Eleanor shrieked, and Rylie’s eyes flew open.
Gwyn stood a few feet away, gun braced against her shoulder. She had blasted away part of Eleanor’s ribcage.
The knife slipped from Eleanor’s fingers and bounced across the burned ground.
“You keep the hell away from my niece,” Gwyn said.
“You can’t kill me,” Eleanor said scornfully. “I’m as immortal as you are!”
Gwyn lowered the shotgun and pulled something out of her pocket.
The animal skull.
Eleanor’s eyes widened as Gwyn lifted the tiny animal skull over her head.
“Immortal? I don’t think so. You’ve already walked this earth about thirty years too long, Eleanor.”
“It will kill you, too!”
But Gwyneth brought the skull crashing down on the wall. The bauble shattered. The skull exploded into a thousand fragments.
“No!” Rylie screamed.
Her cries mingled with Eleanor’s. It shook dust from the crumbling rafters of the barn.
Seth’s mother collapsed in an instant, as if she was nothing more than a bag of bones. But the life—and the anger—remained in her face. Her one good eye stared up at the rafters.
“Monsters,” Eleanor whispered.
Then she was gone.
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As soon as Rylie was sure that Eleanor’s remains were done twitching, she ran to Gwyneth. “Oh my God,” Rylie breathed, grabbing her aunt by the shoulders to look at her. “Are you okay?”
Gwyn chuckled. “I’m fine, babe.”
“But the skull—”
Gwyn patted her back. “I was brought back by a charm, not black magic. I knew I’d survive breaking the skull.”
“Did you? Really?”
“Well… no.” She winked. “But I had a pretty good feeling.”
A laugh burst out of Rylie’s chest—one that was more relief than actual happiness. She threw her arms around Gwyn and squeezed her tightly. But not too tight.
“I’m so glad you’re okay,” she whispered against her aunt’s shoulder.
“Well, I’m not totally unscathed.” Gwyn drew back and turned to show Rylie a wound on her back—a circle of human teeth over her ribcage. “A couple members of the pack sided with Cain, and they fight nasty. Good thing I’m already dead, or the next three months sure wouldn’t be fun.”
Rylie clapped her hands over her mouth. “Oh no.”
“It’s all right. Just a flesh wound.”
“But you can’t heal that!”
Gwyn shrugged. “You’re okay, and the baby’s okay. That’s all that matters.”
She looped her arm around Rylie’s shoulders and steered her out of the barn.
A black wolf came rushing down the hill and stopped just in front of Rylie. Abel butted his broad nose into her side. His hot breath snuffled over her hands and neck.
“I’m fine,” Rylie said, pushing his head down. He laved his tongue over her face, and she giggled. “Seriously, I’m fine.”
Abel touched his nose to her belly, as if to make sure that was also okay, and her smile faded a fraction.
“Yes,” Gwyn said. “That’s fine, too.”
Rylie stroked her hand over his massive head and released the transformation. Abel shifted back quickly. He stood naked and steaming in the snow. “Eleanor?” he asked.
Gwyn jerked her head toward the barn. “Dead. For good this time, I think.”
“Rylie!”
Seth was just a few yards behind his brother. Gwyn released her, and Rylie pushed past Abel to run to him as best she could in all of her skirts.
He caught her up in a hug, and Rylie buried her face in his neck.
She might not have gotten married, but she had survived—and so had the baby. Seth and Gwyn were safe, Abel was home, and Eleanor was dead.
She couldn’t ask for anything more.
Yasir loaded Cain’s unconscious form into the back of a van with the surviving Union traitors. There weren’t many left—Levi had gone wild with fury, and it was only because of Bekah’s intervention that any survivors were left at all.
“What will you do with Cain if he can’t die?” Seth asked Yasir, keeping an eye on the twin werewolves still wrestling with each other at the bottom of the hill. It looked like Bekah was starting to wear Levi down.
Yasir slammed the door shut and locked it. “The Union has a special prison. And now that we have control of Cain, the traitors shouldn’t be a problem—I hope. I’m going to take him straight to HQ until I can get him to give me the names of all of his followers.”
“You don’t think this is over?” Seth asked.
The commander shook his head. “Not even close.”
He climbed into the van and drove away. Seth watched them go, and he felt a little bit less safe than he had before speaking to Yasir.
Abel sat down at a chair next to the toppled table of presents. He pulled a box into his lap and opened it.
“China set,” he said. “Nice.”
“Those aren’t for you,” Seth said.
His brother ignored him. He dropped the china, grabbed another bag, and ripped out the tissue paper. “Who the hell gave you a fishbowl?”
Seth rolled his eyes and decided not to remark on it.
The rest of the surviving pack members were helping clean the bodies and tear down the decorations, which had been thoroughly destroyed in the fight. But all Abel seemed to want to do was be annoying.
“Did you get my message?” Seth asked. “I left you a voicemail.”
“Naw. I lost my phone somewhere between getting kidnapped and fork torture. Why? What did you say?”
Seth swallowed hard. “Nothing. Never mind.”
“Are they gone?” Rylie asked, emerging from the house. She had changed from her dress into a pair of jeans, but her hair and makeup was still perfect. She looked incredible.
He caught her hand and pulled her against his chest.
“They’re gone,” Seth said firmly. “You’re safe.”
She sighed and leaned against him. “That wasn’t what I expected to happen when I said we should get married.”
He rubbed his hands over her shoulders. “Well, we still have the license. All we need is a ceremony.”
Abel stood up.
“No,” he said.
Seth lifted his eyebrows. “No?”
“No,” Abel repeated, pushing his way in between them. “You can’t get married.”
“Abel…” Rylie said warningly.
Seth reached out to take her hand. “It’s okay, Rylie. Abel knows that you’ve made your choice. He’s not going to do anything stupid… right, Abel?”
His brother’s golden eyes glimmered. “That’s the thing. She did make her choice, and she can’t marry you. Rylie is pregnant with my baby.”



THIS ISN’T THE END OF THE STORY!
I had originally planned on just four episodes of this serial, but as you can probably tell, I have a lot more story to tell! Who’s the father of Rylie’s baby? What’s going to happen to Gwyn? Is anyone going to end up getting married? Please join me on my Facebook and help me decide where to go from here!
Chime in on the discussion here: smarturl.it/sotms
And make sure to sign up for my mailing list so you know the instant the next episode is available: smarturl.it/armyofevil
I can’t wait to find out what happens next!



AUTHOR’S NOTE
Thanks for reading. I hope you’re having fun with my werewolves! I’m a full-time writer these days, so I really appreciate all your help spreading the word about my books. If you want to get involved, go ahead and…
Share it! My books are lendable and DRM-free. You can loan them to other Kindle owners or share the file with friends.
Leave a review! Help other readers find the good stuff by sharing your honest thoughts on the Amazon page, Goodreads, or your blog.
Sign up! Join my new release notifications mailing list and march with the Army of Evil! smarturl.it/armyofevil
Happy reading!
~Sara (SM Reine)
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