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Chapter 1 

The beauty of the New Mexico landscape was lost on her as she stilled. Tall 
trees surrounded her as the cool breeze of the fall ruffled her brown fur. Her pack land 
lay at the base of the Carson National Forest, a few miles from the city of Taos. The 
snow tips could barely be seen from the ground, as the large forest surrounded it, but 
the view, the breathtaking sight was lost on her as she sniffed, the foreign scent tickling 
her enhanced smell as the light breeze filtered in from the East. 

Something is wrong. 
Vanessa scanned the woods, the shadows flickering among the dense trees. 

Dust had long since come and gone, and the night pressed in, highlighting the 
sputtering noises of nighttime activity. It was normally her favorite part of the night; 
when everything came alive. Except... 

Her eyes narrowed as she backed up, and her ass hit a tree. She stilled and 
listened, alert. Vanessa hadn’t been able to sleep and had decided to go for a run, 
shifting in mid jog, but now she was rethinking that decision. Her brother had warned 
her, especially after everything that had happened within the pack, after… 

She strained to hear past the hammering of her heart, the beat thundering in her 
ears. 

Fuck this. 
She swirled and ran across the hard ground, her legs a blur. She didn’t know 

what she had been thinking, but she was a fool. 
She saw the light from the main house just as she heard it; running behind her; 

someone giving chase. She didn’t pause, didn’t look, but pushed herself faster, harder. 
Her head lowered, her sides pinched and strained as she jumped over logs and around 
trees, her ears tucked on her head. The light glowed in the distance, and her focus 
narrowed.  

Home, almost there. 
Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the black shadow fly over her head and 

land in front of her. She skidded to a stop, the large black wolf blocking her. His eyes 
glowed and the fangs grew, glittering in the moonlight. 

You’re mine. 
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She growled and crouched down, preparing to fight as her body tensed. Her eyes 
twitched as rustling sounded behind her, branches snapping. Their gazes locked, 
neither moving or backing down. 

She hadn’t wanted to believe it, but the evidence before her suggested 
otherwise. 

That son of a bitch. 
She felt a sharp pain in her side and howled, the sound echoing in the silence. 

The wolf jumped her, his fangs striking down on her shoulder. She howled again, but 
the sound was silenced as his jaw tightened. Numbness invaded her limbs as she lay 
on the ground, breathing heavy. 

Mine. 
Whimpering, the light from the house dimmed until it disappeared. Blackness 

encased her as her eyes closed. 
So close… 
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Chapter 2 

From what Travis Kameron could see from his current position, he was in serious 
shit, and that shit was about to hit the metal bars that caged him. 

Struggling to stand, his legs caved and his head hit the concrete, causing a flash 
of pain to shoot down his spine. 

Fuck! 
Shaking his big head, The room spun as he opened his eyes, and he struggled to 

stand again. He collapsed before he even made it to his large paws, and the animalistic 
groan fought to break free, but his dry throat tightened. Thinking was beyond his 
capabilities as he struggled to focus, the bars in front of him swimming and blurry. His 
vision, usually enhanced by his shift, took in the metal bars surrounding him. The cage 
wasn’t much bigger than he was. 

What the fuck happened? 
Travis tried to remember, but everything was in a fog, his memory a jumbled 

mess of distorted facts and missing links. 
His limbs heavy, he lay on the hard concrete, panting as he took in the silent 

room. It looked like a warehouse of some kind.  The stacked empty cages lined the bare 
walls of the large, rectangle room. A door was at the end of the narrow space between 
the set of cages, and he noticed a few small windows high up, near the ceiling. Black 
paint covered the glass, sealing and concealing everything inside. from the inside out. 

From the corner of his eye, he saw something move in the far cage, about six 
cages from him and closer to the metal door in the middle. A low whine drifted towards 
him and he stilled. 

His eyes narrowed as he zoomed in on that far cage and the occupant inside. He 
shook his head again to clear his vision, which didn’t help. He glanced around. They 
were the only ones in the cages. 

Have I been drugged? 
He closed his eyes; not only to make the room stop spinning but to bring his 

human form to mind. 
He felt the pull as his muscles contracted and tightened, bowing in the middle. 

He felt his wolf try to give his shift but something then it stopped. The magnetic hold on 
his ability that kept his bones twisted into that of a wolf stayed strong. Drugs had to be 
the only explanation. The Alpha of the Crescent Ice Pack had been fucking drugged. 
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He let the anger build, the rage push forth as he struggled to stand again, but it 
didn’t help. He was helpless, and that pissed him off more. 

Someone was going to die. 
He collapsed back on his side and focused on pushing whatever they had shot 

him with out of his system. 
He looked over at the still form in the other cage but couldn’t tell whether it was 

someone from his pack or not. 
Ambushed? 
He growled, the dark sound finally leaving his throat. The form in the other cage 

stirred but didn’t lift their head. at the vibrating sound before stilling again. Whoever it 
was, they were alive but for how long? 

He couldn’t think; his mind remained jumbled and thoughts unclear. The drug 
made communication impossible, so he lay on the cold stone, a little light coming from 
the cracks at the bottom of the door. He willed his wolf to heal as he tried to remember 
what had happened. 

His memory returned in flickers and flashes, as if a movie played in slow motion. 
Travis remembered the night, the full moon, the hunt and the metallic taste of blood that 
filled his mouth. He had been out hunting with his pack, the coolness of the Colorado 
mountains light and chilly.  

Images, the blur of the trees, the deer and rabbits running and hopping through 
the woods filtered in and out. The smells flashed through, blurred and fleeting, but the 
small impressions were enough. 

The smells… 
He pulled the impressions closer and examined them, as the cold from the 

concrete seeped into his flesh. What had he smelled? He remembered the scent of 
something foreign, another animal. Wolves, he realized. Another pack ambushed him. 

Why? Was he the only one? 
Only one pack was hostile towards his, but nothing had been brewing between 

the two for years. A truce had been in effect since the other pack’s last Alpha died; 
murdered.  

Thinking back, Travis remembered feeling watched when he had stopped near a 
creek to drink and catch a breath. 

Then…nothing… 
A movement from the corner of his eye caught his attention, pulling him back. His 

dark gaze shifted, watching as the other wolf struggled to stand. 
Don’t bother. You’re drugged. 
The other wolf stilled for a moment, but then resumed the attempt at effect of 

standing, a simple feet that that no doubt felt as if concrete blocks were attached to their 
the legs. 

Stunned, he watched as the petite wolf stood up, wavering on its feet. Leaning 
against the bars for balance, the small chest moved hard with each breath. 

The wolf was a female; pure white with a black stripe down her nose, and smaller 
than he was. She was beautiful. Her head turned and their gazes met, her eyes a dark 
green.Growling, the wolf battled against his internal cage, to give him back his abilities, 
but those bars were set in stone. As long as the drugs coursed through him, he couldn’t 
shift. He tried the communication link instead of fighting. 
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Can you hear me? 
The other wolf tensed and her eyes narrowed, but she remained silent. 
I’ll take that as a yes. Do you know where we are? 
Her glare remained solid eyes narrowed even further as she stayed silent. Still 

leaning against the bars, the rapid pace of her breathing slowed down. It took a lot to 
get a wolf down, but drugs would do it. 

Most wolves bowed down to his commands, their head tilted down in submission. 
He was an Alpha. Well, this one had never received the damn memo. 

Wavering, the cage tilting, he stood himself. She must have been here longer 
than he him for her to be able to stand before him. He started to say something else, but 
a sound caused both of them to freeze. With the barest tilt, their eyes shifted in the 
direction of the scraping sound coming from the door.  

Almost as one, they laid back down and put their heads on the ground. Well, 
more like Travis crashed back down to the hard floor. With little balance and his shifter 
essence out of whack, a loud thump came from his cage, his breath lost for a minute as 
he lay on his side. 

Lids lowered, Travis watched the door, praying he would have the strength. It 
wasn’t something he would bet on, not in his condition and the drugs, but at that 
moment, he didn’t have much choice. Waiting for the right moment, his muscles tensed. 
He could feel the life coming back, the nerves in his legs and arms tingling. 

Come on, come on… 
Voices drifted towards him, coming from the other side of the door.  
“What about the other two? Think the drugs wore off?” 
“I don’t know. Go take a look while I dispose of this heavy bastard.” 
“Yeah, I thought he would have lasted longer.” A chuckle followed as heavy 

footsteps came towards him, followed by a jingle of keys – what the hell could they do 
locked in cages? – and then a creak of the metal hinges of the door as it opened, letting 
in a small stream of light from the hallway. 

Travis closed his eyes and focused on keeping his body stiff and breathing even. 
He didn’t have time to worry about the female; the bastard wasn’t getting another 
needle in him. 

Waiting, his nose twitched as the footsteps came closer, stopping and then stop, 
next to his head. Smelling the unwashed human on the other side of the cage made him 
want to gag, and he breathed in through his nose. He choked the urge down as the 
seconds blended into minutes, as the smell of onions reaching reached him. 

Disgusting. 
He felt the man move away, but Travis kept his eyes closed, his breathing even. 

His repulsive scent was still in the room. He could still smell him in the room. 
Finally, he heard the door creak again and then slam shut. A loud click signaled 

the locks. 
Taking a deep breath, Travis opened his eyes and met the other wolf’s. dark 

eyes. Rage glittered in their green depths. She still hadn’t spoken through their link, and 
he knew she could. 

They had to escape before the sons of bitches came back. 
What the fuck was going on? 

Commented [Jonathan 20]: Delete. 

Commented [Jonathan 21]: Combined this sentence 
with the last. 

Commented [Jonathan 22]: Delete. 

Commented [Jonathan 23]: Combined this sentence 
with the last. 

Commented [Jonathan 24]: Delete. 

Commented [Jonathan 25]: Delete comma. 

Commented [Jonathan 26]: Delete. 

Commented [Jonathan 27]: Delete. 

Commented [Jonathan 28]: Delete. 

Commented [Jonathan 29]: Delete. 

Commented [Jonathan 30]: Delete. 



Crescent Vendetta 

7 

 

*** 
 
 
Vanessa Burns watched the large wolf open his eyes and meet her gaze as he 

stood up again, wavering but using the metal bars for balance. He didn’t try to 
communicate with her, again and she was grateful. Still weak from the drugs, it was a 
struggle to think, to move as her wolf fought to push them through her system, but it 
wasn’t quick enough. It was never quick enough. 

Vanessa knew what awaited them once the bastards returned. The large wolf at 
the other end of the warehouse had no idea. 

She had watched when they dragged him inside the warehouse and threw him in 
the cage. They shot her again with another dart before leaving again. She had awoken 
to the larger wolf trying to move. Used to the drug, it hadn’t taken her long to be able to 
stand and at least pretend she wasn’t hurting, especially after the last fight. 

It had been a brutal week fight, one fight after another. She didn’t know how 
much longer she could survive. They were bringing in stronger males and females, and 
it was getting to be more of a struggle to win, to live. 

At least until the next fight. 
She didn’t know how long it had been since her capture; months at least. She 

wondered if her pack was even looking for her anymore. , or if they assumed It wouldn’t 
be unreasonable at this point to assume she was dead. She didn’t think so, not after 
how they had parted. They were no doubt glad she was gone. 

Probably think I took off. 
She thought of her condition, her unborn pup, and struggled to control the urge 

that followed. She hadn’t cried in years, and she wouldn’t start now. To show any type 
of emotion in this hellhole was to invite death, for both of them. She couldn’t believe she 
had managed to conceal her condition and could only think that the drugs must have 
had something to do with it. 

Could it have concealed the hormone? She wondered, staring over at the far 
wall. as she thought of it. The drug must have because wolves had acute sense of smell 
and could tell when a female was pregnant, so it was the only thing that made sense. 

Will I even be able to see him or her alive? She didn’t think either of them would 
live to see each other, and that thought caused her eyes to burn. She blinked furiously, 
clearing her vision. 

Don’t think of that. Live. Fight. Her wolf whispered. 
Being the sister of the Outlander Pack, Vanessa knew her brother, Aiden, 

wouldn’t rest until he found her. That was the only thing that kept her going, kept her 
fighting. Her father wouldn’t have cared if he had been alive, not to mention the rest of 
the pack, but she knew her brother did. 

Thank god he had taught her to fight. He had trained her since she was a teen, 
after saving her from one of many rapes. Her laughing father had said ‘boys will be 
boys,’ which had pissed Aiden off. Instead of killing the bastard like he wanted, Aiden 
instead had taught her how to defend herself. It had paid off more than a handful of 
times, as it was paying off now. 
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Would he still want anything to do with me once he discovers the truth? 
Vanessa paced the tiny cage she had called home for far too long. Exhaustion 

pulled at her, threatening to send her to the concrete floor stained with her blood, but 
she forced herself to move; back and forth. If she stopped, if her mind and thoughts 
flourished with the past, it would topple her. The fear would win. 

She felt the large wolf watching her but ignored him as she paced, the drugs 
wearing off. 

A little bit longer. Just a little bit longer. 
Who are you? The deep growl came through and she sighed at his persistence 

as she shot him a quick glare. She didn’t want to answer, but she could tell he wouldn’t 
stop. Not that she blamed him; she wanted to get out of here, too. would just persist in 
that communication. 

He was an Alpha. He had to be. They had shot him with drugs, and in just a few 
hours afterward, he was standing. Even she hadn’t been able to do that, but she had 
put up a hell of a fight on capture, so she had been pretty weak and bloody as well. 

Great. A fucking Alpha. 
Sure enough, she heard his deep voice filter through the connection that seemed 

to be getting stronger. Who are you? 
Growling, she paused in her pacing and shot another glare his way as she 

answered.  
Vanessa. Now save your strength. You’re going to need it. 
Why?  
Before she could answer, a loud roar vibrated the concrete at their feet. She 

could even make out a few profanities, the words soft but clear. She knew what it was 
and watched the other wolf for the realization of what awaited them. The fights were 
always back to back, lasting long into the night, as long as people kept paying. One died 
and they just brought out another, and another. There were many doors to the 
warehouse, each room housing no more than two, even though there were multiple 
cages in line up against the room.  

She took the time to study him. He was gorgeous, large and powerful, his brown 
coat glistening with dry blood. His head snapped towards the door, the glow of his 
brown eyes darkening. She could feel the rage from across the room, and for the first 
time since she had woken up in hell, a ball of acid, of fear, burned her mouth. 
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