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Chapter One
 
 
Steadying himself against the railing, Luka surveyed the room. A few paddles had fallen on the floor from the door slamming shut. A rose-coloured flogger hung from the back of it and swung back and forth.
The woman who’d stormed out hadn’t even bothered to apologise for what she’d done or had been trying to do.
“Fuck!” Luka yelled. Pounding his fist on the railing in front of him, he steadied himself. The broad he’d just let go hadn’t been able to get him off. She wasn’t his mate— nor a very good submissive, either. 
Too many damn bitches trying to top from the bottom. 
Never try to top a wolf from the bottom. It was a dangerous thing to do, unless you wanted to be his dinner. 
Worse yet, this partner was human.
Clutching a singletail with one hand, he lifted his free one to touch the gold, diamond-shaped pendant that swung against his sweat-covered chest. It hadn’t so much as warmed when he’d brought her into this room and stripped her. 
She was hot, too. Pert tits that thrust out, long, curly hair that swayed past her ass when she tilted her head back and gave him a glance at her exposed curves. And the trail of her slender neck had made him hard.
But her appearance did nothing for the pendant that was supposed to bind him to a woman.
Sighing again, he hung the singletail back on one of the tacks from the toy wall. Heading towards the exit of this room, he decided going upstairs for a drink was the best course of action.
Oh, and he’d probably have to have Tiffany come over and clean up the room. His occasional submissive-in-training hadn’t been over in probably six weeks, now, and the house was becoming a mess.
He’d sent her away in hopes that another female wouldn’t smell her and become insanely jealous.
Snorting, he headed upstairs and into the kitchen. Setting his hands on his hips, he pondered what to drink.
Glancing at his wet bar, he mentally perused what he had on hand. Vodka? No, too cold for now. Scotch? He wasn’t in the mood for a cigar.
Bourbon? Nodding, he walked into the kitchen and retrieved a glass from the bar, filled it with two ice cubes and poured himself a drink. 
Bringing the liquid up to his lips, he inhaled the charred American oak aroma. He took a sip and pondered his next move. He only had a few days left before the moon cycle came full circle and Diana chose a mate for him. 
He didn’t want her doing that. 
Despite the fact all wolves belonged to Diana, they were still sovereign. At least as Northern California’s pack Alpha, that was his stance.
The fact was that if Diana chose his mate, he’d be relegated to being the pack beta. Leaders moved before it was time, she said. Not when the time was up.
Taking a larger sip of bourbon, he let the alcohol slide down his throat and warm him. It was winter outside, and regardless of the fact he’d been born a wolf, the creature comforts of humans still amused him.
Setting his glass down on the marble countertop, he picked up the phone and called for Tiffany to come over. The conversation was brief. He spoke, she listened.
He spoke more. She agreed and happily scheduled time to come over. 
She was the perfect submissive, it seemed.
Except the necklace he wore didn’t respond to her presence, either. Could it be because she was human?
He shook his head. That couldn’t be it. The necklace warmed around certain humans, but even the pack’s elder magicians couldn’t figure out why.
The dame who’d just left had tried to top him, which was amusing. But he was good enough to recognise when a sub was trying to control things from the bottom, a trait many humans had that annoyed him.
A few minutes and two bourbons later, his doorbell rang with the grandeur of a wealthy man—by growling.
Luka threw on the shirt he’d left on the countertop, walked through his enormous living room and reached for the front door. When he opened it, he saw Tiffany standing in a large overcoat with her eyes lowered. Hair had fallen in front of her face
He reached to move strands of hair behind her ear. “Come in, honey. And no, I don’t need a submissive right now. I need my friend.”
Tiffany straightened, looking at him with a deep kindness. 
Luka caught a reflection of movement in her pale blue eyes, just to her left.
He cocked a brow. “What’s this?”
Heat visibly crept up Tiffany’s face. “My sister. She wanted to meet a real wolf. She’s never seen one and I-I thought you’d be okay with this.” Tiffany took a tentative step back as though in fear.
Luka shrugged. “Let’s see her.” Crossing his arms over his chest, he waited for Tiffany’s sister to appear.
The other woman came into sight. She was a bit taller than Tiffany, probably five foot six, Luka guessed. Her complexion reminded him of mocha, rich and heady in taste. Her auburn hair flowed in long rivulets down her face and stopped just short of her hips. She brushed a thick cord of hair back and revealed plump breasts that begged to be teased and taken into a watering mouth.
Bedroom brown eyes sparkled with something more than interest, but Luka couldn’t place the emotion.
It smelled of lust. Hot and tangy.
But he couldn’t be certain. 
She stepped forward and slanted her mouth. “You’re a real wolf, eh?”
He nodded. “What’s your name, kid?”
Stepping in front of her sister, the other woman extended a hand. “I’m Michele. Pleased to meet you. But so far, aside from a scrumptious chest and washboard abs, I fail to see how you differ from any human.”
Luka’s chest warmed. The pendant! He adjusted the collar of his shirt and peered down to see the thing glowing. Heat that spread throughout his entire being radiated from the diamond-shaped stone. Magick seemed to swirl around the pendant in colourful light that penetrated his clothes.
Michele’s eyes widened at the sight, and her sensual mouth opened. She stepped back carefully.
Tiffany reappeared and ran a hand through her hair. Tossing her head back, she looked up at Luka. “Something the matter, my lord?”
Michele reached out and teasingly tugged strands of Tiffany’s hair. “Why call him that?”
Luka scoffed. “Because, little girl, she’s my submissive. Much of the time, anyway.”
Tiffany blushed.
Her sister poked her in the ribs.
Giggling, Tiffany stepped closer to Luka.
He reached out for her, pulled her into his arms and cuddled her. “All the time she’s my confidante.”
Michele snorted. “Submission is for the weak.”
Luka cocked a brow. “Really, now?”
Michele nodded. “Ever seen a submissive leader?”
He smirked. “That’s the point. They’re not usually leaders. But yes, I have.” 
Michele stepped forward, forcing her chest outward to emphasise her size over Tiffany’s. “Do tell.”
Luka licked his lips. She was giving him quite the show of cleavage. He recognized the trick of pushing her chest out to appear more dominant.  
The pendant hanging beneath his clothes had heated up so much that his skin grew hot. He pulled it out and dropped it, letting it dangle on the outside of his form-fitting shirt. 
Michele eyed it with curiosity. “What’s that thing?”
Luka flashed a fang. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”
Tiffany wrapped her arms around him. She stood up on tiptoes and whispered. “I told you my sister was special.”
He nodded. If the pendant was glowing and reacting to Michele, that meant something was up. Was she his chosen mate according to the magick of the pack’s pendant? 
Luka shrugged. He’d have to do more research, first. “What brings your sister along with you, aside from her curiosity to meet a flesh and blood wolf?”
“I wanted to see who my sister was hanging out with. She needs to be in school and work, not surrounded by rogues.” Michele crossed her arms over her chest and threw her head back, exposing the line of her neck. Dark skin begged for a touch, just a taste.
Luka contained himself. Just because the pendant was responding to her presence, it didn’t necessarily mean anything.
The fact that his cock had stood at attention the entire time, however, was a different story.
Shrugging it off, he waved Michele inside while escorting Tiffany with his arm around her. “She’s safe. I make sure she gets her studies done. As for work, that’s not my problem.”
Michele caught Luka by the arm and spun him around to face her. “What do you mean, ‘that’s not your problem’? If she’s got duties and responsibilities to other commitments, then she should tend to those first and not some asshole who is forcing her—”
The pendant grew even hotter against his skin. 
Luka held up a hand and pressed two fingers against Michele’s soft mouth. Her lips were plump, juicy just like he’d figured. She was aroused, he could smell it. Her hair covered her breasts, but her top was stretched tightly enough that even with her curls, he could detect her nipples becoming tiny buds.
What he wouldn’t give to suckle them while he drove himself inside her.
But, she was anti logic, it seemed. “First off,” he pulled his fingers back, “she’s not in any danger. I’m plenty well-to-do as you can probably see. Even you’re not blind.”
Michele made an undignified noise. “Money isn’t everything.”
Luka snorted. “No, it’s not. But in case you haven’t been looking, her studies are fine. Now, what can I do for you?”
“Tell me why you wanted my sister to fuck you.”
Luka gasped. While he’d trained Tiffany, they’d never had any sort of contact more intimate than when he’d hugged her earlier. He just didn’t view her that way.
Michele, on the other hand…
He licked his lips. “I’ve never had relations with your sister.”
Michele shoved a hand forward, pressing it against Luka’s chest. 
He laughed. “You think you could actually shove me?”
Michele dropped down to one knee and threw a leg out in a sweeping motion.
Luka stood solid where he was, the hit connecting with enough force to annoy him. As he glanced down at Michele, the wild sweep of her hair spread out over her back made him think of how lovely she’d look taking his cock in her mouth.
Still, he managed restraint. “If you’ll get up and knock off the silly nonsense, I’ll be happy to answer any questions you have about my relationship with your sister.”
Looking defeated, Michele stood and brushed stray hairs from her face. She smirked. “You’re strong. You’re a wolf, huh?”
He grimaced. “Wanna see me get furry and fang-like?”
Michele set a hand on her hip and tilted her head. “I’ve no interest in furries. They sicken me on a regular basis, actually.”
Luka snorted. “Bad break-up with one?”
Tiffany swatted Luka on the shoulder and glared at him.
He shrugged his shoulders. “What? She came into my house and—”
Tiffany glared harder. 
Luka huffed. “Fine. Look, it’s really simple. Your sister and I have nothing going on between us, but for whatever reason, she feels I’m a safe haven. Turns out she’s a really good person I can talk to and trust almost implicitly. Satisfied?”
Michele frowned. “That’s all? What’s with the submission thing? Kinky people are sick and often fucked up in the head.”
Luka felt his blood beginning to boil. How dare she come into his house and insult what she didn’t understand? “You don’t know what you’re talking about, obviously. Nor do you know shit about the lupine culture. Clearly, you’re a damn fool. I should just shove your sister aside and devour you.” He let the arousal mix with the heat in his gaze and reach his eyes.
Michele turned away in disgust. 
“Fine. Whatever. I don’t care. At any rate, I have business with your sister. So you’re free to make yourself at home. I’ll make you a drink or there’s food in the fridge if you’re hungry.”
Michele turned to face him. “Steak?”
Luka grinned slowly, letting his fangs show. “Yeah, actually.”
The woman snorted. 
Gripping Luka’s shoulder, Tiffany started laughing.
He looked down at her and smirked. “What did I ever do to you, little girl?”
She stopped laughing long enough to meet his gaze.  She couldn’t help but laugh again. “Nothing, master. Just the interaction between you two is amusing.”
Michele snorted. “‘Master’ my ass.”
Without missing a beat, Luka turned his gaze upon Michele’s and caught her stare. “I intend to.”
She scoffed and left for the kitchen. 
Tiffany’s laughter died down.  She narrowed her eyes and lowered her chin. “I take it you felt the obvious?”
He pulled her towards his den. Once inside the room, he shut the door. “She won’t bother us in here, will she?” 
Tiffany took a seat on the leather couch and crossed her legs just as she’d been taught so if she were nude, Luka could still stare at her shaved pussy. True, they hadn’t slept together, but that didn’t mean he didn’t get to take his pleasure from viewing her lovely figure.
“No.” She straightened against the back of the couch. “She won’t. I didn’t bring her here on purpose. She swore she needed to come along, though. And you did feel the effects of the pendant, right?”
Luka walked to a wooden cabinet and opened it. Retrieving two glasses, he set them down on the desk before pouring two shots of bourbon into them. Handing one to Tiffany, he smirked and sipped his. 
She lifted her glass and took a sip. Coughing at the first swallow, she patted her chest before she set the drink down on the arm of the couch. “Yeah, I’m not much of a drinker, remember?”
Feeling embarrassed, Luka grabbed the pitcher of fresh water and poured a splash into her glass. “Sorry. It’s just that you spend so much time around here normally that I forget you’re human and not a big hard liquor fan.”
She smiled and set her hand on his. “It’s okay.” She swirled the ice around and took another sip apparently without any trouble, this time.
Luka poured himself another round and sat down on the leather chair across from her. Patting his thigh, he beckoned her to come towards him.
She rose daintily, as she had been taught, graceful in her every movement. She walked towards him, drink in hand, then settled on his lap and snuggled against him. “What’s the problem, baby?”
Drawing her close, Luka buried his head in her thick mane. He didn’t speak, using a mental link to convey feelings to her that she’d understand better than if he spoke the emotions.
She straightened. “It’s that time, isn’t it?”
He nodded.
She stared into his eyes and waited for a beat.  
His shoulders rose and fell. He reclined against the back of the chair and wrapped his arms around her waist. “If I don’t find a mate, I’m okay with that. But the pack I built would be taken from me, and for what?”
Her eyes widened, revealing pale blue irises so fair they could have almost been white. “Would they really take this pack from you?”
“Yeah,” he nodded. “We all answer to Diana, but not everyone sees her as the ruler of our kind. There is a faction down south that has a leader primed in the event I can’t find a mate in the next few days. They’re betting against me so they can turn the state of California into a hunting ground for wolves.”
Tiffany’s mouth twitched. “If it weren’t for wolves like you, the humans out here would be extinct.”
“Exactly.” 
The two sat in silence for a few moments, wrapped in each other’s arms. Luka knew Tiffany understood with clarity what it meant to have wolves hunting humans. The state of California had developed a higher rate of wolves to humans after it was revealed the current governor was lupine. 
The governor had also indicated he had a strong distrust of humans.
Luka had worked tirelessly to ensure their safety by meeting other pack leaders in the area and forming an alliance. All of them agreed he needed a mate to help balance things out.
“When your pack was caught eating the remains of Alex, a Mexican citizen with a rap sheet, we could understand. But when we found other wolves slaughtering illegal immigrants at the border, we could no longer look the other way. Either we’re pro human or anti human. So,” Lajon’s voice rang out in Luka’s head, “we’re giving you this necklace. You have one year to find your mate.”
Luka recalled with clarity the effect the necklace had on him. Lajon was a stronger, older wolf who had seen myriad things in his lifetime. Tall, dark and wise, he was a force to be reckoned with.
The door to Luka’s office slammed open.
Tiffany stiffened against Luka.
His grasp around her tightened. The pendant began glowing against his skin. The scents of rose and honey drifted through the air, mixed with cayenne pepper. 
“You!” Michele glared and pointed a finger at Luka.
 



Chapter Two
 
 
 
Luka recognised the instant anger in her face, the scowl. “Why didn’t you tell me your sister was nosy?” 
Tiffany snorted. Sliding off Luka’s lap, she walked towards Michele. “Calm down, sis. It’s not what it looks like.”
“Bullshit. We’re going.  Now.” Reaching for Tiffany, Michele couldn’t react fast enough before Luka stood in front of her.
Luka looked down at Michele, felt the heat radiate off her body. She wasn’t quite human. Could she be… No, that wouldn’t make sense. “Think she’s going somewhere?” 
She glowered, her lip turning upwards in a snarl. She stepped back and set her hands on her hips, a move that pushed out her breasts.
Goddamnit if he didn’t want to just fuck her right then and there. Still, he regained his composure despite the hard-on that was raging, now. His nerves fought to maintain control over his body and use the natural mating instinct that seemed to kick in about the same time the pendant responded to her. Inhaling, counting to five, exhaling, he closed and opened his eyes. She wasn’t a wolf. He could break her. 
“Yes. She’s coming with me. I’m taking her.” Michele tried to sidestep Luka and reach around for her sister.
Tiffany swatted her hand away. “No, Chele. I’m staying here. He called me over and—”
Michele’s tone grew louder. “And what? Wanted a quick fuck? Was that post coital cuddling I saw from the door?”
Luka had had enough. He closed the short distance between himself and Michele. “And what? You didn’t see this.” He bent down and pressed his mouth to hers while gripping her shoulders. 
Michele gasped and turned her head away.
Luka’s strength overpowered her and forced her mouth back to his. Her lips were plump, juicy just as he’d expected earlier. His tongue pushed past them and explored the taste of her sensuality that begged to be kissed again and again. 
Though she struggled against him, her body moulded to his while her mouth acquiesced with each stroke of his tongue. Her breasts pressed against his chest.
She moaned into his mouth.
The sound reverberated throughout his body, hardening him further. The pendant grew hotter against his skin. Brushing it aside so it landed and rested on his back didn’t help, but Michele’s mouth was hotter than hell so he could bear a little more pain.
She bit at his lip, nibbling and suckling his tongue when he thrust it between her lips again.
She drew a deep breath as if inhaling his scent, then she closed her eyes and gripped his shoulders.  
A cough from behind them broke the moment.
Luka pulled away gently, smiling and baring fangs. He turned to face Tiffany.
She didn’t look entirely amused.
“Tiffany, I’m—”
She shook her head. “Skip it, Luka. I don’t mind. Just not in front of me, okay?”
He shrugged. 
Michele made a sound of disgust. “You don’t have to worry. That was a one time thing.”
 “I doubt it,” Luka scoffed as he turned back to Michele. “In fact, judging by the way this pendant reacts to your presence, I’d say it’s better if we repeat this then take it further.”
Michele stiffened, yet her eyes betrayed the expression she obviously tried so hard to conceal. “I don’t think so.”
Luka tilted his head. “Ever hear the expression ‘your eyes betray your body’? Besides, I can smell your arousal.” He licked his lip. “Tastes like honey.”
Tiffany snickered behind him.
Glaring, Michele stood with her arms folded over her chest. Her skin had a flushed look that worsened when both sets of eyes stared at her. “What?”
Taking a step forward, Tiffany reached out for her sister. “We need to sit down and talk. I think you need to be brought into the loop.”
Michele put her hands up. “Whoa, what loop? I don’t think I need to be brought into anything.”
Luka looked at Tiffany and nodded. “Yeah, the pendant responded to her unlike any other woman I’ve ever been with. The delectable kiss should be repeated and taken further to prove a point.”
Tiffany nodded. 
Michele stepped back, keeping her hands up defensively. Her mouth dropped open.
Luka smiled at the sensual display of how her lips formed a perfect O when she shook her head in defiance. Something tugged low in his belly. He reached for the pendant and stepped closer to her. 
It lit up. It was just a simple design, really. A rough-cut stone that resembled a wolf’s head was encased in a golden diamond and hung on a chord that dangled just over his chest. He held it closer to Michele, and all three watched colourful sparklies float around it. “Well, it’s glowing.  If that isn’t proof, I’m not sure what is.” 
Tiffany scratched her chin. “I don’t know. Did Lajon tell you anything after he gave it to you?”
Luka shook his head. “Nope. Not a damn thing. He tossed it to me and said ‘wear this’. Then he walked away and did that disappearing thing he always does.”
Tiffany’s voice rose enthusiastically. “That’s such a cool trick!” 
Luka narrowed his gaze on her. “Yeah, but it doesn’t help us, now.”
“Well.” Michele coughed and directed their attention on her. “It doesn’t mean anything to me. I’m not part of this weird wolf shit you and my sister are involved in. I want no part of it, ever. I can’t afford to have my life upset by—”
Luka growled. “Prophecy set in stone thousands of years before you were born, little girl.” 
Michele’s mouth opened. Her jaw ticked, and her eyes widened. “No. Not me. None of this makes sense.”
“That’s because you need to be briefed and caught up to speed.” Luka stepped closer to her, so close that even if he wasn’t lupine, he could have smelled the heat pooling between her legs. Or the fragrant aroma of her hair when the heater kicked in, as it had a moment ago.
Eyes widening, revealing fear so deep it was palpable to anyone around, Michele stuttered, “I don’t…I-I don’t want this!” 
Luka took another step closer. “You and I need to talk.” He tried to keep his voice calm despite the storm building inside him at the fact the woman who was probably his mate was resisting him and going to cause the death of millions of humans with her reluctance.
“No. We don’t.” Michele reached for the doorknob and pushed it open while keeping her gaze locked on his.
Luka held out his hands with his palms facing up and offered a smile. “I smell your fear. Let me help alleviate it, please? 
The colour drained from her face. “No. I’m sorry, I can’t.” She turned on her heels and ran out the door, into the other room.
Tiffany started after her.
Luka set a hand across her chest. 
She looked back at him with a worried look on her face.
Luka sighed and shrugged. “I guess this is the way the game is played.”
Tiffany put an arm around Luka’s waist. “Yeah. You should know some things about her before we continue trying to figure this out. Do you need tea?”
Glad to see her resume her submissive role, he nodded. “Please make us a pot. I do need to know more about her.”
“Oh, and don’t worry.” Tiffany glanced over her shoulder. “She can’t leave unless she takes my car. She doesn’t drive, so unless she wants to create a situation where you have to bail her out of jail, she’ll stay in the house for the time being.”
He offered her a feigned smile. “Good to know.”
Tiffany scurried out of the room and headed into the kitchen. 
Luka walked over to his chair and sank down. How the hell had he been placed in this predicament? He was one of the strongest wolves in the area, the uniting force behind protecting the human population and trying to live in harmony with them, and without a mate. 
The latter part he could fathom. It was in his nature to seek out females in heat, and Michele definitely was in heat. He could smell her arousal when she walked into the room, could still taste the lingering scent on his tongue. The sweet rose and honey aroma kept him hard. 
Yeah, he’d meant to kiss her earlier, too.
No doubt she’d scoff at the fact they’d shared a kiss which she actually enjoyed, if her body’s response was any indication.
A few minutes later, Tiffany appeared, carrying a tray with a pot and two tea cups. She set it down on his desk, poured a cup and handed it to him.
Luka took it and let the faint, smoky smell of green tea drift towards his nose. He kept an eye on Tiffany, watching her pour herself some before taking a seat on the leather chair across from him.
Leaning forward, Luka set the tea on a table beside him and clasped his hands together. “So, tell me about Michele.”
Tiffany took a sip before setting her own cup down. She straightened her shoulders, ran a hand through her hair and sighed slowly. “Well, for starters, she’s a different beast than I am. She’s not human as you probably smelled. I don’t know what she is. My senses aren’t as acute as yours.”
Luka’s brows furrowed. “She’s a wolf.”
Tiffany leaned back in the chair and crossed her legs. “I thought so.”
He nodded. “Then, why the aversion to wolves?”
“Ever since we were little, she’s had a fear of them. I’m not sure why, honestly. She won’t talk about it. It’s much easier for her to cover up what she is and to mask her scent so no one will know. Up until I started dealing with you and took it upon myself to befriend you,” she smirked, “I had a problem with wolves, too.”
Luka made an indecent noise. “You sure never showed it.”
Clasping her hands together, she began twirling her thumbs. Looking down, she paused then looked back at Luka. “We had an accident with wolves when we were younger. I don’t remember the details, but I remember waking up one morning with an intense hatred for your kind. I vowed I’d find and destroy every last one of you if it was the last thing I did.”
Luka crossed his feet and leaned back, listening. 
“I don’t know what or why, but my sister had joined me in the desire until one morning I found her in her bedroom covered in blood, devouring what looked like the neighbourhood thief.”
An eyebrow rose, then lowered slowly. Luka became aware of the gentle slowness of her breathing. 
“I asked her what happened, and she started crying. Said I’d think she was crazy.”
His tone remained neutral. “A normal reaction.” 
She nodded. “Yeah, but this is my sister. Our parents weren’t the best with us and left us to ourselves at a young age. After we moved in with an aunt, Michele started behaving oddly, even for a teenage girl. I kept close tabs on her the same way I do you.” She smiled, her voice remaining soft and sweet. “Our aunt died, and by that time I was old enough to get a job, so I did. And supported us. But Michele couldn’t handle a lot of what happened, so she kept to herself. Without the long bullshit story, I accepted her for what she was. She told me about that night and showed me how you transform. It looks very painful.”
“Yeah.” He nodded. “It is for new shifters. Who in your family has the lupine blood?”
Tiffany shrugged. “That’s just it. I’d assume it was father, but I don’t know. They both died before I could ask them.”
He scoffed. “Figures. The genes can be carried by either parent, but it’s usually the mother that has the dominant traits. If there’s even an eighth of lupine in her blood, chances are the child will be born a shifter.”
A loud crash that forced Luka out of his chair sounded from the kitchen.
Tiffany stood, too.
Luka waved a hand. “Stay here. Shut this door and lock it. I’ll let you know in the usual way if it’s okay.”
She nodded and went behind the desk.
Luka smiled. “I smell trouble.” He raised his nose to the air, stepped out of the office and shut the door behind him. He stopped.
Waited.
The panting, snarling sounds grew louder. Something glass crashed against the floor.
Setting a hand to his forehead, Luka sighed. “Oh, not my fucking Reidel wine glasses. You bastards.” 
He approached the kitchen, hands open and prepared for grappling. The snarling grew louder. When he walked through the doorway, he saw the two staring at each other.
One wolf was huge, with dark brown fur and a murderous glint in bright yellow eyes that would easily be seen in the darkness. Mud-covered paws mixed with flecks of sand left wolf prints on the floor.
His lip curled up in disgust. “Man, I just cleaned that fucking tile.” Luka looked at the other wolf.
She was smaller in stature, but the murderous rage in her stance couldn’t be missed. Her eyes were that soft brown that…
It clicked. “Michele?”
She moved to acknowledge him before she lunged forward at the intruder. 
The other wolf jumped towards her, catching her by the throat.
They landed and rolled, slamming against the oak cabinets.
Luka wanted to stop this, stop the damage they were causing to his kitchen, but he needed to see if Michele was truly in any trouble. The other wolf outweighed her by a good one hundred pounds. 
She kicked out with her hind legs, hitting him in the ribs and breaking the other wolf’s grip on her.
Righting herself, she lunged for the weak point in his stomach and snapped her jaws down hard.
The other wolf yelped and kicked out in frustration before shoving her off with his weight.
She started snapping at him, barking and growling, jaws open. 
He stood on all fours, backed up and leapt over her onto the sink. Glaring once at Luka, he turned and jumped through the broken window, making the hole even larger than it had been to begin with.
Michele just barely missed his tail when she landed on the counter.
Luka set a hand on his head and made a clicking noise. “Why the fuck did you two destroy my kitchen?”
He surveyed the mess, saw the collection of expensive Reidel glasses strewn about in shattered pieces by the wine rack. By the window, a pile of glass had been crushed under Michele’s less than delicate footsteps.
She jumped off the counter and stood about three feet away with an expression in her eyes he couldn’t read.
But the emotional scent, bitter and tart, was heavy enough for him to understand.
The wave of it all nearly knocked him off his feet.
He took a tentative step forward. “Why, Michele?”
She didn’t respond.
Letting her catch her breath, he studied her. Her fur was a deep shade of midnight blue with an occasional silver streak running through it. The pendant on his chest had been glowing the entire time. 
She sat down and tilted her head. He could tell her baser instincts were running her on autopilot, now.
Using the mental link all wolves had with each other, he kept his voice calm and steady to reassure her. You’re brave. Thank you. I recognised that wolf. He’s from a rogue pack. He’s been after me for a few weeks, now. How you’re alive after a fight with him is amazing. Do you know that?
Michele whimpered. She raised her neck slowly, jolting it when obvious pain shot through her. 
You’re hurt. We should take care of that. He extended a hand to her.
She let him. Another whimper came from her. 
He stroked her fur, felt the blood coagulating around the deep wounds in her neck. She wouldn’t die from the injury, but it was serious enough to cause her pain for a while. If left untreated, it could get infected. The wolf’s natural abilities to heal could kick in, but by the way she sat there not calling her magick, Michele didn’t seem interested in letting that happen.
“Let me.” Luka closed his eyes, envisioning Michele naked, hair flowing around her waist, breasts bobbing with each step she took towards him. The vision continued with them embracing and her body glowing a silver colour that shimmered. Every muscle, fibre, tissue, ligament and bone would receive the Moon Mother’s healing light and energy. 
Luka opened his eyes and saw the response in Michele’s. 
Hers widened, and if wolves could shoot dirty looks mixed with intense lust, Michele would be the poster child.
A silver ball glowed brightly in and around his hands that was filled with the power of the Moon Mother and would heal Michele’s internal wounds.  
Then, in an instant, the silver ball had been absorbed into Michele’s body.
The wound bubbled and oozed blood before clotting set in. 
Tiffany, come here and bring a wet washcloth, towel and my black robe. 
She couldn’t respond on the mental pathway, but he knew she’d hear and follow orders. She was good like that. 
Even though he’d healed the wound, something told him if he hadn’t, and Michele didn’t change, she’d be in worse shape than before. He couldn’t stand the instant pain he felt when hurt pricked his heart from the fact he could lose his mate. 
A moment later, Tiffany appeared with the requested items. 
Luka took the washcloth and started patting down the dried blood, wiping away excess mess from her fur. “Can you transform back?”
Michele lifted her head, pleading with her eyes.
Kneeling down before her, he kept his voice steady and calm, putting in extra effort to reinforce tranquillity. “I could force the change. I am that powerful.”
A moment later, a light flashed and enveloped Michele’s body. In an instant, she lay on the floor, her body totally naked.
The sight of her heavy breasts caught his attention first. Luka’s groin grew harder instantly. Letting his eyes roam down the length of her body, he couldn’t help but love the long lines of her legs, the powerful curve of her ass. Sweeping his gaze back up towards her neck, he spotted the wounds made by the other wolf. 
They had managed to stop bleeding long enough to start healing with the help of the magick.
Her skin was as opulent as he’d expected, full of rich colour that begged for powdered sugar. 
He couldn’t control the involuntary motion when he licked his lips.
She tilted her head and frowned. Her eyes narrowed, zeroing in on his groin. “Satisfied?”
Luka shook his head. Extending his hand, he leaned closer to her. “I’m sorry. Here, let me help you up.”
“Are you okay?” Tiffany rushed to her sister’s side. “What happened?” Worry wasn’t hidden from her voice. 
Michele stood, brushed herself off and quickly folded her arms over her chest in a smooth motion. 
Luka licked his lip again. She truly was grace and beauty in one package. 
Sighing heavily, Michele snatched the robe from Tiffany’s hand. Throwing it on over her arms, she snuggled it tight around her body and belted it. “There, much better.” She lifted her chin, and the sparkle of defiance returned to her eyes. “What? You act as though you haven’t seen another wolf before. Get over it.”
 
 
 
 


Chapter Three
 
 
 
Letting out a breath of relief, Luka smirked. “It’s not that. I was checking to see if you were okay. What happened?”
Setting a hand on her voluptuous hip, Michele turned towards his liquor cabinet. Walking over to one of the open bottles of bourbon, she picked it up, took the top off and took a long sip, gulping down quite a large amount before returning the bottle to its former place. “Fucking sitting in the car waiting for my sister,” she glared at Tiffany for emphasis, “and this asshole comes up to it, sniffs it then transforms. I’m not about to fear you assholes, so I shoved open the door and transformed, as well. We grappled and fought for a moment before he apparently realised whose house he was in front of. He said something about needing to kill you before the full moon in a few days. The rest you know.”
A closer glance at her eyes revealed she was holding back information. Luka filed that away for later when they had more time.
“So, what’s the deal, anyway? Why is someone slightly more psychotic after you?” 
Resting against the table, Luka grinned. The unmistakable scent of arousal came from Michele, wafting towards his nose. “Because I’m the ruler of this territory.”
Her eyes widened. She looked at Tiffany and groaned. “You’ve been serving the head of all of the packs in this area?”
Tiffany nodded. “Proudly for the last year.”
Michele snorted. “He’s still a loser.”
Snickering, Luka kept his attention focused on Michele. “You want me. I can smell it. And according to the pendant, you and I need each other.”
She made an unladylike noise. “What the pendant or anyone else says has no effect on me. I am not part of this territory.”
A brow rose. “Do you live in this area with your sister?”
Michele turned her head away. “It doesn’t matter. I don’t want anything to do with wolf politics.”
Luka stepped closer to Michele, keeping his eyes on her body. He watched how the ovals of her eyes narrowed with each step he took. He no longer needed the necklace to tell him what his heart already knew. Whether she wanted it or not was another matter, but he had to get her in his bed and at least make it appear to Lajon and the others he had a mate who would balance him.
He jeered. There was no way this young vixen could balance him. She was all aggression and attitude.
Still, he couldn’t stop himself from cornering her.
She lifted her hands in front of her. “What are you doing?”
Catching them in his, he spoke with his voice dropping lower with each word. “What I need to do in order to make sure you’re healing and will continue to live.”
The panic in her voice caused it to squeak. “I’m fine, I swear it. See?” She pulled away the collar of the robe and bent her head to expose her neck.
A cough sounded behind them.
Luka glanced over his shoulder at Tiffany. 
“I’m still here.” She crossed her arms in front of her and tapped her foot.
Luka glared.
Tiffany smirked and wandered out of the kitchen.
The husky tone in Michele’s voice couldn’t be missed. “Goddamn it! Why did you have to send away the only thing keeping you safe?” 
Returning his focus to Michele, he cocked an eyebrow. “Keeping me safe?” He stepped closer and was now mere inches from her. He reached out to touch her cheek with a tender hand. Her skin was soft, supple and smooth. 
Her head jerked.
He caught her and forced her mouth to his in a heated kiss that started out hard, conquering, but eased to a softer pace with each taste of her.
Her mouth opened for him, letting his tongue slither in and out, around her lower lip.
Luka tasted her, picking up the bourbon spice along with her natural honey and rose, perfumed scents he could find himself easily intoxicated by if he didn’t take some modicum of control. 
She sucked in a breath and clutched his arms, pressing her body against his. “Damn you,” she growled against his skin.
Chuckling into her flesh, he stepped back, taking her with him. “Damn me? What for?” He resumed his assault on her mouth with his. 
She pulled from the kiss, running her hands up and down the expanse of his shoulders. “For making me want another wolf so badly. It’s been so long…”
He captured her again, clutching a fistful of hair. Tugging her head back, he licked a trail down her jaw, swirling his tongue over the sensitive part of her neck. 
She moaned, pulling him tighter against her.
His cock bobbed against her stomach, and despite the robe and his slacks, he could still feel her heat. “You know the rules of this game, then?” 
She groaned. Her hands reached his ass, squeezing. “Yes.”
Luka gripped her thighs, heaving her off the ground. “Yet you hate it and are still giving in.”
Nodding, she said, “It’s just sex.” She locked her legs around his waist and reached between their bodies. “May I?”
He nodded, shaking against her. “It’s more than that. You feel it, too, don’t you?”
Another groan. Her hand reached the snap on his slacks, undoing it and unzipping him quickly. Her body pressed into his with deft movements that had her panting, begging for him.
The strength it took to hold her with one arm while she clutched onto him would amaze anyone.  Grabbing himself with his other hand, he found her heat, intense enough to travel up the length of his cock before he’d even pressed it against her nether lips.
Michele tensed her thighs, pushing herself off him just slightly before slamming down on his cock.
Both of them shuddered and moaned into each other.
Luka positioned them so she was against the wall, wrapped around him still. The scent of lupine and rose carried through the air, wild and free. 
Her wet pussy clenched him, welcoming him with a tightness that didn’t want to let go. 
He tangled one fist around her hair and suckled on her neck, tasting and biting the skin so sweet. “Goddamn, you’re slick.”
Michele bit into his shoulder and cried out. “You’re well on your way to becoming that way too, bud.”
Luka started bucking against her, using the wall and her round ass for momentum. 
Each thrust made her breath catch. She squeezed her legs together around him and tossed her head against the wall.
Luka kept suckling on her neck, careful to avoid the wound on the other side. Hands on her plump ass squeezed her while he enjoyed the feel of her pussy caressing the length of his dick. 
Her juices coated him, making her tight passage even wetter and his throbbing cock even harder. She burned him with her kisses, with the way her muscles clenched around his body.
They fit together perfectly.
Rhythmic movements had them slapping against each other with an almost trancelike sound with nails gripping, claws digging into flesh and teeth scraping against skin.
Each thrust upwards sent Michele’s head lolling back and forth against his shoulder and the wall.
Luka maintained his pace, keeping in time with the way her body deliciously jerked against his, allowing him to drive himself in deeper and deeper with each thrust. 
Her moans grew louder, her grip on him more desperate. 
The familiar sensation of tightness started low in his balls. Luka slowed down, adjusting his angle to penetrate her with less intensity but more focus on her clit. 
Strong thighs wrapped even tighter around his waist and seized him. “I don’t want this.”
He was panting, his heart racing, his breathing becoming laboured. “You need it.”
Between deep breaths, Michele shook her head, her hair falling over her face to darken her features. “No. I can’t be tied to another Alpha.”
Luka reached between them and pinched a nipple taut.
Her head fell back against the wall. Her skin was sweat-covered and reddened. “No, please no, Luka!”
“You need to come.” The demand in his voice couldn’t be mistaken. 
Michele growled but stopped when her breath caught in her throat. Panting, slamming onto him, she hurriedly picked up the pace.
Luka spoke in stuttered speech. “Orgasm. Is. Nnnear, isn’t it?”
She didn’t respond verbally. Her body bucked and tensed up around him, muscles clenching the base of his cock.
With each withdrawal, vice-like pressure rubbed him and pulled his own orgasm closer to the surface.
Tweaking her nipples again, he dipped his head down to her neck and flicked his tongue around her satiny skin, tasting the saltiness and earthy musk that had appeared during their fucking. It wouldn’t take but one word and a call of the wolf’s power to bind her to him.
Did he dare? 
She wasn’t in love with him. Didn’t seem to want him. But her body certainly didn’t reject his.
The pack, the greater good, needed this. Needed a leader with a mate. He’d just have to force her hand if the humans were to be saved.
“You love this?” He undulated his hips upwards, triggering her orgasm.
She cried aloud, begging him not to make her come. 
It was too late. She threw her head back. With her mouth wide open, she yelled, screaming his name along with a number of obscenities while her body shook and soaked his cock with her juices.
He needed to bind her now but couldn’t. Release hit him first, his balls drawing up against his body. Pumping, thrusting harder and deeper, he slammed himself into her, emptying his seed inside her and nearly smashing his fingers between the wall and her ass.
Groaning, squeezing his eyes tightly shut and coming in spurts, he filled her full and then some before he stopped and clutched her tightly to him.
She held onto him for balance, for dear life. 
He heard her sob against him. Felt her warm tears against his exposed skin.
He pulled back from the wall and carried her to the counter where he set her down gently. He wasn’t afraid he’d hurt her, she was a wolf. But her sobs threatened to break his heart. 
She wasn’t his, and he couldn’t bring himself to bind her or break her free will, but he did need her submission. Lifting his head up, he brought a hand to her face. With his thumb, he smoothed away the tears falling steadily from her soft brown eyes. “What’s wrong?” 
Michele sniffled, looked up at him and smiled weakly. Running a hand through her hair, she moved it out of her face and tried her best to give him that defiant look he knew well.
He tilted her chin with his thumb. “Tell me, sweetheart.”
Another sniffle was followed by another before she stopped and squared her shoulders. “Nothing.”
Luka snorted. “I know better.” He did, too, could sense the apprehension in her voice, feel the bitterness of some painful memories she didn’t want to discuss. It chilled him to the bone. 
She shook her head. “This can’t work. I’m not in your rank, and I’m not interested in pack politics.”
“It doesn’t have to be about pack politics or rank. Look at me. I’m a fucking playboy, for goddess’ sake! Or I was until they threw this damn necklace on me.” He gestured with his hand at the pendant that somehow had come off and was now sitting on the table behind them. “I did not want this, did not want to be Alpha over this pack. But my family, those that raised me, were human, and rogue wolves killed them. The family I loved and had learned to respect, that taught me,” his voice was shaking now, “how to live in harmony and be who I am regardless,” he felt the backs of his eyes start to burn with tears, “were slaughtered by rogues. Then Lajon found me. From then on, I didn’t have a choice.”
Her eyes widened at the horror of his words. “I was just going to tell you about my broken heart from the alpha of the rogue wolves, but wow. You just…” Her jaw dropped. She studied his face for a moment. Apparently she saw what she wanted because she looked away.
The impact of what she said hit him, but he kept on this tangent. She needed to hear him in hopes that he’d bring her around to him. They could discuss her falling in love with his brother later. “I could carry the hate around forever, you know. I could let it simmer and build within me and let the rage destroy me. Or I could do what I’ve done.”
She scowled. “Which is what, exactly?”
He smiled softly. “Built a life and a family for myself and others. Your sister learned to serve me because, like most of us, she’s kinky.”
She leaned forward and set her hands on the counter’s edge. Her eyes narrowed. “But she’s human! She can’t take the pain you can dish out.”
“You’d be amazed, first off. Second, what kind of leader is my brother?”
Michele gasped. “Your b-b-brother?”
Turning around to face her from the side, he sighed. “Yeah. You thought you loved my brother. Didn’t you? How did that work out? Is your sister bruised? Harmed or coerced into being here?”
Tiffany appeared a moment later, carrying a tray with three glasses of bourbon and the bottle. After setting it down on the table, she handed one glass to Luka, took one for herself and gave the last one to her sister. “Ahem, Luka.” Her eyes darted downward, and she patted her stomach.
Following the motion of her eyes while taking the glass, heat crept up his neck. “I’m sorry!” He zipped himself up then helped cover Michele with the size of his body while she adjusted her robe.
“I don’t have the senses you two do, being full-blooded human,” she smirked, “but I’d appreciate it if you two remembered that humans embrace modesty. I’d expect you to remember,” she glared at Luka.
He gave her a shrug that somehow seemed Gallic, saying so much with so little.
Tiffany groaned and took a sip of bourbon. “I take it you two are caught up on each other’s wounds?”
He nodded. “Your sister was just telling me about my brother.”
Michele snorted. “He is a typical male, stubborn, headstrong and dominating. Not at all like you.” 
Tiffany giggled. “She’s got you, there.”
“Hush, woman.” He brought a hand to his head and closed his eyes. He hadn’t seen his brother in months, but word must have gotten around that his time was drawing near to either have a mate or cede control of the pack.
Michele swirled her drink around before taking a sip. He assumed it was the heat from the alcohol that made her gasp and squint.
“There’s no way I’m interested in dating another overbearing asshole.”
He smiled. “Good. ‘Cause I’m only an occasional asshole, according to my submissive.”
Michele’s eyes widened. “How is that so? You’ve subjugated my sister!”
Setting a hand on Tiffany’s back, he rubbed her, needing the contact from someone familiar, safe. 
She turned to him and smiled. 
The physical connection between them wasn’t hot like it had been with Michele, the two were so different it wasn’t funny. Michele was a full wolf and Tiffany a full human. How could that have been?
He didn’t have time to ponder it. “Tiffany isn’t brutalised. I’m into the bondage part with other women who can take it. Tiffany realises her place in this world is with someone who loves her deeply, not unlike the way I care for her but differently. She is good at being submissive, good at handling my affairs as she has the last year or so. I’ve trained her to respect herself and pack law to a point. But,” he looked at Tiffany, “what did I tell you?”
She smiled so brightly, it lit up her face. “Protect yourself, your loved ones, shoot to kill!”
Michele groaned. “You and your brother are almost alike.”
Luka frowned. He growled out the one word. “How?”
Michele slid off the counter and smoothed out the robe. “He has the same attitude about people.”
His mouth curled up. “Ugh. No. We share a similar belief, but I took the high road.”
She pursed her lips together in a thin line. “Fine. I’ll see it when I believe it. But,” she let out a long, slow breath, “how do we proceed? You bound us.”
His eyebrows rose. “I did no such thing.”
Her shoulders tensed. She leaned against the countertop and sipped her bourbon then looked at him, her eyes staring directly at his. “I felt it.”
He lifted his chin. Setting a hand on his hips, he took a step back and examined her. Her scent had changed from when he’d first met her. Now it smelled of roses and honey and sex, a pungent yet intoxicating aroma that caused his nostrils to flare. “I didn’t bind you.”
She lifted a hand behind her head. “You had to have. I feel…different.”
Tiffany pulled out a broom and begun sweeping up the broken glass on the kitchen floor. She was managing to clear up much of the mess and restore some cleanliness to the kitchen. She looked up with a wry grin on her face and annoyance in her eyes that seeped out into the air in the scent of bitter peppers. “You two have issues to work out. I need to get busy. Get out of my kitchen.”
Luka scowled but offered Michele his hand. “Still think she’s being forced into this?”
Michele reached for his grasp and laughed, a light sound. “No, I suppose not. Where are we going?”
“My office. It’s the one place she won’t go without knocking if the door is shut, unlike other sexy women.” He gave her a macho smile.
She swatted his shoulder. “Beast.”
The two walked into the office. The door shut behind Luka with a soft click. He turned to face Michele.
She leaned back in the large leather chair behind his desk and closed her eyes. “What are we going to do?”
He shrugged. “Well, the necklace puts us together, obviously.”
She spoke dryly. “Obviously.”
He set a hand on his hip. “But you don’t want this.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


Chapter Four
 
 
 
Michele shook her head. “Not interested in wolf politics. Nor is saving the world my thing, either.”
Lifting his foot onto the footrest, Luka leaned forward and set his chin in his hand. He continued swirling bourbon around in the glass. 
“You drink a lot, huh?”
He nodded, eyes closed. “Helps me think to actually have something in my hand. I’m a little neurotic that way.” Opening his eyes, he saw the faintest smile on her pretty mouth. He wanted to kiss her again. Needed to.
But fucking her wouldn’t solve any problems other than the one in his pants. 
“That’s the second time in a week I’ve been challenged. The rogues don’t want an open fight where they’ll have to play fair or lose. They know I can beat my brother, always have been able to.”
She leaned forward, tilting the chair with a creak. “I thought you said you were raised by humans.”
“I was. But he wasn’t. He found me by accident in a bar one night, and we started talking. It became clear our goals were different.”
She nodded, keeping her focus on him.
He swore she licked her lips.
Hell, her taste was still on his tongue. “The matter at hand became the standard ‘good versus evil and wolves are superior’ discussion. We fought, he lost. Swore vengeance, yadda yadda.”
She grinned. “Sounds like a wonderful brother. He and I dated briefly, but then as he rose through the ranks in pack politics, he wanted me to bend to his stupid will. I couldn’t do it for much more than a few months.”
He waved a hand dismissively. “Bet you liked that.”
She dropped her chin and glared straight at him. “Oh, yes, I loved it. Not!” 
He chuckled low and throaty. “You know, if the rogues get control of the packs up here, they’ll instigate a policy of hunting humans.”
Michele blinked and slumped back in the chair. “I know. That means—”
“People like your sister will be used for food and enslaved if the rogues get their way. An entire war will break out, and it’ll be wolf against wolf. Do you want that?”
Michele rested her head against the back of the chair and stiffened. “No. No, I don’t. I really just want this entire thing to go away!” 
Pulling over his chair, Luka sat beside Michele at his desk. He thought if they were on the same side of the table, he could convince her to see his solution of binding her to him and joining him in the fight against those who would harm humanity, including her sister. “So, what about your family?”
Michele’s head turned to the side. “I don’t want to discuss them.”
“They’re not worth protecting?” The words left his mouth faster than he could stop them.
Michele spun and faced him, eyes wide. “I killed them accidentally, okay? I’m the one who killed them, couldn’t control my powers. Couldn’t control what I am. I fucking hate it and hate the wolves because of it!”
By now her chest rose and fell. The scent in the room matched her emotions, burnt matches and white pepper. She was definitely angry over a lot of things. 
Luka leaned forward, cautiously extending a hand to her cheek. “I can help you heal if you’ll let me.”
She turned away.
Luka settled against the back of the chair, aware he should probably give her space and time to deal with the magnitude of everything he’d just said. But they only had less than a few days left before the pack meeting and he was either challenged anyway or forced out of Alpha by the elder council. 
He cleared his throat and kept one hand on his thigh, the other holding his bourbon. “They’ll vote on what to do if I don’t have a mate. Chances are, the rogues will want me defeated, my brother will want me dead. I stand a chance against him, but if I win, I’m still without a mate.”
A tear escaped her eyes. She kept her gaze on his, though, searching.
“I don’t like that we can’t court like a normal couple. But you see how I treat your sister. You see how I’ve treated the others in this area. We’re not stronger because we’re a larger force, the rogues outnumber us two to one.”
She crossed her legs. “Then why fight what seems like a losing battle?”
“Because it’s not our strength in numbers, it’s our belief in the system that gives us the ability to live in harmony with the humans as we go on mostly unseen. Our strength lies in our mercy. Our desire to do the right thing is letting us maintain the status quo.”
She sighed. Smoothing the robe over her legs, she rocked back and forth. “What do we do?”
Luka couldn’t keep his eyes off the line of exposed flesh, but forced himself to focus. “We have to bind to each other. I know—”
Her posture straightened. “No.” 
Setting down his drink, he rested his elbows on the desk, clasping his hands together. He met her stare, looking deep into those beautiful, brown eyes, searching for the hidden meaning. Alphas had to do those things, be perceptive enough to hear someone out and catch the meaning from what was not said.
She waited, took a breath.
The rise and fall of her chest beneath his black robe made his mouth water. He needed to make her understand just how important the binding was.
He leaned back in the chair, still keeping his focus on her. Picking up his drink again, he took a sip and let the warm liquid slide down his throat along with the scent of spice and smooth, charred oak. “Perhaps a night’s sleep will help. You’ve had a rough day.”
She rolled her eyes. “You’re not hearing me. And I can’t stay here.”
His lips curled upwards in a smile. “You don’t drive, do you?”
She twitched and narrowed her eyes. “What are you getting at?”
His smile widened. Tiffany, come here, please. I need you to help me convince your sister to stay the night.
A moment later, Tiffany appeared with a tray and three cups plus a pot of steaming tea. 
“Smells like jasmine,” he said.
Michele groaned. “My sister, submissive to a stubborn Alpha. Great.”
Tiffany set the tray down on the corner of the desk and picked up one cup, filling it slowly before handing it on a saucer to Luka.
He took it and brought it to his lips, inhaling the rich aroma of his expensive tea. His nerves steadied just a bit from the calming fragrance.  He could think this out.
Tiffany set out another cup and poured tea into it. 
Michele reached for it but stopped. She glared at her sister then at Luka. 
He took a sip. “What? You don’t drink tea?”
She snorted. “I drink tea, you fool. What’s in this?”
Luka glanced at Tiffany.
Tiffany poured tea for herself and leaned against the edge of the desk. She set a hand on her hip and smirked. “It’s a nice jasmine tea from a local producer. Can’t you smell it with your superior nose?”
Michele rolled her eyes. 
Licking his lips, Luka took another sip before setting his cup on the saucer Tiffany had provided. Keeping his voice low, even, he clasped his hands together. “Just how in touch with the wolf are you, Michele?”
Her eyes widened. “It’s none of your business.”
An eyebrow rose. “So you’re a typical denial case, then. I see. We have a much bigger problem on our hands if you won’t embrace what you are to the fullest extent. I realised when you didn’t speak back to me on the mental pathway that something was wrong. Just wasn’t sure what it was.”
“For your information,” she leaned forward with a glint of annoyance in her eyes, giving him an excellent view of her cleavage, “I don’t need to waste time on learning how to be a wolf. It’s what I am, and I accept me just fine.”
Luka set a hand on her thigh.
Startled, she jumped back, slamming against the chair so it squeaked. 
“Nervous much?” Tiffany snickered.
The glare in Michele’s eyes could have killed God right then. “What is it with you people? I’m fine the way I am, and I don’t need to stay here and think about anything. I’ll protect my sister from the rogues and kill your brother if he tries to come near her.”
Tiffany came to Michele’s side and squatted beside her. Looking up into her eyes, she spoke, keeping her voice soft and steady. “Sweetie, you’re not even hearing him, are you?”
Her eyes widened. “You don’t know what he’s asking of me!” Michele clenched her fists together and pursed her lips into a thin line. 
“Oh, sweetie, I do.” Tiffany stroked her sister’s thigh. 
Luka needed to ramp up the persuasive power here. Wolves as a rule couldn’t manipulate the will of others, but many humans thought they could. Wolves weren’t witches, just beings the Moon Mother had blessed with a dual nature. 
Pushing back the chair, he stood in a swift motion that made Michele gasp. Keeping a fixed gaze on her eyes, he spoke softly. “Michele, I am pack Alpha here, and as law is mine to set, I’m declaring you mine. You can take up any grievances with the Council at the meeting in a few days. Otherwise,” he leaned forward and set a hand on her thigh opposite Tiffany’s, “by that which is given to us—”
“No!” Michele stood and shoved the chair out of the way before trying to get around her sister.
Tiffany gripped her sister’s thigh and held on tightly.
Luka caught Michele and pushed her to the couch.
The reflection in Michele’s eyes showed him the nature of his sorrow at having to be so rough with her, but this was a necessity.  
“I don’t want this!” Michele kicked and struggled against Luka and Tiffany, but it was no use. She was trapped against the wall, now.
Gripping her shoulders, he held her firmly in place, careful not to bruise her despite her healing powers. His heart lurched in his throat when he saw the horrified expression she wore. “Damnit, we don’t have time for your wants and needs. There are others out there who will die if I lose the pack. Do you want that blood on your hands?”
“No. But I don’t want the blood of an asshole alpha on them, either! I don’t want to be controlled or manipulated. Everything else in my life has been taken from me, including my sister!” She glowered at Tiffany for emphasis. “You took her!”
“No, sis.” Tiffany let go and backed off, softening her expression. “I left because I saw what Luka was trying to do. He’s trying to protect the humans, work for the greater good by serving the needs of the many.”
Michele was screaming, now, her voice a mixture of anguish and pain that wrapped around Luka’s heart. “You can’t! It’s impossible! I tried just helping mom and dad, and look what happened. I killed them! I fucking killed our parents, Tiffany!”
Luka steadied himself and brought a hand carefully to her face to wipe away the tears that started falling in a steady stream. 
At the softness of his touch, she gasped and stopped talking, sniffling still.
“Young and old, wolves are the same everywhere, Michele. You can’t change what you are. The only way,” he lowered his voice a notch with each word, “is to embrace it openly and learn to control it so mistakes happen less and less. You’re not alone here, I promise.”
She tried to glare with tears in her eyes. It was visibly apparent that it was difficult. “But you’ll try to control me! You’ll try to make me bend to your every whim, and I don’t want that!”
“You say you don’t want that,” he moved closer, using his body and gentle strokes to her face to arouse her, “but I know what you really need. I can guide you and not hurt you.”
She turned her chin up. 
He moved in for a chaste kiss. Once their lips met, he realised he couldn’t have just a taste. Her sheer beauty had started hardening him earlier, but he’d had the jasmine tea to distract him. 
Pulling back from her, he tilted his head slightly and smiled. Her honey and rose scent mixed with lust stirred his cock to life, full and throbbing and in need of a warm, soft place.
Michele’s eyes darted from right to left before locking onto his. Her mouth hung open, forming a perfect O.  
He saw his opportunity. Swooping in, he became aware of her body beneath his, hands wrapping around his broad shoulders. Fingernails dug in.
He kissed her, capturing her tongue and stroking it, letting her explore him. 
She moaned, tilting her hips into him. “I can’t stop this reaction to you,” she growled.
“Most women are drawn to me because I’m an alpha.” He nipped her lower lip, letting her savour his mouth.
She growled again, this time a low, throaty sound, before biting his mouth. “I could care less that you’re alpha. You’re a damned bastard for making me want you!” Her hands roamed up and down his sides before reaching for his pants.
The door shut behind them with a barely audible click. Thank you, Tiffany. You’re free for the rest of the afternoon if you’d like. Take my car out for a spin but be careful.
He returned his attention to Michele and her lovely mouth. 
She pushed back and let the robe fall open. 
He caught the expression on her face, the way she’d pressed her plump lips together. 
Her nostrils flared. 
He grinned. “You want me because you believe I’m the one who can help you and keep your sister safe.”
She started to speak but stopped short. 
He caught the front of the robe and tugged it further down her body until it stopped at the knot and hung open like a banana peel. “Goddess, you’re beautiful.”
Her voice trembled. “I don’t want to posture with you.”
His hands caught her breasts, full and round and soft. He lowered his mouth to one, taking the puckered nipple between his lips. “You don’t have to submit everything. You only have to believe in me.” He murmured the words into her heated skin, tasting her. 
She shuddered beneath him, tangling her hands in his hair and maintaining contact. “I want to—oh, Goddess!”
He spread his hands open, fingers wide, and slipped them underneath the robe to touch her bare thighs. Smooth skin, strong muscles and her heat made his knees weak. 
She arched her hips towards him. 
Two fingers slid inside her heat.
Her muscles clenched around him.
She was velvety slickness, a fire burning his hand. Working his fingers in and out slowly, he brushed his knuckles over her clit. 
She gasped.
Still suckling her breast, he swirled his tongue around the nipple, flicking it. 
Her grip on his head tightened. Her lungs filled with air, released it, her chest heaving in his mouth.
Luka turned his wrist for comfort and began working her faster with his fingers, keeping his palm against her clit. 
Michele started to sweat, panting, gasping and clutching his head for dear life. The beginning of the orgasm noticeably started building, low in her belly.
Popping her breast out of his mouth, Luka trailed his tongue down her stomach. Using his free hand, he spread her thighs apart. “Open for me, baby.”
The wolf inside him was as hungry with desire as was the man. The two smelled her, both wolf and woman, impatiently wanting inside of her to claim her as theirs. 
Luka tamped down his arousal. Still, his cock was throbbing painfully against his trousers. 
Widening her stance for him, she used one hand to move the robe out of the way.
Pressing his mouth against her pussy, he snaked his tongue upwards.
She gripped his shoulders for purchase.
He flicked his tongue over her clit. 
She shivered against him, bucking her hips into his mouth.
Luka took one thigh and set it over his shoulder and did the same with the other so she was straddling his mouth and being held against the wall. Cupping her ass with his hands, he leaned forward and inhaled the scent of sex, spicy now. 
Michele shifted before a groan slipped past her lips. “I don’t know what you’re doing…”
His tongue delved past her folds, licking, swirling and exploring her delicately, tasting tangy love juices. 
Her hips writhed against him, her fingers tightening against his shoulders. Her nails dug into his skin.
The tiny pinpricks jolted his body with pain he could ignore. Luka found her swollen clit and drew it into his mouth, scraping his teeth against the bud before sucking more.
Her hips worked into a rhythm with his tongue that was almost mesmerising in itself. 
Luka licked and sucked, drawing moans and gasps from her while bringing her closer to release. “Beg me for release,” he murmured against her swollen, juice-covered lips.
“No,” she steadied herself against him.
He shoved his tongue into her.
Squeezing him with her thighs, she cried out. 
Slowly, Luka pulled back, kissing her lips before working his way up her belly.
He stopped and looked up into glossed over eyes. “I’m convincing you this is good for you. Release. Beg for it, please?” 
Her head turned to one side, swishing the myriad of curls over her breasts.
Luka caught a handful of hair and tugged gently. 
With her mouth open, she remained silent, panting.
The strain on his shoulders wasn’t so bad that he might drop her, but he decided on setting her down again. 
She stumbled backwards, her hands landing flat against the wall. She looked down at him.
Their eyes met. 
His voice was a whisper. “I only want to please you, Michele.”
Her eyes started to change colour, going from the soft chocolate brown to something more intense. The beast inside her had woken up and was ready to play.
She took a careful step forward.


Chapter Five
 
 
 
Luka stood in one swift motion. 
Michele cocked an eyebrow. Reaching for him, she jerked him closer, tugging him by his pants. Wrapping a hand around his head, she pulled his mouth to hers.
He eagerly went, feeling the possessive manner in which she kissed him.
He’d let her conquer if it meant the safety of not only his pack and humanity, but his heart as well. He knew he could trust her. But did she trust herself?
Her hands fumbled impatiently with the zipper. “Damnit, why did you have to wear these?” She barked the words out before yanking the pants apart, tearing the fabric. Clutching his hips, she pulled him towards her.
Their mouths met.
Her tongue thrust past his lips, hurriedly sweeping around the inside of every crevice of his mouth before she pulled back. “In me,” she demanded with a desperate urgency. 
Luka took his cock in hand and positioned himself at her entrance. She was slick from his tongue, her juices. Heat poured off her in waves that made him want to speed up, but the alpha in him knew better. “You’ll have to beg.”
She cried out in frustration. Her eyes shot angry daggers at him that would kill if it weren’t for the obvious arousal in them. She slapped his ass. “No. Fuck me.”
He chuckled, that throaty rumble of his chest that made women swoon.
A hand landed on his chest, gripping the shirt. 
She pulled him to her and shoved her hand between them, gripping his erection. “A lady never begs.” 
His snicker was cut off when she sealed her lips over his and shoved her tongue inside his mouth again.
She had what it took to be his mate, an insatiable hunger and a desire to control, not be controlled. His heart swelled. Mates knew each other, even if they denied what they were.
Michele tugged him.
The feel of her hands on his slick cock made him groan, but he held his ground. “Beg, my love.”
“Fuck me!” She yelled the words tersely and yanked him closer. 
He hated making her beg right now. Each and every nerve in his body recognised her for who she was, what she was. But he had to hear her say the words that would signify her desire, her heart’s truth.
He spoke through gritted teeth with his fists clenched. “Beg me, please. It’s humbling.” 
“Fuck,” she cried out, “Please. Fine! Just get your cock in me, dammit, Luka!”
His lips curved upward in a smile. Taking her hand in his, he pulled her fingers off his cock and interlocked them with hers. “Anything for you, Michele. Just ask.”
In one swift motion, he pushed her back against the wall and slid inside her heat, both of them groaning in pleasure at the contact.
She burned him, her scorching pussy set his body racing. “Please let me bind us.” He thrust in and out, in and out. “Please, my love.”
She buried her head in his shoulder and murmured something incoherent.
He thrust into her, and the strength of her thighs wrapped around him, squeezing his cock.  
Leaning her back against the wall, he pounded into her with a passionate fury unmatched by anything he’d ever felt before.  No woman had ever captured his attention or been so hot as Michele was now. “Please let me bind us, be my Alpha queen.”
She bit his shoulder. “Fine, damnit! Bind me to you, make me your Alpha bitch, and let’s get this over with!” Her nails dug into his flesh, scoring his back through the shirt.
A scream tore from his mouth from the pain, but he ignored it and started speaking the ritual words in their tongue. A mixture of Latin and something else, a darker language that when translated made sense only to those who had been blessed by the Moon Mother. 
Sparkles surrounded them. 
Luka fucked her harder, deeper and faster. His hands settled on her curved ass, fingers clenching into strong, feminine muscle.
She yelled his name, bit into his shoulder again, dragging her teeth over his flesh. Inhaling, panting, her body covered in sweat, she moved with his rhythm to a heightened completion.
“I love this.” He groaned the words out, thrusting faster, faster still, until his balls drew tightly against his body. He slowed his pace, feeling the build up, the tension inside his stomach that signalled the approach of release 
She needed to come. 
Undulating his hips, he brushed his pelvic bone against her clit, tearing a scream from her.
Fingers gripped his hair, tugging hard on it.
Luka slowed himself down more, wanting to torture her endlessly.
She had other ideas. Squeezing her muscles together, she milked his cock, pulling his orgasm from him.
Wild spurts shot into her, his cock pulsating deep within her.
The movement was enough to set her off. She screamed his name again. “Oh Goddess, Luka. Goddammit!” Her entire body shook against his, breasts crushing against his chest.
Luka buried his mouth in her hair, enjoying the feel of her sweat-soaked skin against his mouth. Nuzzling, fucking her harder, he pumped until he’d spent himself.
The tremors continued rolling on for what seemed like forever, until at last she stopped shuddering. Her body quaked in tiny spasms against his for a few moments afterwards.
Walking them both to the couch, Luka sat down with her still clutching his body with her thighs. He ran a hand through her hair, smoothing it over her cold skin. “I love this.” 
The sparkles disappeared, but he felt renewed, powerful. Even now, the anger and vehemence he’d felt before she arrived were gone, replaced by something deeper, darker and mightier. That same force also calmed him, now.
She pulled herself from him and looked into his eyes, the intensity of her stare still arousing him. 
“How do you feel?”
She let out a breath with a whoosh and sighed. “Tired, but like a million bucks. It’s like there’s calmness, stillness inside of me, now.”
He nodded. “That’s part of the binding ritual. It instils that tranquil feeling that lets us be Alpha and not Alpha, at the same time, for a better understanding.”
“What’s going to change, now?”
He shook his head. “Nothing. In a few days, you’ll appear beside me. We’re equals, okay?”
Her lip twitched. “I’ve heard that line before.”
Luka chortled. “I’m not my brother.”
Michele tried to stop the grin that curled her pout upwards. “So I’ve noticed.”
He wiggled an eyebrow. “Seriously, you won’t change. I don’t go into this without you being an equal. I don’t need you to love me.” He left out the unspoken word, hoping she’d let it go.
“Yet.”
He cringed but threw his arm over the back of the couch and touched her shoulder. She still had the robe on but had adjusted it to cover herself. He could smell his scent on her.
Her lip curled. “What? You were thinking it.”
Slouching forward, he patted her thigh before sitting straight. He met her stare. “Yeah, I was. The pack and your sister are the most important things to me. Both have given me a renewed desire to live for the greater good, but even your sister has pressed me to find someone.”
Michele chuckled. “Yeah, she would. She’s like that.”
Dropping his head back against the wall and the top of the leather couch, he sighed. “True. I’ve gotten the sense she wants a family from me.”
Turning to face him, Michele tucked a leg underneath her. 
He licked his lips at the sight of exposed flesh.
Slapping his thigh, she snickered. “Pervert.”
Luka gave her a wide grin. 
“Anyway,” Michele brushed wisps of hair out of her face, “Tiffany has longed for a family forever. I hated and still don’t approve of her submission to you, but it makes sense, I suppose. She embraced what I was before I did. She just did it.”
He nodded. “I know. She’s taken great care of me and my business and if I could, I’d reward her somehow.”
“I feel the same way.” Michele looked deep into his eyes, appearing to search for something.
He caught her chin in the palm of his hand, stroked her flesh lightly. “What are you searching for?”
“Comfort,” she mouthed the word so only someone with a wolf’s hearing would hear it.
Luka leaned forward. “Maybe love becomes part of that.”
Michele inclined her head. “Perhaps.”
Extending his hand around her other shoulder, he pulled her to him so she shifted against his body. Sitting in his lap now with his arms around her, she snuggled in closer.
She turned her face upwards. “You’re really nothing like your brother if this is how you behave all the time.”
“I don’t like to rule with an iron fist. Much better for everyone involved if the humans think we’re legend, the wolves think we’re a gift, and nobody gets an over inflated ego.”
She nuzzled him with her head.
“So, you’re staying the night?”
Crossing her arms over her chest, she took his hands in hers. “Yeah,” she yawned. “I guess.”
“Will you help me?” The lump in his throat was harder to swallow than he’d thought.
The question hung in the air between them in a deafening silence that became palpable. 
Reaching out, she stroked his chin with her fingernails.
The movement sent a frisson of excitement and pleasure through his body. 
“Maybe. We’ll see. Let’s take this easy, okay? I need to find my centre.”
He nodded and stroked her belly with his hands. “Least you admit what you need.”
“Hey,” she chuckled, “if I’m nothing else, I’m direct!”
Her smile warmed his heart. She was definitely different than her sister, comforting with more fire than Tiffany. His fingers found hers, lacing together while she leaned back against him. “True. Let’s get some dinner and then sleep.”
She nodded. “Who cooks, here?”
“Most of the time,” he nuzzled her neck with his cheek, “I do. Your sister has a life outside of being my submissive, and I vowed not to interfere. She said it was no problem, but after learning of her resentment, I really feel bad.”
Her voice remained calm. “Good Alphas understand the balance in all things, huh?”
He nodded. Her scent was killing him. The wolf could go again. For that matter, so could the human. “Don’t get me wrong, I do love your sister as I previously stated. But she’s meant for something deeper, better than what I could give her.”
Michele nodded. 
Her smile reached his heart. 
 
* * * *
 
The mood around the house was sombre the day of the big meeting. All the wolves were set to gather at the Coliseum on the east side of Oakland. 
The previous two days had been filled with lovemaking, going over protocol and grooming of both the wolf and the human by Tiffany. 
Luka could sense Michele’s discomfort at having her sister bathe her in wolf form and decided to groom her in her human form himself to save face. Besides, as much as he loved Tiffany, he felt the help should understand their place.
Michele still hadn’t reciprocated his love, but she hadn’t refused it, either. This was a good sign. 
When it was time, the three piled into the car and began the long drive from Marin to Oakland. Luka kept a hand on Michele’s thigh while Tiffany sat in the back and stroked his shoulders. 
Tiffany coughed. “I can feel it from here, your anticipation that Lajon won’t believe this is real.”
I hate that I cannot mask my feelings from you, little one. It means your sister can definitely feel me in spades.
Tiffany stroked his hair. 
The motion settled him down, somewhat.
Michele held his hand in hers, keeping a death grip on it. She’d sworn she had no desire to deal with wolf politics and become part of a broken, outdated system, but Luka had managed to convince her that the two of them could change things.
His breathing picked up with each mile they passed. “This will be okay. It has to be. I need to remain in control of the pack.”
Michele’s fingers began circling his palm. 
Her movement connected him to her on a deeper level that slowed his heart rate. “Thank you, my mate.”
Keeping his eyes on the road, Luka steered them towards Oakland and through the ghetto until they arrived in the parking lot of the Coliseum. Stopping his car up front, he pulled the keys from the ignition and let out a breath he hadn’t realised he’d been holding. 
He and Michele looked at each other, and he saw the trepidation in her eyes. He had to keep it together, had to be certain of his next several movements much the way a chess player had to remain six moves ahead of his opponent. 
Closing his eyes for a moment, Luka let out a long sigh then looked back at Michele. “My brother will be here, and he’ll probably not be entirely thrilled to see either of us.” 
Michele smirked. “I know. It wouldn’t surprise me if he pulled some shit based on our past relationship.”
Inhaling slowly, Luka steadied his nerves and tried to keep his energy use at a minimum. It did no good to show off how nervous he was in front of thousands of wolves who were counting on him to lead them into balance and harmony because of his newfound mate. 
Michele rubbed his chest with a hand. “You’ll do fine.”
She sounded confident even though he could smell the half truth. 
She was just as scared as he was. 
He swallowed hard and kept his expression neutral. 
Jared would be there with the rest of the Rogues from Southern California, and they’d all be ready to start a coup if word got out that Luka hadn’t been honest about his mate.
Dressed in black slacks, a dark shirt to match the colour of his eyes, his longish hair flowing behind him, he remained steady when he stood.
Dressed in a long, flowing, grey dress that set off her eyes, Michele had curled her hair and left it hanging down so it bounced with each step she took. A lighter shade of red lipstick gave her mouth even more appeal and brought out her natural skin tones. Steel toed boots complimented the outfit.
Tiffany was dressed as a typical human, blue jeans and a pink dress shirt that fanned out around her hips. Her hair had been left down so she’d fit in with Prince Luka and the idea that he’d chosen a very feminine mate. 
Michele opened her door and walked around to his side with Tiffany falling in behind them. The cloak Luka wore blew in the wind, wrapping around his body.
The scents in the air were mixed, with wolf and gasoline the most prominent. The area itself was the less desirable part of town, known for having a higher population of renters and lower class humans.
The stench of the poor hung in the air heavily amongst the many eighteen-wheel trucks and industrial vehicles that drove through town. Luka looked up at the sky. There wasn’t a single cloud.
He prayed silently for this experience to go smoothly, for them to accept Michele as his mate and for her to eventually fall in love with him. She deserved to have a family that would support her in everything she did, and he’d be proud to be part of that.
The various wolves standing guard at the gateway parted for him and his small entourage, keeping their heads bowed. Some of them greeted him with tiny smiles. Most kept their expressions neutral.
Michele kept pace with Luka, her soft hand in his. 
Tiffany remained close behind the two for her own protection despite the obvious posturing. 
Luka smelled the sour milk scent of Tiffany’s fear and wished he didn’t have to bring her to this meeting. Didn’t like the idea she was as involved as she was, but she was his submissive. 
Pack law currently respected human submissives the same way vampires stereotypically had them, as property. But many in Luka’s camp knew he had feelings for Tiffany, had valued her more as a friend than as food. Many of those wolves turned up their noses at her presence.
The three stopped at the edge of the ramp just before two dark-skinned men dressed in form fitting jeans and long sleeved T-shirts intercepted them. “Prince Luka,” the one on the left said in a gruff voice. “The one who serves you cannot go past this point.”
Luka raised an eyebrow. “You dare challenge me now?”
The other guard stepped forward, crossing his powerful arms over a massive chest. His hair hid the expression in his eyes.
Raising his power, Luka felt energy flowing throughout his body, feeding his nerves, his muscles. His eyes must be glowing by now, and he could feel his fangs extending from his jaws. The scent of damp earth and sour milk grew stronger with his enhanced senses.
The guard took a step back, uncrossing his arms. His voice seemed squeaky with each word he spoke. “We don’t mean any disrespect, your lordship. But elder Lajon declared the humans must remain behind the guarded rails.”
Luka nodded. Turning his head, he looked around at the seats which were filling up while wolves piled in and around the stadium. Seeing the large crowd gathering upset his stomach, but he held himself together like a true leader. 
“You should go find a seat over there.” He pointed to a nearly empty row that would normally be behind first base. 
Tiffany nodded and made her way through the crowd towards the area Luka indicated.
Michele tugged his arm. 
He glanced at her. Seeing the quizzical expression on her face, he said nothing. Facing the guards again, he took a step closer. “Where are we to go?”
The air around them grew thicker. “Over there, towards the dais, my prince.”
Luka nodded. Pulling Michele with him, he headed towards the large, white and grey dais sitting in the middle of the field. 
Being led out there with three guards on each side, Luka and Michele walked carefully, cautiously. There were plenty of friends here, but more enemies. 
Michele gave him a sideways glance.
Trust me. She’ll be safer there. That’s all my immediate pack, and they’ll fight for her if something goes wrong.
Michele nodded. She let out a breath and clutched his hand tighter. Her voice dropped from its normal tone. “You speak as though this could go wrong.”
He nodded. “Jared is not the kindest of rulers, as you know. Lajon will be here after we’re seated to test us.”
Michele’s grip tightened on his hand. “Test us?”
He took his seat. Luka’s head didn’t move, but his eyes scanned the entire crowd. Wolves were on all sides of him, many of the rogues at his back, poised to jump. There was a palpable tension in the air so thick it could be cut with a knife. 
From the bullpen on his left, a crowd had gathered. Many more from the various packs had shown up to greet him and see him pass his test.
“You didn’t mention a test, Luka.” Michele took her seat beside him. 
He twitched. “I didn’t?”
She shook her head.
“Shit.” He managed to keep that one word spoken in a mutter. 
Nails dug into his flesh. 
He bit back a groan. Cool it. It won’t be bad or hard. You don’t have to know pack history or shit like that.
The pressure on his hand eased.
It’s more performance art.
The sound of teeth clenching made Luka turn to his lover and mate. He knew what to expect. And he knew Michele wouldn’t go for it if she had to perform anything overly sexual in public. Still, he had no idea what Lajon would ask of him, if anything. The man was unpredictable.
The remainder of the seats filled, with Alphas down front and their packs behind them in various sections according to region. 
Luka didn’t like having the rogues behind him. He’d spotted some of the more prominent troublemakers taking seats near the dais. We’re surrounded by enemies, it seems.
Michele nodded. 
He heard her swallow.
He leant over and kissed her cheek.
Can you fight?
The feminine voice floated over his mind like sweet candy. Jerking his head towards Michele, he started to speak, but responded on the mental pathway instead. Yeah. When did you learn to speak on this channel?
She giggled. I’ve been with you for a couple of days. I was bound to pick up a few tricks.
His eyes narrowed on her, especially the way the dress clung to her ample breasts. Licking his lips, he kept his physical responses non-evident. I’m glad. I feel my brother’s energy.
Michele’s breath caught in her throat. 
Did she have unresolved feelings for him?
You know I hate him, right?
He nodded. Glad.
The noise in the stadium grew very loud and raucous then died quickly when the doors that led from one of the locker rooms swung open. 
A thick cloud of smoke billowed out from the entrance, and a large figure appeared, walking confidently towards the dais. 
The smoke cleared enough for human eyes to make out the figure.
“Lajon,” Luka whispered. 
The man stood tall. His large dreads framed a face that looked rough, raw, making him seem even darker, meaner. He wore a vest and jeans with boots that stopped at his knees. Rich, dark chocolate skin was exposed, showing others his well-defined body. 
“That’s Lajon?” Michele tried to keep a whispered tone.
Luka felt a chill race through his system, knew his mate felt it, too. Her hand was shivering in his.
Still, he sat straight in the chair and kept his gaze locked with Lajon’s. 
Luka and Michele stood to deafening silence from the crowd. Movement behind Luka made him wary. The Rogues were planning something.
Lajon stopped just before the steps of the dais. “I see you found a mate.”
Luka reached into his pocket and pulled out the glowing necklace. Setting it around his neck, he nodded. 
Turning to face the crowd, Lajon spread his arms wide. His booming voice echoed in the large stadium. “My fellow wolves, our uniting leader, Luka, has found a mate. She is his true one, set from eternity to love him and help him achieve his goals of keeping balance. As it was written, we gained a leader who believed in equality amongst those who inhabit this planet. Yet he lacked balance in his personal life. Even taking a beautiful human girl for a submissive did not help fulfil the prophecy, as he only gave a part of his heart.”
Luka swallowed hard and glanced in Tiffany’s direction.
Her understanding gaze seemed to make it better.
“Yet the necklace glows brightly for the woman standing beside him, does it not?”
“How accurate is that thing? Where did the magick used to make it come from?” a lone voice called out from the centre of left field.
Luka’s stare moved. It was a young pup. Dressed sloppily, it appeared as though the punk had no idea about protocol.
Lajon turned towards the kid.
The pup dropped to the ground. 
Clearing his throat, Lajon spoke with his deep voice.  “Do any of you question what I have given our prince?”
Michele gasped.
Even Luka felt the awesome power of Lajon’s spiritual bitchslap. His skin warmed.
Lajon turned back to the crowd. “He is not dead, just taking a much needed sleep while the adults conduct business.” He turned to glare at Luka and Michele. “As you both know, we require proof of your mating to assure us this isn’t a bullshit deal. Do you have proof?”
Michele and Luka turned towards each other. She shrugged.
Luka had no clue what he could show as proof. Looking deep into Michele’s eyes, he saw her sympathy, compassion and the heart of who she was, echoing loudly even in the questioning gaze she gave.
“I could offer her my blood as proof, Elder, but that is all we have.”
Lajon walked closer, keeping a steady eye on the two of them, his nostrils flaring. He said nothing else.
Extending a hand, a white ball of light formed in his palm and grew in size until it was about the size of a beach ball. “You two will touch this light together. That shall be enough for me.”
The white ball of light? This was the test for them? A smile formed at Luka’s mouth.
He turned to face Michele. Taking her hand in his, he started towards Lajon.
She followed, locking their fingers together.
“This ball of light will seek out and embrace your true feelings. If you are not a mated pair, Luka will die, and control of the pack will be ceded to someone who can maintain control until we find a suitable Alpha.”
Stiffening, Luka swallowed harder when he heard Michele whimper. He knew he loved her, knew she was his mate. But her doubts could kill him.
She tugged his hand in hers. “We have to do this, Luka. I don’t…”
“My blood will not be on your hands, Michele. If I die today, it’s my fault, and I’ll accept responsibility.” Facing forward, he gave her a nod of confidence. Extending a hand towards the ball, he waited for Michele to do the same.
Letting her outstretched arm brush against his, she found their fingers and clasped them together again. 
He couldn’t read her thoughts, she had apparently picked up shielding, too. This was his life on the line, and she chose to keep her thoughts to herself. Fine. Besides, she was probably just as afraid as he was.
Still, he straightened his shoulders and waited a beat.  Something hissed in the air. 
Before he could react, Michele yanked back their hands and dropped to the ground. 
Lajon leapt away from the two of them.
“What the—” Luka felt the swipe of claws over his skin before a huge, furry body flew past him and pinned another wolf to the ground. 
Jaws snapping, Michele the wolf was thrown from the creature she’d landed on top of.
Luka didn’t like where this was going. Dropping his human form, he became a wolf instantly. Bones snapped and reformed with renewed strength while his senses heightened even more than from the power surge earlier. Snarling, Luka turned towards the other wolf.
The glint in the attacker’s eyes spelled a murderous rage. His grey fur was matted but still held a regal appearance. Lime green eyes glowed while blood dripped from his incisors. You dare sully this moment with a common whore?
Luka didn’t respond. His mate lay beside him, bleeding. He couldn’t spread his energy too thin by trying to heal her while fighting off Jared. They weren’t evenly matched. Luka was still the stronger wolf—but not by much.
Keeping an eye on Jared, Luka backed up. Where had Lajon disappeared to? Why hadn’t he interfered?
You must figure this one out. The rich voice boomed inside his head. 
Luka scoffed. I will not kill my own brother.
Jared growled and righted himself. Pawing the ground, he charged forward, leaping into the air with jaws open. 
Dodging the attack, Luka spun around to face his opponent. 
Jared landed and growled louder.
Some of the crowd moved to secure the area. Others moved for what Luka could only guess were nefarious reasons. 
They’re waiting for me to take you down, dear brother.
Luka padded towards Michele. You called my mate a whore. You disrespected the elder.
Jared snickered. And got away with both. These pathetic humans you strive to protect are so weak, they’ve made you lose your judgement on what is right and wrong. Now you die. He charged again towards Luka.
Luka sidestepped him and kicked out at his brother with a hind foot, catching him in the flank and knocking him to the ground. Seeing his chance, Luka pounced on top of Jared. 
If wolves could sneer, that would have been the expression Jared held right then.
Luka let the power in him build up until it was a swirling mass of blackness that was hell bent on satisfying the blood lust. 
Jared’s muzzle opened, his tongue lolling out. The human in him awoke with fear.
The wolf panicked. 
Luka set a paw on Jared’s chest.  I should kill you.
Michele stood and made her way towards Luka and Jared. You sicken me, Jared.
Jared lost the ability to maintain his wolf form, and a human materialised beneath Luka’s powerful paw. His expression remained the same, wide-eyed, mouth hanging open and quivering. “That power…that awesome power to kill…where did it come from?”
A noise drew their attention away from the conflict at hand. All three of them stared at Lajon in wolf shape, in awe of the power glowing around him.
“You two are a mated pair, I can tell. Her leaping to save your life is not something she would have done had she not been your mate.”
Michele snorted and snuffled.
“Jared, you are a disgrace and shall be removed from your position in the Rogues. I will find a suitable replacement.”
Jared’s trembling didn’t stop. 
Luka knew the blood lust was riding high in his mind and in his body, but he still couldn’t kill his own brother.
Lajon stepped closer. “Luka, do you accept her as your mate?”
Luka nodded.
“Kiss her.” It was a command.
Michele and Luka returned to human form, both naked. Luka took one last glance at Jared before climbing off the other man. 
The terror never left Jared’s eyes.
Luka walked towards Michele and gasped at the sight of blood covering her skin. He readied a hand with healing energy while still diverting a part of his attention to Jared in case his brother had one of those crazy moments where he decided to get the last word.
It never came. What met Luka instead was the soft caress of lips, the sway of feminine hips and a pair of hands that wrapped around his neck, pulling him to her.
He tasted her softly, letting her control the kiss. She slipped her tongue between his lips, arching her hips upwards against his. Pressing her mouth to his, she nibbled his bottom lip.
His body moulded to hers, thighs parting so he could slide the head of his erection against her. He wanted, needed her. A hand snaked around her waist to catch the area where she’d been wounded. 
She sucked at his tongue, stroking it with her own.
He inhaled her scent, the rose and honey coming through loud and clear along with her lupine, earthy aroma. 
After what seemed like forever, the two parted and stood, gazing into each other’s eyes.
Luka scratched his head. “What made you jump in front of me?”
“Silly,” she giggled. “I knew I loved you when I thought about your life ending.”
The smile that curled his lips upward reached his heart. This was what he’d wanted all his life. The gaze in her eyes matched his perfectly. “I can’t live without you, sweet mate.”
“Nor I, you.” She kissed him again.
And again he fell into her spell, aware she’d bound them together with a different sort of magick.

 
 
About the Author
 
With a total of 11 novels out and more on the way, Sascha Illyvich writes paranormal erotic romances, erotica in many genres and an occasional contemporary erotic romance. In addition to writing, Sascha is a reviewer for Coffee Time Romance, radio spokesperson for the online radio station Radio Dentata and workshop host.
 
          Email: stpbigbangbaby@yahoo.com
 
Sascha Illyvich loves to hear from readers. You can find her contact information, website and author biography at http://www.total-e-bound.com/ 
 
 
 
 
Also by Sascha Illyvich
 
A Christmas Favour  
Light and Shadow
Nectar of the Gods: Apollo’s Choice
Caught in the Middle:  Trouble for Three
 


 
 
Total-E-Bound Publishing

www.total-e-bound.com
 
Take a look at our exciting range of literagasmic™ 
erotic romance titles and discover pure quality 
at Total-E-Bound.
 
 

cover.jpeg
N

"B Oll L3 j \\;

' » Heyp \‘
ASCHA ILLYVICH ]






~export~_files/image005.jpg





~export~_files/image004.jpg





