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        Prologue

      

    

    
      Hungary


      


      "You don't have a life, son. Your life belongs to the pack and to us. And to me." Kiba, Opeth Pack Alpha stood over Józsi after the fight, pointing a gnarled finger in his face. "You bow down to this way of life or you die."


      Józsi scrambled to his feet. He brushed his shoulders off and spat blood on the ground before Kiba. "Fuck off, old man. You're crazy and this is no life."


      Before Józsi realized it, he'd found himself knocked back to the ground.


      "If you know what's good for you, you'll stay down and respect my authority as Alpha of this God damn pack."


      Stubborn as he was, Józsi remained on the ground, ashamed of himself and how his life had gone so far. Barely seventeen years old, he'd been fighting with the others for years, training really. Kiba had told him of his place in the pack as…what was it again?


      Józsi shook his head, snapping out of his memories. Once Kiba had left, he’d realized only one choice lay before him if he were to avoid a bloody future with this rag tag bunch of animals.


      It hadn't taken long to steal from Kiba enough money to pay for a plane ticket and get the hell out of Hungary. Of course Les hadn't told Kiba when he’d caught Józsi, but he did give a warning. "This may stray you off course but only for a short while. You are supposed to rise up and be Alpha, Józsi."


      The younger wolf had scoffed and scrambled out of Kiba's house. He'd found a way to the airport via hitchhiking, using some of the stolen forints to pay gas fare to the first truck that picked him up alongside the road.


      Now, Józsi stood at the gates waiting to board his flight to America, taking him through Charles DeGaulle in France. Once on American soil, he'd start his new life. Thankfully, there were so many people traveling today. That helped him to hide his true nature.


      Nobody had paid much attention to him other than security and the dogs had sniffed him until he growled at them. Then the big dogs just whimpered and backed down.


      When he’d stepped through security earlier, Józsi had taken one last look back at what was no longer his home. Images of a sixteen-year-old with light brown hair holding her pack sister’s hand filled his head. Ilona had watched him go with round, sad eyes. The softer one between the pair of lovers he'd been with looked at him with longing.


      Lukina, the younger of his two mates, hadn’t seemed to understand what was going on, but then she was only ten years old. She had been standing beside Ilona, her beautiful curls bouncing over her shoulders, tears streaming down her face.


      “You’ll be back, right, Józsi?”


      He could only shake his head from side to side. How could he tell them he chose free will over slavery?


      “Why are you doing this, szeretőm?”


      How could he explain to her why he was leaving? He wasn't sure himself, other than knowing he wanted no part in the overall role of Alpha nor did he want anything to do with prophecy. Józsi hadn’t looked at Ilona. Disgust filled his mind and heart. He was only seventeen, but he was old enough to realize what he was doing. Hearing Ilona sob behind him had torn at his heart.


      He had to do this.


      Boarding the plane to America, he realized his life was on a course with destiny if he stayed in Hungary, but if he left, he could control his fate and if he failed, so be it. It would be just the one life impacted. He knew that eventually Ilona and Lukina would forget about him and his absence, but it wouldn't be easy.


      How could he look back and tell them it'd be all right?


      He couldn't. He just didn’t know if he’d ever get over them.


      The plane took off, the pressure shoving Józsi against his seat.


      Half an hour into service, Józsi ordered a stiff drink. The stress on his body aged his face enough that the stewardess wouldn't ask for ID when he'd asked for a brandy.


      After the drink arrived, Józsi settled back in his chair and closed his eyes. It would all be over soon. Kiba, their pack Alpha, would help the pack stay united, grow stronger and remain hidden amongst the people of Hungary.


      That’s how the natural order should be. As long as Józsi remained in control of his life, the pack could go fuck itself.


      He sighed. Sipping his brandy, he thought about his new journey to America. Hopefully he knew enough English to get around, but if not, he was a quick study. Texas was going to be a new experience for him.


      It’d be a scary experience. But at least he’d get away from the pack and all the damn prophecies of him ruling something he had no interest in.


      His life would finally be his own.

    

  


  
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

    

    
      Ten Years Later


      


      It never snowed this early in Texas. Especially not in November in Houston. Still, looking out of the window onto the streets of downtown Houston, Józsi saw the snow fall. The faint idea that there would be a lot of people finding out that a cold winter actually did not mean shorts and a long sleeve t-shirt amused him.


      Unless you were lupine. Then you simply didn’t give a fuck about the weather.


      Nothing in the States could compare to the harsh winters in any Eastern European country.


      Józsi inhaled sharply and cold air from the open window filled his lungs. Picking up his glass of Hungarian red wine, he took a long slow sip and sighed. The warm liquid slid down his throat but didn’t have the same warming effect as the brandy he’d had the night before.


      Closing his eyes, he leaned back into the soft leather recliner and picked up the cigar he’d just lit. He took a draw and exhaled, filing the room with the scent of tobacco, cocoa, and smoke. The scent reminded him of growing up in Hungary. He smoked the same cigars his father smoked, Proprio. Drank the same red wine his father did. And ultimately ended up the same way his father did.


      Alone.


      Oh, Józsi could get the girl if he wanted.


      He’d had plenty of opportunities growing up in Hungary amongst the wolves, and even more when he’d moved to Texas. American women were infatuated with his strong jaw, soft yet masculine accent, and the way he carried himself. Women constantly asked if they could run their fingers through his long, dark hair, sighing blissfully when their fingers ran over strong, broad shoulders. He’d simply fluttered thick, dark lashes at them, smiled and laughed a rich, masculine sound that he knew made blood pool below a woman’s stomach.


      Sometimes, they’d just look into his eyes and swoon. He knew there was intensity in his gaze, which was evident in his dark blue irises. There was only one who was not affected by him at all. But that didn’t matter.


      A knock at the door forced Józsi’s attention from his memory.


      Checking his watch, he noted it was only just after six pm. He took a puff on his cigar and set it down in the large, dark cigar ashtray. Walking to the door, he looked through the peephole and sighed. The scent of another wolf always made him anxious.


      “I know you’re home,” the female voice yelled. “Let me in, it’s fucking cold out here!”


      Józsi groaned. It had to be her. Of course it did.


      Opening the door, Lukina stood before him, dressed in her usual white cloak. Red curls spilled out from beneath her white stocking cap, framing her doll-like face.


      He hadn’t seen her in ten years. The memory of leaving her and Ilona all those years ago came crashing back into his mind followed by images of the last few times he'd been back to Hungary. Not because he was homesick, mind. Nor had his trip had anything to do with the love he had for both Lukina and Ilona. He'd thrown that away years ago when he left them.


      He returned merely to keep tabs on things he found himself unable to feel otherwise. Distance wasn't a problem for reading auras but without practice his skill set became less than what it was.


      He shrugged the memories off. This was no time for memories from the past.


      His gaze finally really examining her, Lukina stole his breathe.


      She pushed her way past him and headed straight for his recliner.


      He frowned. “How did you find me?”


      She glanced over her shoulder. “I had a little help from our bond through the witch. And I did some digging on my own—”


      God damn it. The pack witch must have returned and resumed her former position by now. She'd left for the same reason he had. No desire to deal with Prophecy. Her bond with all the wolves made it easier for her to keep tabs on them wherever they were. Józsi hated that shit because it meant things like Lukina showing up could happen without difficulty. He never could truly hide from the world he wanted to escape. Still, he wasn’t about to have Lukina stalking through his apartment like she owned everything. Józsi moved toward her and cut her off. “What the hell are you doing?”


      Turning perfectly plump lips down in a frown, she sat down. Lukina picked up his glass of wine and took a drink. “I needed that.”


      Growling low, he set his hands on his hips. “Aren’t you still underage?”


      She wiped her mouth and smirked. “Does it matter with wolves?”


      It didn’t. Wolf custom and age ran differently than human standards. Józsi sighed. “What do you want?”


      She lifted the wine glass to her lips and peered over the rim, her blue eyes sparkling with interest. “I can’t pay my favorite pack mate and obsession a visit?”


      Tilting his chin down, he glared at her. “No. When you show up it usually means something is wrong. Spill it.”


      Looking up, she narrowed her eyes at him. “You’re no any fun anymore, Józsi. What happened?”


      He turned away from her. Reaching for the bottle on the table beside him, he picked it up and retrieved another glass. Filling it with wine, he took another drink. Swirling the liquid around the bowl, he returned his gaze to Lukina. She was so tiny, so petite, it was a wonder that she hadn’t been killed off as a baby.


      He’d never tell her that he admired her courage.


      Swirling the glass around in her hands, she looked down for a moment. Speaking low, the words came loud anyway. “Anyway, you’re needed back in Budapest.”


      He scoffed, crossed his arms over his chest. “No I’m not.”


      Lukina cocked a brow and scowled at him, her tone challenging his. “You don’t even know what for.”


      As though he gave a fuck about challenges from other wolves. The only thing that mattered was that he was left alone, as he had been for the last ten years. “It doesn’t matter.” He set his glass down on the marble countertop.


      Her head shot up. “Yes, it does. It concerns—“


      He shouted, “No, it doesn’t Lukina. I am not needed back there anymore.”


      She set her glass down on the table beside her and stood up. Storming across the room, anger glaring in her eyes, she reached out and slapped Józsi.


      The sting burned his face and made his head spin. His jaw dropped. It’d been a long time since someone had slapped him like that.


      Fire burned in those deep blue eyes of hers. “How dare you turn your back on our lover! Leave the pack, fine. Let Kiba and his bullshit politics burn bridges, fine. But you gave me your word you would never turn your back on us.” Her voice rose in pitch.


      His shoulders stiffened. He turned away from her, looked out the window and back at her again. “You were ten years old, Lukina. How was I supposed to know what was going to happen? Or that you’d—“


      “Remember? I love you, and I loved you then, but not like Ilona. You were everything to her. You were the one who was not content with Hungary. Or the pack. So,” she said as her voice calmed and she was now in his face-- a funny sight, he realized, since he was a good foot and a half taller than she--, “you’ll listen to what I have to say before you make the right choice.” She punched her finger into his chest for emphasis.


      Józsi turned his gaze from her and looked out the large window.


      Gray skies had grown darker.


      Lukina’s small hand cupped the warm spot on his cheek and forced him to face her. “You have to come back. You know I’m right.”


      Her voice had gone from angry to soft and pleading. He hated that. It made things so much harder for him.


      Growling low, he let the threat between them die. He wasn’t going to play her Alpha or mate. “Fine. What do you need of me?”


      She returned to her seat. “First off,” she cleared her throat, “Kiba’s gone insane.”


      He shrugged. “This is nothing new. We all knew it would happen one day. His increasing behavioral issues were already causing problems when we were all growing up. It didn't seem odd to anyone else that he picked random fights and had the crazy possessed look in his eyes. Hell, even his brother Les didn't appear shocked, sadly. There is no one Alpha enough to take his place?”


      She didn’t reply.


      He understood the implied silence. “Oh no,” he backed off, “I’m not coming back to fulfill some God damned prophecy to get the pack to Paradise. I swore off prophecies when I moved to Texas.”


      “Yes I know.” She rolled her eyes. “You’ll leave all that shit to the now dead Elders.”


      He stiffened and gasped. “Now dead? What happened?”


      “I told you.” She leaned forward, sipping her wine again. “Kiba went insane. The ones who could fight him lost, the others were killed by hunters.”


      Józsi leaned back in his chair. “So be it. Old bastards were nothing but trouble anyway.”


      Lukina stood and stalked toward Józsi with that angry look in her eyes. Hand raised, she swung.


      He caught her fist this time. She was still cold from outside despite the invisible fur layer and coat, but something else was off.


      Heaving a sob, she stepped back and then threw herself onto him, wrapping her tiny arms around his large frame.


      He felt wetness on his silk shirt, tears from her. She began crying, sobbing louder. “It’s not fair what they’re asking us to do, Józsi. It’s not fair.”


      Józsi wrapped his arms around Lukina and stroked her hair.


      She nuzzled closer. He could feel her body was cold. He inhaled her clean rain scent, tangling his fingers in her hair. “What’s going on?” His voice dropped to a bare whisper.


      “Kiba’s most recent fits of insanity have provoked others to leave and put fear into the minds of our female wolves who stayed. He’s gone off his rocker and actually abused some of our women.” She sniffled. Backing up, she looked into his eyes.


      He saw himself reflected in her beautiful round eyes and wanted to tear his own heart out. Why he had left her and her sister so long ago was beyond him. It had just needed to be done, he quickly rationalized.


      He had to ask. “What of Ilona?”


      Her sobs grew louder. “Yes, drága.” Dear. “She has been abused by Kiba.”


      He ground his teeth loudly. “How did this happen?”


      She sniffled and pushed back from his body. Looking into his eyes, she spoke through tears. “She changed her name to honor your journey and Kiba punished her for it. He would not have an American wolf in a Hungarian pack. So he beat her.”


      Józsi wanted to growl louder and rip out Kiba’s throat. But he kept his emotions in check. Illogical, emotional outpouring wouldn’t do any good. “He’s old and she cannot be so young anymore. Surely she could defend herself.”


      Lukina nodded. “Yeah, she could. The first few times he came to punish her, she had been ready and caught him off guard. But the last time he’d brought a few other rogue wolves and kidnapped her.” Her sobs grew louder once again.


      Józsi clenched his fists and looked at the ground, eyes closed. He lifted his head, rubbed a hand down his chin and let out a deep breath.


      “We need you to come make things right, Józsi. Please!”


      He hated hearing her beg but he stroked her soft hair and whispered, “This is the way of wolves. It truly is survival of the fittest.”


      “No!” Lukina burst into hysterics, pounding her fists on Józsi’s back. “No, not like this! This isn’t us against man or nature! It’s insanity at the hands of the Flower Maiden!”


      That bitch again. Their supposed goddess whose sole purpose was to guide them toward this ideal of paradise…Józsi scoffed. With Lukina's outburst, he tried to remain calm despite the storm raging inside of him. “We all knew it would happen someday, Lukina. The prophecy said so. The pack must now make a choice.”


      “No, Józsi! It cannot work that way with an insane maniac on the loose. He’ll kill us all. Even our pack witch has left us, leaving us defenseless. Her absence we can deal, with but do you not care for your other mate?”


      He turned from her, shook his head. Of course he cared for his two mates, but the triad of him, Lukina and Ilona was nothing more than an experience he'd regretted because of the outcome. Why bother with the painful details? “Why do you both need me?”


      “Because Kiba is losing his mind and needs to be stopped. He is causing problems with other packs and will not listen to our Elders or anyone else. And we still rightfully belong to you!”


      He'd felt Kiba losing his mind from across the ocean. The weak bond had nagged at him at various times throughout the years, particularly in the winter, but there had been no way for him to be sure since he’d broken off most of his contact with the Moon pack, finally severing ties after his last trip six years ago. “What makes you think I can stop him?”


      “Nothing. Ilona and I want out of Hungary. We want to be free again as we were before Kiba.”


      Trailing a fingernail over her soft cheek, he wiped away tears. “The man is a fucking psycho. I cannot help you. There’s nothing I can do. I’m sorry. ”


      Her eyes widened. “But you promised Ilona and me. You promised you’d always defend us, always love us. You promised that someday you’d come back for us.”


      “I…I…” His mouth hung open. He had no defense. In truth, he'd given his word at an early age before he'd had all the shit to he had to deal with. He'd sworn before the moon itself to protect them from harm as they were bound to him, and he to them.


      He realized now there was no other choice. “Okay.”


      Her head tilted to the side and her voice lowered. “You’ll be on the plane tomorrow?”


      He sighed heavily. “Tonight.”


      Lukina looked into his eyes. “Really?”


      He blinked. Seeing desperation in her exhausted expression tore at him. He couldn’t leave his mates alone, even if he wanted to. “Yes. Really.”


      Her eyes lit up. “Thank you, drága.” Dear.


      Anything for Ilona. “What is her American name now?”


      Lukina ran a hand through his dark hair. “She calls herself Meredith.”


      Surprised, he shifted his weight and held Lukina closer. “Does anyone actually call her that?”


      She nodded. “Yes. She’s grown quite fierce and violent since Kiba lost his mind.”


      He sighed heavily. “Has Kiba been talking about finding Paradise again?”


      Lukina blinked and wiped away tears that streamed down her cheeks. She sniffled. “Yes. Swears he can find it, and that all of us belong there. Says the way to Paradise has to do with sacrificing certain females of our pack. He’s also been talking about showing humans exactly what we are so they can worship us.”


      Paradise. The magical place wolves were said to have been created in, then kicked out of, and granted return only upon fulfilling a prophecy no one knew much about.


      Pure bullshit, as far as Józsi was concerned.


      He hated that she’d been here ten minutes and already he’d been brought back into pack politics.


      “The man was always an old fool, ever since I can remember. Now he’s just slipped further into madness.”


      Lukina pulled away from Józsi and returned to his leather recliner. She picked up his cigar and took a puff on it.


      He rolled his eyes at her and let her take his cigar.


      Finally he tossed her his torch. “It needs to be relit. And since when do you smoke?”


      “Drága, anything to be close to home again.” She referred to her father and his own. Both men used to smoke cigars while out walking around the castles on the north side of Lake Balaton. She picked up the lighter and lit the end of the cigar, taking a few short puffs before getting a deep breath. Exhaling, she blew out a thick ring of smoke that billowed above her head. “I like the smell of these things.”


      “I do too.”


      Neither said a word for a few moments. Józsi watched Lukina closely, wondering what exactly was on her mind. She'd loved their homeland, so had Ilona. Could they both really want to live elsewhere when the proper nourishment and environment existed for wolves in Hungary?


      He had to suppose so.


      Lukina had always been progressive.


      She twitched nervously, fiddling with her fingers while sitting in the recliner.


      “Why didn’t your sister accompany you here instead of remaining back in Hungary?”


      Lukina’s eyes widened. Sorrow crossed her beautiful blue eyes.


      Józsi felt like shit for asking, but the question needed to be voiced.


      “Because Kiba had been chasing her. I didn’t know what else to do so I came here.”


      Naturally. Józsi rubbed his temples, feeling the stress build already. “Where did they last go to?”


      She took another puff on the cigar. “I don’t know. He wouldn’t say to me or anyone else who asked, for that matter.”


      “I assume this behavior has to do with Prophecy.”


      She nodded slowly.


      His jaw twitched. “Figures.”


      Lukina finished her glass of wine. “Hit me again.”


      Józsi filled her glass. He hated asking but needed all the information if he was going to risk his life for his mates. “So, what’s new in this prophecy?”


      Lukina took a long sip of her wine and set her glass down. “You’re still the one we’re all betting on who will be Alpha.”


      He snorted. Never. He wasn't cut out for the responsibility of giving others hope only to have it yanked it out from under them like a cheap rug. “As if.”


      “Hush.” She clasped her hands together and tilted her chin up. “The witch left us, as I said earlier. She could only translate about half of the texts left by the Elders before they died. Once the pack is structured properly with all the parts are in place, the heavens will supposedly open up and let us into Paradise.”


      He frowned. “The idea is pure bullshit at this point. We’ve been on this planet for how many years, and so far have been given what? A witch that left us, an insane wolf who became Alpha, and what of Les?”


      She ran a hand through her red curls. Pulling her cloak around her, she sighed. “Les is staying with us but keeping mostly to himself. He made a play for the witch but Marco interfered.”


      Les. The young pup once thought of as the loser of the pack. Józsi had heard of him through the grapevine, was aware that the Omega had managed to find himself dumped on American soil and that was the last he heard. “Marco, huh? What happened there?”


      Lukina smiled. “Long story short, turns out he and our witch are mates.”


      Shock must have registered across Józsi’s face because Lukina’s grin widened.


      “Yeah,” she continued. “Surprised me too. But he’s destined as we all are, to fulfill roles in the prophecy. Just as it is writ, it has been fulfilled.”


      “I want no part in it.”


      “Fine.” She reached for her glass. “We hear you. I just want my mate back. And…”


      Józsi nodded. “Good. Now that we’re settled with that.” He took back his cigar from Lukina and puffed on it, only to find it had gone out again.


      She handed him the torch.


      He relit his cigar and inhaled, sucking in the opulent creaminess of the Ecuadorian cigar before blowing out a huge cloud of smoke. “It’s time for bed.”


      She stirred in the leather chair, caressing his thigh with her foot.


      The gesture made him hard. It also annoyed him. He looked down at her, seeing her through her mass of red curls to see her beautiful round face. She’d developed hard lines from age and hardship, no doubt. But she still looked as beautiful as the day he met her.


      That memory was one he’d keep buried.


      “I’m still sober.” She thrust her empty glass in his direction.


      Sighing, he poured another glass of wine and handed it to Lukina. “Drink up. Get some rest.” Taking a long, slow sip, Józsi finished off the bottle. “We must leave late tonight if we are to return and avoid detection.”


      Lukina reached for the glass and took a long sip before setting it in her lap and swirling it around. “Kiba doesn’t know I left. I was out on errands when I made the choice to come find you.”


      “Oh.” Józsi swirled his still full glass for distraction. “He knows you’re gone. Through the link our pack shares, weak as it is, I’m also sure he knows that you’ve found me. I’m sure he’ll have something waiting for us.”


      She sighed. “Is there nothing we can do?”


      He met her gaze, and saw his anger reflected in her beautiful eyes. “Get some rest. I’ll handle this.”


      Lukina nodded. “I’ll help. I want to.”


      He cocked his head slightly. “You’re just out to further annoy me, aren’t you?”


      She stuck her tongue out.


      The offer of help was definitely heartfelt, yet he remained determined to keep her from danger. “You need me to. You don’t remember the lands, I’m sure.”


      He growled low again. Lukina was right. He hadn’t remembered most of the land or the way to where their pack called home. He’d left that information behind when he came to America.


      It only took several years and for him to stop visiting…


      Lukina slid down the leather chair and onto the floor before she leaned against his knees, resting her head on his thigh. “How have you managed avoiding discovery of what we are here?”


      “I live in a large city. People here in Houston are too busy with the mundane dealings in their lives to notice what’s right in front of them.”


      “So you hide out in the obvious.”


      He nodded.


      “Come on, let’s go to bed. There’s room for you.” He sighed heavily. He did not want to revert back to pack habits of sleeping huddled up. But the sight of Lukina’s body and the warmth she’d provide him with was something he’d missed anyway. If he could only get Ilona out of his mind.


      He stood and walked down the short hall to his bedroom.


      Lukina slid off the chair and followed behind him.


      “Why did you leave us, drága?” Dear.


      Walking to his bedroom, Józsi peeled off his shirt and turned to face Lukina.


      Grinning, she licked her lips.


      He tossed his shirt aside and turned away. “Because I don’t take orders very well. And I hated hearing all the bullshit about the prophecy.”


      “You do know,” she said as she dropped her cloak behind her and stepped out of her pants, “that our witch is pregnant with our future ruler, right?”


      Glaring at Lukina, Józsi reached into the top drawer of his dresser and found a pair of sweatpants. “Here. You are not at home, so you will sleep clothed.”


      She frowned. “I could put you in the mood, you know.”


      Damn right she could, but it wouldn’t be right. Not after ten years of absence and not without their third. Józsi glared at her.


      She spoke in a sweet, singsong manner. “It’ll be our first time.”


      Józsi continued ignoring the fire beginning to heat his body. “And I don’t care what the witch’s business is. It’s none of mine.”


      “It’s Marco’s baby.”


      His jaw twitched.


      Marco was a troublemaker. Several years younger than Józsi, Marco was always stirring things up and causing mischief. “So the little bastard settled down finally?”


      She nodded. “He nearly killed Les.”


      Józsi did well to hide his surprise there. It also figured that he’d end up with a softhearted witch.


      Józsi handed Lukina the top he’d picked out for her. It was oversized as well, dwarfing her. “You’ll get used to clothes.” He threw on a tank and shorts and climbed into bed.


      Lukina climbed in beside him, facing him. She wore a pout on her face. “I’ve gotten used to seeing you and your large muscled body very easily.” Her voice dropped another hitch.


      She was cold compared to him. Snuggling closer to him, she wrapped an arm around his waist.


      He let out an exasperated breath and rolled away from her. Closing his eyes, he felt her arm snake around his waist. Józsi pushed her away and lay on his stomach. After a few minutes, he heard her breathing settle into a slow rhythm. When he was certain she was asleep, he finally closed his eyes.


      Her fingers found his and interlocked. “I need this…”


      The warmth felt so comforting. He hadn’t felt this feeling in years and it seemed he needed it too, even if she would be naked and tangled around him in the morning because instinctively, he'd strip off his clothes and revert back to pack mentality of cuddling for warmth.

    

  


  
    
      
        Chapter 2

      

    

    
      Józsi kept his teeth clenched tightly the entire ride back from the airport to Lake Balaton, southwest of Budapest. His body felt tight with the thought of being reunited with any of his old pack members. Marco hadn’t returned from the States; he was still off with his mate and pack witch, Selene. The change would be interesting to see if he cared more for the pack. True, he had been taught pack was supposed to come first but in the end, the daunting idea of prophecy and all its' bullshit destiny pissed him off and shattered any idea of loyalty beyond those he loved.


      The beat up truck Lukina led him to would get them back toward their lands. "I'm amazed this piece of shit still runs."


      She didn't acknowledge him, she simply opened the door, slid in and slammed it shut.


      He crawled in, had to jerk the door to get it to shut with a loud squeal. The cracked leather gave way to his weight and he swore he heard fabric tearing once Lukina adjusted the seat and steering wheel to compensate for her shortness.


      Of course it took a few times for the engine to turn over, but Lukina managed to get it started before they made their way from the airport to the more rural areas by the lake.


      The paved road gave way to a dirt road that cut through wheat and cornfields on both sides. Lush vegetation could be seen in the distance. His stomach clenched.


      Lukina drove the truck down the path into the forest. “We’ll stop the truck about ten miles from here and have only a two mile jog back to where we are in a nearby villa.”


      “Are we still in Balatonföldár?” Józsi looked out the window, watching the landscape change from modern buildings and classic European architecture to the flora and fauna of the flat lands.


      “Yes. We haven’t changed locations in over a hundred years.”


      Józsi nodded. The region by Lake Balaton was still sparsely populated. The sun set behind them over the lake, giving it a beautiful glow. “Seems as though nothing’s changed.”


      “Nothing has, really. Other than Kiba’s madness.”


      He snorted and his gut tightened at the mention of Kiba. “We suspected that would happen someday. The other Elders were mad to let him have the pack.”


      “I wish I had known earlier. I would have followed you with Ilona out of Hungary.”


      “It wouldn’t have mattered.”


      “Why did you leave us, Józsi?”


      He turned to look at Lukina, met her fierce gaze, saw the fearfulness in them. Her eyes were focused on the road, but he knew she was paying close attention to what he was saying. The narrow set of her eyes made clear she wasn’t going to take any bullshit answer he gave her, either.


      “Because I had no business remaining here. I don’t love this country, and I don’t care about wolf pack politics. I just wanted to be left alone. Is that too much to ask?”


      She gasped, then closed her mouth and frowned. Her eyes lowered and what seemed like her last sense of hope shredded before him. “I suppose it is.”


      He had no idea what to truly say other than the things he felt. “I didn’t mean to hurt anyone.”


      “Tell that to Ilona. You’ll have to deal with her. I’m just her little pack sister and lover. Don’t expect her to be too happy with you.”


      Józsi looked away. He’d known what was coming from her when he saw Lukina. “You’re just more forgiving than she is, I take it?”


      “With you, no. I just love you, that’s all.”


      Lukina had always been logic and reason whereas Ilona let her emotions rule her world. They'd served her well until he'd left. He hoped she'd grown used to the harshness of the world but still retained her inner beautiful light. “I see.”


      The truck stopped in front of a large wire fence. Forest and flatland beyond that lay just ahead of the fence. Lukina shut off the engine got out of the truck, pocketing the keys before slamming the door shut with a loud groan. “What are you waiting for?”


      Józsi looked at her, watching her intently. The beautiful redhead standing before him in her white cloak, boots and pants with matching gray top became a wolf with narrow killer’s eyes and soft gray fur. Lean and muscular, she paced back and forth in front of the truck, motioning with her head for him to follow her.


      “I…”


      She barked.


      He swore he'd protect them. He had loved them once, very deeply. Now, he was just doing a favor to Lukina but the gesture still irritated him. “God damn it!”


      Józsi stepped out of the truck. Slamming the door shut, he heard an echo in the distance, a wolf crying.


      His gut tightened. The yelp sounded familiar.


      “God damn it!” He became a wolf instantly, suddenly remembering the feel of walking around stealthily on all fours, having much more heightened senses than he did as a man. It had been forever since he'd shifted and ran in Texas. He had time, energy and lack of desire to thank for that.


      Lukina growled and paced off toward the wire fence.


      Following Lukina, he jumped over the wire fence and began picking up the pace.


      She led him faster and faster down a dirt trail toward the villas. The familiar scents of fresh underbrush and forest brought back memories of childhood. He remembered once chasing Ilona through the forest, nipping at her tail playfully until she’d stop and jump at him. Laughter filled his head with the memory until Lukina’s growl brought him back to reality.


      They came to a clearing where a few small houses stood, looking empty. Not a soul seemed to be outside.


      The wind blew and a door on one of the houses swung open, creaking loudly.


      We’re here, but nobody is around.


      Her voice echoed in his head.


      Józsi sniffed the air and smelled blood. And humans nearby.


      Lukina paced back and forth, and then recognition crossed her face. Oh no!


      He heard her mentally, felt her dread in his bones. Józsi looked around, sniffing the air in search of some sign that others were present. He found nothing. Padding into one of the open homes, he saw the place had been ransacked. His jaw dropped. What happened?


      Lukina didn’t respond. She poked her head through the doorway.


      Józsi looked at her, seeing his reflection in her eyes. He was still scary, large. Anger filled his eyes and began flowing through his veins. His fur stood on edge. He turned his head away from her. This wasn’t what he’d come back for. He wasn’t the damn pack savior.


      Padding outside, he became a man again, standing all of six foot six and clothed. His hair fell past his shoulders, providing a blanket against the cool breeze. He looked at Lukina and began walking to the next house, though he didn’t know why.


      Peeking in through broken glass, he found the same scene. Disheveled clothes, utensils and other miscellaneous things were scattered about the living area. Something else caught Józsi’s eye this time, though.


      He pushed the front door open and walked inside, looking for the dark spot on the wall. He found it and his eyes widened in surprise. “H-h-how could someone do this?”


      He stepped closer, tracing the pattern of blood on the wall with his fingers. It smelled rank, recent. Were there body parts to be found?


      Józsi raised his nose to the air and sniffed for clues. Thankfully, whatever or whoever had done this had dragged the bodies off.


      Lukina padded in and instantly started howling.


      Before his eyes, Lukina was in her human form again, all of five foot two, red curls spilling over her face to hide her tears. “What happened, Józsi? What happened? I was just here a few days ago,” she sniffled.


      Józsi stepped outside, pulling Lukina with him and into his strong embrace. “Does Kiba have any enemies we don’t know about?”


      Lukina raised her head and looked into his eyes. She looked so sad for her fallen mates that it tore into his heart. “No.”


      Rage began to consume him. He wasn’t here for this. “Tell me this isn’t where Ilona lived.”


      Lukina shook her head.


      His heart calmed down just a tad. “Good. I want to find her and get her out of here.”


      “We’re only in the next villa, but she frequently stays near Köröshegy for peace and quiet until they start playing concerts in the summer. I hope she’s made her way back to our villa by now.”


      “How far away are we from there? Is the Opeth pack still the dominating pack in Hungary?”


      “Yes, and it’s not too far. We can make it through the night on foot.”


      “Then let’s go.”


      She nodded. They both began running on all fours toward the next villa.


      The church isn’t much farther past it.


      Józsi nodded, keeping behind Lukina. He didn't like the fact that he'd only been back in Hungary less than a few hours and already blood and humans were in the mix, causing his thoughts to run toward the potential mess awaiting them. With Kiba's unpredictable crazy behavior, who knew what lay in await for them?


      Another howl in the distance forced his attention away from Lukina. Is that…


      Yes.


      Józsi stopped running and gathered his bearings. Lukina stopped just a few feet ahead of him. What?


      Isn’t it obvious?


      She nodded inside his head.


      Józsi took off running through the forest in the direction of the pained howl, picking up speed until he was practically flying through the woods. Lukina kept up with him though it was difficult for her because he had size and strength over her.


      They broke into a clearing and the moon overhead provided some light. In the distance, Józsi saw figures fighting and yelling.


      Sprinting closer, he recognized the voices. Kiba’s angry yells weren’t hard to miss. The females yelling were new voices to him. Where was Ilona?


      Becoming erect, he ran as a man onto the scene of Kiba standing over two females who were cuddling, shivering in fear.


      “I see the old man has finally lost it.” Józsi strutted up behind Kiba.


      Kiba turned around, facing Józsi. “What do you want?”


      Józsi kept his expression solemn. Years of practice had given him the gift of appearing neutral, almost like the vampires. “I want to know when you decided to start terrorizing the women of our pack.”


      “It’s not your pack anymore, you traitor!”


      Kiba looked older. His face looked more ragged in the light. He stood hunched over, gray hair falling over his eyes in a loose mess. He looked weak in stature, at least compared to Józsi. His eyes were a pale blue that seemed to be fading in color. The knife in his hand wasn’t all that large, but Józsi noticed bloodstains on the blade. For a moment, he wondered if the old man could really kill another.


      “You have a good memory, Kiba. Or you used to. What business do you have with these women?”


      “My business with them is none of your concern, Józsi. Why don’t you back off and return to your precious America, like a good little pup.”


      Józsi grew annoyed, his jaw clenching at Kiba’s mocking comment. “Did you burn down that village?”


      “Maybe I did. But you’ll never know. My scent isn’t anywhere to be found, is it?”


      Angered, Józsi stepped forward and took a swing at Kiba, his fist connecting with the old man’s jaw hard enough to make his head spin. Bones cracked. The knife fell out of Kiba’s hand as he stumbled back.


      Kiba caught himself and wiped his jaw. “You’re a brash one, Józsi. I’ll give you that. Why are you here fighting with your Elder?”


      Józsi narrowed his gaze at Kiba. “Why don’t you tell me what you’re doing? Scaring little girls isn’t your style, old man.”


      Kiba cracked the faintest of smiles. His face twisted in the moonlight, making him look just plain insane. He took a step forward.


      Józsi didn’t move.


      Kiba looked at Lukina, scowling. “You brought him here, didn’t you?” His jaw hung open in astonishment.


      “I’m sorry, Elder. It was the only choice we had. Your behavior is—”


      “Is the only way it should be. This pack needs control, to learn obedience through fear. We are being chased and run off from our lands by the God damn humans. And I am not going to take it anymore!” Kiba’s chest heaved and sweat broke out on his face. “If we are ever to find paradise again—”


      “You look even more insane now, old man. If the humans are causing us problems, where are they now? And what does that have to do with the fact that you’re scaring these two girls? And where is Ilona?” Józsi’s voice rose a notch with every word.


      Kiba laughed. “Yes, your little Ilona. Meredith, now, I suppose. The wench is in hiding. She was out with us, but managed to run away at the sound of approaching footsteps.”


      That didn’t sound like Ilona. She didn’t scare easily, and most humans didn’t realize she was a wolf anyway. Ilona was a healer, like Lukina, so her magic kept the fierce creature part of herself from the humans' minds while letting them feel nothing but comfort through undetected magic.


      “So be it, old man.” Józsi turned to the two women cowering on the ground at Kiba’s feet. “I’m taking these two with us back to the villa.”


      He motioned with his hand to the two women to follow him. Both of them stood and waited with fearful expressions.


      Kiba glared at them. "You would dare challenge me here, son?"


      Józsi had no desire for a fight but if blood needed spilling, he'd do everything in his power to avoid it. But he wouldn't lose to Kiba. Not if the old man's health had declined the way his mental capacity apparently had. "You're crazy. Shut up and go home old man. You are no leader to me."


      "So you're a traitor returning for punishment?" Kiba cocked his head, raised a fist.


      Lukina stepped forward, head raised. She glared hard at Kiba. “Come with us, ladies.” She held out her hands.


      Kiba's eyes widened in response to Lukina's unspoken threat. “Fine. Take them. Just know I’ll be back with others, and I’ll show you what the true menace is to our pack.” Kiba dropped to his knees and looked up. Lifting his hands to the sky, he started mumbling, chanting in a language that was neither English nor Hungarian, then stood and left.


      Józsi spat in the direction Kiba had gone, aware that his former Alpha had been out of ear shot range. “Fucker.” Józsi let Lukina walk in front of him with the two others. “Where is Ilona?” He needed answers from these two.


      Both of them shook their heads.


      "They don't speak much English, Józsi. You'll have to speak Hungarian."


      "Fuck." He didn't remember much of the language, had been speaking English so long in America that he'd forgotten most of his linguistic roots. It didn't bother him most days but being back in Hungary where English wasn't spoken so much in the rural parts would make his life a little more difficult.


      The brunette on his left, dressed in peasant clothes, answered first. Lukina translated. “She’s gone off to Köröshegy to meditate.”


      Józsi drew in a breath, rubbed his temple. Damn him for not remembering the lands he grew up in very well. “Which direction is that from here?”


      Lukina pointed to his left. “It’s not that far from here. If you run that way you’ll come up on the back side of the church. She’ll be out there.”


      “Thanks. Take these two back to your villa. I will return with Ilona in the morning.”


      Lukina nodded. "Józsi?"


      He lifted his chin in acknowledgement.


      "Would you have…"


      She didn't finish. "Yes. I told you I would and I have no idea of the outcome. But I'd have put in the effort because I said I would."


      "Thank you." Lukina began walking with the two females.


      “Oh, and another thing.”


      She turned back to look at him.


      “We’ll talk about this first thing in the morning, but I’m not staying here.”


      Lukina's eyes widened, “But Józsi, you must! We need—”


      He waved a hand through the air. She had to know how he planned to handle this, had to understand his position wouldn't change. Nothing about this land, this way of life was his anymore. “I didn’t sign on to handle pack politics.” He turned and began walking toward the


      church. “I’m here for me and as a favor to your beloved. Don’t forget that.”


      [image: ]


      * * *


      Running fast, Józsi came upon the flatlands, drops of sweat forming on his brow. Just one more thing to annoy him. He stopped, scented the air, letting the wind tell him of what lay ahead, as it always had. He picked up the smell of the pine and underbrush nearby, the scents of animals and birds on the gentle breeze. Most of all, he’d picked up the scents of emotion.


      Arousal. Wet, pungent arousal.


      Dropping his human illusion, he took off until he came to another large clearing. Stopping, he raised his head and sniffed the air. The familiar sight and smell of wheat, grass and sunflowers drifted toward him.


      She was here.


      A large fifteenth century church stood towering in the distance. Leaves rustled. He caught sight of a tiny figure moving through the tall brush to his right side. He shifted back to his human form, stood and set his hands on his hips. “I know you’re here, Ilona.”


      Józsi turned his head and upper body just in time to catch the flying body that launched itself at him.


      Falling back onto the ground, he rolled with the soft feminine weight pressing against him in all the right places. Rolling several yards away, they finally stopped, with Ilona coming out on top, giggling.


      “It really is you?” Her bright blue eyes held so much surprise and emotion. Her mouth parted, she panted heavily, her chest heaving with each breath.


      Józsi shifted his weight slightly and reversed their position so that he was on top looking down at Ilona. Her beautiful smile still had the ability to make his knees weak. Large round eyes looked at him, flames of lust dancing in her irises. Even in the moonlight, he could see her penetrating deep blue eyes and the massive emotions of longing and anger mixed with hurt and confusion rolling in them. Her light brown hair fell over the swell of her breasts just past her rounded hips. Her skin, illuminated by the moonlight, looked paler than it normally was.


      He wasn’t surprised that she could knock him down. Even as tiny as she was, she had a fierce strength like most wolves. He still wouldn’t ask about her confusion, though all of her emotions wafted to him through the night air.


      “It’s you!” she cried out again, wrapping her arms around him so tight he thought she might break his ribs.


      He fell forward; she’d pulled him down to her, crushing her ample breasts to his strong chest. Burying his head in her soft brown curls, he inhaled her scent, sweet and full of sunflowers.


      Strong arms squeezed the air out of him again. “I’ve missed you too,” he whispered into her ear.


      Ilona tilted her chin upwards. “Have you, Józsi?” Her eyes were steady on his, narrowing before she caught herself and regained her composure.


      He lifted himself up from her, his cock stirring. Seeing her sad smile almost tore his heart to pieces. He couldn’t lie to her even though he wanted to. “Yes, I’ve missed you.”


      She shifted her hips beneath him and he grew harder instantly. Every fiber in his body was acutely aware of her breasts beneath her loose fitting peasant top.


      “Then why haven’t you called or written?” Her voice became syrupy sweet.


      Hormones raced through his system, sending so much blood to his cock he thought he’d explode. Shifting positions again, he forced her off of him and onto the ground. Straddling her, he looked at her and saw his image reflected in her eyes. He didn’t look peaceful at all.


      She narrowed her eyes and parted her lips.


      The idea of kissing her plump, juicy mouth was enticing, but if he started now, he wouldn’t stop. And he had to get home to Texas. The prophecy could kiss his ass along with the rest of the pack.


      She wriggled her hips again, spreading her legs further and sending him off balance. Taking the upper hand, she rolled them over until she was on top again.


      Her weight settled on him, pressing him into the ground. She leaned forward and set her hands firmly on his chest, her long light brown curls falling in front of her face. Her head blocked the moon but her deep gaze penetrated his soul, making him ache to be with her. The fact that he wanted to suckle each one of her ten slender fingers just as a starter was annoying.


      She moved and he felt the warmth of her sex just over his swollen cock. It wasn’t looking good for his self-control.


      She took a deep breath, her breasts heaving up and down as she exhaled.


      Digging his nails into her hips, he tried to move her off him. She wouldn’t budge.


      “I’m using the one weapon guaranteed to make you stay here with me a little longer,” she purred.


      His eyes widened. “You think I just want you for your body?”


      She arched an eyebrow at him. “With your lack of response, I’m not sure what you want, szeretőm.” Lover.


      He couldn’t blame her. He wasn’t sure he would do things differently if he were in her shoes. But he had to get things settled here and return to America. It was either that or be caught up in a prophecy that dictated the rest of his life. One where he was to rule the Opeth pack, lead them toward a world where wolves were accepted again and Heaven would open up for them.


      One he didn’t believe in.


      He sat up as she threw her arms around his neck and pulled him to her. Their lips met.


      She closed her eyes.


      Her mouth molded beneath his and intense hunger took over. His tongue slipped past her lips, exploring, caressing the inside of her mouth. She’d certainly grown up since he’d last been in Hungary.


      He caught a handful of hair and tugged on it, forcing her head back to expose her neck. Making his way down her chin, he nibbled her soft flesh, nipped her neck and collarbone. Inhaled her earthy scent. He knew her so well still that he could predict the exact moment she grew damp and just how wet she was.


      She yelped and arched against him.


      The curve of her belly connected with his rigid stomach. Her pussy felt hot against him, and they were still both fully clothed!


      Knowing she was soaked, the scent of her arousal was driving him insane. His tongue swirled around the soft skin beneath her jaw, licking back up over her bottom lip.


      She captured his bottom lip between hers and sucked, drawing him into her mouth. Strong arms caressed his shoulders, massaged taut muscles.


      Tension eased from his body as Józsi let down his guard a little more, hoping he could sate himself just a little with a taste of Ilona.


      Who was he kidding? He hadn’t let his walls down; she’d forced the walls down all on her own. Tender kisses plundered his mouth, the taste of sweet spice lingering in his nose. He had to stop this.


      She leaned forward, pressing him down again.


      Leaning back, he settled on his hands.


      Ilona adjusted the way she sat, enveloping him further in soft feminine curves and lightening hot heat.


      Her heat was too much. Through the layers of clothes, he felt liquid pooling at her pussy, slicking her just for him. A breath caught in his throat.


      Her tongue slipped past his lips and she took control of the kiss now. Ilona started licking his chin, fiery kisses following the wetness of her pretty pink tongue.


      Full breasts brushed against his chest, her ripe softness begging for his touch. Lifting a hand to cup one of her globes, he felt the full weight in his palm, and began massaging her with a tenderness that became rougher with each nip on his lower lip.


      A guttural moan escaped her lips, vibrating against his mouth when he rubbed a nipple into a taut peak with his thumb and forefinger.


      Tugging the nipple harder, he felt her weight shift again. Her sex was directly over his. But he couldn’t fuck her. Not like this.


      His mind screamed at the insanity and lust fueling his every movement. Desire for this woman welled in him, made his body burn. His heart was about to melt. Any control was almost gone. Her mouth was so juicy, so wet. He sniffed and caught scent of the sweetness of her arousal.


      His body had grown rigid and his nerves tingled with anticipation. It wasn’t going to be like his last night in Hungary where each girl taunted and teased him until he had to leave and relieve himself because Lukina was too young even by wolf standards at the time and he wouldn't have made love to one or the other. He had to have both simultaneously.


      Of course that hadn’t happened and he'd regretted all the pain he'd caused, plus the memories he missed out on. Ten hour plane rides, he'd learned quickly, provided plenty of time for introspection.


      He had to stop now.


      She lowered her thick lashes against his cheek.


      Soft, like butterfly kisses, her lashes brushing against him sent shivers through his body. “We have to stop,” he swore he said, but he didn’t recognize his own voice.


      Finally, there was no more kissing. No more sensual assault on his senses. What had happened?


      Ilona was still sitting atop his thighs, her gaze fixated on him.


      She tilted her head to one side, giving him a wayward smile. “What’s wrong?” Her voice was much softer, sweeter than moments before. Almost filled with worry.


      He couldn’t reply. His mouth had gone bone dry from the fact that her flushed face and pert nipples peaked beneath the fabric. Every nerve in his body was screaming at him and his stupidity while his mind warred with his heart.


      “Józsi?”


      He shook his head to regain some sense of self-control. Gently pushing her aside, he stood and started dusting himself off.


      “I’m not a cheap thrill, you know.” Her voice shook. Gone from her voice was the tenderness she’d had only a moment before.


      “I know.”


      “Then why did you stop? What’s wrong, Józsi?”


      “This.” He gestured at them both. “We haven’t seen each other in ten years and it’s just not how I expected to come back to Hungary. I’m…”


      “Afraid. I know. And too busy.” Raw emotion poured off each word. Józsi knew that emotion well, knew she’d be angry.


      He couldn't blame her. He'd left her in tears ten years ago. He hadn't bothered to call or write, never told her about his few visits back to check on her and Lukina. Of course he felt the ache but it had more to do with her feelings, rather than his.


      She stood and faced away from him. “So, how long are you back for?”


      Her flat voice annoyed him. “Until I’ve done what I promised Lukina I would do. And then I’m gone.”


      “This mess is yours too, you know.”


      He turned and glared at her, shaking a fist across his body. “No. It’s not. It’s pack business. And I am no longer part of this pack.”


      “This business of the prophecy concerns you as our future Alpha, Józsi. Don’t you feel it calling you? Kiba’s been infected by the Flower Maiden’s disease and is losing his mind. Don’t you even care a little?”


      “No. I’m sorry.” He looked down at the dirt, knowing the scowled at him. That look of disappointment was forever burned into his memory from ten years ago, but seeing it again now brought back all the emotions he’d built up from when he left. Still, he would not lose control to his emotions.


      “Then why are you back, Józsi? Why are you wasting your precious time for us?”


      He adjusted his pants to hide his still bulging erection. “I made a promise, and I keep my promises.”


      “No, you don’t.”


      A sound almost like a gasp stuck in his throat with the realization. Her comment stung more than he thought it would, but he wouldn’t reply.


      The wind blew hard, sending her hair flying everywhere. Ilona reached behind her head and pulled her hair back into a loose ponytail.


      With her slim neck exposed, she looked even hotter. Damn it!


      “Which way is your villa?”


      She started walking away from the large church.


      Józsi hoped she wasn’t too pissed off, but somehow he knew better.


      After an hour of walking, Józsi was certain she had been leading him in circles as punishment for whatever sins she felt he’d committed.


      It took another half an hour before they came upon a villa. Smoke rose from some of the houses, fires being lit for warmth this time of year. Fresh meat roasted in one house, another house smelled of simmering goulash, the traditional Hungarian dish using spicy paprika and other pungent spices. A few candles flickered in the windows of some of the houses. A well sat in the center of the dirt road. A few carts and old cars were scattered about the dirt street. Józsi wondered how they ended up getting vehicles this far, but realized he didn’t want to know when he saw a figure walking toward them.


      “Les, what are you doing here?”


      “I should ask you the same thing. I see you’ve brought him back, Meredith?”


      Hearing her addressed as Meredith made him want to punch something. He refused to get used to the idea that she'd taken an American name and sold out her Hungarian heritage when her pride had been so strong for it. "Ilona was leading me back here for the night so we could rest and talk a little before I left."


      Les nodded, stroking his chin. The way he moved in the moonlight seemed eerie to some, but Józsi never paid the older wolf any mind. As far as he was concerned, Les was the conservative, dressed in blue jeans and a black long sleeve dress shirt. Even the creepy lime-green eye Les sported didn't bother Józsi as long as he didn't make direct eye contact.


      Kiba didn't have that oddity. Of course, outcast that he was, Les had other things on his plate to worry about, including his brother's slow descent into madness.


      Smooth olive skin betrayed Hungarian characteristics. Les looked more Asian with narrow eyes and a different accent but Józsi had to guess the Eastern Europeans and Asians were not all that different.


      In the end, he didn't care.


      The jury was still out as to how he and Kiba were brothers. Les’s skin was naturally tanned and his limbs were long, not nearly as muscular as Kiba’s. Kiba dressed more business-like, in dark khakis and a light blue shirt with dark boots. He kept his hair short. They looked nothing alike. Especially after seeing that Kiba’s hair had grown out and grayed tremendously and his facial features had shown age with more wrinkles than he had when Józsi was still a part of the pack.


      “I did.” Ilona looked down at the ground.


      “Great. Thank you. My brother is ill. Lukina returned hours ago with news of what happened. Are you all right, Meredith?”


      “Yes.” She nodded.


      “Good. I am glad.” Les turned to Józsi. “Did Lukina fill you in on my brother’s madness?”


      The empty smile he gave would have torn at someone else's heart but Józsi never felt anything for either Alpha or his brother. “She did. I am here because of her.” He pointed a finger at Ilona.


      Ilona huffed.


      Józsi glared at her.


      She crossed her arms and turned her back to him.


      “I see. Let us discuss things in the morning, then. It’s been a long day for all of us here. My brother has caused enough problems for our pack that we’ve been running rampant all day. The Lunar Flower disease is growing in him I’m afraid. Other members of the pack are out searching for loved ones, searching for the ones who have been helping Kiba.”


      Interesting that others would willingly follow Kiba into insanity, he thought. Unless something else was going on, which again, became something Józsi had no interest in. In moments he'd return Ilona to Lukina and then crash for the night only to catch the first flight the hell out of Hungary.


      He looked at Ilona, now Meredith, as she scoffed. At least she had no chance of going insane. It would break his heart to find that the ones he'd loved and kept so close to his heart, even as he abandoned them, had been caught up in this mess with deities and grudges.


      The Lunar Flower disease was the name given to whatever the wolves contracted that forced them to slowly lose their sanity. Nobody knew how it happened or why. Some guessed that the Flower Maiden, messenger to the Fertility Goddess had bestowed the disease upon the wolves as punishment for being born. Józsi had no idea and refused mostly to believe the stories he’d heard growing up about gods and goddesses. Even the idea that a mere half god created wolves and sent them to live on Earth seemed like bullshit.


      Józsi scratched his head. “I heard the humans were mounting an attack against us.”


      Les flinched. “Holy smokes, I hope not. We’re outnumbered, if that’s the case.”


      Ilona started to walk off, but Józsi caught her by the wrist and pulled her to him.


      “Hey,” she cried out, eyes glazed over with fiery determination to establish her independence. “That hurt.”


      Callously, he let go of her wrist.


      She rubbed her arm where his nails had dug into her skin.


      He ignored the ire coming from her.


      “Meredith can show you where you can sleep for the night. Pray we don’t have any incidents.”


      Józsi nodded. If what Les said was true, they'd all be dead in an instant. When he’d left the pack ten years ago, they numbered in the dozens, but now, seeing the village around them, it appeared as though only a handful of wolves remained. Worry settled in the pit of his stomach. “Indeed.”


      Ilona bowed to Les. “Goodnight, Les.”


      “’Night, Meredith.”


      Les turned and walked away, almost disappearing into a fine mist. He was one of the few wolves that had apparently been blessed with the goddess’ kiss. His illusions were stronger than those of many of the other wolves in Hungary. Józsi couldn’t remember seeing another wolf in the States who had such strong gifts of illusion, either.


      Yawning, he realized the time difference and jet lag had probably slammed into him, considering how active he'd become once setting foot on the ground. Without looking at her, he motioned with a hand. “Come, Ilona.”


      “My name is now Meredith.” She turned her lip up at him.


      How he ached to free his cock and bury it between her full, pouting lips and yell her true name. “No. I will not call you by that name.”


      She cocked her head and blinked, giving him a shit eating grin. “You won't respect my sovereignty?"


      "I never had control over you or Lukina to begin with. I'm not a ruler. I was…” He couldn't bring himself to say it. He couldn't. The memory hurt too much.


      "There were no kings or queens in this triad, Józsi."


      "I know. That's what I just said."


      She stamped her foot. "Respect me as an adult and call me by the name of my choosing."


      He found her gesture cute but it changed nothing. "I've always respected you, regardless of age. But no. I will not call you by an absurd name designed to remove you from your heritage."


      She snorted. "You mean like how you removed yourself completely from this land and stopped speaking our mother tongue?"


      He refused a reply.


      She crossed her arms over her chest again, drawing his focus to her luscious breasts. "Then I will call you by your childhood nickname.”


      He groaned and glared at her. “I will beat you.”


      “And fuck me?” Her eyebrows rose.


      His body hardened hearing her use such vulgarities. Letting out an exasperated breath, he set a hand on her shoulder and met her gaze. "I cannot do that."


      “Your loss, Wolfie.” She giggled.


      Józsi huffed and let her take his hand.


      She led them down the dirt road until they’d passed a few familiar houses. All were small, tiny two-story buildings of wood construction. The white walls looked pale blue in the moonlight, and the brown trim only looked darker. They stopped in front of a familiar house. The large brown door had been left slightly ajar. A candle was lit in the window, indicating someone was home and up still.


      Ilona pushed her way past the door and brought Józsi with her.


      He glanced around and saw things just as he’d left them years ago. The house even smelled of the same cinnamon and cardamom spices used frequently in Hungarian cooking.


      A table sat by the window, pen and paper lay on the desk. Józsi noticed writing on the paper and knew a letter to him had been started. He recognized the handwriting as Ilona’s.


      She dragged him down the tiny hallway into one room at the end of the hallway past the mess of things in the living room.

    

  


  
    
      
        Chapter 3

      

    

    
      Lukina sat in bed reading, practically nude. A white tank top hung off one shoulder, partially exposing the top of a luscious breast. Her red curls fell over alabaster skin. Black thin-framed glasses sat perched on her nose.


      He swallowed at the sight. “You’re certainly not a modest woman.” Józsi smirked.


      “I’ll go fetch us some tea.” Ilona let go of Józsi’s hand and disappeared.


      Lukina pulled off her glasses and looked up, setting the book down. “I told you, I refuse to spit on my heritage. I am a wolf. We are sensual creatures, with raw power and that includes lust. I acknowledge that fact and embrace it, as my pack sister does.”


      A grin crossed his face. “I see that.”


      "You would do well to embrace it with us, remember who you are."


      Józsi cut her a sharp look.


      She stuck her tongue out, giving him a better view of plump breasts and pale skin.


      The gesture hardened him, made his stomach tighten from curls of desire forming low. His fingers itched to touch her, his head screamed at him to maintain some semblance of sanity. Sleeping with them, taking Lukina's virginity, presuming Ilona hadn't already, would only serve to involve him more, make it harder for him to leave.


      Ilona returned with a tray and three cups. She set the tray down beside the bed and offered a cup to her pack sister first, then one to Józsi, before taking the last one for herself.


      Józsi sniffed the cup, letting the warm spices fill his nose and comfort him, just as it had done years earlier.


      He took a sip of the warm liquid, tasting the many different spices. “This was my favorite.” He set the cup down on a table behind him.


      “Come.” Lukina motioned to the bed. “Both of you sit here with me. It’s been so long since we’ve been together like this.” She glanced at Ilona, then Józsi with a radiant smile. Hands extended, she held her palms up.


      Józsi's lips curved upward. He could stay only for a short while, and then he'd have to run back to the airport. Being here was dangerous to his head and heart. He couldn't afford to let them back in.


      Except Ilona began to smile.


      Józsi moved and sat at the edge of the bed, glancing at his teacup; Ilona sat next to her sister.


      Ilona stared at him, heat burning in her eyes. “Afraid of us?”


      Józsi wasn’t sure whether the heat in her eyes was anger or a lustful challenge so he took a sip of tea, then looked down and away. “No, I just prefer my solitude.”


      “He made me sleep clothed, Ilona.”


      “He did?” Mock horror registered on Ilona’s face.


      “She’s still a whiner.” Józsi didn’t bother to look up or hide the monotone pitch in his voice.


      Lukina leaned forward, letting her top fall and expose more of her healthy cleavage.


      He caught sight of her breasts from the corner of his eye. Unconsciously, Józsi licked his lips. His cock grew hard and that annoyed him. “You’ve already been told about that, Lukina.” He reached for his cup of tea and took a sip, keeping his eyes on Ilona.


      Ilona snuggled closer to Lukina. “When did you get a hang up over seeing two women together?”


      Heat crept slowly up his cheeks. He refused to be embarrassed or moved to react, no matter how hard he grew or how painful the erection. “I do not have any hang ups about seeing two women together.”


      “Then come closer,” Lukina reached for him, purred.


      “Yes.” Ilona’s husky voice dropped another note. “Closer.”


      Józsi stood and started for the door. If he walked out now, he’d be resigned to masturbation or tantalizing nightmares for the rest of the night and he’d lose sleep. “You two are sisters,” he turned to face them both. “It’d be incest.”


      Ilona laughed, her voice still deep and husky. “Silly Wolfie, we’re not blood sisters. Pack sisters don't have to deal with the incest issue.”


      “Besides,” Lukina interjected, “our love for each other runs much deeper.”


      He settled his hands around the teacup before looking at her. The expression on Lukina's face changed from fiery anger to lust as her eyelids lowered partially, nostrils flared and her mouth opened. Józsi wanted to refuse, but the ever mounting tension in his body wouldn't let him do anything other than speak. “But why me?”


      Ilona started crawling toward him, her breasts swaying beneath her top. When had she changed clothes?


      He swallowed and found his mouth dry, throat parched.


      “Because your heart needs to be healed.” Lukina spoke first. “You won’t be of any help to us if you’re so stolid.”


      “So this is for the pack?” He knew he was treading dangerous water if he pushed this line of questioning. But he'd made a vow to avoid pack politics. For all the trouble it was worth, the only reward would be a quick death from stress.


      “In a way, yes.”


      Looking into Lukina’s eyes, he couldn’t stop his body’s reaction. But at least with her, he could stand his ground. His gaze shifted to Ilona’s. Her beautiful sea blue eyes held promise of something much deeper. “Come on, Wolfie,” she giggled again, “play with us.”


      Józsi swallowed hard. Anyone—man or wolf—would be lucky to be in his shoes right now. But he was concerned with the bigger picture. He didn’t want to be pack Alpha, didn’t care about any sort of Heaven. It couldn’t exist. Kiba always was a madman in his own right and it was his pack, not Józsi's to run into the ground.


      Still, Józsi’s heart wasn’t about to let him get away with walking out of the room. He let his eyes roam up the line of Ilona’s body. Gone was the peasant skirt and light yellow top she had been wearing earlier, replaced by a silver chemise that fell to the top of her cream colored thighs. He hadn’t any idea whether she had panties on or not.


      Ilona shifted against the covers, moving to expose luscious flesh. The lack of a string waistband stirred his desire even more. Józsi swallowed hard. His body stiffened, muscles remained rigid while he drew in the sight of both of his former lovers on the bed before him, coaxing him into their embrace. Blood pumped through his body straight to his cock, making him painfully hard. By now he smelled his own precum along with the heady musk of feminine arousal.


      Lukina put her book on the nightstand beside them and sat up straight. Reaching behind her, she removed a few pins from her hair, letting her red curls cascade down her slender shoulders before she shook it out and let it frame her face and fall past her breasts.


      His eyes widened. “You’re both so…”


      Fingers pressed against his lips. “Don’t.” Ilona remained mere inches from him. Her hair fell in ringlets over her breasts, but her proximity gave him a view of her creamy flesh.


      “You’ve hardened your heart,” she whispered, “even to me. Why?” She frowned, cocked her head to one side.


      “Because.” He crossed his arms but found himself unable to reply. Words stuck in the lump in his throat, sweat broke out on his brow and his skin grew cold. The real reason he’d hardened his heart to Ilona was because she was the more emotional one between his two former lovers. She was the first to cry, to express pain or joy, and every time he saw her hurt it tore his heart to shreds. Every time he caught her smile, it built his world anew. Lukina could do those things as well if she’d only let herself, but focused more on logic, due to her belief in the prophecy that she would be pack messenger to the new Alpha.


      Him.


      Well, not if he wasn’t here to fulfill his duty.


      Ilona reached for him, fingertips brushing against his forearms. Heat sizzled at her touch.


      Her eyes smoldered with intensity, the same look Lukina had had in her eyes the previous night.


      Why hadn’t he told her that he would not come back to Hungary? Loosening his grip on his arms, he let Ilona take one hand and pull him to the bed.


      “You need this.” Lukina leaned forward, batted her eyelashes. “Just as we do.”


      He fought against the insatiable lust slowly replacing his self-control.


      An auburn hue began to surround Ilona's body, giving her a soft glow.


      Józsi recognized that aura as the one she used to heal others. He didn’t need healing. Didn't want it. There was nothing wrong with him as he was.


      Józsi clenched his teeth, feeling stressful tension mount in his jaw but found himself unable to stop moving toward them.


      Lukina purred again, providing him with enough distraction to disarm him enough so he could relax his jaw while his cock remained erect.


      The sound of glass shattering in the distance sidetracked all three of them. Ilona and Lukina covered up. Józsi rushed to the living room window to look outside.


      Peering out the window, Józsi saw torches in the distance. An angry mob of humans were making their way toward the villa, burning everything along the way. Smoke filled the air behind them as the forest and grasslands took in the flames and caught fire. Unable to make out the screams, Józsi only had to assume they were hunters fearing the existence of wolf shifters.


      Damn it, who let the truth out? He sighed and looked back at the bedroom.


      A bell sounded and a few howls could be heard in the distance. “Damn it, we’ve gotta go.” He rushed back into the bedroom and yanked Ilona by the hand to the bathroom. “Get dressed.”


      Ilona moved with him, Lukina trailing behind. “What’s going on?”


      Angry mobs yelled not too far away. In a few moments they'd be past the edge of town.


      “Can’t you hear that? The humans are here to wage war on us. We’ve got to get out of here.”


      “But what about our home? What about the others?” Tears fell down Lukina's cheeks.


      It didn’t matter. “We’ve got to get out of here. I can’t be responsible for them. Now follow Ilona to Köröshegy. We’ll stay the rest of the night there and wait this out. We’ll leave for the States first thing in the morning.”


      Ilona yanked on her top and stepped into her skirt, cinching it tight around her waist. “But this is my home. I can’t just leave. I am the Opeth pack healer.”


      Damn but that woman frustrated him with her emotions. Józsi looked back at her, anger filling his veins. “Forget them, if you want to live,” he growled. "Grab a chance of clothes and come back to me."


      Gunshots in the distance followed screams and growls. Where was Kiba? Had Les vanished too?


      Wolves and humans filled the main street in the villa, fire and smoke clouding Józsi’s visual path. Gunpowder and heavy oils burned, making the air around them heavier. Ilona coughed when smoke invaded their room.


      Ilona appeared with a change of clothes and stood before him, motionless. Her shock filled expression let Józsi know just how scared she was because she wore her heart on her sleeve.


      Swearing, he grabbed Ilona’s hand and yanked her with him back into the house and through the window in the back room. “We’ll go this way through the forest to the church.” Adrenaline pumped through him with vigor. This was why he didn’t bother with pack politics. Trouble always followed the wolves.


      “Through the window,” Lukina cried, and slipped out first.


      Ilona jumped afterwards and they took off running, both of them as wolves.


      Józsi looked back and sighed heavily. This wasn’t going to get any easier was it? Shotgun blasts echoed in his ear. The cry of defeat from one wolf signaled someone had been downed. Screams grew louder with each passing second. Their attackers weren’t too far from this house.


      Ilona stopped a few hundred yards away and looked back, a sad expression on her face.


      Józsi hesitated before climbing through the window.


      Ilona barked and whimpered.


      “Go! God damn it, move!” He shook his hand furiously at her.


      A bullet whizzed past his ear and landed in a tree near where Ilona stood. “Damn wolves will not terrorize us anymore,” a human yelled.


      Józsi turned around and lunged at the man, fist cocked back. He swung, caught the hunter in the chest.


      The man stumbled back, dropping his rifle. In mid punch, Józsi shifted his hand from human to wolf, baring razor sharp claws. He connected with the man, caught him by the throat.


      The man cried out in agony, his last breath a gargled sound. Józsi had ripped his throat out and tossed the limp body aside. He shook blood and guts off his hand, made his hand appear human and looked around until he spied the gun.


      Picking up the gun, he ran to the front window and fired off several shots into the crowd, knocking down a few of the hunters. When they turned their scattered focus toward him, he’d picked off four or five more, delivering kill shots to each of them before the gun was empty. “Damn it!”


      Bullets flew at him, shattering more glass and wood paneling around Józsi. He looked around and found an exit before he tossed the gun aside. It wouldn't do him any good without ammunition anyway.


      The only way out would be through the back porch, but found it better to jump through the window rather than the door, whereby he'd give himself a few extra seconds of time since any assailants would have to correct their aim from the door to the window when he appeared. Quickly, he ran to the back of the house and jumped out the window. He hit the ground on all fours, shifted and took off running fast and furious, catching up quickly to Ilona and Lukina.


      Run, God damn it!


      He watched as Ilona looked at Lukina and back at him before taking off into a full sprint.


      Gunshots fired after them and Józsi wasn’t about to stick around and wait for anything. Breaking into a full sprint, he quickly chased after Ilona and Lukina, nipping at their heels when they slowed down.


      Both of you keep running, or you’ll die!


      “They are running into the woods! After those damned wolves!” The voices shouted in Hungarian and English. Józsi expected Hungarians to be chasing after, but in this part of the country, not too many people spoke fluent English. Odd, that.


      Trees passed by in a blur while Józsi ran. He lost sight of Lukina, but had Ilona panting after him.


      I can’t keep this up for much longer. Her breath came in short gasps now. Her tongue hung out and she slowed to a trot.


      Damn it, Ilona! I thought you said you’d been embracing your true nature.


      No. That was Lukina. Where is she, by the way?


      Józsi stopped. He’d lost sight of her when he’d noticed some of the hunters speaking in fluent English. Something was definitely up, and he didn’t want to deal with it.


      God damn it!


      Ilona stopped running.


      Józsi stopped and turned his head back at her.


      She whimpered. Pawing the ground, she begged him to come back.


      He started to trot off but she whimpered louder.


      Damn it all. This trip to back home had gone from bad to worse.


      Józsi padded back to Ilona to see her lying in human form, a large cut across the top of her foot. Blood oozed out of the wound slowly. He sniffed it: just a scrape. Instinctively, Józsi started licking the wound, tasting salt and dirt along with the clean metallic taste of iron.


      Ilona ran her fingers through his fur, comforting him even as his stress levels rose higher and higher still. “We have to find Lukina,” she sniffled.


      We can’t. The hunters will kill us both. I, for one, do not plan on dying here.


      “But Józsi, she could be hurt or lost. She came to America just to get you to come find me. We owe her that.”


      She was right. He'd traveled nearly seven thousand miles just to…what? In the end he found Ilona, brought her back to Lukina. Then this shit happened. He stopped licking her foot and raised his head to see her expression. Her face had that terrible look on it, the one that said ‘help me, please.’


      If he left Lukina, Ilona would never forgive him. If he went after her, they’d both die. Too many hunters, not enough wolves. Caught off guard at night when most humans normally slept, the hunters had an advantage by attacking. He knew the odds.


      I can’t carry you and look for her at the same time.


      The wound stopped bleeding. Józsi stood on two legs as a man and looked down at his little pet. With her round eyes opened, lips parted and tears streaming down her face, she looked helpless. Then she blinked, put a hand to her head, then to her heart.


      “What just happened?” Ilona stretched forward and tried to stand, delicately placing weight on her foot. She stumbled but Józsi caught her and helped her balance.


      “I don’t know. It’s late and we need to get back to the church. They’re not still playing concerts there, are they?”


      She shook her head. “This time of year? No. It’s too cold for most people to travel out this far.”


      “Good. Let’s get you back to the church and I’ll go looking for Lukina first thing in the morning.”


      She tilted her chin up at him defiantly. “No. I’ll come with you.”


      He caught her chin in his fingers, glared down at her. “You’re wounded. You’ll slow me down.”


      She narrowed her eyes at him. “If I don’t go with you, you may leave us again. I just cannot bear that right now, Józsi. I need you too much.”


      The confession tore into his heart more than he thought it would. If he stayed this close to her now, he'd end up kissing her, then pulling her down onto him and fucking her before he went to retrieve her other lover.


      That wouldn't do.


      “Fine.”


      [image: ]


      * * *


      The sound of raindrops pounding on the overhang woke Józsi first. The smell rain, crisp and clean woke him. Hungary’s naturally humid climate lent itself to cover with the rain. The hunters would most likely not look for them while it poured this heavily. He found himself tangled up in Ilona’s naked body. Her body was chilly to the touch.


      The scent of fresh winter and salt hung in the frigid air. If he had to guess, it was probably around fifty-five degrees outside, maybe slightly warmer inside shelter. It had been so long since he'd been back that he forgot the difference and found himself unable to convert the temperatures to Celsius.


      Józsi stirred, shifted his weight to get partial distance from Ilona.


      Ilona snuggled closer, murmuring something inaudible in her sleep.


      He had to get up. His cock stirred, reminding him of the intensity of her gaze before the mob of hunters disturbed them from their fun the night before.


      Fun. He scoffed silently. Ilona and Lukina were trouble just like the whole damn pack. Józsi looked up at the sky. Gray clouds continued to let loose with a flood of rain, soaking the ground.


      Looking at Ilona, he felt a pang of loneliness with the thought that he’d have to leave her eventually. Preferably sooner rather than later, otherwise he might end up staying longer than he wanted. Hell, he’d already stayed longer than he wanted to.


      The doors to the church had been locked and it was too late for Józsi to bother with picking a lock. He didn’t have any of his tools and it was just his luck that Ilona hadn’t been wearing any pins in her hair.


      Lukina had to be the one who always kept her hair pinned.


      Damn it. He still had to go find her before returning to America. Where was Les in all of this mess? Surely he'd have warned the pack when the hunters were approaching but then again Józsi had no idea who rang the bell to alert the pack of approaching trouble. He’d heard that the bastard had been allowed to return to the pack after his fiasco with trying to harm Marco, but nobody knew why. There were too many questions that required him to give a damn.


      He shifted to his side, draped an arm over her and rubbed her soft belly, enjoying the gentle murmurs she emitted.


      What if he took Lukina and Ilona back to America with him? Ilona had never been out of Hungary. She was calling herself by an American name now. She’d…What a ludicrous thought!


      She turned to face him, her bare breast brushing against his chest. She was so soft and supple. A leg caressed his. She rolled over, her pussy making full contact with his jean-clad thigh.


      Sweet Jesus almighty! She was wet, soft and shaved clean. And her pussy smelled this side of sex. He moved his thigh just a little.


      A small moan escaped from her.


      His hand caressed her lower back, pressing against her round ass. He brushed his thigh against her pussy again, this time with more force.


      She groaned again, louder.


      “Józsi.” She wasn’t awake, but she was certainly aware of the sensations going through her body.


      Maybe if he got her off, he could take the memory back to America. And masturbate until he found a woman he thought could sate his taste. Ultimately, he knew he’d be calling out Ilona’s name when he came. And Lukina’s. How odd that’d be for any woman he’d ever be with after all this was over.


      “You can’t heal yourself, can you?” He whispered.


      He shifted his weight and sat up.


      Ilona stirred, moving her head down to his thigh. She wrapped her arms around his waist and muttered something else that sounded like “Don’t leave me again.”


      The cold wind blew hard against them. She shivered and snuggled closer.


      The fear in her voice frightened him. He’d never heard such pain and anguish in another’s voice, but Ilona had that gift. She was transparent with him, and only him. Even Lukina had to occasionally work to determine her true feelings, but protecting herself was Ilona’s natural reaction amongst wolves.


      Józsi took off his shirt and wrapped it around her body. Where had her clothes gone?


      "Shh." Looking around, he spotted them hanging off the railing. He slid out from beneath her and retrieved her shirt and dress. Looking back at her, he realized she was nude completely. Did the woman wear no underwear? The thought hardened his body. It was cold outside and, after all, sex would warm them both up. He shook his head. Not now.


      Her leg curled up beneath her body.


      Józsi’s eyes traced the curve of her luscious hip all the way to her slender calves. She had sexy legs indeed. His gaze roamed up her body, settling on the little bit of a tummy she had. He licked his lips. How would it feel to lick his favorite syrup from her navel or the swell of her luscious breasts? He shook his head again.


      “Fine.” He exhaled loudly. “I’ll deal with those feelings before leaving.”


      How long could he be gone while Ilona slept?


      “Józsi?”


      That answered that question. “Yes?”


      She raised her head off the cement. Wiping the sleep out of her eyes, she rolled onto her back, arching her body upwards.


      Józsi licked his lips at the sight of her breasts jutting upward. Hips mimicking her upper torso while long creamy legs spread and toes wiggled.


      She relaxed her body and sat up, drawing her knees to her body and wrapping her arms around her legs. “I’m cold.”


      “Get dressed.”


      She stuck her tongue out at him.


      He tossed her the shirt and dress. “You shouldn’t sleep naked when it’s so cold outside.”


      “No, you should sleep naked with me and keep me warm.” There was a hint of mischief in her voice.


      Setting his hands on his hips, Józsi turned his head and looked toward the forest.


      “Are you going to go back for Lukina?”


      Józsi nodded. “I said I would.”


      She smiled weakly. “Thank you.”


      Józsi didn't reply. He couldn't keep them safe unless he brought them back to America and left this godforsaken pack to its own misery. But neither of them would go back, would they?


      It wasn't his concern. His only goal now was to find Lukina before he boarded that flight back to the States.


      “You plan to leave us again, don’t you?”


      “I do.”


      “Why?”


      He didn't miss the longing in her voice though it made his heart ache. “Because I don’t belong here.”


      She stiffened. “You belong with us, Józsi.”


      “Do I?” He stared intently at her, his eyes narrowed. He saw his reflection in her eyes and would have cried if he could have. The angry scowl he wore matched the intense coldness in his eyes. Did he look like this all the time?


      “If you would embrace your wolf like the rest of us—“


      “I’d get killed. Just like the villagers who were slaughtered last night, wouldn’t I?” He tried to stop the rising of his voice but he had grown tired of fighting with himself over being calm with his former lovers. He'd almost lost his control earlier but wouldn't make that same mistake again. If he showed her unkindness, she'd eventually get it.


      She sniffled, wiped her nose on the back of her hand. “How do you survive in the big city, away from our home, nature?”


      “I’m too busy working. People in the cities are too busy doing nothing and feeling productive to notice what’s right in front of them. I get by the way I have to. I couldn’t do that here. Someone would always want something from me.”


      She winced.


      “Ilona, I’m sorry. I—”


      “Skip it. And my name is Meredith now. I mentioned that and you refused to honor it, you ass.”


      He snorted. "It's not that. It's just that I'm not the man you think I am."


      "You've never let yourself see who you truly are, have you?"


      "I see myself just fine, thank you. I'm not cut out for responsibility."


      "You came back for me. You are going out for Lukina. Love us or not, you've still chosen to take the responsibility as a gift."


      She had him there. "Yes I did come back but only because you two aren't capable of dealing with stressful situations."


      "If that were truly how you felt, why the hell did you come back?" She'd moved but refused to cover herself.


      "Because…fuck I don't know, Ilona. I have no idea what I'm doing here or why I bothered to come back other than…"


      "Say it, drága. Please?"


      Only her begging would bring the hardest of men to his knees.


      Thankfully Józsi was harder than that. Or more stubborn. He no longer knew which by now. The truth of him returning was because some part of him loved his triad, desperately wanted to reconnect with them but on his terms. He didn't want the prophecy, had no interest in ruling an ailing pack.


      Of course destiny seemed to have other plans.


      Instead of responding, he let silence be his answer.


      She snorted, sniffled, and wiped her nose again.


      He caught sight of more tears falling down her face and wanted to wipe them away. Instead, he decided to stir the conversation in a different, somewhat safer direction. "Why Meredith? And aren't you doing the same thing you accused me of?"


      “I like the name.” She turned her nose up and looked away from him.


      “Don’t be ridiculous. Your name is beautiful.”


      “I’m not. I’m acting just like you. A being with no regard for what was given to them and no honor toward their heritage.”


      She had him there. He wasn’t going to push things any further with her by asking why. The less he understood about her, the easier it would be to focus on leaving again.


      Józsi started walking toward the forest. At least the rain had let up.


      “Wait,” Ilona called after him. “I’ll come with you.”


      “Don’t bother. How is your foot? Can you make it to Tihany?”


      She looked at her foot. An angry slash showed where the cut was but in a few hours more, the skin would heal. She'd probably have to be careful walking on it though. “It feels better.”


      “Good. Then stay here until I return.”


      “But—”


      He jerked around to face her. “Stay here. God damn it, I can’t protect you if you’re in the way.”


      She gasped. “All right.”


      Damn it all!


      Turning into his wolf form, Józsi took off toward the villa. Running as fast as he could toward the smell of smoke and blood cleared his head. He hadn’t really done much running around in Texas. There was plenty of land, but he never found the time to be out in the open like this. He wasn’t the only wolf in Houston, but he didn’t bother looking for others, either.


      Józsi came upon the villa and stopped. Some of the houses were smoldering, others had been burned completely to the ground. There were bodies scattered loosely about the street, some human, others lupine. The area smelled of smoke and ash. The putrid scent of death hung heavily in the air, making Józsi cough.


      The stench made his stomach turn. He padded up the street toward Ilona’s home and found a few windows had been broken and the door was shattered. Stepping inside the house, he looked around. Everything was still as it was last night. A fire burned in the fireplace as though someone was home.


      Something crashed behind him. His ears perked up and he moved to one side of the doorframe and waited patiently. Nothing happened. No other sounds followed.


      Józsi continued searching the house, looking for signs of Lukina or anything he could find to help him figure out what the hell was going on.


      Standing on human legs, he rummaged through the kitchen and the living area and eventually picked up the paper he’d spotted last night. It looked as though Ilona had started a letter to him.


      Scanning the page, he read in detail about Kiba’s madness, her missing him and even her suggestion that he lead the pack after Kiba had been dealt with.


      That was a funny thought. He didn’t want to ever be a leader. It was too much responsibility to care for more than just himself. He wasn’t good in dealing with others. Hell, he’d run out on the two women who loved him more than life itself! He couldn’t lead a pack. Still, he took the paper and slipped it into his pocket.


      Making his way back to the bedroom where they slipped out the window last night, he looked around for any sign of Lukina. He sniffed the air for her scent, found it, and followed it to just outside the house.


      Her scent led him down a path toward the forest again, but not in the direction they’d gone last night.


      Stepping carefully through the leaves, he continued to follow the scent. Bullet holes in a nearby tree caught his attention. He looked down at the ground and found a garment of clothing that looked like the top Lukina had worn last night.


      Something in a nearby bush moved and leaves rustled, catching Józsi’s attention. He turned his head to see a tail wagging slowly.


      “Lukina?”


      The tail began waving faster, beating the ground rhythmically.


      Cautiously, Józsi took a step closer toward the bush.


      A gray coated hind leg appeared, covered in blood and dirt. She whimpered.


      Józsi didn’t reply. Moving the foliage aside, he saw Lukina lying on the ground, her fur a rumpled mess. “What happened?”


      I passed out. The last gunshot above the tree over there is all I remember. I must have slammed into something and tripped.


      He set his hands on his hips. “You’re lucky not to have been discovered.”


      She whimpered again.


      “Jesus Christ, you two are a pain in the ass.” His lip curled up in mock disgust.


      Lukina looked up at him and barked.


      “Ilona’s back at the church with a hurt foot. Can you move?”


      Lukina struggled to stand but managed to get up on all four legs. The next thing Józsi knew, she stood naked as a human before him.


      "You didn't make it out with clothes, did you?


      She shook her head. "I wanted to make sure Ilona was safe so I shoved her out with you. Gunshots broke the glass in our room so I took cover, waited and jumped out the other window wearing only my negligee. It ripped so I tossed it.


      Her lush body was still covered in dirt, but she looked as gorgeous as Ilona did, with a fairer complexion. Her breasts were also a tad bit smaller, but ever so round. He traced a line down from her curvaceous ass and hips to long, slender legs with his eyes. She wasn’t as rubenesque as Ilona, but she was still a beauty by any standard.


      “Get dressed.”


      She pouted. “I don’t have any clothes.”


      “Your house was untouched. Who lit the fire?”


      “I don’t know. But I'll grab clothes.” She sighed heavily.


      He nodded. “Let’s go, then.”


      After getting dressed and returning with clothes for Ilona, the two made their way toward the church. The gray sky gave way to some sunlight but large storm clouds threatened the light.


      Józsi turned to Lukina, set a hand on her shoulder. "How do you feel about coming back with me to America?”


      Lukina glanced at him, moving tendrils of hair back from her face. “I would go wherever you and Ilona wanted me to.”


      “You are not bound to me.”


      “No, but I would love that very much. She and I already are bound through blood ritual. Why do you ask?”


      Great. The blood bond ensured they would always know where each wolf was. Sharing of blood was an old ritual in many cultures for a reason but for wolves it was particularly powerful because it linked the parties so deep that the death of one caused all else who partook to become almost fatally ill. “Because I think the smartest thing to do is for us to get the hell out of Hungary before things go from bad to worse.”


      “We can’t leave Hungary. Ilona is the pack healer, responsible for dealing with our ailing while training our youth. You know that. I am…”


      Prophecy had a way of making things work that didn't always appeal to Józsi but clues started to sink in. It was too easy to rescue Ilona earlier. That part fit with where his mind went but the hunters coming? No. That didn't make sense. Not unless you put in how many of them spoke almost perfect English. Józsi stopped, turned to face her. He cut his hand across his body, leaned into Lukina. “What is it with you two? You first told me you wanted me to bring you back to America and now you can't go because you're the pack healers? What game are you playing at?”


      Ilona set a hand on Lukina's shoulder. “What do you mean?”


      Oh, no. This was so not happening. His upper lip curled in a snarl. “Are you two the only healers the pack has? And was this your idea of getting me back here? Lie to me?"


      Lukina strolled up, swung her fist at his jaw.


      He caught it just millimeters from his skin, inhaled the scent of her raw anger.


      "How dare you accuse me of such trickery! You know better! Damn it, Józsi." Her blue eyes burned bright with rage.


      "Do I? Seriously Lukina? Because it seems awfully convenient that I'm here and there is no leader other than Les. And it seems rather odd that—” He lost his train of thought by staring at Lukina.


      "Incredulous, you'd even think that of us, Józsi. None of us have a hand in our fate, not if it's left up to prophecy. Even as we guide ourselves into what we think is our path, it's not always clear the outcome. The only thing you can be certain of is what you do know and that's," she poked him in the chest, "how we'd never betray you."


      Truly, he had no idea anymore. He'd been with them this long and already started finding how much he had missed the lush vegetation and scents in the air around him. It wouldn't be long before extricating himself became too difficult, because his heart had forever belonged to Lukina and Ilona. And this place. He clenched his teeth. "Fine. Can the pack not survive without you?”


      She shrugged. “It could, but why mess with history?”


      Józsi looked straight ahead, tossed her hand aside. “Because history will get you killed.” He'd kept up with the papers, watched the wars in various parts of the world and saw the repeated mistakes made by leadership all in the name of trying to keep peace. Józsi wanted no part in that decision making process. He started walking again.


      Lukina caught up and kept pace with him.


      They came to the back of the field by the church and stopped.


      Drawing in a deep breath, he pointed to where Ilona had been when he left her. “She’s over there.”


      Lukina put her hands on her oh so sensual hips. “You know, it’s not so healthy to feel alone amongst your own kind.”


      Józsi waved a hand absentmindedly. “What would you know about loneliness?”

    

  


  
    
      
        Chapter 4

      

    

    
      “I know enough about loneliness from watching Ilona. She’s missed you more than I could imagine. Have you even seen her smile recently?”


      There was nothing he could say to that, so he kept quiet. But Lukina wasn’t done.


      “Next time, just look at her. Just look at how empty her smile is, Józsi. And think about what you could do to fill that emptiness.”


      Her words punched him in the gut. “Nothing I can do will fill that space. I am only responsible for myself.”


      “Be that way.” Abruptly, Lukina turned and strolled off through the field, her ponytail swinging just below her shoulders.


      He'd have to leave this all behind shortly. Of course he could stick around just to make sure the two of them were safe enough for the time being. That wasn't something he wanted to sign on for. Maybe...he shook his head at the thought of dragging them back to America. Instead, Józsi followed her until he came upon her and Ilona. Embracing, Ilona held Lukina tightly. The sight of them together, pack sisters and lovers for eternity, so openly tugged mercilessly at his heart.


      “Well, what are we doing next?” Ilona looked at Józsi.


      “We are doing nothing. I am going back home tonight.” He pursed his lips.


      “But you promised me you would help us. You promised us both that you’d never throw us out to the sharks.”


      “That’s right.” Ilona stepped closer to Józsi, torment in her eyes. Putting her hands on her hips, she looked angrily at him. “You promised us you’d never leave. And now you’re going to leave us. Again. Why are you such a damn liar, Józsi?”


      “Hey.” He put his hands up. “I’m not a liar.” I would rather you both come with me. “You can both either come with or remain here. But this is not my battle.”


      “Yes, it is.” Lukina strode forward, pointing her finger into his chest. “This is your battle the same as it is ours. Kiba was your Alpha and the Opeth pack is your pack, whether you like it or not. Accept it, Józsi, and be a fucking man.”


      His eyes widened. Nobody challenged him the way Lukina always did. He took a step back and kept his hands up.


      Ilona followed him. “You’re here. You might as well help us.”


      “I don’t have to do anything.” He turned and began walking away. The truck they used to drive into Budapest was only a few miles away, and Budapest could be reached on foot in a day.


      “That’s right.” Ilona turned her back on him. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. Run away again, you fucking asshole.”


      “She’s right. You’re a coward.” Lukina spat out.


      Seething, Józsi spun around and stared at them, his pulse racing. Fists clenched, eyes burning with rage while his nostrils flared He was tired of being accused of leaving everyone behind. Didn't they realize this was for the best? "I'm not a God damn leader!"


      His gaze settled on Ilona's heaving chest, hardened nipples poking against the fabric of her top. She still hadn't changed from earlier and the sight of bared skin ramped up his already charged emotions, but it redirected it toward his now throbbing cock, rather than anger.


      Without thought, he crossed the distance between Ilona and himself. Capturing her by the shoulder, he yanked her mouth to his, plundering her with his tongue. Her sweet scent assaulted his senses, setting his nerves on fire.


      She sucked in a breath, eyes open wide. Her shoulders tensed beneath his fingers and then relaxed as her body went limp in his arms.


      He pulled back from the kiss, his body hard as a rock, and bit at her lower lip, nipping her until he drew blood.


      Ilona whimpered beneath him. His tongue slid past her lips and she captured it, nibbling on it.


      Loving the sound of her whimpers, Józsi thrust his tongue deeper, caressing her velvety mouth organ. His fingers tangled in her brown curls, tugging her head back to expose her neck. He broke form the kiss and flicked his tongue over a plump lower lip. Licking a trail down her jaw and neck, his tongue circled her collarbone.


      He felt her skin burn. Her breasts pressed against his chest and she molded her body to his. Moaning beneath his mouth, she stepped closer.


      She wrapped her arms around his neck, fingers coiling around strands of his long hair. His cock ached painfully.


      He brought a hand went to her breast, kneading her soft flesh into a hardened peak beneath her top.


      She arched her body into his, sighing pleasurably.


      Lukina coughed, distracting them both.


      Józsi tore his mouth from the feverish kiss and looked at Ilona. Strands of hair stuck to her damp forehead; the rest of her was disheveled.


      She looked delicious.


      “Finally.” Lukina took a deep breath. She placed a hand on Ilona’s cheek and brought her mouth to hers, opening for a kiss.


      Ilona took control of the kiss and seized Lukina’s tongue.


      A hand snaked around Ilona’s waist and Lukina pulled their bodies together.


      Józsi couldn’t believe what he was about to do.


      Lukina and Ilona broke from the kiss and stared at him, two pairs of eyes with flames of lust dancing in them. “Strip,” Ilona commanded.


      “Whoa.” He put his hands up and took a step backward. “Nobody—” he stopped short.


      Both women took another step toward him, wicked mischief dancing in their eyes.


      His eyebrow shot up. “Out here in the open?”


      Ilona nodded. “You were going to fuck me in the field last night anyway.”


      His jaw dropped. “Really?”


      “Your sarcasm is lost on us both. Strip.” Lukina’s voice sounded older, more controlling. Both women held out a hand.


      If he took their hands, he’d drown in ecstasy. Hell, he might even die from the heat of their lust. It had been awhile since he’d taken a lover. And she hadn’t been nearly as pretty as either of these two.


      Józsi raised a hand to meet Ilona’s, their fingers brushing lightly. He felt sparks sizzle between them. His other hand followed suit, grasping Lukina’s.


      They pulled him to them and suddenly he had two pairs of lips kissing down his jaw. Two pairs of hands roaming over his shoulders, his chest, his flat washboard stomach.


      A tongue slithered around his ear. He moaned through closed lips.


      I will heal your heart if you let me, he heard a voice inside his head speak. It sounded distant, but like Ilona’s.


      Looking at her, he captured her mouth with his and sucked in her tongue, playing with it, rolling it around his mouth.


      Ilona pressed her body to his, fitting nicely against his hardness before drawing a leg around his and rubbing herself against him.


      Lukina’s nimble hands encircled his waist, fingers splaying beneath his shirt.


      Józsi shuddered beneath her touch. Lukina’s fingers caressed his body, sending signals straight to his cock. He smelled the liquid pooling between two pairs of lips, drew in their scents.


      He pulled back from kissing Ilona and dipped his head to kiss Lukina.


      Her lips weren’t as plump as Ilona’s, but still juicy, all the same.


      Lukina moaned, arching her body into his, her breasts crashing into his side, arms wrapping around the back of his neck and sliding down over his massive shoulders.


      He hoped he could keep this up.


      Arching her body against his, he felt every inch of Lukina with his hands.


      Ilona flicked her tongue over the curve of his ear. She breathed heavily in his ear.


      His knees went weak. How could they both feel so good to him? “Oh god!” Words came out as a harsh whisper. He grabbed Ilona by the shoulders and shoved her down to her knees.


      She fell to the ground and reached for his zipper.


      He jerked away at first.


      “Józsi, why?” Ilona looked up at him, her hair matted and her lips open in a pout.


      He looked down at her with soft eyes. The image of her sucking his cock surfaced and made his hard cock ache. His heart wondered how he could love them both, if he loved anyone at all. “How can I please both of you at the same time?”


      “You need not worry about that.” Lukina spoke first. “Just love us emotionally. The physical stuff will come into play soon enough.”


      He didn’t want to believe in the emotional attachment. It had been so long since he’d had an emotional attachment to anyone that he’d almost forgotten how.


      It was a struggle between his mind and his heart again. He didn’t know what to do. But he quickly realized it didn’t matter.


      Ilona’s hand brushed over his cock and he twitched beneath his pants. She reached for the zipper, slowly tugging it down, down until his cock was free. His cock fell forward, proudly jutting outward.


      She wrapped nimble fingers around it and began licking it like a lollipop.


      Józsi shuddered, his nerves on edge from her mouth on his cock and Lukina’s tongue in his ear. Hair stood up on the back of his neck, trembles started low in his belly and branched outward to his knees.


      He felt Lukina’s fingers tangle in his hair, catching loose strands of hair from his ponytail. She took a handful of hair and tugged his head backward, exposing the chorded muscle of his neck. Licking his neck, she swirled her tongue around in circles.


      Sensations shot through his body from both women.


      “Let me love you,” Ilona begged, her lips sealing around his cock while she spoke.


      “And let me love you too.” Lukina’s mouth latched onto his neck rapaciously.


      He couldn’t think. Physical response took over, pushing out all other thoughts. Shoving away the desire to evade the prophecy, the people or the pack. Unadulterated lust consumed him. Compulsion to bury himself inside her warmth drove his actions.


      Gripping his cock in one hand, he pulled it from Ilona’s mouth. “Get on the ground,” he commanded in a raspy voice.


      Ilona giggled.


      In an instant, Lukina moved from his side to Ilona’s.


      Ilona sat on the ground, leaning back on her hands, spreading her long legs apart.


      Lukina’s mouth sealed over Ilona's.


      Józsi took his cock and pumped himself a few times, feeling the satiny steel erection already slick with precum and Ilona’s saliva. Kneeling beside Ilona, he took her face in his hands and brought his mouth down on hers with fervor. Sinking his tongue between her lips, he embraced the feeling of her hands around his shoulders. Tension escaped him as her fingers massaged his aching muscles.


      A second pair of hands found his mane, stroking his hair, comforting him. Setting him at ease. He opened his eyes briefly to see Ilona’s voluptuous body glowing a grayish white color. Warmth filled his veins.


      “Take your pants completely off, silly!” Ilona pressed her lips to his chest.


      Lukina continued licking his ear, flicking her tongue against the soft skin.


      Ilona reached for his cock, gripping him with warm, nimble fingers. She began pumping him.


      He arched his body forward and a blissful moan escaped his lips.


      Fingers tousled his hair, ran down his chest. Someone reached for the hem of his shirt and lifted it over his head. Discarding his shirt, he watched Lukina’s mouth attach to one nipple.


      Ilona’s fingers caressed his chest, starting from his neck and running down his stomach before taking his cock in hand again.


      His stomach trembled, tremors racing throughout his body. The pungent scent of both women’s arousal filled his nose, sex heavy in the air.


      She gave him a few pumps. “I want this inside me,” she begged.


      Unable to think, he leaned forward, aching to give her what she wanted.


      Her mouth sealed around his cock, heat engulfing him. Fingers traced patterns over his spine, sending more shivers throughout his body.


      Lukina’s hands caressed his hair, tugging, brushing through his long thick hair. Relaxation set in slowly as desire kicked in full steam.


      Ilona sucked him slowly, her tongue flicking over his head like a candy cane. She drew him in deeper and deeper until she’d sucked him all the way to the hilt. His balls rested heavy on her chin.


      A hand snaked under his cock to caress his shaved balls.


      He groaned, balling his fists in the air.


      Fingernails ran across his sensitive skin.


      His hips jerked forward, his mind barely processed Lukina's fingers holding his sac.


      Lukina took his hands and pulled them behind him.


      Nails dug into his wrists, exiting him further. His balls drew up against his skin.


      Ilona moaned, sending vibrations over his cock and throughout his body.


      “Are you going to let me fuck you?” he groaned through gritted teeth.


      Ilona withdrew his cock from her mouth with a loud pop and laughed. “Of course, but you’ve got to give me something.”


      “I have…nothing to…give…”


      Lukina kissed the top of his shoulders, igniting raging flames of lust inside him. She trailed her lips down his back until she’d reached his spine. Fiery kisses scorched his skin, making him quiver. Ilona’s fingers wrapped around his shaft. She tugged him closer to her, pulling off her top with one hand.


      Sitting before him bare chested, she looked gorgeous. Her hair fell over her shoulders, covering a plump breast. Józsi had a chance to really look at her for the first time in several years; she’d filled out quite nicely—curves, breasts, and hips all to his liking.


      He licked his lips and lowered himself to her.


      Lukina went with him, her mouth still planting burning kisses on his back. Fingers massaged his scalp, easing more tension from him. More aggression dissipated from his being, more worry slipped through his tired mind.


      Ilona reached for his cock as Józsi bunched her skirt up around her waist. She took his cock and placed him just at the center of her pussy.


      “I’m ready,” she mouthed


      Mere millimeters away she still felt so wet, so hot. He couldn’t wait another second. His heart knew what it wanted. His body was eager, hungry. Impaling her with his engorged cock, he growled hoarsely.


      Her cries matched his.


      Two fingers pressed against his mouth. Lukina’s hand, he guessed. Flicking his tongue over the two fingers, he drew them into his mouth.


      Ilona’s pussy was so hot, so velvety smooth. She was the soft sheath to his hard steel cock.


      This felt like home. Not Hungary, not America, but here, between her legs. Surrounded by both lovers, Ilona’s heat alone carried a lot of power. He felt her warmth surround him. He still was missing something mentally.


      With Lukina as the loving third to tie them together, this was truthfully home. But he hadn’t touched her since he’d slid inside Ilona.


      Reaching out for her now, he found a breast and tugged it toward him. Drawing her into his mouth, he sucked on the sensitive flesh, biting down hard.


      Lukina yelped and dug her nails into his flesh.


      He moaned, jerking himself inside Ilona, the sound of skin against skin echoing in the open field.


      Lukina arched her body against his in rhythm with his thrusts into Ilona.


      Ilona’s thighs gripped Józsi’s cock and gave him a squeeze.


      He shuddered above her.


      Two pairs of hands caressed his shoulders. A pair of hands slid his pants completely off, exposing his flesh to the elements. A cold chill went through him until Lukina’s mouth pressed little kisses against the small of his back.


      Arching forward into Ilona, he thrust inside her, moving slowly. Rising upwards, he straddled her, dipping down his head between her breasts for a taste.


      She was sweet, feminine to the core and all his. Or did he belong to Lukina and Ilona? Right now, it didn’t matter.


      Fingernails raked down his back. Józsi threw his head back and let out a hiss through gritted teeth. Lukina’s mouth fastened to his. He circled her waist with one hand, pulling her to them both.


      Lukina yelped, looking down to find Ilona’s teeth, fangs nibbling at her thigh.


      A tongue brushed over sensitive skin and the threesome began moving in rhythm. Two sets of fingers penetrated Lukina’s eager pussy, massaging, exploring, and spreading her open.


      Józsi wasn’t sure who had brushed her clit, but the reaction she gave indicated they’d better do it again. Stroke for stroke, Józsi matched Ilona, and Lukina bucked against them.


      Lukina spread out alongside them on the ground, entwining her legs around Józsi’s and Ilona’s.


      Ilona’s legs tightened around Józsi’s thigh. A hand caught his and squeezed. Someone bit his shoulder; hair fell over his back. His hair brushed Ilona’s cheeks. His heart beat faster, his rhythm picked up, matching Ilona’s thrusts.


      Tension built inside him, swelling and concentrating around his lower abdomen and his balls. He held on, gripping Ilona’s thigh, digging his fingers into her soft flesh.


      “Give it to me,” Ilona demanded in a breathy cry. “Give it to me.” She slammed her hips upwards while Lukina rocked on both her hand and his and then her body shuddered and shook.


      Józsi felt her nails dig into his skin painfully. He hissed out her name and came deep inside of Ilona, shooting hard and fast and repeatedly.


      Her hands slid down over her breasts, down her stomach and to her lips where his cock pulsed. She swirled her fingers around in his seed, brushing her fingers over her clit.


      His orgasm triggered hers. Her entire body tensed beneath his and she shook violently.


      Hands were everywhere on him. Fingers gripped hair, tugging, and teeth bit into his flesh. He growled his release in unison with Ilona and Lukina.


      The grayish white aura around all three of them seeped into Józsi’s skin. Suddenly he felt very tired. Falling forward on top of Ilona, he felt two pairs of arms embrace him and pull him into the two bodies.


      Hours later, light snowfall woke Józsi. The air was brisk, salty, a light wind blowing snowflakes toward them, blanketing the church. The sun had nearly set over the horizon. He stood, stretching and yawning. Sniffing the air, he padded away from the warmth of the two girls.


      Ilona raised her head slightly and looked at him. Shaking the snowfall off his fur, he began pacing back and forth. Ilona whimpered and he looked back at her. What?


      Szeret, what are you doing? We need to think of our next move. Preferably back out of Hungary. We’re a good three hours away from Budapest. Farther, since we’re on foot. We can make it to the truck in about half a day if we start out now.


      Lukina snuggled closer to Ilona.


      Józsi watched them together, huddled for warmth. He looked toward the forest and back at Ilona. Walking over to the two, he nuzzled Lukina.


      She stirred, raising her head and yawning.


      Come on, let’s go. His voice sounded harsh even to his ears. After what they’d shared earlier, his heart felt the change in him.


      Ilona stretched. She nuzzled Lukina again.


      The younger wolf raised her head and nodded. What’s going on?


      Her stomach grumbled.


      We’re going back to Budapest and leaving this country.


      You’re turning your back on the pack?


      Growling at her, Józsi turned around and started walking, knowing full well what he was doing.


      Ilona and Lukina stood, stretched again and followed after him.
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      * * *


      Several hours later, the trio had made it to the village of Szentendré. Walking down the cobblestone streets as humans wasn’t too difficult, since most folks were inside and those who were out in the cold were too busy dealing with the weather to notice three people, no matter how different, walking down the street.


      For some unexplained reason, the ability for Józsi to maintain his illusion as a human was stronger here.


      A large Doberman sitting outside a butcher shop barked at Lukina. She huddled closer to Józsi. Józsi turned around and glared at the big dog. He whimpered and shrank back against the wall.


      “We could get a room for the night and leave first thing in the morning,” Lukina offered.


      “No. We need to leave tonight.”


      “We’re not going to catch anything out of Hungary going to the States this late in the evening. We’ll need money, supplies, and passports. By the time we arrive in Budapest, it’ll be after midnight. Please, Józsi. Let’s just rest tonight.” She tugged on his hand.


      He looked at her carefully, studying her face. They were all hungry and cold. A night wouldn’t kill them, would it? The faster he got out of this country, the better.


      “I can take care of the money, passports, and all, but…” He sighed heavily. “Fine. Find us a place, Lukina.”


      Half an hour later, the trio had checked into a quaint little hotel in downtown Szentendré. The innkeeper showed them to their room upstairs. Opening the door, he bid them a good night and handed them the key before returning back to his desk with his fat old wife.


      Józsi looked around at the small room. “It’s not much, but we can get a hot meal tonight and be out of here before anything else happens.”


      There was a small bed for two that sat atop a wooden frame. A pitcher of fresh water sat on the wooden nightstand next to a telephone, phone book, and some tourist information.


      Ilona sat on the edge of the bed and took off her top. “Do we have running hot water?” Her breasts bobbed up and down and her skin revealed marks from Józsi and Lukina’s earlier play.


      Józsi’s mouth watered at the sight of her luscious flesh. He grew hard instantly, desire coursing through his veins.


      Lukina kicked off her shoes tossed them by the far wall. Padding into the tiny bathroom, she began whistling. She shut the door.


      “She’s an odd one.” He shrugged his shoulders.


      “Ever since I can remember, she’s been the odd one, Józsi. Acting out, demanding, making sure everything was as fair as possible. That’s been a role she’s had forever.”


      He shrugged and undid his boots. “It’s a big burden for a small wonder.”


      “Igen. Yes. She is a small wonder, but she’s our wonder.”


      Józsi couldn’t take his eyes off Ilona’s chest. “You should put a shirt on or you’ll catch a cold.”


      She grinned wickedly. “I’m going to join Lukina in the shower. You should help warm us both up.”


      “Anything to—” He stopped himself.


      A heavy sigh came from Ilona. “Pass the time, Józsi? Why are you so desperate to get out of Hungary?”


      “Because I don’t belong here. It’s not my home.”


      “You keep saying that, but it’s not entirely true. Is it? You really are confused as much as we are by the prophecy. Admit it. And you want to be back with us. I can smell your attraction and since we haven’t shared blood”


      Rational thought was impossible with her sitting in front of him bare chested. So, he said nothing and chose to remain ignorant to the stirring in his loins.


      She ran her hands over her breasts, behind her head, taking her thick auburn hair with her, letting it fall over her shoulders. It blanketed her. “The skirt is wet and should come off, too.”


      “Strip.”


      A large grin crossed her face. Standing, she shoved the floor length skirt past her hips. She stepped out of it and handed the wet cloth to Józsi.


      He took it from her and set it on a chair by the heater. Turning the heater on, he draped her top over the desk beside the chair. “Now what?”


      She sat back down on the bed, crossing and uncrossing her legs, giving him a full view of her smooth mound.


      His fingers itched to touch her, his tongue to taste her. In the background he heard the water turn on and he knew Lukina was naked by now too. Neither of them could stand to be clothed for long.


      “Szeret, lover, join us. We will show you where home is. I’ll give you a hint.” Her voice dropped another note. “It’s not in Hungary or in the Americas.”


      Standing, she patted her pussy and her heart.


      He cocked an eyebrow. “Lukina feels the same way?”


      The door behind him opened. Lukina appeared in the doorway, her hands on luscious hips. Her hair had been piled high in a towel atop her head and the towel she wore around her chest stopped just at the juncture of her hip. If she bent over either direction just slightly, he'd get quite a show. She reached for the clasp on the towel, tugged it free and let it drop to the floor in a pile at her feet. “I do indeed, Józsi.”


      Steam wafted through the room, warming things up considerably.


      Ilona’s hand brushed against his stomach. Fingers splayed over his muscles. He moved into her, letting her fingers explore his rough skin. A second hand traced patterns over his abdomen.


      “I’m so glad to see you’re in such good shape, szeret. A stomach like this must have taken a lot of hard work.” Ilona bent down and kissed his chest.


      Shuddering, he licked his lips. Fingers caught the waist of his jeans, undid his belt. Her hand was mere centimeters from his engorged cock.


      Ilona looked at him through half open eyes. “Do you want me to touch you?”


      He looked down at her. She looked so sweet, innocent, hands spread over his thighs. He couldn’t tear his gaze away from her deep blue eyes. He nodded.


      “Good. Because you are my Alpha, always.” Her voice dropped another notch, the sultry sound arousing him further.


      His body tensed. This could happen again, right? Józsi lifted his hands to her shoulders and touched her. Her skin was feverishly hot to the touch.


      “I want you,” she mouthed.


      He stared deeply into her eyes, watching lust dance wildly in her irises.


      She licked her bottom lip, dragging her tongue over the skin slowly.


      Józsi stepped closer, wrapping his arms around her. Crushing her breasts to his body, he felt just how incredibly hot she’d become in a matter of seconds. A second pair of arms wrapped around his waist.


      “You’re mine,” Lukina whispered harshly, her breath tickling his earlobe.


      A tongue circled around his navel.


      He quivered against her.


      Hands lifted his shirt up over his head and tossed it on the floor.


      “Yum.” Lukina licked his shoulders.


      Tension built within him, gathering around the center of his stomach, just above his groin. To give himself to them both again was to lose himself. His mind became clouded with erotic sensation.


      Two tongues licked and swirled circles around his torso. Ilona’s fingers dipped beneath his waistband, tugging his pants down. Lukina helped yank his pants down around his ankles.


      He kicked aside his trousers and his cock jutted forward, bobbing in the air. Józsi turned around to have one woman on each side.


      Both of them began kissing their way down his body, starting at his cheek, moving down toward his chest. Each woman took a nipple in her mouth and sucked him to a tiny peak.


      Hissing, he wrapped a hand in each woman’s hair. It was easier to grab a handful of Lukina’s mane; her hair was soaked and stuck to her body.


      Someone grabbed his cock; he wasn’t sure whom. It didn’t matter. Surrendering himself to their assault, he realized that somewhere in all of this, he’d let go and succumbed to the idea of belonging to them both.


      A pair of lips wrapped around his shaft and drew him into her mouth. Looking down at his legs, he saw Ilona’s mouth on his cock. Hissing again, he tightened his grip on Lukina’s hair.


      Nails caressed the part of his leg where his thigh met his hips. He shuddered visibly. Goose bumps appeared all over his arms and legs. His hair stood on edge.


      “Let your body mold to my body,” Lukina’s lusty voice mouthed in his ear.


      Ilona popped the head of his cock out of her mouth and looked up at him. Smiling, she bared fangs.


      Her smile is so empty until you fill it, Lukina’s words echoed in his head. His knees were weak. He reached for her shoulder to steady himself.


      “Let your mind be free of consciousness.”


      He nodded, his mind barely registering the words.
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      Józsi turned to face Lukina. He focused on her eyes; the most expressive part of her had always been her eyes. Such passion, such emotion in those bright green eyes, where flames rose higher and higher.


      He yelped and sucked in a breath. Ilona’s teeth nibbled his lower back, grazing his ass with her fangs.


      A hand slapped his ass. Pain exploded in his thigh. He turned around and looked at Ilona. “You’re a little sh—”


      Lukina’s hands grabbed his head and forced him to face her. Seizing his mouth with hers, she forced her tongue down his throat, exploring, protruding, and wrestling with his tongue.


      Taking control of their kiss, he sucked on her tongue, stroking it with his. Her tongue flicked over his bottom lip. Józsi pulled away from the kiss, taking a deep breath. The steam in the room had clouded things a bit, but not enough to distract Józsi. He saw both women clearly, smelled the minute differences in their arousal scents. Lukina, a bit feminine but musky, Ilona of the sunflowers.


      Lukina lunged forward, her mouth capturing his again in a passionate kiss.


      His hands explored her naked body, grabbing a breast. His fingers were rough in their exploration of her body, squeezing her breast.


      Tiny noises escaped from Lukina.


      He felt Ilona’s lips on his inner thigh. Canines nipped into his skin. Nails raked down his body, dug into his thigh. He yelped, let out a harsh breath through gritted teeth while the pain burned so deliciously. A hand slipped between his thighs and began massaging the tender spot just behind his balls.


      Shuddering, he leaned into Lukina, mouthing a groan against her lips. His cock bobbed nearly straight up between his and Lukina’s body.


      Pressed against her belly, she took hold of him. She tilted her head and gave him a pouty look. “I want this in me this time.”


      He looked back at Ilona. Her hands busily played with herself and his scrotum. She nodded in agreement.


      “Okay.” His voice had become raspy. Control slipped through his fingers when Lukina pumped him once, twice.


      Jerking his hips forward, he felt Lukina’s wetness brush over the head of his cock. Hesitant to enter her, he paused.


      She looked at him, her eyes wide. “What’s wrong?”


      He started to speak, but stammered. “I, I don’t—”


      Ilona took hold of his cock and reached around him, slipping two fingers inside Lukina.


      Lukina made an unidentifiable noise.


      Józsi watched Ilona’s fingers crook upwards, pulling Lukina toward him.


      “This,” she pumped Józsi’s cock, “goes here.”


      With help, Lukina sank down on Józsi’s cock.


      Both of them sighed blissfully.


      Her pussy was different than Ilona’s, felt different, was tighter, hotter. Still, it felt awkward until his hands were pulled behind his back.


      “Come with me.” Ilona slid onto the bed, lying on her back.


      With Lukina wrapped around him, Józsi moved backward. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he felt Ilona’s legs wrap around his thighs.


      Lukina adjusted herself so that she straddled them both. Plunging herself down on his cock, she cried out. “Lean back, drágám. Darling.”


      Józsi rested up on his arms, feeling Ilona’s hands caress his long hair. Fingers tangling up in his scalp sent enthralling waves throughout him, calming him, forcing his focus on just what he had before him.


      “Lie down,” Lukina bobbed up and down on his cock, her hair swinging over her breasts. The bed creaked beneath them.


      Józsi did as he was told and lay against the harsh, itchy comforter. Feeling Ilona’s tiny hands on either side of his face, he waited.


      “Close your eyes and enjoy.”


      “But what about your enjo—” Two fingers pressed over his lips. He inhaled sharply; the scent of feminine arousal was ever-present, delicious.


      He licked at her fingers, coaxing them into his mouth. Sucking her juices from her fingers, he closed his eyes.


      Lukina’s pussy gripped and squeezed his cock, bringing his attention back to her. His body tingled in anticipation.


      He felt the bed shift. Looking up, he saw Ilona’s beautiful shaved pussy above him.


      Józsi saw perfect folds of flesh surrounded by smooth, soft skin glistening with moisture. Reaching for her thighs, he spread her plump lips apart. She glistened in what little light there was. Eagerly, he lifted his head and placed his tongue flatly against her opening.


      A breath caught in Ilona’s throat. She swallowed hard, settling her pussy just above his mouth.


      Glancing down at Lukina, he saw her stick her fingers inside herself and bring them out again when they were wet enough. Józsi watched Lukina’s hands caress his stomach and massage Ilona’s round ass. Two fingers pushed between Ilona’s ass cheeks.


      “Yes,” Ilona arched her hips upwards.


      Józsi’s tongue plunged deep inside Ilona’s pussy, slipping in and out of her hole, licking and searching her folds for her hot button. The little nub peaked out from slick flesh. Latching onto it with his teeth, he nibbled her clit lightly.


      She cried out, writhing above him, shoving her pussy against his mouth.


      Lukina’s fingers slid inside Ilona’s ass, wriggling in and out.


      “You’re both going to make me come so fucking hard!” Józsi’s mind had left him, replaced by sensation, hands, and thighs brushing against skin, smells of sex, wanton and musky.


      Lukina fell forward, hair brushing over his skin, breasts crushing against his rigid chest.


      Rocking his hips upwards, he thrust into her heat, enjoying the feel of the burn he knew would surely kill him. A velvety fist so tight it gripped him perfectly made his stomach muscles clench. Reaching up with his hand, he slid two fingers inside Ilona’s sopping, greedy pussy and began massaging her, rubbing furiously over her slick clit.


      She groaned, crying out louder and louder, rocking against his hand and mouth, and rocking against the fingers in her ass.


      Lukina slapped Ilona’s ass. “Come for me, baby. Just like we practiced!”


      Ilona hollered, “Oh God, oh God oh God damn, fuck him, Lukina, make us all come!”


      Józsi’s hands spread Ilona’s lips apart farther. Sinking his tongue in as deep as it would go, he swirled it around from top to bottom, flicking it rapidly over her clit.


      A hand gripped his; Lukina’s tiny fingers grabbed on for dear life. She bobbed and slammed down on his cock repeatedly.


      Tension built inside him, inside them all. He was on the brink of orgasm; a few more thrusts would put him over the edge. He stopped moving.


      Selfishly, Lukina’s pussy sucked and slurped his cock, forcing his orgasm from him. His entire body tensed, hands balled into fists so tightly his knuckles were white.


      Lukina’s hips gripped him.


      Ilona’s thighs closed around his head, making it hard to breath. “Right there, Józsi, right there, Lukina. Oh my!”


      “Come!”


      It was a command.


      As if it’d been rehearsed, Józsi came in forceful spurts deep inside Lukina. Slamming his eyes shut tightly, he saw stars behind his eyelids. Blue and yellow, gray and red. Explosions that rocked his very being into a state of higher awareness and arousal.


      Ilona’s pussy was drenched in her own juices, her clit so wet when the orgasm washed through her that the fingers buried inside her kept slipping out. She laughed aloud, nearly losing her balance over Józsi.


      Tasting tangy, musty arousal, Józsi sucked her love juices from her, swallowing every last drop. Flicking his tongue over her pussy again, he lapped and licked her into another orgasm.


      Lukina bounced, falling forward, her body convulsing around his. Shaking violently, she came too, yelling out words in Hungarian Józsi didn’t know.


      He came again, spilling his seed deep inside Lukina.


      With cum dripping down her thighs, she fell forward, her body dead weight on top of his.


      Ilona fell forward too, rolling off his face. She sat up slowly, moving so she laid on his other side.


      All three were drenched in sweat, covered completely in someone’s come.


      Lukina kissed Józsi’s face, licking Ilona’s juice from his mouth.


      Ilona played with Józsi’s cock and brought her come slicked hand to her mouth. Tasting his salty juice, she smiled.


      All three of them had exchanged body fluids, binding them together in the deepest manner possible in his world.


      “Sleep,” he muttered and closed his eyes.


      The world could be dealt with tomorrow.


      Awakening slowly, Józsi's muscles ached but he didn't care. The scent of sex still mingled with his and added more sensations to the memory of lovemaking with Lukina and Ilona.


      The two of them snuggled closer in their sleep, making it easier for his heart to win the fight between his logical self and emotional self.


      The strain on his body was evident until Ilona took hold of his hand and started to heal him through use of energy transfer. He still moved slowly through the hall of the hotel but her energy seeped into him and calmed him, helping him to replace his furrowed eyebrows and tight expression with a lighter smile.


      He caught a glimpse of himself in the glass, saw his damp and disheveled hair. The slight curl of his lips amused him.


      In truth, his mood seemed softened too. The pressure in his shoulders seemed less too. And unlike earlier when he snapped at the innkeeper, he actually gave the old woman a charming smile, paid her and left with Lukina and Ilona each holding a hand.


      Of course as they neared Budapest and Ferenc Lizt airport, Ilona's grip on his hand tightened. He searched her aura, sniffed the air, found fear. He glanced down at Ilona, her eyes wide and lips trembling. “What’s wrong?”


      She turned her head from him. “I’ve never flown before.”


      “This is easy. It’s a fourteen hour flight from Budapest. We stop in France for a layover and then on to Texas, where I call home.”


      “You seem so sure of yourself. How many times have you done this?”


      Did he tell them the truth? He'd been back several times the first four years he'd lived in Texas, just to see his lovers grow up and make sure they were safe on some level? He looked at her, searching her eyes. Sweeping his lips over hers in a chaste kiss, he tilted her chin back for another round before security interrupted them, ushering them through the line.


      “Enough to know how to do this, drága.” Darling.


      “Okay.” She smiled weakly.


      “Besides,” Lukina gave Ilona's hand a squeeze, “I’m here. And I have flown quite a lot.”


      Ilona nodded slowly.


      Onboard the plane, Józsi asked for wine and had glasses poured for all three of them. After the wine was finished, he asked for vodka drinks. After four rounds, Ilona was asleep, her head on his shoulder, long hair fallen in her face.


      Lukina kept her hand in his.


      The flight itself was long and without incident, thankfully. Józsi continued to keep tabs on the niggling feeling he had that they were being watched, making sure not to make any eye contact. More or less, he picked up the aura, and even in the controlled environment of the cabin, the scent of distrust, white hot pepper, lingered.


      Despite needing to relieve himself, he never left his lovers sides, which brought out a realization.


      It hadn't taken long but somehow in the midst of all this mess, Józsi felt the bond between the three of them begin to re-establish itself in his heart. Dread worried him, drown out mostly by the alcohol, about what would happen once he told them they were breaking off contact completely from the Opeth pack.


      They'd get over it eventually.


      Right?


      [image: ]


      * * *


      Seventeen hours later, the sun had set in Houston, Texas. From the forecast, they learned that snow had been falling for two days straight, blanketing the city in a light coat.


      Picking up a rental was easy but shuffling a tired Ilona and Lukina remained difficult. In truth they'd all had a hectic past few days and this would mark roughly almost ninety-six hours of time they'd spent together, thirty-six of which were spent on a plane for him and Lukina. More for her, considering she probably hopped the first flight out of Budapest once her situation became dire.


      Blazing down I-10, Józsi kept vigilant watch for anything suspect, the feeling they were being watched since Paris still hadn't vanished.


      The staggering number of cars on the road at this hour puzzled Ilona when they connected to I-45 and began heading downtown toward Clear Lake. At this hour in Hungary, depending on what went on in the city, traffic could be light or heavy but with the pack being remote from Budapest, only Lukina would have known about the cultural differences since the other wolves didn't leave the lands much, if at all.


      For him, it was only ten PM. Ilona had never left the country and Lukina's internal clock adjusted quickly thanks to her frequent travel. Yes, they'd talked about her trip back to the States to retrieve Marco and how she, more than anyone else, wanted his return until Selene, the pack witch, fell in love with the bastard.


      Yes, his youth would someday let him lead this ragtag band of wolves to greatness.


      Józsi had no hope for anything, especially if he was supposed to be Alpha, not Marco. How would that work?


      He didn't care. Now, back in America, he was free of the drama, at least until they'd dealt with whomever was following them.


      Bright lights lit the streets, illuminated the tall buildings. Sitting in the passenger seat, Ilona kept her hand firmly in Józsi's while Lukina stretched out in the back seat and tried to sleep.


      Ilona nuzzled his shoulder. “Where do you live from here?”


      “I’m about an hour away, drága. It’s a nice place, I think.” He'd used a term familiar to her to indicate their closeness but even that fell short.


      Ilona tried to reassure Józsi with a frail smile but her scent betrayed her.


      "Relax. You'll be okay. I won't let any harm come to you or Lukina. You're on safe land now."


      She didn't ask any further questions. He'd made sure she slept on the plane ride and regained the strength she'd lost in healing him earlier. Lukina of course had stronger control over a larger amount of power thanks to plenty of practice.


      But if Ilona was trying to change her name and imitate Józsi's behavior, she had a lot to learn in the process. Of course dragging her back here and refusing to call her by said American name hadn't been a sticking point, either.


      He could be bothered with extra baggage right now.


      Of course the only thing he kept his mind on right now were the people he'd kept an eye on since changing planes in France.


      The pursuers following them had no scent he could place. The Opeth pack had enemies primarily because it was supposedly the promised pack, the first group of wolves who would open the gates to Paradise and let the others in. Sort of like a version of modern religion for wolves, only this was rooted more in mystery than anything else.


      As far as Józsi was concerned, it was rooted in bullshit myth.


      The mysterious people didn't smell like wolf, honestly. That part bothered Józsi the most. Wolves' behavior was pretty predictable. Mate, feed, kill, repeat until death.


      Humans also had a certain predictability.


      Put the two together in one body and all that shit went out the door but this enemy was an unknown, other than the car Józsi spotted when their following him became too obvious.


      The silver Honda that had been tailing them sped up and pulled in beside them on the freeway when Józsi neared downtown.


      Józsi looked into the widows, couldn't see past the tint and darkness outside. He turned onto an access road, pulled up to a stoplight and revved the engine.


      The Honda revved its engine right back, the machine purring loudly. The window rolled down and a gun protruded.


      Adrenaline fueled him now, racing through his body so fast he didn’t bother waiting for the light to turn green. Gunning his engine, he slammed on the gas pedal and the car sped into gear. Flying down the road, he managed to outmaneuver his assailants, or so he thought until he'd pulled back onto the freeway, changed lanes and weaved in between cars.


      Gunshots rang out from three cars back.


      One car’s windshield was hit, glass cracking and forming a spider web pattern for the driver. The car crashed into the side barrier and caught fire.


      Ilona jolted awake, her grip on his hand tightening.


      Józsi shoved his foot on the gas, propelling the car faster down the freeway.


      Lukina screamed and scrambled to the floor of the car. Her head peeked over the armrest. “What’s going on?”


      His tone remained neutral. “We’re being followed.” He turned to Ilona. “Keep your head down.”


      Ilona ducked, her hands still on his though she shook visibly.


      He looked over his shoulder and back at the road in front of them. Cars maneuvered out of the way and in the distance. Józsi swore he heard police sirens. “Better yet, crawl in the back with Lukina.”


      Ilona nodded. Trembling, she climbed in the back with Lukina. The windshield cracked loudly above the girls.


      “Fuck!” His tone seemed flat, but his eyes remained focused on the road, though he occasionally glanced in the rearview mirror to see the assailant’s position.


      Another shot rang out, this time shattering glass on the back windshield.


      Ilona screamed.


      Each second spent on the freeway made it much easier for their assailants to catch up and target them with a well-placed shot. He hoped their gunman was a poorly trained shooter.


      Of course it had to snow for the first time in Houston in over ten years. Józsi maneuvered the car into the next lane, picking up more speed until the car had topped out at a hundred and fifteen miles an hour. The road was dangerous at this speed and his tires weren’t exactly made for traveling on slick snow covered roads, but he managed to keep the car from spinning out of control.


      “Who are they?” Lukina raised her head just enough to peer over the back seat.


      Shots fired, puncturing the car’s bumper.


      He swore aloud. Obviously his hopes that they were crappy marksmen were somewhat off.


      Another two shots punched into the truck.


      “Get down Lukina!” He swerved into the next lane, nearly missing the corner of a semi-truck.


      Lukina ducked with Ilona.


      "Both of you get down on the floor, as low as you can." Honking cars screamed at him when he sped past a few more vehicles and cut them off, using them for human shields. Józsi wasn't truly the type to endanger others, but his lovers deserved peace and safety. He brought them back, now they were his responsibility.


      What he wouldn’t give for an automatic rifle right now. An SKS or something like that…


      Pulling off I-45, he turned onto an access road and sped down it, blasting through the green light.


      The silver Honda caught up, and followed closely. The hum of the engine was loud in Józsi’s ears. Blood pounded louder in his head, sweat broke out over his brow. If he could slow them down or get them on foot, he’d have the upper hand. At the last minute he turned right off the exit for Telephone Road, hoping to lose them in the barrios if they managed to catch the service road in time.


      Naturally, they had.


      He swore, kept searching the area for an escape route.


      Running a hand through his hair, he sighed heavily. Suddenly he heard the sound of an automatic rifle. Bullets sprayed the car behind him and the driver swerved off the road and into a telephone pole.


      “God damn it!”


      They were quickly approaching a stoplight and traffic was heavy going across the intersection. He wouldn’t be able to make it through the stream of cars if he tried. Not in this vehicle.


      Józsi saw a break in the divide up ahead. He had an idea.
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      Shifting his car into a lower gear, he slowed down. Approaching the break in the divide, he waited patiently until the silver Honda was right on his bumper. His wolf hearing picked up the sound of a clip being loaded into the rifle.


      “Hold on!”


      The girls gripped the seats tightly.


      He thrust his entire body weight onto the steering wheel, spinning the vehicle around the median, fishtailing his car. His head snapped to one side; strength in his shoulders helped prevent whiplash.


      Straightening out the car, he slammed on the accelerator and headed back toward the freeway. The other car crashed into oncoming traffic at the stoplight and caught fire.


      In the rearview mirror, he saw two men get out and yell at each other before running from the burning vehicle. Sirens could be heard definitively in the distance; the cops would be on the scene soon.


      What would happen there was none of his concern. He pulled on the freeway and headed back home.


      Ilona poked her head around the seat. “What just happened, Józsi?”


      “Ilona, I have no idea. Why would someone follow us back to the States to kill us?”


      “Were they human?” Lukina's cupped Józsi's shoulder.


      He shook his head, enjoying the brief contact from Lukina. “Don’t know. Didn’t see anything other than a glimpse of the gun out of the window. I picked up their magic at the airport back in France but only spotted them when we exited Intercontinental.”


      Coming to a stoplight at I-45 and NASA Road One, his heart thumped loudly in his chest. Sweat dripped down his forehead. He wiped his brow and he realized he’d been on an adrenaline rush that probably took years off his life.


      “Kiba doesn’t know we’re gone, right?”


      Ilona hugged the seat tightly, her fingers brushing over his skin. “I don’t think so. Why would he?”


      “Because the way he was talking earlier, it sounded like he was planning to make a deal with the humans.”


      Ilona leaned back against the seat, her hand cradling Lukina’s head. “Francba!” Shit!


      Józsi turned around and glared at the girls. “What do you know that I don’t?”


      Ilona didn’t answer.


      Józsi glared at Lukina, then back at Ilona and saw her blank expression. He didn’t like it, but ignored it anyway. "Fine."


      The car came to a stop in front of a series of townhouses. Each one looked alike, all brick exterior, brown trim and shingled, sloping roofs.


      “Did you buy this place too?” Lukina climbed out of the car, taking Ilona with her.


      “Yeah. I own one of these, too.”


      Ilona’s mouth opened wide. “I’ve never seen something so big.”


      “You’ve never been to Budapest?” Józsi opened the car door, glancing around and listening to his senses. So far it was just chilly outside. Nothing out of the ordinary. Good.


      Ilona shook her head. “You know I haven't left the region in several years.”


      “Houston will be a change for you. It’s much larger than our village, much larger than Budapest and sadly lacking in old world culture” He pulled his keys from his pocket and strode up the steps to the door. Unlocking it, he looked around to make sure nobody had followed them back here. “I brought us here because I was concerned that someone may have seen Lukina at my other place in Houston. I didn’t like that idea.”


      Ilona nodded.


      Flipping on the light switch, he illuminated the room. He glanced around and sniffed the air for unfamiliar scents. There were none. So far, so good.


      Entering into his spacious living room, Józsi glanced around, his senses on high alert. Józsi motioned for Ilona and Lukina to follow him inside. Lukina shut the door and led Ilona to the large leather couch.


      “It’s very nice. Open,” Ilona remarked, looking around.


      They stepped into the living area and Józsi pointed to a leather couch seated in the center near the large flat screen TV and coffee table. Two leather recliners sat on either side of the coffee table. The place still had that new apartment smell but given time, cigar smoke would waft through it and give the apartment character. “I wanted this place for the floor plan. Can I get either of you something to drink? Are you hungry?”


      “I’ll make coffee,” Lukina stood and headed into the kitchen.


      Józsi studied her for a moment, narrowing his gaze on her. “How do you know where everything is?”


      A knock at the door startled them.


      Józsi spun around, crouching low and ready to attack.


      The door opened and a purple mist floated in. Transforming before their eyes, the mist became a human who stood about five and a half feet tall. Long red hair fell down to her ass. She stood tall for someone so short compared to Józsi.


      Stepping inside, she looked around.


      “Who are you?” Józsi cracked his knuckles and felt his claws extend.


      Lukina set a cup down and ran to the woman. “Selene!” She practically squealed.


      Józsi rose, the hair on his arms standing on edge. “You know this woman?”


      Lukina looked back at Józsi. “This is Selene. Our resident witch.” She absolutely beamed with joy.


      “And realtor. I’m the woman who showed this place to Lukina when she was looking for a temporary place to stay. I ended up selling it to you through another realtor.” Selene looked at Lukina, “What are you doing mixed up with this guy? And where’s your beautiful white cloak?”


      “Hey!” Józsi smirked.


      Ilona snickered behind him.


      Lukina and Selene glared at him.


      “Pack business is always fun, isn’t it?” Selene wrapped her arms around Lukina and pulled Lukina to her.


      Lukina smiled and looked into Selene’s eyes. “Yeah. It’s been very difficult lately.”


      “Kiba’s gone crazy, finally.” Lukina frowned, her nose wrinkling in annoyance.


      Józsi relaxed and retracted his claws. “I always said the old man was a fool. Now that he’s gone off the deep end, I’ve had to leave my life for a little while in order to deal with shit I don’t have any business being involved in.”


      Selene looked up from Lukina’s hair, green eyes glowing fiercely. “I do not want to hear about your bullshit, Józsi. At least you have had a ten year break from the Opeth pack. Every time I turn my back, someone from the pack is calling me, saying they need my help. My interpretation.” She stepped away from Lukina, bridging the distance between her and Józsi. “My life was interrupted so I could have the pack’s baby. I’m not exactly mother material. So if anyone here has a right to bitch about being at the pack’s mercy, it surely isn’t you. Capice?”


      Lukina giggled.


      “Hush.” Selene glared at Lukina.


      Józsi huffed. “Fine.”


      “What brings you here?” Ilona stood. “By the way, I’m Ilona.”


      Selene took her hand. “I remember you. You and Lukina were always getting in trouble together as children. I’m glad to see you two finally get together, even if it was prophesized.”


      Ilona blushed.


      Józsi did think her blush was cute. Józsi slipped his hands in his pockets. “I take it you are not fond of all the prophecy crap, either?”


      Selene removed her suit coat and set it on the back of a chair beside Ilona. “No, dear boy. I hate it. It’s run my life. Ruined a few others as well. Did you hear that my husband actually bested Les?”


      Józsi nodded. “Someone mentioned that, I think.”


      “I was floored, and I watched it myself.”


      “Things are certainly becoming interesting, Selene.” Lukina sauntered back into the kitchen. “Coffee?”


      “Thanks, doll.”


      “So what brings you here at this hour?” Józsi waved his hand at the empty space on the couch. “By the way, have a seat.”


      “Thank you.” Selene lifted up her ruffled black skirt and walked over to the couch. Once seated, she looked around the house.


      “What?”


      “You need this.” She snapped her fingers and a thick fog appeared outside the windows.


      Józsi looked out the window at the dense fog that covered his windows. “What’s that?”


      “A protective fog. I just came up with it last week after hunters tried to come after my baby. The fog will lift after a few days, but for now it practically cloaks your scents, your condo and anything related to lupines.”


      “Is your baby a wolf?” Lukina sipped slowly from her coffee and looked intently at Selene.


      Selene tilted her head slightly, pursing her lips. “That’s the odd thing. We’re not sure.”


      Józsi took a cup from the tray. “What do you mean, you’re not sure?”


      Selene looked at Józsi, all traces of sarcasm erased from her soft features. “By all rights, Marco and I shouldn’t have been able to mate. He’s a wolf like you all and I’m a human. Or I thought I was, anyway. But we have proof that we did. I only know the end result is that the baby is supposed to take place above you as a pack Elder.”


      Józsi blinked. “He can have that and pack ruler. I don’t want to be Alpha.” There was an edge to his voice.


      “You don’t have much of a choice, sadly. Most of the Elders were killed recently, leaving Jonas and Gabor.”


      He groaned, “I heard. Let me guess. Kiba?”


      “Yeah. Hunters came on them one night while they were out in the woods. Kiba’s magic is strangely powerful. But he is able to convince others he’s more human than the rest of your pack. Have you grown into your magic yet?”


      “What magic?” Józsi shot a glance at Selene.


      She put her hand to her forehead and let out a long, slow breath. “You know the legend of wolves, right?”


      He hadn't bothered to remember. Nor had he cared. Everything to do with his heritage served as a reminder of a pain filled destiny he'd rather avoid. “Not particularly.” He looked away from Selene and focused on Ilona. Protecting her and Lukina were his only concerns.


      “You mean you’ve forgotten on purpose.” She spoke matter-of-factly.


      Anything he could do to separate himself from the pack, he’d done up until this point. Józsi took another cup of coffee from Lukina and sipped the warming liquid. “Sure.”


      “Long story short, wolves ruled this planet from the beginning of time. Evolution and higher intelligence gave wolves magic. Nobody seems to know the extent of a wolf’s magic. Things like being able to totally mask your presence as a wolf, rapid speed, simple stuff you’re born with. The more difficult things like using and controlling energy, stuff that Les can do, is something you have to come into power with and learn.”


      He nodded.


      “My next mission is to retrieve your right hand man and he's somewhere in the southwestern quadrant of this country. He's…” She blinked, "special."


      "I'm sure," Józsi added dryly.


      "All the God damn males of this pack are special. Short bus special.” She took a sip, set her cup down and met his gaze.


      He didn't like the menacing stare she gave him. It made his flesh crawl, quite frankly, but she was a guest and a wolf. And the pack witch, meaning she could probably thump him down in an instant if she wanted to, so he gave her the courtesy of respect.


      "Kiba seems to be losing his powers. I can only guess that it’s because of the lunar flower that causes some wolves to go insane. Nobody knows why it happens, but it does.”


      “Right.”


      “You were attacked on your way back by gunmen he sent after you.”


      Józsi arched an eyebrow. “How did you know?”


      Lukina patted his thigh. “I told you, she’s the resident witch, szeretőm.”


      The gesture comforted him only slightly until he felt the push of magic creeping into his body through touch. “Okay. So, why am I involved with this crap?” Józsi shrugged. He smelled Selene’s irritation, a somewhat bitter taste in his mouth.


      Lowering her chin, Selene’s eyes narrowed. “Because you love your two women. That’s why.”


      His jaw dropped.


      “Kiba threatened one and will come after the other one. You know I’m right.”


      Józsi threw up his hands. “I do. Shit, I do.”


      He then realized just how right she was. It took him time but the bond in his triad never really disappeared, it just got put on hold so he could be a selfish prick.


      He hated himself for his behavior but it had been protective, he thought. Merely a way to avoid the sting of heartache that the prophecy surely would bring once things finally showed themselves provided all this shit was real.


      "It's very real, dear boy."


      He groaned. For the first time in a long while, Józsi didn’t know what he was going to do. He couldn’t let Kiba or the hunters hurt the loves of his life. Not when he’d finally found home and had considered the idea of letting someone love him. He studied Selene’s face, watching her expression change from urgency to comforting, her eyes widening slightly and mouth opening.


      Selene began stroking Ilona’s hair, the motion making Ilona recline against the back of the couch.


      Her features showed just how exhausted she'd been. Slumped posture, half open eyes, slow movement and of course slightly slurred speech showed just how tired she truly was.


      The fact that they'd gained eight hours to their day didn't help either.


      Being shot at hadn’t helped, either. “Lukina, take her into my bedroom, and you two retire for the night.” Józsi patted Lukina’s thigh.


      Lukina nodded. “Are you staying with us tonight Selene?”


      “No, dear child. I have business to attend to, but I will be back later this week.”


      “Szeretlek.” I love you. Lukina bowed to Selene and blew her a kiss.


      Selene smiled, though to Józsi it looked weak. Something else was up. “I love you too, honey.”


      Lukina took Ilona down the hallway and into Józsi’s bedroom. The door shut behind them.


      Józsi and Selene sat in silence for a few minutes, sipping their coffee. Józsi reclined into the leather chair and stared at Selene. “So, now what?”


      Closing her eyes, Selene eased herself against the cushion and rubbed her eyes. Her expression went from blank to annoyed before she opened her eyes. “I don’t know.”


      Józsi jaw twitched. “Great.”


      “I know Kiba’s planning something big. He’s attacked you once. He’ll strike again. Probably with a local group of hunters.”


      Józsi settled into the couch. “What the fuck does he want?”


      “What all control freaks want. The undying loyalty of those they control. Or in this case, those they are supposed to control.”


      He let out a slow breath. “That means me, too.”


      Selene nodded. “Right. You left, so he wants you back as a sign that Opeth Pack blood is thicker than any other substance and he'll demand loyalty at any cost. That means he'll want Ilona and Lukina, probably punish them for their perceived disobedience.”


      “He can’t have them. They are mine to protect.” And love. Though the last part was, he’d probably didn’t tell the pack witch anything she didn’t already know.


      She eased back, crossed one leg on top of the other and stretched an arm over the back of the couch. “Then you are going to have to fight him for them.”


      Józsi scoffed. “I’ll kill the old man.”


      “Maybe. But you’ll also be fighting for Alpha.”


      He straightened. “I don’t fucking want that position. I left on purpose, with no desire to return!”


      "Why are you afraid when the position was yours before you were born?"


      "Because-" He couldn't finish the thought. In truth, the reason he left had to do with his inability to bear the burden of responsibility. If he couldn't protect his lovers, he had no business being Alpha.


      "I know about your failure and desire to leave the pack because of it. But failure is an event, dear boy, not a person."


      He scoffed. "I don't believe that way."


      Selene narrowed her eyes. “Too bad, hot shot. You’re getting it no matter what you feel about it. If you don’t kill Kiba, he’ll come at you again. And again. And he won’t stop until you’re dead and out of his way. Goddess knows what he’ll do to your lovers once you’re not there.”


      Józsi’s grip on the arm of the chair tightened. The very idea of Kiba having his lovers, raping them, doing nasty things to him, frightened him. Angered him. Blood pounded in his ears loudly. His flesh crawled at the fact. He actually swore he felt his blood pressure rise.


      “The only thing you’re left with is to trust yourself, Józsi. You are not a little puppy anymore. You’re not wolfie anymore.”


      Józsi gritted his teeth. His stomach tightened as fear settled in his gut. His shoulders drew up automatically. “Who told you I was ever called that name?”


      “Who else?”


      His kicsi farkas. Little wolf.


      Selene picked up her coffee, swirled the liquid around and took one final sip before setting the cup down on the glass table. Every movement of hers seemed very calculated, almost practiced. “I’ve got to go. But before I do, think very carefully about your next move. Kiba isn’t rational, so someone needs to be.”


      "I've got no choice in the matter, do I?"


      "Better wise up and face those demons, dear boy. They can't win if you don't let them."


      Sage advice from someone he'd just met. Yeah, he'd take that.


      "I'm not kidding. The strongest one isn't the one who will win the pack and lead them to greatness. It's the one with mercy in his heart and soul who ultimately will win.'


      "I'm afraid my only option is to kill Kiba. How is that merciful?"


      She raised a finger and tsked at him. "I never said mercy was always kind."


      He nodded. This prophecy bullshit was about to get complicated and goddess knew he had no desire to be a part of it. But it looked like he had no choice.
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      * * *


      He hadn't slept a bit. Józsi had nightmares all throughout the time he was supposed to sleep, images of Kiba chasing his mates, doing bad things to them while he merely sat and watched.


      Well, he didn't just watch, he was unable to move. Bound by…fuck what held him?


      He had no clue. In the end, he had to suppose fear kept him from moving.


      When he rose, the smell of fresh brewed coffee and chocolate woke Józsi. He lifted his head and saw a half-naked Ilona sitting on the couch staring at him. Her nightgown barely covered the tops of her thighs. Thin straps could easily be pushed aside to reveal her plump breasts begging to be ripped off, but her smile made her look all the more innocent.


      He'd forgotten how sexy her tousled hair looked first thing in the morning. Plump lips looked ripe for kissing. Józsi could easily get lost in the pools of her deep blue eyes. Licking his lips, he moved to face her. “Morning, princess.”


      She smiled that half-empty smile that spoke volumes about her soul needing filled on a deeper level.


      “I know this is a bit much for you, but we’ll get through it, okay?” He reached for her hand.


      She worried her lower lip with her teeth, put her hand in his and crawled closer to him.


      “Come here.” The soft tone in his voice was a change. He couldn’t remember being this nice to anyone in a long time.


      Ilona crawled over the arm of the couch and slid onto his lap, settling her buxom figure onto the hardness of his body. She wrapped her arms around him and buried her head in his neck.


      His erection took notice of just how soft her round ass was.


      Of course the crowning glory, he groaned silently, was that his heart warmed from the skin on skin contact.


      She looked into his eyes, appeared to be studying his expression.


      He nuzzled her cheek, then looked back at her. “What do you see when you do that?” Sounds from the kitchen indicated Lukina was awake too. The clanging of pots and pans distracted him from his own question until he turned his head back to Ilona.


      Ilona blushed and turned her head away. “I don’t know.”


      “No, sweetheart. Tell me what you see when you look into my eyes.”


      Ilona looked at him directly. She parted her lips, licking her bottom lip, and then closed her mouth.


      Józsi placed his hand on the back of her head and brought her lips to his, drawing in a breath when their mouths met.


      She tasted like plums, sweet and juicy.


      Her tongue pressed against his mouth, swirling over his bottom lip.


      He opened for her, sliding his tongue out to meet hers. Stroking her tongue with his, he coaxed her into his mouth.


      Fingers wrapped around strands of his hair, tugging loosely on his head.


      Pulling away, he opened his mouth and pressed it sweetly against hers again, enjoying the sensation of her body in his strong arms.


      She pulled back, looking deep into his eyes. She tilted her head slightly, gave another smile. Eyes sparkled dimly, lids half closed. “I see a man torn apart within himself, Józsi. I see a sad wolf that has lost his way from home.”


      Józsi shifted his weight, adjusting how Ilona sat in his lap. Her bare skin against his jean-clad thigh let him feel her heat. He smelled her arousal, the familiar sunflower and sweetness he missed and adored so much. “And you think you can fix it?”


      “I’ve told you already. Lukina and I are home to you, whether we’re in Hungary or four thousand miles away with you.”


      How he wanted to believe that, even as his heart skipped a beat. He remained sitting straight, shoulders back while keeping his arms around Ilona. She needed the protection, needed to adjust to their new home slowly and he'd be more than happy to let that happen, as long as he could make them see his every action as something done for them.


      “I will always love you, Józsi, as I always have. It’s up to you to decide to love us back.”


      "I do love you back."


      She shook her head. "You don't commit the full way, do you drága? You always stop short. You've been the one who made the choice for us to come back here."


      "You followed willingly."


      Ilona's lips pursed into a thin line, eyes closed, then opened. "Yes. We did and will always follow you as long as you'll have us. But some day you're going to have to give us more."


      "I don't understand." By now his voice had dropped to a whisper.


      "Search your heart." She pressed a hand on his chest, splayed her fingers open.


      He nodded. The memories of them playing together as younger wolves flooded his mind. Lukina nipping at his tail the moment he’d pinned Ilona, then them all putting up magic and kissing each other in a pile of laughter and smiles. Then, he felt his own disappointment when he boarded the plane to America. Still, his cock ached painfully to be buried inside her. His resolve to not fuck her now was weakening.


      “You are everything to us, Józsi. You always have been the stronger one. The one who has always protected us up until you left. Afterwards, Kiba was merciless. Demanding of my talents and Lukina’s position as future messenger. He didn’t beg, he wasn’t nice. He merely ordered and used force. He’d beaten Krystyna once for disobeying. He’d threatened to beat Katarina but Nicholaus stepped in after having killed Katarina’s father and brother. That’s when Kiba left them alone. He concentrated all his hatred on us, on me.”


      Shame washed through him, his face heating as blood coursed through his veins in anger ire at his behavior. Yeah he'd done the right thing for them, himself, but he assured himself with the comfort of a lie.


      He told him himself they'd be fine.


      Instead, he left his lovers defenseless, hoping they could survive


      Lukina came into the living room, set three cups of coffee on the table before them. She made herself comfortable at Józsi's feet before taking Ilona's hand in hers. With her other hand, she stroked her fingers across Ilona's thigh while resting her head against Józsi.


      Goose bumps appeared on Ilona's legs.


      Dressed in a white nightgown that came to just below her hips, Lukina looked like a doll, her red hair pulled back and piled atop her head. Ruby red lips emphasized her pale skin.


      “You are beautiful to us, szeret. Lover. I know you want to make love to both of us, but I cannot allow this to go on further until you give yourself to us.” Ilona’s chin jutted out.


      Józsi looked at the floor. What could he give them? Hadn't he offered them safety and the comfort of a new home? “I cannot do that.”


      “Yes, you can.” Ilona’s finger stroked his chest. She began playing with the tuft of hair sticking out from the collar of his shirt.


      The sensation sent shivers throughout his body.


      "We fucked earlier."


      "Yes, we did." Lukina scoffed, ran a hand through her hair and glowered at Józsi. "As you so crudely put it, we fucked. But that was release for all three of us, badly needed. This is different. You've brought us back to here and while I'm familiar with this land, Ilona isn't. She's scared and all she's asking is for some reassurance."


      Józsi stiffened. "You both feel this way?"


      Ilona nodded.


      He hadn't fathomed the implications of what it meant to bring them both back here, other than their safety but for once his quick thinking failed him on some level. Not being able to fuck either of his lovers without committing to something he couldn't understand made no sense.


      "We want you to be complete with us, Józsi." Lukina stroked his thigh with a fingernail.


      A shiver ran through him, as did the question of what it felt like to be complete? He kept his gaze on Ilona.


      “Someday, you will have to give of yourself everything that’s been given to you, szeret. I hope you do it before it’s too late.” Ilona nuzzled his neck.


      Stiffening, he brushed his chin against her hair, the soft curls tickling his face. “Do you feel the way Ilona does, Lukina?”


      “I have a harder time saying no to your advances, but I will ultimately hold off that which is most intimate.” Her eyelids were half open now, her gaze dropped to her lap.


      He circled her waist, brushing against Lukina’s hand.


      Their fingers interlocked.


      Lukina looked up at him, her hand still on Ilona’s thigh, though it had moved to between her legs. “Doesn’t this feel right to you?”


      He nodded slowly. It did feel like something had been given to him that he’d been missing forever, though he didn’t know it until recently. Even as bitterness consumed him, only their love could force out the negative emotions.


      Once they'd broken him down, it became easier to accept the love given and his only desire now remained to protect it and not share it with anyone. Selfish, he knew.


      Lukina and Ilona looked at each other, then back at him. Both smiled. Ilona’s expression still looked half-empty, painful.


      Lukina looked more at ease with things. Odd, considering she was the younger of his two lovers by at least three years.


      Józsi lifted his head to meet their gaze. “I am no submissive.”


      “We’re not asking you to be a submissive. We want you as our Alpha, Józsi. Do you think I am subservient because I sit on the floor at your feet while Ilona is on your lap?”


      He shrugged and didn’t reply.


      “Submission is a strength I show routinely to my Alpha. It is a gift, one you have been given from me. But I am not your submissive.” Her eyes narrowed. “I’m on the floor because there’s room for me there. If you’d have not fallen asleep on the couch, but rather in our bed, you twit...”


      That remark cut. But she was right though.


      He let out a breath. How his life had gone from simple to complicated in a matter of four days was beyond him, but things had certainly changed.


      Glancing out of the window, he saw snow falling outside. Finally, the winter weather had made its way all the way down from Houston. The distance from Houston to Clear Lake wasn’t that far, but weather differences were sometimes like night and day, even thirty miles away.


      Ilona’s fingers strummed against his chest. “Did Selene stay long last night?”


      “No. We talked for a few minutes and then she left.” He still heard an echo of the words she’d said to him last night repeating in his head. The feeling of being chastised was damn annoying.


      “What are we going to do?” Lukina rubbed his thigh.


      Józsi inhaled a deep breath and released it slowly. “I don’t know.”


      Ilona yawned, arching her body against his. Her breasts rose and fell against his chest.


      He grew harder. His resolve to respect what she and Lukina had said would weaken over time if they kept walking around without clothing.


      He stared at Lukina, then at Ilona. “You two have to get dressed.”


      Lukina stood and sashayed off into his bedroom. The flirty little nightgown lifted up just enough to show off her round ass. Sometime soon he wanted to fuck that sweet, perfect little asshole of hers.


      He swallowed hard.


      Ilona frowned. “Why, Józsi? This is natural for us.”


      “Because we are in America now. Americans do not walk around seminude.” Józsi knew he sounded like an asshole even as the words left his mouth.


      “We are not Americans. And we are not human, either. Our laws and customs are different than theirs.” Lukina stared at him, her eyes narrowing into tiny slits.


      “I am not a Hungarian.” His tone went flat.


      “You were born in Budapest, szeret. You are Hungarian unless…” She paused. “You have renounced your citizenship?”


      “Yes.” He lied. In truth, he held dual citizenship.


      “Oh Józsi.” She lowered her head and slid off his lap.


      The horrified look on her face tore at his heart. He heard the first sniffles and knew tears would follow.


      Ilona began crying, walking back toward his room.


      “God damn it!” He clenched his fists and slammed them into the coffee table.


      The door slammed shut, echoing in his ears. Why had he lied to them?


      Reaching into the humidor beside his chair, he picked up a Robusto sized cigar, punched the end and lit the lighter. He twirled the cigar in his fingers and carefully lit the end until it had a gray ash. Puffing on the cigar, he inhaled and blew out a thick cloud of smoke into the air that billowed around his head before dissipating into nothingness.


      Sinking back into his chair, he closed his eyes and waited. It was all he could do until he heard the door open and Lukina stomp down the hallway.


      She stopped just before him, set her hands on her hips. Now dressed in blue jeans and a white sweater, her hair had been pulled back, emphasizing the menacing look on her face. Her green eyes burned with ire. “You’re an asshole, Józsi. Why did you make her cry?”


      He opened his eyes and looked at Lukina. Her facial features scrunched together. “Because she’s too damn sensitive. Why isn’t she more like—”


      He stopped himself before he finished the sentence.


      “You know why.” Lukina stepped closer to him, yanking his cigar from his hand and drawing on it. She blew smoke above his head, rings danced in the air. “She’s truly Magyar, a real Hungarian, Józsi. Because of my importance in our pack, I’ve been forced to adopt the ways of Americans by being less direct and using my words carefully. But I haven’t forgotten my heritage. Why have you turned your back on us, Józsi?”


      His shoulders tensed. “I haven’t turned my back on you two.”


      Lukina took another hard draw on the cigar and blew a furious cloud of smoke in his face. She looked at him, her eyes as beautiful as they were emotional. “No, not exactly. But you lied to her, didn’t you?”


      He nodded.


      “Why, Józsi? Why didn’t you tell her about your dual citizenship?”


      "How did you know?"


      "I always know." She dropped ash in the tray before them.


      He sighed heavily, lowered his head in his hands. “Because this is my gut reaction, Lukina. My gut reaction is to ignore everything to do with that horrible pack. I don’t want this. I didn’t ask for any of it. If I could have my way, I’d disappear forever. I hate being a wolf. I hate being responsible for those I cannot protect. I hate being me, God damn it.”


      She took another long drag and handed him his cigar. “Too bad, Józsi. I won’t cry for you like she does. I’m too jaded. I lost part of my heritage, I’ll admit. I left part of myself locked inside my head and heart in order to do for the greater good of our pack but I haven't lost the important parts. Would you truly take yourself from us? Would you destroy not one but two hearts?”


      Shock at her words resonated within him. It broke his heart to think that he could ever be without either of them; they’d become an integral part of his life. The last few days had proved that. They had to count for something. He couldn’t respond to her. Tears stung the backs of his eyes, but he would not cry. Lukina seemed to take his silence as her answer.


      “I didn’t think so.” Lukina took another puff on his cigar and slumped down on his couch. “She’s sleeping now. You broke her heart, you asshole. You’re breaking mine right now with your pathetic behavior. If you’re going to act like a damn human, the least you could do is act like a man.”


      That comment really hurt his ego. Lukina never minced words, and she had that defiant tilt to her chin. She wouldn't apologize, either.


      Standing, he found his keys strode toward the door.


      “We will be here when you get back,” Lukina shouted and kept the cigar between her fingers.


      “Fine.” He swung the door open and started to slam it shut, but Lukina’s voice stopped him.


      “I’m not being mean out of spite,” she whispered.


      He barely heard her, but she had to know he did.


      The door closed behind him. Heading for his car, he unlocked the door, jammed the keys into the ignition and pulled onto NASA Road One. Heading for I-45, he made his way toward his place downtown.


      The roads were slick with ice. Traffic moved slowly. Texans didn’t know how to deal with ice on the roads. Hell, most people didn’t.


      Keeping a tight grip on the steering wheel, Józsi sped down the freeway toward downtown, careful to keep his car from skidding.


      In the rear view mirror, Józsi noticed another car, a black Toyota, following him, keeping pace with him unlike the other cars on the highway that were doing twenty miles less than the speed limit.


      Adrenaline flowed through him. “Here we go again.”


      The wolf inside had the desire to spin the car around and play chicken. The hell with the loss if he didn’t move in time.


      The rational part of his mind that was free of anger knew better.


      In his mirror, he saw a gun poke out from the passenger side. Looked like the SKS he was wishing for last night. Bastards!


      The driver pulled up behind Józsi.


      Józsi slowed and waited until the car was just behind him. He waited for the right moment.


      Seconds passed like eternity before the gun cocked and a round filled the chamber.


      Slamming his foot on the accelerator, Józsi sped car down the highway. Dodging an ice patch and several cars, he maneuvered carefully in and out of two lanes.


      The Toyota kept pace with him.


      Where could he lead them and keep as many people from getting hurt as possible?


      He was coming up on the I-45/I-59 South split. Snow began falling.


      “Shit.”
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      It was now or never. Well, never actually meant speeding down I-59 South away from his condo toward downtown.


      A slew of bullets whizzed past his car, ricocheting off the median between the two lanes.


      A near miss caused him to swerve his car into the third lane, fishtailing his car. Fighting the threat of spinning out of control, Józsi’s death grip on the steering wheel tightened until his knuckles were white.


      An urge to let go of the wheel and slam into the barrier surfaced in his mind.


      “We will always love you.”


      Ilona’s words replayed in his mind alongside Lukina’s.


      Regaining control of the car, he felt a surge of regret that he’d even thought of letting down his loved ones.


      Bullets slammed into the trunk of his car, the sound echoing loudly. The smell of fresh gunpowder gave him an adrenaline boost.


      Józsi pulled the car into the lane beside him, hoping he could use the ice patches on the road to give him some distance.


      His pursuant kept pace with him still.


      “Damn.” His teeth clenched, he jerked the car into the fast lane, hard. Negotiating the turn down I-59 South was a bitch at a hundred and fifteen miles an hour, but he managed to do it with minimal swerving and skidding.


      The black Toyota followed closely, barely a second behind him.


      With his hyper sensitive abilities as a wolf, Józsi heard the gunman reload his weapon. Quick thinking would get him out of this position. Looking to his side, he saw the lane beside him clear. He had an idea.


      The road straightened out, giving them a long stretch of highway to accelerate. The car could still do 150 mph if he pushed it just right, maybe 160 with the ice helping him. It’d be dangerous but he wasn’t about to give up to these morons.


      Józsi waited until the car behind him was less than half a second behind him. He wondered if the driver was sweating or afraid. Between the motor oil burning, gasoline and his own pulse, he couldn’t make out the scent of his assailants.


      The black Toyota came with inches of Józsi’s bumper. At the last second, Józsi switched lanes and slowed down, tires screaming. Burning rubber reeked as the car slid, but slowed down considerably.


      The Toyota passed him.


      Now Józsi was in pursuit of his attackers.


      Still at least four seconds behind the Toyota, Józsi had to make a decision. How was he going to stop them and get information? He had one option. Could his car survive a direct hit?


      Hell no.


      He had no other choice. Without a gun of some sort, his only option was to slow them down with his vehicle.


      The Toyota tried to do the same thing to Józsi by switching lanes, but he caught onto them and sped up. Within seconds, Józsi was inches from their bumper.


      They accelerated and tried to change lanes again.


      He was behind them like white on rice.


      The gunman in the passenger seat rolled the window down again and stuck his gun out of the window. If he fired, Józsi would die instantly. The promixity . The proximity of them being so close, he knew the gunmen couldn't miss. It assured a messy death for him, though Józsi would make sure his body jerked on the gas and rammed his car into theirs in hopes of taking them with him.


      Time ran out. Sweat broke out on his forehead, drips beading down almost into his eyes. He didn’t bother wiping his forehead. That’d cost precious seconds. Instead, he went for the plan he’d thought of earlier. Slamming on his gas pedal, he rammed the Toyota with his car, sending them jerking forward. The gunman nearly dropped his rifle.


      “Fuckers!” He yelled and rammed them again, sending them skidding into another lane. A vehicle beside them screeched, its tires screaming loudly. The car slammed into the back of the Toyota and sent it flying down the freeway. Something inside Józsi clicked, went off and called to the true murderous nature of his beast.


      The fight in his head started long ago by simply being born roared to life at the prospect of protecting what was his. These men would find Lukina and Ilona, harm them, and Józsi, wolf and man, could stop them.


      He'd finally been forced to acknowledge the war in his head.


      Humanity would have to remain in control, wolves couldn't drive for one. Plus, if he could figure this out, he may be able to get information from his assailants as to what their fucking game was.


      Józsi made sure to keep pace with the Toyota. Pulling up beside them, he edged his car into their lane, ramming them from the side.


      They skidded out onto the shoulder, hitting an ice patch on the way off the freeway that sent their car into a tailspin.


      Having been jarred from impact, Józsi spun his car onto the side of the road, sliding into the gravel. Immediately, he threw his door open and started for the Toyota, not aware that he had dropped his guard and was now on all fours charging toward them.


      The men scrambled out of the car and onto the freeway. The one with the assault rifle tried to aim for Józsi.


      Anger flared inside Józsi, fueling his actions. All the shit he’d taken over the last few days began to surface, latching onto his primal mind. Growling, he jumped on the man with the gun, pinning him down on the hard, cold concrete. Both ignored the few cars that whizzed by.


      Snarling, snapping his teeth in the man’s face, he saw panic spread across the gunman.


      “Where the fuck did you come from? Gregori? Help me,” the man began yelling, his head jerking from side to side. His eyes widened, fear seeping from his body.


      Józsi felt the victims’ blood pumping furiously through his body, knew it was close to the surface. He smelled the iron and chemicals in the man’s body, knew he must have been high. Knew he was very afraid of dying. Knew a simple bite would end everything but get him nowhere. Still, he didn’t care. Everything that happened in the past few days became too much to take. Without thought, Józsi let emotion take over. Anger seethed through his veins; blood pumped quickly through his rapidly beating heart. His eyes narrowed, focused on the man’s jugular. Saliva dripped down his muzzle. He took a deep breath and opened his jaws.


      The gunman's piercing scream hurt Józsi’s delicate ears.


      Cars were speeding around them, honking horns. A few cars nearly hit them. Józsi felt a sickness rise up inside him. Józsi got off the man, caught his breath and waited for serenity to return.


      The hunter rose and skittered off toward the shoulder.


      Józsi took off after him, enjoying the thrill of the chase.


      The man ran faster and faster each foot slamming into the ground and digging, pushing him forward, but Józsi was there at his heels, nipping and barking. A few more horns honked in the background. Cars slowed to a stop to watch the man get taken down.


      Everything Józsi hated about himself surfaced. Thoughts and ideas of his uselessness and inability to protect his loved ones from Kiba reared their ugly heads. Failure simmered just below the surface of his skin. Every nerve in his body carried some form of anger, hatred. Self-loathing.


      God damn human! God damn pack business! God damn Kiba! Why are you chasing me? I don’t’ fucking want this! I’m no fucking good!


      The man didn’t answer. He couldn’t speak Józsi’s language.


      Józsi lunged at him, catching his calf in his jaws.


      The man cried angrily. Spinning around, he stopped and tried to kick Józsi in the head but lost his balance and fell on his fat ass.


      “Why won’t you be our Alpha?” Lukina had asked him that a million times before.


      Blood poured into his mouth from the wound, the coppery taste a rewarding sensation from taking down a victim, food. Still, he didn’t want the job. It was too much. Too much responsibility for people he didn’t truly embrace, for things, beings he could care less for.


      “Why won’t you love us?” Ilona’s voice repeated in his head, though he could not recall if she actually said those words or not.


      “Don’t kill me!” The man screamed, scrambling and thrashing about. “I didn’t know you were real. I did just what I was told to do. I wasn’t supposed to harm the girls. Just you. The money’s in the car if you want it. The money was for my kid! I swear it! Please don’t kill me. Please don’t—”


      Józsi couldn’t take it anymore. The whining, the screaming, pleading. All signs of weakness.


      Peace settled in his mind.


      The fog lifted.


      He bit down on the man’s throat and ripped his vocal chords out, muting the gurgled cries that came from the man. His body twitched; the man’s eyes were open wide in shock. Józsi dug into his chest with his claws and ripped into his heart.


      The man’s body fell limp at his feet.


      It was over.


      Blood pounded in Józsi’s ears. It was all over. He’d murdered another man in cold blood.


      The authorities would be here soon. Television crews would probably be on the scene. Józsi had to get away. He had to get out of this place before someone caught him and shot him dead.


      Thankfully, his car wasn’t registered in his name, so he could leave it. Enough money coming in from his side businesses assured him anonymity.


      What a fucking mess he’d gotten himself into this time.


      Taking off down the road, Józsi hoped he had enough change to catch the Metro bus back downtown and to Clear Lake. He needed to get back to the girls now. His gut told him something was wrong.


      Internally, he couldn’t rationalize what he’d just done. He’d never taken a life brutally like that. Never hunted down a man in cold blood and killed him. The thrill was exciting, but wrong. Somehow Józsi knew he had done what needed to be done, but still hated it. Even a few days ago when he’d killed the man in Hungary, that was in self-defense. This entire situation could have been avoided had he been clear what he needed to do.


      Control had been stripped from him and he couldn’t have stopped it no matter how hard he tried. Kiba had won.


      Running down side streets, Józsi managed to find a bus. Walking in human form—the illusion had returned—he boarded the bus and made his way back toward downtown.


      When he changed buses and began the trip back to Clear Lake, he had time to stop and think. Despite the smell of various riders, stench from the apparently homeless guy in the corner and drunk behind the driver, Józsi found an empty seat. Tears stung the backs of his eyes. The pit of his stomach burned from what he’d just done. This was why he didn’t embrace himself as a wolf. It caused problems, confusion. People died.


      “Help me.” Those two words were all he could say, looking blankly at everyone who passed him to take a seat on the bus.


      When they arrived at the Bay Area Park and Ride, he got off the bus and began walking toward his condo. He wasn’t too far, thankfully. Ridding himself of the illusion of man, he sprinted through the snow and dirt back home, the burning pit in his stomach causing him more pain than he could imagine.


      But why?


      He saw his place from a distance and found the front door open.


      His heart began beating faster, harder, thundering in his chest. Again, blood pounded in his ears, loud and echoing sounds of panic.


      Stepping across the threshold, he expected to see Ilona and Lukina sitting on his couch. Or smell them in his room. He sniffed the air, suddenly aware of the destruction in his condo.


      The lamp had been smashed and lay in pieces on the floor. His couch had been turned over onto its back.


      His heart sank in his chest. He couldn’t smell either of them.


      “Ilona? Lukina?” He darted from room to room, searching them thoroughly in case they had hidden in the closet. They were not there. He returned to the living room, ire coursing through his veins.


      Józsi noticed a figure out on the patio.


      Rushing to the patio, he threw open the glass door so hard it bounced against the frame and almost hit him before he shot a hand out and caught it. Les stood with a smoldering cigarette in his hand. His fists were trembling; his calm composure was gone. He turned to face Józsi.


      “This wasn’t supposed to happen this way.” His voice was shaky.


      Józsi straightened to his full height, just over six and a half feet, nearly four inches taller than Les. Lowering his head to stare directly into Les’s eyes, his nostrils flared. Hands itched to pick the elder wolf up and toss him through the window until he got answers or spilled enough blood. The human in Józsi recognized the moral flaw in his murderous logic. “Where are they?”


      Les met his stare and the one lime-green eye began to glow.


      Józsi still felt creeped out by the one lime-green eye.


      Les took a drag on the cigarette and blew out a cloud of smoke, watching it carefully. “I don’t know. I was chasing my brother and managed to lose him. Somehow—”


      Józsi grabbed him by the shirt collar. Lifting the other wolf off the ground, he tried to find the calm inside himself, but none came. Instead, he slammed Les against the brick wall of the apartment, “Where is your brother?”


      Les’s expression didn’t change. There was a hint of fear in his eyes, but mostly an emotion that Józsi couldn’t name. Anger? Rage?


      No, those were familiar to Józsi all too well.


      “Why don’t you ask the witch?” Les looked at the ground, seemingly uncaring that Józsi could tear out his throat.


      Józsi started shaking Les, slamming repeatedly him against the wall. “Don’t bullshit me, Les. I don’t have time for your cryptic answers. Where are they?”


      Someone behind them coughed. Józsi turned his head and saw Selene standing in his dining area, dressed in black leather. Her red hair had been pulled back, loose strands falling over her face. She wore a blank expression that crept over his skin in a dangerous manner, making the hair on his arms and legs stand.


      It was almost as unnerving as Les’s damn lime-green eye.


      She stood hands on her hips in the doorway. “Wolf, put down the asshole and let’s go. I know where they are.”


      Józsi faced Les, his head mere inches from the other man. “I’ll deal with you later.”


      Tossing the man against the railing, he walked back inside. He ignored Les’s coughing fit and slammed the window shut.


      “How did he manage to find me?” Józsi wiped his brow, aware that Les was gathering his strength. What for? A possible retaliation for challenge? Fine, he could have it.


      “Kiba was here.” Selene’s monotone voice grated over Józsi's nerves.


      “I figured that much. Why?”


      “He wanted to kidnap your two lovers.” She let out an exasperated breath.


      His eyes widened, he raised a balled fist and took a step toward Selene. “I thought you said you put up wards or something last night, what the hell happened?”


      “Don’t growl at me. And I don’t know,” she stepped forward, brushing her chest against his, “but don’t fuck with me right now wolf. You will lose.” Her chin tilted upwards and eyes, which sparkled last night, looked dull and swollen. Her hair seemed to move on its own accord.


      A surge of power washed over him, through him, shaking him. It scared him that the pack witch was bucking him, but she had made her intentions clear last night. She didn’t like the prophecy, but was going to play the game anyway. “Fuck!” He yelled aloud and kicked a table toward Les.


      Les stood and started for him, but tripped over the table and fell backward, crashing against the wall and knocking over a vase, sending splinters everywhere.


      Józsi started for Les. “This is your fault you son of a bi—“


      “Józsi! Leave him be!”


      Selene's shout stopped him in his tracks, three feet from Les. Glancing at the Asian wolf, he stared hard and long, hair on the back of his neck bristling at the suggestion of leaving this stupid asshole be, let alone alive. For a split second, silence echoed loud enough that Józsi swore he heard Les’s pounding heartbeat.


      Les didn’t move, didn’t open his eyes. He laid there, his shirt untucked and hair unkempt. It appeared that he had a five o’clock shadow that only emphasized the darkened olive tones of his skin.


      For all his power, all his former bark, he wasn't even like himself anymore. Les became a shadow of himself, whatever that was before Józsi had been born. No one told stories of Les's involvement in the pack prior to Józsi's birth, no one ever spoke of the Elder.


      They always focused attention on Kiba, current ruler.


      Józsi's fists shook. He put a hand to his head, rubbed it down his face and began pacing in the mess of his living room. He stopped, glared at Les, then at Selene, before resuming his pacing.


      The only thing he could think of involved murdering their former Alpha and having to step into the role to lead the pack. He hated that idea but killing Kiba would be the only way he'd ever free Lukina and Ilona, not to mention the rest of the pack, from a mad man.


      Selene let out a long, slow breath and walked over to Józsi, her hips swaying. Leather creaked in the silence as she stepped over the table and reached for him.


      Frozen in his tracks, Józsi found himself unable to move from the witch's path. Something in her eyes held him in place.


      “You need something.” She clapped him on the shoulder.
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      * * *


      Józsi looked at Selene, tilting his head slightly. “What?”


      “This.” She closed her eyes and began speaking in a language he didn’t understand. Words appeared, glowing bright yellow. As she spoke the words surrounded him and dissipated into a fine mist until he was encased in a bubble of golden warmth.


      She’d stopped speaking and the words closed in on him, sinking into his skin.


      Fear rose up inside him and was immediately swallowed down. This was the pack witch, not someone with intent to hurt him. At first, tiny sparks illuminated his skin then sunk in. He felt like he was being pricked with needles. Seconds passed and the pain dissipated, replaced by nothingness. Józsi felt hollow and numb but kept his eyes closed as Selene instructed.


      “Close your eyes and listen with your heart. Let what you feel for your true lovers guide you, replenish you. Let all that is within you replace darkness. You are my wolf to call, as are all wolves, so suffer no more.”


      Józsi closed his eyes and let her words fill his ears. His rapid heartbeat slowed to a normal pace, then slowed even more. Blood moved through his veins, tranquility filling him, easing his pain. Memories of his childhood together with Ilona and Lukina flashed before his eyes, replaced by smells and scents of the rich Hungarian lands. The full, earthy lupine scent, the slightly salty bitter wind in the winter, fresh air from the lake, it all filled his nostrils. Called to a part of him that missed his homeland, and yearned for his lovers.


      Then, the scent of sex, warm and heady, mixed with sunflowers and streaks of red and purple, appeared. That had to be Lukina and Ilona, again. Seeing them in the throes of lust, hands, fingers, hair tangled up in a mess while they kissed and found each other’s bodies.


      But Ilona looked sad without him.


      Lukina understood and tried her best to be dominating the way Józsi was, and Ilona gave her familiar weak smile.


      It wasn’t enough. He was the missing link. He was the one they both wanted, needed. And it all became clear.


      “Open your eyes and know peace.”


      Selene’s voice brought him out of the image. Józsi opened his eyes and saw Selene standing before him.


      She slapped him.


      Her hand stung against his cheek. “Ouch! Was that part of your ritual?”


      She smirked. “No. That was because I warned you earlier and you didn’t listen.”


      “Oh.” He rubbed his cheek.


      She narrowed her eyes and smiled. “Go get cleaned up. We’re going after them.”


      He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror, noticed the blood stains on his mouth and wrists from where he'd torn into the gunman. Of course dried blood coated his fingernails too. He shook off the thoughts of what he'd done, ran his hands through his disheveled hair, pulling it free of the ponytail he'd tied it back in.


      He planned to burn the clothes he tore off his body at the first chance


      He turned the faucet on in the guest bathroom, splashed cold water on his face. “Do you know where they are?”


      She appeared in the doorway and leaned against the frame. “I do indeed. But this is your fight.”


      He nodded. "So what? Are you going to tell me?"


      Selene crossed her arms over her chest, glared at him.


      "Okay, shit. Go fix yourself a drink, some coffee or something while I finish getting cleaned up, okay?” He'd tried to keep his tone neutral so as not to piss her off but found it difficult to care about anything except rescuing Ilona and Lukina.


      She smiled. “Think I will.”


      Walking into the kitchen a few minutes later, he felt fresh again. Clean shaven, hair tied back, dressed in black, he was ready. “What about Les?”


      Selene grinned and led him out to her car.


      “Leave him be. He’ll recover from his hangover on your couch and be gone in the morning.”


      A silver Porsche sat in his driveway. Why hadn’t he noticed it earlier? Or even last night? Oh well. “He didn’t look too thrilled to see me.”


      She opened the door and slid inside. “He knows what you’re going to do to his brother, Kiba. Also, he’s afraid of me and what my mate can do to him.”


      Sliding into the passenger seat, he inhaled the clean leather scent. Józsi lifted his head. “He can’t expect me to not kill Kiba.”


      They turned onto the highway. Carefully, she maneuvered the vehicle down the road, missing the ice patches and slow moving drivers. “Of course he expects you to kill Kiba. But that’s still his brother.”


      Józsi nodded. "Why is he so afraid if he's so powerful? How was it your mate bested him in a fight?"


      Selene made a clucking noise, "I have no idea honestly. I can't imagine a world where Les has true power other than illusion and mind control over humans much like his brother does, but whatever happened with Marco frightened Les and, dare I say it, calmed him down some."


      "Sheesh."


      "I know, right? Fear has a way of motivating even the strongest among men."


      Józsi couldn't argue that fact. He'd lived his whole life avoiding fear just to have this all happen because of his actions. “Where are they? And why did he take them?”


      “They’re downtown in a warehouse off Main Street. And as for why? Who the hell knows? That damned Kiba never does anything for a logical reason. Being infected by the Lunar Flower’s disease complicates things more because no one understands it. We just know that some in our pack, in the wolf species are being punished.”


      Józsi leaned back in the seat, putting his hands behind his head. “What did we do to deserve such a punishment?”


      Selene shook her head. “I don’t know, Józsi. I truly don’t know.” Her monotone voice told him enough.


      A storm brewed inside him, his body shaking just slightly with anger. The average human would not pick up on his movements; he appeared to sit still the entire ride. His emotions remained in check until they pulled off the freeway and onto one of the service roads that would bring them downtown. Something inside his head snapped. His spine straightened, canine teeth protruded from his mouth. He’d never experienced this before, but Selene didn’t pay him any mind.


      To his chagrin, they slowed down and pulled over. “Are we going to just park and walk?”


      “Hell no! It’s fucking cold outside!”


      He gave her a funny look. “You can’t be serious.”


      “I am. I don’t have layers of fur, unlike some of us.”


      He shrugged.


      It didn’t matter anyway. Józsi didn’t know which warehouse she was talking about until she pointed at it.


      “There.” A large brick warehouse on the corner of the street, a tattered chain and wooden fence serving as the only means of security. The gates were open and a few cars were parked just outside.


      Józsi rolled the window down. Sniffing the air, he picked up on the faint scent of Ilona, her sweetness blending with Lukina’s spice. Nodding, he looked straight ahead at the warehouse. “Stop the car.”


      “What?”


      “Stop the damn car, witch!”


      Her knuckles tightened around the steering wheel and she slammed on the brakes and the car jerked to a halt, sending them both lunging forward.


      “Jesus Christ, woman!”


      She glared at him. “Don’t test me, wolf. I am not in the mood.”


      His eyebrows rose in an arch. “You think I am? If you’re so powerful, why haven’t you prevented this? Or fixed this shit?”


      “Because,” she turned to face him, tears falling from her eyes down her cheeks. Her cheeks were red, lips trembling. “I can’t.”


      “What do you mean, you can’t? Even Les is afraid of you. You’re more powerful than he is, obviously.”


      Her hands went up, palms facing him. “Yes, and I have Marco’s support. You know the rule about malicious magic, though.”


      His lip curled. “So you’re afraid of a little retribution from the universe?”


      “For Lukina? No. She’s like a daughter to me. I’d go charging in there for her any day. But as I told you, this is not my fight. And it wouldn’t be a little retribution. Just trust me on this, okay?”


      She didn’t look like she felt any better than he was. Studying her features, he realized she hadn’t had much sleep. Dark circles were under her eyes, not too bad, but bad enough that it was obvious to someone with higher senses than humans. “You are involved in this fight, regardless of what you want.”


      Selene let out a long, slow breath. “I know.” Tendrils of hair slid from the ponytail and whispered across her face.


      For no reason whatsoever, Józsi reached for Selene’s hand. Taking her hand in his, he wrapped his fingers around hers, feeling the difference between her tiny hands and his long, large fingers. She felt warm, but not like earlier when she touched his face. “You know something, don’t you?”


      She nodded weakly. “The burden of pack witch is a heavy one. I don’t want this anymore than you want to be Alpha, but we never had a choice. For some reason, my great great grandmother was cursed by the powers that be for her decisions. But she loved us all, wanted us to survive.” Tears streamed down her face.


      He smelled her fear, bitter and tangy. “Let’s do this, okay?” His voice seemed even. He relaxed his shoulders and stroked her palm.


      Even he had to believe the lie that he could fix this somehow.


      She nodded.


      Józsi wiped the tears away from her cheeks with the brush of a finger.


      She sniffled, smiled and parked the car within walking distance.


      Reaching behind her, she retrieved the black leather trench coat and slipped it on. “There’s a shotgun on the floor. Grab it and hand it to me. Kiba’s going to have hunters thinking we’re all wolves.”


      “Is there a way to do this without bloodshed?”


      “For you? No. You are a wolf. Defend your territory.” Her normal demanding tone had returned.


      He sighed silently and handed her the shotgun.


      Looking at her, he nodded. “Let’s go.”


      They got out of the car and walked slowly toward the warehouse, stopping when they reached the gate. Selene snapped her fingers and became a fine purple mist.


      Józsi saw her and swore under his breath. “Fine, make it look like I’m the crazy wolf.”


      She snickered in his head.


      Ignoring her laughter, he stalked forward, looking past the gates for any guards.


      There were none. Something inside him rose up, wagged a tail excitedly and licked its chops.


      Moving swiftly through the gates, he came upon the large metal garage door and then found a smaller steel door on his left. Cautiously opening the door, he waited. Listened.


      Smelling the scent of his soon to be former Alpha, mixed with blood and something that smelled of piss, he waited patiently. He knew when Kiba was alerted to his presence.


      “Come in, wolf.” Vehemence personified in his tone.


      Józsi slammed the door open against the brick wall, crashing the steel against the wall so loud it echoed and shook the air.


      Readying his defenses, he felt Kiba’s power flow throughout the air. The wind whispered of sickness, of impending death. “Kiba, where are they?”


      Standing in the center of the warehouse, Kiba turned around to face Józsi.


      He hadn’t changed since he’d last seen the old man. Still gray, long hair flowed in a mess past his shoulders. His beard had gone from gray to white. Wrinkles in his eyes and around his mouth made him look even older, gave him a more insane look.


      “You’ve come to sacrifice our pack to the Hunters and rid this world of the wolves’ curse, I take it?”


      “I’ve come for what belongs to me, Kiba. Where are they?”


      “Tell the hunters that. They have your precious lovers and have been waiting for your arrival—though we all thought you’d have brought more of your wolves with you.”


      The lying bastard! Rage threatened to boil from inside. “What do you mean, my wolves? They’re your pack. You’re their Alpha!”


      “I am no such thing. I am a human.” He snapped his fingers and doors opened behind him. A few men with large guns stepped forward.


      They all pointed guns at Józsi. Each wore the same menacing expression.


      Kiba looked behind him, still keeping an eye on Józsi. “He is a wolf, tried and true. Look carefully at him and you will see his muzzle, his tail. His thick coat would fetch quite a price at market, wouldn’t it?”


      Guns cocked.


      Józsi stepped forward. “You do realize he is also a wolf, right?”


      “No. He is not.” A tall man with a thick Fidel Castro-like beard stepped forward, his gun trained on Józsi. Dressed in khakis and military boots, the man held the rifle steady and looked through a scope.


      Smelling gunpowder, Józsi looked down at his chest and saw the little light aimed at his heart. His pulse sped up, but he remained calm.


      “What are you talking about? Has he fooled you all so much into thinking he is human that you cannot see him for what he is?”


      The man with the beard took another step forward. “He has shown us what we have needed to see in order to do our jobs. We are here to exterminate your kind. Wolves have caused problems amongst humans for centuries.”


      “And I have brought the hunters here as a final solution to the problems I’ve had. Aren’t you proud to know you’re a part of history, Józsi?”


      Clenching his fist, Józsi took another step forward. “What are you talking about? How can you do this to your own flesh and blood, Kiba? Even your own brother would not turn his back on us.”


      “Oh, but he did indeed. When he let Marco live with that witch and become impregnated, he crossed a line. A wolf mating with a human, how preposterous.”


      Blood boiled beneath his skin. His mind felt a serious weight leave, pressure building in his hands. “You’re crazy old man. Where are Ilona and Lukina?”


      Kiba threw his head back in laughter. “They are in a room somewhere here. Maybe. You could surrender now and join them.”


      “Never.” Józsi gritted his teeth.


      “Then you can die.” Kiba raised a hand and pointed at Józsi.


      A quick count of the armed men amounted to five of them standing behind Kiba.


      They moved around the old man, surrounding Józsi so that his only escape route was back the way he came. “No Alpha would give up his position to someone who deserted the pack, turned his back on them. Not after what you did, will you be able to fulfill the prophecy.”


      “I don’t care about the damned prophecy. Let the girls go.” Józsi didn’t like where this was heading. His fangs lengthened.


      “No. The redhead stays, the brunette is a sacrifice!”


      “What?” He screamed, shoulders tensing and straightening.


      “The girls stay, they are payment for the services of this nice little band of hunters.” Kiba’s voice sounded shrill, how the hell were the hunters listening to this and not killing Kiba as well?


      He wasn’t that far from Kiba now, maybe fifteen feet or so. Could he leap at the old wolf and strike him down quickly and avoid getting shot? Where are you Selene?


      Instantly, the clips from all of the rifles fell out of the guns.


      Each man looked at his weapon and at his comrade. “What the hell?”


      Picking up their clips and reloading their guns gave Józsi and extra second or two of thought. “Screw it.” Lunging forward, he dropped the illusion of being a human in midair.


      “I told you he’s a damned wolf!” Kiba yelled and pointed, his eyes becoming light bulb wide, glowing a shade of red and green.


      Józsi connected with him, claws landing on Kiba’s chest.


      Both hit the ground with a loud thud. A gun cocked to his left. Instinct took over.


      Leaping off Kiba’s chest toward the sound of the loaded gun, Józsi flew into the man. Landing on top of him, he knocked him down as well. Snarling, snapping his jaws in the man’s face.


      Fingers dug into Józsi’s throat, hard, nearly cutting off his air supply.


      The man struggled to force Józsi off.


      Józsi ripped into his flesh, tasting muscle and fiber before snapping the man’s neck and silencing his screams. Blood pooled around the wound and tasted bitter, diluted of the usual amount of iron and copper. That was odd, but Józsi didn’t have time to care. He’d figure out what the deal with this man was, later, if there was a later.


      Józsi glanced around. Seeing Kiba stand and dust himself off, he charged for him.


      Kiba jumped out of the way and dropped his own illusion. Now he appeared as a large gray wolf, scruffy, dirty fur that didn’t hold a shine or look smooth at all. In places, his fur had been cut or torn out, leaving bald skin. His once bushy tail wagged and looked ragged, the menacing gleam in his eyes causing fear to rise in the room. Saliva dripped from his jaw, his breath even from this distance smelled poisoned and sick.


      Józsi wanted to vomit at the stench from his former Alpha’s mouth. A gasp and yell came from one of the gunmen. “There are two of them!”


      “Kill them both!”


      Gunshots fired but hit nothing.


      Lunging forward, Józsi had taken Kiba down, rolling several feet along the hard concrete floor. Leaping into the air, Józsi landed just in front of another man.


      Shaking, he pointed the rifle in Józsi’s direction but couldn’t keep it still.


      “Shoot him, you idiot!” Kiba yelled in the background, growling. He’d become a man again and the hunters looked confused, their eyes trained on Józsi.


      “I...I…”


      Too late, asshole. Thrusting himself into the air, he knocked down the gunman, his rifle falling to the floor. Jaws snapped around the man’s arm, ripping into flesh.


      The man managed to lift a knee to Józsi’s ribs, knocking him off balance.


      Pain radiated from the new wound and Józsi was sure he’d have at least two bruised ribs later. Recovering from the kick, Józsi jumped at another man. A shot went off, nearly missing Józsi by mere inches.


      A swift kick to the head connected. Pain exploded in Józsi’s temple, knocking him off balance again. He landed and stumbled a few feet before righting himself. His vision blurred and he tasted blood, smelled his open wound.


      Growling in anger, he steadied himself and waited. His vision cleared.


      Three men surrounded him. The fourth one sat on the floor behind them.


      Selene!


      The men turned their guns on each other involuntarily.


      “What are you doing? One yelled as his gun pointed at the bearded man.


      The man on the floor aimed his gun at another hunter. “I don’t know! I can’t control my arms!”


      “Don’t shoot me! Don’t you dare shoot me!” bearded man yelled and struggled to break free of the hold.


      All three froze, guns pointed at each other.


      Damn but Selene was merciless! Józsi took the opportunity to scramble away toward Kiba. His head still ached and he began to see spots, but he could take the old man.

    

  


  
    
      
        Chapter 8

      

    

    
      Kiba stood back against a wall by a door. “Come any closer and this door gets blown off.” He held a white light in his palm. “The explosion will blow a hole large enough through the wall that it’ll kill the two inside.”


      Józsi stopped dead in his tracks. What do you want?


      “I want what has always been destined to be mine. All wolves exterminated.”


      “That doesn’t even make any damn sense, Kiba.” Selene appeared, floating across the floor. “You have no idea what you’re talking about.” She raised her shotgun at him, pointing it square at his forehead.


      “I do indeed. Ever since the pack turned its back on me, I have sworn vengeance through prophecy. Lukina and Ilona are part of the prophecy given to the one who is to ascend to power. The messenger and the healer. The one they love and have chosen is to be the Alpha of all wolves.”


      Józsi coughed. “I could give a shit about being Alpha. Clearly you’ve gone crazy, old man.”


      “No. I am the one who sees all things clearly. You two are misguided. You are destined to take the place of the current Alpha but you were ungrateful and I’ll be damned if you can come in here and take what is mine. But since I cannot have them, I will kill all of the wolves in this fucking world and then create a new race of half breeds, all owing allegiance to me.”


      “Józsi!” Ilona’s wail tore at his heart.


      “Let them go, Kiba.” Changing back into his human form, he growled at Kiba.


      “No. Surrender to me. Both of you!” Kiba’s eyes glowed an angry shade of red now. A black aura surrounded him. Sparks flickered off the aura, many of which died out before they hit the ground. Power crackled throughout the air from Kiba, but it felt misguided, demented and garbled. Nothing about it felt clean like the power wolves were supposed to have.


      Of course the flow of energy in Józsi felt misguided too. The urge to brutally murder the hunters, Kiba and anyone who stood in his way welled up at the scent of death and gunpowder. Shaking his head, he had to do something. The light at Kiba’s hand was growing in size and power. He felt the continual surge in power from where he stood.


      He watched Selene's expression turn from anger to horror. A gunshot went off, echoing loudly in the building. Time seemed to stand still. The shotgun in Selene’s hand fell to the floor.


      Józsi turned and leapt at the one remaining man standing.


      The man’s expression of false pride was replaced by sheer terror. Everything seemed to move in slow motion.


      Selene dropped to her knees, falling forward, arms clutching her chest toward the concrete.


      Józsi connected with the gunman, his jaws clamping around his chest, claws digging into flesh. He dug and tore into the man’s skin, ripping apart every organ he saw amidst screams and gurgled yells.


      Érmesajtoló! Die!


      Not feeling anything but the violent illness in his head, Józsi spun around and lunged toward Kiba. The man who wounded his head all those years ago with talk of prophecy would pay for his mistakes, pay for the abuse Lukina and Ilona might have suffered.


      The bolt of energy flew from Kiba’s hands into the metal door, blowing it apart.


      Shrieks came from the room.


      Józsi landed just feet away from Kiba.


      Kiba held another ball of energy in front of him.


      Unaware of the condition of either of his lovers, Józsi shut down all emotional responses and tuned into the part of him that was strictly a killer, a protector of what was his.


      He’d mourn for Selene soon.


      “You’ve lost, Józsi.” Kiba lifted his head, his own fangs showing. One looked chipped, the other had a large black spot.


      Wrong. Snarling, roaring, Józsi leapt into the air, stretching with every fiber of his being, commanding every muscle to move harder than it ever had before. Jaws opened, he latched onto Kiba’s thigh.


      A swift movement of Kiba’s leg sent Józsi flying into the wall behind him. Damn, the old man was still strong.


      Pain arced throughout his entire body, the shock of hitting the wall paralyzing him momentarily.


      Kiba’s energy ball connected with the wall above Józsi’s head.


      Bricks and concrete debris rained down on him, knocking him about the body. Józsi tried to move out of the way but ended up taking the brunt of the damage.


      “What’s wrong, wolf? I thought you could take me.” Kiba snarled, his upper lip curled in upwards.


      Rage burned just beneath the surface of his skin, heating him. Józsi had to figure out how to take Kiba out and quickly. He couldn’t survive a direct hit from one of those balls, too much blood loss from the wound in his head, compounded with the bricks that had cocked him in the same open wound made him feel queasy.


      Kiba began laughing. Throwing his head back, he laughed harder, mocking Józsi. “You’re nothing. You never were. I can’t believe they chose you, but they did. The future of the Opeth pack is damned because of their choice.”


      Józsi raised his weary head. Looking at Kiba through half open eyes, he tasted blood in his mouth. Taking two steps forward, he steadied himself. His tongue hung out of his mouth and blood dripped down from cuts on his head.


      Lukina’s screams brought him out of the fog of fear.


      “Józsi, you’ve got to help her. Selene’s dying! Selene is dying!” Lukina’s sobs were too much to bear, or so he thought until Ilona's cries joined hers.


      Kiba walked over to them and kicked Ilona in the side.


      She yelped, rolling away onto her side, coughed and blood sputtered on the pavement.


      “Get away from her, you fucking asshole!” Józsi yelled, barely able to move.


      Kiba faced Józsi and laughed, eyes widened more than what seemed natural. “Or you’ll what? Kill me?” He kicked at Lukina.


      Lukina caught his foot and pulled back, sending him onto the ground.


      Kiba fell on his ass and quickly scrambled to his feet. “You dirty whore!” He ran at her with balled up fists. Energy formed at his fists. Cocking back a fist, he threw a punch.


      Lukina dodged out of the way but caught the tail end of a flare from one of the balls. She cried and stumbled backward.


      Józsi forced himself to walk forward until he’d reached Selene. Nuzzling her, he sniffed her body. She wasn’t dead, but would die if they didn’t get her some medical help soon. She was bleeding from her back. Blood soaked her leather and it smelled of earth, lupine and cinnamon. His acute senses picked up the antibodies in her trying to repair the damage and the magic trying to heal her. Without a blood donation, she would die. He didn’t know what to do! Howling in agony, he looked down at Selene. How could he have let this happen to her? Or his mates? They were his mates, after all. Always had been, but now Ilona had suffered a kick in the stomach and broken ribs, and Lukina was defending herself against a madman while the pack witch died. Why? What the hell was the purpose of this suffering?


      Heal, please!


      He whimpered for the first time from the pain searing through his skull. Anguish in his ribs had dulled to an annoyance he could deal with.


      Kiba stood on all fours, hair spiked. Come on.


      Bring it! Józsi waited for Kiba to move.


      Kiba launched himself in the air.


      Shoving from his hindquarters, Józsi slide under the body of the flying wolf and ended up on the other side. Turning around quickly, he snapped at Kiba’s hind leg, catching him.


      Kiba yelled out. Growling, snapping his jaws at Józsi, he kept trying to bite him.


      Józsi had the upper hand in movement, even with the pain in his head throbbing. Blood loss fatigue was setting in, clouding his mind and all the nonsense in it except for the one thing he had to do at any cost. He had to kill Kiba now to protect his lovers forever.


      Snarling, Kiba snapped out and missed.


      Józsi lunged forward, jaws open. Claws bared, teeth sank into flesh. He flung Kiba against the concrete.


      The former Alpha's blood curdling scream nearly distracted Józsi, but Kiba's squirming forced him to tighten his grip around Kiba’s bony spine, fangs sinking deeper into flesh, hitting nerves.


      Kiba yelped and screamed, limbs writhing in obvious agony.


      Józsi ripped up, pulling Kiba’s spine from his skin.


      The other wolf stopped breathing, stopped twitching.


      It was done.


      No other wolves would be hurt because of an insane control freak. Dropping the lump of flesh on the ground, Józsi padded over to Ilona, nuzzling her.


      She lifted her tired head; her eyes sparkled with dull life. Are you okay, drága?


      Where is Lukina? His breath came in shallow gasps.


      She’s over there. She’ll be okay. Let’s get medical help for you and Selene.


      Just the witch…. Lifting his heavy body up, he waited for Ilona to follow him. “It’ll be easier to move in our illusion.”


      She nodded. She stood before him, partially naked, her body looking better than he felt. He walked over to Selene, picked her up. Taking off his shirt, he pressed it against her open wound to help stop the bleeding.


      She lifted her head and gave him a weak smile. “You did what you said you would do.” She closed her eyes.


      He looked down at Selene, felt her energy waning. “No! Don’t you die on me! Lukina will never forgive me if you die on me!” Tears burned the backs of his eyes.


      Józsi fought the urge to shake her vigorously. It would only hurt her. “Don’t die on me! Please don’t die on us, Selene.” Tears slid down his cheeks.


      Lukina appeared and staggered toward Selene. “She’ll be okay. I hear sirens in the background, Józsi. We’ve got to get you both some medical attention.”


      “I can’t. I’m a…” He’d lost too much blood to think past the one goal of getting his lovers out and medical aid for the witch. His stomach burned, vision began to fade.


      “No. They won’t know, drágám. Trust me.” Lukina stroked his hair.


      Healing power flowed from her to him, surrounding him in a warm blanket of energy. With the stillness of her healing energy came a sense of clarity until he realized he'd murdered his Alpha and would be required to take his place.


      Not only that, but he'd have an uphill fight he couldn't guarantee winning. Would his lovers stay here in Houston with him? What would happen now?


      He didn't want to think about returning to Hungary. He wasn't cut out to be a leader, not by a long shot.


      All he'd managed to do was accomplish the inevitable.


      "Lukina, I'm so sorry…" Falling to the floor, Józsi let the world blank out.


      [image: ]


      * * *


      “Wolfie? Wolfie, wake up.”


      Alertness slammed into Józsi. He struggled to move, found himself in less than considerable pain with bandages covering his thighs, waist, and arms. Heat came from both sides of him and then he noticed Ilona on one side, Lukina the other.


      Both of them held his hands in theirs. Ilona stroked his hair and stared at him.


      “I hate that you still call me that.” He tried to move, grunted from the pain.


      Ilona giggled. “Shh, drága. Your body needs to heal. It’s okay for now. Just relax.”


      How could he relax? All the new responsibilities about to be heaped upon him would force him to return to Hungary and assume his place. “Kiba is finally dead.” His words were matter of fact.


      “Igen. Yes. You killed him in defense for what he did to us.”


      Slowly, Józsi turned his head to face Ilona. He looked at her; her beautiful sad eyes held tears in them that had not fallen yet.


      He couldn't bear the reality of losing them, not after how hard he had fought for both of them. Nor could he let them walk away after they'd healed him. Józsi studied her for a moment, loving the way she looked with her hair surrounding her full face, beautiful lips. “Why are you sad?”


      She sniffled, wiped her nose on the back of her hand. “Because it’s all over now. And you’re going to send us back to Hungary.”


      “Why do you say that?” He tilted his head.


      “Because.” She turned away and sniffled louder. Reaching for a tissue, she brought it to her nose and blew her nose. “You always rejected us. You have always rejected Hungary, your true self, and your homeland. And when you got on the plane to leave all those years ago, you rejected us.”


      Lukina began crying loudly, her anguish filling Józsi’s heart. He'd never seen this side of her, only her feisty passion. His heart shattered more with each tear she shed.


      Ilona touched his bare chest, her fingers curling up around his muscle. She felt warm, comforting, but so very sad. “Why don’t you love us? Why can’t you let us love you?”


      He lay back against the plush pillows. He had no answers for them. He couldn’t figure out why he couldn’t open up to them the way they did to him. The sickness he'd called murder still occupied his mind, making him think he was diseased permanently.


      “You brought me back here with some sort of intentions, right?” Ilona wiped tears away from her eyes.


      He nodded. “I did.”


      “What was that intention?”


      “To protect you from Kiba.” He closed his eyes and sighed slowly. His shoulders tensed, fingers interlocking with Lukina’s. He couldn’t move to stroke her hair, but he wanted to.


      “Kiba’s gone.” Lukina set a hand on his face and made him look at her. “Kiba’s gone. The threat on our lives is gone. Are you going to put her on a plane and send her to back to Hungary?”


      “How is Selene?”


      “She’s fine. She’ll heal in time and once we’re finished here, we’ll go see her. Stop dodging the question. Are you going to put Ilona and me on a plane and send us back to Hungary?”


      He couldn’t fathom the idea of going back to a lonely existence. His body ached, his mind was tired. His heart knew what it wanted but it felt so guarded still. So on edge.


      So afraid.


      “If I send you away I’ll never see you again?” It wasn’t really a question.


      She nodded. “That’s right.”


      He couldn’t let that happen again. He was angry for so long because he’d left the ones he loved.


      “Why did you leave us?” Ilona took his hand in hers.


      He interlocked their fingers together with one hand. Reaching for Lukina’s hand, he took hold of her too. “I left because it was necessary. I needed distance and to not be bothered with pack bullshit. I didn’t feel I had a place there. I'm not an overly responsible person when it comes to others. I don't want to lead this pack into the depths of hell or promise them things I can't deliver on.”


      Lukina tugged his hair. “Then you could have told us that.”


      Could he? No, they were too young to fathom the weight put upon him by the stupid prophecy. No one had bothered to explain the full gamut of consequences either, now that power had clearly shifted with Kiba's demise. How could he look at them now and send them away? “No. You wouldn’t have understood.”


      Ilona twirled her fingers around his chest. “Yes, we would have. But you never tried, did you?”


      He shook his head.


      “Were you afraid of us loving you?” Ilona began glowing, a bright blue aura surrounding her. It felt cold at first, but quickly warmed up, flowing from her body to wherever her hand touched on his skin.


      The muscles in his neck relaxed, the weight pressing on his spine eased along with the pressure in his shoulders. Józsi let out a long, deep sigh. "I suppose…I suppose I was afraid of being loved when I couldn't love myself. You remember growing up with me, it was tough. Never..."


      Ilona set her free hand on his cheek. “It’s okay, szeretőm.”


      “I didn’t want to be Alpha. I didn’t want to hear about how much responsibility was involved. I wasn’t ready for it. I’m still not ready for it. I’m supposed to lead the entire race of ours to this heaven? I don’t even know if it exists. I am not sure any of this is real or if it’s just a joke that the Elders taught us growing up.”


      “Kiba wasn’t either. And Gabor before him couldn’t handle it alone. And Istvan had both of his lovers help. Nobody is ready for that position. But they take it on because it is their duty, their pride. And something they love because they love our pack. You don’t truly hate us, do you?”


      He shook his head.


      Lukina’s mouth was dangerously close to his ear. “Ilona will always be your emotional guide, szeretőm. Let her be. Let her in.”


      “And Lukina will be your right hand, siding with you. Helping you. Guiding you in our new beginning. No one has to focus on prophecy or Paradise just yet. The pack is going to need structure and hierarchy. We're all going to have to learn to pull together out of a common goal of surviving so we can make lives for ourselves, rather than just existing. That's where we'll start, okay?”


      Ilona’s breath was a baby’s whisper against his other ear. His body hardened, cock throbbed. He sighed aloud. A new beginning and a chance at actually living, rather than existing sounded nice. Józsi looked at one woman, then the other, saw their matching expressions.


      It was now or never. Tell me what to do, so I don’t screw up.


      “We can go slow. The pack doesn’t have to know anything just yet. They’ll need time to readjust to not having to hide in fear of Kiba’s madness or being privy to bouts of the Lunar Flower disease. He’s been this way for a long while and those two girls you saved will most likely inherit part of the disease. Les already has some gift of the Flower Maiden, but nobody understands it. It’s better if we go slow, okay?”


      Józsi nodded.


      Ilona stroked his chest with a finger. “Love us, szeretőm? With all your heart the way we know you do?”


      Shivers went down his spine. His Hungarian was rusty, but he closed his eyes. Drawing in a breath, he said the only thing he could thing to say to both of them.


      “Szeretlek.” I love you both.
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