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    I surveyed the bustling bar with keen eyes, keeping an eye on the waitresses as they served the food and drinks. 
 
    The bar was cozy and quaint, but big enough to serve a decent amount of people. There was even a dance floor at one end, and pool tables and darts. The walls were painted in a deep maroon, giving the area a warm feel. The bar was topped with polished pine, and the booths were brown leather with wooden tables. 
 
    Set in a town not far from the city, we got our fair share of patrons returning from their office jobs in those towering buildings that I despised. 
 
    The delectable scents from the kitchen wafted through the air, mingling with the scent of alcohol, sweat, and people. People, especially humans, were made up of so many smells. You could smell if they had drugs in their systems, if they were stressed or on edge, if they were about to do something stupid. They carried with them the scent of the city, of bustling crowds and dingy stations, of old pizza and early morning coffee. 
 
    Patrons from all walks of life visited our little bar on the corner, ‘Wade’s Place’. Wade, the owner and manager, was off tonight. The loner wolf had offered me the job as soon as he recognized I was one of his own. He knew it would mean I could take care of myself and protect the girls if needed.  
 
    “Another round of rum and cokes for the ladies,” Jacinta sighed as she strode up to the bar with her serving tray in hand. 
 
    I nodded briskly and got to work. I was grateful I worked behind the bar as I’d seen our waitresses asses get grabbed one too many times. If that happened to me, well, let’s just say I could be without a job in three seconds flat. No one took advantage of me. 
 
    “How’s table five treating you?” I asked carefully as I poured the drinks. 
 
    Jacinta sighed, understanding my interest as she checked her high blonde ponytail. 
 
    “They’re behaving, for now,” she stated as she straightened her black waist apron. 
 
    I eyed the table of young men, sensing their high testosterone levels. Judging by their matching jackets, they were from a football team. They’d passed the I.D check by Jacinta though, and I knew she was thorough. She could spy a fake I.D a mile away. 
 
    “Good, let me know if they give you any trouble,” I nodded as I slid each drink to her. 
 
    “At your age, I should be saying that you,” she sighed as she carefully balanced each drink on her tray. 
 
    Jacinta was a lovely woman, but tonight she seemed tired and worn. Being a single mother never did help. Thankfully, her sister minded her son, Daniel, on nights she worked. Her makeup was rushed and her eyeliner was smeared a little above her left eye. 
 
    I made a comment and reached over to wipe the smudge away. 
 
    “Thanks, Taylor. I’m glad we’ve got someone with some brains and guts here. The last bar lady couldn’t handle the crazy crowds we can get,” Jacinta rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I grew up with mostly men around, I can handle a few drunk men,” I winked. 
 
    She laughed lightly before striding off with her tray of drinks, her short black skirt made me want to mention something to Wade about giving the girls a more modest uniform. Their short black skirts and tight white tops helped them win more tips though, and I didn’t want to ruin that for them. 
 
    I spied Marissa as she served a rowdy group of older men, hollering and catcalling her as she hurried back my way. I could see she was desperately searching for Wade or the cook, Jackson, to help her with this boisterous group. 
 
    She thumped her tray down on the counter as she sighed, turning to hurry over to the kitchen window and hang her orders up for Jackson. 
 
    I kept an eye on the group. They seemed rowdy all right, but not dangerous. 
 
    I took two more orders from an older woman and a gentleman from the bar and got to work serving up their martinis, all the while focusing my senses to stay alert and aware. 
 
    I had two werewolves in tonight too, taking up a corner booth. They recognized me as one of their own and had waved upon entering, but they were remaining peaceful and calm, ordering drinks and food. Sometimes I wondered why people considered our kind more dangerous than mankind. We had rules, beliefs, and laws of our own. We could get rowdy, but nothing like some men got.  Wolves were driven by primal needs, but fighting was not a big one. Sex, on the other hand, was a big one. A piece of our DNA that spurred us to continue our lines, to continue our species, gave us that drive. But fighting? That was saved for when it was really necessary. Werewolves could be more civilized in many ways. We fought to defend our Packs, our honor, and our women. But we always took it somewhere else when it was started in a public place. No need for humans to learn of our existence. For now, they believed our kind to be a myth, an old folklore and scary tale. 
 
    I smirked at this. 
 
    If only they knew just how many of us were out there. And not just us, there were other supernatural creatures living among them. 
 
    We were one of many. 
 
    I finished up a jug of beer for a gentleman who’d come up to the bar rather than hassling the two waitresses. We were short staffed tonight, and the two women were run off their feet. 
 
    Marissa strode back out to the rowdy table, and I kept a close eye on her as I served up another round of drink for one of Jacinta’s tables.  
 
    Marissa’s dark curls were pulled back into a tight bun, her olive skin flecked with sweat across her brow as she headed back to her table. I could sense the unease on her, and I opened up my senses. 
 
    “Well, welcome chérie,” an older man drawled. “Considered my offer?” 
 
    “I’m here to take you order, ma’am,” Marissa addressed an older woman tucked in the group with the men. Even from here, if I focused on their area, I could smell the alcohol and stench of cigarettes that clogged up the air around the group. 
 
    I could sense their twitchiness, their ticking time bomb states. 
 
    The drugs tucked into their pockets. 
 
    Great. 
 
    “Hey, chérie, did you hear me? I asked what you’d decided?” the older man asked louder, whose cigarette stained teeth and gravelly smoker’s voice made me cringe. His singlet was stained and disgusting, and I wondered where he’d even come from. 
 
    “Yes, and I politely decline,” Marissa gave him a strained smile. 
 
    The man scowled and stood up, reaching out to grab her arm aggressively. 
 
    I sighed as I stopped what I was doing and rounded the bar quickly, striding over and planting myself beside Marissa, who was staring in uncertainty at the hand clamped around her arm. 
 
    “Is there a problem here?” I asked brightly, smiling pleasantly at the group.  
 
    “None of your business,” the man grouched, his two male companions chuckling as the woman in the corner scowled and crossed her arms. They all looked older than they were thanks to their obvious taste for drugs, alcohol and cigarettes. And they reeked of all of those things, and just plain body odor, like they’d forgotten what a shower was. 
 
    “Considering I’m the supervisor for tonight, it is my business,” I said sweetly. 
 
    The disgusting old man finally focused on me, and his expression moved to one of interest as he released Marissa’s arm. 
 
    “Well now, this ‘ere’s a lady,” he said as he slapped the table and clicked his tongue as he eyeballed me. 
 
    “Actually, this here is the lady who’s going to ask you to leave,” I said, maintaining my polite manner. 
 
    The man scoffed as he leaned back and studied me, scrunching up his face in distaste. 
 
    “We’re not going anywhere, we have just a right as anyone else to be here,” said one of his companion’s, a crew cut gentleman with teeth as yellow as baby’s shit and as crooked as a politician. 
 
    “Marissa, can you help out table seven?” I turned to Marissa and she nodded, facing away from the table and mouthing ‘thank you’ before scuttling off to another one of her tables. 
 
    “Now, you listen here, you guys will leave this bar and not come back, or I’ll call the police and inform them about that meth you’ve got in your pocket,” I growled as I planted my hands on the table. 
 
    The four people all shrunk in their seats now that I was not holding back. The power and authority I could radiate sometimes amazed even me. 
 
    “How’d you know?” the third man whimpered. He was younger than the other two and had a few missing teeth along with brain cells. 
 
    “I have a keen intuition,” I smirked as  I straightened. “Now get the hell out and don’t forget to tip your waitress.” 
 
    The four shot out of that booth as if the police had already rocked up, and a few scrunched up bills lay in their wake on the table. 
 
    Marissa wandered over with a baffled expression as the door slammed shut behind their retreating forms. 
 
    “How’d you get them to leave?” she asked quietly, noting how a few patrons were watching us curiously. 
 
    “I asked not so nicely,” I shrugged. “Couldn’t let them hassle the staff, besides, we don’t need no gooders like them here.” 
 
    Marissa relaxed and sighed at this. “Thanks Taylor, you’re amazing.” 
 
    “Don’t sweat it, keep up the good work,” I smiled as I turned away. “They left you a tip too.” 
 
    Marissa seemed dumbstruck as she took the scrunched up bills and tucked them into her apron as I headed back to the bar. 
 
    The rest of the night carried on without a hitch, and Jacinta and Marissa were able to relax after the evening rush as patrons began heading home after a few drinks and something to eat. The two ‘wolves in the corner had left too, leaving a good tip for Marissa as well. I wondered briefly what Pack they were from, if any. 
 
    I served up some more cocktails as a couple sat at the bar, and I eyed the clock. 9pm, only another two hours until we closed. I smiled and served, enjoying my supervisory duties. I loved working behind the bar, being the overseer of the waitresses. They’d seen me stand up to many a drunk patrons, and they were becoming more confident and respectful of themselves, no longer taking crap from drunk men. 
 
    I got this job two years ago when I left home at twenty-one years of age, and moved to live with my Aunt to train to become something more than just a breeder for the Pack. I had to pay my way if I lived with my Aunt in this small country town, and I quickly landed a job here. I moved up the ranks with ease thanks to my confidence and ‘take no shit’ policy. I learned the ropes, memorized many cocktails and handled the drunk men at the end of the night. I enjoyed the work despite the difficult customers. We didn’t have too many of them, and I knew the waitresses were grateful for my presence. They didn’t know how, but I could always get control of a situation. That’s what being an Alpha’s daughter did to you.  
 
    I frowned as a familiar scent reached my nose and I tested the air fervently. 
 
    No, not one scent. Three. I cracked a smile at the homely scent, but then frowned. Why would they be here? 
 
    The three ‘wolves I smelt didn’t come inside the bar, but I sensed their presence waiting outside for me. 
 
    Well, if they didn’t come in, they’d have to wait until close-up. I was not walking out there to investigate why my Pack mates were here. 
 
    I plastered a sweet smile on my face as a man flagged me down at the end of the bar. Two hours wasn’t too long, and I was keen to see my Pack mates again. It’d been far too long. But I worried about what their sudden presence meant. 
 
    And my phone was usually tucked away in the office so that I wasn’t tempted to use it, a precaution Wade took since he’d had one too many staff playing on their phones. Tonight, it was at my Aunt’s house on charge still, because I’d been running late and forgot it. I couldn’t even see if they’d texted me to inform me of their visit.

The hours dragged by, and the three ‘wolves didn’t come inside. By the time I was closing up, I was eager to learn why they were here. Did they miss me so much that they had to come see me? As much as I loved that thought, I doubted it to be the reason. My father wouldn’t allow them to visit me without more reason than just missing me. They had duties back home. 
 
    I locked up, using the staff entrance to the side to exit the building and finding my three male Pack mates standing on the sidewalk, waiting patiently for me. 
 
    “Have you three been standing here for the past two hours?” I asked as I strode towards them. Their faces brightened at the sight of me, and I hugged each one of them in turn. 
 
    “You need to come home with us, there’s an emergency,” Scott stated, the tallest of the three. Anyone would mistake him for a lumberjack, but there was so much more to him than met the eye. His cropped blond hair shone almost white under the streetlight, and his deep brown eyes were troubled as he scratched his overgrown, bushy beard. 
 
    “If it was such an emergency, why didn’t you come in?” I questioned as I glanced between the three cautiously. 
 
    “We didn’t want to interrupt your work,” Nathan said, his perfect, dazzling smile making me soften. He looked out of place here in tight jeans and a long-sleeved plaid shirt. His brown leather boots were scuffed from his work at home on the ranch, and his usual cowboy hat would have presented him as the perfect rancher. And those green eyes were sincere and soft as he glanced over me. I couldn’t ignore the underlying heat in his gaze though that made my insides warm. 
 
    “Please, Tay, just come with us, we really need you to. There’s an emergency with the Pack,” the final man said. Jaye, his unruly mop of ash brown hair had fallen in his eyes as he shuffled, his jeans a size too big for him, and the grey shirt tight enough to show off his lean, muscular frame. 
 
    “Is my dad okay?” I asked instantly. 
 
    “He’s fine, but we need you to come back with us, please,” Scott pleaded. 
 
    I scowled, knowing that I would get nothing out of the three if the Alpha had told them to hide it from me. It meant I’d have to go with them. I had no choice by the sounds of things. 
 
    “What if I don’t want to? I have training, and work,” I growled, annoyed at their desperation to pull me away from my new life here. I’d turned my back on the Pack to find my passion and pursue the life I wanted. Now they wanted to drag me right back in. 
 
    “The Alpha is summoning you home,” Scott sighed after a moment. 
 
    Asshole. Pulling that card on me. 
 
    As defiant as I was, there were some things I wouldn’t go against. We had rules and laws for a reason. I grumbled as I crossed my arms, and Jaye hesitated before leading me to the polished black Jeep left in the parking lot. 
 
    “You guys suck,” I muttered as I allowed them to herd me into the backseat. There better be a damn good reason for this intrusion into my life.  
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    I scowled as I marched through the heavy wooden doors into the foyer of my childhood mansion. The three men trailed after me, their heads dipped low as fury swirled off of me. 
 
    They were damn right to be uncertain after having dragged me here. Barely any explanation as they caught me after work and herded me into the pristine black Jeep, then taking me for the nearly two hour long drive back home. My Aunt was going to have a fit when I didn’t return home after work. 
 
    “I’m glad you all made it safely.” 
 
    I whirled with my teeth bared in a snarl as my eyes fell on the man standing at the top of the wooden staircase, his elegant black suit tailored and worth more than I made in a week. 
 
    Who needed such expensive clothing anyway? Oh, that’s right. 
 
    “What the fuck, dad?” I snapped, ignoring the glances my three captors shot each other. 
 
    “For the love of God, Tay, I’m the Alpha! Address me with some respect!” my father boomed, the power radiating from him daring me to question him once more. 
 
    Such a shame that that ancient, pure, Alpha bloodline ran in me too. 
 
    “Why am I here?” I demanded as I crossed my arms, shooting looks of daggers at the three men standing around me idly. 
 
    “Let’s take this into my office. Jaye, Scott, Nathan, thanks for bringing her. I’m sure she made that…easy,” he growled the last part. 
 
    The three men nodded silently as they glanced at me before retreating into the living area. 
 
    I tapped my foot impatiently as my father descended the stairs, not caring if my muddy boots tarnished the spotless polished timber flooring. 
 
    “Come, Tay, we have to talk,” my father ushered me after him as he turned towards the hall running under the staircase. 
 
    I went to say something but bit my tongue. The tone he used made me uneasy. Why had he sent his three betas for me? I hadn’t been able to get any of the three men to tell me anything despite our history together. I’d grown up with them, they were family to me. And yet not one of them could tell me why my father had sent for me. And why I could not reject his invitation home. 
 
    “I’ve informed my sister that you won’t be returning home from work tonight,” he stated as he stopped before one of the doors in the hall. The high white ceiling was held with arches of stone, and the mahogany wooden doors and walnut flooring were a stark contrast to the warm white walls. 
 
    Some would think I looked out of place in my bar attire, jeans and a black shirt with a v-neckline that dipped just low enough that it gave me better tips. 
 
    My father held the office door open for me, and I slipped inside without a word, chewing my lip uncertainly. Why all this secretiveness? What was going on? 
 
    My father shut the door behind us and circled the heavy wooden oak desk, sinking into the luxurious black office chair. 
 
    He indicated for me to take the seat before the desk, and I obeyed silently. 
 
    “I didn’t want the boys telling you anything. I figured they’d be the best ones to send after you, considering your…history,” he said carefully. He knew quite well about our history, and he did his best to not judge us all. 
 
    Good. 
 
    He sighed as he clasped his hands on the desk before him, his calloused hands that had known true labor over the years as he worked the ranch. His greying brown hair reminded me once more that he was not as young and and eager as he’d been when I was just a child. And those bright green eyes mirrored my own, although his appeared weary and tired now. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked, wanting to get straight to the point. 
 
    “I heard that a few weeks back you got into a bar fight. Thankfully not at your place of work,” he sighed. “The man whose nose you broke, was apparently part of Williamson’s Pack.” 
 
    Right. This was my punishment. I was here because some know-it-all had hit on me at a bar one night, sensing my true nature. Not all female werewolves were down to fuck any ‘wolf. But he thought he could win me over, and when I turned him down, he thought he could muscle me into it. Too bad he didn’t realize just who I was. Daughter of one of the greatest lines of pure Alphas. Not to mention my father, an Area Enforcer, had trained me. That’s right, my father handled all werewolf issues in the region on behalf of the Supernatural Council. Everything went through him first. 
 
    “He wanted to have his way with me! I was only defending myself,” I spat, rage seething inside me. And pride. I was quite pleased with how I’d handled it, breaking his nose and knocking him down a size. 
 
    “I know, I heard. I’m proud of you for that,” my father said, the corner of his mouth curving up in pride. It warmed me and caught me off-guard, seeing him proud of my bar fight. 
 
    So then, why was I here? If he was proud of me, why was I getting punished? 
 
    “He relayed your prowess to Richard, the Alpha. I’m sure you’re well aware of his attempts to cross into our land, to steal away any of our fine and healthy females. There are a few in this Pack who still carry the ancient bloodlines, and you carry one of the purest lines,” he growled, a deep, guttural sound that reminded me of how protective he was of our Pack. There was nothing he wouldn’t do to protect the Pack, and he’d taught me to defend myself when I was younger. My father had held his position of Alpha since he took over the position from his father. No ‘wolf had beaten him for the title, although there had been a few that had tried, determined to take over the powerful lineages among our Pack. 
 
    “So, you’re expecting another attempt?” I queried, my brows knitting together. Was he calling me here to fight? Surely not. Women were rarely allowed to fight out on the field unless desperately required. 
 
    “Mr Williamson has decided that rather than continue these attacks, he’d rather suggest a … diplomatic solution,” my father fisted his hands on the desk. “He wants to mate you and join the two Packs.” 
 
    I blinked dumbly as the words struggled to process. 
 
    He wanted what? 
 
    “That’s ridiculous!” I scoffed. Surely my father would wave this silly offer aside. 
 
    “It is, but he’s taken it to the Supernatural Council. I’m doing all I can to defer it, but the Council will believe the joining of two of the most powerful Packs in this area would be beneficial. They’ll push for it to go through.” 
 
    I just stared at my father, completely gobsmacked.  
 
    I was not just some object to be used to combine the Packs. How could this happen? Surely my father could stop this? 
 
    “I refuse,” I stated bluntly, seething inside at the prospect. I would not allow myself to be awarded to that old pretentious prick in the neighboring Pack.  
 
    “You’re the daughter of the Alpha, and at twenty-three years of age, you still haven’t taken your own mate. The Council will assess this as well,” my father said carefully, sensing my growing anger. 
 
    “So because I have my own goals and dreams in life than just making babies for the Pack, that means I can be sold off?!” I snarled, knowing that my eyes flared their vibrant yellow as my wolf clawed to come out. 
 
    “Of course not, I’m preparing an argument and I’ll be out of town for a few days while I try to come to some agreement with the Council. Hence why I’m wearing this,” he waved a hand over his suit. “And that’s why you’ll also be staying right here with my betas.” 
 
    “You can’t put me on lockdown!” I leaped to my feet. 
 
    “I will and I have. Your Aunt has dealt with your work situation for me as I’ve explained the situation to her. You are to remain here until I come to an agreement with the Council, and you will remain supervised and protected,” he stated, his tone definite. 
 
    I growled as I spun away. I was right in the middle of my training with my Aunt, training to become a Huntress like some of my ancestors. My pure bloodlines made me a powerful fighter, and my Aunt was teaching me the ways of the Hunters and Huntresses, a select few individuals who worked for the Area Enforcers in investigations, and more importantly, putting down rogues. That’s right, some of our kind would get a taste for human flesh and start killing freely. It was the job of the Hunters and Huntresses to dispatch them and keep it all under wraps. 
 
    “You can’t keep me here,” I muttered as I flicked my red curls out of my face. A trait I’d attained from my mother was her long, luscious curls.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Tay,” he said quietly. 
 
    “Yeah, right,” I huffed as I stormed out of the office. 
 
    He couldn’t really keep me here. He thought his betas would be able to keep me here. Hah! They wished. They all carried some ancient Alpha bloodlines, our Pack being one of the purest around. But my father’s lineage was made up of the two greatest lineages, the Torvin and Bludrane lines, lines that dated back to the days of vikings. Two of the strongest and oldest Alpha bloodlines. 
 
    And this powerful blood ran inside me. 
 
    I marched down the hall, intent to storm right out the front door and catch a ride home by hitchhiking. It’d take me a while to find a road off this 2000 acre ranch that homed our Pack. 
 
    The main mansion was where I’d grown up and where the Pack did most communal things, but cottages and cabins littered the countryside, even spreading up into the mountainous range the rimmed the southern border of our land. All eighty-four of our Pack lived on this ranch, helping run the place and caring for the Pack. Something I’d abandoned to go become something more. I loved my Pack, but I was not going to resign myself to staying here and bearing child after child to further our lines, much to my father’s displeasure. 
 
    Thankfully, my dear brother could handle that for me. He’d mated with a she-wolf of our Pack a few years ago before I left, and they already had one bouncing baby boy born just before I left. 
 
    My father had pushed for me to choose one of his betas, his top three warriors and his closest men. He’d raised them almost like they were his own sons, and I’d grown up with them. But we weren’t like siblings, definitely not. 
 
    I cracked a smile as Jaye emerged from the living area to my right. 
 
    “I’m sorry we couldn’t tell you what was going on, would you have stayed in the car if we did?” he said sheepishly as he brushed the hair from his eyes. Jaye was built lean with an angular jaw and soft, slender fingers. Fingers that could create some of the most exquisite drawings I’d ever lain eyes on. And fingers that had brushed my skin countless nights. 
 
    His unruly mop of ash brown hair always tumbled into his eyes, and I’d tried years ago to get him to allow me to cut that overgrown fringe back. I liked to see his handsome face, but he preferred to try to hide himself away. I didn’t blame him, I knew of his ugly past. 
 
    “It’s fine, I probably would’ve bailed on the highway had you told me,” I said as I crossed my arms. 
 
    “Yeah, well, your father is right. We need to keep you here until this is handled. You realize that, right? Not to mention with your father not here, the Pack will be more antsy without their Alpha. Having your presence here may help calm things,” he grinned, his perfect, dazzling smile making me relax. 
 
    He was right. Without the Alpha and only the betas left in charge, the Pack would be on edge.  
 
    “Scott’s out on patrol with some of the men, with you here and Mr Williamson intent to claim you, we can’t be too careful. He’s gone to the Council, but who knows how that’ll go,” he sighed as he leaned on the doorframe, his hooded blue eyes trailing down me. 
 
    “And Nathan?” I asked with an arched eyebrow. 
 
    “Preparing dinner for you,” he grinned. 
 
    “I grew up here, I can make my own damn food,” I grumbled. 
 
    “Yes, but he likes to cook, remember? Besides, we’ve missed you,” his voice dropped as he said that, his eyes focusing on me, as if they were searching my soul. 
 
    They missed me. 
 
    The thought was a pleasant one, but I already knew that. I talked to all three of my boys weekly, via text or call, keeping up to date. 
 
    We had an interesting relationship, the four of us. 
 
    “Please don’t try to run away. Your father will be leaving shortly and we’ll be left in charge. And if you’re trying to run away, you’ll be distracting us from the other duties and responsibilities we have here,” Jaye pleaded gently. 
 
    I groaned and rolled my eyes. Sometimes I hated him and his logical side.  
 
    “Fine, although I expect compensation from my father for my missed work,” I grouched as I spun on my heel and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Jaye followed after me with a chuckle. 
 
    “Well, if you hadn’t ditched the Pack, you’d still have access to the Pack fortune,” he said gleefully. 
 
    “And I’d be expected to stay here and bear children,” I grumbled. 
 
    “Is that really so bad?” Jaye asked as kept in step with me, his shoulder brushing mine. He wore a singlet tonight that showed off the perfectly muscled, lean arms and his slender build. His jeans were a size too big and frayed at the bottoms where they dragged on the floor. 
 
    “I wanted to be like my Aunt Neema, a Huntress,” I stated. 
 
    “I know, how’s the training going anyway?” Jaye asked. 
 
    “Good,” I shrugged. “She’s letting me come along with her now. We took down a rogue last weekend.” 
 
    “Right,” Jaye nodded. 
 
    He stopped me midway down the hall as he caught my hand. 
 
    “Be careful, Taylor, it’s dangerous work being a Hunter or Huntress,” he reminded me. 
 
    “I know,” I said. He didn’t need to tell me that. That rogue we’d taken down had just killed a poor college student. And he had no intentions of stopping. Powered by bloodlust and human blood, he was not an easy feat to take down. But my Aunt guided me and assisted me, and we were able to put him down with a silver blade. 
 
    Killing was easy for werewolves, it was in our nature. But killing one of our own, now that was harder. But I’d seen the body he’d mangled, the reports of similar mutilations, and it made it easier to not see them as one of our own. Our own didn’t kill freely for no reason, we killed only for food or for our justice. Packs were to handle Pack matters themselves before involving an Area Enforcer or the Council. There were Pack laws in place that were closely followed, if disobeyed or broken, there were punishments. 
 
    I focused on Jaye’s soft, warm hand encasing mine, on the way his blue eyes darkened as his nostrils flared. 
 
    I sensed the shift inside him from protective, caring friend, to the other side of him I remembered fondly. The side that made my heartbeat fasten and my body warm. 
 
    “Damn, I missed you,” he growled as he pushed me up against the wall. 
 
    How convenient that he’d stopped me near his bedroom door. 
 
    His mouth met mine in a ravenous kiss, and he reached behind me to turn the doorknob and let us stumble into his room. 
 
    He kicked it shut behind him as he broke the kiss and littered soft kisses down my neck. 
 
    My body flared to life, aching for the touch I remembered. I did miss him. I missed this, this way of life that I’d left behind to pursue my dreams.  
 
    He growled softly in my ear as his hands slid under my shirt, caressing my back with desperate fingers as he unclasped my bra. 
 
    This side of Jaye was not one many knew. He only showed off his sweet, laid-back side, the one who enjoyed reading when he manned his post at the front gate or when he’d draw in his free time or paint. Many of his artworks hung around the mansion, and many more had brought in good money for the Pack.  
 
    But since we were kids, I’d known there was more to him than met the eye. I’d seen the uncertainty in his eyes when my father first introduced him to me when I was eleven, a fifteen-year-old werewolf boy he’d taken in. Feral was what some of the Pack had called him. A boy who had lost his family to human hunters, a group of people devout in hunting us down, believing us to be abominations. 
 
    Jaye’s family were not part of a Pack, they had lived within the human world, in a country town in hopes of living a normal life. 
 
    When they came for his family, he shifted to a wolf and fled. Scared of the humans around him, he refused to shift back, and became more and more animalistic and wild. A Feral werewolf. 
 
    Somehow, my father caught wind of this and tracked him down. He’d been alone and in wolf state for almost a year. Using careful, calming methods, he managed to urge the boy to shift back and brought him home, bringing him into our Pack. 
 
    I gasped, tugged out of my thoughts as Jaye nipped my neck and then kissed it away tenderly. 
 
    “I wish you’d never left,” he groaned as he pushed himself against me, his bulge pushing into my thighs and making me quiver. 
 
    “I had to,” I murmured as I ran my fingers through his hair and kissed along his jaw. 
 
    I pulled away and twirled out of his grip, grinning mischievously at him. 
 
    If I was to be a prisoner here for a few days, I’d sure as hell have fun. 
 
    His room was much the same as when I’d left two years ago, a single bed off to the side, a tidy desk where he drew, and the far corner had the plastic drop-sheets and canvas set up on an easel. A bookcase was against the wall beside the bed, filled to the brim with an array of books. Many days I’d sat with him in our massive library as he read, comforted by his presence. 
 
    I tugged my shirt off in one swift motion, but held up a finger as Jaye lurched forward. 
 
    “Uh-uh, you wait,” I purred. 
 
    Jaye growled but did as he was told, shifting in his jeans uncomfortably. 
 
    I pulled his chair away from his desk and poised my leg on it as I gave him a cheeky smile. This would’ve worked so much better if I didn’t have my jeans on, too bad I needed my shoes off first. 
 
    I slipped my boots off and twirled slowly, tossing my fiery red curls over my shoulder as I slowly took off my bra. I slid one strap down off one shoulder, pouting at him as he moaned, before slowly sliding the other one off. I held the bra up with one finger and gave him a sly smile. 
 
    Jaye was watching me with hungry, lustful eyes, but he waited patiently as I teased him. He knew if he rushed things, I might turn him away. He’d learned that the hard way.  
 
    I sashayed out of my jeans, making sure to turn away so that my butt was swaying at him, and the groan that escaped his lips excited me. 
 
    I now stood before him in only my dainty black panties as I chewed my lip. 
 
    “Tay, fuck,” he groaned as he slid his hand into his jeans. 
 
    “Don’t,” I commanded, and he froze in place, scowling as he ached. His muscles twinged and the lust and desire that radiated off him almost drove me to stop this tease. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    “Singlet off,” I instructed. 
 
    He tugged it off in one fluid motion, his eyes flashing yellow. Being a once Feral wolf, there was more animal in him than some knew. And I loved it. Because even if it was there, he obeyed me. He wanted me and treated me with respect, and I loved the power it gave me. 
 
    “Jeans,” I said as I licked my lips. He shuddered at the sight and closed his eyes as he went to tug his jeans off. 
 
    “Slowly,” I grinned. 
 
    He growled but took his time, and the bulge in his tight grey briefs was making me wet with desire. 
 
    Once his jeans were puddled on the floor, I drifted over, moving around him as I trailed my hands over his bare chest and back, exploring the body I’d come to know so well. 
 
    He had a light speckling of hair across his chest, not too hairy despite the belief many had about werewolves. Truth be told, rarely were they overly hairy. 
 
    He groaned and quivered with pent up desire as I kissed along his shoulders, tracing the scar on his shoulder where a human hunter had shot him. The silver bullet had only grazed him, but silver left scars if not tended to quickly. 
 
    “I missed you,” I purred as I circled him to stand before him. 
 
    His fingers twitched and clenched, desperate to touch me. But not until I said so. The build up was worth it. 
 
    “Don’t move,” I said firmly. 
 
    “Fucking hell, Tay,” he panted as I tugged his briefs down, releasing his arousal. 
 
    The sight of it made me tremble with delight. 
 
    I trailed kisses down his chest, drawing deep, low moans from him. I planted gentle, slow kisses across his abdomen, watching as his erection twinged and flexed, desperate for release. 
 
    I kissed around it, nuzzling the brown curls that guarded it, and then kissed the insides of his taunt, muscled thighs. I saw his hand move, twitching in need to take my head and force me to give him what he wanted, but he refrained. 
 
    This control was something I’d helped him build when we were teenagers. Jaye had been my first, and knowing I was a virgin, he tried hard to keep himself controlled and careful. We’d worked on it, but the wolf side of him that was so strong had broke through, and our first time had been painful and bloody. He’d hated himself for it, and his control only grew as we continued our love life. Now it was something I enjoyed, having my way with him, forcing him to keep his control and not let his wolf out. It had helped him too outside of the bedroom. My father had often spoke of how he’d been unpredictable and struggled with obedience in wolf form when out on patrols or hunts. Now he was as good as the others, taking his commands and following out orders. 
 
    I nudged his leg with my hand, and he obeyed, spreading his legs for me as I crouched before him. 
 
    I cupped his balls, those soft, perfect parts of him. I kissed them, dragging my tongue over the soft skin as he groaned and shook from my touch. 
 
    I reached down to touch myself, feeling my wetness soaking through my panties. Jaye hissed as he watched me do that, and I smiled coyly up at him. 
 
    I didn’t break my gaze as I moved up, slipping my panties off and sliding a finger inside myself as I readied my mouth before him. 
 
    I used my other hand to stroke his length, tenderly and gentle. It twinged upwards, demanding and needy, the vein throbbing along it eagerly. 
 
    “Please Tay, God,” he groaned, and the veins and muscles in his neck were tight as he restrained himself. 
 
    My sweet Jaye, such a good boy. 
 
    I flicked my tongue out to catch the drop of pre-cum, and he gasped at the sensation. 
 
    I leaned forward, sliding my tongue along his shaft as I touched myself. 
 
    I could feel the heat building as I swirled my thumb against my clit. 
 
    I used my free hand to hold Jaye’s length steady as I slipped the tip inside my mouth. 
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed, his fists clenched by his sides. I spied the whites of his knuckles and chuckled. 
 
    The sound only gurgled against his tip and he moaned. 
 
    I drew more of him in, sucking gently as I slid my tongue along the underside of his shaft, knowing how much he enjoyed that. 
 
    He refrained from thrusting into my mouth, instead allowing me to decide the pace.  
 
    Much to his dismay. 
 
    I moved slow and deliberate as I slowed the work on myself, wanting to draw this out. The more I forced him to control himself, the greater it would be when I finally unleashed him. 
 
    I pulled my wet fingers out of my slit as I removed my mouth from his length. He groaned in dismay but growled as I ran my wet fingers over him. 
 
    “I want you so bad,” I breathed as I kissed the tip of his erection. 
 
    “Let me,” he panted. 
 
    I stood up, catching his lips in mine but holding him back with one hand. He demanded entrance to my mouth, his tongue fighting for passage. I allowed him, and the hot, heavy kiss was hungry and desperate. His arms moved as he flexed his muscles, desperate to hold me and claim me. 
 
    This was it now. 
 
    I broke the hot, desperate kiss and stepped away, cocking my head at him. His length throbbed eagerly and I turned to lean over the desk, spreading my legs for him. 
 
    “Take me, Jaye.” 
 
    He didn’t need any more coaxing as he moved forward. 
 
    He caught my wrists with his hands and spread them out on the desk. His hot, shallow breaths brushed my skin as he hovered over me. 
 
    He prodded my entrance gently, but then the animal took over and he snarled as he slammed into me and I cried out. 
 
    He drove into me hard and fast as he grunted, releasing my hands so he could slide his hands under me to fondle my breasts. Too bad he struggled to remain gentle as he pounded into me with an animalistic desire that drove me mad. 
 
    I writhed below him, his length filling me whole and the angle perfect for me. I mewed and gripped the desk as the coil inside me tightened, so close to releasing forth. 
 
    “Jesus, Tay,” Jaye grunted as he slammed into me, the sound of flesh hitting flesh echoing through the room. The scents of sex and our arousal cloaked the air and my nostrils flared as I drew it all in. The scent of Jaye, the smells of the forest and of the acrylic paints he used, unable to withstand the scent of oils. He smelled homely and sweet, and the scent of his arousal only drove me more wild. 
 
    “Harder!” I snarled as I drove myself back to meet his powerful thrusts, desperate for my own release. 
 
    He obeyed, slamming into me with the power of a true werewolf, the desk thumping against the wall. He moved his hands to grip my hips, driving himself into me ruthlessly. I could feel the dig of his claws in my hips, but I didn’t care. I didn’t care that the desire would drive his animalistic side to the surface, I’d seen the yellow of his eyes, those lengthened canines and claws as we’d made love before. I’d seen it all, and I loved it. 
 
    So goddamn perfect. 
 
    I gasped and cried out in bliss as the waves of pleasure coursed through me, rocking my body with ecstasy. 
 
    Jaye snarled and cursed as my walls tightened around him, and he couldn’t hold out any longer as he shuddered and unloaded his seed into me. 
 
    He slumped over, panting as he kissed the back of my neck. 
 
    I lay dazed and breathless atop the desk, the sleek mahogany wood heated from our warm bodies now. 
 
    “I missed you so much,” he murmured as he nuzzled my back. 
 
    “Same here,” I breathed, drawing in deep breaths to slow my racing heart. 
 
    God knows I missed this, the way we made such animalistic love. 
 
    I rolled my head to the side and a grin spread across my face. 
 
    “You’ll have to fix the wall,” I murmured, a chuckle escaping me as I eyed the crack and denting in the drywall. 
 
    “Ah shit,” he groaned. 
 
    “So, do you think Nathan has dinner ready yet?” I smirked. 
 
    “Probably for a while now,” Jaye chuckled as he pulled out of me. 
 
    I pouted at the loss of his warmth against my back, but the growl in my stomach drove it away. I hadn’t eaten since before my shift at the bar tonight, and I certainly was hungry. A late dinner sounded good. 
 
    I used some of the tissues off his desk to clean myself up as he did the same, and he joked with me about how the other two would be annoyed with him. 
 
    Of course they would.  
 
    I was dressed and headed to the kitchen in record time, knowing full well that everyone would know what had transpired. Not that us ‘wolves cared. Sex was natural and not frowned upon amongst the Pack, and with heightened senses, was not exactly something you could hide easily. 
 
    I pushed through the double doors to the large kitchen that would make any renowned chef jealous. After all, it did have to cater to over eighty wolves at times. 
 
    I spied Nathan setting the final dishes down at one of the free booths at the far end of the kitchen area, sectioned off by a low stainless steel topped bench for serving. 
 
    “Taylor!” he beamed as he turned to spy me. His grin dropped to a scowl and he sighed. 
 
    “You guys didn’t wait,” he grumbled as Jaye and I made our way over to the booth. 
 
    “Sorry,” Jaye said, but I knew he didn’t mean it. 
 
    “I thought we’d all welcome her home,” Nathan muttered as he sat across from us. Nathan looked like the more typical cowboy on the ranch in his perfectly fitting blue jeans and button up plaid shirt. His dark brown hair was spiked up at the front, a style I so adored on him. His high cheekbones and strong jawline would make most girls turn to stare, but he didn’t want just any girl. 
 
    Did I forget to mention that they were my boys? All of them. 
 
    “Jaye told me you wanted to cook me dinner,” I said as I drew in the delicious aromas of freshly cooked steak and pork. There were herb covered fries and gravy, and some roasted vegetables that looked appealing. But the meat was cooked to perfection, and my mouth watered as I eyed it hungrily. 
 
    “I wanted to give you a proper welcome home,” Nathan grinned as he reached for a fork. 
 
    “Should we wait for Scott?” I asked. 
 
    “He won’t be back from patrol until closer to morning,” Nathan said as he dove into some of the grilled steak. 
 
    Jaye dug in as well, and I copied, savoring the rich flavors of the herbs and sauces that Nathan cooked with.  
 
    “So, you guys all wanted to welcome me home,” I raised a delicious eyebrow as I glanced at my two male companions.  
 
    They both looked at each other with devilish smiles. 
 
    “Why not, it’s always fun, sharing you and having you like that,” Nathan said as he eyed me over. 
 
    That’s right, my boys were all mine, and I was theirs. No rivalry between them. Something I cherished. 
 
    My father was not fond of it, but couldn’t stop it either. There were no rules against it, and it was more common than many thought. Our Pack just happened to be very traditional in many ways. Including having only one mated partner. But I’d heard rumors of Packs that could see as many as three or four partners to one female. She-wolves were in short supply, as werewolves threw sons more often than not. This made the females more protected and desired, and my boys all shared me equally. It’d been a hard decision to leave to train to become a Huntress, but staying and becoming a breeder was not something I wanted. 
 
    But I did truly miss them. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what, since you went to the special effort of making me dinner, we can have  a special dessert,” I said casually. 
 
    Both men stopped chewing to stare at me, their pupils dilating at the thought. 
 
    “After dinner,” I reiterated as I jabbed a piece of pork from the share plate. Nathan had been considerate enough to cut everything up and spread it out onto share plates so we could all eat. 
 
    I chewed my piece of rich rosemary flavored pork with mint sauce as the kitchen doors swung open. 
 
    My father strode in with a guard, gliding over to stand before us. 
 
    He sniffed the air and rolled his eyes. Surely he expected nothing less? 
 
    I smirked through my food and stared at Nathan who leaned back and rested an arm casually on the back of the booth as he regarded my father and dipped his head in respect. 
 
    “I’m leaving now, she stays here. If she leaves, I’ll hold my betas accountable,” he said sternly as he focused on me. I scowled. So he’d punish my boys for my disobedience. It wouldn’t be the first time, he knew they were my one weakness. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we’ll keep her safe,” Nathan nodded. 
 
    “She’ll stay put,” Jaye added as he refrained from reaching for more steak. He didn’t want to disrespect the Alpha in any way. 
 
    “Good,” he nodded. “Nathan, can I speak with you for a moment?” 
 
    Nathan nodded and stood, following my father out of the kitchen. 
 
    “He only wants to protect you, Tay, don’t hate him for it,” Jaye said gently as I frowned after my father. 
 
    “My father wants what’s best for the Pack, I know that,” I sighed. I did too, but I couldn’t help that I felt like there was more for me than just becoming a breeder. 
 
    “Should we wait for Scott before we do dessert?” he asked with a sly smile as he kissed my cheek. 
 
    “Nathan said he’d take a while,” I said as I stabbed a piece of roast pumpkin and brought it up to my lips. 
 
    “True, but surely you’ll get too tired out if we have our way with you after dinner and then Scott wants his turn when he gets back,” Jaye said. 
 
    I would’ve laughed if he weren’t so sincerely concerned. I softened at the thought. 
 
    But it was unnecessary. I was used to catering to my three men and their needs, even if it meant often sex. We did desire sex more often than humans, and it was a way of connecting and strengthening the bonds between us. 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” I smiled. 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry I jumped you like that,” he chuckled. “I would’ve preferred to wait until we could all partake, but I like our time alone,” he said softly. He liked what we did, he liked that I toyed with his animal side and allowed him to have me however he desired once I’d had my fun. 
 
    When it was all of us, the focus was on me more so than my partners, and I longed for that. But I loved fulfilling their desires and needs as well. 
 
    “I like our alone time too,” I smiled sweetly as Nathan pushed back through the doors to join us. 
 
    “Well, everything is in order, and the patrols are going well,” Nathan relayed as he plucked some pork off the plate and tossed it back. 
 
    The 2000 acres were patrolled and camera’s were positioned at the gates around the perimeter.  
 
    The Williamson Pack had tried to raid us a few times. Their Pack had less females than ours, and they were growing desperate to further their lines and grow their numbers. They wanted to steal away our women and children, so we were always on guard, ready to defend ourselves if needed. 
 
    “How’s my brother?” I asked as I shoveled some more steak into my mouth. 
 
    “Chris is good, his son, Jamie, should make a fine warrior one day. They’re trying for another already, Janet is happy to continue his lines,” Nathan said. 
 
    “God, they really don’t mess around,” I muttered. Breeders. They were the females of our Pack who could still produce young. They lived to bear children, a normal thing for most Packs. We functioned more like wolves than people in some way, whereas I was the anomaly. I wanted a chance to be more, not interested in the slightest to be a breeder. The thrill of hunting and protecting others by becoming a Huntress drove me, it was what I truly wanted. 
 
    “I think perhaps, since you’ll be here for the weekend and then maybe longer, we should each take our turn with you before we all have you,” Nathan said thoughtfully as he chewed on some pork. 
 
    Jaye shrugged as he leaned back and put one arm around my shoulders, but I could see the disappointment evident in his eyes. He’d been excited at the prospect of dessert, another round with me. If there was any rivalry between them, then Jaye would be the one to show the signs. Being my first lover, he was quite protective of me, but Scott and Nathan both loved me just as much and treated me like royalty at times. To them, I was. I was the Alpha’s daughter, someone to be admired and adored. 
 
    I always told them to treat me the same as any other she-wolf in the bedroom though. No being careful with me, I was not fragile. 
 
    I devoured another mighty piece of steak before following it up with some gravy covered fries. God, Nathan knew how to cook. It was divine. 
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    Jaye.
  
 
    “Do you really have to go?” I growled as we sat outside at the barbecue tables. 
 
    “Jaye,” Taylor groaned. We’d been over this, and I knew she was growing frustrated. 
 
    But she’d decided she wanted to become a Huntress, to leave us and go live with her Aunt for God knows how long. 
 
    And somehow, she expected me to be okay with that? 
 
    How could I? The one woman I loved was telling me she wanted to leave to pursue a bigger purpose for herself. 
 
    Were we not enough? 
 
    “You know I love you, right? I’ll call, we can talk all the time, text,” she smiled at me as she stroked my cheek. 
 
    I couldn’t shake the scowl on my face though. 
 
    “It’s not the same… I… need you, here,” I murmured, glaring down at the concrete like it might swallow me up. 
 
    “No, you don’t. You’ll be okay, Jaye,” Tay soothed. “You’re stronger than you think. You’ve beaten your wolf side.” 
 
    “What if I’m not? What if… with you gone, it comes back out?” I said quietly, hating how uncertain and afraid I felt. 
 
    Tay was my rock, she was the one who’d helped me so much, I needed her. The thought of her leaving, it crushed me. 
 
    “Hey, I’m only a phone-call away, and besides, when I’m all trained up, I’ll be back, you know that, so this isn’t goodbye forever,” she murmured as she shuffled closer. 
 
    “What if you decide you don’t want to come back?” Come back to me. That’s what I was trying not to say. 
 
    “I will come back, I love you,” she sighed as she leaned forward, her soft lips brushing mine. 
 
    “Please stay,” I begged against her lips. 
 
    But I knew it was of no use. When she had her mind set, there was nothing I could do. 
 
      
 
    Driving home with Taylor had been interesting. She’d been pissed when we’d picked her up, informing her there was a Pack emergency. She sensed our words were not entirely true, but we’d promised our Alpha not to tell her what was going on.  
 
    It was her bar shift on a Friday night, and we waited until after she’d finished her shift before herding her into the Jeep, much to her displeasure. 
 
    She allowed us to though, even if she could have stopped us. Being one of the most ancient bloodlines, she was powerful, and we wouldn’t harm her, so she could get away from us if she desperately desired. 
 
    She looked like the fiery beauty I’d fallen for, so beautiful and lively. Even if she sat scowling in the back seat of the Jeep. 
 
    We’d tried to keep her from leaving us, but we wanted her to be happy, and the Pack’s way of life was not enough for her. She wanted more, wanted to do more. 
 
    Her Aunt Neema was a Huntress, having left the Pack when learning she was infertile to become a Huntress. She could never be a breeder. So she became the one thing we all admired and feared. 
 
    The Hunters and Huntresses were skilled fighters, more so than we were. I wasn’t even sure how an Alpha would fair against one, but Alpha’s gained a power when they took such a position, becoming the strongest of the Pack. I wondered if gifted power could beat practiced, honed skill, that of a trained assassin. The training required for Hunters and Huntresses was beyond the training we did with the Pack, teaching our young to fight to defend themselves. Lawrence, our Alpha and Taylor’s dad, had trained his own two children himself. And they’d benefited from the one on one training with the Alpha. Taylor could hold her own easily when we’d sparred as teenagers, even occasionally beating us. 
 
    But now? I wondered how we’d fair. After the training she’d endured for the past two years as she worked to gain the title of Huntress. I knew she’d already killed rogues alongside Neema, and eventually, she’d be doing it on her own. 
 
    But the fiery woman had gotten herself into a bar fight recently, with none other than a Pack member of the Williamson Pack. 
 
    To think that the atrocious Richard Williamson wanted to claim her as his own made my blood boil. As it did my Pack brothers, Nathan and Scott. 
 
    Taylor was a free spirited, wild she-wolf, as fiery as those gorgeous flaming locks of hers. It was why we’d all fallen for her all those years ago. We all clamored to be the one win her affection, but she cared for all of us. And truth be told, we didn’t mind sharing when she asked us to. That was what a Pack did. But she would always be special to me. She’d chosen me to be her first despite how Nathan and Scott courted her. I was not as muscular or large as the other two men, but I could hold my own. I’d courted her gently, offering her flowers and art, but I was scared. She knew that I’d been Feral. That that was a part of me now. I feared I would hurt her, even when we only kissed. I could feel the wolf clawing for control, wanting to use its power to take her, claim her. To have my way with her.  
 
    And when we finally did break that seal, I couldn’t hold back. That Feral side of me broke out and I hurt her. I made her bleed.  
 
    She forgave me instantly despite how I broke down. I hated this other part of me, this piece that was more wolf than any of my Pack mates.  
 
    Taylor didn’t care. 
 
    She cherished this side of me, told me I was more in-tuned to what I really was. That I should not be ashamed of it. 
 
    Somehow, with her love, her laughter, and her gentleness with me, she taught me control. She loved me for all of me, and there was nothing I’d do to hurt her or break her heart ever again. 
 
    I swore that to myself. 
 
    But watching her as we entered the home we’d all grown up in, seeing the way she stood tall and strong against even the Alpha of the Pack, her chin jutting out defiantly as she demanded answers. It made me want her, right then. Right there. 
 
    She exuded power and grace, with movements that would make a werepanther jealous. And that firm ass in those dark blue jeans, the fiery curls that cascaded down her shoulders, those vibrant green eyes. 
 
    I needed her.  
 
    I was meant to wait, so we could all share her and welcome her home. Two years we’d only communicated with her by text and calls, unable to see her due to her busy schedule. Sometimes I wondered if it was really being busy, or fear that we’d draw her home. We were forbidden to go see her, but there was nothing stopping her from returning. 
 
    We all missed her, but I couldn’t hold myself back. 
 
    And when I tried to fight it, asking her questions and trying to make small talk, the need grew too strong. 
 
    Not that she fought me. 
 
    I moved us to my bedroom for privacy, desperate to feel her in the way I desired. 
 
    But Taylor would not be had by anyone. Certainly not me. She’d have me her way. 
 
    When she pulled out of my grip, I wanted to snatch her back, kiss her and have my way with her. To connect our bodies together the way we both desired. 
 
    She slipped out of her shirt, and I reached for her, the wolf snarling and demanding inside me. 
 
    But the sign for me to refrain, the way she held a finger up to me and shook her head ever so gently as she told me off, froze me. 
 
    I’d obey. I wouldn’t hurt her. If I wanted her, it would be by her terms, not by my wolf. 
 
    Those luscious lips and toned body, those lustful eyes and upturned nose, the way her body moved with fluidity that no other she-wolf could match. I needed her. 
 
    She teased me, stripping for me and not allowing me to touch myself despite the throbbing ache of my manhood. She demanded I strip for her, and take my time, much to my dismay.  
 
    But truth be told, I loved this. I loved the way she made me feel, the way she could control that wolf side of me and keep it at bay. I loved the absolute torture she was, because it made the release all that much more satisfying and perfect. 
 
    We made rough, animalism love right on my desk, denting the wall and giving in to our primal urges. 
 
    But it was worth every second of having her body melded against mine, writhing and gasping in pure bliss. 
 
      
 
    “Please stay,” I begged against her lips. 
 
    But I knew it was of no use. When she had her mind set, there was nothing I could do. 
 
    “I don’t want you to go,” I murmured, but I knew there was no stopping her. 
 
    “How about, we do something for you to remember me by?” she purred. 
 
    Despite my sorrow, my annoying cock twitched at her suggestion. 
 
    Of course she’d turn this to something else. It was the best way to avoid it. 
 
    “It’ll only make me miss you more,” I sighed, but I didn’t stop her as she clambered on my lap. 
 
    It was late afternoon, and the sun was setting, so no one else was around. 
 
    Thankfully. 
 
    She littered soft kisses along my neck, and I couldn’t stop how my body reacted to her. 
 
    Maybe I could convince her to stay by showing her what she’d lose from me. 
 
    I captured her mouth, biting her lip so she squeaked in surprise, before diving my tongue in. 
 
    She shuddered and pressed herself against me, and I trailed my hands down her sides to her bare legs. 
 
    I loved it when she wore skirts like today. It wasn’t normal attire for her, she was a jeans and tee kind of gal, but today was a warm one, and she’d opted for a black plaited skirt instead. 
 
    Fucking perfect. 
 
    I growled against her mouth as slid my hand up her skirt, pulling her lacy black panties aside. 
 
    She moaned into my mouth as I touched her, loving how wet she was growing. 
 
    “You won’t want to leave,” I growled as I broke the kiss, running my thumb over her clit and making her gasp. 
 
    I removed my hand despite her groan, and tugged her shirt off. 
 
    No one was around, and besides, sex was common practice with ‘wolves, including publicly. 
 
    She bit her lip as I tugged my shirt off as well, and then our naked torsos moved against each other as I claimed her mouth again. 
 
    My hands explored her bare skin, making quick work of her bra before I caressed and fondled them. 
 
    She moaned and quivered at my touches, and things became more needy as my inner wolf snarled. 
 
    I gritted my teeth as my eyesight enhanced, and I knew she could see the yellow of my eyes. 
 
    But she didn’t care. 
 
    “Take your pants off,” she breathed as she moved off my lap. 
 
    I was quick in tearing off my pants and briefs while she removed her panties, and the sudden aroma of her arousal hit me hard as I moaned and turned on her. 
 
    “Ah-ah,” she shook her head, and I groaned as I froze. Taylor always controlled these moments. 
 
    “Hands, I want you to get me off with your hands first,” she pursed her lips. 
 
    God, she was a fucking torture. But if that’d what she wanted. 
 
    It was hard to keep my hands human, my claws threatening to lengthen as my wolf clambered inside me. 
 
    But I wouldn’t hurt her, I’d keep it under control. 
 
    She sat on the tabletop while I perched on the bench between her legs. 
 
    My face was incredibly close to her nether regions, and I was tempted to duck down and taste her. 
 
    Tay lolled her head back with a moan, her breasts jutting up as I moved my hands between her legs. 
 
    “Use your mouth on my body,” she breathed, gasping as I slipped a finger inside her. 
 
    I used my other hand to pull her upright again, standing to get a better position as I kissed her belly and moved up to her breasts. 
 
    I nipped those perk little rosebuds, flicking my tongue against them as I slowly fingered her. 
 
    She kissed my neck, nibbling on my earlobe and then releasing a raspy moan as I slid a second digit inside her. 
 
    I used my thumb on her clit, swirling and rubbing it as I drove my two fingers in and out of her. 
 
    “Fuck,” she breathed, arching against me. 
 
    I growled, fighting the wolf inside me, not wanting to scratch inside her and cause her pain. 
 
    But God damn, I wanted to slam my dick inside her, take her hard right here. 
 
    “Finish… me,” she gasped, her hands dropping down to stroke my engorged length. 
 
    I wanted to finish her with my cock, but I knew that wasn’t what she meant. 
 
    I fingered her hard and fast, curling my fingers up to stroke her g-spot as I went. 
 
    She moaned and rocked against me, and I hissed as she bit down on my shoulder to muffle her cry. 
 
    Her body spasmed as her juices soaked my fingers, and I groaned in agony as her tight walls enveloped my fingers, convulsing. 
 
    She released my shoulder, breathing hard and chuckling as she drew back to stare at me with satisfied eyes. 
 
    “How do you want me?” she murmured. 
 
    My cock twinged at her husky voice, and I leaned in to kiss her. 
 
    She stopped me, and I growled as I bared my teeth. 
 
    “You’re going to fuck me hard and fast, right here, but you’re not going to finish until I do, got it?” she cocked her head at me. 
 
    Fucking gorgeous woman. 
 
    I nodded as I withdrew my wet hand from between her legs, and she took ahold of my wrist and guided my hand to my own length, allowing me to stroke her juices on my length. 
 
    Fuck, she was killing me with this. 
 
    And then she moved to the edge of the table, turning and posing her ass in the air as she rested her chest on the table top, using her shirt to soften the area. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” she smirked, shaking her ass. 
 
    I grunted as I stepped over the bench and rounded to her on the end of the table. 
 
    I couldn’t fucking wait to bury myself in her. 
 
    My claws dug into her hips as I slammed into her, loving how she gasped and moaned as her body rode up on the table. 
 
    And then we were joined in body, her gasping and saying my name as I pounded into her, driving deep inside her deliciously wet walls. She was so tight after her orgasm, something that only maddened me more. 
 
    “Me… first,” she gasped as I hammered into her. 
 
    Fuck.  
 
    I groaned, holding my own climax back. Which wasn’t easy considering how amazing she felt. 
 
    She gasped and arched up, her body bouncing against the table as I drove into her hard and deep. 
 
    “Faster!” 
 
    I obeyed, slamming into her, tugging her backwards so my balls wouldn’t hit the table. 
 
    No. I wanted to see her finish. 
 
    I pulled out, and she turned her head to snarl at me, but I just flipped her over onto her back before driving into her again. 
 
    “You will miss this,” I grunted as I pounded into her. 
 
    She lolled her head back, moaning as her legs wrapped around my waist as I bent over her. 
 
    “You will want me, always,” I snarled, lowering my head and biting down on her nipple. 
 
    It was the last thing she needed as i drove deep into her, her body arching and writhing beneath me. 
 
    I moaned as her walls tightened around me, massaging me with her own orgasm. I only had to thrust in once more before my own climax tore through me, and I threw my head back with a wolfish howl. 
 
    “I will miss this,” she breathed, her body heaving for air as she lay spent on the table. 
 
    “I don’t think we’re done here,” I managed to growl after a moment. 
 
    When I looked down at her, I could see the utter delight dancing in those emerald eyes. 
 
    I’d have her all night if I could. And she’d regret wanting to leave.
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    Jaye headed off after dinner, informing me quietly that he’d been inspired once more to paint. 
 
    He was more than content with leaving me alone with Nathan, who was watching me intently with interest. 
 
    “So, Tay, how’s it been?” he asked as he began tidying up the empty platters and stacking the dishwasher. 
 
    “Good, working and training, nothing new,” I shrugged as I rested my arms on the table, watching after him as my body ached again already. My boys had agreed to share me when I could no longer remain satisfied with one man. My love for them didn’t change in the slightest, but having all my needs met, it was perfect. 
 
    And then I’d left. 
 
    The desire in me now, after only have phone sex with the three of them for the past two years, it was overwhelming. 
 
    “Jesus, Tay,” Nathan grunted as he gripped the edge of the dishwasher, my sudden onset of new arousal hitting his senses. 
 
    “It’s been ages since I’ve seen all of you,” I sighed, the dull throb between my legs intensifying as Nathan eyed me under hooded lashes. 
 
    The scent of leather and sweat, horses and hay, it all permeated his skin, reminding me of his work as a rancher here. Many times I’d ridden with him, herding the cattle on horseback and patrolling the borders. All of our horses went through careful training to teach them to not be fearful of us wolves. A job that Nathan had taken over. 
 
    “I can see why Jaye couldn’t wait, he’s not been the most controlled around you,” Nathan said, his velvety smooth voice making me stand up. I wanted to kiss him, to taste those sweet lips of his, to feel his muscled body against mine. Goddamn, I was horny. It’d been two years since I’d tasted my boys, and now I was desperate to have them all back, to be with them, to make love with them. 
 
    I’d only had my hands and a toy I’d bout to satisfy my needs, and the phone sex with them. But nothing beat the feel of the real thing, the rush of the moment, the heat between our bodies. 
 
    Werewolves are easily aroused as it is, but being absent from the touch of them for so long, I’d almost been unfaithful to my boys several times. But I always managed to restrain myself. We weren’t labelling ourselves, but I loved them, and I would never hurt them by taking another. The relationship we shared was so strong and unique, and I wouldn’t dream of fracturing what we had. 
 
    “Jaye’s more controlled than you’d think,” I managed to say, my mouth dry as I recalled what he’d said. 
 
    “He’s come a long way since we were teens, but you make him crazy,” Nathan shook his head with a soft smile. He meant no harm in his words, I knew that, he cared for his Pack brother like one would a true brother. And he was right, I made Jaye more Feral in many ways, but I also helped control him. 
 
    I gave him a sultry smile as I glided over, intent to have him claim me right here in the kitchen. It was late, and the chance of someone coming in was slim. Only the Alpha and betas lived in the mansion now, all other Pack members lived in their own cottages or cabins on the ranch. The mansion was used for communal gatherings every Sunday and Wednesday night, and the children spent weekdays here in the classrooms down the hall.  
 
    “You are quite the sight for sore eyes,” Nathan said as he took my chin between his thumb and forefinger and scrutinized my face. He stroked my cheek, running his thumb across my lower lip as I gasped and drew in his sweet, country scent.  
 
    Nathan was the only one of three who had been born to my Pack, his parents living up in the mountains on our border as they cared for their three other children. Class was not mandatory, and they were teaching his siblings in their own way. 
 
    Nathan was my father’s right-hand man, having been raised as if he was one of the Alpha’s own, trained in all the things required of him to assist in aiding him to keep the ranch functioning. He was a skilled rider, competing in the nearby towns as a barrel racer and always bringing back prize money. He knew much about our livestock, who the best cows were and who would throw the best young. Our fortune was made off cattle farming initially, but now we had Pack members skilled in the way of investing, so we relied on their knowledge to grow the fortune to care for the Pack. 
 
    Oh, and that fortune? I’d been cut off when I left, hence the need to get a job. I hadn’t minded too much; it was my father’s way of trying to force me to come home. He forgot just how stubborn I was. 
 
    “I remember when we were younger, how we’d take to the hay barn to have our fun,” Nathan sighed as he kissed my jaw, trailing gentle fingers down my neck. 
 
    Oh yes, I remembered those sweet, passionate afternoons in the hay. Nathan was a different lover to Jaye. Jaye was all primal and animal, unlike his usual state, whereas Nathan was as sweet and gentle as he was normally. Sweet and gentle sounded good after the pounding I’d just taken. 
 
    Nathan captured my mouth with his, seeking entrance gently as he flicked his tongue across my bottom lip. I allowed him in as I wrapped my arms around his neck, savoring his sweet taste of berries and fruit. Despite being a ‘wolf, Nathan enjoyed his sweet fruits and berries, and I knew he had a true love for strawberries. 
 
    “I have something special in mind,” he growled as he pulled away, fighting the primitive urges inside him. 
 
    His tight jeans looked mighty uncomfortable now with the massive bulge in the front that only succeeded in making me throb and crave more. 
 
    “Take a shower and meet me in the barn, my love,” he murmured as he stepped forward and brushed his lips across mine gently. 
 
    I sighed, disappointed that I’d have to wait, but intrigued as to what the surprise would be. 
 
    “Don’t you start without me,” I said cheekily and he laughed, a cheery, vibrant sound that made me grin. 
 
    “Go,” he shoo’d me away, and I rolled my eyes as I tromped off to find my old bedroom with the bathroom next door.
  
 
    My bedroom had been left untouched, which surprised me. The bed was made, the paintings of wolves that Jaye had done for me hung on the walls, a horseshoe jewelry holder and coat rack hung on the wall, gifts from Nathan. He was also a welder, assisting in making many of the items requested for the cabins and cottages around the ranch. Carved wooden horses and wolves paraded along the top of my bookcase, gifts from Scott, one of our builders and woodworkers. 
 
    Everyone had a place in the Pack, a way to help out, even if it was just by helping school the young or work the ranch. Everyone but me, sure I was good with the kids, but I was impatient and couldn’t handle teaching them for long, working the cattle and land bored me, and I wasn’t artistic or capable with my hands as the builders. I was a fighter, through and through. I could wield a blade with such precision and my aim with a rifle or handgun proved to be on point. I’d hunted food for the Pack, but I craved more from life. 
 
    I had no real future here in the Pack, living a mundane country lifestyle. My father always told me I was ungrateful for not being happy with our way of life, but I always felt like there was more for me out there, some greater purpose for me. 
 
    I opened up my teak dresser to find my clothes still here, with no musty scent. Now that I looked closely, no dust lined the surfaces either. So one of the she-wolves who doubled as a cleaner was still keeping it in check. Every position in this Pack was equally cherished and required, no one was treated differently, whether it be Keith down by the river who handled everyone’s plumbing, or Bianca who enjoyed cleaning the mansion for my father. 
 
    I froze as I spied the picture frame of my mother, and a lump formed in my throat as I stared at her. 
 
    Fiery red hair and chocolate eyes, a beautiful woman holding her son and baby daughter as she smiled for the camera. My brother was no older than six, meaning I was only two, since we were four years apart. 
 
    It wouldn’t be until I turned ten that the wolf disease would claim her. A disease thought to have gone extinct among our kind. Those who carried ancient bloodlines were more prone, but she’d been the first to fall victim to it since my great-great-grandfather. A mad disease of the mind that crazed her, forcing on a final wolf shift. She’d attacked Pack mates, and by order of the Council and our laws, she had to be put down by a Huntress.  
 
    My Aunt had been the one to do it. My father’s sister. 
 
    My father hated me for wanting to become the thing that killed my mother. No matter how many times I reminded him that it was how it had to be, she’d gone rabid, claimed by the disease that gave our children nightmares. It was another reason I didn’t want to be a breeder. What if my children caught it, or I did myself? I wouldn’t want them to get hurt. My boys could defend themselves, but a child? I was just lucky that the disease had shown symptoms first, and my father wouldn’t allow her to be left alone with us. 
 
    She’d snapped at a Sunday communal dinner out on the lush grassy grounds of the mansion. There’d been screams and fear, blood and pain. We were just lucky my Aunt was there. No one else would put the Alpha’s mate down. No one else held the Authority apart from the Alpha and Huntress, and there was no way my father could put her down. 
 
    My brother and Nathan had whisked me away at my father’s request when my mother began shrieking, her body contorting with the most powerful and painful shift.  
 
    I didn’t have to watch as she was put down, something I was forever grateful for. 
 
    I sniffled, wiping harshly at the lone tear that had betrayed me. 
 
    I would protect those that needed it, I would become something more. I never hated my Aunt for what she did, I was grateful. I’d seen my mother lose herself over the days leading up to it, becoming nothing but a shell of herself. At the dinner beforehand, I remember asking her if I could join the Pack for their midnight runs on Sunday nights when I reached shifting age. Werewolves don’t shift until they hit puberty. Another fun thing thrown in amongst all the other teenage drama. 
 
    She’d just stared at me blankly, not hearing me as her eyes dulled. That’s when I knew she was gone. My mother had died already, and all that was left was a rabid wolf in her wake. 
 
    If it weren’t for my Aunt Neema, rushing out with a silver blade she always carried, many could have died. Quite a few had been hurt, no one willing to attack the Alpha’s mate even in self-defense. 
 
    I glanced back down at the open drawer of clothing in my dresser, forcing myself to pluck out some denim shorts and a black shirt. I yanked another drawer open and snatched out some underwear as I headed for the bathroom next door. 
 
    I shook the memories from my mind, letting the cool water wash away the sorrows that had come forth. I mentally checked my cycle, relaxing when I remembered that I was not in the window-frame to fall pregnant, at least, I was pretty sure I wasn’t, being away from my boys meant I rarely checked up on it now since I wasn’t having sex. My boys didn’t like to use condoms, and many times I had to go to the infirmary on the grounds for the morning after injection designed for werewolves. It was more common than humans would think possible, but werewolves were sexual, horny creatures, and some women weren’t ready, especially the horny teenagers, their bodies not yet equipped to carry a child. 
 
    Our bodies ran hotter than our human counterparts, and cool showers were normal, so was not wearing jackets and warm clothing in cool night air. 
 
    I scrubbed myself, taking my time to clean, knowing that despite how they shared me, Nathan had a fondness for sweeter things, and getting the majority of Jaye out from inside me would be beneficial for him. He loved to taste me, to touch me and kiss me like the sensual lover he was. 
 
    The thought of him delving between my legs heated me and I grumbled, trying to drive off my raging desire and hormones. If this was bad, wait until I went on heat. Now that was hectic. Most she-wolves withdrew to their homes with their mate when the time came, and we didn’t question it. 
 
    The young teen she-wolves were held at home as well, only their father allowed around them, as he would be unaffected by the change in his daughter. As for the rest of the Pack, well, control was not easy for ‘wolves when a female in heat was around. 
 
    My first few times in heat after the boys had accepted the notion to share me, hell, that had been fucking amazing. All of them clamoring to fuck me, desperate and needy, their warm bodies all around me, not caring that they were all there. 
 
    It was after that that my father found out about our interesting relationship, and he disapproved silently, unable to stop it. He may have been Alpha, but you don’t mingle in the sexual affairs of the Pack, even if it was your own daughter. Besides, he trusted the three, and knew they wouldn’t bring any harm to me, so he kept his disapproval to himself. Except for the looks he’d give me when he’d known I’d been with them all at once. It was one of confusion and interest, as if he’d never considered such a thing. But then the disapproval would take over and I’d ignore him and walk off. 
 
    I shut the shower off, content that I’d cleaned myself enough, the scent of lavender wafting from my skin from the homemade soaps that Bethany, one of the teen she-wolves, made. 
 
    I dried myself hastily, eager to find what awaited me at the barn. Nathan wanted to make our first time since I’d left a special one, and I couldn’t wait. 
 
    I tugged on my denim shorts and black shirt. I dried my hair which had gotten a bit wet despite having thrown it up in a ponytail to avoid the water, and I let it fall back down over my shoulders. 
 
    I tossed my dirty clothes in the basket and headed out, making sure to grab my boots as I headed back down the hall. 
 
    
Outside, the crisp night air filled my nostrils and I eyed the grounds of the mansion. Recently mowed and smelling of freshly cut grass, the scattered flowerbeds along the walls of the mansion and the odd carefully shaped shrubs along the footpaths that circled it were a sight I kinda missed. 
 
    The barbecuing area had a few of the males of the Pack hanging around as they shared some late night sausages and beer, giving me a wave as I headed past them. The stables were off behind the mansion to the left, and the barn was just past that. The horse fields were beyond the barn, past the horse corral. And then we had some woods that sectioned off the mansion from the cattle fields. If I continued straight down from the back of the mansion instead of turning left, I’d eventually hit the river, which you could just see through the trees on clear, sunny days. 
 
    I drew in the scents of the barn as I drew near, the scent of hay and horses, of leather and ‘wolves. 
 
    And Nathan. 
 
    I heaved the big white barn door open, my nostrils flaring as I eyed the stacks of hay and feed for the horses and cattle. 
 
    “Up here,” Nathan called from the top level. 
 
    I sniffed again, scenting the sweet berries. Dessert indeed. 
 
    I crossed the dusty, hay layered floor and gripped the old wooden ladder to the top level. The moonlight filtered through the open barn window above the barn door, and I pulled myself up, excitement and desire rushing through me as I caught the scent of his eagerness. 
 
    I couldn’t contain the grin as waves of tender love rolled over me as I reached the top, spying Nathan past a few hay bales. He was splayed out with his button-up shirt undone, revealing his chiseled chest and defined abs, his smooth, soft skin glowing in the gentle moonlight. He lay sprawled out on a red and blue checkered picnic blanket with a selection of berries sitting ready for me. And he’d positioned it all right before the large barn window, so we could look out over the horse fields under the soft glow of the moon and stars. 
 
    “This is so beautiful,” I breathed as I hesitantly joined him, wanting to capture this gorgeous moment and his thoughtfulness. 
 
    “I thought you deserved the best,” he murmured, his nostrils flared as he drew in my scent. “You smell even more delectable than before.” 
 
    “Lavender. I see Beth is still making all the soaps, she’s got quite a skill there,” I said as I joined him on the blanket, kicking off my boots and drawing my knees up in front of me. 
 
    “Figured you’d like dessert,” he said with a proud smile as he waved his hand over the selection set out on a platter. 
 
    “How could I resist,” I murmured as I plucked some blueberries from the platter and savored their sweetness. 
 
    “Here, let me,” he said as he sat up, catching my hand as I reached for more berries. 
 
    I raised an eyebrow but smiled as he chose some strawberries for me. 
 
    I allowed him to feed them to me, gently taking them from his fingers and making sure I dragged my lips slowly across them. 
 
    His eyes dilated, and even in the moonlight I could see the bulge in his pants. I preferred it this way, no harsh lights, only the moon lighting us. 
 
    “Are you worried about this Richard thing?” he asked as he looked out across the horse fields with a furrowed brow. There were a few horses grazing, many were sleeping, and some even lay down as they caught the much needed deep sleep. I could see the far field with our big paint stallion, his black and white coat standing out under the moon as he watched over his mares protectively. 
 
    “No, not really. My father will handle it, besides, surely I get some say in the matter,” I shrugged, unable to keep the underlying anger from my voice. Truth be told, I was pissed about the whole thing. The fact that that horrid old man wanted me. I knew how selfish he was. He made sure that he claimed almost all of his she-wolves when they went in heat, not allowing their mates to sire many children of their own. 
 
    He was a cruel Alpha, but his Pack obeyed him as that was what a Pack did, even if he was a disgusting pig. 
 
    But his Pack consisted of many fine werewolves, one of the strongest Packs in the area alongside our own. The Council would think a joining of the two would be a fit idea. But who would be Alpha then? My father could win against him, I didn’t doubt that, but if he took me as his true mate, then my father would lose his position when the Packs merged, as I was the firstborn female to my father. Richard would take the title, and my father would either have to follow him or be run out of the Pack. Or worse, depending on what Richard chose. 
 
    But my father was an Area Enforcer, surely he had some pull with the Council. 
 
    “I hope he can get this settled. I mean, a joining of the Packs would be beneficial to our kind, but not this way, not with what he’s proposing,” Nathan growled, his chest rumbling like a true wolf. 
 
    “He will,” I said, but my voice faltered. I hoped he would. He had to. But if he didn’t, surely there was something I could do? 
 
    “I can’t believe that I don’t get a say. I’ve created my own life, I’m training with Neema, I’ve got my own dreams and desires. I don’t want to to become some old idiot’s mate and breed with him,” I groaned as I lay back on the blanket. My hands itched to punch something, to vent my frustrations and anger. But something about being with Nathan always kept me in a calmer state. He was always so laid-back, so controlled and gentle. 
 
    “We won’t let him have you, this Pack would protect you against it. I’d protect you, Jaye, Scott and I, we’d never let that happen,” Nathan lay down beside me and cupped my cheek. 
 
    “The Council gets the final say. I could run away, but then I’d be hunted for fleeing the duty and laws of our Pack,” I murmured. I wanted to march right over there and smack that old ‘wolf in the face for even thinking he could do this. How dare he?  
 
    “Not even taking a mate could get rid of it either, otherwise I’d suggest that,” Nathan said, his voice pained and unsure. 
 
    “No, not after the proposal is made,” I agreed. The Council would rule the acquisition of a sudden mate to be against the proposal made. It would not be seen as a legitimate binding. 
 
    “I wonder if I could beat him in a fight,” I suddenly said. Could I, with all my new training, possibly beat the Alpha looking to claim me? Was that an option? A fight for the right? 
 
    “Maybe. Depends. As a wolf, you’d lose. Nothing against you, but he has the power of the Alpha,” Nathan gave me a sad, thin-lipped smile. He was right. The title of the Alpha was not just a title. It gave you the power of ten wolves, the strength of the true, first wolves, and the speed of them as well. 
 
    “But as man and woman, maybe I could,” I pondered. I’d learned how to defend myself in woman state, how to use a man’s brute force and strength against him, how to use my smaller size and flexibility to my advantage. 
 
    “Possibly,” Nathan shrugged. “But I’d not like you try that.” 
 
    “No,” I mumbled. Fighting an Alpha. Now that was never something to be done in vain. Many ‘wolves died when they got cocky and tried that. Many were run out of their Packs, and the Alpha’s rarely ever lost until they were old and withered, the power inside them no longer enough against those younger and more agile. 
 
    I may think of Richard as old, but he was not truly old, he still had vigor and life left in him. 
 
    “Hey, don’t sweat it, hun. Your father has this covered. For the weekend, you get to enjoy being home with us,” Nathan gave me a devilish smile as he dipped his head, his soft, sweet lips brushing mine. 
 
    “Right,” I breathed, drawing in his intoxicating aroma of horses and hay, leather and sweat. A true rancher. 
 
    He waited for me to make the move, pushing forward and kissing him, seeking entrance into his mouth. He moaned as he kissed me, exploring my mouth and battling my tongue as he pulled my shirt up and danced his fingertips across my belly. 
 
    His kiss was sweet and gentle, but I could feel the underlying desire and energy. The need that ran through his veins to mate. 
 
    He leaned over me, resting his body on mine carefully, holding himself up with one arm as he kissed me, his mouth growing hungry. 
 
    I ran my hands up his chest, tracing his smooth pecs and pinching the perk nipples gently. 
 
    He moaned, enjoying the sensations. His free hand trailed up under my shirt, and I raised myself up to allow him the movement required. He unclasped my bra with agile, experienced fingers and I lay back down, breaking the kiss as I tugged my top off. 
 
    “Now, aren’t we rushing things a wee bit,” he growled softly as he kissed beside my mouth, trailing soft, slow kisses down my jaw, then my neck. 
 
    “I can’t help that I want you,” I moaned as I swung one leg up over his hip, feeling the push of his arousal against my thigh, his tight jeans making it easier to feel. 
 
    He chuckled, the sweet sound reverberating against my collarbone as he kissed it gently. 
 
    “I want to take this slow, I want to enjoy you, and I want you to enjoy it too,” he breathed, his hot breath flushing my skin. The mix of cool air drifting in through the open window and his warm body against mine was heavenly, and I entwined my fingers in his hair as he moved to my chest. 
 
    I moved against him, throbbing and aching for him as he kissed my left breast. 
 
    “Steady,” he murmured, his voice still as smooth as hell despite his bulge against my thigh. 
 
    I moaned as he took my perk nipple in his mouth, suckling and flicking his tongue over the bud to draw soft mews from me. 
 
    He used his free hand to fondle my right breast, running his thumb over my nipple and kneading my breast gently. 
 
    I could feel the callouses on his fingers, he may look smooth and perfect all over, but his hands told the tale of years of ranch work. Of roping cattle and working horses. 
 
    I gasped as he nipped my nipple gently, and I wanted to rip his jeans off and have him now. 
 
    But I held back, savoring his gentle kisses as he switched breasts, giving them both equal attention. 
 
    I tugged at his shirt, desperate to have it off him so I could feel the muscles in his back, drag my nails across his skin. 
 
    He obeyed, allowing me to pull his shirt off before he dove down to claim my mouth once more, our naked torsos moving against one another. I dragged my hands down his beautifully tanned back, sun-kissed from the days spent outside when it was too hot and sweaty for a shirt. 
 
    He moaned as I slid a hand down to trace the top of his waistband, playing with the line of hair that trailed down from his belly button. 
 
    I unbuttoned his jeans and slid the zip down as he gave a relieved sigh.  
 
    “You need a bigger pair of jeans,” I said, my voice sultry and needy in his ear. 
 
    “You need these off,” he said, his voice finally raspy from desire as he undid my denim shorts and tugged them off, underwear and all. 
 
    I wanted him to pull his throbbing cock out and drive himself into me, claiming me and filling me fully. I wanted him - no, I needed him. 
 
    He caught my mouth again in a hot kiss, and I arched back, wrapping my legs around his waist and feeling the bulge in his briefs. He moved against me, the fabric rubbing me nicely and making me moan and tremble. 
 
    He dragged his lips from mine and littered frantic kisses down my neck once more. This time he didn’t stop at my breasts, although he did give them some loving on the way down. 
 
    I gasped as he spread my legs, the cool night air making me tremble as it brushed my wetness. 
 
    “Mmm, you smell so good,” Nathan moaned as he nuzzled my red tuft of hair. “So wet, so needy,” he said huskily. 
 
    I rolled my head back, running one hand through his hair as I gripped the picnic blanket in the other. 
 
    He kissed my inner thighs, his fingers caressing my skin as his mouth moved closer and closer.  
 
    And then he was tasting me, his tongue flicking out and dancing across my wet folds, diving between them to draw in my arousal. He moaned as he flicked his tongue over my clit, making me shudder and arch at the delicious touch. 
 
    He slipped a finger inside me, then two, and slowly swirled them inside me, stretching me as he kissed my clit, suckling and flicking his tongue against it. 
 
    I arched and trembled, fisting the blanket in one hand and refraining from pushing him against me with the other. I resolved to release him and grip the blanket as he worked his magic, moaning and gasping as he brought me closer and closer. 
 
    “Oh God, don’t stop,” I gasped, breathless as I arched and gritted my teeth, the pleasure and release almost upon me. 
 
    He flicked his tongue out again as he began to flick his fingers up, hitting my G-spot perfectly as he suckled my clit. 
 
    I writhed as the bliss washed over me and I cried out, not caring who heard me as my body quivered and shook with waves of pleasure. 
 
    Nathan lapped up the juices from my orgasm, savoring every drop of me as he removed his fingers from me and licked them clean. 
 
    “Jesus,” I gasped, closing my eyes as I savored the aftershocks. 
 
    “No, just me,” he chuckled and I managed a snigger. 
 
    “Now, that was just the first course of dessert,” he said as he crawled up my body. This time I could feel his throbbing arousal against me, he’d stripped off his jeans and briefs at some point whilst tending to me. 
 
    “What’s the next course?” I murmured, staring at him through hooded eyes. His soft speckling of stubble was the perfect look on him, and I managed to lift myself up to kiss his sweet lips, loving the taste of me on his lips. 
 
    “I’ll show you,” he murmured as he broke the kiss. 
 
    He gently eased me back so I was laying flat once more. 
 
    And then he had the berries in his hands, and I frowned at him. 
 
    “Just wait,” he said coyly as he began laying them out on me, starting at my neck and trailing them down my body. 
 
    I rolled my eyes with a soft smile but didn’t move as he lined them along the tops of each leg as well. 
 
    “You can’t move at all,” he said, and he waited for me to agree before he dove down. 
 
    He tickled my foot and I squealed, struggling to refrain from moving as he laughed. 
 
    “That’s mean,” I pouted, but he just kissed the top of my foot, his green eyes dark and hungry. 
 
    My breath hitched as he sucked the first berry off of my ankle, kissing and licking away the soft stain on my skin from the blueberry. He continued up my leg, an agonizing tease as he caressed my legs and kissed them, zigzagging between the pair to remove all the berries. And then he was at my thighs, and he ducked to taste me and I quivered, already throbbing and wanting more. 
 
    He growled gently into my folds, a sound that made me gasp as it vibrated against me. And then he moved on to the berries on my hips, kissing them as his fingers danced around my wetness. He slowly ascended, sucking the berries off me as I struggled not to squirm as his hands worked my clit and slit, building the desire and horniness in me. 
 
    He suckled my breasts after licking up the two small raspberries he’d planted on them, and he nipped each nipple gently, drawing soft squeaks from me.  
 
    Finally, he caught the final berry, a strawberry nestled against the center of my neck, and brought it up to my mouth with his teeth. 
 
    I took the offering and savored it, but it was hard to focus as his hands played with me, tapping and swirling against my clit as he slipped his fingers in and out of me rhythmically.  
 
    “Come for me again, Tay,” he groaned as he kissed my collarbone. 
 
    “Not until you’re… inside,” I gasped, his fingers drawing me closer. But I wanted him inside as well, I wanted to feel him within me, claiming me and joining us in body and flesh. 
 
    He grunted as he withdrew his fingers and sat up, pulling me up with me. He had his legs folded up under him, sitting as if he intended to pray, but there was no such intention as he lifted me up. I helped guide him into me as we sat before the open window overlooking the fields, the sensation of his thick length making me moan and shudder in delight. 
 
    “God, you’re so warm and tight,” he growled as he held me against him, his hot, ragged breaths brushing my skin and sending chills down my back. 
 
    I held his shoulders as I took over, riding him at my own pace, driving myself down on him with desperation as I reached for climax. 
 
    He grunted as he gripped my hip with one hand and held me against him with the other. He drove me down as well, begging to increase the speed, and I allowed him to as he thrust into me. 
 
    I threw my head back as I screamed and quivered, every muscle inside me contracting and bursting, the waves of hot, perfect pleasure rocking me to my core. 
 
    Nathan bit my neck to keep from crying out as he came, his hot seed exploding forth and filling me. 
 
    I closed my eyes as I drew in shaky breaths, gulping down the cool night air as Nathan held me tight, licking the bite on my neck gently. 
 
    “God, I missed this,” I managed to gasp between breaths. 
 
    “As did I,” Nathan sighed, his chest heaving against mine as he lazily kissed my neck, still high on his own climax. 
 
    I lolled against his arms like a rag doll, my body drained from the third orgasm tonight. He’d gotten two out of me with ease, and I was satisfied and content as I rolled my eyes over the fields. 
 
    A cool breeze reached us and I savored its pleasant touch on my clammy skin. The smell of sex and berries, of lavender and leather, all mingled together in a perfect concoction of scents. 
 
    Nathan lay me back on the picnic blanket as he pulled out of me, and I nestled into his arms as he lay beside me. 
 
    I could fall asleep right here, content and happy. 
 
    “Scott loves it when you’ve been had already,” Nathan murmured as he nuzzled my back. 
 
    Right. 
 
    I chuckled as I warmed at the thought. 
 
    I still had one final welcome home. 
 
    But to be honest, I needed a rest for a while. 
 
    “When’s he due back from patrol?” I asked as I closed my eyes. 
 
    “Not till closer to dawn, so you’ve got a few hours,” Nathan chuckled. 
 
    “Good, I just want to lay here with you, catch a rest, if you don’t mind,” I mumbled as I pulled the picnic blanket up to shelter myself from the cool night breeze blowing in. 
 
    “Of course, my sweet,” Nathan said, and I could feel his loving smile as he kissed my back gently and held me close. 
 
    I did miss this more than I thought. 
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    Nathan.

“So that’s what you really want to do?” I asked. 
 
    I sat with Tay on the wooden fence as we stared out at the horses. 
 
    “Yes. I want to become a true fighter, I want more meaning in life,” she said as she flicked her fiery curls over her shoulder. 
 
    “You know rogues are dangerous. That’ll be the main thing you hunt,” I said, running a frustrated hand through my hair. 
 
    Tay had been talking about considering being a Huntress, but I hadn’t thought she’d really go through with it. 
 
    I worried about her pursuing such a deadly job. 
 
    “That’s the point,” she rolled her eyes. “Rogues kill people and even our own. We need trained fighters to deal with them.” 
 
    “I still think you need to put more thought into this.” 
 
    “Why? I know what I want to do,” she growled. 
 
    “It’s dangerous, and not to mention you’ll be leaving everything behind, leaving us. How long will it take?” I gripped the wooden railing tight as I glared out at the horses. 
 
    Why would she want to leave? We made her life here perfect, we did everything to please her and keep her happy. Was it not enough? 
 
    “I don’t know, a year or more,” she shrugged. 
 
    “Your father won’t agree to it,” I stated. 
 
    “It’s not his call,” she said blatantly. 
 
    “What if he won’t allow us to visit you? He’ll hate that you want to become a Huntress,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll call, often. I might even visit too, don’t worry,” she reassured me. 
 
    “It’s not the same,” I murmured. 
 
    I wouldn’t be able to wake up beside her on occasion or make her breakfast. No more rolls in the hay like we enjoyed. 
 
    Her sweet, beautiful face would no longer brighten my day around the ranch, her melodic laughter gone from the mansion. 
 
    “Hey, how about we do something, take our minds off it. I’m not going anywhere just yet, we should make use of our time,” she purred, leaning over to kiss my cheek. 
 
    I couldn’t help the instant excitement despite my unhappiness with her choice. 
 
    She just had that special power over me. 
 
    I managed a small smile. 
 
    “Fine, but we’re not done talking about this, I’ll make you change your mind,” I growled as I slid off the fence and planted myself between her legs. 
 
    “Oh, no, of course not,” she grinned, “and we’ll see.” 
 
    I leaned up to kiss her as I pulled her off the fence. Her legs circled my waist, and I held her steady as I carried her to the barn. 
 
    A little bit of fun to relieve the tension sounded good. 
 
    But I couldn’t shake the feeling that this could be one of the last times I’d be with her for quite some time. 
 
    I’d make sure it counted. 
 
      
 
    Taylor looked as perfect as the day she left, her fiery curls bouncing on her shoulders, her fine, pale skin glowing in the streetlight as she came outside to investigate our presence after work. 
 
    I hated the news we’d received, the way a neighboring Pack Alpha wanted to claim her as his mate. We’d wanted to head over there, try to break through their borders and beat the man that dared to think he could have her. 
 
    But our Alpha kept us in check. He’d handle it, he just wanted us to keep an eye on her and protect her. He doubted the Alpha wouldn’t try to just take her, send men to her place of work to capture her for him. 
 
    Tay worked for a ‘wolf, whom we knew would protect her however he could. After all, he was a loner on the Alpha’s payroll, paid to keep his daughter safe. But we could never tell Tay that. She’d lose it. She liked her job, and she was good at it. She’d worked the bars in our big meeting room at the mansion on nights when the weather kept us from celebrating our communal gatherings outside, before she left, that is. She loved throwing together cocktails, serving up the beers and laughing with the well-meaning patrons. 
 
    The security feeds from ‘Wade’s Place’ were linked up to us, so we’d kept an eye on our fiery beauty, and that was also how we knew that some of Williamson’s Pack had scouted the building. They’d sent in outsiders, loners whom they paid to check out the building and report back. We knew thanks to our facial recognition programs, courtesy of Garth, one of our Pack mates who once worked for the police.  
 
    Tay was not pleased when we managed to get her into the Jeep with words meant to evoke her protective Pack instincts. She’d tried hard to leave the Pack behind, desperate to find her true place in the world. We tried to keep her from leaving us, offering to become her mates, but our traditional ways meant she could only take one of us, and she couldn’t do that. She loved us all. 
 
    When she first made the offer to us, all those years ago, we were stunned and perplexed at first, Jaye the most confused by her proposition. But it was obvious not one ‘wolf could satisfy her sexual needs. Always needy, always wanting, that was something we’d loved about her. 
 
    So after careful talking about it, how it would work, we came to an agreement. There would be times when we had her to ourselves, and times when we’d all have her. I thought it would be weird, claiming her alongside my two Pack mates, but when we first did it, there was no rivalry, only our love for her. It was then that I knew we could make it work. She loved all of us equally. 
 
    The drive back from her place of work to our ranch was tense, and she tried hard to get us to tell her the truth of what was going on. She would not be happy when she found out. 
 
    A ‘wolf trying to claim her as his own? That would piss her right off. She was wild and free, and she wouldn’t conform to such an outrageous offer. 
 
    I’d let her father handle that. 
 
    By the time we got there, we all wanted to avoid the fury that swirled off our sweet Taylor. We waited for the Alpha to dismiss us and then headed to the living room. Scott was called on his cell to head out on Patrol, which he reluctantly agreed to. He wanted to see Tay after she spoke with her father, help her relax and settle down. We all did. 
 
    I chose to head off to make her some dinner. She didn’t have a chance to eat after finishing her shift, and I was hungry as well. 
 
    She’d always loved my cooking. 
 
    By the time the food was ready, I was wondering where she was, but the doors pushed open as she and Jaye joined me. 
 
    The scent of sex and passion wafted in with them, and I rolled my eyes. So much for our plan of all sharing her at once. 
 
    But it didn’t anger me. I knew Jaye lacked control when it came to Tay. She had a special power over him, something the ‘wolf needed. Many saw only his soft side, the reader and artist, the boy who hid himself away. But those of us who’d been on patrol with him, those of us who’d raced through the woods in animal form with him, we knew the truth. It was no secret anymore that he’d been Feral at one stage, confined to his wolf body for nearly a year until Lawrence, the Alpha, found him and brought him into the pack. He’d struggled at first to stay more man than wolf in mind when he shifted, and that meant he failed to follow orders. He was unpredictable, but somehow Tay taught him control. 
 
    I joined them at the booth and we delved into the food, and it was hard for me to not get aroused at the scent of sex that wafted from Taylor. The thought of her naked and wanting, now that was an image I loved. 
 
    Thankfully, the Alpha came in and took me out into the hall as we discussed the need to keep her here. He was worried that Williamson might try to pull something, and he hated that the Council required him to go to them to deal with this matter. 
 
    I asked him if he thought he could handle it and get rid of it, but he just pursed his lips. There were too many things going against Tay, and too many good things that could benefit the Council with such a union. Too bad they didn’t know Tay and how stubborn and defiant she was. She’d make Richard’s life hell if he won, if she didn’t just take off. She’d be a fugitive then, breaking our laws and condemning herself. 
 
    We were both just as worried about how this could go, but he was intent to stop it. When he left me at the doors, I could only wonder how this would all play out. 
 
    We couldn’t let him have her.

I headed back inside and Jaye headed off, inspired to paint, probably from his hot and heavy session with Tay. She brought out the best in him, and I knew that it was because he could be himself around her when needed, quelling the wolf inside him so he could focus on the more man side of himself. 
 
    I cleaned up the dishes, asking Tay how things had been going. And then the scent of her arousal hit me hard, and I gripped the dishwasher, my hard-on pushing uncomfortably against my jeans. 
 
    Her sweet scent filled my nostrils, screaming at me to claim her. 
 
    I turned to look at her carefully, cursing inwardly. She was gorgeous, her red curls tumbling down her shoulders, her upturned nose flared as she scented me, her fingers dancing on the table in anticipation. She wouldn’t even know she was doing it, but I knew her too well. 
 
    It was a struggle for me to not walk over there and lift her onto the table and make sweet love to her. But I’d planned my time alone with her already. Something sweet to welcome her back. 
 
    Before I realized it, I was holding her face as she stood before me. I dragged my eyes over her features, taking in her high cheekbones, the deep emerald of her eyes that glittered underneath the overhead lights, the curls of red hair that touched her face. Fiery red, not that deep, blood dyed color. I stroked her cheek, running my thumb across her lower lip as she gasped, loving the way her lips parted, her eyes dilating at my touch. I wanted to kiss her, to taste her skin and undress her. 
 
    I kissed her jaw, trailing my fingers down her neck, wanting to feel her warmth. 
 
    I couldn’t hold off anymore as I claimed her mouth, prodding my tongue gently against her lips. She welcomed me in as she wrapped her arms around my neck, and I explored her mouth, deepening our kiss as I tasted the herb coated meats I’d just cooked for her. 
 
    I ran my hands down her back, wanting to pull her closer and move my body against hers, but I held back. No, I had something else in mind. 
 
    “I have something special in mind,” I growled as I managed to break the kiss and step away. If I kept kissing her, I’d need to have her now. Keeping my cool and not letting my instincts and desires take over was not easy. 
 
    I shifted uncomfortably in my jeans, wishing my erection down as Tay bit her lip and eyed my arousal with a smirk. She didn’t know how goddamn tempting she was. 
 
    I instructed her to meet me in the barn as I moved forward to give her a gentle kiss on the lips, reining in my sexual need to take her now. I wanted her clean and free from Jaye’s touch. I didn’t really care too much, but I wanted to taste her, all of her, and I wasn’t too thrilled about tasting him as well. 
 
    She sighed and looked let down at first, but then the excitement flashed across her eyes. I’d make this special for her. 
 
    Once she was out of the kitchen, I got to work gathering up the freshly picked berries from today and placing them on a platter. I’d already stowed a picnic blanket under the sink, and I collected it as I headed out the side kitchen door, intent to make her enjoy her time with me tonight.

I set up the picnic blanket on the top level in the barn, pushing the barn window open so we could overlook the horse fields. I snuck a few berries as I waited patiently, enjoying the sight of the horse fields doused in moonlight. They moved around slowly, some grazing, many sleeping. I spied my most recent mount for the barrel races in the nearby town grazing over by the tree line with his companion. My mount had been a bay horse with a white blaze down his face, and his companion was a grey mare that very few ‘wolves rode. She could be a piece of work at times, nothing like my eager-to-please gelding. Dasher and Violet. No idea where she’d gotten her name from, she’d been here since I was a child. Dasher had been bred from our paint stallion, but he didn’t carry his flashy colors so he was kept as a riding horse rather than being sold off. 
 
    I sprawled out on the picnic blanket, unbuttoning my shirt as a cool night breeze kissed my skin. 
 
    I waited with pent up excitement and eagerness. Tasting Taylor again after all this time, I couldn’t wait for it. To feel her warm body against mine, to explore her sweet, soft skin, to make her cry out in pleasure. 
 
    I groaned as my length pushed against my jeans once more. Just the thought was maddening. 
 
    And then I caught her scent as she pushed through the heavy barn door, and I called out to her to let her know where I was. 
 
    I waited patiently, and the sight of her in a denim shorts and an oversized black shirt only made me more needy for her. 
 
    She grinned as she saw me, her eyes rolling over me and taking in the setting I’d created just for her. I wanted her to feel special and loved tonight. 
 
    She walked over, her long, slender legs glowing in the faint lighting.  
 
    She carried with her the scent of the forest and fields of lavender, and if I closed my eyes, I could picture her dancing amongst the purple fields down past the cattle fields. 
 
    She kicked off her boots, a defining piece of her everyday wear, those old, black ankle-high boots she always wore. But then she pulled her legs up before her and hugged her knees, watching me with keen interest. 
 
    I showed off the berry platter I’d made up for her. 
 
    She tossed a few of the blueberries back. She’d always been fond of the blueberries, many times I’d caught her when we were teenagers in the kitchen, her mouth stained with blue as she stole some from the fridge. Many times we’d gone down to the berry fields and strewn a picnic down, making sweet love between the berry shrubs followed by a feast on them. 
 
    I took over as I caught her hand when she reached for more. I loved tending to her, feeding her as I would my mate. If I were to take a mate, I wanted it to be her. But it wasn’t possible, our ways did not include multiple mates, and I worried what our traditional Pack would think of such an attempt. 
 
    She raised an eyebrow at me as I selected some strawberries for her. I’d always adored their sweetness, and I wanted to taste them upon her lips as I kissed her. 
 
    I fed her slowly, my body throbbing and aching for her as she dragged her lips across my fingers each time she took a berry from me. 
 
    We spoke about Richard’s proposition, and I could sense her nervousness about it. I could feel her need to fight back, to prove she was more than just a prize. She was so much more than she realized. Those emerald eyes were dark as she contemplated what lay in wait, and the sudden need to protect her, to keep her safe, washed over me. 
 
    I promised to protect her alongside my two Pack mates as I lay down beside her and cupped her cheek, searching her eyes for the fire I knew lay there. It flickered and glowed before me, defiant to the end. She would never be his, no matter the ruling. I knew that right here and now, and it made my stomach twist. 
 
    We spoke about the issues surrounding this proposition, and the inability to get rid of it. We could only hope Lawrence could handle the situation. 
 
    I wished I hadn’t brought the topic up as her eyes stormed while she mulled it all over. I wanted her to enjoy tonight, to feel bliss and love, to savor the moment. 
 
    I brushed my lips against hers, asking permission to deepen it. Taylor was a sexual being, but if she didn’t want it, I wouldn’t force myself upon her. 
 
    She moved forward, catching my mouth in a hungry kiss. I moaned, feeling the heat radiating off her body, the scent of our arousals emanating from our bodies and dancing in my nostrils like the scent of a cool sea breeze. 
 
    I pulled up her shirt and traced the muscles in her belly. She’d always been toned since we were young, but I could feel the newfound strength and power in her body since she’d been training. She had grown far stronger, but the needs and desires she’d had before were still as fiery as ever. 
 
    And I wanted her, needed to taste her as I covered her body with my own, holding myself up with one arm as I kissed her passionately, our tongues battling one another as I tasted the strawberries and blueberries she’d eaten. So sweet and perfect. 
 
    She ran her hands up my chest, her soft, gentle fingers touching my skin and sending sparks through me. And then she gently pinched my nipples and I moaned, enjoying the sensations. Something she’d learned a long time ago that I loved. Now she took advantage of it, my body desperate for more of her sweet touches. 
 
    When I began sliding my hand around her back, she arched up, giving me the space I needed to adeptly unclasp her bra with one hand. I’d mastered the art form of it over the years of making love to her, loving the sight of her supple breasts. 
 
    I couldn’t help but grind into her once, then twice, loving the feel of it as she arched up into me. 
 
    Things escalated from there, and we made, sweet, orgasmic love overlooking the horse fields. 
 
    I worshipped her delicious pussy until I’d made her gasp and moan in utter delight and pleasure, before finally allowing myself inside her. 
 
    I brought her to a second incredible orgasm with me, and then we both cuddled into the blanket, our bodies entwined in the moonlight. 
 
    Having her home again meant the world to me. We had to find a way to make her stay. I couldn’t go without her again. I wouldn’t. 
 
      
 
    “Why would you want to leave us?” I murmured as I lay down on the hay, using my shirt beneath her to give her more comfort. 
 
    “Nathan,” she groaned. “It’s not that I want to leave you guys, I want to do more with my life.” 
 
    “Can’t you do that here?” I pouted, and she just smiled up at me as she held her arms open. 
 
    She was already down to just her underwear, and I rolled my eyes over those perk little breasts as she beckoned for me to win her. 
 
    I wore only a pair of grey briefs, and I knelt down, cocking my head at her. 
 
    “Let’s just enjoy this,” she murmured, and I drew in her delectable needy scent. 
 
    “Hard to enjoy it fully when it could be one of the last times,” I admitted. 
 
    “You’re talking as if I’m going off to war and never coming back,” she sighed. 
 
    “Hunting rogues is close enough,” I muttered. 
 
    “I won’t be hunting them right away, and when I do, I won’t be alone. Neema will help me while she trains me. You trust her, don’t you?” 
 
    I frowned down at her, hovering over her on all fours. Of course I trusted her Aunt. she’d more than earned it. She was a renowned Huntress. But I still didn’t have to like it. 
 
    “See?” she poked her tongue out. “Even you can’t deny she’ll take care of me.” 
 
    “I’d rather you not be in that situation,” I murmured. 
 
    “God, just shut up,” Tay groaned, pushing herself up to kiss me. 
 
    Fine. If she wanted to put this conversation on hold, then so be it. We still had time to sort through this. I’m sure I could get Jaye and Scott to back me. With the three of us, we should be able to keep her here. Where she belonged.  
 
    I sunk down, our legs entwining as our naked chests pressed together. Her perk little nipples pushed into me, and I rubbed against her, loving how she shivered in delight as we deepened our kiss. 
 
    “Do you love me?” she breathed as we broke apart. 
 
    “Yes,” I murmured, ducking my head to nip her neck softly as i ground my hard length into her thigh. 
 
    Damn, how good it’d feel to finally be inside her. 
 
    “Then let me do this. I’ll still love you, and I’ll come back. I just need to do this, for myself,” she said, a moan catching on the end as I moved to grind into her panties instead. 
 
    I hated how she said that. Of course I loved her and wanted her to be happy, but surely she could be happy here. Why’d she need to leave? And why was she still so intent on being a Huntress? She’d spoken of it often over the years, but I always hoped it’d go away. 
 
    “I don’t want to let you go,” I said huskily as I slid down her body. 
 
    She moaned as I licked her nipples, suckling on them and pulling them gently. Then I continued downward, kissing along her naval before finally settling on the edge of the panties. I slipped them off, slowly and teasingly as she splayed her arms out. 
 
    Her hot arousal filled my nostrils, and I dove down to taste her. 
 
    Her soft mews made my cock throb hard, and I reached one hand down to work my briefs off, exposing my manhood. 
 
    I nuzzled her clit, sliding my tongue as far inside her as I could, loving the exotic taste of her juices. So wet and needy, so tangy but sweet. I loved the way she tasted, unlike anything else before. 
 
    I suckled her clit, her moans growing louder as I used one hand to slip a finger inside her. 
 
    I was glad it was mid-afternoon, no one would be around the barn until later for feed time. We’d have a fair while to ourselves if all went to plan. 
 
    I caressed her g-spot, and a glance up offered me a perfect view of those erect nipples and perk breasts as she arched up. 
 
    I worked her slit with expert hands, and it didn’t take long for her to be tossing and arching, crying out as her climax flooded my my mouth. I happily drank it up, and then I moved up to hover over her once more. 
 
    “Let’s do this again, but this time, you’ll do me too,” I suggested. 
 
    She nodded eagerly despite still getting over the waves of bliss as she quivered. 
 
    I turned and positioned myself so that we were in the sixty-nine position. 
 
    Her warm mouth enveloped my length and I cursed, catching my breath as her soft fingers worked my balls. Her tongue twirled around my length, stroking it and flicking the tip gently. 
 
    I’d be lucky if I lasted long enough to give her a second orgasm. 
 
    No. I’d make myself last. 
 
    I licked her clit, loving how her body shuddered at the sensation. My fingers got to work as I focused my mouth on her clit, suckling and licking it, changing up my speeds as she gasped and moaned around my cock. I moaned and struggled not to thrust into her face, and her fingers crept to the sensitive spot behind my balls but before my ass. 
 
    She stroked me there, and I couldn’t help but work faster at her, desperate for her finish so I could cum. 
 
    Her soft moans filled the barn as her body tensed up, and I switched my mouth to her slit and used my thumb on her clit, desperate to taste her second climax. 
 
    She bobbed her head on my length fast, her hot mouth feeling amazing as she ran her tongue along the bottom of my shaft. 
 
    She cried out as she came, her mouth opening up as my cock sunk deeper inside. 
 
    The sensation of it slipping down her throat was all I needed as I came, her hands gripping her thighs as I tossed my head back. 
 
    She choked, and I quickly rolled off her as she she sat up. 
 
    I lay dazed as I looked at her while she swallowed me down, and then she joined me, sliding into my arms so that I spooned her. 
 
    “Next time, try not to choke me,” she chuckled. 
 
    “sorry,” I managed to smile as I nuzzled her back. 
 
    “You’re lucky my gag reflex is pretty shit,” she snorted. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll make it up to you. How’s roast lamb sound?” I offered. I would happily make her dinner. 
 
    “Will there be sex on the side?” she murmured. 
 
    “Of course,” I laughed, holding her tight as my length grew again. “But, how about we jump to desert now, this time, I won’t choke you.” 
 
    She moaned as she pushed her ass into me, and I reached forward to slip a hand between her legs. 
 
    I guided myself into her in this position, and then I massaged her clit as we began another round. 
 
    I’d miss this  if she left. And not just the sex, but all the talks and laughter, the movie nights, the meals we shared. 
 
    I’d hate not having her, I’d feel like a part of me was lost. 
 
    But for now, I’d enjoy making love to her. 
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    I awoke with a start as a rush of cool early morning air flooded through the open barn window. It took me a moment to realize Nathan was gently saying my name. 
 
    “Mmm?” I mumbled sleepily. With the shifts I worked, I usually slept in to eight or nine in the morning. A glance out the open barn window informed me it was not even dawn, the sky going shades of grey as the sun considered peeking over the horizon. 
 
    “I need to get to work, sweets. I can take you back to your room?” he offered, his warm breath washing over my cheek and making me smile groggily. 
 
    “I’ve got my own legs, I’ll head back when I’m ready,” I mumbled, pulling the picnic blanket up under my chin. 
 
    “You might not want to stay here, hun, the boys will be here to start feeding the horses,” Nathan reminded me. 
 
    I groaned as I tried to cling to the comfort of sleep that was fading away.  
 
    “Here, let me,” he murmured, his strong, warm arms sliding under my body. I didn’t protest as he lifted me up bridal style with the picnic blanket still wrapped around me. 
 
    He’d gotten dressed at some point, and I blinked and stared at him through hooded eyes as I contemplated falling back asleep in his arms. 
 
    Then I was grinning stupidly as he leaped out the barn window, landing gracefully with me still in his arms. 
 
    Show off. 
 
    “C’mon, let’s get you back to bed. You must be tired,” he murmured, and I nuzzled into his chest in agreement, loving the scent of both of us mingled into his plaid button-up shirt. 
 
    I spied the odd Pack mate wandering past us as the ranch slowly came to life in the early hours of the morning. A fog had settled on the lower fields near the water, and I drew in the crisp, morning air. 
 
    Before I had a chance to register the sweet walk back from the barn in Nathan’s arms, I was being tucked into my bed, the sheets cold and empty as Nathan made sure I was nestled under the blankets. I wanted him to lie beside me and hold me again, to fight off the coolness of the sheets. But he had work to do, and with a gentle kiss on my forehead, he left me to succumb back to sleep, delicious scenes of my boys filling my dreams.

I awoke quite sweetly, feeling the presence of someone in my room. But it was comforting, and I smiled as the bed shifted under a weight and arms slipped under me to hold me against a solid, large chest. 
 
    “I missed you,” Scott murmured, the scent of the forest and wood shavings filling my nostrils. 
 
    “I missed you too,” I mumbled, still not quite awake but enjoying his warmth. His large, tree trunk arms were wrapped around me as he nuzzled my back and kissed my neck softly. 
 
    Scott was the largest of my boys, in more ways than one. His huge hands encased mine as he held me close, his warm, muscular chest pressed against me as his legs wrapped in mine. He was built like a lumberjack, funnily enough, considering his prowess at woodworking and building.  
 
    I turned in his arms, sighing at the sight of him snuggled into my bed, shirtless already. 
 
    It took me a moment to realize I was stark naked after my night with Nathan. Where had my clothes ended up? A quick glance to the foot of the bed revealed my clothes from last night hung over the end, and I already knew Nathan had left my boots on the floor without looking. 
 
    “I was excited to hear you were coming home, it’s a shame as to why though,” Scott sighed as he cupped my face, his calloused thumb running over my lower lip and sending a tingle through my body. Those deep, chocolate eyes soaked me up, delving into my very soul as he stared at me lovingly. 
 
    “Yes,” I breathed. 
 
    “Nathan and Jaye have already had you, I wasn’t too thrilled when I got sent on patrol as soon as you returned,” he pouted. 
 
    I stroked his bushy beard, loving the grisly feel of it beneath my fingers. 
 
    “I’ve been waiting for you to come back,” I said softly as I took in his darker eyebrows as they knitted together. His cropped blond hair was a new look, normally it was longer and slicked back to add to the lumberjack look he sought. Well, I could only assume he sought it, he pulled it off so well.  
 
    I nudged forward, pushing my body against him, my gentler curves merging with his harder angles. I could feel his solid, thick belly against mine, that of a professional wrestler if you were after a comparison.  
 
    “How was the patrol?” I asked, drawing in his musky, forest scent. The aroma of all kinds of wood relaxed and excited me. 
 
    “Good, I got stuck at one of the bottom gates, manning it for a while. I made you a welcome home gift,” he grinned as he reached behind him to pluck something from the bedside table. 
 
    His expression turned to pride as he held the wooden wolf out to me. But what captured my breath was the perfect coloration. Carved from some sort of red wood, it replicated my own red-brown fur that I sprouted when I shifted. And this carved wolf was posed, caught mid howl. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” I gasped as I accepted the perfect piece of woodwork from him. I turned the wolf over in my hands, taking in the finer details of the fur, the closed eyes and snout. 
 
    “Thanks, I figured you could use another one for your collection,” he rumbled with a deep chuckle, and the sound excited and calmed me all at once. 
 
    Scott had always had that effect on me. The bulky werewolf was caring and sweet despite his appearance, and I adored his softer side. 
 
    “None of us have been the same without you. Jaye hasn’t been drawing or painting as much, Nathan spends some afternoons off alone in the horse fields, and I can’t stand to be around the other couples and mates at the communal gatherings,” he sighed as he stroked my face. 
 
    I reached over him to rest the wolf back down on the bedside table, and Scott took the chance to flick his tongue out and run it over my bare nipple as I leaned over him. I giggled and swatted him as I lay back down in his arms, but he’d sent the heat down between my legs. 
 
    “I’m sorry, you must be tired. Coming home, after we’ve all only been able to see you over the phone, only experience phone sex and our hands, it’s hard to not think about it,” he sighed. 
 
    “It’s okay, I’ve missed all of you, I’ve missed being with you,” I purred as I ran a hand down his rock-hard chest, my fingers tracing the patch of blond hair on his chest.  
 
    He rumbled with a soft growl as my fingers explored his chest, missing the feel of his strong, powerful body. I could feel his excitement at my return pressed against my inner thigh through the material of his boxers, and I smiled seductively as I leaned up to kiss him.  
 
    Scott sighed as I kissed him, his beard tickling my chin as he deepened the tender kiss, gently kissing me as a heavy hand ran down my back to cup my ass. I moaned as his other hand reached up to caress my breast, giving my left nipple a soft pinch. The sweet spot between my legs ignited at this, and I ground against him, enjoying how all he wore was a pair of boxers. Someone had been frisky when he’d climbed into my bed, even if he didn’t make it clear right away. 
 
    He kneaded my breast in his hand as he kissed me, passionate and hungry, but gentle. The hand cupping my ass cheek squeezed, and I let out a sweet moan as I held his face in place as I gave in to my growing lust. I kissed him hard, the deep growl inside him rumbling through my body as he yanked his boxers down. 
 
    The feel of his thick, long length against my thigh made me quiver in anticipation.  
 
    “Tell me, Tay, did you miss fucking us?” he growled as he nibbled my earlobe, his deep voice making my inside squirm in joy. 
 
    “God yes,” I moaned as his hand swept down from my breast to dive between my legs. He flipped us over so that I lay beneath him, and I gasped as his thick finger slid inside me. I tightened around his finger involuntarily, drawing a deep, animalistic growl of lust from his throat as he nuzzled my breast. 
 
    He showered them in kisses and suckled my nipples, nipping them as he stroked my clit with his thumb. 
 
    I rocked against him, thrusting against his hand in sheer delight as the lust and desire built inside me. 
 
    And then I was left wanting as he moved away, and I whimpered when he stood up beside the bed and cocked his head at me. 
 
    “Run with me, dawn has only just come, I want to take you down by the river,” his deep, rumbling voice rocked me, and my body twinged at his words. 
 
    No sooner had he said the words then I was after him. He barreled out of my room and into the hall, not caring as he laughed and dashed past one of the other pack she-wolves who was tidying up the mansion. 
 
    I darted after him, twirling to wave at the she-wolf, Bianca, who grinned and shook her head at our behavior before I continued after him. 
 
    Once we burst through the side doors in the kitchen, Scott shifted, his body morphing and sprouting fur as his nose elongated into a snout. 
 
    The large grey-brown wolf shot towards the woods and I tore after him, flinging myself forward as my body underwent the same change. The wave of heat and gentle pain as my body cracked and shifted, the red-brown fur exploding forth from my skin, my legs changing and paws replacing my feet and hands. 
 
    I yipped as I bolted after the grey wolf, quickly catching up on all four legs and shooting past him like an arrow. He howled after me in delight, and we weaved back and forth, snapping playfully with our tails held high. I knew that in this state he could smell my desire for him, my need, and more than once he barreled into me and jammed his snout into my butt, drawing in my scent as we dashed down to the river. 
 
    Scott and I had mated more than once in wolf state, not something our kind often did, but I loved it. Today though, he had other plans it seemed as we came upon the river in a sloped clearing. A soft fog was sitting over the water, and the sounds of early morning birds and insects filled the air. 
 
    I spun around as Scott leaped after me, his body shifting back to that of a man as we reached the riverside.  
 
    I followed suite, morphing back into a woman as he pulled me into his arms, lifting me high off the ground as he kissed me. 
 
    “I always love running with you,” he chuckled as he set me down on the ground again. His engorged shaft was standing to attention, jamming into my hip as we stood with our bodies pressed against one another. 
 
    “So do I,” I giggled as he twirled me around, the fresh morning air washing over my skin and causing gooseflesh to rise.  
 
    “So, how is your training coming along?” he asked as he kissed my neck.  
 
    I knew his mind was on other things, but he wanted to try to have some kind of conversation before we made love. Not that my mind was able to focus as the scent of his male arousal and musky, wild scent obscured my senses. 
 
    “Good,” I moaned as he dove to kiss and nip my nipple once more. 
 
    “Show me,” he growled as he pulled away. 
 
    I grinned stupidly at him, taking in his fighting stance, stark naked with his erection pointed out. He looked utterly ridiculous, but the smirk on his face made me raise an eyebrow as I took up a stance. 
 
    “I beat you, we do it as wolves,” he said, his low voice dripping with excitement and desire. 
 
    “I win, we do it my way,” I grinned. 
 
    He nodded with a smirk, and I shot forward. 
 
    He blocked my high kick, but I was not holding back on the strength side of things, and my Alpha blood made him stumble to the side with a shocked look. It turned to a sly grin as he shook himself and readied himself again. 
 
    My mind shot to Richard, how he wanted to claim me for his own, to steal me away from my boys and become Alpha of the two Packs when they became one. I was the daughter of the Alpha, therefore taking me as his mate would allow him to usurp my father from his position. 
 
    I would never allow that. 
 
    I launched at Scott again, determined to prove to myself that I could take on Scott, and therefore Richard, if it came to it. 
 
    I kicked and punched, knocking him off balance with my barrage of attacks, all the while his erection danced before me as he stumbled from my blows. 
 
    “Fight back!” I snarled as I launched a heavy blow at his shoulder. 
 
    His cocky grin lit up his face as he caught my wrist and used my attack to pull me forward, flipping me onto the ground and straddling me. 
 
    I snarled as I flipped us over, pinning him down and holding a hand to his throat, taking pride in his dazed and stunned expression. 
 
    “Damn, you’ve grown strong,” he murmured as I held his throat, not tight enough to cut off his breathing, but enough to make his voice raspy and strained. 
 
    “I won’t let Richard take me,” I growled, a fury filling me at the thought. Surely my father could use his diplomatic skills to make this go away. 
 
    “I can see that,” Scott coughed, and I released him as he drew in a few shaky breaths before grinning up at me. “I underestimated you.” 
 
    “Guess you won’t do that again,” I smirked as I glanced down at his hard cock that prodded my abdomen. 
 
    “No,” he agreed, but his gruff voice drew my eyes back to his heated gaze. 
 
    “I won,” I said with my chin up. 
 
    “That you did,” he sighed, but his disappointment was overcome by curiosity. “How are we doing this then?” 
 
    I chuckled at his sheepish smile, loving the way he could make me laugh, the way he joked around. It made my life more fun having him be a part of it. 
 
    I scrunched up my face in thought, pretending I was contemplating how to proceed as my body ached for him yet again, my anger with Richard momentarily forgotten as his erection jabbed me gently. 
 
    I was already wet and needy, and this short lived spar had only made me more animalistic. 
 
    I rolled off him and got to all fours, waggling my butt at him. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me hard and fast, prove to me that you missed me,” I said slyly. 
 
    He grunted as he sat up, his nostrils flaring as he caught the scent of my arousal once more. 
 
    He didn’t hesitate as he clambered over and positioned himself behind me. 
 
    I sighed as the tip of his length prodded my wet entrance, testing my readiness for him. My walls opened up in anticipation as I arched my back, and he growled deeply as he thrust hard into me, drawing a soft yelp from me. 
 
    He didn’t stop as he filled me up, his length pounding into me as he gripped my hips, driving me back against him with ferocious force. It felt like his cock was hitting my womb, but the sensations was a mix of pleasure and pain as it built up inside me. 
 
    I moaned and gasped as he rammed into me, cursing as his thick length stroked my walls with hard and fast motions. 
 
    “Faster!” I gasped, the pleasure coiling inside me, ripples of energy pulsing through me, making my body jerk and writhe against him. 
 
    “Fuck,” he groaned as he sped up, my hands clutching at the soft grass as I glanced out over the river, the morning sun showering it in beams of beautiful sunlight. 
 
    My orgasm exploded forth as I cried out in pleasure, my body tingling and rippling as Scott thrust into me once more before he, too, came, filling me with his hot seed. 
 
    He sagged against me, cupping my breasts and littering groggy, sloppy kisses across my back as he savored his release. 
 
    I collapsed to the earth, sighing in contentment as the waves of euphoria lapped at me. Scott joined me, our bodies sprawled out side by side on the soft grass, the sound of the trickling water relaxing me even more. 
 
    “You really think it could come to such a thing with Richard?” Scott asked after a few moments. 
 
    “If my father can’t handle this diplomatically, then I will fight for my own rights. I will not let him have me, I won’t just roll over and give up,” I growled. I decided that right now. Even if it was dangerous. I knew he was an Alpha, but I wouldn’t let him claim me if it came down to it. I’d chosen my partners. And if I could have it my way, they’d all become my mates one day. Although I doubted our Pack would be so happy to bend the traditions just for me.

Scott and I shifted back to wolves to return to the mansion, and we snuck inside to gather our clothes from my room. 
 
    “Let me get some breakfast for you, pancakes sound good?” Scott asked as he pulled on his jeans and plaid long-sleeved shirt. 
 
    My stomach growled at the thought of his sweet pancakes. Nathan was a fabulous cook all round, but Scott sure did give him a run for his money in the sweeter department. He could make a mean cheesecake, and his brownies were heavenly. 
 
    “They sound wonderful,” I sighed as I stood up on tiptoes to give him a peck on the lips. 
 
    He chuckled as he kissed me back, his big arms wrapping around me and lifting me up. 
 
    “Won’t be too long, see if Jaye is still around, he can join us. He has an art exhibit coming up, so I’m sure he’s busy painting,” Scott said as he set me back down. 
 
    I nodded and followed him down out into the hall, breaking off when I reached Jaye’s room a few doors down. I watched after Scott with his hulking body, his broad shoulders and towering form making me smile softly. 
 
    I rasped my knuckles on Jaye’s door, and he called out for me to enter. Before I even finished opening the door, the scent of acrylic paints hit me and I wiggled my nose at the smell. 
 
    Jaye stood before his easel, his shirtless as he slowly painted, taking his sweet time. 
 
    “What are you working on?” I asked as I strode over and plopped down on his bed. I peered past him, getting an easy look at the canvas from this angle. The sight made me catch my breath. 
 
    Jaye turned to me and gave me an adoring smile as he rolled his eyes over my form. I’d changed into some denim shorts, the same ones from last night, and a forest green singlet today with spaghetti straps. 
 
    The painting was exquisite, a naked woman standing before a dark lake as she stared up at the full moon above her. The forest that rimmed the lake was still a work in progress, but the fiery red curls that tumbled down the woman’s back, the way her curves and muscles were painted so delicately, the shadows across her skin carefully thought it. 
 
    Jaye had painted me. A stunningly beautiful scene with me as the centerpiece. 
 
    “Do you like it?” he asked as he continued working on the tree line with deep browns and greens, muddled with black. 
 
    “Yes,” I breathed, amazed at his ability yet again. 
 
    “Good,” he murmured as he slowly worked, and I watched quietly as he finished off some touches on the water of the lake. 
 
    I watched him paint quietly, the only sound was his paint brush dragging over the canvas, mesmerizing me. Many times I’d watched him paint, sometimes he took the easel outside and set it up facing the river as he worked, other times I watched him paint in here, but every time I was in awe of his skill, his delicate work with the brush. It was something truly beautiful, seeing the concentration but serene look on his face as he worked on his masterpieces. Wolves were a common theme among his paintings, and I spied the soft flecks of white on the far shore of the lake, the soft forms of three wolves partially painted. 
 
    Our stallion, Camanche, had a massive painting out in our grand lounge above the fireplace, painted as he reared up, his mane floating out behind him in an unseen wind as the sun filtered through it. 
 
    It was a piece we all cherished and had taken Jaye quite some time to perfect and complete. 
 
    “Scott’s making pancakes for us if you’re interested?” I said, suddenly remembering why I’d come in. 
 
    “Does sound good,” he murmured as he cocked his head at the painting, his paintbrush poised over it. 
 
    I watched him dapple some moonlight along the branches of the pines, his movements so careful and precise. 
 
    “Did you have fun last night?” Jaye asked, and I could hear the soft smile in his voice. 
 
    “Yes, they took care of me,” I answered. 
 
    “Good, I’m glad. We have something nice planned later, we were going to do it last night, but things didn’t go to plan,” he chuckled. 
 
    He set his paint tray down and stuck his brush in a glass of murky water as he turned to me. 
 
    I shook my head at the smears of paint on his naked chest, deep blues and greens, and fiery red. 
 
    “How long have you been working on this one?” I asked as I stood up and grabbed some tissues from his desk. I dipped them in a fresh glass of water on his desk despite his protest and began cleaning the paint off him. 
 
    “Most of the night, until I got tired. I woke up early though, I’d like to finish it by tonight, but I am hungry,” he grinned, kissing my forehead as I worked on removing the streaks of paint from him. 
 
    “It’s beautiful, Jaye,” I breathed as I wiped a splatter of white paint smeared on his cheek. 
 
    He peered at me with his bright blue eyes, alive and cheery as he smiled. 
 
    “Thanks, I’ve been having trouble being inspired lately. You fixed that,” he murmured as he took my arms and held me close. 
 
    I relaxed into his warm chest, grateful I’d removed all the paint from him. 
 
    He held me tight, drawing in the scent of my hair as he played with some of my curls on my back. 
 
    “Your hair is so beautiful, I love trying to capture it in my paintings, capturing all of you. Your body has changed in the past year, more defined and strong, you really are becoming a Huntress, aren’t you?” he pulled back to stare into my eyes with keen interest. 
 
    “That’s what I want to be. I want to protect our kind, stop our existence from being discovered. And help those who need it. If Aunt Neema hadn’t been around when my mom turned, imagine what would’ve happened,” I mumbled. 
 
    “I’d only just come into your Pack, that scene was a scary one. I’m glad Nathan and Chris got you away from there. I don’t know what would’ve happened, but people would’ve been hurt,” he agreed. 
 
    “I won’t allow that to happen again. Neema doesn’t want to come home, she still believes my father hasn’t forgiven her. He hasn’t ever reached out unless it’s to check up on me. I think, sometimes, she missed home though,” I frowned. There’d been times when I’d found my aunt sitting in her kitchen, staring wistfully at a picture of her and her brother back at the ranch. Her brown hair was lighter than my fathers, and was always kept short so it never got in the way of her work, something she thought would be good for me, but at the same time, she loved my thick, fiery curls. She’d spent some days sitting on the couch while I sat cross-legged on the floor before her, brushing my hair and braiding it. She could never have children, and I knew that at her age, she wished she could’ve sometimes. I’d see the look of sadness and despair in those normally stony blue eyes as children would walk past our small house on the way to the bus stop. 
 
    “Of course she would. We’re ‘wolves, we belong in a Pack. It’s strange your father has never reached out to her, surely he’s moved past it by now,” Jaye’s brow furrowed. 
 
    “You’d think, it’ been, what, over ten years now?” I mused as I thought back. 
 
    “Doesn’t really take long for pancakes to be made,” Jaye said sheepishly. 
 
    I groaned as I turned for the door, hating that we’d probably left Scott waiting far too long. 
 
    Jaye pinched my ass on the way out, and I scolded him half-heartedly as he laughed. Now that my boys had gotten it out of their system, we could talk properly. But the thought of spending the night with all three of them excited me. I couldn’t wait. 
 
    “When you said that you couldn’t allow that to happen again, do you mean you’ll come home once you’ve completed your training, be our very own on-site Huntress?” Jaye asked, excitement and eagerness at the prospect shining through those bright blue eyes. 
 
    “I’m not sure yet. Maybe, at least, on a part-time basis. I’m sure I’ll be needed elsewhere at times, but I think making this my home base can’t be bad. I do miss you guys,” I murmured. I’d mulled over the idea while lying by the river with Scott, about how much I’d missed being with them. And I wouldn’t lie, I missed home. I’d grown up on the ranch with my brother, and I’d not seen my baby nephew since I left. Guilt gnawed at me for that as well. He was family, a baby, and he deserved to know he had loved ones all around. 
 
    We entered the kitchen and the mouth-watering aroma of freshly cooked pancakes hit me. I drew it in, flaring my nostrils as I sighed, my stomach growling in delight. 
 
    Scott was just taking a seat, and he waved us over with a wide grin. 
 
    “Damn, these smell great,” Jaye said as he slid into the booth. 
 
    I joined him, eyeing the stack of pancakes greedily. Fresh berries, maple syrup and homemade whipped cream sat to the side, and three glasses were prepared for us. A quick glance made my stomach flip-flop as I caught the smell. He’d made me a vanilla milkshake, Jaye had a chocolate one, and Scott settled for strawberry. 
 
    “Figured our lovely lady deserved a grand breakfast after taking care of us,” Scott chuckled as he served up the pancakes onto our plates. 
 
    Jaye nodded in agreement as he heaped some whipped cream onto his pancakes, catching himself and offering it to me as well. I scraped some cream onto my pancakes and tossed on some berries before pouring the syrup over the top. They were lucky I worked this kind of food off and kept in shape easily. Hell, it was hard for werewolves to get overweight as it was, considering our high metabolism. Hence why we ate like ‘wolves. 
 
    I dug in, giving Scott a thumbs up as I moaned at the delicious mixture of sweet, hot pancakes, syrup, cream and berries. 
 
    He grinned sheepishly before diving into his own, and I took a sip of my sweet vanilla milkshake to help wash down my first mouthful. 
 
    “So, what are you guys up to today? I know Jaye’s got a painting to finish, but with my father gone, I’m sure there are other plans?” I asked as I shoveled more food into my mouth. 
 
    “Well, since the attempted raid a few months back, we’ve had to increase our patrols, so when Nathan returns from helping the others move the cattle to the lower fields, we’ll head out to do our rounds,” Scott nodded at Jaye. “After that, the children have planned a fun day on the grounds, so we’ll be helping the others run that. Helps keep them all calm and focused when the Alpha is away. This afternoon I need to finish up the guttering on Leya’s and Warren’s cottage down by the river. They’ve been staying with Leya’s parents while we finish up their cottage, God knows they’ll be eager to get into their own place,” he laughed. “I’ve caught the pair out in the woods a few times, going at it like rabbits. Leya’s due to go in heat soon too, so we need to get it finished.” 
 
    I chuckled at this. Leya and Warren were one of our younger Pack couples, both born to the Pack. It didn’t surprise me at all that they’d settled on each other, when I’d still been here, Warren was in the early stages of courting her, and she’d been playing hard to get. I knew she was only being coy though, she’d liked that boy since they were children. 
 
    “I saw Bianca and Jace going at it the other day in the spare room. They didn’t quite close the door,” Jaye snickered. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. Wolves were too horny for their own damn good sometimes. We didn’t frown upon it though. Hell, public sex was common, although we all tried to make sure we could never be seen by children. It wasn’t always possible. I remembered a time as a young teen, searching for my brother and finding him balls deep in Janet out by the barn. I’d watched for only a moment before it registered and I bolted away. He later asked if I’d seen anything, having sensed my presence. I denied it, but he gave me a knowing, sly smile. 
 
    “Hey, how is your Aunt? She never took a mate, did she?” Scott asked as he drank down a third of his milkshake in one go. 
 
    “No, when she learned she was infertile, she cut it off with Daniel, the ‘wolf who was courting her at the time. She could never give him children, and it broke her. She left soon after that, going off to train to become a Huntress,” I sighed. I felt bad for my aunt, she’d never been able to enjoy a partner like I did. She’d had the occasional lone wolf in her bed, I’d smelled them when I came home from work, but it was never any more than a fling. Lone ‘wolves sought out lone females to release their pent up desire. A human female rarely gave them the fix they needed, they didn’t release the same pheromones we did. 
 
    “That’s so sad,” Jaye sighed, pouting as he jammed his fork into a pancake. “They could’ve adopted, there are many orphaned pups thanks to human hunters.” 
 
    “I know, but I guess it wasn’t enough,” I shrugged. 
 
    Hunters. There were two kinds that threatened us, the standard hunter who mistook us for real wolves and sometimes got a kill shot when a ’wolf was caught off-guard, although they were few and far between. We were always careful, and we usually scented them before they came upon us. 
 
    And then there were the true hunters that threatened us. The same ones who’d killed Jaye’s family. Humans who knew what we were and despised us. They sought us out, intent to kill us and rid the earth of these ‘abominations’ as they called us. They were deadly, they used old talisman’s and scent covering sprays that hid them from us. They also used silver bullets, much more lethal than regular bullets. If they weren’t dug out in time, they’d poison our blood and we’d need fast treatment, otherwise, we died. 
 
    Packs were safer than loners, these hunters knew how to find us, somehow. They’d be helpful on occasions, when they’d catch wind of rogues before us. Sadly, they believed us all to be like those bloodthirsty specimens of our kind. They’d put them down before a Huntress of Hunter needed to get involved. They covered their tracks too, not wanting the truth to get out into the wider population. Protecting mankind, that was what they believed they were doing. It wasn’t just us werewolves they hunted either; they hunted the other supernatural creatures too. 
 
    “Well, after we eat, I was going to help Bethany prepare some items for the funday until Jaye returns, if you’d like to help?” Scott asked. 
 
    “Why not, could be fun,” I shrugged as I polished over my delicious pancakes. 
 
    “I’m going to try to get my painting finished before he returns, that way I can help out later. Bianca and Janet have asked if I can help them do face painting for the children, Nathan will be helping some of the others get food prepared for everyone. I believe almost all the children will be attending, and most mothers as well. Some fathers and other Pack members will come along as well,” Jaye said. 
 
    I smiled at the prospect of the large gathering planned. Fundays were planned throughout the year to get the Pack together and focused on the children, different to their communal nights, where the children only stayed for a while before being ushered off into the mansion to watch movies in our large theater. The night could then take on a more adult outlook, some couples darting off into the night to run naked and make love, others not caring if they did it in full view of the others. Many times after turning eighteen I’d witness many of my fellow Pack mates strip down to nothing and go at it on the barbecue tables and surrounding lawn. 
 
    I’d rush off with one of my boys in tow, and the other two would join me shortly after, giving me the fun I so desired. We wouldn’t do it in front of the Pack, for fear of them shunning our ways, but many knew of our relationship, the uniqueness of it.  
 
    We talked about the goings on of the Pack since I’d left, most of which they’d already told me over the phone in previous conversations. 
 
    And when my two boys had finished up their breakfast, Jaye helped Scott stack the dishes, both of them instructing me to sit and wait, not allowing me to help clean up despite my scowl.  
 
    Then Jaye was off to work on his painting, and I followed Scott out the side kitchen door into the warm morning sun as we headed to the barbecue area. Bethany, the teen she-wolf, sat with her mother as they worked on assorted crafts. 
 
    “Taylor! It’s so good to see you again!” Bethany leaped off the table and wrapped me in a warm hug, her blonde locks framing her face and her skin smelling of fresh lemongrass. She wore a floral blue dress today, her feet protected by a pair of white sandals. 
 
    Her blue eyes were overjoyed as she took my hand and dragged me to the table as Scott chuckled and joined us. 
 
    “Welcome home,” Mary, Bethany’s mother, said. She looked like an older version of Bethany, wearing a faded lemon yellow sundress, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy bun, her blue eyes sporting some soft crow's feet at the edges as she smiled. 
 
    “Thanks, I missed you too, Beth,” I said as I gave the teen ‘wolf’s hand a squeeze. “So, what’s the plan for today?” 
 
    “There’s a rally race for the young ones, we’ll have a ball pit and a sandpit for those under five, those over will have a slip and slide, and we’ll have a set time this afternoon where we’ll take them all down to the river for a swim. We’re just working on getting the crafts stuff set up, which we’ll set out on tables for them to work at. Uncle Jeremy is bringing some cardboard boxes for them to make stuff with,” Beth rattled off a few of the ideas planned. 
 
    I sat down at the wooden picnic table underneath the sheltered barbecue area, pulling some of the the colored paper close. 
 
    “We’re just cutting them into four pieces, dividing up even amounts of glitter and felt pens,” Mary informed me as she handed me a pair of scissors. 
 
    I nodded and got to work as Bethany explained how they were also going to make up an obstacle course with tires and poles, similar to the ones the military used. There was also going to be a water balloon fight. 
 
    It sounded like a lot of fun to be honest, and I relaxed into the carefree work of cutting up colored paper and listening to the trio talk. Scott wanted to show the children how to whittle and carve wood, so they were adding that into the hand-written draft schedule. Nathan was covering pony rides with a few other members of the pack. They’d lead around the children on our more trusted horses, and some of the older teens had already asked for a ridden game. They were promised it’d be included in the next funday. 
 
    At some point my brother turned up, hollering out in welcome as he spied me. 
 
    I leaped off the table and raced into his arms, laughing as he twirled me around. My brother had my mother’s deep chocolate eyes, but my father’s brown hair. His was unruly and wild, and his short beard was kept in check by Janet I assumed. 
 
    “It’s good to have you home, I would’ve swung by last night, but I had to help Janet put Jamie to bed. Figured you’d be having other much needed welcomes anyway,” he grinned and winked, and I hit his arm playfully. 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you’re here,” I said as I glanced over his shoulder at the old blue pickup he’d driven up on the lawn. 
 
    “Right, well, how abouts you and Scott help me get these tires out. We’ve got an obstacle course to set up,” he waved back at his car. Chris was built leaner than Scott, but he was bulkier than my other two boys, and I knew he was a wonderful father. Most ‘wolves were, it was their instinct to care for their partner and young, and to protect them against anything. 
 
    “So how’s Janet? I hear you two are trying for another?” I asked as I climbed into the back of the blue truck and began hefting the tires over the edge to Scott, who’d just joined us. 
 
    “She’s great. Moody, so it’s possible she’s pregnant again already. We’ll check with the doctor when she comes down to the funday,” Chris said as Mary pointed to where the obstacle course would go. 
 
    Beth’s father, Carlos, had showed up, his greying dark hair and olive skin a stark comparison to his wife and daughter. Those deep, dark eyes were bright and friendly though as he offered to help us set up. 
 
    The doctor was an on-site she-wolf who worked the infirmary building just within the woods on the left, on the way down to the river. She was an aged she-wolf who had delivered many of our pups and helped our Pack when they were wounded in the raids from the Williamson Pack. She had a cottage down there, and a separate building reserved for her work. My father had built the place many moons ago, before I was born, so that she was central to the Pack. The mansion was the center-point for our ranch, all the cottages and cabins scattered around it. None lay too close to our borders where they could become targets, they had to be within a safe distance. 
 
    I helped the men set up the obstacle course, including a seesaw and wall to scale. It was a pre-made frame that we had to slide the timber slates into, erecting it closer to the barbecue area. We even set out a tug-of-war rope.  
 
    More Pack members were arriving to help with the set-up, mostly men, as the women would bring the children down at the set starting time. 
 
    Tables and tents were put up, picnic blankets strewn across the grounds, and Nathan had returned and had headed to the kitchen with a few other ‘wolves, both men and women to begin the food. 
 
    I didn’t doubt that they’d already made some of the desserts yesterday so they’d be ready in time, and some of the dishes. 
 
    Scott and Jaye were nowhere to be seen, and I remembered they had a patrol to do before they could join us for the funday. I doubted they’d be back before we started at 10.30. A quick query to Beth revealed it was almost 10, and I got to work helping her set up the crafts. 
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    Scott.

“What did the others think?” I asked as I held Tay in my arms. She’d hunted me out whilst I was returning from patrol, and we now sat under the shade of a large pine looking up at the mansion. 
 
    “They’re not ecstatic,” she mumbled as she nestled against my chest, perfectly slotted into my lap. 
 
    “Can you blame them?” I chuckled. Hell, I wasn’t too thrilled that she’d come to this decision. I knew it was important to her, to find some greater purpose for her life. Settling and becoming a breeder was not something she was wanting to do, not nor or ever, apparently. I was sure that’d change eventually, but for now, she wanted more from life. 
 
    “What do you think?” she asked, turning in my arms to gaze up at me, her perplexed emerald eyes staring hard into mine. 
 
    I pondered it for a moment before I gave her a gentle squeeze. 
 
    “I think, that if you need to do more in your life to find complete happiness and satisfaction, then you should do it. We’re not going anywhere, our duty lies here as your father’s betas. You can always come home when you’re ready, visit us, and call. I mean, I don’t want you to go either, but it’s not my place to hold you back from your dream,” I sighed, smiling as she reached up to stroke my beard tenderly. 
 
    “I swear, sometimes you’re the easiest to talk to,” she chuckled. 
 
    “That’s because I’m awesome,” I murmured as I kissed her neck. 
 
    “I’ll miss you guys. But it’s not like it’s the end of us,” she murmured as she bared her neck for easier access. 
 
    I planted soft kisses along the smooth skin there, and she quivered at the sensation. 
 
    “I think, we should make the best use of the time we have,” I growled softly. 
 
    If Tay was going to leave, I wanted her to miss us horribly. I wanted to show her what she’d miss out on while away. And I wanted to have her body so much that the memories would last until she returned. 
 
    She moaned as she swiveled in my lap, and our lips met in a hungry kiss, our bodies already springing to life. 
 
      
 
    Seeing Taylor when we went to pick her up was the highlight of my life since she left us two years ago. She was like a fiery warrior princess as she stood before us, curious as to why we’d come for her. We’d promised the Alpha, and we don’t go back on our words to our leader. 
 
    The drive back to the ranch was tense and difficult. I wanted to tell her all about the different homes I’d built since she’d been gone, although I’d probably told her over the phone anyway. She was not happy with us, and even more pissed at me for drawing the Alpha card on her. Even she, as defiant and unruly as she was, wouldn’t go against the Alpha like that.  
 
    So she sat in the backseat with Jaye, arms crossed and a scowl adorning her beautiful face for the nearly two-hour drive. I put on some music to try to relieve the tension while Nathan drove, but nobody spoke for the entire time. 
 
    We were pissed about the proposition Richard had made. Taylor was ours, not just some piece of meat to be pawned off. But the Alpha was an Area Enforcer, he had some pull with the Council, and he intended to go to them and plead his case against the offer. It was not the usual way to deal with things, any normal Alpha would’ve come to Lawrence and made the offer, but due to our history with his Pack, the numerous raid attempts on his behalf, he chose to go above our leader. Lawrence would provide the evidence against Richard, claiming why he was not a rightful leader if he were to join the Packs, and how Taylor was not just someone to be sold off. But she didn’t have a mate, no chosen partner to bear offspring with. She had a plan for her life, and I was proud to consider myself a loved partner of someone as powerful and skilled as a Huntress in training.  
 
    Still, the situation made me uneasy. I usually had all my faith in Lawrence, but not this time. This time was different, and I knew our Alpha was uncertain too about how this would go. 
 
    The Council thought only of what benefited them and the greater races, not just single Packs. And the merging of the two most formidable Packs in the region was a good prospect for werewolves. But that would mean Lawrence would also lose his position of Alpha, as Richard had made the offer and would be mated to the Alpha’s daughter, making her the female Alpha of the Pack. Lawrence had never taken on a new mate since Kate’s death, and that worked against him. Two Alpha’s were ideal in Packs, especially if our eighty-four Pack nearly doubled its size when merged. 
 
    Upon arrival home, Tay ripped into her father, all respect for his position gone at her summoning. We slunk away the first chance we got. An angry she-wolf was not how we wanted to see Tay upon her return home. 
 
    A call on my cell informed me that I was due to patrol tonight, and I scowled as I headed out. I’d been looking forward to welcoming Tay back properly, but it’d have to wait. I’d have to hope the other two could ease her distress while I was gone. 
 
    I stripped down to nothing in my room and headed out into the hall, pushing out the kitchen side door and shifting into wolf to head to the grouping area to begin my patrols. It would be agonizing hours thinking about Tay, about her soft skin beneath my fingers, her sweet lips and stunning emerald eyes. I imagined taking her in wolf form as we did on occasion, although I knew she preferred it in human shape. I couldn’t help that it was fun and primal, making love as wolves. 
 
    Maybe I’d challenge her for the choice. She’d spoken adamantly about her training, and I knew she was enjoying it. I’d love to see how far she’d come. It was not often that she’d bested me in our spars back before she left. Many ‘wolves practiced their combat to keep on their toes and in prime condition, and Tay loved joining in and taking us on. 
 
    I did wonder if her new training would have pushed to a new level. I could only wait and find out.

By the time I returned to the mansion, dawn was around the corner. I slipped into my room and began getting dressed before I caught Tay’s scent. She was in the mansion, probably in her old room. I skipped dressing, heading out into the hall in only my boxers after grabbing her gift, intent to find the woman I love. I needed to see her again, to feel her small frame against mine. I wanted to hold her and cherish her, tell her how much I missed her. And the way my cock twinged at the thought of her naked, there was more I needed to give her. I needed to remind her that she was ours, and that there was no one else who could fulfill her like we did. 
 
    I gently opened her door, careful to not wake her as I slipped inside her room. Tay was nestled into the deep navy blankets, her fiery red hair vibrant and splayed out across her pillow. The sight made my heart squeeze, and I strode over to place the carved wolf on the bedside table. I’d spent some time on the wolf a few weeks ago when I couldn’t get her out of my head.  
 
    I eased under the blankets beside her, slipping my arm under her and pulling her close. The realization that she was stark naked only turned me on, and I could sense her waking from her slumber. 
 
    “I missed you,” I murmured, drawing in her sweet earthy scent mixed with lavender and sex. It smelt like Nathan had gotten to her, but the thought only excited me more. 
 
    “I missed you too,” she mumbled, still not quite awake. I wrapped my arms around her, nuzzling her back and kissing her neck softly. I’d dreamed of simply holding her for so long now, showering her in affection. God, I missed her. 
 
    I held her small, soft hands in mine against her belly, entwining my legs with hers as I relaxed. 
 
    She turned in my arms, sighing as she looked at me sleepily. That adorable, sleepy expression made me smile as I took in those tired, green eyes. 
 
    “I was excited to hear you were coming home, it’s a shame as to why though,” I sighed as I cupped her face, running my thumb over her lower lip. She was stunningly beautiful. 
 
    “Yes,” she breathed. 
 
    If Nathan had had her, I could only assume Jaye had too. I was a little bummed they hadn’t waited for me, but I’d make do. We’d just have our joint fun later on. 
 
    She stroked my beard, the soft sensation sending tingles down my body. 
 
    We spoke about my patrol and I could’t help the need inside me to take her, to have her right here. 
 
    Things took a fun turn from there, and we ended up exploring each others bodies before winding up madly dashing down to the river as wolves. 
 
    It was there that I sparred with her before finally having her, burying my desperate desire inside her and riding her hard. 
 
    She was mine, ours, and we wouldn’t let that disgusting Alpha have her. Hell, she wouldn’t allow that prick to have her. And if it was up to me, I’d kill him for even thinking it. 
 
      
 
    “You will kill me,” I moaned as Tay ground against me as she perched on my lap. 
 
    The harsh bark of the pine dug into my back as we made-out, and I was desperate to rip all of our clothing off and have her right here. 
 
    “No,” she chuckled. “But I’ll make you want to fuck me hard,” she purred as she slowly gouger down against me. 
 
    I moaned as I gripped her hips, pushing my erect length against her. It strained against my denim shorts, and I wanted to free it and drive it into her hard. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what,” she sighed as she clambered off me. “You catch me, you can fuck me however you want,” she grinned as she began stripping. 
 
    I stared at her as she stripped down to nothing, her perfect body standing before me in all its glory. 
 
    Fuck. I had to have her. Now. 
 
    I leaped up, yanking my clothes off so that we both stood naked before each other. 
 
    “Game on. Catch me before I reach the river, and I’m yours,” she smirked. 
 
    I hated the tease. She was faster than me, but there were odd times when I could catch her. Or maybe it was because she allowed me to. Who knew. 
 
    Tay shot off, her body morphing to that of a red-brown wolf as she hurtled into the pines. 
 
    I gave immediate chase, shifting and tearing after her like my life depended on. 
 
    Well, my dick did. 
 
    She yipped and ran, jumping around as she teased me. 
 
    I’d draw so close, believing I was almost upon her, and then she’d flit off. 
 
    I snarled as I struggled to keep up. Speed was not my thing, and she knew that. 
 
    I burst into a clearing, slowing as Tay crouched down, her ass in the air as her tail wagged. 
 
    She was enjoying this game too much. 
 
    I stalked around her as she watched me, those yellow eyes not missing a single movement I made. 
 
    I crouched down too, wagging my tail as she yipped. 
 
    She darted forward, and I knew I’d catch her now. 
 
    I barreled into her, sending us tumbling in a soft game of wrestle as he nipped and growled at each other. 
 
    She circled, and I saw my chance. 
 
    I lurched forward, jumping up to mount her and driving myself into her. 
 
    Sex as wolves was something I loved, as it brought out all the pure animal desire inside me. Not to mention we then got stuck together for a while. Knotted together. 
 
    But because we were werewolves, this time together was utter bliss as we’d discovered. It wasn’t overly common for couples to mate in this form, but those that did it swore it was one of the best ways to do it. And I knew Tay loved it too. 
 
    It was obvious as I mated with her that she’d allowed me to take her. She could’ve gotten away with ease, but she wanted this too. 
 
    We climaxed together, and my length swelled, locking us together as a new kind of bliss rolled over us as we froze. 
 
    White danced before my eyes as euphoria washed over me, and I howled to the sky above in pure bliss. 
 
    Tay was mine, ours. And even if she left, she’d always come back to us. 
 
    Always.
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    I laughed as I sat with Chris and Janet, holding little Jamie in my arms. He had his mother’s green eyes and soft, brown hair. He was two now and had grown so much since I’d last seen him as a newborn. He was already talking a bit now, although sometimes I had no idea what he was trying to say. 
 
    He sat in my lap, silently watching the others play and run around, giggling and pointing happily at the crowd. 
 
    It was a wonderful turnout. It seemed all the children of the Pack were here, and most of the Pack had shown up to support the day and simply socialize. 
 
    The children loved the obstacle course, and they had set the slip and slide up on the lower end of the grounds, making the most use of the gentle slope there. The water balloon fight had already ensued, and laughter and vibrant life filled the air. 
 
    Someone set the barbecue and assorted dishes up in a buffet style, and I was planning on heading up soon to collect something to eat for myself.  
 
    Seeing over seventy people swarmed into the area made me ecstatic, it was hard to deny that being with my Pack didn’t make me feel right at home. Many had already come up and welcomed me back, asking about my plans, if I intended to stay in the mansion or build a cabin. My father hadn’t told them of the proposition it seemed, and if he was back in time, he intended to inform them tomorrow night at the communal dinner. I refrained from sharing the truth of my return, wanting to keep my father’s wishes. 
 
    “Here, I can see you eyeing the food, how about I take him and you go grab something? Chris can get something for me,” Janet smiled, winking as Chris rolled his eyes but sat up from laying back on the picnic blanket. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said as she took Jamie back, causing him to grin widely as he nestled into his mother. Her ash blonde hair was tied up today, but the ponytail had loosened, strands of her hair falling in her face. The look of love she gave both her son and my brother made me smile warmly. She was a good mother and partner, and I was glad Chris had chosen her. She sat cross-legged in an oversized black and pink floral dress that allowed for that kind of position. 
 
    “Hey, I’ve brought the cheesecake out.” 
 
    I looked up as Scott joined us, offering his hand to help me to my feet. I accepted, grinning as I looked over to where Jaye was busy painting the faces of two girls. One had requested a bright blue butterfly framing her face, and the other wanted to be a tiger for the day. 
 
    Over near the barn, Nathan and a handful of other Pack members were leading other children around on the horses, and he was laughing as a young boy puffed his chest out and pretended to be a rodeo star. 
 
    I followed Scott eagerly up to the barbecue area where more tables had been laid out with assorted dishes and now desserts. 
 
    Chris moaned and rubbed his hands together as he eyed the array of food. 
 
    “Remember, you could be feeding for two now,” I gave him a playful jab in the ribs. He just snorted and grinned as he grabbed himself two plates, heaping them up with barbecued meats and quiches, nutty breads and casseroles. I honed in on the potato bake, knowing it was one of Nathan’s, and he made a killer bake. Scott proudly presented his cheesecake with a bow, set on a separate table with the desserts. 
 
    I moaned at the thought of snaring a piece of it, but knew I’d have to wait until after the main foods. 
 
    “Chris and Janet seem happy, that’s good,” Scott remarked as he followed me around the table, loading up his own plate, stacking it twice as high as my own. With his size, I didn’t doubt he’d be coming back for seconds, he needed the extra amounts to keep up with his metabolism. 
 
    “Yeah, they may already be pregnant again too,” I said as I grabbed plenty of pork pieces and chicken. 
 
    Scott nodded at this and cast a look over his shoulder at the other two boys. 
 
    “We’re all good with kids,” he remarked. 
 
    I froze at the words, my mouth setting in a grim line. It was true, they were all great with kids. I’d watched as Scott had tried to teach the children how to carve small wolves from their chunks of wood. Only the older kids could try, as we didn’t trust the younger ones with knives. 
 
    I sighed as I stared at the table of food, my heart plummeting. My boys would make great fathers, and yet I was the reason they couldn’t be. I was holding them back from their potential because I was selfish. The thought rocked me and I looked away from Scott as my eyes welled. How could I claim to love them and yet stop them from being all they could be? All three of them would make great dads, I could see Scott teaching his son how to build his own toys, how to carve exquisite woodwork, how to fish. Nathan would teach his child how to ride like a true cowboy and how to hunt and track. Jaye would teach them to focus on their dreams, to embrace their creativity and read to them at night.  
 
    I was the one stopping all that, crushing that hope of theirs. 
 
    I growled as a lone tear slid down my cheek, annoyed that I was allowing my emotions to get the best of me. One of my main lessons with Neema was to control your emotions, don’t let them control you. Something I still struggled with. 
 
    “Hey, everything all right? Was it something I said?” Scott asked gently as he touched my shoulder. 
 
    “Nothing, I’m fine,” I growled as I pulled away. I stalked off with my food, my appetite gone as I headed to the barn to hide away. 
 
    Scott withheld from running after me, and I was grateful. I would not let them see me weak like this. 
 
    I let my tears out once I was inside the barn and safe from prying eyes. I set my plate of food on a bale of straw, slumping down against the hay and pulling my knees up before me. 
 
    I loved my three boys like nothing else. The past two years had been excruciating without them, but I threw myself into my training and work to distract myself. 
 
    I wanted to be with them, and seeing them today with the children made me wonder if we could one day have something more. But I had plans for my life, plans of becoming a Huntress. I so badly wanted my life to mean more, to be able to protect myself against anything that came my way. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    I jumped as Jaye stepped inside the barn door, and I closed my eyes as I swiped the wet trails down my cheeks. 
 
    He sighed and sat down beside me, our shoulders just touching as he placed a hand on my knee. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I sighed, reining in my sorrow as I took in a wavering breath to calm myself. 
 
    “What for?” Jaye frowned, and I turned to him, shame and guilt filling me as I bit my lip to stop it from trembling. 
 
    “I know you guys might want me to be a breeder. To give you children,” I mumbled. 
 
    Jaye just stared at me with those soft, loving blue eyes beneath his hair. 
 
    “We know that you want more than that, Tay. And we’re okay with that. Maybe one day, you’ll change your mind. That’ll be interesting, for sure,” he smiled and chuckled at the prospect. “I don’t know how we’d make that work. Bearing children usually comes after a couple are mated in ceremony, and I’m not sure how we’d fair trying to do that with the four of us.” 
 
    “Other Packs have done it,” I muttered. It was true, I’d heard of other Packs who mated up to four males to one female due to their low numbers. Females were considered sacred and cherished in those werewolf Packs. Here, well, I was the defiant and stubborn daughter of the Alpha. I’d bailed on the Pack, so I doubted I was held in the same esteem as the other she-wolves. 
 
    “Well, I guess we’ll just have to wait and find out,” Jaye murmured. 
 
    I relaxed as he pulled me against his chest. I closed my eyes as his warm arms held me tight, and I listened to the soft drum of his heartbeat, enjoying the gently rise and fall of his chest. 
 
    I had something else I wanted to do, but maybe I shouldn’t be so quick to dismiss children. Maybe after I’d been a Huntress for a while, I’d feel more inclined to them. 
 
    “You should eat your food before it goes cold,” Jaye murmured as he reached for my plate on the straw bale. 
 
    I glared at the food as if it were to blame for my state. But I was still hungry. 
 
    I accepted it and the plastic fork he’d brought for me, and he spoke to me about the assorted face paintings he’d done while I ate. One kid had asked to be a train, that had been an interesting one for him, and I laughed at the absurd request. 
 
    “Hey, don’t be mean, he really likes his trains,” Jaye grinned stupidly at me. 
 
    “He could’ve been any predator or warrior he wanted, and he chose a train?” I scoffed in disbelief. Children were so strange sometimes. 
 
    When I finished up my food and nestled back against Jaye, Scott joined us with Nathan in tow. 
 
    “I figured you might still want some of my cheesecake. It’s going quick, so I got you a piece,” Scott said sheepishly as he knelt down before us and offered me the plate with cheesecake and berries on it. 
 
    The scent of the rich cheesecake filled my nostrils, and I accepted it, thanking him before diving into it. 
 
    “There were some other desserts, trifle, brownies, puddings. I figured I’d get you a bit of each if I could,” Nathan said as he sat down on the other side of me.  
 
    “Thank you,” I smiled. 
 
    The array of dessert and the cheesecake were delicious and perfect, and I scoffed it all down without hesitation as my boys laughed at my eagerness. I’d always had a sweet tooth. 
 
    “So, you seemed quite distressed by what I said,” Scott mumbled, looking guilty and hurt that he’d caused me some distress. 
 
    “No, it wasn’t you, Scott,” I sighed, leaning forward to stroke his cheek reassuringly. He gave me a thin smile, not convinced. 
 
    “What happened?” Nathan asked. 
 
    “Scott mentioned how you’d all make great fathers. Which is true, you’re all good with children, so sweet and gentle. I felt guilty about it. I’m the one stopping you all from having that,” I mumbled as I pulled my knees up before me, glaring at the straw by my feet like it was planning to attack me. 
 
    “I told her we’re all okay with that, maybe one day it’ll change, but we’ve chosen you,” Jaye turned to me at the end with a soft smile as he stroked my fiery curls. 
 
    “Jaye’s right. We accepted that when we chose to be with you. You’re capable of being more than just a breeder, and you know it. Maybe one day you’ll want to settle down once you’ve lived your life. There’s no real time limit on it,” Nathan shrugged. 
 
    “I’m assuming it’ll still be the four of us. That’ll make for an interesting ceremony, if they’ll even allow it,” Scott rumbled, his chest heaving with his deep laugh. 
 
    “We’ll find a way,” Nathan grinned. 
 
    I sat with my three men for a few moments before shouts from outside drew us to our feet. 
 
    “Sounds like they’re heading down to the river for the afternoon swim,” Jaye stated as he helped me to my feet. 
 
    “I best head off and get that guttering put up before it gets too late,” Scott said as he stretched, his thick, muscles belly protruding from his shirt. 
 
    “Want to help me pop the horses away?” Nathan turned to me. 
 
    “Sure. But Scott, can you wait for me? I’d love to come down and help you finish up Leya’s house,” I asked. 
 
    “Sure,” Scott shrugged. “I’ll just go check out the desserts,” he grinned. 
 
    I laughed at his bottomless stomach and followed the three men out of the barn. Jaye returned to his post to continue face painting for those who weren’t going to the river, and I helped Nathan untack the horses and set them loose in the fields. 
 
    “What’s it like, living away from the ranch?” Nathan asked as he carried a saddle inside the stable with me in tow. I had the bridle and saddle blanket from a gorgeous appaloosa mare who was too old to be a broodmare now. 
 
    “It’s nice, I guess. Neema’s place is big and modern, we’re on the edge of town with the forest out the back where we train, my work is good, and the pay is not too bad either,” I said as I handed him the bridle and blanket after he’d sat the saddle on a rack. 
 
    “Do you think Neema will ever come back to the ranch?” Nathan asked. 
 
    “No idea, she doesn’t feel wanted by my dad,” I shrugged. 
 
    “That’s a shame,” he frowned. 
 
    “I know, it’d probably be good for her. She was born and raised in the Pack, not having it must be hard. I mean, I’ve only been away two years and I do mis it, I miss you guys.” 
 
    “It’s family, and it’s home. And we’ve missed you,” Nathan sighed as he strode over and planted a soft kiss on my lips. 
 
    He pulled away as another Pack member entered the stable with more tack to put away. 
 
    “How’s the breaking in going? Any new horses to talk about?” I asked as I followed him back outside. The other handlers had untacked the remaining horses, and we decided to sit on a bench outside the stable for a few minutes. 
 
    “We just got in this big mare, a beautiful pinto, chestnut and white. But she’s skittish around us, terribly so. Enough that she almost double barreled Shane the other day when he was feeding them,” he groaned. Double barreling was dangerous, it was when they kicked back with both their hind legs. From a half tonne animal, it could be a killer, even for us ‘wolves.  
 
    “I need to work with her, we’ll use her for breeding as she’s got good lines, but making her rideable is always a bonus. I’m going to work with her tomorrow mornin’ if you’d like to come watch?” he smiled at me, his eyes lit up at the prospect of me watching him work. He loved his work here on the ranch, whether it be herding cattle or working the land, this was his life and his home. 
 
    “Sure,” I nodded. It’d been too long since I’d watched him work his magic with horses. 
 
    “So, you excited for tonight?” his smile turned devilish as he caught my chin in his thumb and forefinger. 
 
    I caught my breath at the heated intensity in his eyes. 
 
    I bit my lip and his eyes dilated before he kissed me, his soft lips moving against mine. 
 
    The heat flared between my legs, and I moaned into the heated kiss as he fisted a hand in my hair to hold me steady. 
 
    By the time we broke apart, I was wanting a hell of a lot more. 
 
    “Yes,” I managed to breathe, remembering the question. 
 
    “Good,” he smiled, a hungry look in his eyes as he drank me up. 
 
    I just stared at him, wondering if we could get away with a quick fuck behind the stable. I could see he was contemplating the same idea as his eyes trailed over me, but then he shook his head. 
 
    “You best catch up with Scott, he could use a hand out there,” he broke his eyes away to look out across the horse fields. 
 
    I wanted to run my hand across his thigh, tease that bulge in his jeans. But I’d wait. There’d be plenty of time for that tonight. 
 
    “You better still be that horny tonight. It’s been a while since I’ve been with you three,” I said, my voice husky as I kissed his cheek. “I can’t wait to have you all.” 
 
    He shuddered as he turned and caught my mouth with his, but I pulled away when his hand started to explore.  
 
    “Damn, Tay. I could do it right here,” he groaned as his hand strayed down to his bulge. 
 
    “I know, but you’ll have to wait,” I grinned. 
 
    He scowled at me but I kissed his forehead as I stood up. 
 
    “Besides, I’m sure you’re needed,” I said, and no sooner had the words left my mouth that a  Pack mate was calling for him. 
 
    He rolled his eyes in frustration, glaring down at his obvious erection. 
 
    “I’ll take care of you later,” I said sweetly before turning away. I could’ve dragged him into the barn and climbed on top of that sweet cock right now, but there were children around, and I’d told Scott I’d help him out. 
 
    I could feel Nathan’s heated eyes trailing after me like a lost puppy.  
 
    Tonight would be fun.

“This is such a beautiful spot,” I sighed as I helped Scott carry the tools over to the cottage from his truck. He’d already dropped the guttering off yesterday but had been called back to the mansion to come collect me, and hadn’t been able to finish the job. 
 
    The cottage was built just within the tree line, a safe distance from the river if any flooding occurred. It had a clearing around it, and the small cottage looked so quaint and cozy. A simple, two-bedroom cottage like most of the cottages and cabins around the ranch. Once children came along, it was extended and added on to, sometimes even a second story was put in. 
 
    One extra room was enough to start with for now, and some ‘wolves just had two or three children share the one room. We were Pack creatures by nature, so sharing wasn’t a problem for the children, although some squabbles could come about. 
 
    The cottage had a porch that wrapped around two sides of it, and through the open curtains I could see the master bedroom opened out onto the side porch and then it wrapped around to the front, where a wooden table and chairs was set up to overlook the river. It was a more modern cottage, with white painted weatherboard on the outside. Some preferred to have wooden cabins, the original style we’d had for the last few hundred years.  
 
    The ranch had been in my family for generations; the mansion being a new build from when I was a child. The original homestead that had stood in its place had burned down one night, and we assumed that the Williamson Pack was behind it, even though they’d always denied it. 
 
    “If I ever have my own place, I want it to overlook the river too. Further upstream. There are a few good spots where there’s good fishing too,” Scott said as he set up the ladder by the porch. 
 
    “Is it only the guttering you need to finish?” I asked. 
 
    “No, the internal doors need to be put on, they’re drying around the back of the place, and I only finished painting the master bedroom yesterday. A few small, finishing touches in the plumbing area, and then it’s done. Keith will be out first thing in the morning to finalize the plumbing, and tomorrow afternoon they’ll start moving in. They’ve already got furniture ready, although they’ve requested if I can make a queen or king-size bed for them, as they’ve only got a small double for now. I’ll get on to that when I’m back at the workshop,” he said as he climbed the ladder to inspect the roof. The guttering was laid out along the front of the porch, ready to be put up. 
 
    The workshop was part of a large shed to the right of the mansion. Two stories high and six bays long, it housed Nathan’s jeep, my father’s black Jaguar, and Scott’s blue pickup. The last two bays were set up as the workshop area, and a few other ‘wolves worked in there with Scott as they built assorted pieces for the Pack. 
 
    I got to work helping him put up the guttering, passing him the tools and helping him hold the guttering up. I looked wistfully at the river, imagining the four of us sharing a cottage by the river, our own little home. Nathan would help me with the cooking, Scott would fish and do any repairs and new work, and Jaye would give our new home some extra special wall art. 
 
    I envisioned the four of us, coexisting together easily, like a family. A few children one day, maybe one to each man. 
 
    I shook my head, snapping out of the thoughts. What the hell was wrong with me? I wasn’t here to stay; I needed to complete my training. Then I might return home, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to go and start popping out kids. All my training would be for nothing then. 
 
    “C’mon, just two more lengths to go,” Scott grinned as he climbed down the ladder to change position. 
 
    I focused on helping him, unable to stop myself from checking out his firm ass as I held the ladder in place for him on some uneven ground.  
 
    Tonight I’d be with all three of my boys. 
 
    We finished up the guttering in record time, and I helped him install the doors, wowing at the cozy little cottage’s interior. The kitchen was modern and stone topped, a dishwasher in place and a fridge ready to go. I envied Leya and Warren. They had one sweet little home, and they didn’t even have to pay for it. 
 
    It was how we all worked. No one paid for any work done, we were a Pack. They all were expected to assist the Pack where possible, and they received an allowance from our fortune. Each ‘wolf was allowed to get an outside job, one off the ranch, but few did. Everyone had to chip in and be a part of the Pack. 
 
    “That’s the last one,” Scott sighed as he tested the final door leading to the bathroom. It swung without any issues and he smiled. 
 
    “Good job,” I yawned, noting how the light of the day was beginning to fade. I hadn’t slept much the night before, and I wondered if I could catch a nap before my time with my boys. I was curious as to where and when they were planning it. Something told me they’d organized something. 
 
    “Well, let’s head back, Nath was planning on having us an early dinner prepared,” Scott said, offering me his big, firm hand. 
 
    I accepted as he led me out of the cottage, not bothering to lock it. No one would ever steal from one another here, and no one crossed into our territory without us knowing. 
 
    When we reached the truck, Scott swept me off my feet and kissed me, a sweet, gentle kiss before he pulled back to stare at me. He smiled tenderly and set me back down, stroking my cheek. 
 
    “It’s good having you back,” he murmured before he ducked down to kiss me again. 
 
    This time, I begged to deepen it, pushing my body against his as the warmth spread between my legs. 
 
    He moaned as he allowed me to deepen our kiss, and I moved my body against his, feeling his length grow, pushing against his jeans. 
 
    He broke away, growling as he looked away sheepishly. 
 
    “What?” I pouted, clinging to the front of his shirt. 
 
    “We should wait for the others,” he gave me a sweet smile. 
 
    Right. I’d stopped Nathan from having me just earlier because I wanted to wait. But I couldn’t help the wetness that overcame me easily when I was around them. 
 
    “Right,” I breathed, stepping away from him. If I stayed so close, drawing in his woody, intoxicating scent and feeling his arousal against me, I wouldn’t be able to stop myself. 
 
    His nostrils flared and he breathed in my arousal, his eyes darkening before he shook himself. 
 
    “Let’s go, before I take you right here,” he groaned, stuffing his hands in his pockets and fishing out his keys. 
 
    Once inside the truck, he blasted the AC in hopes it would drive off our desire and warmth. And after a few minutes, I tried to move into a normal conversation in hopes it would distract us. 
 
    It did, a little. 
 
    We spoke of his projects for the Pack, a large carved wolf he was making for the barbecue area, the assorted toys he’d made for the kids, including a number of rocking horses and trains. He told me how he’d been going into towns and selling some of his works too. People paid good money for handcrafted pieces, and he’d gotten a few requests and commissions. He was saving up the extra money for a holiday, although he wasn’t too sure what yet. Either travel internationally or go on a long road trip, travel around the States and see the whole place. 
 
    Our allowances from the Pack’s money, aka, my dad’s fortune, was only for living and all other normal expenses. Holidays had to paid for out of our own earned money. It was my father’s way of keeping everyone close to home, and few ‘wolves cared for holidays since life was so easy going here anyway. 
 
    “Where would you go first?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure. I’d like to see Hollywood, eventually. Who doesn’t,” he grinned. 
 
    The sun had set and Scott had turned on his headlights to navigate the dirt roads of our Ranch. Everyone owned some kind of truck of 4x4 to traverse the area. Concreting the roads was not something we wanted to do to be honest. We liked the way things were, our closeness with nature, the wildlife that wandered around the place. Speaking off, Scott slowed down as a doe stood frozen on the track before us, staring at us with wide, petrified eyes. 
 
    I sighed and waited for the creature to get herself together before bounding out of the way, which didn’t take long. 
 
    “You excited for the hunt tomorrow night?” Scott changed the subject. 
 
    It was the last Sunday of the month, which meant that our usual Sunday run would end in a hunt. The Pack would split up into two and scour the forested areas for prey. Either a buck or boar or something else. We had an abundance of deer on the property, and we made sure not to hunt them too much as to ruin their numbers. Sometimes my father would buy in deer to replenish the numbers if he deemed it fit to do so. But it was not a necessary thing we needed to do. Maybe once every few years. 
 
    “Yeah, it’ll be good. I’m excited for the Pack dinner,” I said as I eyed the moon outside. Half-full. Full-moons didn’t force our shift despite many believing so. But it did have an effect on us. It brought about an excitement and energy inside us, and a need to run and shift. But it never forced one, it was a choice to give in to the pleasure of the full-moon, running and drawing in its soft glow and strength. 
 
    Scott’s truck rumbled and bumped up the track to the back of the mansion, and I smiled at the sight of the back of the mansion lit up. It was the main working hub for many of our ‘wolves too. Holding offices and such. Jaye had a large room set up entirely for art, and there were a few she-wolves who used it for clay making and other crafts. 
 
    “There’s Jaye, why don’t you go see him and I’ll see how dinner is coming along?” Scott said as he pointed out the window. 
 
    Jaye sat under the barbecue area on a table with an art-pad in hand as he sketched something. The automatic lights under the barbecue area had been installed when I was a kid, although there was something special about only using the light from a bonfire like we used to. 
 
    But my father had said we should refrain from having fires unless needed, and we changed to having a big bonfire only a few times a year. The smoke had a tendency to drive away good hunting on our last Sunday nights. 
 
    Scott pulled up by the shed and I jumped out, following the gravel road back down to the barbecue area. 
 
    Jaye only flicked his eyes up at me in acknowledgement before focusing on his piece, but a soft smile brightened his face at my arrival. 
 
    I sat beside him, feeling him relax as our shoulders touched, and I eyed his sketchbook. Four wolves were running freely, splashing through a stream as they frolicked. 
 
    I smiled as I realized it was the four of us. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” I murmured. 
 
    “Thanks,” Jaye grinned, finally drawing himself away from his work to look at me. 
 
    He leaned over and kissed me, his lips hungry and smooth against mine. 
 
    He set his sketchbook down as he kissed me, laying me back and pinning me down on the table as he turned the kiss into a full-blown make-out session. 
 
    Not that I was complaining. 
 
    I melted into his body, into his desperate kiss, loving how his hands slipped under my shirt to caress my skin. 
 
    He broke the kiss, scowling as he groaned and rolled to my side. 
 
    “You’re irresistible,” he groaned as I rolled to nestle into his side, missing his warm body against mine. 
 
    “Let me guess, you boys agreed to hold off until we all were together this time?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. Nathan had almost broken that agreement then. 
 
    “Maybe,” he gave me a devilish half smirk as he stroked my arm softly. 
 
    I closed my eyes as the sweet touch sent shivers down my body. 
 
    “Did you finish the painting?” I asked softly. 
 
    “I think so. There’s always new things you want to do, but you need to settle sometimes and accept that it’s done,” he said. 
 
    “I’d like to see it,” I murmured. 
 
    “When we head inside. For now, I’d like to enjoy just being with you here,” he said tenderly, his voice soft and soothing as he continued stroking my arm. 
 
    “How do you think my father is going with the Council?” I asked. I hadn’t forgotten, every time I felt at ease and content with one of my boys, the unease reared its ugly head again. I wanted this wait to be over. I needed to know what the Council decided to do about this proposition. 
 
    “I don’t know. He hasn’t called yet, I imagine he will a bit later tonight,” Jaye murmured as he pulled me closer against his side. 
 
    “I sparred with Scott this morning. I beat him,” I said smugly. 
 
    Jaye chuckled and turned to me with a bewildered frown. “Did he give you a proper spar?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said stubbornly. Did Jaye think he’d gone easy on me? 
 
    “Well, how about I give you a test too then? After all, we’re your father’s betas, supposedly the best fighters of the Pack,” he smirked as he rolled his head to stare up at the barbecue shelter. 
 
    “Okay, fine.” I sat up, annoyance settling over me at his disbelief that I’d beaten Scott. 
 
    I marched off to take up a stance on the grass, waiting for him to join me. 
 
    He gave me a humorous look as he shook his head and slid off the table to join me.  
 
    I’d show him just how good my teachings with Neema had been. 
 
    “Just don’t ket your emotions win out,” I muttered to myself. If I had to go against Richard, I needed to be able to control my chaotic emotions. 
 
    Jaye’s expression turned serious as he took up a defensive stance before me. 
 
    “I won’t go easy on you,” he warned me. 
 
    I didn’t expect him to. 
 
    I shot forward, dipping low and sweeping my leg, intent to knock him off balance. He leaped over my leg and shot out a fist, which I blocked and used to tug him forward, unbalancing him. 
 
    I launched a punch with my other fist, but he ducked to dodge the nasty blow and slipped to the side. 
 
    I saw his high kick coming and I dropped low, striking him in the stomach with a harsh blow of my boot. 
 
    It knocked the air out of him and he bent over as he stumbled away, giving me both a dark and proud look all at once. His face showed pride, but his eyes were dark and now devious. He would get really serious now. 
 
    Good, I needed it. 
 
    He came at me, quick and light on his feet, nothing like Scott’s lumbering movements. Scott was a solid, strength based fighter. Jaye was much smaller and used his speed and agility to fight. Nathan was a mix of both. 
 
    Unluckily for Jaye, I’d grown up watching him spar my brother and the other two, and I knew his moves. I knew the signs to look for, like Neema had trained me to do. 
 
    We shared blows, blocking and dodging as he moved around the grassy area, working up a sweat. 
 
    I barely noticed when Nathan and Scott came out to watch. 
 
    Finally the moment came that I’d been waiting for. Jaye’s body tensed, his fist clenching as he prepared himself to deliver a harsh punch to my nose. I saw all the telltale signs of the incoming blow, and I timed it perfectly. 
 
    I sidestepped as he raised his fist, and shot out with my own, landing a hard, Alpha blood fueled punch to the chest and sending him tumbling backwards onto the ground, the air knocked out of him. 
 
    I’d considered going for his nose, but since we were intending to have fun tonight, I didn’t want blood dripping all over me from his broken nose. 
 
    I scrambled on top of him, pinning his hands down and grinning triumphantly. 
 
    “Who’s mine?” I growled. 
 
    He stopped struggling beneath me, those blue eyes darkened and he settled, submitting to me with ease. 
 
    “Damn, she got you good,” Nathan chuckled from his position standing a few lengths away. 
 
    “Shouldn’t underestimate her, she’s a Huntress in training, she got me quite quick,” Scott sympathized as he tutted. 
 
    I leaned down to plant a kiss on Jaye’s lips to remind him that his was just a spar, that I still loved him. And considering the push against my nether region, he knew that already. 
 
    “Dinner’s ready, I’ve just got the finishing touches for some meals to do, so hurry back,” Nathan called out before he headed back through the kitchen door to the side of the mansion. 
 
    I climbed off of Jaye, offering him a hand which he accepted with a scowl. 
 
    “Guess you have gotten more advanced than us,” he muttered, but his unhappiness faded as he eyed me over, a look of sheer pride overcoming his features. “You’ll be one of the best of them.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I melted and threw my arms around him. “I hope I didn’t hurt you.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine, we heal quick. Might have some bruised rib though. At least you didn’t break my nose.” He rolled his eyes. 
 
    “I thought about it,” I said playfully and he scowled. “Now, how about we check out that painting on the way to dinner?” 
 
    His face softened and he winced as he attempted to puff his chest out in pride, keen to show me his finished masterpiece of me. 
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    Jaye’s painting of me was surreal. I stood before a dark lake, a trio of wolves on the far bank, two white wolves and a grey-brown wolf. I knew that that one was meant to be Scott, and the two white ones would be Jaye and Nathan. 
 
    The forest had been finished, and you could make out the strong trunks of the pines and their jagged branches, the blades of grass around the woman’s feet. My feet. 
 
    My fiery red hair was what drew the eye, and the full moon doused everything in a serene glow. 
 
    It was a piece of utter beauty, such skill and precision needed for the fine details. The golden yellow eyes of the wolves, the shadows across my skin, the toning of the muscles, the craters on the moon, the dappling of stars in the night sky. 
 
    It was magnificent, and I told Jaye so. 
 
    He grinned, looking down as he humbly accepted the praise. 
 
    I took it all in for a few minutes before Jaye pushed me onwards with a reminder that Nathan had dinner nearly done. 
 
    Upon pushing through the kitchen doors, my mouth watered. 
 
    The aroma of salmon and hollandaise sauce was the main one for me, and I sighed at the thought. 
 
    Eggs benedict, one of my favorites. 
 
    I hurried over to the table just as Nathan was serving up the plates of eggs benedict, the lightly grilled salmon was something he’d always done with it at my request. 
 
    There were other dishes prepared, satay chicken bites and roasted chunks of venison dipped in plum sauce. A platter of steamed veggies to remind us that we couldn’t solely survive on meat. 
 
    I dug into my eggs benedict as Jaye sat beside Scott and delved in as well. Nathan took his seat beside me and grinned at my monstrous appetite. He was always pleased with knowing we loved his cooking. 
 
    I moaned as I shoveled a forkful of sourdough bread, pesto, avocado, poached eggs, hollandaise sauce, and salmon into my mouth. The mix of all the ingredients was heavenly, and I took my time savoring the deliciousness. 
 
    He’d made up some iced tea which I sipped at along the way, stealing bits of satay chicken and venison along the way, and scowling when Nathan heaped some veggies onto my plate. 
 
    “You need your greens and veggies,” he reminded me as he forced it upon the other two as well despite Jaye’s look of unhappiness. 
 
    “So, I’m the last one due for a spar,” he mused as he sipped his iced tea. 
 
    “She’ll hand your ass to you,” Jaye smirked. 
 
    “I’ll second that,” Scott grinned. 
 
    “Well, only one way to find out,” Nathan turned to me with an intrigued look. “How about we see who would win with a match in the morning?” 
 
    “Sure, why not, I could use the easy win,” I shrugged with a sly grin and the other two laughed. 
 
    “Don’t be so cocky,” Nathan scolded me, but the soft smile made it lose its touch. 
 
    “I’m excited for dessert,” Scott winked and Jaye’s smile broadened as he glanced at me. 
 
    It was obvious they had another idea for dessert than food. 
 
    “I’m all sweaty, after dinner, I’ll be showering first,” I informed them, earning me some displeased looks. They’d waited too long already. 
 
    “How about we head to the spa room? No one else has booked it out today, and Bianca has probably been through there already and put fresh towels out,” Scott suggested. 
 
    Our spa room was a large area at the other side of the mansion with a few spas set up inside.  
 
    To save double booking, there was a tablet attached to the wall outside the room where you could punch in if you wanted to use it. That way it didn’t crowd, although it wasn’t used as much as when my father first had the place built. It had lost its appeal, and now we didn’t bother with booking as much because it was rarely in use, especially not around dinner time. Some couples used them later in the evening, other members came during the day to relax. 
 
    “I think that sounds like a good idea,” Nathan turned to me with a delighted look. 
 
    It was hard to say no as the three of them looked at me eagerly, their meals momentarily forgotten. 
 
    “Fine, we’ll do that,” I sighed and rolled my eyes, but grinned when they all murmured in anticipation. 
 
    Dinner was speedy after that, and when we all stood, Nathan whisked me up into his arms and the other two boys led the way, holding the doors open for us. 
 
    I bit my tongue about saying I could use my own legs. They wanted to do something special with me, and I wouldn’t ruin it.  
 
    Besides, I couldn’t wait.

I slipped into the warm, bubbling spa, my three boys all watching me, practically drooling at my naked body as they undressed as well. They’d waited for me to first, and I done a nice little strip tease for them before climbing into the relaxing spa bath. 
 
    The room had a high ceiling and pillars spread throughout to hold the ceiling up. We’d chosen a smaller spa, wanting to be close together. The room consisted of five spas, two decent sized ones that could hold a group of people, one large one that could hold a large group, usually some of the older male ‘wolves as they soaked their aged bodies and discussed Pack stuff or sports. And then two smaller ones, usually for couples. We went for one of the first two decent sized ones. 
 
    They were set into the floor, so there was no climbing over the edges, instead you just stepped down into the perfect, warm water. 
 
    Scott had run ahead to switch the spa on to activate the jets, but the water was already heated and good to go. 
 
    I relaxed, grabbing a towel from the pile set up close to the spa and set it up behind my head. I sighed as I sprawled my head back, closing my eyes momentarily before rolling my head to watch as my three men undressed eagerly. 
 
    Jaye was the first in the water with me, drifting over to sit beside me on the underwater benches. Scott followed after him, crouching down before me as he raised one of my legs up so that my foot rested on his chest. Then he was massaging the tight muscles in my leg, and I moaned as sunk further into the water, loving his firm fingers kneading my muscles. 
 
    Nathan slipped into the water and joined me on my other side, kissing my neck tenderly as Jaye nuzzled the other side. 
 
    “Damn, I missed you guys,” I breathed.  
 
    They all chuckled as they focused on me, kissing and touching me, their warm bodies so close and naked in the relaxing warm water. 
 
    The lighting was dulled to give it a cozy, warm feel, the lights along the wall resembling candlelight. 
 
    It was a perfect way to have our first time back together again. 
 
    I relaxed, washed in the warm lighting and my skin pleasantly warmed by the water as Scott’s hands strayed further up my leg. I was glad this spa water ran through filtration systems, it would need it with how wet I was getting. 
 
    “Don’t leave us again, Tay,” Jaye murmured into my ear as he licked my earlobe, his hand wandering to play with my breast. 
 
    “I can’t promise that, you know that, I have…my training,” I moaned as Nathan joined in as he caressed my other boob while kissing my neck. 
 
    This was what heaven would be for a girl like me. 
 
    “Stay, Neema can come here to train you, you can be a Huntress from here,” Nathan said sweetly as he nuzzled my shoulder, those big green eyes begging me. 
 
    It was hard to say no when they were ravishing me like this. 
 
    I had thought about it. When I’d left two years ago, it was out of defiance against my father. He wouldn’t allow me to become Huntress while I lived there, so I left. Perhaps now, with the backing of his betas, I could return home and continue my training. Maybe I could help my aunt patch the relationship with my father now so she, too, could come home. 
 
    “We’ll see,” was all I could say, but it seemed to be enough as Nathan turned my face and claimed my mouth. 
 
    Scott scooted closer between my legs, his hands sliding down my thighs as I quivered. 
 
    Jaye gave my boob a squeeze and ran his thumb over the nipple, causing sweet jolts to course through me as Nathan kissed me passionately. 
 
    I reached out with both hands, stroking their lengths and drawing soft moans from them both. Nathan broke the kiss to close his eyes and relish the touch. 
 
    Tonight would be fun. I certainly had been dying to do this with them. 
 
    “Sit on the edge,” I purred to Jaye as Scott began sliding his fingers through my folds, teasing me before he slipped a finger inside me. 
 
    Jaye obeyed, climbing out of the spa to sit on the edge, his dick standing to attention, his lean, toned body shivering at the loss of the warm water. 
 
    No matter, I’d take care of him. 
 
    Scott realized what I was doing and withdrew his hands as I turned to face Jaye. 
 
    His hungry green eyes were watching me with anticipation, his hands gripping the edge of the spa with a desperation only I could draw from him. 
 
    I stood before him, hoping I was at the right height for Scott as well as I licked the tip of Jaye’s cock, loving how it twinged upwards at the sensation. He groaned and lolled his head back, and I took this as a sign to continue.  
 
    Nathan sat to my side still, fondling my breasts as he kissed my neck, and I reached down to take ahold of his length. 
 
    I slowly took Jaye’s length into my mouth, sucking and bobbing my head as he maned and moved with me. 
 
    I began moving my hand on Nathan, jerking his length as he moaned against my neck. 
 
    Scott moved in, testing my entrance as I leaned forward over Jaye, and then I moaned against his dick as Scott slid inside me. His thick length stretched my walls, and he eased all the way in until he filled me whole. 
 
    I bobbed my head as I sucked on Jaye, using my free hand to fondle his balls as I worked my other hand on Nathan, who was pinching my nipples and stroking my breasts as I pleasured him. 
 
    I rocked back against Scott as he thrust into me, the feel of his cock inside me was so exhilarating and hot, it only excited me more. 
 
    Jaye fisted one hand in my hair, and I wasn’t able to tell him otherwise. He used his other hand to grip the side of the spa to refrain from driving into me too forcefully. 
 
    I moaned and shook as the three men worked me as I pleasured them, my body tightening as the hot sensations built up inside me.  
 
    I gasped as my climax drew nearer, moaning as Jaye pushed himself further into my mouth. He drove me down on him, desperate for his release as I rocked against Scott, begging him to fasten his pace. So close, so goddam close. 
 
    Nathan seemed to notice how desperate I was despite his moaning at my hard and fast jerking on his length. 
 
    He slid his hand between my legs, brushing my clit and stroking it. 
 
    God, he knew exactly what to do. 
 
    I nearly choked when Jaye came, growling as he held my head in place as he finished into my mouth.  
 
    I writhed and moaned against him, swallowing him down as Scott thrust into me hard and fast while Nathan worked his magic.  
 
    Nathan finished in my hand as his fingers locked up against my clit, but it had been enough. 
 
    I came, sliding my mouth off Jaye’s cock and crying out as Scott unloaded his hot seed inside me. 
 
    I sagged against Scott, drawing in shaky breaths as my three men took a moment to enjoy their orgasms. 
 
    And then Scott was sliding out of me, taking a seat on my other side as I stood bent over Jaye’s nether region. Nathan pulled me down to sit between them with Jaye’s legs on either side of my head. 
 
    I lazily turned and kissed his left leg, smiling at Nathan as he stroked my cheek lovingly. 
 
    “There’s nothing quite like sharing you like that,” Scott murmured as he ran his fingers through my hair, sending sweet tingles down my back. 
 
    “We need you home, we need you, period,” Jaye said softly as he carefully pulled his legs up so he could move around to the side and slip back in the water. 
 
    “And tonight, we’re going to make you wish you’d never left,” Nathan said, his smooth voice making my stomach knot up.  
 
    I could already tell my men were getting aroused again. It didn’t take them long, and it reminded me that they’d waited for me, not taking another woman. 
 
    They had some pent up need and desire to unleash, and the thought exhilarated me. 
 
    I already ached for more as Jaye drew up before me, planting a gentle kiss on my lips before following it with a more needy one. 
 
    I squeaked against his lips as Nathan hoisted me up into his lap, spreading my legs so that I straddled him. He slid inside me with ease, grunting as he entered my body. 
 
    “Come for us again, Tay,” Jaye growled as he broke the kiss, his eyes flashing yellow. 
 
    Seeing the wolf hunger in him only spurred me on. 
 
    Scott stood and joined Jaye before me, my back against Nathan’s chest as he gently guided me down on him. 
 
    With my position on Nathan’s lap, my breasts were poking out of the water, perk and ready for them. 
 
    Scott and Jaye took turns kissing my mouth and then my nipples, nipping the soft buds and tugging on them gently as Nathan thrust into me, driving me down on him more, slowly increasing the pace. 
 
    I gasped and moaned, kissing the pair hungrily, biting their lips which only made them more animalistic and less gentle. I wanted them to all fuck me hard, to screw me like the ‘wolves they were. 
 
    I took over when I wasn’t satisfied with Nathan’s pace, riding him hard and fast, loving it when Scott played with my clit. Jaye focused on my nipples, and I could feel his lengthened canines brushing over my breasts and he suckled and nipped them. 
 
    I could feel the water moving around them as they jerked off while I rode Nathan. 
 
    “Oh god, yes!” I cried out, gasping as the pleasure peaked inside me. The climax that came made me cry out in bliss as I trembled and lolled my head back, soaking up the small shock-waves of pleasure that followed. 
 
    Nathan drove me down on him once more, taking advantage of contracting walls to to bring his own finish as he bit my shoulder. 
 
    Yes, ravage me. 
 
    I wanted them to have me, body, mind, and soul. They were mine, and I was theirs. 
 
    The next thing I knew I was dragged off Nathan and hefted up and out of the spa. 
 
    Jaye flipped me over so I was on all fours, and I looked to my other two men with hungry, needy eyes. 
 
    The scent of my full-blown arousal filled the air, and the pair were out of the water only moments after Jaye began thrusting into me. 
 
    Scott kneeled before me, offering his engorged cock for me to take. 
 
    I drew it in without any hesitation, sucking hard on it as Jaye’s claws dug into my hips. 
 
    I knew my own eyes were flashing yellow with my lust and desire, and all the pheromones I was now emitting was driving my boys wild. 
 
    Jaye fucked me hard and fast as Scott was a little gentler thrusting into my face. Nathan was beside me, watching with bright eyes as he pleasured himself. Even he loved to see me taken by the two strong ‘wolves, having wild, animal sex like the true ‘wolves we were. 
 
    Scott finished in record time, driven nuts by my scent, and when Jaye unloaded inside me, there was a chaotic scramble as Nathan and Scott madly tried to take his place inside me. 
 
    This mad sex and mind-blowing orgasms continued for quite some time, each man taking his turn with me until I was so tired and drained, my female parts aching, but not from need. And I was dripping semen now, it was everywhere, puddles all over the flooring and all over me. 
 
    I lay on the floor, panting and chest heaving as my body felt like Jell-O. I was exhausted, and tired beyond belief. 
 
    Then I was being dipped into the spa in strong arms as Nathan murmured sweet words of love and adoration. 
 
    The trio cleaned me up in the spa, and then Scott was heaving me up and out, wrapping a towel around me as he carried me out of the room. 
 
    My two other boys followed, carrying their clothes and mine, and I vaguely wondered where we were going. 
 
    I found myself being planted into my king bed, all three crowding around me as I nestled against the pillows. 
 
    “Shit, I thought that would never end,” Scott chuckled. 
 
    “It was like you were in heat,” Jaye said thoughtfully. 
 
    “She was,” Nathan groaned. 
 
    “Wait, what?!” I sat up quickly, nearly smacking my forehead on Nathan’s as he sat by me. 
 
    “You really think?” Scott frowned, pondering on it as he cocked his head at me. 
 
    “They say if you’re separated from your mate long enough, upon rejoining them, it can force you into a heat. I guess your mind or body believes us all to be your mate, and you’ve been without for a while,” Nathan said with a forming half grin. “The heat you go into isn’t like a normal one, so it doesn’t last as long. It’s meant to strengthen the bond with your mate.” 
 
    I just blinked at him, scowling at his words. I’d heard of heat being brought on like that, but I’d not taken any of my boys as a mate through ceremony. There was way these things were done. 
 
    “That’d explain it,” Jaye nodded as he lay down against the pillows, stroking my naked back as my towel slipped down. 
 
    “Great,” I growled. “Guess I’m off to the infirmary first thing in the morning.” 
 
    “I’ll take you. I could use your help tomorrow mustering. Warren will be taking the day off to move into his cottage, so I could use another body,” Nathan said as he, too, lay back on the bed on the other side of me. 
 
    I nodded, sleep rearing its head to remind me of how little I’d slept lately. I stifled a yawn, but Scott grinned at me from his seat at the foot of the bed. 
 
    “Sleep hun, I’ll head back and start cleaning. I’m not sure I want Bianca getting stuck with our mess,” he rumbled, that deep, throaty chuckle making me smile. 
 
    I nodded and allowed Nathan to ease me back on the bed. I rolled over, allowing him to spoon me as I coaxed Jaye into my arms. Their warmth flooded through my damp towel, and I wanted to toss it off the bed and lie naked with them, just enjoying their presence. 
 
    But before I knew it, sleep crept up on me, and I succumbed to it with a smile on my lips.

I awoke with the morning sun filtering in through my window. My body ached and groaned after last night’s exciting ride, but it only made me smile as I reminisced.  
 
    “Breakfast?” 
 
    I leaned up to peer at the form in my bedroom doorway, managing a smile as Nathan strode over with a plate in hand. 
 
    I was tucked under the blanket now, my towel hung up on my coat rack. My clothes were nowhere to be seen, so I could only assume they were in the hamper. 
 
    “Bacon, eggs, cheesy toast, all the good stuff,” Nathan grinned as he offered the plate to me as I propped myself up against the pillows. 
 
    The aroma of bacon made my stomach growl eagerly, and I accepted his breakfast. 
 
    “Scott got called down to one of the cottages. Frank was cutting down a pine that was too close to his house, and the stubborn old ‘wolf that he is, he didn’t get help. It fell and took out half his porch. Scott’s clearing it up and assessing the damage so he can get started on repairs. Jaye’s off painting again. Some rich woman has commissioned a piece from him, so he’s working on that,” Nathan filled me in as I ate, unable to resist wolfing it down too fast. 
 
    “There’s orange juice too,” he flicked his head at the glass of fresh juice on my bedside table. My chest squeezed at his thoughtfulness. 
 
    “Did my father call last night?” I asked, remembering how he’d been supposed to call. 
 
    “Yeah, we missed it because of… well, you know,” he smiled sheepishly as he grinned. 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” I chuckled. 
 
    “He left a message and said he’d call back at midday. Figured we could get you to the infirmary then get the mustering done and be back in time for his call. Sound good?” 
 
    I nodded as I reached for my glass, downing the juice in just a few gulps. 
 
    “Well, you shower and get ready, I’ll meet you out at the barbecue area,” Nathan said as he kissed my forehead and took my now empty plate and glass. 
 
    “Okay,” I murmured. I could’ve gone back to sleep for a few hours, but I knew I shouldn’t. A glance at the clock on my bedside table informed me it was eight in the morning. Too early for a night owl like me. 
 
    I sighed as Nathan left, and forced myself out of the warm, comfy sheets to drag myself to the bathroom. Once under the cool water, I woke up more. I was eager to hear from my father, on what he’d been able to do about this damned proposition. It made my blood boil every time I thought about it. Goddamn ‘wolf, thinking he can claim me like that. 
 
    I washed every inch of my body thoroughly, and briefly wondered how Scott had gone with the cleanup of the spa room. God, that was embarrassing. We’d made one hell of a sexy mess in there. 
 
    Moments from the night before seeped into my mind, and I moaned as my body flared to life. 
 
    “Damn,” I growled, forcing the hot and heavy images from my mind. But the damage had been done, and I reached for the soap to clean my lady parts yet again.

I joined Nathan at the barbecue area, spying some of the teen ‘wolves playing some football down on the grassy area further towards the river. 
 
    Nathan led the way as we walked down to them, and I watched the group of eight dodging and weaving, using pinecones to symbolize their goal posts. 
 
    We veered to the left, slipping into the woods and trudging along the worn dirt track as the small white building came into view. 
 
    The cottage beside it had smoke spiraling from the chimney, and Nathan praised her being home. 
 
    Nathan took over as we reached the cottage, knocking on the door and waiting until the old she-wolf peered out, her dark brown eyes curious as she glanced over us. Her greying ashy brown hair was done up in a messy bun, and she held a mug of coffee in one hand as Nathan greeted her. 
 
    “Morning Vanessa, we need to get a morning after injection, please,” Nathan gave her a dazzling smile. 
 
    “You know, you’re old enough to have a pup if you want,” Vanessa peeked around Nathan to inspect me. 
 
    “Yeah, we know, but she’s choosing to be a huntress, no pups yet,” he said. 
 
    “Right,” she nodded. 
 
    “And…well…we wouldn’t know who… Nathan pondered his words, but Vanessa just cracked a wide grin, chuckling as she eyed me and shook her head. 
 
    “She went into heat, when we were all there,” Nathan defended himself, and she just snorted. 
 
    “Now, now, Tay. This group of three partners sure is interesting. But for them to have to be together to force you into heat, now that’s something,” she chuckled. “You sure are an interesting young lass.” 
 
    “Thanks, I guess,” I frowned. I couldn’t distinguish if she was having a go at me or not. But her friendly smile told me she wasn’t as she strode out the door, mug still in hand as she waved us over to the infirmary building. 
 
    “It sure is an interesting concept, three partners to one she-wolf. But it’s a growing way of life due to the low numbers of females born. I know Packs closer to the cities or even in them are taking up such ways, and some have been doing it for generations, it’s a part of who they are as a people,” she mused as she sipped her coffee. 
 
    I gave Nathan a pointed look, and he just rolled his eyes. He wasn’t sure what to think of it when I kept telling him that it was more common than he thought. 
 
    Vanessa unlocked the infirmary and beckoned us in. 
 
    I took the seat as she shuffled around, gathering up a strap and injection from the locked cabinet. She did the strap up around my arm, tightening it as I looked to Nathan for support. He just gave me a reassuring smile. 
 
    Vanessa flicked my arm to draw the vein, and before I knew it she’d jabbed the needle it and the injection was done. 
 
    “There, not so bad, is it,” Vanessa beamed as she withdrew the needle and packed everything away. 
 
    I rolled my eyes and Nathan thanked her. 
 
    “Well, you two have a good day, I’ll be going back to my Nat Geo show,” she said as she waved us out. 
 
    “Thanks again,” I shot over my shoulder, but she just waved me off. 
 
    “She’s always been big for the National Geographic channel,” Nathan said as we started back towards the mansion. 
 
    “Yeah, she’s interesting,” I nodded. Vanessa was someone the whole Pack valued deeply, and I was glad we had her. A few of the other she-wolves had practiced some nursing at the Alpha’s request. He believed more should know the basics of care for those sick or injured and had people come in to train some of the Pack. Always wanting to take care of everyone, that was the main quality of a true Alpha. 
 
    My mine jumped to Richard and all the ugly things I heard about him and his Pack. He ruled them with an iron thumb, a tyrant, not an Alpha. Many of them worked hard to give him his fortune, and they rarely saw anything for their work. He took mated females from their mates when in heat, forcing them to bear his own children, and no one challenged him due to his position. 
 
    How could such a man think he could have me? The way of his Pack was so wrong and old, I hated it. He was a smug, self-centered ass who only cared about his power and money, nothing else. 
 
    Taking our Pack and our lands had always been something he wanted, and now he was getting close to having that. 
 
    “Tay, everything okay?” Nathan asked as he frowned at me. 
 
    “Yeah, why?” I asked, snapping at him a bit too much. 
 
    “Your eyes went yellow,” he murmured, his brow furrowing more at my snappiness. 
 
    “Sorry, I’m just worried about this Richard thing,” I sighed. 
 
    “Don’t. He can’t have you. The Council can’t just hand you over to him. If they think it’s for the best, I’m sure they’ll give us options.” 
 
    “I hope so, I’d challenge him to a fight for it,” I said. 
 
    “I wish you wouldn’t,” Nathan groaned. 
 
    “I beat both Jaye and Scott, and you said you’d give me a spar this morning too, remember?” I shot back, remembering his words from yesterday. 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” he chuckled. “Fine, but if I win, you throw away this idea of fighting Richard. Let your father handle it.” 
 
    I glared at him, weighing my options. I could beat Nathan. He was the best fighter of the three, but I’d been training hard the past two years. 
 
    “Deal.” 
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    Nathan gave me a good fight. We chose the same grassy area as yesterday with Jaye, and got right to it. Nathan was fast and strong, a deadly combination that made such a fine fighter. But he didn’t know everything I’d learned. We exchanged blows, kicking and punching, striking out with nothing held back, landing heavy blows on one another and blocking. 
 
    At one point he flipped me onto the ground, sweeping my legs out from under me, but I rolled away and shot to my feet, striking him in the shoulder with a harsh kick and sending him tumbling backwards. The spar probably only lasted a few minutes, but by the time I slammed him to the ground and had his arm locked in an arm lock and his neck jammed under my boot, I was hot and a thin line of sweat had beaded on my brow. 
 
    He tapped out, scowling at me as he sat up. 
 
    “Now do you think I can kick Richard’s ass?” I asked sweetly as he grumbled and stretched his arm that I’d locked. 
 
    “Maybe. He’s still an Alpha. You’ve learned much with Neema, but a battle with an Alpha is so much more,” he said as he turned his face to the sky. The sun danced across his features, drawing a smile from me as he relaxed and soaked up the warmth. 
 
    “I know, but this is my family, my Pack, my home. I won’t lose it to him. I will fight for my right to choose my partner, well, partners,” I winked. 
 
    “I know. You’ve always been a fighter. So stubborn. It’s one of the things I love about you,” he sighed. 
 
    I moved closer to snuggle into his side, and we sat for a few moments, his arm around me as we enjoyed the morning sun. 
 
    “How’s your body this morning? After last night?” he asked softly. 
 
    “Sore, aching, tired,” I laughed. “But worth. Oh so worth it.” 
 
    He grinned at this and stood up, helping me to my feet as well. 
 
    “Well, if you think you’re up for it, we need to help the others move the Angus herd from the bottom field to the northern field. You think you can do that?” he checked. “I was meant to work with the new mare, but that’ll be postponed to tomorrow.” 
 
    “Of course, just because we had some crazy sex doesn’t mean I’m suddenly incapable of anything,” I brushed him off. Besides, it’d been ages since I’d gone riding. 
 
    “Well, if you’re keen,” he shrugged and took my hand, smiling as he led me towards the stable. 
 
    I got given a cowboy hat as soon as we strode in, and some of the other ‘wolves had brought in the riding horses for today’s work. 
 
    I chose the fiery little grey dapple mare. I’d ridden her a few times before I left, and she was strong and quick on her feet. A mind of her own at times, but a good mount. Belle was her name.  
 
    Nathan had his barrel racing mount ready, a bay gelding with a blaze down his face and two white socks on his back legs. Dasher was his name, and it suited him perfectly. 
 
    We saddled them up and led them outside the stable before mounting, and I relaxed into the soft, black, western saddle. 
 
    Dasher pranced and played with his bit as he begged to be given the rein so he could take off like a bullet. But Nathan held him firm, circling him to calm him down. 
 
    Belle waited patiently, but I could feel her excitement at being out of the field, the ripple of her muscles, the perked ears as she looked around. 
 
    Once Dasher was behaving, Nathan led the way, and I pushed Belle into a gentle trot to keep up with Dasher.  
 
    Being on horseback was something I’d loved and growing up on a ranch had sated that young girl’s horse love. I’d had my own horse since I was young, a black gelding that was named Beauty. A tribute to the movie I’d watched a number of times as a child. He’d passed a few years before I left, his age finally catching up to him. He’d been almost thirty when he’d passed, and the suddenness of it had broken my heart. I still remember going out to ride and noticing his movements were slow and sluggish. We had a vet come out to look him over, and we were simply told his age was the culprit. It all went downhill after that. 
 
    I tightened my grip on the reins, urging Belle to slow as she began to pull, wanting to move into a canter to overtake Dasher and Nathan. 
 
    She snorted in frustration when I wouldn’t allow her, and I settled into the saddle as I soaked in the sounds of the forest around as. The birds diving through the overhead branches, their songs and calls filling the air along with the steady clip-clop of the horses' hooves on the worn dirt track.  
 
    Nathan pulled Dasher up so that Belle and I came up beside him. We continued on, side by side. 
 
    “Feels good to be back in the saddle?” Nathan asked. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s been a while. I missed it,” I sighed as I reached forward to stroke Belle’s grey-white mane. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what, I’ll race you to the cattle fields,” Nathan grinned. 
 
    I didn’t get a chance to answer as he shot off, Dasher firing off before me. 
 
    Belle pulled to follow after him, and I let her have her head, loosening the reins as she took off in pursuit. 
 
    The pair were surefooted and quick, shooting through the trees like bullets. I caught up with Nathan despite his fast mount. Belle had been a competitor too before she came to our ranch from memory, so she was always eager for a challenge. 
 
    I laughed as my cowboy hat flew off, my hair done up in a ponytail thankfully as it whipped out behind me. 
 
    I leaned forward, driving Belle on, her hooves pounding on the earth with power and speed that any ‘wolf would envy. 
 
    I listened to her deep breaths, the way she snorted and shook her head as she raced onward, the smell of her excitement and her sweet horse scent. I held on tight with my legs, not needing a fall to ruin this freeing ride. 
 
    I barely had to steer her, Belle knew where we were headed, and I took the few moments to just enjoy the incredible ride. 
 
    Then we were shooting out into the clearing, and I leaned back, tugging lightly on the reins as the fenced field came into view. 
 
    “Whoa, Belle, whoa,” I calmed her, and she pulled up into a brisk trot, eager to continue her mad dash. 
 
    Nathan joined me, Dasher snorting and shaking his head as he pranced, not pleased that he’d been pulled up. 
 
    “Damn, Belle’s fast,” Nathan wowed. 
 
    “Yep, she used to do cross-country stuff I think,” I grinned as I patted her neck. 
 
    “The boys have used her for mustering, I’ve been using Dasher lately. Never seen her take off like that though, maybe you’ve just got a special touch with her,” he chuckled. 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. 
 
    We joined a few of the others waiting patiently at the gate as they talked, laughing and joking before waving to us. I recognized all of them.  
 
    Beth’s father, Carlos, sat atop a huge bay gelding, an ex-racer. He was a sweet horse whom always found his way into the musterings. He was dopy and usually slow to ride, but when he was around cows, his whole demeanor changed. Brayden was there, a tall, slender man with a toothy grin and bright blue eyes. His usually long brown hair was tied up in a ponytail that hung down his back, and he had on a cowboy hat as well. 
 
    Then there was Lionel and Jace, two brothers who were twice my age. Both had families out in the forested areas, and they looked similar in only a few aspects. Jace’s mate was Bianca, and they had one young son who they left with Lionel’s mate and children when Bianca cleaned and he worked the ranch. 
 
    They shared the same hazel eyes and small smiles, the same sandy blond hair. But after that, they were vastly different. Jace was shorter and bulkier while Lionel was tall and lanky. Jace had a rounded nose and sweet face whereas Lionel had a hooked nose and angular face with high cheekbones. 
 
    The last of the group was Thomas, whom I recognized easily. He was Nathan’s only older sibling, his three younger ones lived with his parents up in the mountains. 
 
    “Morning Tom, everyone,” I nodded at the group. 
 
    They all greeted me like normal, but Thomas drew up beside me on his flea-bitten grey gelding. He leaned over to hug me, and I drew in his rancher scent, just like Nathan’s. 
 
    “Good morning Taylor, it’s so good to see you back home,” he sighed as he released me. His friendly smile was just as gorgeous as Nathan’s, and they looked remarkably similar. Thomas just looked like an older version of Nathan with a more rounded face and blue eyes. Not as lean either. 
 
    “Thanks, so, Nathan tells me we’re moving the herd to the northern field?” I checked. 
 
    “Yep, that’s the plan!” Thomas grinned as he nudged his gelding to move around my mare. 
 
    Belle flattened her ears in the presence of all the other horses, but she didn’t play up, thankfully. I’d ridden other mares that started to squeal and kick out when they got close to other horses. 
 
    We moved off after Nathan and Thomas explained the simple procedure. 
 
    I had a feeling they were mostly doing it to remind me. 
 
    I was to take up the rear with Nathan while Lionel and Jace flanked on either side of the herd. 
 
    Carlos and Brayden would take each shoulder of the herd, and Thomas would go out ahead to open the gates and make sure the path was clear. 
 
    But first, we had to draw the herd together into a group. 
 
    We got straight into it, and Belle was eager to dart around the field, rounding up the steers and cows. 
 
    I had one steer who challenged Belle, but she stood her ground, snorting and pacing before the angry steer as it threatened to charge us. Its sleek black coat glistened in the morning sun as the muscles rippled beneath its hide, swaying those deadly horns at us as it mock charged us twice, but Belle didn’t budge. 
 
    I carefully maneuvered it to the growing group of cattle as Lionel, Jace and Carlos kept the group in a tight formation whilst Thomas, Brayden, Nathan and I gathered up all the grazing cattle. 
 
    It was not a speedy process, and I spied Brayden having some trouble with a young steer who refused to go back to the herd. 
 
    Brayden’s little chestnut mare zigged back and forth, trying to stop the young steer from breaking away completely and taking off down the field. 
 
    Thomas ended up stepping in, and the pair were able to get the stubborn critter to join the herd. 
 
    I smiled as the young steer cow-kicked and tossed his head defiantly as he joined the group. 
 
    And then we began the slow process of herding the head of cattle to the northern field, coaxing them along with calls and the bodies of our horses. 
 
    I relaxed into the saddle, the old ranch way of life coming back to me with ease. 
 
    Nathan kept smiling over at me, and I rolled my eyes at his knowing look. He knew that I felt at home doing this, pushing the cattle onward as Belle kept in steady step. 
 
    I took the time to drag my eyes over the field and the distant tree line where the forest started. More than a third of the ranch was forested, with fields cleared out for horses, cattle and crops. The rest was inhabited by wildlife and our Pack, hidden amongst the pines that spread up into the mountains that rimmed the southern border. 
 
    I drew in the scent of horses, sweat, and cattle. The sweet essence of the fields and grass, the flowers and insects, it all filled me with a wave of contentment. 
 
    By the time we’d herded the cattle into the northern field, a slick sweat had built up on my back, and my head burned in the late morning sun. I was mildly annoyed I’d lost my cowboy hat in the mad race against Nathan, I’d make sure to pick it up on the way home. 
 
    My stomach tightened at the thought. At lunch time, I’d get the deciding call on the offer by Richard. 
 
    I hoped the outcome was good. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Nathan asked as he pulled dasher up beside me. The darker gelding was slicked with sweat on his neck from the sun, and he swished his tail incessantly to keep the flies at bay. 
 
    Belle stomped her foot at the intrusion in her personal space and reached out as if she intended to nip Dasher to make him step away. I pulled her head back to stomp her, and she snorted in defiance, drawing a soft smile from me. She was the perfect mount for me with her sass. 
 
    “Just wondering what my father will say when he calls,” I said as I leaned forward and scratched behind Belle’s ears to settle her. 
 
    “Well, we can head back now, the others can finish up here. I’ll make us some lunch and we can relax while we wait,” he offered. 
 
    “Sounds good,” I nodded. Belle spun on her heel with little urging from me and started into a brisk trot back home with Dasher in tow. 
 
    We moved to the edge of the field and into the shade of the towering pines, before cutting off through the forest. A shortcut rather than going around the curved fields, and away from the direct sunlight. 
 
    “I wonder how Frank’s porch is, silly old ‘wolf,” I shook my head at the thought of Frank, one of the eldest in our Pack. He’d been good friend’s with my grandad before he passed, only a few years before my grandmother succumbed to a ghastly car accident in town. She’d chosen to go into town alone to get some supplies and have her hair done for an annual Pack event despite how we had a few fine she-wolves who could do it for her.  
 
    She stepped out into the street as a truck came flying around the corner. She didn’t have enough time to get out of the way. 
 
    My father had been made Alpha when my grandfather turned sixty, deeming his thirty-year-old son a better fit for the position and so he could then retire into a cottage in the woods. 
 
    It was shortly before I was born, and I wondered if my father would do the same when he turned sixty. 
 
    My brother had first claim to the position, as did all firstborn males, besides, leading the Pack was not my style. That much responsibility, I doubted I could handle it. No, I probably could, I just didn’t want to. 
 
    Nathan started up a conversation about Frank’s antics. He was the most reckless of our elderly Pack members, and refused to move closer to the infirmary now that he was nearing seventy. A stubborn old man who lived alone ever since his mate passed, age catching her sooner than expected.  
 
    I laughed as we spoke about one time at a Sunday dinner when he tripped over a couple making love. He landed on the couple, a flailing pile of naked bodies as the young she-wolf shrieked and tried to untangle herself from both her partner and this old man. Frank had had one too many drinks that night, but it gave us a good belly laugh as some other men helped lift the older man up and hurry him away so he couldn’t cause more trouble. The old man with his potbelly and long white beard tried to fight them, struggling and kicking out like an angry child as they carried him away. 
 
    By the time we reached the stable, I was dying for a drink, and I was quick to untack Belle and hose her off before letting her loose in the field. Her first thing to do was roll in the dirt while still wet, and I chuckled as the mare stirred up dust as she did so. 
 
    I headed into the kitchen before Nathan, spying Scott as he made himself a milkshake. 
 
    “Want one?” he asked as he glanced over my reddened face, probably smelling the sweat on me. 
 
    “God yes,” I sighed as I slumped into the booth and leaned my head back. “How was Frank’s place?” 
 
    “That old fool nearly completely destroyed his porch. If he’d just asked for help, I wouldn’t have so much work to do tomorrow,” Scott groaned. “The roof has caved in, the railings are totaled, the porch flooring is crushed, and his window got smashed.” 
 
    “Damn, so much damage by one little old man,” I sighed, feeling sorry for Scott needing to work on it tomorrow. Frank could be a handful, that was for sure, and I doubted the old cranky bastard would let Scott repair his cottage unsupervised. 
 
    “He had the audacity to get pissy with me because I was taking too long,” Scott growled softly as he worked on my milkshake, the shake machine whirring to life. 
 
    “He’s old, his mate died, he lives all by himself, not close to anyone. He barely comes along to our days anymore, he wasn’t at the Funday, and who knows if he’ll show tonight for the dinner. I’d be cranky too,” I shrugged. 
 
    “He chooses not to socialize. We’re a Pack, us ‘wolves love to be together, around one another and talking, it’s a part of us,” Scott grumbled as he brought my milkshake over and sat across from me. Strawberry, my favorite. 
 
    I thanked him as I slurped it down, in heaven as the sweet, cold drink filled me and cooled me down. I know I should’ve had water, but who doesn’t love a good milkshake? 
 
    Nathan strolled in, smiling as he dipped his hat at Scott before heading for the fridge to grab himself some iced water. 
 
    I groaned as I remembered my lost hat. Nope. It could stay out there. I just hoped it didn’t belong to anyone, not that they couldn’t just get a new one. 
 
    “You going to hang around for lunch?” Nathan asked Scott as he leaned on the counter, gulping down his iced water. 
 
    “If you’re cooking,” Scott smirked. 
 
    “Yeah, although nothing too extravagant. We’ve got dinner tonight, the women will be here soon to start the preparation. Carlos and Jace have already offered to help me with the barbecue tonight,” Nathan said. 
 
    “Should be good, we’ll have a hunt afterwards, that’s always fun,” Scott grinned. 
 
    The two boys discussed the night ahead as I pondered what my father’s phone call would be about. My stomach was knotting at the thought, I needed to know, and I needed to know now. 
 
    As if on cue, Nathan’s phone rang, and I froze as I shot him a look. 
 
    He just pursed his lips and gave me an uncertain look as he answered it. 
 
    “Lawrence,” he said as he took his hat off and set it down on our table. “What’s the news?” 
 
    I held my breath, my heart pounding in uncertainty as Nathan frowned. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll put her on.” 
 
    I practically snatched the phone as he offered it me, shoving it against my ear. 
 
    “What have those assholes decided?” I said, anger at the Council already boiling inside me. 
 
    “They want me to accept. I told them it’s not up to me, but since I’m the Alpha, they’re not allowing you to make the choice. They’re allowing me to choose to fight him for you instead or simply take it. I told them it will be settled by battle. They would’ve said a mate of yours could fight him alongside me, but since you haven’t taken one, it’ll be one-on-one battle rather than Alpha and a second,” my father sighed. 
 
    My breath caught at the news, my chest tightening as I pictured my father fighting for my rights and my honor.  
 
    “It’s not your fight,” I whispered, my throat tightening at the thought of him battling Richard. My father was strong and deadly, but I worried for him, as would any daughter who’d seen her father slowly succumb to age over the years. 
 
    “You’re my daughter, and I’m your Alpha, this is my fight,” he stated, although I could see the tender smile in his voice. 
 
    I wanted to get angry at myself for leaving, for not spending more time with him. All he’d ever done, all the times he’d pulled me into line or frowned upon me, it was only because he cared and wanted the best life for me. 
 
    Being a Huntress not only shook him, but a part of me knew he was terrified to lose his little girl. 
 
    I’d simply done my best to ignore it. 
 
    “I won’t let you,” I said stubbornly. I couldn’t risk losing my father to Richard, of that monster claiming our Pack if my Father fell to him. That would be the outcome. 
 
    “That’s the option they’ve given me,” he said. “And it’s the one I’ll take.” 
 
    “Can I speak with someone there?” I asked, wistfully praying someone from the Council was still with him. 
 
    “No, I’m the Alpha, Tay,” he growled, but I could hear another voice in the background asking him to pass the phone. 
 
    “I demand to speak to someone of the Council,” I growled. 
 
    “Your father only has the two choices, my dear,” a smooth male voice said. I was right, my father must still be in the presence of a Councilman then. Thankfully. 
 
    “I wish to offer forth a third option,” I said, ignoring the looks of dismay and despair from my two companions. 
 
    “And what would that be? The offer to join two of the greatest Packs is the region is not something we can decline,” the man said. 
 
    “I know. My proposition is that I fight Richard for the right to claim me. If I lose, he has me as his mate, but my father keeps his rightful position as Pack leader until it is time for the Alpha’s to fight for the title of both Packs.” 
 
    “By taking you as his mate, Richard will claim ownership of your Pack as well, you’re the firstborn daughter of the Alpha,” the man chuckled. “So your proposition goes against Pack ways. We’re most interested in the joining of the two Packs, my dear.” 
 
    “And mating with the mated she-wolves of your Pack isn’t against our ways? Something we all know Richard partakes in,” I snapped back. “And Richard mainly wants me, not the two Packs to join. He’s only using that to get what he wants.” I knew my words were mostly true. Richard wouldn’t mind joining Packs if it meant he only got all our females and none of the men. 
 
    I could feel the man contemplating my words. I gave my two companions a sad smile as they gave horrified and dismayed looks. Nathan was shaking his head in denial, and Scott’s brow was furrowed in worry and distress. 
 
    “Your offer intrigues me, young lady. You do realize it is standard practice that the Alpha fights such propositions, thanks to his gained power from his position. You lack that such power,” the man drawled, and I could hear the devious smile on his lips. 
 
    “I ask that if you accept my proposition, that the battle is to be made in human form, not wolf,” I added. My heart was in my throat as my hands shook slightly, making me nearly drop the phone as I waited for his answer. 
 
    “Intriguing indeed,” the man chuckled. “I wouldn’t normally accept, but as you say, Mr Williamson doesn’t stick to Pack ways too well either, and this proposition of yours is something I’d like to put into motion. I will inform Mr Williamson of the decision. You two will fight for the right to have you as mate, but the title of Alpha of your Pack remains your father’s until Mr Williamson decides to fight for it. I will personally come and attend this battle and make sure that no further rules and laws are broken. You do realize, if you beat Mr Richardson, due to your desire to keep your father as Alpha of your Pack, you cannot claim his Pack should you come out victorious?” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded, my voice somehow remaining steady despite the sweat dripping down my back. 
 
    “Well, it’s settled then,” the man said definitely, despite the bark of argument from my father in the background. “I’ll push for the deciding battle to take place tomorrow night. I understand tonight is the final Sunday of the month, and it is customary for many Packs to spend the night as a whole together.” 
 
    The phone clicked off and I shakily set it down on the table. 
 
    “What the fuck Tay?! Are you insane?” Nathan gaped at me. 
 
    “I won’t let my father fight my battles,” I snarled, ignoring the way I wanted to curl up and catch my breath, to slow my racing heart. 
 
    “He’s going to pissed at you. And us,” Scott muttered, but the look of utter anger and distress in his eyes made me catch myself. Nathan was pissed, but I could sense his fear for me. 
 
    “Everything will be okay,” I tried to reassure them, or maybe myself, I wasn’t too sure. 
 
    “This is unbelievable,” Nathan muttered. “Just because you bested us three doesn’t mean you can take on an Alpha and win!” 
 
    “If my father died for me, I’d never be able to live with that. I’ve already lost my mother, I can’t lose him either,” I growled. I knew if it were a fight between my father and Richard, it would be to the death. Not all Alpha fights ended so brutally, but I doubted Richard would just accept my father’s defeat and let him live. 
 
    This was my fight, and I intended to win. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    11
[image: divider.png]  
 
      
 
    Nathan eventually made hamburgers after losing his shit with me about the agreed battle. My father had called back, horrified and pissed at what I’d done. He could understand why, but it didn’t mean he agreed with it. In the end I passed the phone to Nathan, grabbed my burger and headed outside to catch some air.  
 
    I sat out at the barbecue table munching on my burger, envisioning how tomorrow night would go. My father would be returning tonight and he’d be announcing what was happening to the Pack. At least, I assumed he would. 
 
    I frowned as I finished my burger, tomorrow night playing on my mind. How was I going to beat him? I needed to be focused and ready, read his body language and gauge his attack style.  
 
    “You look troubled.” 
 
    I turned and smiled as Jaye joined me, his grey shorts and tattered blue shirt stained with paint. 
 
    “A bit. How’s the painting coming along? Apparently some hotshot rich lady has commissioned a piece?” I asked, not wanting to discuss my upcoming fight for my life. 
 
    “Good. She wanted a painting of her most prized breeding stallion. Apparently, from what I’ve learned, he pulls in over a million dollars a year in stud fees,” Jaye rolled his eyes as he sat beside me. 
 
    “Damn, that’s a good stud,” I remarked. 
 
    “I can show you if you’re free shortly. What’s up though? I heard Scott and Nathan talking, they sound worried about you,” he browned, his soft blue eyes concerned. 
 
    “I managed to get a Council member to allow me to fight Richard for my rights. My father was going to do it as the Council didn’t give him a choice,” I sighed, expecting the frown to deepen as he ripped into me for my stupidity. 
 
    Instead, he cocked his head at me in uncertain thought. 
 
    “Do you think you can beat him? In all honesty?” he asked, reaching out to stroke my face. 
 
    I closed my eyes at the gentle sensation, and I moved to rest against his shoulder. He snaked one arm around me and kissed my forehead tenderly. 
 
    “I think so. I have to try. If my father fights him and loses, he’ll die. At least if I lose, the Council agreed that there is no joining of the Packs until a further fight for the title is done,” I murmured. 
 
    Jaye was silent for a while as he played with my hair, and I could practically hear the cogs turning in his head as he contemplated the situation. 
 
    “It’s your life. So it’s your choice on how you deal with it. I don’t want you to fight him, I don’t want you getting hurt or him having you, but I don’t own you either. Besides, since when have you ever listened to us?” he chuckled. “It’s not our place to decide how your life goes or to stop you for fighting for your rights.” 
 
    “Thanks, Jaye,” I mumbled, my throat tightening. He was the main one who always understood me so well. Scott and Nathan were more dominant men at times, whereas Jaye knew that I was independent and would make my own choices in life. Didn’t stop him from being protective, but he didn’t try to be controlling. 
 
    “When is it?” he asked softly as he stroked my hair. 
 
    “Tomorrow night,” I murmured. 
 
    I felt him stiffen, his hand freezing mid-stroke as he drew in a sharp breath. 
 
    “Why so soon?” he growled. 
 
    “I don’t know, that’s just what the Councilman said,” I said. 
 
    He sat silently with me for some time, and I wondered if he was going to get annoyed. 
 
    He finally broke the silence when he stood up and offered his hand. 
 
    “Come, let me show you what I’m working on,” he smiled softly. 
 
    I relaxed as I took his outstretched hand and let him lead me back into the mansion. 
 
    He took me to the large art room set-up in the second story of the mansion. Easels and work benches were spread throughout the large room, paints, clay and other art utensils and crafts strewn across the benches in an orderly fashion. 
 
    I spied the large canvas on the far side of the room, perched precariously on an easel a little too small for the giant canvas. 
 
    The leopard spotted stallion was racing through some snow-covered land, the surrounding pines washed in snow as he galloped onward. 
 
    From here, it appeared already finished, but as I drew closer, I realized Jaye still had some shading and details to finish up. It looked stunning already though. 
 
    “His name is Spotted Desire,” Jaye said as he smiled at his work. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” I said softly. 
 
    “It’s not done yet, but I thought you might appreciate it,” Jaye turned to me, his eyes sad as he took my face in his hands. “You are the most beautiful being I’ve ever painted, I won’t let that old prick have you. If, for some reason, you lose to him tomorrow night, I will make sure I get you back. That we get you back. No matter the cost,” he said, his voice low and firm. The look in his eyes, the seriousness of his words, it took my breath away as I just stared at him. 
 
    I didn’t doubt for a second that my boys would move mountain and earth to keep me from harm, but I’d agreed to this battle, and with a Councilman present, there could be no foul play if I lost. 
 
    If I lost. I didn’t want to think about what that entailed. But my mind strayed to the union ceremony when two ‘wolves were mated. They were joined together by ceremony and in flesh before their Pack, sealing the ritual with sex before the Pack. 
 
    I shuddered at the thought of Richard taking me like that. I’d seen him only once before, in passing when I was out with my father as a teenager. Richard had been in town harassing one of our she-wolves who’d gone to town to gather up provisions. She’d called my father for assistance, knowing he was already taking my brother and I into town to buy some new clothes and an iPod for my brother. 
 
    I’d waited in my car, watching as my father forced the man outside. There was a standoff out on the road, Richard a bigger, bulkier man than my father, but the power emanating from my father made the other Alpha back down. When he’d turned away from my father, he caught my eyes, and a sick smirk had crossed his face. 
 
    Had he planned from that day to lay claim to me eventually? Who knew. 
 
    “We best head out and help set up for tonight, they’ve already starting preparing in the kitchen, and I’m sure it’ll keep your mind occupied,” Jaye said, noticing how my mind was wandering already. 
 
    “Right,” I breathed, steadying myself after the image of Richard towering over me triumphantly flashed through my mind. I couldn’t allow that. I’d fight with everything I had to keep my right to my own mates. 
 
    Jaye lead me to his room where he changed into something more suitable, and I found myself staring at his naked back wistfully. There was one way to take my mind off things. 
 
    I shut the door behind me and moved forward, running my hands down his back, loving how he froze and drew in a sharp breath at my touch. 
 
    I moved closer, pressing my body against his back as I kissed his neck, dancing my lips across his nape and loving how it made him shiver. 
 
    “Tay,” he groaned. 
 
    “Shh.” I stepped around him, taking that gorgeous face in my hands and kissing his lips softly. 
 
    He deepened it as he pulled me close, hesitantly asking to use his hands, and when I made no indication of dominating him today, he fisted one hand in my hair and slid the other down to the curve in my lower back to hold me close. 
 
    I was glad I caught him before he’d slipped a new shirt on as I ran my hands up his bare chest, loving the ripple of lean muscles as I stroked his heated skin. 
 
    I moved us closer to the bed, twisting us around so that I could push Jaye back onto the bed. 
 
    We fell together, tangled in our embrace, and I sighed as he began kissing my neck, his mouth rough and lustful. 
 
    I could feel his arousal pushing through his denim shorts into my inner thigh, and it was enough to send the fiery sparks shooting to my lady parts. 
 
    “Have me any way you want, Jaye, just make me forget,” I breathed as he nipped my earlobe, his hands sliding under my shirt to caress my skin. His hands were harder in their touches than Nathan and Scott, more needy and desperate. 
 
    He pulled back to look me in the eyes, the lust and sadness evident in those darkened blue eyes. Would this be our last time together? No, I intended to have all my boys before tomorrow night. I wanted Richard to smell them on me, to know I already belonged to someone. Well, someones. 
 
    Jaye didn’t say a word as he planted a soft, tender kiss on my lips, cupping my face with one hand. 
 
    “I love you Tay, and tomorrow night, no matter what happens, Richard will never claim you. We’ve claimed you as our own, as you’ve claimed us. As far as we’re aware, you’re already mated to us,” he murmured as he stared lovingly at me. 
 
    “I love you too,” I murmured. “And no matter what happens, don’t do anything stupid. I can’t lose you boys.” 
 
    He smirked at this as he kissed the tip of my nose. “No promises Tay, you know how much you mean to us. We’ll do our best to keep our place, but we won’t lose you.” 
 
    I pulled him back down for a steamy kiss, wanting to make the questioning thoughts around tomorrow night disappear. 
 
    We shared kisses and caresses, and in moments we were both naked, our bodies entwined as we soaked up each other’s warmth. I could smell my own arousal, and that animalistic look in Jaye’s eyes was what I so desired. 
 
    I rolled us over so that I straddled him, smiling slyly as I pushed his chest back down when he went to sit up to kiss me. Maybe I’d dominate him a little. It always made him more wild. And right now, wild was what I needed. 
 
    I slid onto his length with ease, gasping as I took him in, loving the feeling of him inside. 
 
    He breathed heavily as he watched me through hooded eyes, and I began riding him slowly, chuckling at his soft growl. 
 
    I chose the pace, wanting to make this moment of sexual joy last forever. Jaye rippled and begged me with his eyes, but I shook my head and bit my lip as I rode him harder, not fast enough to sate his wishes though. 
 
    He moaned as his fingers flexed, desperate to touch me, to drive me forcefully down onto him. 
 
    I leaned forward, catching his hungry lips as I moved on top of him, grinding in the perfect way as the pleasure built up inside me. I rocked and moved against him, kissing him and rubbing my breasts across his chest until I could feel my climax within reach. 
 
    “Now you can have me,” I breathed as I nibbled his earlobe. “Fuck me any way you want.” 
 
    Jaye flipped us over, pulling my feet up over his shoulders as he slammed into me hard and fast. 
 
    Those claws came out and I smiled as I stared into those yellow wolf eyes, loving the look of desperate need and wildness in them. 
 
    He pounded into me hard, rocking the bed with each movement as I gasped and moaned beneath him. 
 
    Then he was flipping me onto my belly, lifting my ass into the air as he drove back into my dripping entrance. I clutched the edge of the bed as he thrust into me, the pain and pleasure a sweet combination as I gasped and arched up. 
 
    Those clawed fingers snaked around to grip one of my breasts, and I could feel a bruise appearing before nightfall from his roughness as those nails dug into my supple flesh. But it only made me just as wild. 
 
    Jaye fucked me like a wild animal, flipped me and changing positions numerous times to drive into me with such force and primal need. 
 
    I spasmed and begged for my climax as he snarled and drove into me with no mercy, our bodies now on the edge of the bed, me facing the wall on all fours while he stood on the floor behind me. 
 
    And then it washed over me as I gasped and cried out, the waves of pleasure rippling through me as Jaye hammered into me. Then he, too, came, practically roaring with his release as bowed over me, his body shuddering from the orgasm. 
 
    I panted as I collapsed onto the bed, Jaye’s seed dripping out of me as I lay breathless and sated on the bed. 
 
    He joined me, sliding in behind me to spoon me, his hot, raspy breaths washing over my back, our sweat slicked bodies pulled together. 
 
    I closed my eyes as I relished his embrace and the lingering effects of my orgasm. 
 
    This was perfect. This was where I belonged, with not just Jaye, but all of my boys. 
 
    Jaye nuzzled my back and chuckled, the delighted sound making me smile. 
 
    “I wasn’t too rough?” he asked. 
 
    “No, just perfect,” I sighed as I held his hands around my belly, adoring the feel of him against my back. 
 
    I ended up drifting off in his arms, images of ‘wolves racing madly through the forest filling my dreams.

I awoke to find Jaye had covered me with a blanket. I felt sticky and in need of a shower, and a glance at the clock made me groan. The communal dinner was soon, that was where Jaye must be, helping set it all up.  
 
    I groaned and sat up, my body aching in a pleasant way as I gathered up my clothes and dressed. I’d head to my room and shower before joining everyone outside. 
 
    I yawned and stretched as I headed out of Jaye’s room, the stench of sex and sweat permeating it. I smiled as I headed down the hall, ducking into my room and heading straight for the shower to clean up. 
 
    By the time I finally made it outside, night was just around the corner, the sun dipping low over the horizon as many of the Pack already stood around the grassy area and barbecue shelter. 
 
    Children squealed and ran around in a game of tag, and I spied Jaye setting up the chairs and tables with Scott under the big white marquee we dragged out for these dinners. Other members were helping as well, and I joined them in finalizing the setup of the eating area. Fold out tables and wooden tables were carried out of the back room of the mansion, the large meeting room which became the Communal dinner area on nights when the weather worked against us. 
 
    I helped Beth hunt down enough glasses and cutlery as other she-wolves began bringing out finger food and snacks. Chicken bites and onion rings, fruits and biscuits, all sorts were being spread around the tables. I helped myself to a few chicken bites and an onion ring as I watched the crowd grow. I wondered if cranky old Frank would show himself tonight. He’d sat out the last too, and I was starting to feel sorry for the old man.  
 
    I caught my breath when a chorus of cheers rose up as my father stepped out of the mansion in jeans and a black button-up shirt. 
 
    He was finally home. 
 
    And he looking at me with an array of emotions. Anger, frustration, love, fear. They all seared across his face despite the painted on smile as he was welcomed home. 
 
    I made myself busy setting out napkins, but I could feel his eyes burning into the back of my skull as he made his way over to me. 
 
    “Tay,” he said softly. The hurt in his voice made me freeze up, dropping all the napkins and turning to face him. 
 
    “My sweet little girl, why must you be so fiery and stubborn like your mother,” he smiled sadly as he cupped my face. “You remind me so much of her sometimes.” 
 
    I leaned into his hand, cherishing his gentle touch, and hating the lines of age showing in his face, the greying of his dark hair, the hinder in his movements. I knew right then that I was right in not letting him fight this battle for me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Dad. I couldn’t let you fight my fight for me,” I murmured as I covered his hand with mine, searching his eyes carefully. 
 
    “I know, I just wish you’d let me take care of you one more time. I can’t lose you to him,” he said softly. 
 
    I just smiled as he pulled me in for a hug, his strong, firm arms around me making me feel safe again, just like when I was a little girl. The smell of his faint cologne that I still remembered from my youth, a gift from my mother and one she adored. 
 
    I held him tight, like I was going to lose him at any moment. 
 
    For all I knew, tonight could be my last night with the Pack, the last communal dinner. 
 
    He pulled away, his eyes glittering in the glow of the fairy lights strung up under the marquee with a few overhead fake chandeliers. 
 
    “Come, we’ve got some food to devour. I haven’t eaten much since I’ve been away,” he chuckled as he wrapped an arm around my shoulder.  
 
    I cast a wayward glance at Jaye and Scott as they watched me from the edge of the marquee. 
 
    I plucked up tidbits to eat with my father as he told me of the grand building he’d gone to in order to meet with a few Council members. The man I’d spoken to was named Gadion, a vampire who opted to handle werewolf affairs for the Council as the werewolf Council member had passed unexpectedly last year and they were yet to fill his position. Having a vampire handle werewolf affairs was a little strange, but it was better than no one. 
 
    I was grateful when my brother arrived and stole my father away, as I could feel my father’s displeasure at tomorrow night growing the more he spoke to me.  
 
    I joined Scott and Jaye at their seats at the back of the marquee as they drank a few beers. Jaye wasn’t much of a beer drinking, but he was entertaining Scott with one light beer. He preferred his rum and coke. 
 
    “So, how’s your dad taking it all?” Scott asked as I slipped into the seat beside him. 
 
    “Okay, I guess. Mostly concerned about me. I thought he’d rip me apart when he got home, but sometimes I forget that he’s still my dad and not just the Alpha. He just worries about me,” I sighed as I looked around the bustling Pack as they talked and moved around the grassy area. The moon was now making its ascent into the sky, the stars glistening overhead. I was grateful for the clear weather, the moon lighting up the area in a soft glow. 
 
    “I’m surprised that he’s taking it so well to be honest,” Scott remarked as he watched my father talk with Chris. 
 
    “Yeah, same here,” I agreed. It was certainly unexpected, but in a pleasant way. 
 
    I glanced over to the barbecue area where Jaye, Carlos and Jace were preparing all the meats for the main meal. 
 
    The assorted finger foods had been almost completely demolished, and I pouted at the loss of more onion rings. 
 
    The Pack slowly starting filing in, taking their seats under the marquee as the barbecue was started and the main foods were brought out. Scott instructed me to stay seated, and he’d gather me up some delicious food while Jaye kept me company. 
 
    “Hungry?” he asked. 
 
    “Always,” I chuckled. Being a ‘wolf meant food was life. 
 
    Jaye just grinned at this and shook his head. 
 
    Scott returned with two plates piled with a casserole, assorted breads and some fancy piece of omelette. There was meatloaf as well, and I dug as soon as he set it down before me. 
 
    Jaye left to gather up some food too, and I listened as Scott told me about a wardrobe he was working on for one of the couples who’d just had him add on an extra room for their expected baby. 
 
    I listened as I ate, loving how vibrant he was when he spoke about the intricacies of his woodwork and hand carving. He took such pride in his work; it was why he was requested so often. 
 
    There was a round of cheer and shouts as the meat began coming out, venison, steaks, pork, ribs, bacon. Jaye was the one who shot up to fetch me some this time, not wanting to be outdone. He’d barely had a chance to eat his food before he was off to tend to my needs. 
 
    I smiled after him, rolling my eyes as Scott chuckled at his need to not be outdone. 
 
    Nathan sat on my other side with a plate of roast pork and a steak, topped with some potato and gravy and some bread rolls. 
 
    Jaye returned with a plate of meats for me, and I thanked him as I homed in on the delicious bacon. 
 
    The three boys talked around me, and I partook where necessary as they discussed Pack issues and anything that they needed to inform my father of. Nothing new really apart from Frank’s run in with the chopped down tree. Scott would need some extra supplies to fix up that mess. 
 
    Jaye needed to organize shipment of the commissioned painting for later in the week, he’d have it done in the next few days if all went according to plan. Nathan was concerned about some of the heifers in the lower fields, how they were not falling pregnant easily despite the bull running with them. He was worried they’d have to artificially inseminate them. Our stallion, Camanche, had a few foals due soon, and Nathan had high hopes that we’d make good money from them, two of them already had claims made for high competition folk. He was considering discussing with my father about expanding the stud, getting another stallion in and selling off its sperm. There were a few good colts around the area with good lines that’d make perfect additions. Including a cremello paint colt which would be turning two this year. A hefty price for him, but well worth it in the long haul due to his great lines. 
 
    I ended up bailing when the talk turned to cars and sports, even male ‘wolves couldn’t help loving such things as well, and I decided to check out the offered deserts. 
 
    I helped myself to a few fresh cookies and danishes, scooping up some hot custard and pudding as well and finding a lone seat by the barn to finish up my desserts. 
 
    The bustling, noisy crowd and boisterous children normally made me feel at home, but not tonight. Tonight, it saddened me as I thought about tomorrow night. 
 
    I finished up my last danish and set my plate down on the bench. The cool night air was crisp and made me rub my arms as I looked to the horse field. I could see the grey dapple mare close by, and I decided to go say hi to Belle. 
 
    I was concerned that my father hadn’t told the Pack about tomorrow night either. Maybe he was waiting until everyone had eaten before making a speech. Not that I wanted to be around for that. To see the dismayed looks and horror at my meddling in the Alpha’s affairs. 
 
    I climbed through the wooden fence, and Belle raised her head as she spotted me coming, releasing a soft nicker to greet me. Her grey coat shone under the moonlight, and I murmured soft words to her as I stroked her neck and shoulder. 
 
    “Tomorrow night I have to fight an Alpha. I’m worried about it. I want to win, and I’ve told everyone I think I can, but to be honest, I’m not sure. He is an Alpha after all,” I murmured, taking comfort in her silence as I patted her, drawing in her reassuring horse scent. 
 
    “Do you think I can win? What will happen if I don’t? To complete the mating ceremony, he has to claim me before the Pack. I don’t want to have sex with him, but if he wins, it’s my duty to go through with the agreement,” I mumbled, hating myself already for the stupid idea. But I wouldn’t allow my father to possibly die at Richard’s hands. Losing my honor and having my body ravaged by that man, it was better than my father’s death. 
 
    Still, it scared me, even if I didn’t want to admit it. 
 
    I stood with Belle for some time, whispering to the mare about my concerns, about my dream of becoming a Huntress and how that was on hold now. I told her my love for my three men, how the thought of losing them broke my heart, and my throat tightened as I tried to fight off the thoughts. 
 
    As if understanding my pain, Belle turned her head and muzzled my chest, her big, soft head gentle but firm as I ruffled her mane and stroked her face. 
 
    “Such a good girl. If I moved home and continued training to be a Huntress, I’d ask to have you become mine. I’d ride through the forest with you, maybe even teach you to jump, hell, you probably already know how to. Go trail riding and even camping, Nathan and Scott would love that, maybe Jaye, if he’s got his sketchpad,” I chuckled. 
 
    A lone howl made my head snap up, and I patted Belle goodbye as I trudged back to the lively festivities. 
 
    The children had been ushered inside with a few ‘wolves keeping guard. 
 
    It was time for the night to take its other turn. 
 
    I couldn’t help the heat rising up inside me as naked couples dashed past me, laughing and teasing one another. 
 
    I spied Leya and Warren going hard at it on a picnic blanket a little distance away from the marquee, and there were a few other couples sprawled around the place as they made love before the night hunt. 
 
    I reached the marque and spied Beth’s parents, Carlos and Mary, getting right down to business on their table. Mary’s top was gone and Carlos had her skirt hiked up as he drove into her, his pants puddled around his feet and his button-up shirt undone. 
 
    I bit my lip as I spied my boys all waiting for me, just outside the cover of the marquee, their dark eyes hungry. 
 
    My father had disappeared, probably not up for this part of the event considering he was still without a new mate. I wasn’t sure if he’d ever take another, although I hoped he would, for his own sake. Not that there were many females left that were unclaimed in our Pack, let alone his age. 
 
    I spied Beth running off with one of the other young ‘wolves, and I smiled for her. 
 
    Scott made the move, heading for me with those loving, hungry eyes, driven into a desperate desire by the scent of sex and arousal all around. But it was my scent he was after. 
 
    He pulled me into his arms, claiming my mouth with a passionate kiss as I wrapped my legs around his waist. I clung to his neck, kissing him as he ground me against his clothed arousal, carrying me off into the darkness. 
 
    I knew my other two boys were following behind in the shadows while we found a place tucked away to have our fun. 
 
    I ran my hands through his blond hair, my fingers rough as my own desire kicked into overdrive and I kissed his neck, wanting to rip his clothes off and ride him. 
 
    The next thing I knew, Scott was laying me down on a picnic blanket, courtesy of Nathan, who stood shirtless and ready for the passionate love-making session we were about to have.  
 
    I moaned as Nathan and Scott undressed me, Scott unbuttoning my jeans and kissing my belly as Nathan tugged my shirt off and planted a kiss on my lips. My jeans were tugged off, and Jaye knelt down beside me, shirtless as well, wearing only his briefs as he unclasped my bra and nibbled my neck. 
 
    “You’re ours, Tay,” Nathan groaned as he kissed my back, kneeling behind me as caressed my naked body. 
 
    “We claim you as our mate, now and forever, no matter what,” Jaye murmured as he nipped my earlobe. 
 
    “And no matter what happens tomorrow night, you belong with us. We will be yours, and you will be ours, always,” Scott growled as he eased me around and onto my hands and knees. 
 
    My heart sped up in anticipation, my arousal filling the air and drawing growled from my three men as they drew in my delicious scent. 
 
    I worked on Nathan’s belt, unbuckling it and smiling coyly at him as he groaned and tossed his head back. I unzipped his jeans as Scott slid his hands between my butt cheeks, intent to claim me in another way he so enjoyed. 
 
    I shuddered as his finger circled my anus, stroking it and diving down to my wet folds to draw my wetness up to lubricate it. 
 
    I released Nathan’s erection from his jeans, sliding his briefs down with them and licking my lips at the sight of his throbbing length. 
 
    Jaye stroked my back, rubbing the tip of his penis along my side as I took Nathan into my mouth. 
 
    Scott worked slowly and carefully as I moaned, moving against Nathan’s cock, loving how he fisted his hand in my hair as he thrusted gently into my mouth. Jaye was rubbing himself against my side, reaching under me to play with my nipple, pinching it and caressing my breast as he jerked off. 
 
    I quivered and froze as Scott prodded my anus with a finger, slowly inserting it before coming out and lubricating his finger once more in my folds before driving back inside. 
 
    Nathan urged me onward with a gentle thrust, and I sucked on him, flicking tongue against his tip as I drew back before drawing him in once more. 
 
    I gasped as Scott worked on stretching my ass, flicking his finger in and out of me, adding another as he worked, gentle and sure with his hands. 
 
    Then I felt the tip of his length nudging me, testing how ready I was to take him. It’d been so long, I was worried I wouldn’t be able to take him that way again. 
 
    Nathan withdrew from my mouth and shuffled backwards, grunting as he continued jerking his cock as he watched. 
 
    Jaye had slowed his movements, fascinated as he watched Scott slowly ease into me, inch by inch, stretching me wide. It hurt a bit, but the pain turned to pleasure as I adjusted to his size. Once he was deep in me, he slowly withdrew, careful not hurt me before sliding forward again. He rocked against me gently, and didn’t speed up until I was moaning in bliss. 
 
    “Lay down, Jaye,” I gasped, and Jaye didn’t hesitate as he lay down flat, his erection like a flagpole standing strong. 
 
    I moved with Scott to hover over him as Scott straddled his leg with me, and then I ease down onto Jaye’s length, trembling and moaning loudly as they both filled me fully, pushing my walls wide, the sensation of the two cocks inside me, pushing against my thin walls diving my two entrances, it was heavenly. 
 
    I rode Jaye as Scott thrust into me, ecstatic and filled with bliss as pleasure coiled inside me. 
 
    I beckoned Nathan over, who had his dick in hand, jerking hard as he watched me be taken by both my boys. I used my hands to stroke his balls, taking his length in my mouth once more and sucking him. 
 
    This was something that was completely mine. This moment, with all three men, all a part of me in body and flesh. I wouldn’t trade it for the world. 
 
    I moaned and fastened my pace with Nathan as the pleasure reached its peak, and Jaye had taken over grinding me down onto him hard and fast, his claws digging into my hips as he grunted and growled. 
 
    Scott was fondling on breast, caressing and pinching the nipple to drive my excitement into overdrive. 
 
    And then I was gasping, choking on Nathan as my body exploded with bliss and pleasure, the waves rocking my body hard as Jaye snarled and exploded inside me as well. Nathan’s seed shot into my mouth, and I managed to gulp it down without choking as Scott rumbled behind me as he, too, finished. 
 
    Nathan withdrew quickly so I could catch my breath, gulping down air as Scott held me up, my body still shaking from the aftershocks of such an amazing orgasm. 
 
    Howls rose up further away, signaling the start of the hunt, and we all broke apart so we could shift and join in. 
 
    I stumbled at first, and Scott used his giant wolf body to assist me, leaning into my smaller wolf form until I had my footing under control. Then we were running, all four of us, two stunning white wolves, a grey-brown wolf, and me, a red-brown smaller wolf. 
 
    We joined with the first lot of hunters, and I spied the large grey wolf leading the Pack, his enormous size easily distinguishing him as the Alpha. 
 
    Excited yips rose up around as we ran, delving deep into the forest to find our prey. I wondered if the other half of the Pack had headed west while we headed south towards the mountains, searching out something to hunt. 
 
    The howl from my father signaled that he’d locked onto some prey for us, and the scent of deer filled my nostrils as the Pack exploded into excitement as they brushed shoulders, dashing through the forest, fueled by their animalistic side and the primal need to hunt. 
 
    We tore through the undergrowth, my paws pounding against the pine nettle littered earth, the scent of the forest and all its inhabitants filling my nostrils with every breath, drawing out my inner wolf more and more. 
 
    I tumbled as another wolf barreled into me, slamming me to the ground and ripping me from the Pack. 
 
    I snarled and lashed out as I regained my footing, catching myself when I recognized the scent and black fur. My brother. 
 
    I cocked my head at him as I growled, pissed he’d separated me from the rest of the Pack. I snapped at him as he began herding me away, nudging me with his snout and urging me back towards home. I fought him, trying to circle away, but he cut me off and pushed me back again. 
 
    Was something wrong back at the mansion? 
 
    My head shot up at the thought, of all the children left there, watching a movie with a handful of guards. 
 
    Chris nudge me again, but this time obeyed, fear striking through me for the children of our Pack. Where was my father? Why was he not turning the Pack back? 
 
    Unease niggled at me, but I allowed Chris to push me into a lope, keeping in step with me as we made our way back to the mansion. I kept my senses alert, trying to seek out what the issue was.  
 
    But when we finally spilled into the clearing behind the mansion, it was obvious that we weren’t under attack.  
 
    Chris’s blue truck was parked off to the side, and Janet and Jamie were waiting patiently by it. I shifted as I got closer, and Janet handed me my clothes. I could only assume she’d hunted out my spot with my boys, and the heat rushed to my cheeks at the smells she would’ve encountered there. 
 
    I dressed quickly as Chris shifted back and pulled on some jeans. 
 
    “What’s going on? Is everything okay?” I asked as I looked over Jamie, who was rubbing his eyes and yawning as he hugged Janet. 
 
    “Dad wants me to get you out of here. Janet’s packed a bag of your clothes. I’m to take you two towns over where Neema will meet us. She’ll take you from there, and she won’t tell us where she’s taking you,” my brother explained. 
 
    “What?” I stared dumbly at him as he did up his shirt. 
 
    “You’re not fighting Richard. It’s too risky. Dad’s decided, the Alpha has decided,” he clarified. 
 
    I shook my head, confusion and anger boiling inside me. 
 
    “If I run, the Council and Richard will come for Dad, they could kill him,” I murmured. 
 
    “You let us handle that. It’s our job to protect each other,” he said as he placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder. Janet just smiled sadly at me as she bounced Jamie, patting his back as he closed his eyes. 
 
    “It’s the Alpha’s job to protect the Pack. By sending me away, he’s putting them all in danger,” I growled as I shook his hand off. 
 
    “You’re his daughter, he won’t sacrifice you for the Pack,” my brother murmured. 
 
    “That’s not his choice to make now!” 
 
    Jamie grumbled and Janet hushed him as she moved away from us, allowing us some privacy. 
 
    “Please, Tay. I won’t stand by and watch as you fight. If you lose, I couldn’t bear it, neither can Dad,” Chris’s shoulders slumped in despair as he took in my stubborn stance, my crossed arms  as I jutted out my chin. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but this is my choice, and whatever happens, we’ll figure it out. We always have,” I sighed, stepping forward to take ahold of his arm. “If I lose, I’m sure you guys will figure something out, I know I’ll think of something. I don’t want to be Richard’s mate, but I won’t run away either.” 
 
    “You’ve always been a stubborn shit,” Chris managed a smile, but his eyes were sad and pained. 
 
    “Yeah, well, I learned from the best,” I shrugged. 
 
    He pulled me into his arms, holding me tight as I wrapped my arms around his waist. 
 
    “Fight him with everything you’ve got, and should it go bad, we’ll figure it out. We won’t let him have you. And I know I’m not the only one who hates this,” he mumbled. 
 
    My mind strayed to my three boys, of how they’d announced their claim on me in the woods. We were mated already, even if not through ceremony. 
 
    No matter what, I had to cling to that. 
 
    Cling to the knowledge that no matter what happened, my boys were still mine, and I was theirs.  
 
    We’d get through this. 
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    Monday dragged by like a hot and humid summer day, refusing to be over with. 
 
    My father had been furious when he’d returned from the hunt and I was still here. I guess that’s why he’d been so calm, he’d already planned for me to be out of there and safe from the impending fight. 
 
    With anger and rage swirling around him, he had to inform the Pack of what was happening tomorrow night. As per the Council’s request, only a few members of each Pack would meet on mutual grounds and witness the battle. My father had chosen his three betas, my boys, my brother, and Carlos.  
 
    I was grateful I wouldn’t be doing battle before the whole Pack, and that I had the strongest fighters at my back should Richard try anything uncalled for. 
 
    Jaye and Nathan spent the morning with me, showering me in affection and an extravagant breakfast of hot danishs leftover from last night and hotcakes. 
 
    Scott was already off repairing Frank’s place, and I took comfort in the silence when Jaye finally left to finish his painting and Nathan had to work with some of the horses. Neither of them were enthused with leaving me, but they had work, and I had to wallow. 
 
    I sat in my room, staring up at the ceiling as I contemplated tonight, on what I would do, on how I thought Richard might attack and move. It was useless dwelling on it, and I ended up walking through the mansion, finding myself on the top floor and in the massive library, the walls completely filled with books. 
 
    Despite picking out a few novels, I couldn’t read, I was too tense and distracted, so I simply sat at one of the plush red armchairs and closed my eyes, wishing I’d never gone into town that day with my father as a teenager, never seen that wretched Alpha. I wished I’d never gone to that bar and gotten into a fight with that ‘wolf, if only I’d stayed home with Neema and watched a movie or trained. 
 
    But I couldn’t undo any of it. The past was the past, it was set in stone now. But the future, it was a clean slate, and I would do my best to decide my future. 
 
    I ended up trudging down to the kitchen and helping myself to some cheesecake, wanting some comfort food to alleviate the stress and fear that coiled inside me. 
 
    Once I’d eaten my pity cheesecake, I continued outside and found myself standing under some trees with Belle, relaxing in her presence. I patted her and stroked her, focusing on helping her relax completely rather than on my own issues. 
 
    I spent quite some time with the sweet mare, watching as two geldings played a game of chase, kicking up and prancing around. 
 
    Jaye was the one who came and collected me for lunch, informing me that Nathan was still working so he’d made us some ham and cheese sandwiches. 
 
    We sat at the outside barbecue area, a cool breeze caressing my skin gingerly as I bit into my sandwich. 
 
    “I got the painting done. It was hard, forcing myself to finish it. I’m worried about tonight, about you,” Jaye said. 
 
    “So am I,” I admitted. 
 
    “I have faith in you, that you’ll give it your all. I just hope it’s enough,” he said softly. 
 
    I didn’t say anything as I stared out across the grassy area and down to the tree line. The pines towered all around, and it was a sight I wanted to imprint into my mind. The way the branches swayed in the midday breeze, the sounds of the birds calling out, a woodpecker drilling away somewhere in the distance. The nickers of the horses and the whisper of a breeze through the pines. 
 
    This was my home. A place I could always rely on to find comfort and love, safety and a sense of belonging. 
 
    We sat in uneasy silence, the weight of tonight sitting heavily on our shoulders.

I balled my hands up as I sat up front with my father in his black Jag. It bounced along, somehow managing to navigate the dirt tracks with little difficulty. Chris had gone with the boys in the Jeep behind, and Carlos sat in the back seat with us, silent and uneasy. The tension was thick in the air, enough so that it could make me gag. 
 
    “This is nuts,” my father scowled. 
 
    I didn’t say a word as I focused on keeping calm and steady. I needed to be prepared for this fight. 
 
    But as we drew closer to the meeting place, almost an hour from home, my stomach was curling in on itself and sweat was slicking my palms. I’d killed a rogue with my Aunt, hell, I’d killed more than one, at least a handful. And yet this battle had me on edge. Rogues were wild and driven by bloodlust, rather predictable in a wild, animalistic way. Fighting an Alpha? That was another story. They were calculating opponents, and I’d never bested my Dad when we’d trained with him as children. I wish he’d allowed me to spar with him, to give me the chance to see if I stood a chance. I was already regretting not asking him. 
 
    “You should’ve gone with your brother. You’d be safe,” my father muttered as we turned a corner. 
 
    A large cleared area set in the middle of nowhere was lit up by the headlights of a number of vehicles. 
 
    The vampire, Gadion, stood out like a sore thumb, his pale skin glowing under the moonlight. 
 
    My heart leapt to my throat as I spied the burly Alpha, built like a giant wrestler. His greying hair was crew cut, and he’d already abandoned his shirt, showing off his rock-hard muscles. He certainly was a terrifying sight indeed, and I sunk into my seat, wishing I could just disappear. 
 
    My father’s face only darkened at the sight of the rival Alpha, and for a moment, I wanted to hide behind him and allow him to deal with this, to protect me like he’d done when I was a child. 
 
    But I wasn’t a child no more. I’d decided to have my say in how my life went.  
 
    I drew in a deep, calming breath as we pulled up before the others, our headlights joining in lighting up the battlefield. 
 
    My father held a hand up, informing me to wait behind as he stepped out. 
 
    I watched with my lips pulled back in a snarl as Richard studied him carefully. 
 
    My father shared words with Gadion, flicking his eyes around the five other rival Pack ‘wolves before turning and beckoning for me to join him. 
 
    I swung the car door open, the crisp night air hitting me and sending a chill down my spine. I climbed out, standing tall and strong as I strode over to join my father, ignoring Richard’s ravishing gaze. 
 
    I could feel Carlos right on my heels, and my boys and brother hung back at the cars, awaiting the battle. 
 
    The moon doused the surrounding landscape in a gentle white wash, the stones jutting up from the earth and the scattered pines slowly thickening as they turned to forest further away. The clearing we stood in was large, and I imagine it was once a grazing field for wildlife or cattle. 
 
    Tonight, it was a battlefield. 
 
    “The rules are simple. The Alpha, Richard, will fight the Alpha’s daughter, Taylor, for the right to mate with her. No other ‘wolves may get involved. The fight will be done in human form. No weapons. Winner is decided by time out, or knockout,” Gadion’s lengthened canines glinted in the yellow light from the headlights, his bald hand shiny like a bowling ball. He was a tall and lanky man, but I didn’t doubt his strength for a second. I was grateful he was here, vampires were stronger than even Alphas, and I hoped he’d keep control of Richard if he tried anything dirty. 
 
    “Taylor, such a pretty name for a pretty little ‘wolf,” Richard’s gravelly voice rang out and I scowled as I turned to him. I was no little ‘wolf. 
 
    I took in the huge man standing a few feet from me, his devious brown eyes lit up with delight. Those muscles rippled as he shifted his weight, and I inwardly groaned. This certainly would be hard. But with that size, surely he was slower. No way he could carry his weight around as quickly as my father could. 
 
    “Do you both agree to these terms?” Gadion’s velvety voice rang out through the clearing. 
 
    “Yes,” I nodded sharply, hearing my father’s sharp intake of air. 
 
    “Of course,” Richard smirked, his eyes gliding over me in a way that made my skin prickle. 
 
    “Get ready then,” Gadion instructed as he ushered my father back to our cars where he joined my brother and the boys. Carlos looked quite distressed and out of place with this whole thing, and he leaned against the front of the Jag as he eyed my opponent uncertainly. 
 
    I gave my boys a soft smile in hopes of reassuring not just them but myself. Jaye nodded weakly, while Nathan’s mouth was set in a firm line, his arms crossed as he glared at Richard. Scott looked utterly perplexed as he scanned the other ‘wolves across from them, his eyes dropping back to Richard with worry. 
 
    Definitely the way to boost my confidence.  
 
    I rolled my eyes as I took up a stand, my boots crunching on the stoney earth beneath my feet. 
 
    Richard’s smug smile made me what to peg a rock at his head, but I focused, watching his movements carefully as he took up a stance as well. 
 
    This was it. 
 
    My heart hammered against my ribcage, every muscle tight and coiled, ready to unleash and propel me around. 
 
    I drew in a steady breath, wanting to calm my chaotic emotions. I refrained from looking to my father, although I could feel his burning gaze locked onto me. 
 
    I’d do him proud if I could. I’d give it everything I had. 
 
    “Begin.” 
 
    I didn’t budge as the words left Gadion’s mouth, instead watching Richard as he moved forward, his fists raised defensively. Judging by his movements, I was right. Speed was his weakness, but I wouldn’t want one of those huge fists colliding with me. Even in human form, he had all the added strength and power of an Alpha.  
 
    I had to pray that my speed and agility were enough. 
 
    Richard snarled as he darted forward, punching out at me. So he was an offensive man, wanting to attack rather than wait and bide his time. That was good too. He was too eager. 
 
    I ducked down to dodge the heavy swing, striking out with my fist and slamming it into his lower ribs as I twirled away and out of his reach. 
 
    He growled as he buckled and held his side, giving me a dazed look before it was overcome with glee. He hadn’t expected such strength from me, but he also loved the challenge. 
 
    Well, challenge accepted. 
 
    He rushed at me again, swinging with both fists this time, and I dodged them, stepping backwards and leaning to the sides, the whoosh of air past my face drawing my adrenaline forth. I was smart enough to have tied my curls back whilst driving here. No need to give him something to use against me. 
 
    I watched his movements, waiting for the right moment as I continued ducking and dodging his punches. 
 
    There. 
 
    His leg lifted, preparing to step forward, and I dropped down, sweeping my leg out and catching him off-guard. He’d put all his weight onto his right leg, and I knocked it out from under him. 
 
    I leaped away as he clawed out, trying to bring me down with him. 
 
    I considered leaping on top of him and trying to pin him, to end this battle early. But I knew he’d get me off him with ease. I had to tire him out first. With all my training with Neema, I’d developed my stamina quite well. 
 
    He dragged himself to his feet, that smug expression replaced with frustration and annoyance, the lines marring his forward showing his age as he clenched his fists. I was young and quick, while he was getting older and slower with each passing day. 
 
    He steadied himself, watching me carefully for a moment, then shaking his head with a scowl as he started forward again. 
 
    He charged at me, ducking low, intent to barrel into my and lift me into the air. I dropped to the ground and shot off to the side, dodging him as he shrieked and lashed out at me. 
 
    This went on for some time, he changed up his tactics, kicking out of charging me, swinging punches and roundhouse kicks, trying to grab me and pull me into a lock. I dodged many of his attacks, but miscalculated his last punch, and it caught me in the side and sent me tumbling to the ground. I threw my hands out to catch myself, the wind knocked out of me, but I knew I had to keep moving, I couldn’t let him catch me. 
 
    I shot to my feet and stumbled away as he moved in, intent to keep me down. 
 
    I caught my breath, wincing at the pain under my left ribs as I brought my fists up. 
 
    It was all he needed though, the one hit to throw me off. He barraged punches and kicks against me in quick succession, and I struggled to block them and dodge them, stumbling backwards under the ruthless attack. 
 
    I could hear my family shouting out, but the blood pumping though my ears muffled them as I focused on the furious man before me, the whites of his eyes showing as he attacked me. I missed his cues, the little signals that would’ve told me what he’d been planning. I was too caught up in trying to protect my face and upper body from his attacks; I didn’t see the low punch until it was too late. 
 
    I twisted, dropping my arms to try to break the power behind his punch, but the fist slammed into my wrists and shoved them painfully into my stomach before hurling me backwards. 
 
    I hit the ground hard, dazed as I stared up at the moon overhead. 
 
    The cries and roars all around me were deafening to the point where I couldn’t distinguish anything. I gasped, struggling to draw in air, my wrists bruised and tattered. I tried to move them, to test if they were broken or just badly bruise and strained, but Richard pinned me down with his body, straddling me as he grinned down at me triumphantly. 
 
    The seconds ticked by, and I screamed and writhed beneath him, desperate to escape him. 
 
    No, this couldn’t be it. 
 
    I shrieked, tugging one hand free, ignoring the pain that shot through my lower arm as I slammed my palm into his nose. I felt the satisfying crunch under my hand, and he howled in pain as he tossed his head back. 
 
    Then a heavy fist collided with my head, and white danced before my eyes as I gasped, blood filling my mouth as I sputtered and choked. I blinked, trying to refocus my blurring vision, but it grew fuzzy at the edges. 
 
    No. Please, god no. 
 
    I heard the howl of my boys as they exploded in a rage, and all I hoped for before the darkness swallowed me, was that they’d not do anything stupid and get themselves killed. 
 
    Then I slipped into the suffocating darkness. 
 
      
 
    * * *
  
 
    If you enjoyed this book, please take a few moments to leave a review. Reviews help other readers find my books and keep me motivated to continue my stories.

Leave a review?

Book 2, ‘Lust of Wolves’ is available for pre-order below!

Click the link below it![image: Lust of Wolves.png] 
 
    

‘Lust of Wolves (Ashwood Wolves: Book 2)’

Stay up-to-date by following me on facebook, or, better yet, join my readers group!
  
 
    Official Facebook Author Page

Readers Group 
 
    
www.jecluney.com 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
J.E. CLERNEY

£
. glsa)u ; -‘

ASHWQD WOLVE

SINS OF
WOLVES






images/00002.jpeg
J.E. CLUNEY

7 -
7\SHWCOD WOLVE 1;0)]( 2

)]KTO LVES






images/00001.jpeg





