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Prologue



 



120 BC in what is now France



 



“Are you sure, Diona?”


Diona smiled, seeing Nikos in the man before her, his son in every way. “I’m sure. I made this puzzle box so you could give it to your True Mate as a First Mating gift.”



 



“But this is too much,” he protested. “Surely such a valuable creation should stay with you, to hand down in your family.” She watched as he eyed the exquisite box in his hands, noting the craftsmanship of every inlaid stone wolf and gold accent.



 



“At my age, I can pick and choose what I wish my family to have. This”—she pointed to the box—”was made for you long before you even knew you had a True Mate.”


He looked at Diona, understanding in his eyes. He nodded in acceptance.


“Good.” She smiled at him warmly. “And when your time as Alpha draws to a close, this box will go to the next Alpha for the same purpose as I’m giving it to you. Understand?”


He nodded again, his expression showing a bit of confusion, but as the Pack’s most powerful seer, Diona had her reason’s for Rynn to accept the puzzle box. He wouldn’t question her motives. All would be revealed in due time.


“Off with you, then.” She waved him away. “Your True Mate is probably wondering where you are.”


He chuckled, used to her abrupt manner. “Yes, ma’am.” He turned to leave.


“And Rynn?”


He paused. “Yes?”


“I expect many babies from you and your True Mate.”


He winked at her. “Anything for you, Diona.”


She snorted at his playfulness, shooing him out her door. He is so like his father, she thought, hobbling over to her hide recliner on the hard-packed dirt floor.


After she eased her old bones down, she took a last look around her home, knowing it wouldn’t be long before she too ended like Nikos and his True Mate, Tala. Both gone now, but not forgotten. She had made sure of that.


She must have dozed because when next she looked, Neena stood in front of her, a crazed look in her sky-blue eyes.


“Are you ready, old woman?” Neena sneered.


“I always knew this day would come. Knew it the moment I saw you,” she replied, not afraid to die. Her work on this plane of existence was done.


“Knew I would win, did you?”


Diona smiled wanly. “So you think you have won?” She shook her head. “No, Neena, you haven’t won. Only postponed the inevitable.”


Neena growled, taking a menacing step. “What are you talking about, old crone? I’ve killed everyone who knew about your prophecy. Even that bitch Tala. Though losing Nikos was hard, Tala still had to die. And I’ve made sure both torques will never be found. Now you’re the only one left. Once you’re gone, I’ll take the Pack like I was always meant to.”


Diona shook her head again, this time with great sadness. “You were never meant to lead the Pack, Neena. Your greed and jealousy have clouded your mind.”


“No, old woman.” She grabbed Diona with one hand, brandishing a pure silver knife in the other. “It’s you who has the clouded mind. Spouting your lies, turning Nikos against me. If it wasn’t for you, we could have ruled it all.” 


“You’ll never win. No matter what you do or where you go. The Pack will never accept you as their leader.” Diona tried one last time to make her understand.


Neena clutched the knife tighter, raising it to strike. “The Pack will accept me. They will, for I am the strongest, the most powerful. I’m the one who was born to lead. Me!” Then she plunged the knife into Diona’s chest. “Only you won’t be around to see me rule.”


“Nor…will you.” Diona gasped, her own silver blade stuck deep in Neena’s side. Her last attempt to save her Pack and ensure their safety. At least for now.


As she left the shell of her body behind, Diona hovered above the scene of her murder, watching and waiting. What she witnessed sent a flash of fear through her soul. She knew it was going to happen, had known, but never did she count on such hatred, such cold malice. That kind of emotion would grow, and unless it was stopped, her people would never survive.



 



***



 



Neena looked down at the blade piercing her flesh, letting Diona’s lifeless body fall to the floor.


“No,” she whispered, her lifeblood draining away as the silver from the blade prevented her wound from closing. Its poison spread fast. “No!”


She pulled the blade out and let it clatter to the floor, then fell to her knees. “You think you have defeated me.” She laughed, coughing up blood. “No, old woman, never. For this I vow on my own blood—I’ll return until I get what is mine, even if it takes me eternity.” A chill wind blew into the room. “Nikos and the Pack are mine. You hear me. Mine!” 


A wave of pain sliced through her, clutching where the blade struck deep. Blood poured from her body, soaking the dirt floor, taking her life with it. As the last breath left her, one word escaped. “Nikos.”

 




 



Chapter One



 





 



“Hey, Sasha, a few of us are going to that new club tonight. You want to go?”


Sasha stood by her car in the parking lot, paycheck in hand, glad the workweek was done. “I’m not sure. Can I call you later and let you know?”


 Haley just grinned. “That’s fine. But try to call before eight. We’d like to get there before the Friday night rush.”


“I will.”


Haley waved as she got to her own car and drove off. Sasha left as well, stopping by the bank, then went straight home. Once there, she lay around for a bit, unwinding after the hellish week at her job. But for some reason, she couldn’t relax. Even the long soak in a hot bubble bath didn’t help. Maybe she did need a night out with her friends. Decision made, she called Haley and rifled through her closet looking for something to wear. 


As she was a slightly overweight woman with average features, there wasn’t too much to choose from in her wardrobe for a crazy night clubbing with the girls. She was more of a jeans-and-top girl, but two weeks ago, something caught her eye at the local boutique and begged to be bought. Who was she to turn down such a plea? Now she had the perfect excuse to wear it. She called it The Dress, and for the amount of money she paid for it, it deserved the honorific. A beautiful dark emerald-green satin, it shimmered with iridescence in the light. The bodice had five spaghetti straps tied in an intricate knot from front to back and a built-in bra that stopped under her breasts, then dropped down to just above her knees like scarves sewn together. Sexy yet elegant. She wasn’t model thin, but the dress hid the bad and showcased the good.


She wore it with her favorite jewelry. A pencil-thin gold torque with small wolf heads at each end that had emeralds for eyes, and a matching bracelet. She didn’t wear the set much, because she didn’t have too many outfits that went all that well with a torque. But The Dress was the perfect accompaniment. Then she put on a little makeup and her emerald stud earrings, slipped on her favorite high-heeled sandals of clear Lucite, and grabbed a small clutch purse for the essentials: license, fifty in cash, one credit card, lipstick, and a compact. 


When she reached the club, a line snaked out the door. The place was jumping. She parked in the back of the parking lot and hiked to the front of the line where her friends stood. They didn’t have to wait long, thank goodness. They showed their IDs to the bouncer, and then went through a short hallway, where they heard muted music. They paused before a black door with Welcome painted on it, and Sasha made sure she brought up the rear. Entering last prepared her for the onslaught of loud music when the doors opened.


Their first look of the place revealed nothing unusual. Two stories, with pool tables upstairs and a massive dance floor occupying most of the ground floor. A few tables and chairs were scattered around the edges of the dance floor, and a bar ran the length of the building. 


Sasha and her friends made their way to the bar and ordered the usual: a mudslide for Sasha and beer for everybody else. She wasn’t much of a drinker, and she figured if she had only one, it might as well be something she liked. Mudslides were her favorite.


Mudslide in hand, she barely took two steps away from the bar when a hand on her arm stopped her. She turned to check out the idiot who dared touch her, ready to verbally smack him, but gorgeous blue eyes in an equally gorgeous face struck her speechless.


“Excuse me, but would you care to dance?” the Adonis asked in a deep voice as the music changed to a slow song.


All she could do was nod. Never had she seen a man like this outside of a pinup calendar. A man never made her lose her power of speech either, but there was always a first time for everything.


He took her drink and placed it on the bar, then smiled at her as he grasped her hand, lacing his fingers through hers. She actually blushed. A thirty-five-year-old woman blushing because a man ten years her junior laced his fingers through hers. She almost didn’t go with him because of that. But then he smiled again. Her brain shut down, and she followed like a lost puppy.


He guided her to the center of the dance floor and put his warm hand on her waist, gently pulling her toward him, smiling down on her the whole time. His other hand was still entwined with hers as he raised it to his chest and kept it there. Slowly, he rocked her to the music. She barely heard the song, her senses filled with the man holding her, the clean smell of him, the hard warmth of him, the steady sound of his breathing. She couldn’t help herself as she laid her head on his chest, listening to the sound of his heart beating. His chin rested on top of her head, and he nuzzled her hair. She didn’t want the song to end. She wanted to go on like that forever.


“I think our song has ended,” his velvet voice whispered in her ear.


“Hmmm?” She smiled as she opened her eyes. Somehow they had closed without her knowledge. Now she looked around at the crowded dance floor pulsating with gyrating bodies, all moving to a fast beat.


“Oh! Uh, sorry,” she stammered, blushing to the roots of her hair. Again.


“Don’t be. I’m not.” He led her off the dance floor. And not a single person jostled them as they left. Neat trick, that.


“Thank you for the dance,” she said after they reached the bar and her now undrinkable mudslide. She left it there for the bartender to take away and then struck out her hand to shake with her dance partner.


He took her hand, brought it to his lips, and lightly kissed her knuckles.


“The pleasure was all mine, I assure you,” he replied, getting another blush out of her.


Jeez, I have to stop that, or my face is going to burst into flames.


“Can I get you another drink?” He smiled as she took her hand back. “I seem to have ruined your previous one.” 


Even one drink was too much around this guy. “No, thanks. I’m not much of a drinker. It’s usually just the one, and only if I’m in the mood for it.”


“Ah, very good, then. John, two Evians, please.” 


The guy was smooth; she’d give him that. But she knew she had to put the brakes on. No way was she about to get picked up in a bar. Even by this Adonis. At well over six feet, blond, blue eyed, and with the body of a Greek god—no, she wasn’t about to get picked up. She wasn’t that type of woman, nor had she ever been. So she had to let this guy know before he started his little game in earnest. She didn’t like dishonest games. 


“Shall we sit down?” He motioned to a side table away from the dance floor.


“Sure.” She led the way, practically feeling his gaze travel from her head to her feet. It made her a little nervous. After her lack of brains out there on the dance floor, she should feel that way.


She nodded to a corner table in plain view of the front entrance and side exit. She had always felt safer knowing the location of the exits. “This okay?”


“Just fine.” He waited for her to sit first, and then did likewise.





He opened the water and handed it to her, doing the same for himself. He touched her bottle with his, saluting her, then took a drink. She did the same.


“I guess introductions are in order. I’m Gabriel DuMont.” He reached across the table to shake her hand.


“Sasha Edwards.” She took it briefly before letting go. “And before the game even gets started, I need to tell you that talking is all you’re going to get. I’m not into one-night stands, and I’ve never been picked up in a bar. I’m not the casual sex sort, nor am I an easy mark. You’re hot, one of the hottest men I’ve ever met, but that doesn’t mean I’ll be leaving here with you tonight.” She sipped her water, watching his face for a reaction to her “no nookie” speech.


Gabriel smiled, chuckling softly, his eyes dancing in merriment. “Well, I guess my seduction plans are nixed.”


Taking another sip of water, she raised an eyebrow at his joke.


He laughed. “Sorry, just kidding. I’ll save the seduction for another night.” Then winked at her.





Her face flamed a little, but the cool water helped. Jeez, what is it about this guy? The last time she blushed like this she was sixteen, when one of the Johnson boys flashed her. She needed to get her wits back, fast.


“Riiight.” Besides, this guy was way out of her league. And she knew it. Still, it made her feel good, despite her wariness. Guys like this did not ask her to dance. Hell, guys like this never even looked at her. Why did this guy notice her? Even her “no nookie” speech didn’t run him off. In fact, he seemed more laid back now that everything was out in the open. Curious, indeed.


He chuckled again and nodded at her, conceding defeat.


“So, Sasha, what topics shall we discuss now that you’ve shot down my chances at anything more?” His eyes were steady on hers as he took a sip from his bottle.


Ah, here we go. She knew that tone. His precious ego had gotten bruised, and he was trying to hide behind nonchalance and amusement. No way would she fall for that. Her ex, Nathan, had been an expert at it. She was so not in the mood for this. She came here to have a good time, not baby some young stud and his hurt pride.


Sasha set her bottle on the table and got up. “Thanks for the dance and the water.” She turned and headed for the women’s bathroom.


A familiar hand on her arm stopped her before she could make it.


“Wait, please.” His tone contrite.


Looking at him, she could see that please had rarely been used in his vocabulary. Confident, gorgeous young men like him probably didn’t have to say please. Most women would throw themselves at him at the first opportunity. She wasn’t most women, so she stood there silently, an eyebrow raised in question.


“I’m sorry about that, but you kind of caught me off guard. I…um…I’m not, uh…”


“Don’t get turned down much, do you?” she supplied for him.


“You’re the first,” he admitted, those full lips turned down in a deep frown.


“Really?”


“Yeah.”


“Don’t worry about it, sweetie. The night’s still young, and there are plenty of other women here.” She touched his arm in consolation and then turned to leave again.


“Wait!” He laid his hand over hers and stopped her again. “Let’s start over?”


She eyed him with suspicion.


He gave her a little half smile. “Please?”


“I’m not sure. Games are not my thing, and I hate playing them. That’s why I was up front with you before.”


“Okay, I respect that. No games, promise.” His hand raised in a solemn oath.


She looked at him, weighing her options, then thought, Why not? Most men wouldn’t have even stopped her after she got up to leave, yet he had. It might be nice to sit down and have a decent, honest conversation with a guy.


“All right.”


That earned her a bright smile as Gabriel steered her back to their table, waiting until she sat down before he took his seat.


She reached for her water and took a sip, wondering what he wanted to say. She didn’t have to wait long.


“You’re not like most of the women I meet.” He looked at her with clear speculation, his blue eyes also showing curiosity.


“Jeez, I hope not.” She laughed.


“Why is that?”


He seemed genuinely perplexed that she wasn’t falling head over feet to get in his bed. “You honestly want me to answer that?”


“Of course. If I’m lacking somehow, I need to remedy it and fast.” He grinned.


“Okay. I… How old are you, if you don’t mind me asking?”


“I don’t. I’m twenty-four.”





Shaking her head, she couldn’t help but think that his admission almost made her feel like a cradle robber. Almost.


“What? Don’t tell me you’re older. I won’t believe it.”


She snorted. “Honey, please. I’m eleven years your senior, and the lights in here aren’t that dim.”


Blue eyes blinked at her, Gabriel obviously doing the math. “Believe me when I say I have excellent vision, dim lights or not, and no way do you look eleven years older than me.”


Bless him for not saying my age out loud. That gave him points in his favor.


“You’re sweet, but I know what I look like in the mirror. Anyway, to answer your question.” She moved on, not wanting to discuss her age. He let the subject drop. Smart and hot, what were the odds?


“I’ve been on the dating scene awhile now and hate it, honestly. When I was in my early twenties, I played the game with the best of ‘em. But after a few years of playing and getting burned, it got old. So did I. Then I realized I wanted more—more than some guy hitting on me and buttering me up just to get me in the sack. I deserve better. So, that’s when I decided it was better to let the guy know right off that I wasn’t some easy lay trolling for one-nighters. It’s probably why I’m still single, but it’s better than the alternative.”


“And what’s that?”


“A trail of boyfriends and a bruised heart, a lousy outlook on love and tattered self-esteem. I refuse to do that to myself. Seen it too many times to end up that way.” She took another sip of her water.


Gabriel nodded, clearly seeing the logic and maybe understanding her point of view.


“Hmm, hearing it put that way, I can see why you would rather go with the direct approach. Saves time and gives the guy an easy out. But what about you? Surely there have been a few men in your life.”


That conversation set the tone for the rest of the night as they talked and laughed and hit on subjects old and new. She told him about her ex; he told her about a few of the young women it was his misfortune to date. They talked about their jobs—he was in security and computers. His boss had bought a house in the mountains and wanted to make sure the place had everything installed and on-line before he moved in. They talked until her friends decided to leave, and then talked more. When the house lights came on, they both knew it was time to go.


“I guess that’s our cue.” He rose from his seat and offered her a hand.


She took it with a smile. “I guess so.”


“Come, I’ll walk you to your car.”


“All right.”


“I actually had a good time tonight.” He followed her out the entrance.


“You sound shocked.” She pulled her car keys out her clutch bag as they walked through the parking lot to her car. Hers was one of only a few left in the lot.


“Yes and no. It’s…well…I don’t usually have these kinds of lengthy discussions with women. I liked it.”


“Glad I could oblige.” She smiled, about to put her key in the lock. One of these days she’d replace her lost remote.


“I would like-” He stiffened at her side, his eyes darting around the parking lot.


“What? What is it?” She felt a chill skitter down her spine as he continued to cast furtive looks into the darkness, tension radiating from him.


“Slowly get in your car and lock the doors. Now.” His tone was soft, but with steel, his eyes trained on a spot directly in front of them.


Sasha looked in the same direction, seeing nothing at first, but then a big black shape slunk out of the shadows. “That’s just a dog, Gabriel, nothing to be scared of. Just raise your voice, and he’ll run off.”


He turned and grabbed her shoulders. “Just do what I said, Sasha! Now, dammit!”


She blinked in shock, then stammered, “Oh, okay.” 


She never got the chance to unlock the door, much less open it, before something heavy slammed her against the car, stunning her. She hit the pavement hard, seeing stars, the breath knocked out of her. Where Gabriel was, she didn’t know. She was too busy trying to get air back into her lungs when a feeling like razor blades cut into her right shoulder. She screamed at the pain, raising her left arm to get whatever it was off her. The right arm was useless.


“Let her go!” Gabriel bellowed with rage.





Fist raised, Sasha continued to pummel her attacker with fear-born strength as she felt herself being dragged across the pebble strewn lot, twisting her body and kicking her legs to get free. Feeling blood running down her right arm and back, she struggled harder, though she knew in a corner of her pain-filled brain that if she lost too much blood, getting free would be moot. Then a sudden jarring sent pain radiating through her whole body, making her cry out again. Whatever had been dragging her had let go. She was free, but not out of the woods yet.


“James, what are you doing here?” she heard Gabriel ask, though why he was asking an animal, she couldn’t quite figure out.


“They told me where to go.”


Wait. Who else is here? 


The mysterious voice was rough and low, with a gravel quality to it, like the worst smoker’s voice Sasha had ever heard. “They said she was the one that I needed to take her, bring her over.”


“You’re not making any sense, James.” Gabriel’s voice turned soft, placating. “You need to leave, all right? You shouldn’t be here. It’s too dangerous for you.”


“No! She’s the one. She must be taken! They said so. They said so!”


The sounds of a scuffle and low, angry growling echoed on the night breeze, but from where Sasha was lying, sight was useless. Moving seemed the wrong thing to do, but she wanted to see her attacker and make sure Gabriel was all right. After several tries, she turned slowly and painfully toward the sound of Gabriel’s voice. Her gut clenched at the sight that greeted her. Gabriel and a huge dog circled each other, the dog snarling and snapping, saliva dripping off huge, sharp teeth. His owner was out of sight, but he must have been the one that Gabriel was talking to.


“Don’t do this, James, please.” Gabriel stepped back quickly when the dog snapped at his hand. “I don’t want to have to kill you.”


“No! She has to be brought over!” the dog snarled. “They told me she was the one that I have to take her. I have to make her one of us. You can’t interfere. You can’t!”


Dogs don’t talk. The blood loss was making her hallucinate.


“You know it’s automatic death to attack a human, James. Roan will make sure you’re put down. Do you want to die like that?”


The dog stopped, his green eyes glowing at Gabriel. That massive head then cocked to the side, like he understood exactly what was being said, as if he had a moment of clarity amid the insanity. Then, in a flash, it was gone, and the dog leaped. Gabriel caught the dog by its muzzle and snapped its neck with a savage twist.


Sasha must have made a sound, because Gabriel looked at her like he forgot she was there.


“Oh, God! Sasha!” He rushed to her side. “Just lie back. I’m going to call for help.”


Gabriel pulled his shirt off and placed it over her wound to stanch the blood flow. Then he reached into his pocket, pulling out a cell phone, and started dialing for help. If she hadn’t felt so bad, Sasha would have admired his glorious chest, but at this point, all she wanted was to stop the pain. Her whole body shook with it.


Once Gabriel finished his call, he turned back to her.


“Is he…?” Her teeth were chattering, thwarting her efforts to speak. She was so cold.


“Yes, he’s dead.” Gabriel tied the shirt more securely around her shoulder, causing her to hiss in pain. “I’m so sorry, Sasha. This never should have happened.”


Sasha wasn’t sure what happened next. She only remembered a vague flurry of activity, then screaming and nearly blacking out when she was moved. Even the voices around her sounded distant—a long way off. She was unable to pinpoint any one sound or voice.


“Will she make it?”


“I don’t know, Gabe. She’s in shock and lost a lot of blood.”


“Just don’t let her die, Flynn.”


“Granddad wasn’t your fault. What with the visions and voices steadily getting worse even with the new meds, we all knew he was becoming increasingly unstable. But we never thought-”


“I know. We were all hoping he would get better with the new meds, especially Roan.”


“Well, there’s nothing we can do for him now except take him home.” There was a pause from the voice called Flynn. “You do know that if she survives, and that’s a big if, seeing as no one has ever survived one of these attacks, her life will change in more ways than one?”


Another lengthy pause.


“Makes it hard to wish one way or the other, doesn’t it?” Flynn’s voice sounded sad.


After that, Sasha gave up trying to stay lucid. Everything hurt, and she knew the pain wouldn’t follow her into sleep. Besides, she had no idea what they were talking about, and she felt too bad to try to figure it out. She let the blackness take her.


Time meant little as she drifted in and out of consciousness. She had a couple of lucid moments, just flashes really, but in those flashes, she saw a face. Not Gabriel, though she sensed him nearby. No, it was a face she associated with the deep voice she had heard. The one predicting that she wouldn’t make it.


She’d never been a quitter, and she didn’t want to die. To be perfectly honest, she wanted to see if the man she had seen briefly really was as fine as she thought he was. Plus, she wanted to prove him wrong by making a speedy recovery. Too bad her body had other ideas. Between the chills racking her torn frame and the raging fever threatening to burn her to a crisp, she was surprised she’d made it at all.





Then, there were the dreams. She was never sure if they were from the fever, trauma induced, or both, but they felt so real, as if she was a part of them. And they were so clear, more like a movie than a dream.



 



***



 



She was in a forest, every sense alive with the myriad smells around her. She could see so clearly that even the veins of the leaves were clear. But her sense of height seemed off somehow. She felt lower to the ground than she should have been, though it was not upsetting. Then she smelled something on the wind, something she’d never smelled before. As she waited to identify it, a wolf stepped out from behind a tree. He was light blond in color. Did wolves come in blond? His eyes were a brilliant blue, and he was easily the size of a Great Dane. He wagged his tail when he saw her, as though welcoming a friend. 


Her heart should have been beating frantically in fear; instead, it beat in joy. She was happy to see him, like she’d found someone she lost. Then the scene changed, and she was running, surrounded by a pack of wolves in every imaginable color: black and blond, red and brown, white and gray, and all colors in between. But she wasn’t scared. She was free, like her heart and soul flying to the heavens with joy and peace. She’d never felt such exhilaration and contentment before. She wanted to run with the Pack forever. She could tell the others felt the same, each of them rubbing and nuzzling her without breaking stride.


When they finally slowed to take a break, she was breathless and parched. She sauntered over to a nearby stream to get a quick drink. The big blond male drew near. He looked happy to see her, but now it was something more. She saw it in his light eyes. Lust, want, need. And what was even stranger was her response. She wanted him too—on a level that was nearly frightening.


Suddenly, a white mist enveloped him, the mist’s glow blinding. Then just as quickly, the mist was gone, and a man stood where the wolf once was. He was extremely tall with white-blond hair past his shoulders, high cheekbones, and a square jaw. He was also nude, his incredible body every woman’s fantasy from a wide muscled chest and ripped abs, to a trim waist and granite thighs. And his cock—just the thought of what that impressive appendage could do made Sasha wetter than she could ever recall being.


“I’ve been waiting for you, Sasha.” At the sound of his deep voice, her body resonated with need.


But she didn’t understand. How could that gorgeous man have been waiting for her? She was nobody. Hell, she wasn’t even in the same league.


He smiled, his light eyes twinkling. “You were always such a doubtful creature.” Then he closed the distance between them until he was able to reach down and touch her head. “And a very sensual one as well.”


She looked up at him, shaking her head.


“Still doubtful, I see.” He chuckled, holding his hand out to her. “Come. The night is ours, and I have been too long without you.”


At first, Sasha wasn’t sure she should. This man was a stranger, no matter that she felt she knew him. Then there was the large matter of having just watched him change from a wolf to a man. It was beautiful, but it should have had her running and screaming in the opposite direction, and she hadn’t. Instead, she only watched, transfixed by the beauty of it, by the beauty of him.


“All will be well, love. Trust me.” 


She did trust him, knowing it was a dream, yet feeling the reality of it. Without thought, she placed her hand in his— not a paw like she feared.


He grasped her hand, pulling her against his warm body, embracing her. He sighed and leaned down to nuzzle behind her ear. “So good to have you in my arms again.”


Sasha’s brow scrunched in confusion. “What…?”


“Shh.” He placed a finger on her lips. “No words, please. Just let me love you. It’s been so long.” His fingers slid over her cheek and down her throat to her collarbone, then back to her throat.


Sasha closed her eyes at the wonderful feel of his touch. When she opened them, she found his lips only a hairbreadth from hers, his eyes entreating.


“Please.”


She looked into his light eyes; saw the need reflected there—a need that oddly enough mirrored her own. Then she smiled at him and nodded her consent. Before she could blink, his lips devoured hers, his tongue thrusting inside to plunder her mouth.


Sasha couldn’t help the moan that escaped. Nor could she help the fire he started low in her middle as his lips left her mouth to follow a trail down her throat to her collarbone. That must not have been enough for him, because he picked her up and carried her to a small clearing where a bed of soft grass and flowers awaited them. There he gently lowered her, following her down and covering her body with his, her hips cradling him snugly, his hot erection fitting against her wet folds.





He looked into her eyes; his hand caressed her cheek. He was so beautiful; he nearly took her breath away. She reached up to touch him to make sure he was real.


He smiled at her. “You are the beautiful one, Sasha. You always have been. Let me show you.” Leaning down, he took her lips again, this time with such gentleness her eyes teared up.


When he was finally satisfied with her lips, he broke away and trailed kisses over her chin and neck, down her chest to the tops of her breasts. There he stopped to admire the bounty before him.


Sasha squirmed, thrusting her breasts up, burning with need for his touch.


He sensed her need in the sweet-musk scent of her arousal. He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, taking her scent into his lungs.


“So sweet,” he growled, palming a breast, using his thumb and forefinger to pinch the nipple.


Sasha whimpered, pleasure zinging straight to her center. She felt the juices leaking from her core, smelled the scent of it as it blended with his. It made her ache for him even more.


He leaned over her breast, his breath hot on her nipple. Sasha stiffened in anticipation. She didn’t have to wait long before his tongue swiped over it, eliciting another moan from her. When he finally took the swollen tip into his mouth and suckled, Sasha arched her back, her arms going around him to bring him closer.


His muscles bunched under her hands as he moved from one swollen bud to the other. She felt his mouth and lips as he suckled, the sharp sting of his teeth as he bit down, then his tongue as he soothed the bite. His hands smoothed down her body, kneading her flesh, caressing it. His rock-hard cock poked into her wet folds, so near her core that she wanted to weep.


She moved her hips, bringing his cock closer, the head of it poised at her entrance. He stiffened in response, stopped the assault on her senses.


He looked down at her, his handsome face tight with restraint, his eyes blazing.


“Please,” she moaned, wanting nothing more than for him to take her, to bring her to screaming release.


His lips found hers again in a searing kiss, pushing his throbbing cock ever closer.


“I want to taste you, to bring you release in my mouth, but I can’t wait. I can’t wait any longer.” Then he plunged into her welcoming heat.


Sasha moaned as he moved in and out of her. His hips maintained a steady rhythm while one hand stayed anchored at her side and the other roamed her body. His fingers left a trail of fire as they skimmed her breasts, pinched a nipple, and then moved over her stomach and lower, finally resting on her mound, one long finger lightly tapping on her swollen clit.


“Oh, God,” she groaned, throwing her head back in pure pleasure.


“So beautiful.” His finger continued its assault, his hips keeping a steady in and out motion.


Sasha wasn’t sure how much more she could stand. She was trembling, on the verge of orgasm, her body covered in a fine sheen of sweat.


“Please,” she whimpered, knowing all she needed was a slight push to send her over the edge.


He gave her that push and more. Removing his fingers, he wrapped her legs around his waist and slammed into her, his tight control now gone.


Sasha climaxed, screaming her release and shattering into a million pieces. Dimly, she heard her lover’s roar as he found his own release.


She must have blacked out, for when she opened her eyes, she found herself held in strong arms, the scent of their lovemaking perfuming the air. She looked at her lover’s handsome face, a small smile curving his lips even in slumber. She smiled at the sight and then stood, the nearby stream calling her name. After her earlier run, then incredible sex, she was parched.


She padded down to the water’s edge, about to take a drink when something made her look back. Sasha gasped in shock. Instead of seeing her lover lying there, she saw the blond wolf. She looked around, trying to find the man as she caught her reflection in the water. Only she didn’t see herself, but a wolf with reddish-brown fur and her eyes—eyes that glowed green with a ring of blue flame. She quickly backed up, tripping over her paws. That was when she tried to scream, only it didn’t come out that way. A howl escaped—a mournful howl.



 



***



 



Looking over the blood tests one last time, Flynn noticed that they were finally normal. Well, normal considering what she now was and how close she had come to dying. He was still surprised that she didn’t die. By all rights, she should have. An attack from one of their oldest Pack members was a guaranteed death sentence. But the real surprise happened once she stabilized. She was his True Mate. What were the odds? Hell, he was still trying to wrap his mind around it.


Out of all the Mated couples in the Pack, only eight were True Mates. Very few ever experienced it. Now here he was, True Mated to a human turned by a Pack Elder. Their race was a well-kept secret from humans for many reasons. Now they had to tell this woman what she now was. Tell her that what she thought a horror movie monster was, in fact, very real.


He reached into the drawer of the desk he was sitting behind and pulled out her clutch purse. Gabe had the forethought to grab it, thank God, or they would never have learned who she was until she awoke. He then pulled out her driver’s license. Sasha Edwards was her name. A beautiful name for a very beautiful woman. Just gazing at her features was enough to make him hard as a rock. Unfortunately, keeping a hard-on was going to be his lot for the foreseeable future. And after he explained everything, Flynn felt sure that any physical relations he’d had in mind would not be happening.


Putting the license back with a deep sigh, he laid his head back on the chair. How the hell was he going to explain about her new nature and the fact that she now had a True Mate to boot?


That thought was put on hold when a knock sounded at the office door.


“Come.”


His twin brother and Pack Alpha, Roan, strolled in, taking a seat in front of the desk.


“Any change?”


“No.” Flynn shook his head. “She’s still in the coma.”


Roan nodded. “How are you doing?”


Flynn had to chuckle at that. “At this moment, like my skin is crawling and my dick is about to explode.”


“Sorry about your dick, but you know you can’t be separated from her that long,” he admonished.


“It’s only been an hour or so. The feelings haven’t gotten that bad, and I know when I should get back to her.”


“Did Garret tell you anything else?”


“Only that if we stayed separated for an extended length of time, I’ll feel a lot more than my skin crawling. The permanent hard-on is a bonus.” He snorted, not feeling very lucky about that. And jacking off didn’t help. It made it worse, like his body knew it wasn’t getting what it needed and from the right source.


He let out a deep sigh, more than thoughts of his True Mate tumbling around in his brain. So far, he had kept his time away from Sasha minimal, but he still had a practice to run. Thank God his partners understood. They were taking up his slack. Not to mention the task of l informing his mother her father had been put down because the voices in his head told him to attack a human. She took it better than he thought she would, all of them knowing that he would need to be put down eventually. Still, it was hard. Losing a family member like that was bad enough, but the circumstance just made it worse. “You’re still in shock, aren’t you?”


Flynn gave his brother a penetrating look, then let out another sigh and stood, pacing the room. 


“What do you think? I mean, I’ve searched my whole life for a Mate. Now, she just happens to fall in my lap. And not just my Mate, but my True Mate. I…I…” He took a deep breath and let it out slow. “I’m scared, Roan. Scared that she won’t be able to handle all this.”


Roan got up and came to him, putting both hands on Flynn’s shoulders. “She has survived the bite of an Elder, a feat no female has ever managed to accomplish. And from the conversations both of us have had with Gabe, she is strong willed. Don’t borrow trouble, my brother.”


“I know, I know.” He smiled wanly and returned to his seat. “It’s not like I’m trying to borrow trouble or be negative, but I’ve read all the accounts, Roan. Humans just can’t handle what they don’t understand. And while I’ve cornered Gabe at every opportunity to learn more about my True Mate, her strong will and even stronger personality won’t help if she doesn’t accept her new life or me. And the fact it was our grandfather that attacked her because of his delusions certainly won’t help either.”


Roan leveled a look at him. “Well, whether she accepts or not, the deed has been done. She cannot be allowed to return to her old life, nor will she be able to live apart from you. Your bond prevents that from being even a possibility. So all we’re left with is making her transition as easily as possible and giving her time to adjust. As for Grandfather, we’ll explain and hope she understands.” He held up a hand when Flynn would have spoken. “I’m more than aware of your fears, brother. Were I in your shoes, I would have them as well. Relying on Gabe’s interpretation of his time with her isn’t exactly the best way to approach her either. But guessing what her reaction will be doesn’t solve anything. Until she wakes from the coma, we won’t really know anything.”


Thinking about it, Flynn rubbed a hand over his face. His brother was right, of course. Guessing that she would react negatively wasn’t going to help matters. For all any of them knew, she could embrace her new life and live happily. It was against the odds, but it could happen.


“Sorry, I know that all this is just conjecture until she wakes, but I can’t help but worry.”


Roan nodded. “Understandable, and taking such long breaks from her side probably hasn’t helped either.”


Flynn chuckled. “Yeah, that too.” He shook his head ruefully. “Look at me—I’m your Beta, and I’m acting like some weak pup.”


“We both know you have never been weak, even when you were a pup.” He grinned. “You’re just worried is all, and it’s natural. Hell, I’d be concerned if you weren’t. Don’t be so hard on yourself. This kind of situation would make anyone act out of character.”


He was right. Again. The ass.


“You’re welcome.” He smirked.


Shaking his head with laughter, Flynn was about to tell him where he could go when he heard the scream. Like a flash, he felt Sasha’s fear. He was out of his seat and up the stairs before he could think. His Mate needed him.



 



***



 



The screaming woke her. It didn’t register that she was the one doing the screaming until she felt a pair of strong arms surrounding her, trying to soothe her.


“Shh, it’s all right. Calm down, baby. You’re okay.”


The gentle voice settled her enough to recognize Gabriel as the one holding her. She could tell by his smell, not by his cologne or aftershave, but by the smell of him, his skin, his hair, even his breath.


That freaked her out a little, yet it was soothing at the same time. Strange but true. A part of her wanted to trip out, yet another felt like it was something natural and okay.


“Sasha, are you all right?” Gabriel asked, pulling back to look her over.


“I’m not sure, to tell you the truth,” she croaked, her throat a little scratchy from the screaming.


Gabriel reached over to get her a glass of water off the nightstand, and she got a good look at where she was. It wasn’t a hospital room, that was for sure. More like one of those rooms you saw on television, with all the windows making it light and airy. It was large too. More than enough space for the massive sleigh bed she lay in and all the matching furniture: nightstands, chest of drawers, armoire, and an overstuffed chair in the corner. She could also tell that this was a man’s room. No cutesy stuff, just the bare minimum.


“Here, but drink slowly.” He helped her sit up, then handed her the tumbler.


She took a couple of small sips, letting the cool water soothe her parched throat. “Ah, that’s good.” She took a few sips more.


“Better?” He propped some pillows behind her so she could recline in comfort.


“Much.” She lay back, closing her eyes for a minute to get her bearings. It didn’t help much. She had questions and needed answers. “What happened, Gabriel?” Opening her eyes, she caught his pained expression.


“You don’t know how sorry I am that this happened, Sasha. I mean, if there was any way that I could undo it, I would.”


She could smell his apprehension. She didn’t know how she knew that, but she knew that what she smelled coming from Gabriel was fear. But fear of what? That was the question, wasn’t it?


“Look, all I want are answers, okay? And if that scares you, then I’m sorry. But someone is going to tell me what’s going on.”


Gabriel got up from the bed, shock registering on his face. He started to pace with agitation. “I’m sorry, Sasha, but I’m not supposed to tell you anything.”


“What?”


“I mean Flynn and Roan are the ones who could better explain everything,” he said hastily.


This was so not the man she met at the bar. He’d been so sure of himself there. Here he seemed less in control, submissive even. 


“And how the hell would they know anything? Were they there? Are they the ones who fought off that big dog?” She hated being kept in the dark about things.


“I’m sorry, Sasha. I really am.” Gabriel’s expression showed just how sorry he was. But something had caught her attention, or rather her nose. Something familiar, yet she knew she had never smelled it before.


“Sasha, are you all right?”


She vaguely heard Gabriel speak, all her senses trained on the bedroom door. That was where the smell was coming from, something sweet, like mountain air and fresh cut grass.


She had a sense of moving, because Gabriel was at her side, trying to get her back under the covers. She snarled at him, batting his hand away. Then she climbed over the covers, slowly making her way to the footboard.


“This is not good,” she heard Gabriel mutter, backing toward the window.


Sasha had no clue what was going on inside her. Whoever was attached to that smell was hers. He belonged to her. As crazy as it sounded, she felt it with every part of her being. Hers. Her mate.

 




 



Chapter Two



 





 



The bedroom door opened, and the world’s sexiest man walked in.


“Gabriel, I thought I told you to let me know the minute she woke up,” Sexy Man demanded.


“Uh, Flynn, I think we might have a situation here.” Gabriel’s voice was laced with concern.


So this was Flynn. Ah, yummy, Sasha thought as he turned to stare at her. His nostrils flared as she gave him a slow and lengthy perusal. And he was yummy, indeed. Tall—about six-four, maybe two hundred and ten pounds—and built. Sasha saw the muscles outlined under his black T-shirt and black jeans. His hair was a dark mahogany, kind of shaggy, like he needed to get it cut, but still sexy. His eyes were the gray-blue of a glacier, set inside classical features, with high cheekbones and a slightly bent Roman nose. Good, sexy, but in no way perfect. And there was something else as well, something familiar, like she had met him before. But that was impossible.


Her head started to spin as soon as she stood. Gabriel made a move to help her, but Flynn growled, warning him off. Sasha used the footboard to hold her up until the dizziness passed, then made her way slowly to where Flynn stood. They never took their eyes off each other.


He focused on her completely and from the intent look in his eyes, she knew he appreciated what he was seeing. His gaze burned over every curve of her body.


She took a big inhale of his scent deep into her lungs, closing her eyes to savor it. She must have swayed because she felt warm, strong hands steady her. She looked up into his eyes and saw shock, bewilderment, but mostly lust and need. It was a heady sensation to see such naked want in this gorgeous man’s eyes. She responded by taking his hands off her shoulders, placing them at his sides, then placing her hands on his chest. Walking around his taut body, she let her hands and fingers linger over him.


Those light eyes closed, his handsome face showing just how much as she continued. Great Lord, but he was magnificent. All hard muscle bunching and rippling under her hands. She wanted to rip his clothes off and lick every inch. He must have sensed her need, because he growled, gathering her into his arms to nuzzle her hair, his hands moving over her back to her butt. His erection bulged from the front of his jeans. He pulled her tighter, rubbing that bulge between her thighs, eliciting a whimper from her. God, how she wanted this man! Now!


“Flynn!” She dimly heard someone yell.


Sasha whipped her head around too fast, and she saw stars. She was falling, but strong arms lifted her and carried her back to the bed, gently laying her down.


“Really, Flynn, I thought your bedside manner was way better than that.”


“Shut up, Roan,” Flynn snapped, settling her more comfortably.


Sasha heard the other man chuckle. All she wanted to do was crawl under the covers and hide. She knew her face was flaming; hell, her entire body was. God, what in the world had come over her? I practically threw myself at some strange man. Gorgeous, but still a stranger. Then another stranger flashed into her mind, his nude body glistening with sweat. She tried to hold the image in her head, but like mist in the sun, it was gone.


She put her head in her hands and groaned.


“Are you all right?” Flynn asked, sitting beside her on the bed.


Jeez, how could she look him in the eye after her shameless display?


Flynn took both her hands, concern in his voice. “Sasha?”


“I am so embarrassed.” Might as well get it out. She was never one for prevarication.


That earned her a soft chuckle. “It’s only natural, dear.”


She looked up into a face and eyes identical to Flynn’s. “Not natural to me.”


“Now might be a good time for explanations,” Flynn advised. He still had hold of her hands and was rubbing his thumb in small circles over her knuckles.


“If you feel she is up to it, very well, then,” Roan agreed. “You know Gabriel, of course.” He nodded at Gabriel, who was still standing by the window, silent with anxiety, his face strained with concern. Though concern for whom, Sasha wasn’t sure. She noticed how his eyes kept darting from her to Flynn and back to her.


“Yes, we’ve met. He saved me.” The statement caused a sudden rise in tension from the three men. She could also smell their nervousness. It wasn’t comforting.


“I’m Roan LeGeur.” He smiled, giving a slight bow. 


Okay, she could take the hint. He wasn’t going to be rushed. That was fine. But she wasn’t going to wait all day. She was due an explanation, and she was going to get it. All of it.


“And the gentleman at your side is my brother, Flynn, as you have no doubt surmised.”


They were twins; it wasn’t like she was blind.


“Nice to meet all of you.” Just couldn’t ignore a Southern upbringing. No matter the situation, always be polite.


“Before we go into detail, what exactly do you remember of the night you were attacked?” Roan asked, his countenance taking on a serious expression now that the pleasantries had been exchanged.


“Well, I had danced and talked most of the night with Gabriel. We had a really good time, and he offered to walk me to my car after we closed the club down.” Oddly, she felt Flynn stiffen at her side, felt his rising anger. “After we got to my car, I noticed how Gabriel seemed nervous. Then, this big dog came out of nowhere and attacked us. I got bit. Gabriel fought the dog and killed it. After that, I vaguely recall snatches of conversation and faces.” 


She refused to tell them about the dog talking or her dreams. They didn’t need to know about blood loss hallucinations and fever-induced visions. If she told them she’d heard or dreamed, they’d cart her off to the nearest loony bin. 





Though for the life of her, she couldn’t remember the entire dream. The attack, yes, and in vivid detail, but the dream, no. And she knew there was more to it, but it was just out of reach, like shadows at the back of her mind. Well, no big deal; she wasn’t going to tell them about it anyway, so what was the point?


“Of all the irresponsible things to do!” Flynn exploded, standing, then making a move toward Gabriel.


Sasha blinked, so lost in her own thoughts she hadn’t noticed Flynn’s anger. But now she smelled the rage coming off him in waves, and there was no mistaking the deep growl in his voice as he hurled obscenities at Gabriel.


Roan blocked Flynn’s path, gently laying a hand on his shoulder. “Calm down, brother. Gabriel didn’t know. He couldn’t have known. The process wasn’t complete.”


“Pardon? What process? And why is Flynn so pissed?” She saw Gabriel’s fear, could smell it, her thoughts of talking dogs and dreams and shadows forgotten.





Flynn turned to look at her, and she could have sworn she saw his eyes glowing, but he blinked and the glow was gone. Must have been a trick of the light, she thought with a blink of her own eyes, making sure they were working properly.


“Sorry. You’re right, you’re right.” Flynn stood still, taking deep breaths to calm his rage. “Sorry Gabe, I don’t know what came over me.”


“Don’t worry about it, man.” Gabriel waved him off, speaking for the first time since all this had started.


Flynn gave a curt nod and returned to the bed, sitting beside her once more. He picked up both her hands again, looking at her rather sheepishly. “Sorry about that. I’m not one to let my anger get the better of me, but this has been a trying time for me.”


A trying time for him? She had been through a dog attack and been here Lord knew how long, and he had the nerve to say he’d been through a trying time? “That’s it. I have had it with all the mystery BS.” She yanked her hands away and crossed her arms. “I want to know what the hell is going on, and I want to know now. You hear me? Now.”


Sasha wasn’t hysterical; she was pissed. She had been sitting here waiting for an explanation, and all she had gotten was a runaround. No more. They were going to tell her where she was, how long she had been here, and what was going on. And not necessarily in that order.


“I can see that you’re determined.” Roan sighed.


Flynn looked at her, then at Roan. After seeing Roan motion him over, Flynn took the chair in the corner, sitting on the edge and running his hands through his hair in frustration.


He was so sexy. Stop that. You wanted answers. Now wasn’t the time for lustful thoughts. Maybe later.


“As you can see, this is not a hospital,” Roan began. “When we saw how bad your injuries were, we had you flown here.”


“Flown? Why in the world didn’t you take me to a hospital? And where is here?” 


Roan held up a hand, silencing her. “Please. You wanted an explanation, and now I’m giving it to you. If you have questions, please wait until after I’ve finished.”.


“Okay, I guess I deserved that. But I don’t like not knowing. It makes me impatient.”


“Understandable under the circumstances. Here is my home in Montana. When you were stabilized enough, I had a helicopter pick you up and bring you to my private jet, where you were worked on until better facilities could be made available. Flynn is a doctor with his own practice, so I knew you would be in good hands.”


Sasha looked at Flynn, giving him a smile of thanks. He smiled back, accepting her thank-you. He still looked on edge, though. Must be tired. I know I get cranky when I don’t get at least eight full hours.


Roan’s voice snapped her back to attention.


“Now, as for the attack, that wasn’t a dog. He was a Lupus. My and Flynn’s grandfather, as a matter of fact.”


“Huh?” She frowned with confusion.


“A Lupus. What humans refer to as a werewolf.”


She glanced at Roan, then looked over at Gabriel and Flynn, coming back to Roan. None of the men appeared to be too shocked by Roan’s statement. In fact, all three looked at her rather expectantly.


“Oookay. I think it’s time I left now.” She started to rise from the bed.


“Remain where you are,” Roan ordered in a steely tone.


Sasha narrowed her eyes. “Excuse me?”


“You wanted to know, and now I’m telling you.”


“Give me a break, will ya? I wanted to know what was going on. Not some story about werewolves.” These guys must really think she was stupid.


“It’s no story, I assure you. The Lupus are quite real. Your attack by our grandfather was real.”


“The dog was a werewolf—excuse me, Lupus—named James, who just happened to be your grandfather?”


“I can see where you would have doubts.”


Sasha snorted, wondering how such gorgeous men could be complete crackpots. It was a shame really. They displayed varying expressions of anxiety. She wasn’t buying it, despite her nose telling her these men were quite serious. That revelation was pushed to the back of her mind. Smelling emotions wasn’t something a normal person did, and she was more normal than anyone she knew. She also knew she had to get out of here and away from these three nut jobs. 


Moving her legs to try to make her escape, she noticed that something didn’t feel right. Her legs were bare under the covers. Then she looked down at what she was wearing. She had on a man’s PJ top. Big enough to fall to her knees, the sleeves of it were rolled up to her elbows. She was also totally naked under the top. Her face flamed again, but Roan just stared at her, waiting.


“All right, enough. The joke is over, and I really don’t think this is funny. Just get my clothes, call me a cab, and I’ll be out of your hair in no time.”





“How do you feel, Sasha?”


The question stopped her in midrise. “What do you mean?”


“Just answer the question. Are you tired, sore? Does your shoulder pain you in any way?” He stared at her, somehow knowing why she hadn’t noticed these things sooner. And she should have.


She sat on the bed, doing an internal exam. Surprisingly, nothing hurt; nothing ached. She wasn’t tired. Then, she looked under the top at her right shoulder, feeling no pain, but afraid of what she might find. Her fears were unfounded. All she saw were a few raised pink areas and healthy skin. No tears, no stitches, no wound.


She touched the area to make sure it was all right. Her eyes didn’t lie. It was like she never had a mark at all.


“You required numerous stitches inside and out to repair the damage to your shoulder. Your collarbone had been broken in two places and you also had a dislocated shoulder. You lost nearly two pints of blood and almost died twice before we got you here. You had a raging fever for three days before slipping into a coma. You have been here for two and a half weeks.”


Sasha sat there staring into space, trying to absorb all that Roan had told her. It was impossible, yet she knew she had been attacked. She had felt the pain of those teeth, the agony of her collarbone snapping like a twig. Felt her shoulder being torn from its socket. She had experienced all that, yet here she was, totally healed in two weeks.


“How?” she croaked, afraid to hear the answer.


“When my grandfather bit you, he transferred a very potent virus, the Lupus Strain, into your bloodstream. It attacks the DNA, altering it, giving us the ability to change shape and heal almost any wound inflicted on us. Though, as you saw, breaking the neck or the brain stem is one of the few ways, besides pure silver and fire, we can die. Otherwise, we age at an infinitesimal rate.”


She nodded absently, continuing to stare at nothing. “Why me?”


Roan sighed deeply. “Unfortunately, Grandfather had been unstable for years. He was on medication, but at his advanced age, it wasn’t helping. Not really that uncommon for our small group of Elders. For some, the older they get, the more they revert, relying on instinct rather than intellect. In the case of our grandfather, his delusions pushed him to seek you out.”


 Sasha sat up straighter, although she still didn’t look at any of them. Maybe if she didn’t acknowledge them, it couldn’t be true. It couldn’t be real. “I don’t understand. What do you mean seek me out?”


“We’re not sure. Like I said, he was extremely delusional, hearing voices and such.” Roan’s voice had a sad tone to it. “ But regardless of the cause, you’re extremely lucky. Many attacked by an Elder don’t survive. The virus inside them is so powerful by then that it kills the body of their victim instead of altering it.” 


Feeling numb and as if her whole world was crashing around her, Sasha tried to absorb what Roan had said. The idea was unimaginable. But she had to concede the fact that she was here and alive, unharmed. That thought still didn’t make her feel comfortable. Nor did the fact that from what Roan said, she should have died just like the others. And something told her there were more surprises to come. She really hated surprises. They tended to not be good ones in her world.


“How many have survived?” 


“You are the third.”


Sasha looked up at him then, his handsome face impassive, light eyes filled with understanding and not a little regret. But she had a feeling there was more to it than that, raising a brow in question.


“And the first female to make it.”


She laid her head in her hands again, her whole body starting to shake with reaction as the reality of her situation finally sank in. “This is all too much. I can’t accept this. I just can’t.”


“You don’t have to worry about anything, Sasha. We’ll help in any way we can. You have my word,” Roan said. Even though she had just met the man, Sasha had a sense he didn’t give his word lightly. If he made a promise, he would keep it.


She looked up again, a thought suddenly coming to her. She just realized how many times Roan had used the word “we” in their little chat. And if she had just survived a Lupus bite, then that meant…


“Oh my God!” She gasped, her gaze darting frantically at all three men.


“Welcome to my Pack, Sasha Edwards.” Roan smiled at her just before blackness edged her vision and swallowed her whole.

 




 



Chapter Three



 





 



Consciousness returned slowly to Sasha. She heard raised voices around her and felt a cold compress on her forehead.


“That was just brilliant, Roan. Could you have been any blunter? She just survived the attack and bite of an eight-hundred-year-old Lupus. Her body is still recovering. She doesn’t need any more shocks like that.” 


“I think she is much stronger than she seems, my brother. And like you said, she has survived. No female in our entire history has ever lived after an attack from one so old,” Roan countered.


“I hate to be the killjoy here, guys, but there is more than just her surviving that concerns me,” Gabe interrupted. “She has yet to go through the First Transformation process, and that is bound to be a great strain on her.”


“We’re in unfamiliar territory here,” Flynn stated, taking over Gabe’s thought. “The First Transformation is always painful, but seeing as Sasha has the virus from an eight-hundred-year-old Lupus, well, the process could be worse. Or…”


“It could kill her,” Roan finished with a huff.


“And if she dies…” Gabe began.


“If I die, then what?” She opened her eyes to the grim faces around her.


If they were going to talk about her like that, she wanted to be a part of it and not a spectator. She wasn’t sure how she was going to handle the answer they gave her. Lord knew the question was scary enough. She had just beaten back Death; she really didn’t want to take him on again. 


Three pairs of eyes leveled on her, all showing varying emotions. The most of which was concern as to how to tell her and her reaction to that news.


“Might as well spill it, boys. As you now know, I don’t like mysteries.” She yanked the compress off her forehead and laid it on the bedside table as she sat up.


Roan started to speak up, but Flynn stopped him by laying a hand on his shoulder. “Not this time, brother. This is my responsibility.”


Roan nodded in understanding as he and Gabe stepped back to allow them privacy.


Sasha really didn’t like the look of this. Something major was about to be dropped on her. And boy, did she need an aspirin. 


Flynn sat down on the bed beside her like earlier. She could tell that he wanted to take her hands and touch her but wasn’t sure she would let him. So he kept his hands braced on his knees.


“Do you remember your reaction before I stepped into the room?” Flynn asked.


Sasha felt heat flare in her cheeks. God, she really hated to blush. And at her age.


“I see you do.” He chuckled softly. “How about your reaction after I stepped into the room?”


“Could you get to the point here? My face is going to catch fire,” she grumbled.


“It’s all right. Like Roan said, your reaction was perfectly natural and nothing to be ashamed of.”





“Have women sniff and paw at you all the time, do you?” A burning jealousy swept through her at the thought of any woman touching him. Whoa, that was a crazy thought out of left field.


“No, only my True Mate.” He smiled, gently cupping her cheek.


She blinked at that. “Beg your pardon?”


“My True Mate. You, Sasha Edwards.”


She scrambled to the other side of the bed, out of Flynn’s reach. Her heart raced; her breath came in short gasps. She felt as if she was having a panic attack.


“Okay, now I know you’re nuts. ‘Cause there is no way you and I could be mated, married, or whatever.” 


 “Why are you so scared? After all you’ve been told, being my True Mate makes you bolt?” His voice held surprise at her reaction.


“You’re damn right, it does,” she snapped, starting to shake again.


“Good Lord, why?”


Sasha heard his shocked tone, saw his eyes widen as he added, “My people search their entire lives for a True Mate, and very few ever find them. I feel blessed.”


“You’re joking, right? I mean look at me. I’m plain and average, not the type of woman most men would even notice. And you look like some GQ model with a body to match.” 


Gabe and Roan snorted with laughter.


“Could you guys give me a moment, please? I need to set my True Mate straight on a few things.”


Sasha stilled at that, Flynn never taking his eyes off her.


“Sure. When you’re finished, come downstairs. Dinner should be ready, and I know Sasha will be hungry.” Roan strolled to the door with Gabe in tow. “Good luck, brother.” The men walked out the door, closing it behind them.


“Look, you’re sweet for saying that about the Mate thing, but I don’t really believe it. And I’m adult enough to say I’m attracted to you.” It was really a waste to try to deny it now, especially with Flynn smiling knowingly. “Okay, more than attracted, but I find what you’re saying a bit hard to swallow.”


Flynn chuckled ruefully and shook his head. “Sasha, you are one of the most luscious women I have ever seen. And even if you weren’t my True Mate, I would still want you.”


She hung her head, trying to hold back the tears. “Please, please don’t do this,” she whispered, so afraid to believe him, yet wanting to her very soul for what he said to be true. Even after just meeting him, she wanted Flynn. Probably more than she should.


“He really did more than just hurt you, didn’t he?”


She raised her head with surprise. The concern in his voice was evident, the look in his eyes knowing.


Sasha didn’t know what to say or how to react to his correct assumption. She so did not want to explain her ex and his little games at her expense. That was in the past, and she wanted it to stay there.


“I knew who you were the minute your body went into the coma,” he began, a look of complete joy on his face. “That’s how I knew you were going to make it. The body goes dormant so the virus can alter the DNA. After that, I cornered Gabe every chance I got so he could tell me everything the two of you talked about. I wanted to know everything so I could put you at ease, then get to know you better.” His face took on a menacing look with his next words. “But I never expected this. That some worthless piece of shit would make you feel unworthy of a man like me. Makes me so angry, I would love to rip his head off and shove it up his ass.” 


She saw the truth of his words in his glacier eyes. “You really mean that, don’t you?”


He smiled at her. “There’s one thing you’ll learn about the Lupus—we don’t lie. We can’t. You can smell it just like any other emotion.” Then his eyes turned molten, like twin blue flames. “And believe me when I say that right this minute, I want you so bad, my teeth ache.”


Sasha gasped, smelling the truth, just like he said. She also smelled his arousal, like a sweet musk, and saw it bulging at the front of his jeans.


Closing her eyes, she breathed deep, taking his scent into her lungs like before. Her whole body tingled and tightened with wanting him, her nipples hardening into stiff peaks. She felt dampness starting between her thighs.


She opened her eyes, finding him right in front of her as he sat down on the edge of the bed.


“You have to make the first move, sweetheart.”


She could see his body shaking slightly, see the need on his handsome face, and hear it in his velvety voice. 


“Why?” she rasped, more aroused than she could ever remember being. And Flynn had yet to even touch her. Boy, was she in trouble.


“It’s the way of our kind. When True Mates find each other, it’s the female’s choice of when and where. She makes the first move and sets the pace for the First Mating. It goes back in our history to the first True Mates. To prove how much he really wanted his Mate, the Alpha male let the female control their First Mating. It was a great show of respect and trust on the Alpha’s part and let his Mate know she was held in high esteem. Now it’s not just a ritual of sorts, but ingrained into our very beings. Because you’re my True Mate, I could no sooner start our First Mating than I could turn the tides or raise the sun.”





Sitting down beside him, she had varying emotions on the subject. She wanted him, of course. Hell, what sane woman wouldn’t? And he most definitely wanted her. The front of his jeans was proof positive of that. But as much as she was aroused by him, she couldn’t make love to a man she just met. True Mate or not.


“I’m not sure I can right now, Flynn. I mean, this is all so new to me, you know? One minute I find out I’m a Lupus, and the next I’m your True Mate. Though you still haven’t given me all the particulars or told me what Roan was talking about.”


She hated to disappoint the man. God knew she hated it.


“Not to mention the fact we just met. I just wouldn’t feel comfortable making love with you when I don’t know you very well. Sorry.”


He grinned, not a trace of anger or disappointment in his eyes. “Ah, sweetheart, don’t be.” He reached out and placed his warm palm against her cheek. She leaned into it, wanting this small contact. “Makes me want you even more because you want to get to know me, not just my body.” He grinned with mischief twinkling in his eyes.


She blushed, feeling heat suffuse her face. “I really do hate to blush. Makes me feel like a naive teenager.”


“A teenager you are not. You are all woman.” His voice was husky with arousal. “And I do hope that kissing you is all right, because if I don’t have a taste of you soon, I think I just might expire here on the spot.”


“Really?” A small kiss wouldn’t go against her rules. “Well, we can’t have you expiring. I don’t think Roan would ever forgive me.” 


“Probably not.” He smiled.


She placed her hands on his chest, feeling the hard muscles there, the strength contained under her fingers. Then she ran them up to his neck as she leaned up toward his mouth. She had to pull him down to meet her, but he didn’t seem to mind. In fact, he was more than willing. She thought she would feel awkward about making the first move on a guy, but with Flynn, it felt right. Natural even to just lean in, softly brush her lips on his, then run her tongue over the seam as he parted them. They were so soft, like warm silk. That wasn’t enough. She had to taste him. She slanted her mouth over his lips and plunged her tongue inside to duel with his. He moaned, and she almost lost what little sanity she had left and took him right then and there. God knows she wanted to. Her whole body was on fire with want, with need. But she couldn’t. Her sense of self wouldn’t let her no matter how much she wanted him. Being the good girl really sucked sometimes.


She slowly broke the kiss, hearing both of them breathing hard, as if they had just run a mile-long race. Flynn laid on his back, putting an arm over his eyes, still breathing heavily, the evidence of his arousal threatening to bust from his jeans.


“Jesus.” He panted, his body visibly trembling, face strained with need. “Never have I wanted a female so much.” 


“My sentiments exactly.” She wanted this man so badly she was shaking inside and out. She got off the bed and went to the nightstand where the tumbler of water still sat. She almost downed the whole thing in one gulp, trying to get herself under control.


“I never knew, never realized,” Flynn said in awe, calm enough now to sit up and look at her.


She saw how difficult it was for him to manage the feat with his still raging hard-on, saw how he squirmed to find a more comfortable position.


“You’ve never had this kind of reaction to any male before, have you?” 


No matter how much she might deny it, he would smell the lie. But then, why lie? She’d always been honest, at least with herself. Besides, there was just something about this man that drew her in. 


“Sasha?”


“I’ve always thought that these kinds of feelings were for other people or were found in romance novels, you know? Not for someone ordinary like me.” She paused, taking a breath and letting it out, giving herself time to choose her next words.


“But?”





“But right now, a romance novel couldn’t do justice to what I just experienced.” She smiled tentatively, her face heating a bit. 


He laughed softly. “Yeah, I know what you mean. And that was just a kiss. Making love to you will probably fry my brain and my body.”


Her heart raced at the thought. Her and Flynn, naked. “Jeez.” She raised a hand to her forehead, knowing she had to get a grip.


Flynn laughed again. Hell, he could likely smell how she felt. The same as him—in heat and bad. She had to change the subject. She took a few deep breaths and started focusing on the pertinent questions.


“What exactly are True Mates? I’ve heard of Mates but not true ones.” There, that should help. She hoped.


From the grin on his face and gleam in his eyes, she guessed Flynn knew her plan. Thoughtful and sexy. 


“You know that wolves mate for life?” At her nod, he added, “Well, so do the Lupus. But on a much greater level.”


“How so?” she asked as he motioned her over to join him on the bed again. She really wasn’t sure about that, but she decided to trust him and sat down.


“We bond on not only a physical level but a mental one as well.”


“Mental? What, like mind reading or something?” She hoped not. No matter whom she was attracted to or attached to, her thoughts were her own.


“No, no, nothing like that. It’s more as if we’re highly attuned to each other. And after the First Mating, it will be even greater.”


“In what way?” As long as it wasn’t mind reading, she guessed she could live with it.


“We’ll be able to feel each other’s emotions. To know when the other needs help or is injured. We’ll even know the minute you become pregnant.”


She blushed, and he laughed softly. “And the bond gets stronger the longer we’re together.”


She looked at him suddenly, the light dawning. “That’s what Gabe meant about my dying. If I go, you go.” She jumped up and began to pace furiously. “Great, just great! I’m the only person in the whole world this could happen to.”


“Relax, sweetheart. Everything will be fine. I promise.”


“Are you insane?” She rounded on him. “I heard what you guys said. Because James was so old, my changing, transforming, whatever, could be a death sentence. Taking you with me.”


Flynn sprang from the bed and grabbed her shoulders, giving her a small shake. “You are not going to die, you hear me? I haven’t waited my whole life to find you, just to have you snatched away before we even get a chance. I won’t accept that. I won’t.” 


The hug was what did it. She wasn’t a crier, never had been. But she had been on such an emotional roller coaster ride she couldn’t take anymore. She broke down. Flynn picked her up and carried her to the chair in the corner. She needed comforting right now. He settled her on his lap and, rocking her gently, he murmured nonsense words to soothe her. That just made her cry harder. She almost told him no man had ever held her while she cried, much less tried to soothe her. 


“Better now?” he asked after her tears had turned to sniffles. She didn’t hiccup, thank goodness. The crying was bad enough.


“I think so,” she replied a bit stuffily because of her now clogged nose.


Crying never solved anything and usually made the situation worse. Not only because of the clogged nose, but also the blotchy face and the red, swollen eyes. I must look a mess!



 



***



 



Flynn stroked her back, his other hand wiping away her tears. Even after a good cry, she was still the most beautiful female he had ever seen. Her cheeks flushed, nose pink, lips pouty. He wanted her so much.


He kissed the tip of her nose, then her lips, her luminous eyes widening in astonished arousal.


“Flynn…”


“Don’t deny me this, Sasha. Please. I only want to touch you. Give you comfort. Give you pleasure.”


She gave him a wide-eyed look. “I thought I was the one who had to make the first move.”


He smiled as his hand went from her cheek to her collarbone and then skimmed the tops of her breasts under the pajama top. “Only if we were to mate. This isn’t our First Mating. This is me giving you pleasure.” He settled her more comfortably in his lap, her back to his front, so he could have better access to all her sweet spots.


“Oh.” She laid her head on his shoulder, allowing him full access to her body. He smiled at her gasp when his hand dipped under her top to palm a breast.


“Mmm,” she moaned.


Flynn caressed her breast, the large, firm globe plumping in his hand, the nipple standing erect and begging for attention. He couldn’t refuse, pinching it between his thumb and forefinger. Sasha moaned in his ear, her hot breath blowing over his lobe and down his neck. He pinched a little harder, making her squirm on his lap. When he looked at her, her eyes were closed with pleasure, her breathing coming in short pants. He leaned over and nuzzled her neck, taking his hand away from her breast so he could unbutton her top. She whimpered a protest.


“Shh, my sweet,” he soothed. “I’ve just begun.” He unbuttoned the last button and looked down at the treasure in his arms.


She was like her scent. Her skin was soft as an apple blossom and flushed a rosy hue with her arousal. Her breasts were large, just the way he liked them, and her waist was trim with a flat tummy and flared hips. Her legs were shapely with delicate feet and the cutest toes he had ever seen. But what drew him the most was her mound, covered with a thatch of dark auburn curls.


He used his thighs to part her legs wide so he could get a better look. What he saw made him growl. Her pretty pink pussy was glistening with her need, the lips swollen, her clit peeking out and begging for his touch. He couldn’t deny her or resist as he slowly ran his hand down the front of her body, stopping at her breasts to pluck and play, then lower over her stomach, feeling her body tremble. When he reached the top of her mound, he stopped, taking the scent of her into his lungs.


“Flynn,” Sasha moaned, turning her face into his neck and kissing him there.


He groaned, pausing only long enough to savor her lips on his skin, then slowly pushed his index finger passed her wet folds and into her core.


Sasha’s back arched and she spread her legs even wider as first one finger, then two slowly pumped in and out of her wet heat. Then his thumb found her clit, making her cry out in ecstasy.


Never in his life had Flynn been with such a responsive female. One touch, and she was dripping with need, her beautiful body ready for him. The smell of her sweet musk, the feel of her hot, wet core was almost enough to make him come in his pants. Her hips rocking back and forth over his hard cock certainly didn’t help, but all that mattered was Sasha. Her joy, her happiness, her pleasure.


He leaned in close to her lips, seeing her eyes take on a slight glow, her expressive face strained with her impending orgasm.


He kissed her lips, sipping at them gently. “Let go, baby.” He pumped into her harder, his thumb flicking over her clit faster. “Let go.”


With those words, Sasha shattered, keening into Flynn’s mouth as her orgasm broke free.


Flynn kept his fingers still as he pressed harder on her G-spot, feeling her vaginal walls contract and her hips pump down on his cock. When her tongue thrust into his mouth, he too came, shouting his release.


They sat there for a few minutes, getting their breathing back to normal before Flynn fixed Sasha’s top.


“Feel better?” he asked as he nuzzled her neck.


She sighed with satiation. “Mmm, wonderful.”


“Good.”


She sighed again, then sat up and brushed her hair back. “I’m a mess.”


Flynn grunted in response, his cock still semi-erect. Having his True Mate come apart in his arms was the most sensual experience he’d had in quite a while. He couldn’t wait to experience more with his responsive Mate.



 



***



 



The bathroom was located through a doorway beside one of the nightstands. Sasha had seen it earlier but thought it was a closet. Easily as big as her living room, it was better equipped than her bathroom and could have housed a pro football team.


After sitting her on a counter with two sinks, Flynn walked across the room to start her shower. She looked around, wiping her nose on the back of her hand. Yeah, she knew how gross that was, but the TP was on the other side of the room, on its own stand beside a commode and what she assumed was a bidet. The only reason she recognized that was because her older sister’s brother-in-law, an interior designer, had one installed in a client’s home.


Further inspection showed a huge sunken garden tub complete with whirlpool jets. The his-and-hers sinks had matching medicine cabinets, and the shower stall was big enough for a rock band, with glass walls etched in a forest motif.


The floor was covered with big slabs of multihued brown tile that resembled stone. The walls were done in a light cream with prints of mountains and forests placed artfully here and there. The counter she was sitting on was done like the floor, but in a lighter shade. There was also a linen closet for the towels and other supplies. But what she really liked about the room were the plants. A few large octagonal windows let in enough light for the six large plants arranged around the room.


“You like it?” Flynn asked.


“It’s beautiful. After seeing the bedroom, you’d never know this room was here,” she replied, looking around again.


“I know. Before I put the tile and countertops in, there really wasn’t much difference between this bathroom and the others in the house.”


She blinked in bewilderment. “You put in the tile?”


“Of course.” He smiled, seeing her confusion. “Before I became a doctor, I used to work construction. In fact, I helped build this house with my father and Roan.”


“Wait a minute.” A sudden realization hit her. “This is your bathroom?”


“It is.” He grinned.


“Which means that’s your bedroom?” She pointed out the door.


“Where else would my True Mate be?”


Where else indeed? “I thought I was in a guest room or something.”


“No. Once I realized who you were, I had you moved here. Plus, it made taking care of you easier since I sleep here as well.”


“Oh.” What more could she say to that?


“Now, come on. The water’s just right, so you step on in,” he instructed, picking her up off the counter and putting her on her feet. “While you’re washing up, I’ll get you some clothes. Then we can go down to dinner.” Before leaving, he bent down to give her a gentle kiss.


Sasha returned the kiss, wrapping her arms around his neck and holding him close. So much for being the good girl and waiting. She was still going to wait to make love to him, though. But no one said she couldn’t get a taste beforehand.


When Flynn broke the kiss, he stepped back. Sasha sensed he was reluctant to leave. Cupping her cheek, he said, “I’ll be back in a few.”


“Okay.” She smiled as he turned to leave, giving her some privacy. “And Flynn?” He stopped with a hand on the doorknob. “Thanks. For everything.” Heat seeped into her cheeks.


He smiled, giving her a wink. “Towels are in the linen closet. Take your time.” Then he left, closing the door behind him.



 



***



 



Flynn stood there, his back to the door, trying not to think about Sasha in his shower, the water sluicing down that delectable body, her hands soaping every inch of those generous curves.


“Get a grip, LeGuer,” he told himself, the feel of her in his arms still making his body burn. Remembering the feel of her sweet pussy and how she cried out in his arms with her orgasm made his wet jeans terribly uncomfortable.


He brought his fingers to his nose, taking her scent deep into his lungs. His eyes closed on a deep groan. If he didn’t have her again soon, he might go mad. Though just thinking about what she might do to him during the First Mating was enough to drive him to his knees.


He left before he did anything stupid, like march into the bathroom and beg Sasha to take pity on him and make him hers.


He went to the adjoining guest room for a shower and change of clothes. And if he jacked off while he was washing, well, maybe that would help to take the edge off his need. Stepping into the shower stall, her scent still in his nose, he had the feeling no matter how many times he jacked off, his need would never be sated. Even after she finally made him hers.



 



***



 


 

In the bathroom, Sasha grinned. Then she stripped off the PJ top and walked over to the shower stall. The water was perfect. Hot and steamy, just the way she liked it. Maybe there was something to this True Mate thing. Her mind replayed the feel of Flynn’s talented fingers and how easily he’d brought her to orgasm. Best not to reflect about that right now, though. All she wanted was to let the hot water soothe her a bit, then wash her hair and body. Everything else could wait till later, even though her body still thrummed with satisfaction.


After washing up she turned off the water and got out. She then went to the linen closet, pulling out two towels, noticing she wasn’t the least bit cold. She usually was after she got wet. The room must be heated or something, she thought. She wrapped the towel around her sarong-style because she had no clothes and absolutely refused to put that pajama top back on. Lord knew how long she had slept in it. But first of all, she wanted to see what her crying jag had done, so she stepped up to a mirror. It wasn’t too foggy, but she wiped it off anyway to see clearly. What she saw was her, but not her. So shocked at the reflection staring back at her, she didn’t hear Flynn come in.


“Sasha?”


She yelped in fright. “Jeez, Flynn, you scared the crap out of me.” His mahogany hair was still damp.


“Sorry.” He chuckled. “Didn’t mean to startle you. Feel better? I brought you some clothes.”


“Thanks,” she replied, looking back in the mirror, trying to figure out what had changed about her looks, because something was definitely off.


“Something wrong, sweetheart?” He stood beside her after laying out her clothes on the counter.


“I look different somehow.” She looked back in the mirror turning her face left and right.


“What do you mean?” His voice sounded a little off.


She ignored him as she looked closer. “I don’t know.” And then that was when she noticed it, or the lack thereof. “My tiny wrinkles are gone. Even the chicken pox scar on my temple and the scar over my right eyebrow. Everything is smooth.”


“Ah, well, that’s the virus at work. Not only does it alter the DNA, but it also renews and repairs on a cellular level. That’s why we age so slowly.” 


“Oh, I just didn’t expect…I mean…” If her face was changed this much, then how did the rest of her look? She had to know. “Are those the clothes?” she asked, trying to nonchalantly get him out the door.


His eyes twinkled with amusement, the humor in their depths stating that he knew she wanted him to leave. “Yeah, the sizes should be close, but if not, we’ll find some that are.”


“Thanks.”


He went out the door, chuckling as he closed it.


She looked over the clothes briefly to see what he’d brought, wanting to see the changes to her body and scared to. But after laying everything out, she noticed that the jeans and shirt seemed a little small; she could put it off no longer. So, she faced the full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door. She bent over and took the towel off, dropping it to the floor, then ran her fingers through the damp tresses; she flipped it back as she stood up.


Looking in the mirror, she could see that her hair was thicker, fuller, and shinier. It also had more of a red tint to it, like dark undertones. She couldn’t get this color out of a bottle if she went to every salon in the free world.


“Wow!”


Now the big moment, she thought, giving her hair one last look. She closed her eyes and let the towel drop.


“Okay, just breathe.” She slowly opened her eyes. What she saw made her gape in shock.

 




 



Chapter Four



 





 



“That is not me,” she whispered, covering her mouth in astonishment.


She had always been a bit thick. Not fat or chunky, but not as thin as she wanted to be. The mirror showed her otherwise.


From top to bottom, she had the body she had always wanted but could never achieve no matter how many diets or exercise plans she went on. Genetics wouldn’t allow it. But then, she had different genetics now, didn’t she?


If she doubted all she had been told earlier, the trim waist, flat tummy, lean hips, and nice butt brought it all into perspective. Even her skin was smoother, the paleness now a light cream. And her eyes. The green seemed brighter, with the band of blue around it darker. Seeing was definitely believing.


“What a trip.” Her voice was full of wonder as she continued to look in the mirror.





After taking a last look at the new, improved her again, she got dressed. And everything fit perfectly. She took another glance in the mirror again, fluffed her hair, and then walked out to meet Flynn.


“Nice,” Flynn said, eyeing her all over. “And here I thought you looked good wearing my pajama top. And the towel.” 


Her cheeks pinked at that. “Yes, well, I feel good, but weird at the same time.”


“How’s that?”


“This isn’t the me I left home with.” She smiled ruefully.


He walked over and took her hand in his. “Don’t worry. Everything will be okay. And if you get to feeling uneasy about it again, just look at it as a new improved diet plan with guaranteed results.”


She laughed a little shakily at that.


“Come on.” He tugged her hand. “Everyone is waiting downstairs.”


They walked out the bedroom still holding hands, down two sets of stairs to the bottom floor. Flynn led her through a swinging door on their left to a dining room. It was a good-sized room with a dark walnut table for twelve and matching china hutch and sideboard with various potted palms scattered around. Gabe, Roan, a boy about twelve, and two women—one blond and one redhead—were waiting for them when they arrived. The table was set for a feast.


“Well, don’t just stand there, Flynn. Introduce your True Mate,” the red-haired woman said with a smile.


“Of course.” Flynn’s pale eyes were alight with happiness as he looked at Sasha.


She smiled back, not sure what to think of that look and what it could mean.


“You know Gabe and have already met Roan.”


The two stood up. Roan inclined his head formally, and Gabe smiled. The first true smile she had seen from him since she awoke. She returned it and then caught a whiff of something, a subtle undercurrent, but wasn’t sure what it was. And since she was new to this smell thing, she let it go, thinking it was nothing as Flynn continued the introductions and Gabe and Roan sat.


“The little scamp beside Gabe is our brother, Dillon.” He pointed to the boy, though she had already guessed who he might be. The boy’s hair was a bit redder, but she couldn’t mistake those eyes.


“Are you really Flynn’s True Mate?” Dillon asked.


Out of the mouths of babes, she thought as everyone looked at her expectantly. “Well, I guess I am.” She was beginning to feel it was true now that she had admitted it out loud.


“Cool.” He smiled with awe.


Flynn and the others chuckled at Dillon’s response. “And the beautiful redhead is my mother, Charlaine LeGuer.” 


“Call me Charlie, my dear.” Flynn’s mother rose, came around the table, and, pausing in front of Sasha, gave her a big hug.


The woman didn’t look any older than Sasha and still had a figure after having three sons. She hadn’t given them their eyes, though. Hers were a clear green.


“Haven’t you forgotten somebody?” the blond asked. Sasha could smell the woman’s anger and something else. Lust?


“What is she doing here, Roan?” Flynn looked extremely pissed.


“Why, I…” she started to say, only to have Flynn cut her off.


“I didn’t ask you. I asked Roan.” Flynn gave her a cold, steely glare that shut her up.


“She came in the guise of wanting to meet Sasha. And since it wasn’t a total lie, I allowed her to stay so the rest of her little ruse could play out,” Roan answered.


“Now, that’s just not fair, Roan. I only wanted to see if it was true about Flynn having a True Mate.” The woman pursed her red lips into a mock pout.


She was a beauty; Sasha would give her that. Tall, shapely, with porcelain skin and big, luminous blue eyes. But hers was a cold beauty. Sasha could see it on her face, in those eyes. She was trouble with a capital T.


“Drop the act, Jenna. Nobody here is buying it,” Flynn snapped.


“Funny, you always did.” Yep, that was where the lust was coming from.


“I may not be Alpha anymore, young lady, but this is still my home. If you can’t behave, then you will leave,” Charlie informed her with authority.





Jenna glared at Charlie but acquiesced. “Fine.” She looked daggers at Sasha. “Jenna Reynolds. Alpha female of this Pack.”


“Pleasure,” Sasha replied, taking a seat beside Flynn. “Let me guess, an ex-girlfriend of yours?” She leaned over and whispered to Flynn as she got out her napkin and placed it on her lap.


“Fortunately for me, yes. We stopped seeing each other over two years ago,” he whispered back as he too got his napkin.


And yet the poor girl just couldn’t take the hint. Too bad she wanted to air all this dirt during dinner, Sasha thought. She had enough to deal without a cracked ex. 


“Don’t worry.” He patted her leg, “I don’t think she’s dumb enough to start anything right now.”


“I hate to tell you this, Flynn, but her being here already has, and she knows it.”


Flynn simply nodded, but Sasha knew he was seething with anger. She felt it swirling through their bond, the smell of it sharp in her nose.


Dinner proceeded as most do. Only the undercurrents at the table weren’t what you would find at a normal dinner, nor were the expressions. Gabe and Flynn were annoyed. Dillon was wary, probably because he had no idea what was going on. Charlie was just plain ticked. And Roan was blank. Just blank. He seemed calm on the outside, yet there was a note of apprehension in him. Curiouser and curiouser. Then the other shoe dropped, just like Sasha knew it would.


“So, Sasha, I can tell that you and Flynn haven’t had your First Mating yet. When’s the big event?” Jenna asked casually, putting a piece of chicken in her mouth. Obviously, the woman could smell something had happened between the two, but not what. Around the table, the reactions were varied—Charlie gasped in shock; Gabe and Dillon dropped their forks at the same time. Flynn and Roan stared at Jenna as if she had lost her mind. As for Sasha, she was prepared somewhat. She knew Jenna would come off with something that had a little shock value. That was her reason for being there—well, other than Flynn. As his ex, she probably wanted to check out who his new girl was. Maybe even try to get him back if she played her cards right. Flynn’s response to her being here pretty much nixed that idea. Didn’t seem to stop her though. Who knew even the Lupus could get catty?


“I really don’t think that’s any of your business, Jenna,” Sasha replied calmly and politely, taking another bite of her meal.


“You were warned, Jenna.” Charlie almost growled with anger.





“That’s all right, Charlie.” Sasha spoke up, laying down her fork and wiping her mouth. She knew she wouldn’t get to eat till Jenna had her say. Might as well be now. “Roan has the right idea. Jenna isn’t here for a big welcome. Might as well let her get to it then we can finish this delicious meal you made.” She felt six pairs of eyes on her. “What? She’s obviously got something to get off her chest. So let her do it before the food gets cold. And besides, I’m starving. Much rather hear her now before I get full than after. Less chance of indigestion that way.” She winked at Dillon, earning a bright smile from him. Yep, he’s going to be a heartbreaker.


Gabe spoke up, clearly trying to hold back a laugh. “She’s got a point, Roan.”


They could all see Roan weighing his options. “Very well.” He sighed, and then a cold light came into his ice-blue eyes. “But know this, Jenna. You may be Alpha female of this Pack, but that is nothing when compared with me. I won’t tolerate this kind of pettiness, especially around my family. This will be your only warning.”


Sasha could smell the power behind those words, could actually feel it. Jenna could too, if her ashen face was any indicator. Nothing like a thinly veiled threat to set the tone. She nodded in understanding.


“Good. Proceed. Sasha needs her nourishment.” The command was terse but effective.


Jenna stood, placing her napkin on the table beside her plate. Which Sasha thought was a good sign, because now she wouldn’t have far to go when asked to leave. She would already be up.


“As some of you know, I had hoped to be more than just Alpha female of this Pack. I had hoped to be Flynn’s Mate,” she began.


“For God’s sake! Do we have to rehash all of this again?” Flynn asked with exasperation. “Why can’t you get it through your thick skull? I don’t want you anymore and never will.”


“Let her finish, son. The sooner she’s done, the sooner we can eat,” Charlie said, equally exasperated.


Flynn threw his hands in the air in disgust and then leaned back in his chair, definitely not happy. But then, who would be? His ex and his True Mate were in the same room. Not exactly the best way to start a relationship.


Jenna continued. “But we had some problems, and I freely admit I caused some of them.” Flynn snorted at that. “So after we separated, I decided to give Flynn the time and space he needed, hoping we could work things out and move on. Only I wasn’t quick enough. You came into the picture,” she practically snarled, turning hate-filled eyes on Sasha.


Sad, really sad, Sasha thought with disgust.


“If it was just the matter of a simple girlfriend, I could have run you off like all the others.” Everyone gasped in shock at that revelation, too stunned to comment. “But you are no mere girlfriend. Oh, no. You’re his fucking True Mate. I mean, what are the odds?” She laughed without humor.


The odds for Flynn or me? Sasha wondered.


“I had planned to pop back in his life, throw a little seduction on him, and bingo, we’re back together again.”


She was clearly delusional. Wasn’t very nice either. In fact, the idea of this crazy bitch touching Flynn made Sasha’s blood boil.


“Just like old times, ya know?” She smiled dreamily while looking at Flynn. “In bed, in the shower, under the stars after a run with the Pack.” 


“Dillon, go to the kitchen,” Charlie interrupted. Sasha didn’t think it was appropriate for Dillon, or anybody else, to hear this, either. 


“Aw, Mom,” he whined, getting up reluctantly. “Just when it was getting good.”


“Now!” 


“That’s enough, Jenna!” Flynn demanded after Dillon was safely in the kitchen, his anger starting to show. His body was taut with it.


“Oh, I don’t think so. You see, she has no idea what it’s like to have a man like you between her legs. But I do.” She smiled in feral glee, her eyes starting to glow. “It’s one of the main thoughts that kept me going after our breakup.”


Sasha looked around the table to see the reactions to Jenna’s blatant and graphic talk, but oddly enough, no one seemed to find it offensive. Everyone seemed more annoyed at her shameless display than anything else. And the fact her eyes were glowing didn’t really freak Sasha out as much as she thought it would. Hmm, odd or just too many shocks in one day?


“Spare me. From what I heard, it didn’t take you long to replace me. In fact, you were with Craig Gordon a week after I told you it was over.” He waved her off.


“How do you know that?” she spat, the smell of her anger getting stronger.


“Give it up, Jenna, all right? We were just using each other, and you know it.” 


“No, no! We’re supposed to be together!” she screeched, not letting go of her fantasy no matter that Sasha was meant for Flynn. 


Flynn snorted in derision at that. “We were never supposed to be together, Jenna. It was all sex. Nothing more, and nothing less. Hell, it wasn’t even good sex.”


“No! You’re mine, Flynn, always have been!”


By this time, Sasha was just plain pissed. Jenna claiming him like that sent her over the edge.


“Uh, guys? I think we might have a slight problem here.” Gabe’s voice sounded uneasy as he saw and no doubt smelled her anger.





The only ones who bothered to listen were Roan and Charlie. Flynn and Jenna seemed oblivious. Unfortunately, that just made things worse.


“He’s mine,” Sasha growled, standing up slowly. She could feel power flowing through her, fueled by anger. It was subtle and nothing like she had felt from Roan or Jenna, but it was there, bringing home the fact that she was different now. And she wasn’t scared of this power. She reveled in it, as if it were a natural part of her.


Sasha’s declaration shut everyone up. Well, except for stupid Jenna. She just made matters worse by opening her mouth again.


“You! If it wasn’t for you, we’d be together now!” 


“I told you, he’s mine,” Sasha stated calmly but with steel.


“He’ll never be yours!” Jenna spat and then leaped.


It’s true what all the combat experts say. You really can see if someone’s going to make a move on you by watching the eyes and torso. Sasha’s new sense of smell helped too. Seemed impending violence had its own scent. 





When Jenna sprung forward, Sasha was ready. Over the table she went, and right into Sasha’s waiting hands. She put her right hand around Jenna’s throat and her left one on her stomach. Sasha turned, using Jenna’s momentum to help slam her against the wall behind them where Sasha pinned her, both feet off the floor. Lupus reflexes at their very best. Cool!


“Holy shit!” Gabe exclaimed.


“My God!” Charlie gasped.


“Jesus!” Flynn shouted. “Are you totally insane, Jenna?”


“Release me, or I will cut out your eyes,” Jenna snarled at Sasha, her arms starting to rise. Her eyes were now twin flames of hate. Sasha felt sure her own were also flaming. Lord knew she was hot enough.


“Touch me, and I’ll snap your neck like a twig,” Sasha warned her, squeezing hard enough to get her point across. “And believe me, after the stunt you just pulled, I have no qualms about doing it.” Jenna put her arms down.


Sasha had never considered herself a violent person, but she could and would defend herself if needed. With three other siblings and one of those a brother, she learned a good bit about self-defense. Having a good knock-down-drag-out in the front yard did wonders for keeping the long-term peace. At least, it did with her family.


“All right, Sasha, you can release her now. She won’t try anything else,” Roan told her, stepping up beside her.


“You sure?” She didn’t take her eyes off Jenna, more than ready to snap the bitch’s neck. She was that angry.


“Quite sure.”


“Well, all right. But if she tries anything else, all bets are off.” She released Jenna and let her fall unceremoniously to the floor.


“Of that, I have no doubt,” Roan replied, grabbing Jenna’s arm and hauling her none to gently to her feet.


Sasha stepped over to Flynn, who grabbed her and hugged her. “Are you all right?” He buried his face in her neck and breathed deeply, no doubt taking in her scent to calm his racing heart. Sasha felt that he was actually scared for her. And oddly aroused, as evidenced by the bulge poking her in the stomach. Seeing her handle Jenna so easily was apparently a major turn-on for him. Knowing that made her feel good.


“Yeah, I’m fine. She didn’t lay a hand on me. I caught her before she could,” she assured him, starting to tremble as her adrenaline faded.


Flynn pulled back, keeping her at his side, his fear for her quickly replaced by a burning rage. “Of all the crack-brained stunts to pull, Jenna! I should kill you myself and be done with it!” “I’m fine, Flynn. Jenna didn’t hurt me,” Sasha repeated, trying to calm him down.


“She tried to, and that’s the point.” He snarled at Jenna, his eyes turning to icy fire, every muscle tensed and ready to attack should Jenna try to do anything else.


“Didn’t look as if she was trying too hard after Sasha pinned her to the wall like a bug.” Gabe snorted with laughter.


Charlie spoke up. “This is no laughing matter, Gabe. Jenna has committed a serious offense here. She has attacked Flynn’s True Mate. And with harmful intent.”


By this time, everyone was on their feet. You just couldn’t sit when you had such an excellent floorshow.


“Yeah, well, somehow I get the feeling that’s not how Jenna here expected things to go down.” Sasha looked Jenna in the eye, daring her to deny it. “Am I right?”


“You were supposed to attack me so I could issue Challenge,” she spat out.


“I thought there was a reason she was goading me. Though what this Challenge is, I have no clue.” She looked to Flynn for an answer and saw his face suffused with rage.


Gabe shook his head. “That’s low, Jenna, even for you.”


“You wanted to Challenge Sasha? My True Mate?” Flynn roared.


Oh boy, this is not good, Sasha thought, feeling the rage-fueled power from Flynn and seeing that he was trying to restrain himself from seriously hurting Jenna.


“Calm down, brother. Now’s not the time to lose tempers,” Roan soothed, though Sasha could sense he too was more than pissed at Jenna’s admission.


“Sasha has just awakened from the coma, Roan. She hasn’t even gone through the First Transformation yet,” Charlie said, worry etched on her lovely face.


“I am aware of that, Mother.”


“Okay, what’s this challenge thing?” Sasha asked. “Though I can see by all your faces it’s not good.” Flynn was the first to answer. “A Challenge is issued when a rival female wants to be Alpha or the resident Alpha senses a threat from a new rival and wants to dispense with her first. Not kill, but dominate to show who is stronger. Which means a trial by combat.” 


Well, that certainly cleared a few things up, but Sasha still had a bad feeling about this. “Okay, but I don’t want to be Alpha. I just defended myself. It wasn’t a Challenge.”


“It wouldn’t have been, only you threatened me. That’s a Challenge in itself,” Jenna crowed with delight. “I formally issue Challenge!”





“I’ll kill her myself!” Flynn roared in rage, making a move toward Jenna.


Thank goodness Roan was faster; otherwise Jenna would have been a dead Lupa.


“No, Flynn. Killing her will only complicate matters more,” Roan said as he grabbed Flynn around the shoulders.


“Sasha doesn’t deserve this, Roan. She’s been through enough as it is.” Flynn’s voice was tight with restrained violence, his eyes glowing with it.


“I know this, brother. But don’t worry; I have things well in hand.”


“Well in hand? You let her come here—” Flynn stopped in mid-sentence, shock registering on his face. “You knew, didn’t you? You knew she would try this, and yet you let her come anyway?” The look on Flynn’s face said he couldn’t believe his brother would let that harpy in their house, let alone do this.


“I suspected as much, yes.”


“Then why? Why would you let this happen knowing Sasha and I are True Mates?” Flynn stepped back from Roan, his expression showing a sense of betrayal.


“Have you no faith in me, brother?” Roan smiled, his glacier-blue eyes twinkling with mischief.


“What are you up to?” Sasha asked as she walked over to Flynn and took his hand, knowing Roan must have had a plan after Jenna showed up.


“All in good time,” he said mysteriously.


“Now, Roan…” she started to say.


“Yes, I am quite aware of your aversion to mysteries. But trust me, this won’t take long.” He looked meaningfully at Flynn and her.


“Don’t think you can weasel her way out of this, Roan. Challenge has been issued. I know my rights under Pack Law,” Jenna stated.


“Rights, my ass.” Gabe snorted sarcastically. “She issued Challenge on a non-transformed Lupus. That makes the Challenge null.”


“I don’t think that matters, Gabe. I’m quite sure she’s vindictive enough to wait till Sasha has gone through the First Transformation, then issue Challenge again,” Charlie said with disgust.


“So what do they do? Let her get away with this?” Gabe asked, clearly upset. He wasn’t the only one. Flynn still looked pissed enough to commit an act of violence on someone. His eyes had yet to lose their glow, and his frown was nowhere near close to turning upside down.


“I think all of you, including Jenna, are overlooking something,” Roan said, looking at Sasha strangely.


“Okay, I’ll bite. What are we all overlooking?” Sasha wished Roan would get to the point. Her stomach needed food. Being threatened and Challenged worked up an appetite.


“How many Lupus, male or female, have ever fended off an attack from an Alpha before going through the First Transformation?” The question was rhetorical, seeing as no one knew the answer.


“None I have ever heard of,” Gabe replied, looking to the others for an answer.


“Only the occasional rumor, but nothing concrete,” Flynn answered, the look on his face saying clearly he wasn’t sure where this was leading.


Roan looked about the room again. When no one else spoke up, he answered, “The answer is three, and Sasha makes four.”


“Okay. Now I’m confused. What exactly does that mean?” Gabe asked.


Flynn looked at Roan again, his eyes widening a bit. “I think I have an idea, but Roan could probably explain it better.” Sasha could see he wasn’t happy about what he had deduced.


“The reason those three and Sasha were able to accomplish this feat is because of power. We all know some Lupus gain more after the First Transformation, and some stay the same. An Alpha would, of course, gain considerably more power after the First Transformation,” Roan finished, his eyes never leaving Sasha’s face.





As hints went, it was subtle. Not.


“Her? An Alpha?” Jenna laughed with derision. “Absurd.”


“She tossed your ass, didn’t she?” Gabe countered, getting a scathing look in return.


“Enough!” Flynn shouted, his patience at an end. “I don’t think I like your plan, Roan. It’s too dangerous.”


“Uh, since I’m the one being discussed, could someone let me in on the plan?” Sasha’s patience wasn’t exactly intact at this point either. 


“Your actions tonight were those of a true Alpha. After the First Transformation, you’ll be more than capable of winning Jenna’s Challenge and her position,” Roan explained.


Oh, is that all, she thought. I just kick her butt and take her place? No problem. That is if she survived the First Transformation. Then she wouldn’t have to worry about fighting the Alpha bitch. She’d be dead and Flynn along with her. Jeez, some days it just didn’t pay to come out of a coma.

 




 



Chapter Five



 





 



“Sasha?” Flynn touched her shoulder, worry clouding his beautiful eyes. “You don’t have to accept the Challenge. We’ll find a way to beat Jenna at her own game without you getting hurt.”


“That’s a nice thought, but you know as well as I do she won’t stop. One way or the other, it will come down to us fighting. She’ll see to that.”


Flynn pulled her into a fierce embrace. “I don’t want you hurt. Even after the small amount of time we’ve spent together, the thought of anyone trying to hurt you makes me crazy.” He nuzzled her neck.


“Me, too. Which is why I have to do this.” She pulled back to look in his eyes. “I’m not a coward, Flynn. I don’t like to fight, but I won’t run from one either.”


Flynn nodded in understanding. And she was right about Jenna. She wouldn’t stop. She’d keep dogging Sasha’s heels until she relented or Jenna caught her off guard. No way was she going to let that happen. So she would accept Jenna’s Challenge. And since these types of things had terms, Sasha was going to issue hers. All would be in her favor, of course, but then, why not? She didn’t know the rules, and Jenna had counted on that when she Challenged her. Too bad her terms would disabuse Jenna of that notion.


She turned around in Flynn’s arms, looking at Jenna, then at Roan.


“You going to run or fight?” Jenna sneered.


Sasha ignored her jab; Jenna would be feeling hers soon enough. “I assume there are terms to these Challenges?”


“Of course. Do you have any?” Roan asked.


“I do.”


“They are?”


“I’ll accept Jenna’s Challenge, but under the terms that I go through the First Transformation first and I have two weeks after to prepare and acclimate myself to my new life.”


“What?” Jenna shouted. “She can’t do that!”


“Ha, outwitted again.” Gabe laughed.


“You forget, Jenna, you may be the one to issue the Challenge, but its Sasha’s right to set the terms. Take ‘em or leave ‘em,” Flynn said curtly.


She could tell he wasn’t thrilled about her decision, but they both knew their backs were against the wall. Sasha’s terms gave them more planning and breathing space. That is, if she didn’t die from the First Transformation. “You’re just afraid to fight me. This is all a ploy to get me to back out,” Jenna spat.


“No ploy. I’m just too smart to play the game by your rules,” Sasha told her.


“The choice is yours, Jenna. You accept the terms or withdraw the Challenge,” Roan advised.


Sasha could see Jenna weighing her options by the play of emotions on her face. She wasn’t sure of Sasha now, not after she showed herself capable of defending her person. Sasha was the unknown factor in an equation Jenna had worked out in her favor. Sasha’s actions had changed the variables, and her transformation could change them even more. She didn’t like that, but Sasha knew her kind. Greedy, grasping, never happy no matter how much they had. Always wanting what others had and thinking the world and everyone in it owed them a better life. And it didn’t matter if they never lifted a finger to help others just as long as they got what they wanted. Oh yeah, Sasha knew her kind. She also knew if she didn’t stop Jenna now, she would keep coming back. No way was she going to allow that. She had to win. She had to become Alpha.


“I accept your terms,” she replied stiffly. “I’ll call later and let you know where to meet.”


“No.” Roan stopped her at the swinging door.


Jenna turned to look at Roan with annoyance. “What do you mean, no? I issued the Challenge. I choose the place.” 


“If this were a normal Challenge, then I would say yes, but it’s not.” 


“What do you mean?”


“You came to my home, with full knowledge that Sasha and Flynn were True Mates and what you were going to do regardless of that fact. Plus, you knew Sasha hadn’t gone through the First Transformation yet. That’s a serious breach of Pack Law. Punishable at my discretion because the offense occurred in my home, and I am Alpha of this Pack.”


“Yet you let the Challenge stand. Why?” Jenna asked suspiciously, starting to look nervous for the first time.


“Because you have abused your position by taking this action, among others. And because I know that Sasha can win.”


“She’s not Alpha yet, Roan. She still has to fight me and win to get it. I’m not that easy to beat.” 


“You’re not Alpha, either.” 





Everyone gasped at that bomb, Jenna most of all. Boy, Roan sure could drop ‘em, Sasha thought.


“You can’t do that! I earned the right to be Alpha in fair combat. You can’t take that away from me!”


That was when Sasha sensed the power flowing from Roan. Saw his eyes starting to glow like a silver-blue flame. Jenna had pushed him too far.


“I can and have,” he growled low. “You gave up your right as Alpha when you issued Challenge with full knowledge of a True Mate and non-transformed Lupus. And to exacerbate matters, you did it not in defense of your position, but because of it. You are not fit to be Alpha and are therefore stripped of the title and position. When Sasha wins, she can accept the title, or it can be up for grabs for the next in line. The trials will begin upon this decision. You are not allowed to compete for the title again. Ever.”


Jenna’s eyes stated to glow with hatred, and it was directed right at Sasha. “This is all your doing!” 


“Don’t pin this on me. This is your fault, not mine.” Sasha couldn’t help but grin a little at the other woman’s misfortune. She brought it all on herself but wasn’t woman enough to own up to it.


“You think you have won? Well, not yet. You still have to face me, and I will show no mercy, you useless bitch.”


“I do hope that’s not the best you can come up with. I mean, I’ve been called worse and by a lot better than you.” Sasha laughed.


Jenna snarled at her but was too smart to make a move. Sasha wasn’t the only one in the room who would stop her. And the others, Flynn in particular, seemed more than willing should that happen. In fact, they seemed to be hoping she would.


“I will give you the place and the day of the Challenge. But before that happens, you are confined to your home,” Roan told her.


“But…” Jenna started to say.


“No, Jenna. I want no early attempts or misunderstandings. You will follow all the rules of the Challenge and the terms to the letter. If you make any attempts to do otherwise, the Challenge will be null.” Roan strode toward Jenna, stopped in front of her. “Then you will deal with me. Do you understand?” 


Jenna’s face drained of color as she nodded tersely.


“Say the words,” he commanded with a menacing growl.


She shot a hate-filled look at Sasha and then looked at Roan. “I understand,” she bit out.


“Good.” He went back to his chair at the table. “I’ll be sending two of my personal guards by later to make sure you follow my orders. Now leave.” Sitting down, he took his napkin and placed it in his lap.


Jenna glared at Sasha one last time, then stormed out the swinging door. When they heard the front door slam and a car tear out the drive, they knew she was gone. Too bad they would have to meet again.


“Wow. I’m not part of your Pack one day, and already trouble has found me. Must be a record.” Sasha chuckled, trying to lighten the mood. She got a lukewarm response.


“Not your fault, Sasha. She’s been trouble since her First Transformation.” Charlie sighed as they all took their seats at the table again. “Just like her mother, too. Always wanting what she couldn’t have.”


Sasha nodded with understanding. “Kind of a bad family trait. Though I guess there are worse ones.”


“True.” She smiled. “Now come on, then. The dinner isn’t a total loss. Most everything is still warm, and if it isn’t, it can be heated up.” She gestured for them all to start eating.


“Mom! Can I come out now? It’s boring in here,” Dillon shouted through the kitchen door. “And I’m hungry.”


“Well, that about says it all, doesn’t it?” Charlie laughed.


“Come on out, scamp, before you starve,” Flynn said as a bit of red hair poked out the door.


“Cool!” He smiled, making a break for his chair, then looking around in confusion. “Where’s Jenna? You beat her up? Was it gross?” he asked Sasha with boyish glee. He may have been in the kitchen, but he was a Lupus, and they had great hearing.


“All right, that’s enough,” Charlie intervened. “That’s none of your concern, young man, so eat.” She gave him a gimlet eye, brooking no argument.


“Okay,” he said dejectedly.


“Don’t worry, champ.” Gabe leaned over to whisper, “I’ll fill you in later.” “Yes!” Dillon exclaimed.


“Gabriel,” Charlie warned.


“Condensed, of course,” he promised.


Everyone laughed, bringing the mood around the table on a lighter side. And the food was still good. Which was why Sasha was glad Roan waited till she was almost done before he brought up a topic better left alone.





“I talked to your mother today,” he said casually, taking a sip of his drink.


“That was thoughtful, Roan. The poor woman has probably been worried sick,” Charlie replied.


“Well, yes and no.”


“What’s that supposed to mean? Surely you didn’t have any trouble smoothing things over, did you?” Flynn asked, clearly curious as he looked at Sasha for an answer.


“Actually, she was very decent about the whole thing.” Roan frowned.


“Then what’s the problem?” Flynn glanced at Roan, seeing his obvious displeasure, then looked at Sasha. She kept her face as blank as she could, no doubt making Flynn wonder what was so upsetting that she would have this reaction at the mention of her family.


“It was her utter lack of concern for Sasha’s welfare that bothered me,” Roan answered, his glower deepening.


“Surely you must have heard her wrong, Roan.” Charlie frowned, her tone saying clearly that she was unable to believe otherwise. Too bad Sasha had to disabuse her of that notion.


She took a deep breath. “He didn’t hear wrong, Charlie,” she said, seeing shock register on her face. Then she turned to Roan. “Let me guess, when you told her I had been injured, or whatever, her concern lasted just long enough to hear I was okay. And then she tried everything in the book to get off the line with you.”


“Exactly, but with a variation.”


“What was that?” Although she somehow knew.


“She wanted to know when you would be coming home, because her prescriptions had almost run out.”


“Ah yes, my monthly donation to the Goddess of Pharmacology is due. Can’t be late with that.” Her reply was heavy with sarcasm.


She leaned back in her chair, rubbing her temples. She so did not want to tell these nice people about her family. It was like reopening a bad wound. But she knew she had to. Otherwise, her mother would be calling here every day, demanding she come home so Sasha could pay for her drugs. Sasha’s health was unimportant compared to her mother getting her next fix. 





“You all right, sweetheart?” Flynn wrapped a comforting arm around her shoulders at seeing her distress.


“Well, I was, but this can’t be helped, and you need to know about my family.” She placed her hand over Flynn’s.


“You don’t have to tell us anything, Sasha. We can all see you’re upset about this,” Charlie said with concern.


Sasha smiled wanly in thanks. “Not upset, Charlie. Just resigned. And used to it.”


She pushed her plate away, what was left of her appetite fleeing on swift wings due to hearing about her mother. Too bad. The grilled chicken was great.


“It wasn’t always like this,” she began, thinking of happier days when her father was still alive. “We were poor but well enough above the poverty line to get by. And with four kids to feed and clothe, well, there were a lot of rough times. But we made do. Mom went to work after we all got school age, so that helped out. And we were close, all of us, even though my brother was outnumbered. There are three of us girls. Alexandria is the oldest, then me, my brother Bobby, and then Elaine, the baby.” She smiled in recollection and then frowned. “But times change, and you get older, have greater responsibility. You see, my father was a workaholic and didn’t take very good care of himself. His health only got worse as the years passed until finally, one day, he went to the emergency room for an asthma attack only to have it end in a coma.” She heard Charlie tsking in sympathy. “I won’t go into details about the whole thing, only tell you it was hospital negligence and leave it at that.”


“Was this during a breathing treatment?” Flynn asked, the doctor kicking in.


“Yes.”


“His air passages must have closed up,” he told everyone. “Where was the RN during all this?”


“She had stepped out of the room for something.”


“Ah. I take it she found him nonresponsive when she returned?”


Sasha nodded woodenly. “He was clinically dead for almost seven minutes before they could bring him back. Then he slipped into a coma for almost four months. When he came out of it, he wasn’t the same.”


“There was some damage to the brain, wasn’t there?” he asked with sympathy. His knowledge no doubt painted a grim picture of what her father had suffered. Sasha and her family as well. He would be right. It was grim indeed.


She took a deep breath, seeing it all again. “Yes. His long-term memory was damaged, so he had to learn everything over. Remembering his family, walking, talking, eating, and even going to the bathroom.” She swallowed hard, trying not to cry. “It’s hard seeing a man you thought could do anything brought to that state.”


“His rehabilitation must have been long and hard. For all of you.” Flynn rubbed her shoulder in comfort.


She touched his hand. “Yes. Fortunately, we were all grown. Alex and I dropped out of school to help Mom. Bobby took off because he couldn’t stand to see Dad like that. But all of us agreed Elaine would graduate and go to college. She started classes the week after we brought Dad home.”


“That had to have been a job. He probably needed round-the-clock care after the ordeal he went through,” Roan surmised.


She nodded. “Mom had to quit work to care for him. We all did the best we could to help, and Social Security paid for most of his meds, but a few months later, Alex had found a man. She wanted a life of her own, and I didn’t blame her. So after she got married, that left just me to help my mom. Elaine was in college, and my brother was still MIA.”





“How old were you?” Gabe asked.


She thought about it for a minute. “Twenty-one, almost twenty-two, I think.”


“So young to have such responsibility,” Roan commented.


“Someone had to do it.” She shrugged. “Anyway, a couple years later, my dad’s health started getting worse. The coma, brain damage, and constant meds had taken their toll, and his body was just wearing out. He wanted to be with his family before he died.”


“He knew he didn’t have long, didn’t he?” Gabe asked with sympathy.


“Yes, he knew. And he wanted all his family around when the time came. So, we called my uncle, my mom’s brother-in-law, and we all moved to North Carolina where both my mom and dad’s family lived. Elaine had flunked out of college by this time, and my brother had started to show up occasionally. He thought the job scene would be better there, so they both came along. My uncle helped get us a place and everything.” Her mind went back to those rough days. “He only stayed in our new place two days before he was rushed to the hospital. He died that night under sedation. It was peaceful and like he wanted.”


“Oh Sasha, I’m so sorry,” Charlie said, tears in her voice.


Sasha smiled wanly at her. “Don’t be, Charlie, because I was a lot happier for him after he died than before. No one deserves to live like that.”


“Well said, my dear.” Roan nodded.


She cleared her throat, continuing on. “Anyway, after my dad died, the family sort of went to hell in a handbasket. Elaine and I were working, Mom was going out, and my brother was into the drug scene—all this a couple months after my dad’s death. Things got worse after my mom came home with some man. I mean, I didn’t begrudge her her happiness, but the least she could have done was wait a while, ya know?” Sasha remembered how pissed she was at the time. “My dad wasn’t even gone three months when she brought the guy to our house.”


“That must have gone well,” Flynn’s tone conveying that he understood how Sasha felt must have felt.


Sasha snorted at that. “She wound up marrying the scumbag a few years later.”


“I take it you don’t like your mother’s husband?” Roan surmised.


She laughed at that. “Hate would be a better word. And I’m the only one who feels that way. Everyone else enjoys having him around.”


“What happened, baby?” Flynn asked her softly.


“A year before they got married, he propositioned me, saying he and my mom had an open relationship and he had been fantasizing about having us together in a threesome.” Sasha shuddered at the memory. “I was disgusted, of course, and told him. I also told my mom.” She paused, taking a deep breath. Even after all this time, the betrayal still hurt. “She blamed his lapse on me. Said it was my fault, that I was teasing him and just trying to take him away from her. I was devastated, to say the least.”


“Jeez,” Gabe softly exclaimed.


“I cannot believe a mother would do that to her own child,” Charlie said with shock.


“Humans.” Roan just shook his head.


Flynn brought her hand to his lips and gently kissed her knuckles, his light eyes saying he understood her pain. She gave him a small smile, accepting his sympathy. Dillon, poor kid, just listened; he really didn’t know or probably understand much, but he smiled at Sasha, seeing that she was a little sad. It helped.


She took another deep breath and continued. “Like I said, everyone else likes having him around. But then, he sort of bought their attention. Helping Elaine get a car, getting my brother countless jobs, finding Alex and her family a larger house near my mom because Alex’s husband got transferred to a new job. The list goes on, but I never wanted to have anything to do with the man. And none of them could understand why I won’t forgive and forget. But it’s hard for them to really get it when my mom or my sisters and brother invite the man to family gatherings. I’m reminded every time I see him.”


“Must be hard to forgive when the others take it so lightly,” Roan commented, hitting on her feelings exactly.


“Yes.” Then she laughed sarcastically. “But everything is civil and normal. Like we’re all one big happy family. Only we’re not. Haven’t been since before my dad died. Hell.” She laughed again. “The only time I see my family is at holidays or the occasional birthday party for my nieces and nephews. Other than that, they keep the calls geared toward wanting something. My mom—her prescriptions or a few dollars here and there. My brother is the same. And my sisters always want a free babysitter, at the last minute, of course. Not that I don’t love being with my nieces and nephews, but I do have my own life, such as it is. But it’s mine, and I’ve done pretty well without any help at all.”


“And now, to add to all that, you’re part of a Lupus Pack, with a True Mate and an upcoming Challenge with the ex-female Alpha,” Roan stated. “I think a lesser person would have just given up and rolled over. Yet you haven’t.” 


She smiled ruefully. “I’ve never been a quitter, and I never wanted to give up on my family even after they gave up long ago.” She shrugged. “But I have my memories of the good times. They should be enough.”


“That doesn’t have to be enough, Sasha. You can make new memories. With us. We’re your family now.” Flynn squeezed her shoulder, still holding her close through her tale of family woe.


“He’s right, my dear. You’re not just a part of my Pack, but a part of my family. A part of this family and all that entails.” Roan smiled.


“I don’t understand.” Nor did she dare to believe.


“We’re True Mates, Sasha, which is more binding than any marriage. It also means you’re a member of this family. Another daughter to my mother and another sister to Roan, Dillon, and Angel. My older sister,” he explained when he saw her confused look at the girl’s name.


“Flynn’s right. We’re family now, and you belong here, with us, my daughter,” Charlie said as her eyes started to tear up.


“I…I don’t know what to say.” She was starting to get a little choked up herself.


“You don’t have to say anything. Just accept it as fact. You’re a LeGuer now.” Roan smiled at her with joy.




 




 



Chapter Six



 





 



Seeing everyone else sharing smiles pushed her over the edge, and she broke down for the second time that day. Must be getting close to my period. I’m not usually this weepy.


“Come on, boys. You can help me clear the table so these two can have a moment,” Charlie ordered, gathering dishes as the other three followed suit.


Sasha was too busy blubbering to pay attention or to hear what Dillon said as he walked into the kitchen with the others. Flynn told her later what was said.


“Is Sasha really my new sister?” Dillon asked Roan, seeing him and his mother nod. “Cool! A sister who can kick butt! And an Alpha, too. Wait till I tell the guys at school.”


Roan looked at Dillon, as the others did since surprise seemed to be the order of the day. “How do you know she’s an Alpha, Dillon?” he asked.


“’Cause she smells like one. Not as strong as you, Roan—almost like Jenna, but more fruity. Apples, I think?” he answered, his little brow scrunched with thought. “You think she’ll smell like you soon, Roan?”


Roan smiled in reply. “I’ve no doubt, scamp, no doubt at all.” He ruffled Dillon’s hair with affection.


“Awesome! A brother and a sister for an Alpha,” Dillon said in awe, going through the kitchen door with his share of the dishes.


Roan looked over at Flynn, watching his brother comfort Sasha. “Yes, very awesome, indeed,” he replied and then followed the others with more dishes.


By the time the table was cleared, her crying had stopped, and she was a mess. Again. Luckily, she had her napkin from dinner. It sopped up the tears Flynn’s shirt had missed.


“Sorry about that.” Sasha blew her nose with as much delicacy as she could, which was impossible, of course. She thought she sounded like a sick goose. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I hardly ever cry, especially around others,” she said, secretly wishing they were alone so Flynn could comfort her like he did earlier.


“I think you’re entitled. You’ve been through the ringer today. Anyone else would have probably lost it.” Flynn smiled, touching her cheek. His expression said he too wished they were alone.


“What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger.” She smiled back, feeling those words clear to her soul.


“Amen,” Charlie agreed, carrying a cake through the kitchen door.


The others followed behind with Roan carrying a loaded tea tray, Dillon a pie, and Gabe brought up the rear with a coffeepot.


“No truer words have been spoken, my dear,” Roan replied, setting the tea tray down on the table. The others did the same. “And appropriate, given the situation.”


She guessed she could take that saying literally now, couldn’t she? It had been her private litany for years when things got rough. Who knew it would come true someday? Irony at its best. And I guess that’s me in a nutshell.


“Who’s up for dessert?” Charlie took dessert plates and forks off the tea tray. “I’ve got German chocolate cake and cherry pie. Nothing like sugar to ease the nerves.”


“Just a small slice of cake for me, Charlie,” Sasha said. “Now that I actually have a figure, I want to keep it that way.”


She handed Sasha the plate with a larger slice than she had asked for, smiling merrily. “Don’t worry about the weight and figure anymore, hon. DNA isn’t the only thing that’s changed in your system.”


She took the plate, along with a cup of coffee from Gabe, a question written clearly on her face.


Seeing her confusion, Charlie asked Roan if Sasha had been informed, in detail, about her new life as a Lupus as well as apologizing for her father’s attack. From what Roan had explained, the man hadn’t been in his right mind so really couldn’t be held responsible for his actions. Besides, she was alive, and that was all that mattered. Charlie gave her a teary smile of gratitude.


“I had hoped to rectify the matter over dinner, only Jenna had other plans. But now is as good a time as any for it.” Roan nodded, taking a bite of his cake.


Sounded good to Sasha, too. She was getting kind of tired of all the little surprises being hurled her way out of nowhere. Hard to keep up with the score if you hadn’t played the game before.


“Great! After the day I’ve had, I could use a crash course in Lupus 101,” she said, chocolate cake melting in her mouth. Ah, sweet chocolate. What more could she say?


“You’re definitely with the right company for answers.” Gabe grinned, a piece of cake and pie on his plate.


“Well, then, class is in session,” Flynn stated, a big wedge of pie already starting to disappear off his plate. “To begin with, Lupus are born, not made.”


“That’s right,” Roan said, picking up Flynn’s thread. “Long ago in our history, Lupus ran wild, attacking humans. Turning some, killing others. The humans took offense, naturally, and tried to wipe us out.”


“Damn near succeeded, too,” Flynn continued. “The Alpha at that time knew he had to do something to keep our race from being slaughtered. So he gathered his remaining Pack, moved to another country, and started over.”


“There, he wrote down a set of laws for the Pack to adhere to. Then getting a blood oath from every member of the Pack, which bound them to their promise till death, they began a new way of life.”


“Over the years, some laws have been changed, others done away with. It happens when the world around you changes. But one law has never changed. Attacking a human means automatic execution. No questions asked. No excuses. And because we have followed this law to the letter, the Pack has never been safer,” Flynn explained, finished with his pie then took a sip of his coffee.





“But it does happen,” Sasha replied. “I wouldn’t be here otherwise.”


“Not often, no,” Roan agreed. “Like every race, we also have the occasional deviant. Or in your case, unbalanced Elder. But our justice is harsh and a lot swifter. We couldn’t do otherwise. Our safety hinges on secrecy. If one of the Pack started leaving a trail of bodies, questions would arise, and we would eventually be found out. Then hunted down.”


“Man destroys what he fears.” She repeated a phrase Roan had said earlier.


He nodded in acknowledgment, saluting her with his coffee cup.


“That or worse.” Gabe shuddered visibly.


They all knew what the worse meant. Capture and experimentation. That was a nightmare better left in the dark.


Time to change the subject. Little ears, she thought, thinking of Dillon. “Okay, that’s some history. Now how about some biology? I got a very brief outline earlier.”


“Flynn, you’re the doctor. You can explain that better than the rest of us,” Charlie said with pride as she poured another cup of tea.


“All right,” he agreed. “I told you about the virus and how it alters your DNA and renews and repairs your body on a cellular level.”


She nodded, taking a sip of her coffee.


“Well, the virus also enhances all five senses and gives you much greater strength, as you no doubt discovered.” He smiled, clearly remembering Jenna pinned to the wall.


“Yeah. I kind of figured that one out for myself.” She chuckled along with everyone else.


“What’s so funny?” Dillon asked, chocolate smudged at the corner of his mouth.


“I’ll tell you later.” Gabe winked.


“Gotcha.” Dillon winked back conspiratorially.


That got another round of laughter from everyone again.


“And to touch on what Mother said earlier about the cake, you now have a higher metabolism as well.”


“Of course, all that will magnify after your First Transformation,” Roan said, voicing aloud the one thing she wanted to know more about.


“You guys touched briefly on that as well.”


Flynn frowned, a look of worry passing across his handsome face. He clearly didn’t want to worry her about what might happen. But the not knowing was worse than the truth.


“I have to know what to expect, Flynn. Going through this blind would be worse than knowing. At least this way, I can try to prepare.” She took his hand and laced their fingers together. His touch was such a comfort. Which was kind of scary really. They hardly knew each other.


“I know. I just…” He took a deep breath. “I just don’t want anything to go wrong.”


“Have faith, brother. She has already shown us how strong willed she is. I should think the First Transformation a small feat compared to what she has already been through,” Roan assured them, trying to offer comfort with his firm belief in her.


“That’s right, son. She’ll be fine,” Charlie concurred.


Gabe and Dillon nodded in agreement.


“Okay.” Sasha let her breath whoosh out. “What are the beginning signs, and what am I to expect?” She hoped all the movies about how a werewolf changed were greatly exaggerated.


Flynn sighed in resignation. “All Lupus have their First Transformation at the height of the full moon. There have been exceptions to this rule, but that’s rare.” 





So the myths were right on that one.


“The beginning signs are edginess and a need to be outdoors. Tingling in the hands and feet are also common. As your time draws nearer, usually on that day, your skin will itch slightly, and all your senses will be heightened. You’ll be ravenously hungry because your body knows what’s going to happen, so it needs plenty of energy to complete the process.”


“It’s a good idea to eat a lot a few days before. The more fuel your body has, the less drained you feel afterward,” Gabe added.


Everyone nodded in agreement.


“The process for first timers last no more than fifteen minutes, depending on the Lupus, though it definitely feels longer.” Flynn smiled ruefully.


“What’s the process like, Flynn?” she asked softly.


Sasha knew he was going around the actual answer, but she couldn’t let him skirt it anymore. She had to know. 


He looked at her with pain-filled eyes, wanting desperately to spare her the truth. His handsome face was pinched with worry.


“Tell me, Flynn.” She placed her hand on his arm.


He took another deep breath and then plunged ahead. “The first time is always painful. Your body has never altered its form before. Everything is used to being one way. The transformation changes that by reshaping your entire being. Bone, muscle, tendons, skin, even organs. Then adding to that with fur, four legs, and a long muzzle filled with sharp teeth, and a tail.”


“So I can expect it to hurt. Is that what you’re saying?”


“No, what I’m saying is that for you, it could be worse,” he replied stiffly, clearly upset at the thought of her hurting that much.


“Because of James’s age.”


“Yes.”


“And you’re not sure how much worse, because ones like me don’t usually survive.”


“Yes,” he choked out.


“Well, then. I guess I’ll just have to prepare myself for the worst and eat as much as I can, huh?” she said glibly, winking at Dillon. He seemed to be the only one not totally upset. That helped ease her nerves a bit. A tiny bit.


“She’s right, Flynn. We really won’t know until the time arrives,” Gabe said, trying to sound hopeful.


“He’s got a point, son. And she’ll have all of us there to help, so she won’t be alone with this,” Charlie agreed, also trying to instill a note of confidence into this deep discussion.


No one voiced aloud about how the worst might happen, though, and how to deal with it. Sasha didn’t want to dwell on the worst-case scenario, so she let it go. No need to jinx things now. Lord knew she had enough on her plate to deal with as it was.


“So, when’s the next full moon?” She was almost afraid to ask.


“In four days,” Roan answered.


“Great. Plenty of time to prepare,” she said, trying to sound cheerful.


“Sasha—” Flynn started to say something, but she cut him off.


“Flynn, please. I need all the positive thinking I can get right now, okay? You’re the doctor. Use that skill to help.” She squeezed his arm in reassurance.


He brought her knuckles to his lips. “I’ll give you every skill I possess,” he murmured huskily, effectively ending their discussion of her upcoming change.


She snatched her hand back, still feeling his warm lips. “Cut that out.” She blushed.


“Goodness, will you look at the time?” Charlie chimed in, eliciting a laugh from everyone. “Dillon, you have school tomorrow, and it’s way past your bedtime.”


“But Mom, I want to hear more about my new sister,” he whined with a huge yawn. 


“No buts, young man,” Charlie admonished sternly. “Your new sister isn’t going anywhere, so you’ll have plenty of time to get to know her better. Now come here and give me a hug, then off with you.”


“All right,” he huffed and went to hug his mother, getting a peck on the cheek in return.





Gabe stood as well. “I’ll take him up, Charlie. Seems I promised to tell him something.” He smiled after hearing a big whoop of joy come from Dillon.


“Yes!” His smile was wide as he ran around the table to hug Roan. Seemed he was awake now.


“Night, scamp.” Roan returned the hug, ruffling his brother’s hair.


He then ran to Flynn, getting another hug. “Night, pal.”


Dillon went to the door, then stopped and turned, like he forgot something. That’s when he smiled brightly and hurled himself at Sasha, almost knocking her out of her chair.


“Ooomph!” She grunted at the impact, wrapping her arms around his wiry little body to prevent them both from toppling.


“Night, Sasha. I’m glad you’re my sister,” he said, sniffing her. “Mmm, apples. Just like I thought.” Then he leaped away and was gone in a blink.


Gabe was close on his heels, laughing on the way out. “Be back shortly.” 


“Seems you’ve made more than one conquest tonight, Sasha.” Charlie grinned, getting the dishes cleared away.


“What was with the sniffing and apples thing?” She laughed, still a bit stunned.


That was when Flynn and Roan told her what Dillon had said earlier and also about Alphas and smells. She wasn’t really sure about the Alpha thing, so she let it go. That thought was better left alone for the moment. She did want to learn more about her senses, though, and smell seemed to be a good, safe place to start.


“So everyone has a certain smell, right?”


“Right. Matter of fact, we can try it now,” Flynn said. “What do you pick up from Mother?”


She stopped getting the last of the dishes, even though Sasha did offer to help, and stood still as Sasha sniffed the air from her direction.


“Vanilla, like sugar cookies.”


“Very good,” Roan praised. “What about Flynn?”


That was easy. “Clean air and fresh-mowed grass.”


“Right on. Now what do you get from Roan?” Flynn asked.


Sasha sniffed, not really picking up any particular scent from him, just getting a wave of power, like a warm electrical current that made her senses tingle. She closed her eyes and concentrated, inhaling deeply. There, a faint whiff of pine floating under the currents of power.


“Pine, though almost undetectable, and power.” She opened her eyes to the shocked faces of Charlie and Flynn.


“Excellent.” Roan beamed, obviously pleased and looking not all that surprised.


She looked at Flynn in confusion, not having a clue as to what was going on. “What? What’s wrong?”


“That’s some nose you have there,” he replied with a chuckle, his expression saying he was proud.


“I’ll say. I can’t usually smell Roan like that unless I’m in wolf form. And even then, I have to be beside him,” Charlie added.


“Oh, well, I almost didn’t catch the scent at all. It’s very faint,” she explained.


“That’s because he’s the Alpha. Great power and all that,” Flynn joked with a smile lighting his pale eyes.


Roan ignored him. “It goes back to the beginning of our race when the Alpha would mask his scent from his enemies with pure power. It was virtually undetectable if you didn’t know what to smell for.”


“Very effective camouflage.” She nodded, impressed. “Can you smell him?” she asked Flynn.


“I’ve always been able to. Though when we were kids, I always thought he smelled like dirt.”


“That’s because you were smelling yourself. He was always rolling around in the dirt, grass, and leaves, just about anything,” Roan countered, directing that last bit to Sasha.


“Now I know who the older twin is.”


“And just how would you know that?” Flynn asked with a mock haughty tone.





“My sister Alex is only a year older than me, and she acts just like Roan. With that superior, she-never-got-dirty-as-a-kid attitude.”


“Right on target about that one.” Flynn laughed. “Growing up, it was virtually impossible to tell us apart unless you smelled us. Or until we went outside. Then it was easy.”


“And I have the cleaning bills to prove it, too.” Charlie sighed and shook her head like a woman greatly put upon, getting a round of laughter in response.


“I’ve met several pairs of twins, but never any so different from each other. You two may look alike, but that’s where the similarity ends.” 


“That was my father’s doing,” Roan began to explain. “All twins, even identical ones like Flynn and I, have their own personality traits, but my father also wanted each of us to be our own person. To not rely too heavily on each other.”


“He knew Roan would someday be Pack Alpha, and as such, started to train Roan early,” Flynn added. “But he did not keep us separated. He knew we shared a bond; all twins do. But like Roan said, he wanted us to be an individual, to pursue our own interests. It’s made both of us stronger and an asset to the Pack.”


Sasha nodded in understanding. “But why didn’t he train you both? Twin Alphas would have been quite a feat.”


“It would have been quite a disaster.” Roan chuckled.


“Why?”


“Being Alpha is a solitary position for the male. Sharing that power would be too much conflict. No two Alphas rule the same,” Flynn explained. “Besides, I never wanted the position anyway, and Father knew it.”


“I remember going on runs after our First Transformation, just the three of us, deep in the woods. Father would tell me all the things I needed to know, then tell Flynn that no matter what he decided to do with his life, I would still need someone to trust, someone I could count on. That all good Alphas needed a second in command, a Beta. And Father was right. After I became Alpha, Flynn became my Beta.”


“And because we both have pursued different paths, it’s ultimately helped the Pack.” Flynn nodded in agreement.


“Your father sounds like a great man. I would love to meet him.” Just then wondering why she hadn’t before now and why he wasn’t present at dinner.


The three of them looked at each other, sad expressions on their faces, Charlie most of all.


“Their father was killed in a plane crash a few weeks after Dillon was born.” Charlie’s voice was thick, her grief still a palpable thing.


“I’m so sorry to hear that.” Sasha knew exactly how they all felt. She and her father may have not seen eye to eye on a lot of things—being the daughter of an old-fashioned father had its problems—but she had loved him dearly and still missed him in her life.


Charlie smiled wanly. “Thank you, hon. It was hard at first, not having my Mate. But then I thought we shared almost two hundred years together, he gave me four wonderful children and more than a lifetime of memories. I felt blessed to have had the time we were given. And we’ll be together again one day.” A dreamy yet sad smile reached her eyes.


“Two hundred years.” Sasha couldn’t contemplate being with someone even half that long. “That’s quite a while.” Then a thought came to her. “Just how old are you two?” The question directed at Roan and Flynn.


“They’re positively ancient.” Gabe snickered, coming back into the dining room.


Roan and Flynn snorted at that. “So says the guy who is only three years younger than us,” Flynn stated with a grin.


“And that would make you…?” she prompted.


Roan paused with a slight smile. “A hundred and fifteen next April the fourth.”


“Wow!” Her eyes widened, looking at the three of them and not really sure what to say. She wasn’t scared; it was just not what she expected. But then, this whole day hadn’t been.


Flynn took her hand, rubbing the knuckles in reassurance. His smile and touch helped, but they both knew she was going to need some time to absorb all this before she had too many more shocks. Even she had her limits. Her open mind would start to get a bit too full, too fast.


“Everything okay with Dillon? No problems?” Charlie asked Gabe, the look on her face telling Sasha that she understood her discomfort and that was why she asked about Dillon. Sasha smiled in gratitude.


“Nah. After he got ready for bed, I told him the condensed version of what happened between Sasha and Jenna.” He looked at her and chuckled. “You’re his new hero, by the way. Right up there with Wolverine of the X-Men, Roan, The Punisher, and Flynn.”


“Second after Wolverine. You must be slipping.” Flynn grinned at Roan, a twinkle of mischief in his light eyes.


“Mmmph,” Roan grunted, not rising to the bait.


“Oh, and Roan? He asked if he could be there for Sasha’s transformation. In fact, he seemed quite agitated about it until I promised to talk to you.”


Roan, Flynn, and Charlie all exchanged an odd look.


“What? Why would he ask to be there? I’m not sure I want a child to see me go through that.” She wasn’t really sure she wanted any of them to see it.


“Tell her, Mother,” Roan said.





“I guess I should, especially if he asked to be there.”


“Tell her what?” Sasha was a little confused. It was a feeling she was getting used to. Unfortunately.


“Dillon is…special,” she hedged.


“In what way?” Sasha hoped the boy wasn’t sick or anything like that.


“Oh, nothing like you would think,” she assured hastily, seeing the look on Sasha’s face. “He’s perfectly healthy. No, he has a certain trait that a few Lupus are gifted with every now and then. Unfortunately, he wasn’t supposed to develop this gift until after his First Transformation.” She took a deep breath. “You see, Dillon has unique…talents.”


“Like?” Sasha prompted, having a feeling she knew where this was going.


“Like, he’ll get a feeling sometimes about things that are going on or going to happen or about certain individuals. Or he’ll know when someone’s about to call or come by.”


“So, you’re saying that he’s what? Psychic?”


“Not in the true sense of the word, no. He’s just highly sensitive.”


Sasha thought about that for a second. “Hmm, must be unnerving sometimes to have a child your son’s age say things like that.” Lord knew she would find it strange, but then, she was smack in the middle of strange so she really couldn’t throw stones.


“Yes and no. There have been quite a few sensitives in the Pack over the course of our history. My father was one, the effects of which caused his mental state to break down with age; so was Gabe’s grandmother, but never one so young. I’m just afraid that after his First Transformation, it could get stronger.” Charlie’s expression was one of concern and a little fear. Normal, Sasha supposed. For Charlie and Dillon, James’ attack certainly brought that fact closer to home than they all wanted as well.


“Then that’s what he meant by me being Alpha. He really could smell it.” Sasha thought about what Flynn had told her earlier.


“Yes. And if he feels that strongly about being at your First Transformation, for whatever reason, then I’m afraid he’ll have to attend,” Roan said.


Sasha shook her head. “I don’t know, Roan. I’m still trying to come to terms with all this. I really don’t think I’ll feel comfortable with your baby brother watching.”


“He’s twelve and very smart for his age, but we don’t have to worry about it now. We still have four”—he looked at his watch—”make that three and a half days to prepare. That’s plenty of time to decide.”


Sasha didn’t say anything, just shrugged. They would see.


Gabe yawned, then got up and turned to leave. “Well, I for one am not going to worry about it tonight. I’m for bed.”


“Me, too.” Charlie nodded. “You kids don’t stay up too much longer. Sasha needs her rest.” She gave each of her sons a hug, then Sasha. “Good night, daughter.”


“Good night,” Sasha replied. She couldn’t call her Mother yet, but it did feel right to think it so.


Charlie smiled knowingly at Sasha, then left as well.


“She’s right. Sasha does need rest,” Roan agreed. “She’s done more in a day than most do in a month.”


“You know, I am tired, but not how you would think. More like being tired from a day of accomplishments. Which is kind of funny ‘cause I haven’t really done anything.” She chuckled as they too got up and left the dining room.


“On the contrary, you’ve accomplished a great deal,” Flynn pointed out as they walked through the foyer and up the stairs. “You’re alive, for one. The biggest accomplishment most can make in your situation.”


“You’ve also had to hear and deal with a lot of new things that have a great impact on your life now,” Roan added.


“In that case, I guess I should be passed out by now.” She laughed softly so as not to wake anyone when they got to the hallway, the bedrooms nearby.


Roan walked up to her, taking her hand and patting it. “I’ve every confidence in you, my dear. You’ll be a great asset to the Pack and an even greater one to my brother.” He lifted her hand to his lips and lightly kissed her knuckles, said good night, then left to find his bed.


She was speechless. Flynn wasn’t.


“Mmm, must be that apple scent of yours.” He chuckled, ushering her into his room, then closing the door.


“What do you mean?” She was a bit unnerved about being alone with Flynn. In his room. With the bed so close. Alone.


“Let’s just say that Roan is your typical lone wolf. Comes with being Alpha. He doesn’t let his guard down often, especially around women. You’re one of the few.”


“Oh.” That’s about all she could say.


“Makes me glad you’re my True Mate. Otherwise we could have been competing for you,” Flynn said with a mischievous grin.





“Now, Flynn, I hope you know I would never dare to come between brothers. That wouldn’t be right.” She felt a little shocked Flynn would bring it up and more than a bit uncomfortable about the conversation. Being alone with Flynn wasn’t helping, either. Since getting to know him these past few hours, sharing a great kiss, and experiencing a mind-blowing orgasm from his talented fingers, she wanted him more than she thought possible. All he had to do was smile at her, and she was creaming in her panties. But it was scary because she really didn’t know him. Nor was she used to these intense feelings he had brought out in her. 


“Don’t worry. It wouldn’t be anything like that. No coming to blows or anything. We’re too close for that. No, when we were younger, it used to be a game between us. If we found a female we both wanted, then we agreed the best man would win. No sore loser. Very civilized.”


“Uh-huh. So who won the most?”


“It was usually a draw until Roan became Alpha.” Then he paused, about to say something else, but looked like he thought better of it.


Sasha could only imagine what he was thinking, but being twins, and gorgeous ones at that, well, there was only one conclusion. Yep, they probably shared said female. Not unusual, but right now, not something she wanted to dwell on. Her own thoughts were too full with one twin at the moment. Both would probably send her over the edge. And Flynn’s scent was already doing things to her body she really didn’t need right then as her thoughts zeroed in on what they shared earlier in this room.


She sat down on the edge of the bed, feeling the day catch up with her. Flynn sat in the corner chair, most likely trying to put her at ease. It really didn’t help. Her nerves were stretched pretty tight. She needed to keep the conversation going, so she asked, “Why then? Why after he became Alpha?”


“As you could probably guess, it was the power and prestige. But being Alpha is a demanding job. Taking care of the Pack and its assets is a big task. Not really much time for a social life or relationship.”


“But he has had a few since becoming Alpha.”


“Yeah, very few.” He chuckled. “Not many females like being a second thought. Although to tell you the truth, I just think he hasn’t found the right one yet.”


“You mean like a True Mate?”


“I wish.” He snorted. “Out of the sixty or so Mated couples, there are only eight True Mates. We make nine.” He smiled sadly. “But realistically, I just want him to find the right one and be happy.”


“Who knows?” She shrugged. “Maybe being twins won’t just be in your looks alone, and he’ll luck out and find a True Mate too.” She was getting nervous because their little talk was coming to an end.


“Maybe,” he reluctantly agreed. “You don’t have to be scared of me, Sasha. I won’t bite.” He smiled, knowing where her thoughts had been going the entire time. Though he really didn’t have to guess—he could see and smell her nervousness. And the deer-in-the-headlights look was an even bigger clue.


She huffed out a breath. “I know. It’s just that I wasn’t expecting us to sleep together. Not on our first night.” She blushed.


Flynn got out of the chair, walking the few feet toward her, then knelt and took her hands. “I meant what I said earlier—you’re the one who has to make the first move. And as much as I want—hell, crave—making love to you, we both know you aren’t ready yet. I won’t push that or you. Okay?” He smiled at her.


“Okay.” She let out the breath that she unknowingly was holding. She was still nervous, though not as bad. “I’m just not used to sharing a bed with a man, you know? My relationships have been few and far between.”


“Don’t worry. You need sleep and rest tonight. You’re still recovering and not just physically.” He kissed her hands, before standing and crossing to the dresser. “ I like to sleep free. But we’re getting to know each other, so I’ll wear the bottoms and you take the top.” “I don’t want to put you out, Flynn. If you’re not comfortable with clothes on, I can find another room.” She started to rise.


“Nonsense. You belong right here.” He gave her the top. “Besides, it’s a small price to pay to have you here. Not to mention being away from you for any length of time makes me uncomfortable.” She took the top, hugging it to her chest for comfort. “I’m really sorry, Flynn.”


He looked at her with a bit of surprise on his face. “For what?”


“For turning your life upside down.”


“Upside down?” He touched her cheek. “Oh, sweetheart, you’ve made my life whole, for the first time. I mean, I never knew what I was missing before I met you. And now that I know, there’s no way I could ever go back. I wouldn’t want to.” His voice was soft but full of conviction.


She nuzzled his hand, enjoying its warmth. “I feel like I’ve known you my whole life, but I haven’t. It’s all so confusing.” She frowned, pulling back. “We have time. Now go change in the bathroom and I’ll change out here. I can feel your exhaustion, and it worries me.”


“Yes, Doctor.”


It didn’t take her long to switch her clothes for the PJ top. But she still stalled. It kept going through her mind she was about to climb in the same bed as Flynn. No sex, but still sleep in the same bed. Lord, give me strength, she prayed as she stepped out the door and saw Flynn bare-chested. She almost choked on her own tongue seeing all that male muscle on display. Thank God he wasn’t naked; she would have gone into cardiac arrest. And to think she was about to sleep next to this man. It was enough to make her bolt back to the bathroom. But she was no coward. She could do this. Though if he touched her, she wasn’t sure she’d be able to control herself. Hell, even she had her limits. And seeing Flynn half naked was definitely her limit.


“Ready?” 





“Yeah.” She smiled nervously, trying to take her eyes off all that hard-muscled, tanned skin. It was near impossible, but she tried, without success. Hey, she wasn’t a saint. And from what she could see, he was tan all over. She was doomed.


“Go ahead and hop in, and I’ll get the lights.”


“Okay.” She climbed in, pulling the covers up to her chin. Then the room was plunged into total darkness. A few seconds later, she felt Flynn get into his side of the bed. She could feel his heat under the covers, hear his breathing, his heartbeat. She was really feeling edgy now and a little aroused. Well, okay, a lot aroused. But come on, the man was fine and was in bed with her. She’d be crazy or dead not to feel anything.


“Relax, Sasha. You need to sleep.”


“I know.” She huffed out a breath and tried to calm her racing pulse. “I’m sorry.”


“No need to be sorry. Turnover on your side.”


“What for?”


He laughed softly. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to ravish you. I can’t, remember?” The covers rustled as he moved closer to her. “You need to relax, and a soothing massage is just the thing to help you get some sleep.”


“ I guess that’s all right.” Though she really wasn’t sure that touching would be a good idea. His scent and nearness had her wound pretty tight as it was. That is, until she felt his warm hands soothe her knotted muscles. After that, she let his hands work out her tension. It was just enough to help her sleep. Too bad that damn dream came again, only this time, she remembered seeing a man. He was blond, with Flynn’s face and eyes. He smiled sadly at her, like he had lost something precious, and then changed before her eyes into the blond wolf she recalled running with. And when the Pack emerged from the forest, wanting her to join them, Sasha was uncertain. She had been here before, knew what she would see when she looked down at herself. She was right, for there were four paws where two legs should have been. When she tried to yell in fright, it came out as a high-pitched whine. She didn’t wake up screaming, but it was close.


“Jeez, not again,” she moaned, sitting up abruptly.


“What is it? What’s wrong?” Flynn had his arm wrapped around her waist, so she accidentally woke him when she sat up.


She couldn’t say anything; her heart was still racing as the remnants of the dream left her. She closed her eyes and leaned back against the headboard, trying to calm down.


“You all right?” He sat up with her and brushed sweat-soaked hair out of her face. 


“Yeah, I think so. Just a dream.” She breathed deeply, knowing she was going to have to tell him about it. “It’s the same one I had before I woke from the coma.”


“What about?” He gathered her close, trying to comfort her. At this point, she really didn’t care about how little they knew of each other. She wanted the comfort. She drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly, opening her eyes. “I’m running with a pack of wolves. Only, at this time, I don’t know that I am one. Then I take a drink from a stream and see my reflection. A great red wolf with glowing eyes is staring back at me.” She shivered a little at the memory.


Flynn squeezed her a bit tighter in reassurance. “Ah.”


“Yeah. The first time scared the crap out of me. This time wasn’t as bad, just unnerving. I mean, I knew what was going to happen, how I was going to look, only…I don’t know.” 


“This is all still new to you. And the dreams are natural. We all have them before our First Transformation. They let us know our time is near and help us prepare.” He rubbed her arm in comfort.


A part of her understood that, but was still a little unnerved about it. It was one thing to be told she was going to turn four-legged and furry. Quite another to dream about it and see herself that way.


“Don’t worry. You’re fine,” he soothed, snuggling her closer.


She had her head on his chest, feeling his heat, the smoothness of his skin. His muscles bunched and tightened with every breath he took. She could even feel his chest vibrate as he spoke, hear his heart beating. It felt so right, so natural, to be held in his arms. To touch him, feel his strength. She wanted that. She needed it. Needed him.


“Flynn?” She moved her hand slowly up the column of his neck, feeling the hard muscles along the way. Once her hand was around his neck, she pulled down, wanting his lips on hers.


“Sasha?”


She kissed him lightly, feeling his breath whoosh out. “I need this, Flynn. Can you understand that?”


He looked in her eyes, his own need burning brightly, “Are you sure?”


“This is about the only thing I’ve been sure of in a long time.” She smiled at him, running her thumb over his lower lip. It was soft as satin.


He shuddered at her touch. “All right. But you’re the one in charge this first time. You have to make all the moves. I can’t until you tell me to.”


That was all the encouragement she needed. Then she kissed him, thrusting her tongue in his mouth to duel with his. She heard him groan, and that made her even bolder, running her hands through his silky hair, nibbling at his lips. They were so warm and pliant, she could have made a feast off his lips, but she had other areas to explore. Like his neck and that gorgeous chest she had wanted to fondle last night. She broke off the kiss and followed her hands down. Nipping and licking his neck, she ran her tongue over the bites, and all the while, her hands were making their way south over a finely muscled chest.


She climbed on top of him, his erection between her thighs. They both moaned when she sat down on it. He was so hard and wetness from her own arousal dampened the front of his bottoms. She could smell her musk as well as his. It made her near crazy. Flynn laid there, muscles straining to touch. She refused him permission. She needed the control of his body. To know she was the one making him groan with need, writhe beneath her with want. Want of her. Such a heady feeling, and she reveled in it. In him.





“Oh God, Sasha.” He growled the words as she leaned down to take a nipple in her mouth, suckling it. His body arched and strained with the pleasure of it.


After giving the proper attention to the other nipple, she made her way down to his stomach. It was ripped with muscle and jerking at her little nips and licks. When she got to the waistband of his bottoms, running her tongue over the top and her hands under to touch skin, Flynn threw his head back and growled low and deep with desire. She ripped the bottoms off and tossed them away. Then after seeing how hard his cock was, it was her turn to growl low and deep. He wasn’t too long, thank God, but he was wide. She had to touch him, run her hands up and down that rigid width. He was soft, like velvet over steel, all smooth and hard. Her hands almost didn’t fit around him. She wanted to taste him, take him in her mouth, and run her tongue up and down and around that hard shaft.


Flynn was panting, his breaths coming harsh and fast. Sasha looked up at him to see eyes blazing with lust, cheeks flushed with arousal. He was so beautiful, so primal.


“Sasha.” Her name came out as a plea, his expression one of pleasurable suffering. She leaned down to nuzzle his crown. 


“God.” He gasped.


She couldn’t help being pleased at that response. She wanted him totally under her thrall. Since she woke up, circumstances had spun out of her control. This, taking her Mate, was just one way she could get that control back.


She continued to rub her cheek along his rigid length, feeling the heat, the scent of his arousal strong in her nose. This wasn’t enough, though. She needed to taste him, to run her tongue up and down his satiny hardness. Sticking her tongue out, she locked eyes with Flynn, slowly moving forward.


“Please.”


The minute she tasted him, she knew he was hers. He growled her name as she ran her tongue up the underside of his cock, following a rigid vein right to the head, where she suckled him, adding the right amount of pressure. She groaned from the sheer bliss of his taste and smell. Seeing Flynn’s hands bunching the sheets for control made her bolder with her suckling. She didn’t want him in control. She wanted him frenzied, like her. She sucked harder as she went down and grabbed his balls, rolling them in her hand.


“Oh God, Sasha! Please!” The veins of his neck stood out, his mouth open as he gasped for breath against her sensual assault.


She stopped, giving him a last lick as she rose up and took her top off. Then she straddled him, guiding his cock to her folds and rubbing it back and forth.


“Please,” he moaned, just as gone as she was, his whole body quivering. His skin was covered in a fine sheen of sweat. His face was strained, and his eyes were glowing with ice blue-colored flames. He was the most beautiful man Sasha had ever seen. And he was all hers.


She kept rubbing him to spread her wetness as she bent over to lick his chest and make her way to a nipple. And just before she took it in her mouth, she plunged down on him, taking his cock deep. His back bowed, and he grabbed hold of the headboard, shouting her name.


He filled her as no other ever had. Every way she moved, she felt him, her body practically humming from the sheer bliss of it.


“Touch me, Flynn. Please, touch me.” Now that she had gotten her fill of dominating him, she needed his hands on her. He rose up to put them in a sitting position.


It was obviously the command he had been waiting for as he put his hands everywhere. Her back, her ass, shoulders, breasts, squeezing her nipples. It was heaven being surrounded by him, his heat thrusting in and out of her wet core.


“Oh, yes.” She groaned, pumping her hips as he pinched a nipple. “In your mouth—put it in your mouth.”


He needed no other prompting, quickly putting her nipple in his mouth to suckle while the other stayed in his hand.


“Flynn.” She moaned, her hips pistoning faster. “Kiss me. I want you to kiss me when I come.” He took her lips as she pushed him back on the mattress.


She rode him hard then, grinding and pumping, feeling the orgasm start at her toes and work its way up. That made her pump faster, sliding up and down as his cock hit every nerve. The pleasure struck her like a bolt of lightning, bringing her screaming into his mouth as wave after wave of ecstasy ripped through her. When it was almost over, she felt Flynn stiffen, felt his semen shoot inside her. That triggered another orgasm for her as he roared his release.


She collapsed on top of him as tiny aftershocks rocked their bodies.


“Jeez, I was right,” he said when he was able to talk. “You fried me.”


She laughed, feeling content and whole for the first time. He remained inside her, still firm. She moved her hips a little, enjoying the feeling. He grunted in response, running both hands through her sweat-soaked hair. It never did get a chance to dry. It was worth it, though..


She sat up a bit and looked down at him, seeing her sense of peace reflected in his eyes. “Flynn—” 


“Shh.” He put a finger to her lips. “You’re mine now, Sasha Edwards, just like I am yours. Nothing will change that. Ever.”


She nodded in agreement, feeling the truth of that statement to her very soul, smiling with joy. Then she leaned down and kissed him, long and deep. So good. He felt so good.


Before she knew what he was about, he flipped her over on her back, still inside her, harder than before.


“I never thought I could ever have the woman in charge the first time.” He smiled, pulling out a little and then going back in. She whimpered, wanting more. “Didn’t think I would feel right about it.” He repeated the move. “But after finding you and imagining what you would do the first time…” They both groaned when he ground his pelvis against hers, feeling his balls against her ass. “It nearly drove me mad with lust.”


She ran her hands over his muscled back and down to squeeze his ass. It was nice and firm, a good handful. Flynn kissed her neck, making his way down toward her breasts.


“I’m going to do everything to you that you did to me. Make you crazy with want, push you over the edge, then free-fall with you.”


“If you keep talking and thrusting like that, I’ll be freefalling without you.” 


Flynn laughed throatily because she must have said that out loud. But then he pulled out, much to her dismay.





“Don’t worry, I always finish what I start,” he promised, kissing and licking his way down her body, not missing a thing.


She had a good idea where he was going, and she wanted it. Almost as bad as having him inside her, thrusting and pumping.


When he got to her mound, he took a deep breath, taking their mingled scents deep into his lungs. “Mine,” he growled, giving her a slow, leisurely lick.


She whimpered again, wanting more.



 



***



 



The taste was pure ambrosia, the combination of them both sending his senses reeling as he lapped at her core using the flat of his tongue.


“All mine.” He inserted a finger as he started to lick and nibble, then suckle on her clit.


Sasha’s back arched, Flynn’s name torn from her throat on a gasp. She was trembling with the need for completion, those beautiful dual-colored eyes near black with her arousal. She was his fantasy brought to life, and he wanted to brand this moment, this first time, into his memory. Bring it out to compare with the others they were going to have. Would she make the same sounds? Writhe and shake beneath him? Moan his name? He couldn’t wait to find out.


“Not yet, sweetheart. We go together,” he stated in between licks and his finger moving in and out.


Oh, she was so sweet. Her natural juices were like the finest nectar, her scent rushing to his head. He wanted to keep tasting her, savor her, but his body had other ideas. Like riding her deep and hard until they both screamed with the joy of it.


By the time he was done tasting her, she was begging the same way she had him begging earlier. Though Flynn was just as near the edge as she was. Rising up, then spreading her legs and slamming home, was a great clue. She didn’t seem to mind. It was what they had been craving from the start. This joining, this wild coming together of their bodies and hearts. 


He held her feet wide apart, watching his cock slowly going in and out of her. Her folds caressed him, sucking him back with every outward pull. It was like her body wanted him to stay inside her. He would love nothing more.


“Oh, Flynn. Please.” Her head was arched back, eyes closed with sweet rapture.


If he wasn’t totally gone by that time, hearing her begging so sweetly pushed him over the edge. He gathered her close and started slamming into her. She met every thrust with one of her own, their flesh slapping together and their ragged breathing the only sounds in the room. Then Flynn felt it, that tightening in his balls that signaled his imminent orgasm, their hearts beating in time as it drew ever near.


They reached the summit at the same time. Flynn yelled her name as she screamed into his neck, both hanging on to each other for dear life. Then Flynn looked into her eyes, the glow in them fading, and knew, without a doubt, that this woman was the reason he existed. He would spend the rest of his life being eternally grateful for the honor.

 




 



Chapter Seven



 





 



They lay there a while, getting their breathing and hearts back under control, tiny spasms still fluttering through them. Sasha felt a little empty when he pulled out, but then he gathered her in his arms and held her.


“I’ve no words for what I just experienced. And every one I think up just seems woefully inadequate.” He kissed her forehead and hugged her tightly against his side.


She squeezed back, laying a kiss on his chest, her head fitting naturally on his shoulder. “Will it be like this every time?” she asked drowsily, more than content to sleep in his arms.


Flynn chuckled at that. “If so, we’ll be worn out within the month.”


“Mmm.”


She was almost out when she heard Flynn say, “Sleep, my love. I’ll be here when you awake.” She felt his lips touch hers; then she was out, surrounded by Flynn’s arms and cocooned in velvet blackness.


“You have chosen,” said a familiar voice behind her.


Sasha turned to see the blond man. He had Flynn’s face. “I have.”


He nodded. “It is as it should be.” Then he smiled sadly. “We will not meet on this plane again, sweet Sasha. Nor will you remember our time together.”


She blushed at the wicked grin he gave her, remembering what they shared in the clearing. “Why?”


“Because you have a Mate and because I have been selfish. And because you deserve to have the life that was denied you so long ago. You have a destiny that I can’t be part of any longer, no matter how I wish it otherwise.” “Will we ever meet again?” She too was sad but didn’t really understand why.


“One day,” he replied, turning to leave. “One day.” Then he vanished into the forest.


When Sasha was alone again, the Pack returned, rejoicing about her choice and wanting to celebrate with a run. So she just went with it instead of panicking. It was great. She felt so free, so alive. Running with the Pack was exhilarating. She almost didn’t want to wake. But Flynn was waiting, her True Mate. She felt the truth of that now, whereas she didn’t before. However it worked, they were Mated now, and she was meant to be with him. He was hers, and she was his.


It was probably his absence that woke her. She could smell him and their recent lovemaking, but he wasn’t in the room. She got up and put on the pajama top that had been tossed on the corner chair, then went to the bathroom to look for Flynn. He wasn’t there either.





“Must have gone downstairs for something,” she murmured out loud.


She wasn’t panicked that he had left her, but she did feel odd. Like she had lost or misplaced something important but knew it was near. Must have been what Flynn had told her about yesterday. She just wondered how long they could be apart before this feeling set in, how long it lasted, and how bad it would get if apart for too long. It wasn’t uncomfortable now, just annoying.


“Good, you’re up.”


Sasha had been so lost in her own thoughts she didn’t hear him come in.


He was dressed in a white tank, black running shorts, and sneakers. He was also dripping sweat.


“Working out?” Her voice came out husky, arousal hitting her hard at seeing him, his body glistening with sweat.


“Just my usual run.” He smiled, breathing in deeply, no doubt smelling her need. “I always go in the mornings, but I got more than distracted this morning.” He grinned, lust darkening his eyes.


She wanted him. Now. “I was about to take a shower. You obviously need one,” she stated, knowing what she wanted. “Why don’t we share?”


That was no sooner out of Sasha’s mouth when Flynn strode across the room, picked her up about the waist, and carried her to the bathroom, where they stripped each other in record time. When they were both naked, he carried her into the shower stall, and closed the door. The water was cold at first, but Sasha didn’t care. She was hot for Flynn.


Their mouths were fused when he pushed them under the now warm spray. Sasha could feel the water running down her body as their tongues dueled and their hands touched everywhere. His jutting cock hit her stomach. She wanted it lower. 


“I want you. Now!” He turned her around and thrust home in her slick, wet heat. “You feel so good,” he groaned, sinking to the hilt.


Sasha gasped with shock and pleasure as Flynn pounded into her. She stood up a little, turning her head for a kiss. She got it with an upward thrust that had her moaning into his mouth. He then pinched a nipple with one hand while the other found her clit. She came within seconds, keening into his mouth. Flynn followed right after, slamming home with a satisfied grunt.


“Mmm.” She leaned back into his solid strength, feeling boneless and heavenly.








“I know exactly how you feel, love.” He sighed, hugging her. “Unfortunately, the warm water won’t last forever.”


After a shower almost as sexy as their lovemaking, Sasha sat on the bed, drying her hair, when someone knocked at the door. She paused long enough to cover herself before Flynn opened it. He was still nude, though. Sasha certainly didn’t mind. Yummy.


“Here are some more clothes for Sasha, and the item is waiting out front when you get ready,” Charlie said through a wide crack in the door.


Flynn took the clothes, not bothering to hide his nudity. “Thanks, Mother. If you need anything, call me on my cell.”


“All right, dear. You two have a great time and be careful. You know how bad the traffic is,” she warned.


“Don’t worry. I’ll be careful.” Sasha heard Charlie walk down the hall as Flynn brought her the clothes. Funny, she didn’t hear Flynn like that earlier. But then, she’d been distracted, wondering where he was. She really needed to pay better attention.


“Charlie shouldn’t have gone to all this trouble. I could have worn what I had on last night until replacements were bought.” Sasha laid the clothes out on the bed. The shirt was a dark green lightweight cotton oxford with short keyhole sleeves. It was fitted at the waist and would look great with the jeans and brown leather clogs. 


“None of that now. You’re family and my True Mate. We take care of each other,” Flynn admonished, donning his clothes.


He got out a faded pair of blue jeans, a light blue T-shirt that complimented his eyes, and a scuffed pair of hiking boots with white socks. No underwear, though. It was commando all the way, and everything molded to his body like a second skin. “Keep looking at me like that, and we’ll never leave this room,” he growled, taking her in his arms and kissing her deeply.


When they came up for air, she said, “Can’t help it. Now that I’ve had a taste, I want more.” Heat seeped into her cheeks at her bold words.



Honesty is my motto; seducing Flynn was my plan, she thought, wanting nothing more than to spend the day in bed, making love.


Flynn’s arousal was evident, his hard length poking her in the stomach. “ I’m afraid it will have to wait. I have a surprise for you.” He grinned. “Downstairs.”


“A surprise? You didn’t have to do that,” she chided as he took her hand and led her out the door.


“Of course I did. It’s tradition that I give my True Mate a First Mating gift.”


She blushed again at mention of what they shared early that morning. Twice. “But I don’t have anything to give you.”


He brought his lips to hers, sipping at them sweetly. “You already have.”


Her faced flamed as she remembered her boldness at taking him. He chuckled in response, knowing where her thoughts were. His thoughts were there as well, as evidenced by his still-hard cock tenting his jeans.


“Now close your eyes and hold my hand. The surprise is out front.” He waited until she closed her eyes and took his hand; then he led the way.


Sasha knew the moment they stepped outside. She smelled fresh air and trees, just mowed grass and turned earth, hay and flowers. In the distance she could hear animals. Horses, cows, and birds. And through it all, she could feel the sunshine. She raised her face, breathing deeply of the warm air.


Flynn stood behind her, holding her close. “Feels good to be out and smell the fresh air, doesn’t it?”


“It’s wonderful.” She sighed, leaning back and enjoying the moment with Flynn holding her close.


He gave her a hug. “Open your eyes.”


She opened them and saw a long driveway and a dark metal-flake green Jeep Liberty sitting in front of them at the bottom of the porch where they stood. The Jeep was complete with KC lights and big traction tires.


“What do you think?” he asked as he led her down the steps.


“It’s nice. I like the color,” she replied as she walked around it.


“It’s yours.”


She looked at him, startled. “Pardon?”


“The Jeep is yours.” He put a set of keys in her hand.


She stood still in shock, looking first at the Jeep, then Flynn. Then her brain came back.


“I can’t accept this, Flynn.” She shoved the keys at him, but he wouldn’t take them.


“It’s already done.”


“But I already have a car.” She caught the wary look on Flynn’s face. “Don’t I?”


“I’m afraid it was stolen before we could retrieve it. I’m sorry.”


“Stolen? But I wasn’t finished paying for it yet!” she cried, sitting down on the porch steps.


Flynn sat beside her, taking her hand. “That’s all been taken care of, sweetheart. I paid what the insurance didn’t cover and then got you a replacement.”


She gaped at him. “How? Why?”


He laughed a little. “As you will soon discover, I have more than enough money to live the way I want us to. And as for the why, well”—he touched her cheek tenderly—”you have come to mean a great deal more to me than I ever thought possible. And I knew you needed a car, so I got what I thought suited you best. This.” He nodded at the Jeep.


“Oh, Flynn!” She threw her arms around him, hugging him tight. “You keep doing stuff like this, and I’ll start crying again.”


“None of that now. I have the rest of the day planned out, so I want you feeling your best.” He hugged her back, then helped her up to look at the Jeep again.


“So, what plans did you have in mind?” she asked silkily.


He pinned her against the Jeep, grinding his erection between her thighs. “If we had time, I’d show you.” He kissed her senseless.





When she could think again, he took the keys out of her hand, ushering her to the passenger side and helping her in. He then walked around to the driver’s side and climbed in, starting the engine.


“Since you have no idea where to go, I’ll be your driver for the next few days. That way you can familiarize yourself with the area until you feel confident to drive on your own.”


“Okay, that sounds good.” She buckled up.


As they made their way down the drive, Sasha took the opportunity to get a good look at her surroundings. She was in awe, of course.


She was on a ranch. A real Montana ranch, complete with a giant ranch house, outbuildings, a red barn, white picket fences, and horses grazing in the pasture. This place had to be a dream. She was going to wake up soon and be back in her tiny apartment, working at a job she tolerated. Her mom would call and borrow some more money; one of her sisters would call to ask if she could babysit again. And all she would have was this dream to keep her company in a world of sameness and disappointment.


“Sasha, you all right?” Flynn asked as they pulled out onto the main highway.


She looked over at him. “I’m not sure really. This all feels so much like a dream, you know? I mean, I’m the type of person who could win a thousand dollars, then crash her car the next day. That’s usually how my luck runs.”


He took her hand and brought it to his lips. “Well, sweetheart, I think your luck has changed.”


“No offense Flynn, but I keep waiting for the other shoe to drop. On my head.”


He smiled at that. “Don’t worry, darlin’. Everything will be fine. Besides, I think you’re more than due for your share of happiness. You’ve put everyone else first. Now it’s your turn.”


She smiled back, feeling a bit foolish. “Sorry. I guess my new life still hasn’t settled up here yet.” She tapped her temple.


“Understandable and there’s nothing to be sorry for. You’re used to living one way, and now that has changed. It’s normal to feel as if things are a bit surreal. That’s how the mind adjusts to drastic changes. Once you get into a normal routine, you’ll feel much better and less anxious.”


“Huh, the only normal routine I had was going to work every day. And since I’ve been gone these couple of weeks without calling in, I can safely say I probably don’t have that job anymore.”


“Sorry. They didn’t think it right to keep you on since you never called them in person.” His tone conveyed how sorry he was. “But look on the bright side. Now you can do anything you want. Even go back to school if that’s what you choose.”


She thought about that for a moment, letting the idea slowly sink in. “I could, couldn’t I? And with the money I have in my 401(k) from work, which would be more than enough to pay for anything I would want to pursue. So yeah, school sounds good.” She had gotten her GED a few years back but never had the time or money for college.


“You wouldn’t need to use your money, sweetheart. The Pack has scholarships set up for anyone who wants to further their education.”


“But I couldn’t accept that kind of help, Flynn. School costs a great deal these days, no matter what you pursue. Allowing someone else to pay for that just wouldn’t be right.”


“Nonsense, love. That’s why the scholarships were set up in the first place. Hell, we’ve all used them at one time or another. Me, Roan, Gabe, and just about every Pack member I know. And it’s not just for us; we also help the Pack in the long run,” he explained. “My father had a saying: ‘A smart Pack is a strong Pack.’ And he was right. Every one of us who has learned something new has benefited the Pack in some way.”


“You’re a doctor.”


“That’s right. And Roan is a financial whiz. Gabe is into computers, and my mother is a vet.”


“Hmm, well, I guess I’ll have to think about that.”


“You’ve got plenty of time to decide.” He patted her leg.


Maybe. And maybe not. They were both thinking about her upcoming transformation and what that could mean but had silently agreed not to bring it up. Lord knew the moment would come soon enough. Now was for relaxing and letting worries go.


Sasha had no a clue where they were going. She had lived in the South her whole life and had never once crossed the Mississippi River. Not to mention the fact that she was terrible with directions. Telling them and getting them. She was directionally impaired. Sad but true. Which was why she couldn’t tell how they got to a large shopping mall. She did notice that it took over forty minutes of ranchland and forest to get there, though. Living in the country had its drawbacks.



 



***



 



Flynn was lost in his own thoughts during the drive. Most of which was centered on just how he could prepare Sasha for her First Transformation. And he would find a way to help her. He couldn’t lose her now when he had just found her. She was his Mate, and he would save her at any and all costs. This trip was the first step.


Flynn found a parking space close to the mall entrance and shut off the engine.


“Okay, I’ll bite. Why are we here?” She looked around with confusion.


He turned to her. “Two reasons actually. The first is obvious. You need clothes and other items. This is the perfect place to get them.”


“And the other reason?”


“Well, that reason is connected to the first one, so it can’t be helped.”


“And?” She prompted.





“You have a heightened system now even though you haven’t gone through the First Transformation yet. Sight, hearing, smell, taste, and touch. All these senses are magnified and might seem overwhelming once we step into the mall, surrounded by so many humans. But don’t worry, I’ll help. And if it gets to be too much, we’ll leave and come back when you feel you’re ready.”


“All right. But why haven’t I felt that way at your house?”


“We live almost thirty miles outside the city limits on about fifteen hundred acres. There’s not much chance of a great teeming crowd showing up.” He smiled to help her feel more comfortable.


“I see your point.” She then took a deep breath. “So Doc, what’s the plan?”


“We’ll go about this slowly. Start out here in the parking lot and then gradually make our way inside. But the minute I feel you start to panic or feel overwhelmed, we’re gone. Understand?”


“Gotcha.”


“Good. Now, open your door and just sit there. Remember to breathe steady and don’t try to identify everything at once. Pick one thing and focus on that. It helps.” 


“Here goes,” she said as she opened the door.


She sucked in a sharp breath, head snapping back as if she had been slapped.


“Sasha, you all right? Can you hear me?” Flynn asked, seeing her brows scrunched with pain, a small whimper escaping.


He quickly got out the car and came around to her side. He pushed her hand away from her head and tilted her face up. “Can you understand me?” “Yes. Head hurts a little.” She blinked a few times like she was trying to focus.


“I know. Find one thing and concentrate on that. If you can’t, we’re leaving. Now. I won’t risk your health for a new wardrobe.” He frowned, taking her pulse, the doctor in him coming to the fore.


After all she had been through, he was pushing too hard, but the full moon was coming quick and she needed to understand her new senses. Bringing her to a busy shopping mall had seemed like a good way to help. Now he wasn’t so sure. Her pulse was erratic, skin clammy, complexion sheet white. She was breathing hard, chest rising and falling rapidly. Flynn could feel her pain beating at his senses like hummingbirds wings. Then, like a slow tide, it receded and a slow smile curved her luscious lips.


“I see by that smile that you’ve found something to focus on?”


“Uh-huh. You.” She smiled, her color finally returning as her pulse and breathing steadied.


He pulled her up into his arms, lightly kissing her. “I’ll be glad to be your focal point. And after we get home, we can focus on a few more points.” He growled, kissing her deeper, his erection poking her in the stomach.


She pulled back a little after the kiss, smiling up at him while her hands played in his hair. “Well, you might want to get your point under control, or people will stare.”


“You make me crazy.” He laughed, laying his forehead on hers. “One kiss and you have me stiff as a poker, ready to have my way with you.”


She laughed as well. “Don’t worry. We can have our way with each other when we get home.” Her stomach then rumbled.


“That’s a promise. But food first and then clothes. C’mon.” He grabbed her hand and locked the Jeep.


Flynn reminded her that as long as she kept her focus, then everything would be fine. Otherwise, she could suffer sensory overload. Flynn let out a deep breath, glad his True Mate was such a quick study. She would need that quick mind.


After they ate—rather, glutted themselves—they did some shopping. She wanted to pay for everything, but Flynn refused. She wanted to shop for bargains; Flynn wanted her to have the best, damn the cost. She said it was really weird going into a pricey store and buying whatever she wanted. Sasha told him she had been shopping for deals as long as she could count money and pay for things herself. Buying a sixty-five-dollar pair of jeans that fit perfect was really strange in her world. After he recommended the two-hundred-dollar pair of boots that she looked sexy as hell in, well, the expression on her beloved face was more than worth the price. They looked great with the skirt and cashmere sweater Flynn added to the purchase.


Flynn had never been much of a shopper. He usually found exactly what he needed, paid for it, and left the store. But shopping for Sasha was a new joy. She wasn’t used to having expensive things. But that was going to change. His Mate deserved to have the best, and that was what she was going to get.


By the time Flynn was satisfied, it was late, and they needed to get back. Plus, she was starting to get pale again, and he could feel her pain. Trying to focus on him and shop at the same time was tough since she’d never done it before. Her first day of practice had gone well, but keeping it up was taxing. 


“Time to go. You’re tired, and it’s getting late.” He took her arm and ushered her out of the mall.


“And hungry.”


“And hungry.” He chuckled. “Once you’re in the Jeep, you’ll feel a bit better.”


“What do you mean?”


“Soundproof. I had it done to make your transition easier.”


“You did that? For me?” Her surprise was evident, but she was clearly happy that he would go to such trouble. “You’re going to spoil me.”


“That’s the plan.”


She got in the passenger side and closed the door to blessed silence. “Ahh, that feels great.” She sighed, closing her eyes and laying her head back against the headrest.





Flynn put the bags in the back, closed the door, then got in and started the engine. They were out of parking lot area before Sasha knew it.


“Better?” he asked, touching her cheek.


She opened her eyes and gave him a weak smile. “Much, thanks.”


The further away they drove, the less pain Flynn could feel from Sasha. He let out a silent breath, glad of her quick recovery time.


“Flynn, I’ve been meaning to ask you something.” She looked over at him with luminous eyes.


“What’s that?” 


“You wouldn’t happen to remember some jewelry I might have been wearing, would you? The night I was attacked?”


“Jewelry?” His brow furrowed in thought. “No, I don’t recall seeing any jewelry on you. Come to think of it, you were barely covered in that dress of yours. It was in bad shape. Torn beyond repair, I’m afraid.” 


She frowned in disappointment. “Oh, well, I was just hoping that maybe one of you guys had found the set. No big deal.” Though Flynn could tell it was. “I figured there was a slim chance the set might have been recovered.”


“The set?”


“Yeah. A gold torque with matching bracelet. It was pencil thin and had matching wolf heads with emerald eyes on the ends. The bracelet too.”


“You’re kidding.” He laughed. “Wolf heads?” 


“I kid you not.” She smiled wanly. “I bought the set at an antiques shop. It was beautiful and bargain priced for the amount of gold, so I couldn’t resist.”


“Well, I’m sure I would have remembered seeing something like that. We’ll ask Gabe. Maybe he knows something about them. If not, I’ll have another set made for you. No problem.”


“That’s okay, Flynn; you don’t have to do that. You’ve bought me more than enough already.”


“I’m not doing this because I have to, sweetheart. I’m doing this because I want to. You deserve to have nice things, to be taken care of.” He grabbed her hand and kissed her knuckles.


“But when you do all this, it makes me feel like I’m using you. Like I’m taking advantage.” Her eyes lowered, a blush staining her cheeks.


“Darlin’, you’re not using me.” He smiled as she looked up at that. “You forget the Lupus can smell deceit, and you haven’t a deceitful bone in your body. In fact, you’re the most honest and straightforward person I know outside of the Pack.” He squeezed her hand in reassurance. “You have a home with us, with me now. I want you to feel comfortable, at ease with your new life. I want you to be happy and free of worries.”


She looked down at their joined hands. “I’m not sure I know how,” she whispered, her demeanor that of a lost child. “I’ve been adrift for so long and put everybody else first that there was usually nothing left for me. Being happy for myself is kind of a foreign concept. It hasn’t happened all that often.”


“It will now. You can count on it. Your happiness and well-being are my top priorities.”


She looked over at him, giving him a glimmer of a smile. “Is that the doctor or Flynn speaking?”


“All and more, baby.” His voice was raspy as they finally turned into the drive. “And tonight I’ll show you just how happy I can make you.” 


“What an accommodating man you are.” She grinned with wicked delight.


“Only for you, darlin’,” he growled, leaning over to kiss her deeply. He couldn’t help it. It had been hours since last he tasted her.


Good Lord, but the woman tasted like heaven. He couldn’t wait until they were alone in their room. The thoughts and ideas going through his head couldn’t be accomplished in the front seat. A bed would definitely be needed for what he had in mind.


A discreet knock on the driver’s side window interrupted anything more.



 



***



 


 

Giving her a wicked grin that hinted at more to come, Flynn opened the door to a beautiful woman with flame-colored hair and Charlie’s features. This must be the older sister, Angel, Sasha surmised, not sure if she should be happy to meet Flynn’s sister or ticked that the woman had interrupted them. “Well, when did you blow in?” Flynn asked, picking Angel up in a hug and laughing.


“Put me down, you mutt!” She squealed in delight.


“Is that any way to talk in front of my True Mate?” His tone was filled with mock seriousness as he put her on her feet. “And here I thought Mated life had mellowed you.”


“You must have Angel confused with some other Lupa,” a tall, gorgeous man with jet hair and laughing green eyes said as he came to Angel’s side.


Both men laughed as they shook hands and embraced good-naturedly.


“Robert, what brings you both by?” Flynn smiled. “It’s been a few months.”


“We came to meet your True Mate, of course,” Angel replied.


“Among other things,” Robert said mysteriously.





“Later.” Angel gave him Mate a pointed look. “I want to meet Flynn’s True Mate first.”


Sasha was standing behind Flynn while all this was going on, watching the three exchange greetings with laughter and love. A great difference between her family greetings and this one. Although she didn’t miss the byplay between Angel and her Mate. It gave her a feeling something was up. She really didn’t want to know. Her dance card was full at the moment.


When Flynn turned to her, she stepped to his side. “Sasha Edwards, this is my sister, Angelique, and her Mate, Robert Douglas.”


“Angel, please.” She smiled, giving Sasha a warm hug. Sasha could smell apprehension and something else coming from her. She hadn’t gotten the hang of putting smells to all the emotions yet.


“Nice to meet you.” Sasha returned her hug; then Robert came up, he too embracing her warmly. The Lupus were a touchy people. 


“All right, Angel, what’s up? You’ve got that look, and I smell trouble.” Flynn crossed his arms, trying to look stern. The twinkle of merriment in his light eyes ruined the effect, though.


“Why Flynn, I do believe I’m hurt. Can’t I come and meet your True Mate without suspicion?” Her green eyes, so much like her mother’s, widened innocently.


“Cut the crap, Angel. What’s up?” He gave her a gimlet eye.


“Okay, since you asked so nicely.” She snorted. “Gabe sent me and Robert an e-mail a couple of weeks ago with a rather interesting picture attached.”


“And?” Flynn prompted.


She reached into her pocket and pulled out Sasha’s torque set.


“My jewelry! Where did you find them?” She was glad they weren’t lost.


Angel gave her a strange look, not attempting to hand over the set. Okay, something was definitely up here.


“What’s going on, Angel?” Flynn asked a bit more sternly, also seeing the odd look on her face.


She wasn’t paying any attention to Flynn, though; her eyes were directly on Sasha. “Where did you get these?”


Her tone was casual but with a slight edge of accusation. Sasha didn’t like it.


“They’re not stolen, if that’s what you’re implying,” she answered with steel in her voice.


“Please, just tell me.”


Sasha wasn’t sure that she liked being interrogated about something she had spent her hard-earned money on.


“I got them a couple of years ago at an antiques shop. The dealer said they were fifty years old, possibly older. I paid a few hundred dollars for them. That satisfy you?”


Angel blinked with surprise, then started laughing outright. “Thank God the man never knew what he had.”


Sasha stared in confusion at her change in behavior.


“Angel, I swear…” Flynn growled.


He was ignored. “Sasha, I’m so sorry. It’s just, well, the dealer was way off base about the age of these pieces.”


Now Sasha was confused. “They’re not fifty years old?”


“More like a few thousand.” She snorted.


“Pardon me?” It was Sasha’s turn to blink in surprise.


“What’s going on?” Flynn continued to ask that question, but it looked like Angel wasn’t ready to answer him yet.





Sasha looked at the set in Angel’s hand; she had a dreamy expression on her face and not a little awe.


“I never thought to see these in my lifetime, let alone hold them.” Angel looked at the three of them. “These are a piece of our history. A small but solid link to our past and proof positive that humans weren’t the only thriving species on the planet thousands of years ago.”


“Wait,” Sasha said, holding up her hand. She really hated to be confused. “If these pieces are so valuable as far as history is concerned, and I’m assuming monetary as well, then how in the world did I end up with them? Shouldn’t they be in some museum or collection somewhere?”


“There isn’t much of our history that is available to the outside world, so the dealer had no basis for comparison, thank God. He just knew they were old and solid gold,” Robert explained. “And as for being in a museum or private collection, yes, they should be. Or more accurately, they would have been if not for a small detail surrounding them.”


“What detail?” Flynn asked, now as curious as Sasha despite being ignored.


“A very old prophecy,” Angel replied with glee.


“A prophecy?” Now she knew she didn’t want the answer.


“That’s right.” Angel grinned widely, then went into further detail. “A few thousand years ago, a great Alpha reigned but was alone. Then one day, he found his Mate, his True Mate. She too was an Alpha, almost as strong as he. As a First Mating gift and a sign of great respect, he had a torque set fashioned for her that was identical to his own. Together they ruled for many centuries and had many children. But the Pack seer had grave news about the future of the Lupus. That one day, our numbers would dwindle, and fewer and fewer babes would be borne until none would be borne at all. Mated couples would try to conceive, but to no avail. The Lupus would die without children to carry on the line. But the seer also had a prophecy, a ray of hope for our future. That one day she would come, our Alpha of old restored, to breathe new life into our fallow fields, to give strength where once was weakness and hope where once was despair. She who wears the Alpha’s twin torque will be our salvation.”


“Or she would have been if a jealous lover hadn’t murdered the Alpha and his True Mate. She got rid of both torques, ensuring that the prophecy wouldn’t happen, no matter the consequences,” Robert added.


“Well, that’s a very interesting history lesson, but it still doesn’t explain how I got the set and nobody could see how old and valuable they are.” She wasn’t sure where these two were going with this and definitely did not wanting to know. She had the distinct feeling she wouldn’t like it.


“Of course it does. It’s what most call fate or kismet.” Angel seemed to enjoy sharing that supposition.


“Fate?” Sasha snorted in disbelief. “Sorry, but I’m not a believer in fate, kismet, or any of the above. Real life and hard work won’t allow it.”


“Well, I think your belief system is about to change.” Angel chuckled.


“Oh, how’s that?”


“Because the prophecy just came true.” She paused, then added, “Through you.”

 




 



Chapter Eight



 





 



“Whoa! I think you need to reevaluate here, okay?” Sasha held up a hand. “I’ve been a part of this Pack two days. Well, two conscious days. And I’ve had a lot of things thrown at me.” Literally. “But this is just too much.” 


“Are you sure, Angel? This isn’t one of your stories, is it? Some obscure piece of lore with no basis in fact?” Flynn seemed as shocked and distressed as Sasha.


Sasha gave Angel a puzzled look at Flynn’s question.


“I’m an anthropologist specializing in ancient cultures. I’m also the Pack historian,” Angel told her, then directed her attention to Flynn. “And no, it’s not some story, and yes it’s true. The torque set alone proves that.”


“But how do you know, Angel? And why haven’t any of us ever heard about this legend?” Flynn asked, his expression saying he was taken aback by all this.


“Because it was hidden,” Robert replied.


“Let me guess, history buff too?” Sasha raised a brow.


“Sort of. I specialize in the restoration and repair of ancient artifacts. Documents, paintings, jewelry.”


“Which is how we just stumbled onto the legend,” Angel said.


“Quite literally, in fact.” Robert laughed.


“Wait.” Flynn held up his hand to stop any further tales. “Before another lengthy discussion ensues, let’s go inside. Sasha and I haven’t eaten yet, and I think it best to hear the rest of this on a full stomach.”


Sasha wasn’t sure she wanted to hear the rest. 


“Good idea. Dinner should be ready by now anyway.” Angel nodded as she finally handed over Sasha’s torque set.


“Thank you. I never thought I’d see these again.” She eyed the set with trepidation.


“And now you’re not sure about having them at all,” Angel surmised.


They walked up the porch steps and into the foyer.


“Well, age alone makes them extremely valuable. But ancient prophesies are not exactly a part of my belief system, no matter the supposed proof of this set,” Sasha replied, still clinging to her doubt. Though she did get the sinking feeling another bomb was about to be dropped. On her head.


“There you are.” Charlie entered the dining room. “I’m sure Angel has imparted her news?”


“We got the main part, but not all of it,” Flynn said with a little disgust.


“Well, come on and eat. She can finish while we fill our bellies.” Charlie ushered them to the dining room, her arm around Sasha’s shoulders. “You just keep getting more popular as the days go by.” She squeezed Sasha’s shoulder in sympathy.


“Unfortunately,” Sasha grumbled.


“Don’t worry, dear. We’re all here for you,” Charlie soothed.


“Thanks.” Sasha gave her a wan smile; then Charlie walked away and took a seat at the table.


Everyone else was already at the table. They had apparently been waiting for the four of them.


“By the looks of displeasure and annoyance I see on both your faces, I can safely assume Angel has departed her bit of news,” Roan stated, looking not the least bit surprised by the whole tale. Or proof. But that was Roan. Cool and collected.


Flynn pulled her chair out, waiting for her to sit, then took his own, getting a plate for them both and filling them with agitation. “Yes, we got a brief outline, but not the whole tale.”


Sasha thought about what Angel had already told them and decided she was going to remain silent for the rest of the story. She had learned that she picked up more details that way. And, to be honest, she was simply starved. The food going in was way more important than any questions that she might have. Besides, Flynn or someone else was bound to ask something she was thinking. So she could enjoy her meal and learn at the same time. She just hoped the account didn’t give her heartburn.


Robert took a sip of his drink and started the story. “Like I said outside, the prophecy was hidden. All knowledge of it was destroyed, and the few who knew of it were eliminated. Both torque sets were sold to get rid of them, thus ensuring the female set never landed in the hands of a Lupa again.”


“But why? Why go to such lengths? And who would do such a thing?” Flynn asked with clear impatience.


“The why and who are easy enough,” Angel replied, finishing a bite of her food. “Love, jealousy, anger, greed, all the usual reasons. The who was the Alpha’s ex-lover because she thought she was going to be his Mate.”





“Sounds familiar, eh, brother?” Roan asked drily.


Flynn sat back in his seat, a look of resignation on his face. “All right, all of it. The whole tale. Now.”


Sasha looked around the table, noting the myriad expressions on faces. They ranged from grim to downright confused. As for herself, she wasn’t sure what she was feeling about the whole thing. But she did know this much—whatever else Angel and Robert had to say, she wasn’t going to like it, and neither was Flynn. 


“Her name was Neena, and she’d been the Alpha’s lover for years with aspirations of more. Then on a routine trip to meet with other Pack members, the Alpha—his name was Nikos, by the way—met his True Mate, Tala. She was young and had yet to go through her First Transformation. Her father, Orren, was the old Alpha’s Beta and had moved away to start a family of his own after the old Alpha’s death. Nikos stayed in touch, but travel was slow back then, even for a Lupus, so months or even years would pass before they could meet,” Angel explained. “Anyway, when word got back to Neena about Tala, she started plotting. Everything went wrong, of course, no matter what she did. And after a few years and a couple of children, Nikos and Tala had had enough, banishing Neena to one of the more remote Packs.” 


“Didn’t stop her, though. In Neena’s mind, the Alpha and his status rightly belonged to her. And gaining that position was a goal she would achieve at all costs,” Robert added.


“Even if it meant dooming future generations?” Flynn’s expression said he was appalled by such actions. He wasn’t the only one, if the varying looks around the table were any indication.


“Even then.” Robert nodded. “And after she learned of the prophecy, she was even more determined. If she couldn’t have what she wanted, then no one would.”


“What a nut,” Gabe quipped, shaking his head.


“Yes. Which probably explains a lot of her rather irrational behavior,” Roan commented.


“Somehow, she had Nikos and Tala murdered. Details are still sketchy at this point as to how it was done. But we do know they were killed, and the chosen few who also knew about the prophecy were killed as well,” Angel continued.


“The old seer—Diona was her name—did have some parting words before she died, though,” Robert said with a glee that only a lover of mysteries could understand.


“I’m almost afraid to ask.” Flynn groaned, rubbing his head with frustration.


“Take heed, for old hates die hard,” Robert supplied.


“Jeez, she knew, didn’t she? She knew that it would happen again?” Gabe asked.


Robert nodded. “Yes, Diona knew history would repeat itself. She also knew her time was running short. With Nikos and Tala dead, along with several others who had shared the secret, Diona had to make sure those deaths, and her own, weren’t in vain, that her knowledge of the events taking place and her prophecy would be left behind somehow for future generations.”


“So she wrote it all down. The prophecy, everything that happened with Nikos and Tala and Neena, even a sketch of both torque sets. Then she hid the documents in a puzzle box and gave them to Nikos’ eldest son with instructions that the box only belong to an Alpha and it had to be given as a First Mating gift if and when the Alpha found his Mate. True or otherwise. Then she too was murdered.”


“A puzzle box? I don’t remember Father having anything like that.” Flynn looked at his mother.


“That’s because he gave it to me before any of you were born,” Charlie replied. “I thought it a strange First Mating gift, but your father said it was an Alpha tradition, so I didn’t question it. And the box is beautiful. All inlaid semiprecious stones in wolf designs and gold accents. I knew it was old, so I put it away in the attic for safekeeping. It had totally slipped my mind that it was still there until Angel and Robert brought it to me.”


“Before Father was killed, he had asked me to catalog some old documents and a few ancient pieces of pottery. He asked Robert to come along as well in case any of the pieces needed to be restored and/or have better storage facilities,” Angel said.


“I jumped at the chance, of course. Not many in the Pack are privileged enough to actually get to handle pieces of our history. I was thrilled. Even more so when I accidentally tripped over an old skateboard, landing in a cardboard box full of old clothes and the puzzle box. It popped out and slid a few inches across the floor.” “When I first picked it up, I thought it was some sort of jewelry box. But after closer inspection, I couldn’t find any clasps or hinges. The workmanship and detail were exquisite, and I knew it was old. It was also damaged. Some of the stone inlays were loose or coming out and needed to be repaired. When I told Father about it, he explained what it was, why he had it, and made me promise to bring it back after it was repaired. I didn’t have a problem with returning it.” Angel shrugged. “Our history and traditions are important, and the box was part of that.”


Robert laughed softly. “Little did we know how important and how big a part the box played.”


“So how did you find the documents? Or should I say, how did you know they were in the box?” Flynn asked.


“We didn’t.” Angel snorted, getting confused looks from everyone.


“Found them by accident. The loose inlay piece was actually a part of the opening mechanism. When I tried to fit the piece back in place, I heard a click, and one of the stone wolves sank into the box. I thought I had broken it somehow. So to keep from damaging it further, I ran it through my X-ray machine. And the results were astonishing. Lying in the middle of the box looked to be a wad of something. I really couldn’t tell at that point what the wad was, but I knew it was something important.” Robert’s eyes fairly gleamed with the telling of his find.


“That’s when I decided to call Father. He had to be told about our discovery and what he wanted us to do about it. He wanted us to be cautious, of course, but to proceed and let him know what we found.” Angel too looked excited about their discovery.


“It wasn’t easy, I’ll tell you that.” Robert chuckled good-naturedly. “Whoever designed that box was a genius. My X-ray showed where some of the pressure pieces were, but not in what order to push them. It took me and Angel nearly a year to figure the sequence out.”


“A year?” Gabe retorted.


“Yeah. The box has nine pressure pieces, and four of them had to be pressed at the same time. On opposite sides of the box. My hands are not that big.” He laughed, holding up both hands.


“Which is why the old seer instructed the box be given by the Alpha to his new Mate. When the box is passed to another set of hands, the pieces are pushed, and the four are pressed at the same time. The four stone wolves sink into the box activating the opening mechanism, and the top comes apart like a starburst. The documents were wrapped in oiled hide directly in the center of the box,” Angel explained with a delighted smile.


“Like I said, genius.” Robert nodded.


“Hmph.” Angel snorted. “The box wasn’t the only thing created by a genius. The documents were as well. They’re written in four different languages, three of which haven’t been used since the birth of Christ. The other one was totally unknown. If it wasn’t for the fact that it reminded me of Egyptian hieroglyphs, I never would have figured it out. Though to be honest, I’m still not sure some of my translations are accurate.”


“Hieroglyphs?” Roan asked.





“More like pictographs, but a few of the figures are almost the same as the Egyptian. I’ve never seen anything like it in any of the ancient cultures I’ve studied.” Angel shook her head in wonder.


“So, you’ve had this information all this time yet didn’t say anything,” Flynn said calmly, though Sasha could feel that he was anything but.


“Sort of,” Robert hedged.


“I would appreciate an answer on that as well.” Roan’s face was impassive, but his tone wasn’t.


“The documents are a few thousand years old, Roan. Once the air hit them, they started to decay. Rapidly. We had to place them in a special container to keep them from further damage. Then we had to set up a lab to examine them. And with my regular studies, lectures, and Robert’s traveling, it was another year before we could get everything set in motion. Then Father was killed and, well, the box was forgotten for a while,” Angel said sadly.


“But we did tell you, Roan. At the time, though, you were busy being the new Alpha,” Robert countered.


“Ah, the new research project five years ago. The one about some ancient translations.” Roan nodded.


“Exactly how long did it take to translate these documents?” Gabe asked.


“We’re still working on them. Especially the pictographs. That’s what the prophecy is written in,” Angel answered.


“But why haven’t you said anything before now?” Flynn’s tone was sharp, and Sasha could feel that he was getting a bit angry, so she put her hand on his leg. He smiled at her, knowing what she was trying to do. It worked, of course. He was smiling now instead of frowning.


“Like I said, the translations took time. And the only parts we had any ease with were the ones about Nikos and what happened to him and Tala. Being the Pack historian, I’m the only one who would be interested in such information. As to the prophecy, it’s only been six months or so since I was able to figure out some of the glyphs. After I did, I called Roan and told him I needed to update him on a research project. We had an appointment for next week.”


“Only Gabe’s e-mail upped the time frame and the importance of the information,” Roan guessed.


Flynn nodded in understanding, his brow scrunching. “Gabe, why did you e-mail Angel that picture of the set?”


“Well, the torque was badly damaged, and the bracelet didn’t fare that much better. And what with Robert’s expertise at repairing old jewelry, I thought he would be the perfect choice,” Gabe explained. “And with all the energy and attention focused on Sasha getting well, I didn’t think it that important to tell anyone.”





Flynn nodded again.


“All right, now that we have the facts, the only question left is what to do about the information we have. Or should I say, how do we use this information?” Roan leaned back in his chair.


Dinner had come to an end along with the story. Now that Sasha was full and rested, she thought about everything. And she kept coming back to one topic in particular. Children—or the soon to be lack thereof. Why would the prophecy pin its hopes on one female? If children were a concern, why not have a dozen females donate to the gene pool? That was obviously what the problem was about.


“You’ve been awfully quiet through all this, Sasha. You okay?” Flynn interrupted her thoughts as Charlie and Angel got up to remove the dinner’s remains.


She got up as well and grabbed hers and Flynn’s plates. “I’m not sure. My mind is still working on all this.” 


She followed the other women into the kitchen, hoping Flynn wouldn’t get upset with that answer. Truthfully, she wasn’t sure what to think. Her mind was filled enough as it was. Adding an ancient prophecy to the mix was a little too much too soon.


“Now, Sasha, you didn’t have to do that. We could have gotten everything,” Charlie admonished.


Sasha smiled. “Good manners dictate I help. Besides, I felt the need to stretch my legs.” Sasha was starting to feel a bit edgy and jumpy the longer she sat at the table.


She put the dishes in the sink and got a good look around. It was a big kitchen. All black granite countertops and stainless-steel appliances. A nice roomy modern kitchen.


Angel walked up behind her, and she jumped out of the way. Sweat was starting to bead Sasha’s upper lip and forehead. She was getting so hot.


“You don’t look so good,” Angel said with worry.


Sasha wiped her forehead off with the back of her hand, leaning against a counter. “I felt fine a moment ago. Now I feel like the walls are closing in on me, and I’m burning up.”


Flynn burst into the kitchen, his light eyes filled with concern. “Get her outside, Angel, now. I’ll fix a cool drink for her and meet you.”


“Outside sounds good,” Sasha agreed, bolting out the nearest door.


Good thing the kitchen had access to the backyard. She hit the back door running and didn’t stop till she found the barn and smelled hay and horses. 


“Soon, I think. Maybe even tomorrow night.” Sasha whirled around, crouching to brace for an attack. She sighed with relief when she realized it was only Angel.


“Jeez, don’t do that. I’m jumpy enough as it is.” “Sorry.” Angel chuckled. “I’d forgotten how the symptoms are before the First Transformation.”


“I didn’t hear you come up. It was reflex.” Sasha’s toes started to tingle, a spasm hitting her in the back as she gave Angel an excuse for her odd behavior. The pain wasn’t enough to drop her to her knees, but it was close.





“I’d say it was more like instinct.” Angel looked at her curiously.


Sasha didn’t have time to dwell on the look, because Flynn was coming. She smelled him before she saw him. He was carrying a glass of ice water, but that wasn’t what she really wanted. The minute he came into view, need hit her like a sledgehammer, turning the tingles and cramping into a throb between her thighs. She had to have him. 


Flynn stopped abruptly, nostrils flaring.


“Well, I think I’ll just mosey on back to the house.” Angel laughed as she left.


When Sasha knew Angel was gone, she started forward. Flynn dropped the glass and met her halfway. He picked her up, kissing her senseless as she moaned and wrapped her legs around his waist.


“Flynn.” She momentarily came up for air. She wanted so much more than a kiss, though.


He was one step ahead of her as he strode into the barn and found the nearest empty stall. They fell in a pile of straw, kissing and tugging at clothes. Before she knew it, they were both gloriously naked, skin-to-skin.


“Please,” Sasha moaned.


She didn’t want foreplay; she was way past that. No, she wanted the main course. She wanted Flynn inside her, filling her up.


He grabbed both her wrists in one hand, putting them above her head. His other hand squeezed her breast, pinching the nipple hard. Sasha groaned with pleasure, then nearly screamed as he plunged into her. He rammed into her and kept the pressure on her nipple, instinctively knowing what she wanted. By the time the orgasm ripped through her, she was completely lost, Flynn catching her screams of release with his kisses, his own release following in seconds with a shout of completion.


She must have blacked out, because when next she opened her eyes, she was covered with a blanket and lying in Flynn’s arms, still in the stall.


“Feeling better?” Those light eyes were dancing with merriment.


She looked up into his smiling face, feeling her own flame, but she smiled back anyway. “Yeah. I still feel a bit jumpy inside, but my back isn’t cramping anymore.”


His amusement was suddenly replaced by concern. “Any tingling?” He sat up so he could check her over. He took her pulse and looked in her eyes.


“A little in my hands and feet. It started in my toes first but was replaced by something else.” She gave him a sexy little smile.


He took her face in both hands and kissed her gently. She knew he was scared for her, that he didn’t want her to go through the pain. She could see it in his eyes, feel it.


“Soon, huh?”


“As fast as your symptoms have started, probably tomorrow night.”


She blinked. “But I thought I had at least two more days.”


Flynn let his breath out in a rush. “I had hoped you would, but what with this virus being so ancient and Jenna being a threat, seems your body and instincts have pushed your time sooner.”


“I don’t understand. I thought you said it had to be during a full moon.” She wasn’t panicking. Yet.


“Not always, no. There have been instances where the individual went through the process under extreme situations, and it wasn’t even close to a full moon. Seems your instincts have deemed this an extreme situation.” He frowned, his expression saying clearly he’d hoped they would have more time.


“Wow, tomorrow night at the latest.” She shook her head in astonishment, really not sure how she should feel about that news.


Flynn nodded with worry in his eyes. Just seeing that look made her want to be strong for him. And since there was nothing she could do to prevent this from happening, she really didn’t have much choice but to buck up and prepare.


“Okay.” She sat up with the blanket around her. “How will I know when the time is right?”


He took a breath and blew it out, he too bucking up. “Your whole body will tingle, and your skin will itch. The muscles in your arms, legs, and back will spasm and cramp. Your body temp will rise, and you’ll sweat, feeling like you’re burning up from the inside out. All your senses will be heightened, overwhelming you. You’ll have the uncontrollable need to be surrounded by nature. Your clothes will feel confining, and you’ll want to run after you’re in the forest. But you won’t be able to once the process starts in earnest.”


“That good, huh?” She tried to joke. She got a wan smile in return. “I guess drugs are out of the question?”


He nodded. “They interfere with the process.”


“So knocking me out won’t work either, huh?”


“No, you will have to be conscious and aware of your surroundings.”


“Oh.” She hoped there might be an easier way to go through this. Just her luck, there wasn’t.


“The only thing I can think that might help is our bond. You’re my True Mate, and as such, you might be able to use that.”





She thought about that for a minute, remembering the mall. Then something else came to her.


“But won’t you be able to feel or sense some of what I’m going through?” She wasn’t sure she wanted him to feel her pain in any way, nor was she sure how she felt about him yet, but she did know that she liked him, a lot, and she didn’t want him suffering along with her. He had already gone through this once himself; he didn’t need a repeat performance that would be worse.


“Yes, but I won’t be able to do anything to ease your pain. I’ll be practically helpless.” He growled with disgust, then grabbed her in a fierce hug. “The only time in my life where I’ll be unable to protect you, and it’s eating me alive inside.”


Sasha could feel his body shaking, sense his rage and guilt at not being able to help her when the time came. But she couldn’t let him feel this way. She needed him to be strong, to be her anchor when the storm finally hit.


“Don’t do this to yourself, Flynn.” She pulled back to look in his pain-filled eyes. “You’re the only one who can help me through this. The only one I trust to be there when the time comes. I’ll need you more than ever.”


She was already scared at the thought of so much pain; she didn’t need to worry about him as well, so she let him feel her certainty in him and her need of his strength. A moment later a look of steely determination flashed in his eyes, and his iron resolve flickered to life.


“I’m sorry, Sasha. Here I am trying to comfort you, and you end up comforting me.” He grinned ruefully. “But I’ve never felt like this before, and the thought of you hurting, well, I don’t like it.”


“I know.”


“I won’t lose you, Sasha.” He growled, kissing her fiercely, hungrily. “I won’t. You’re mine, all mine.”


He covered her body with his, kissing her blind, his hands everywhere. When he came up for air, he looked her directly in the eye, a strange expression akin to awe on his face.


“I never thought that one day I would have a woman like you in my arms, much less be my True Mate. You drive me crazy with your body.” He smiled. “And give me strength with your faith in my abilities. Sometimes I don’t feel worthy of you, and other times I feel blessed to have you at all. And when the time comes, know I’m at your side, lending you all the strength I possess,” he promised.


She gave him a watery smile, on the verge of tears. “Oh, Flynn.”


They made love all night. Sometimes tender, sometimes frantic. She was brought to tears at one point, awash in feeling, Flynn holding her, then taking her fiercely again. And through it all, the danger was shoved to the backs of their minds while their souls soared to the heavens. Unfortunately, what comes up must come down. And boy did it. Like a ton of bricks. And she was still naked too when it all went down.


Sasha awoke to a nagging noise and sweat trickling between her breasts. The good news was that she was in Flynn’s bed, beside him. The bad news was she was burning up, and the noise was Flynn breathing.





She looked at the bedside clock. It read almost four in the afternoon. Good Lord, how could I have slept so long? Then she remembered the night before and that morning in the barn. Yeah, now she knew how. Pure exhaustion.


Pushing the covers back, she got out of bed and almost made it to the bathroom when a muscle spasm hit in her lower back. She moaned aloud and dropped like a stone.


“Sasha?” Flynn asked sleepily.


“Flynn!” she barely gasped out, pain radiating up her back.


He rushed to her side, picking her up and placing her back in bed.


“It’s started, sweetheart. Just concentrate on us, all right? And try to breathe through the pain. I’m right here, and I’m not leaving.” 


“I can’t breathe in here. Got to get out.” 


Flynn was one step ahead of her, already lifting her in his arms and carrying her from the room. They were both still naked, though she was really feeling too bad to care. The closer they got to the kitchen door, the worse she felt. Even more so when Charlie spotted them.


“It’s begun?” she asked.


“Yes, I’m taking her to the clearing now. You and the others can meet us there.” He didn’t bother to stop as he walked out the back door.


When Sasha felt the fresh air against her heated skin, she wanted to shout with joy. Too bad another muscle spasm turned joy to pain. She gasped at the intensity of it.


“I know, sweetheart. Just breathe. It’ll be over soon, and you can run with the Pack. Run with me,” he said fiercely as they walked behind the barn and into the woods.


The smell of the forest and Flynn combined was almost overwhelming. She could hear every rustle around her. Everything was so bright and clear. And thank God she was already naked, or otherwise clothing would have really bothered her. As it was, being skin to skin with Flynn actually soothed her in a small way. That is, until her legs cramped up and her scalp started to itch.


She whimpered, trying to hold back a scream.


“Concentrate on me, do you understand? Breathe in my scent; listen to my heartbeat. Focus.” 


Sasha knew he must be feeling some of what she was going through, so she did what he said, trying to do what she did when they went to the mall. It helped.


They made it to the clearing surrounded by large live oaks before the worst of her transformation began. Flynn gently deposited her on a thick pallet where a basin of cool water and cloths were already waiting for them. He bathed her face and body, trying to cool her down.


“Flynn, I…”


“Don’t talk. Save your strength and focus.” He spoke hoarsely, reminding her to use their bond to help.


Her body was a tingling mass of nerves, and the itch was spreading from her scalp to her chest and working its way lower. If her arms hadn’t been so cramped, she would have scratched her head. As it was, all she could do was tremble and ride the wave until it leveled off and the next one hit.


She looked at Flynn, fear beginning to settle in. “I’m scared.”


“I know, baby.” He bathed her with cool water, his face tight with shared pain and concentration. “But I’m right here, and I won’t leave your side, hear me? I won’t let you go through this alone. You can do this. You’re strong, so focus. Breathe in my scent, and use that to help you.”


As another wave of pain racked her body, Sasha could see Flynn feeling its echo in his own. His handsome face was tightened with tension, his breathing harsh. She hated that he had go through this with her, but for the first time in her life, she wasn’t alone. The circumstances weren’t exactly ideal, but he was with her, sharing everything with her. If that wasn’t enough to make her fall for the man, then nothing was.


Sasha heard the others come into the clearing but really didn’t care. She was too busy not screaming her head off when her back and legs spasmed again.


“How’s she doing, Flynn?” Angel asked.


“She’s strong. She’ll make it. She has to,” Flynn replied, wiping the sweat from her brow.


Sasha heard the utter conviction in his voice and felt his steely resolve. She knew then that he would do everything in his power to help her or die trying, which would happen if she didn’t make it. And the fact that he could feel what she was going through as well as her fear was what finally gave her the strength she needed to do no less than him. He was her Mate, her True Mate. They belonged together.


She grasped his hand in a firm grip and brought him closer. “Mine.” She gasped, trying to breathe through the pain. “You…are mine.” Tears welled up as the pain intensified.


He kissed her gently. “Yes. As you are mine.” Pain flashed across his face at the same time her stomach cramped with burning fire. “I won’t…lose you. I…love you.” He gasped, his tears mingling with hers.


“I love…you…too.” And she realized she did, the moment she saw him, and always would.


He gently kissed her again, both of them breathing harshly. As a particularly bad cramp seized her back and shoulders, she did cry out. She couldn’t help it. The wave of pain made every muscle in her body feel like one giant ache. There wasn’t an inch of skin that didn’t itch or tingle. And her insides felt like they were on fire and being melted down.





She distantly heard Flynn trying to talk. “You all…know what to…do before she fully…transforms.” He swallowed audibly, holding her hand and riding the pain with her as she cried out in agony. “She’ll need the…smell of the Pack to…help her find her way back…to us.”


“She’ll come back to us, Flynn. You’ll make sure of that,” Dillon stated.


At least she thought it was Dillon. She was in so much agony she wasn’t sure. She just wanted the pain to stop. She could actually feel her bones bending and her skin stretching. Feel hair sprouting all over her body. That was when she started to freak out a little.


“Sasha, calm…calm down!” Flynn exclaimed, touching her face and shoulders. “Focus on me…my scent. Concentrate on me.”


Sasha breathed him in, trying to focus, but it was so hard when she could feel her spine contort and her face elongate.


“Flynn!” She screamed, dimly noting that her voice had changed, and the more she screamed, the more it sounded like she was howling.


Sasha rolled onto her side, crying in agony as her body shed one form for another. Screaming and writhing in pain as her bones bent even more and her face turned into a muzzle filled with teeth. Canine teeth. Her mind registered everything that was happening to her body, from the smallest to the largest change. It was almost like she was watching the process and feeling it at the same time. But then, she noted she was getting weaker, that her heart was stammering with the strain of the transformation.


“No! Don’t do this, Sasha! Fight, damn you! Fight!” Flynn cried, holding her hand in a death grip.


She could feel herself starting to slip away, feel their bond begin to weaken. She was tired, so tired. All she wanted to do was sleep and never wake up. Let go and never feel this pain again.


“Please don’t…leave me.”


As Sasha felt herself slipping away, she also felt Flynn following her. Felt both their hearts stutter. She felt his love and knew she couldn’t let him die with her. So her only choice? Fight for them both. As she made that decision, the pain intensified. When she thought she could stand no more, a warm rush of power flooded through her, blinding her with its brilliance and filling her with new strength. When next she opened her eyes, everything around her looked brighter, clearer, even though she saw it was full dark. She could smell everything. Trees, grass, dirt, animals, and something strangely familiar. Something she knew but she couldn’t place.


“Sasha?” A gravelly voice called.


She swung her head around to see a reddish-brown wolf with Flynn’s eyes. “How do you feel?”


That’s right; the Lupus can talk in wolf form. She didn’t have a clue how, though.


“I’m not sure. I…” She stopped, not recognizing her own voice. It was lower pitched, rougher sounding. Almost like she was growling and talking at the same time. Really weird.


She blinked, clearly confused, and then tried to stand. Her legs, all four of them she realized, didn’t seem to want to work.


Flynn looked at her, tail wagging with joy. “Give it a minute, love. You’re still feeling the aftereffects of the transformation.”


Sasha looked back at Flynn, not believing her eyes. “It worked? We made it?” Finally making it to all fours. All fours! She had four legs!


Flynn licked her muzzle, rubbing his head against her neck. “Yes, love. We made it. Though it was a near thing.”


A great howling surrounded them as everyone celebrated her First Transformation and came to greet her wolf-style. A lot of rubbing and nuzzling, tail wagging and wolfish laughter.


Sasha looked at everyone in their wolf forms, bringing their scents into her nose and lungs. This was her Pack; it was also that familiar scent she smelled earlier. But one scent wasn’t like the others. She looked around to find its source, then spotted Dillon standing to the side. He was still in human form, not yet old enough for the First Transformation, a wide smile on his handsome little face. She walked over to him, sensing that something was unfinished, something important.


They were almost eye level, she noticed as she sat in front of him.


“You have returned, my Alpha,” he said, bowing low.


The minute he spoke those words, the memories of Tala fell into place in Sasha’s mind. It was like a part of her had been missing and was now returned. She also recognized an old friend in the boy in front of her. “As have you, Diona.” She bowed her head as well.


“The circle is complete. The prophecy fulfilled. But danger still hovers to threaten our Pack’s future.”





“I won’t fail, Diona. Not this time,” she promised, knowing what had to be done, yet feeling strange at the same time about what she was saying. It was almost like another person was talking through her mouth, yet it was still her. Acclimating herself to Tala’s memories was going to take getting used to.


He reached out and hugged her neck. “Of course you won’t. You will soon carry the future and the continuation of the Pack. You will be triumphant.” He pulled back, touching her head tenderly.


“Dillon?” Charlie came to their side, clearly confused. Huh, she was confused!


“Yeah, Mom?” Dillon responded, acting like there was nothing wrong.


“What the hell was that all about?” She was clearly nervous. Sasha could also smell a trace of fear. Though not for herself.


He looked at her in confusion. “Oh, sorry. I just now knew why I was supposed to be here.”


“Did I hear you say Diona?” Flynn and the others came over to them.


“Yes. Me and her are one. Just like Sasha and Tala are one,” Dillon replied.


“Say that again?” Angel demanded.


“You know, you just told all of us their story. Though Nikos is kind of one with Flynn and Roan.” He scrunched his brow in thought.


“Wait, wait.” Flynn’s ears were laid back in agitation. “What the hell is going on?” he growled, his posture saying he’d had enough mysteries for one night.


“I think he means reincarnation, right?” Robert asked, looking at Dillon.


“Uh, huh. Me and Diona, Sasha and Tala, and Nikos, Roan, and Flynn.”


“Nikos, Roan, and Flynn?” Angel had her head cocked to the side with the question.


“Yeah. Nikos’ soul got split ‘cause they’re twins. Roan was supposed to only get the Alpha part while Flynn got the True Mate part, but Roan has a True Mate, too. Only he hasn’t met her yet.” He shrugged. “So you see, Flynn and Sasha were meant to be together. Always.”


“Which also means that Neena…” Flynn began to say.


“Yes, she and Jenna are one.” Dillon frowned. “She has long been a shadow of hate trying to take your happiness. And sometimes even your lives.” He sounded much older than his twelve years. Though with an ancient seer’s soul, he was bound to mature faster than the average child.


“That’s great news.” Gabe gave a canine snort.


“I’m afraid you’ll have to kill her this time, Sasha. It’s the only way,” Dillon informed her sadly. “If she finds out you are soon to be with child, her rage will know no bounds. She must die so we can live on.”


“A child?” Roan and Flynn asked in unison, both looking at Sasha.


She was already stunned from first time she heard that, and hearing it a second time was no less shocking. Though being told she had to kill Jenna was equally shocking. All these revelations had her feeling rather light-headed. So it was a good thing she was already sitting down, blinking and shaking her head to clear it.


“Are you sure, Dillon?” Flynn came to her side and nuzzled her face in comfort.


“Of course. It’s not clear when she will conceive, but Sasha will soon be pregnant. And the child will be a girl.” He smiled, going to stand in front of Gabe. “And your True Mate.”


“What?” Gabe gasped, all the hair on his body standing on end.


“Did you think that meeting Sasha and saving her was mere coincidence? That Grandfather’s delusions weren’t real?” Dillon laughed. “No, we all have a purpose. But there is also danger.” He frowned again, looking at everyone. “This child has to be born. If she isn’t, then our species will slowly die out, and our souls won’t be reborn Lupus, running free with the Pack. They will be confined to a human shell.”


“A worse fate if ever there was one,” Robert said, shuddering with distaste.


“A True Mate.” Gabe’s voice was filled with awe. “I never even dreamed I would be lucky enough to find a Mate, much less a True Mate.”


Flynn gave Sasha one last lick, then padded over to Gabe.


“I’m honored to have your daughter as my True Mate, Flynn. She’ll want for nothing, I swear.” He stood tall and proud.


“I know you’ll take care of her. And truth to tell, I don’t think I would trust anyone else with her welfare. Or her heart,” Flynn replied, tail wagging.


“Thank you, my friend.” Gabe bowed his head in respect.





“Don’t you mean my father?” Roan asked, padding over to the two. “Gabe will be your son after the child comes of age.”


“Now that’s a trip. Flynn, my father by Mate.” Gabe laughed, tail wagging with joy.


“A baby.” Sasha was still waiting for the shock to wear off. It hadn’t.


Flynn came to her side again, his worry for her palpable. “You alright, sweetheart?”


“Not sure. I mean, here I am, a wolf. A talking wolf who just found out that I’m the reincarnation of the Lupus’ greatest female Alpha, I have to kill Jenna, and to top it all off, I’m soon to be pregnant with a daughter. Who, it just so happens, is Gabe’s True Mate.” She shook her head, feeling her ears sway with the movement. “I don’t know if I should just lose it now and run howling into the woods or wait till I change back so I can scream my head off. What do you think?” she asked him calmly. A little too calmly by the look in his ice-blue eyes.


And she actually felt calm. So calm that it was scary. Because she knew in a while, the shock would wear off, and she had no idea how she would react to all this.


“Well, I think a run would do you some good,” he told her, his voice sounding concerned.


She cocked her head to the side and looked at him. “You sure?”


“Absolutely. It’ll clear your head, and you can burn up some nervous energy. You’ll feel much better after a Pack run.”


Sasha felt strange standing on four feet. She felt like herself, but not. She felt more agile, powerful. All her senses were more accurate. She just felt free.


“Follow at your own pace. Don’t think about anything. Let your mind and spirit enjoy the moment. Enjoy being with the Pack,” Flynn instructed as they joined the others and started to run through the woods.


He was right. Running with her Pack was the most freeing and exhilarating feeling she had ever experienced. Well, next to making love with Flynn, of course.


All her primal instincts came to the fore. She could rationalize and negotiate her environment. She knew there were rabbit and deer, opossum and raccoon nearby, scurrying to avoid their detection. A myriad of green smells and damp earth, rotting leaves, and clean air filled her lungs as they ran deeper into the forest. And overall was the smell of her Pack mates around her as they ran and jumped, bumped, and nudged each other playfully. She was home, and this was her family. Her Pack. She couldn’t bear it if something were to destroy this or them. And that was when it finally sank in, the precariousness of the situation and the solution to it all.


Her.

 




 



Chapter Nine



 





 



Like Roan, she was Alpha whether she chose to be or not. And as such, she had a responsibility to the Pack, a duty, a destiny to ensure their future, one free of jeopardy. That their children had a future.


She knew what she had to do. She had to stop Jenna, stop the cycle of hate and jealously that had been following her and Flynn through lifetime after lifetime. Stop the bitterness and jealousy before it destroyed the Lupus. That meant Jenna had to die. Sasha’s unborn daughter deserved the chance to live and love, and Sasha was going to give her that chance. Killing Jenna would be a small sacrifice. One bad life for the good of all the others. She could sleep well at night with that.


But how in the world was she going to accomplish it? Knowing what had to be done and doing it were two different things. . But she had plenty of teachers and two weeks to prepare. The bad news was she was going to be fighting to the death. And she was soon to be pregnant. Could be tomorrow. A tricky deal to be sure. A plan would be good. One in her favor.


They stopped in a clearing to rest after covering several miles. She had just run probably three or four miles, and she wasn’t even winded. In fact, she felt great. Better than she had ever felt in her entire life. She was alive, so alive!


“Did the run help?” Flynn asked after they had rested a bit. He hadn’t left her side. She was more than happy to have him with her.


“Yeah, it let me get my thoughts in order.” She licked his muzzle with affection. Hmm, she wondered how Lupus did it in wolf form. Maybe later when there wasn’t such a crowd.


“Keep that up, and we’ll be going behind a tree.” He growled, returning the lick and picking up on her needs.


“All right. But I get to have my way with you later when there isn’t an audience.”


“Guaranteed, sweetheart.” Flynn gave her a wolfish grin.


They lay there for a while, content with their surroundings and each other. When it was time to go, Roan led the way back by a different route, but they still came back to the clearing, only on the opposite side. Unfortunately, they all smelled trouble before breaking through the trees. And it was the scent of blood.


Two good-looking men were talking with Dillon. One was tall with shoulder-length blond hair, and the other was a couple of inches shorter with close-cropped black hair. Both wore the same expression. Pissed off. Hmm, Sasha sensed bad news.


“Mikeal, Steven, what’s happened?” Roan asked with authority as he approached the two men.


The blond spoke first. Or rather, he growled first.


“Jenna’s escaped,” he spat out.


“How?”


“She had help,” the dark one answered with disgust.


“How?” Roan asked again, eyes beginning to glow with ice fire.


The blond explained, knowing he wouldn’t be asked again. “She called her mother, Rhonda, saying she needed a few things and could she bring them by. We didn’t object,” he began, his voice getting angrier by the second. “When Rhonda got there, me and Steven went out to give a hand. She didn’t need it.”


“That crazy bitch shot me and then started shooting at Steven. Jenna got in her mother’s car during all the gunfire.” Mikeal growled. “They took off heading who knows where. That was less than an hour ago.”


“Are you hurt badly?” Flynn quickly changed back to man form as he approached Mikeal.


Sasha watched, deciding the movies and books got it all wrong. There was nothing gross or awful about the changing process. No twisting limbs or stretching skin. It was all colorful light and vapor. Quite beautiful, actually. Of course, a nude Flynn was heart-stopping. And all hers.


“No, it was a clean shot through my right shoulder, and it’s halfway healed. Hurt like hell, though,” he remarked as Flynn examined his wound.


“Well, is he all right?” Roan was still in wolf form.


“Yeah, the muscles and ligaments are fine, and the hole is almost closed. It’ll be sore for a few days, though.” Flynn gave Mikeal final instructions. “You’ll need to eat a lot of red meat to help replace any blood loss. And don’t change until the soreness is gone. You need time to heal in this form before changing into the other. Doctor’s orders.”


“Yes, sir.”


“You got any holes in you, Steven?” Flynn asked as he came to Steven’s side.


“Nah. Can’t say the same for my Mustang, though. That crazy bitch put four holes in it and busted the front window.”


“Better the car than you.” Flynn patted his shoulder.





“Easy for you to say.” Steven was clearly pissed. “You didn’t spend two years restoring it from the ground up.”


“Point taken.” Flynn chuckled. “You two go on up to the house. It’s late, so you both can bunk there. Dillon, show ‘em where, will ya?”


“Okay. And you guys can tell me what it’s like to get shot,” Dillon said with glee.


“Fair enough, pup.” Steven chuckled, ruffling Dillon’s hair as they walked toward the house.


Mikeal was slow to follow as he turned to Roan. “I’m sorry, Roan. We should have done more.”


“ Coming here instead of chasing after Jenna was the right call,” Roan assured the man.


“Exactly. Chasing her could have been a trap,” Flynn added.


Mikeal nodded stiffly, then followed Dillon and Steven back to the house.


“Sooner or later, she’ll show up here, if she hasn’t already. She’ll want to end what she started.” Gabe looked at Sasha.





“Which is why Flynn will be taking the women back to the house while the three of us scout around the area,” Roan directed. “I want both of them found.”


“Wait, Roan.” Sasha spoke up. “Jenna wants me so she can try to kill me. And apparently her mother is willing and able to help. This is my fight. I can’t ask you to risk yourselves.”


“I know, Sasha, but it’s more than your fight now. Rhonda shooting one of my guards guaranteed that. No, this is now a Pack matter. And as Alpha of this Pack, overall safety falls to me, so it’s my risk to take. Then there’s the matter of yours and Flynn’s unborn daughter. She’s our future. I won’t jeopardize that. Do you understand?”


She let out a breath, knowing he was right. “Yeah, I get it.” Then she padded over to him and bumped his muzzle. “I’m really sorry for all this, Roan. Somehow I feel like this is entirely my fault.”


He rubbed her head with his, trying to comfort her.


Oh, but for a twist of fate, Roan could have been her True Mate. Well, that was an odd thought. Although not unfounded.


“Don’t blame yourself, my dear. This confrontation has been a long time coming and way overdue to my thinking.” He sighed, and then his eyes started to glow again. “She has brought us to this for the last time. I will end it as I should have done long ago. No mercy for those who endanger my Pack and threaten their future,” he snarled, his fur standing on end with anger and power.


Sasha could feel his power, smell his anger. His eyes were so bright with emotion that looking at them almost hurt. Then they dimmed, and he said something she had been thinking earlier. “You are my brother’s True Mate but could have been mine if not for a twist of fate. I don’t begrudge him his happiness, but before I knew that I also have a True Mate, I did envy him a bit. Still do in a way,” he admitted sheepishly.


“Roan…” Flynn began as he came to their side.


“No, brother, this must be said. My honor expects no less,” Roan replied formally. It was almost like a final confession, the way he was carrying on, Sasha thought.


Flynn nodded for him to continue. Sasha, of course, remained quiet.


“You’re a fine Lupa, Sasha, and will make a great Alpha. And I would be lying if I said I haven’t thought about how great we could be together, but it wasn’t meant to be. You and my brother belong together. And he’s very fortunate for not only having you, but soon to have a daughter as well.”


She didn’t know what to say. She had no idea he felt like this. But then, she had been so wrapped up in her own problems, trying to sort out her new life, that she missed the signs. It made her feel sad on the one hand because Roan was such a gorgeous man with so much to offer, but she was also glad he had a True Mate somewhere. He wasn’t going to be alone for long.


“It’s odd, but I feel like she’s not only your daughter, but mine as well.” Roan looked at them strangely.


“Of course she is, brother. We shared a womb, and we share a soul. How could it be otherwise?”


Roan looked at Flynn with purpose. “This has to end, Flynn. The child must be born. Our future depends on her.”


“And you’ll be there to witness her arrival. A second father to our child,” Flynn said.


Roan bowed his head with respect. “I would be honored.”


Sasha walked up to Roan and licked his muzzle with affection and thanks. “I’m going to have to search the Pack high and low for this True Mate of yours. Got to make sure she’s worthy of you. My brother deserves the best.”


“When you find her, I’m sure she will be.” He chuckled, but the humor seemed strained. “In the meantime, I want you, Angel, and Mother safe. If one of my guards can get shot, then you three are definite targets.”


“And since Rhonda has always held a special animosity for me, I think shooting me would be a bonus,” Charlie added.


“A Lupus with a gun.” Gabe shook his head in disbelief. “What are we coming to?”


“Not us, Gabe. Two Lupa’s without honor that have nothing to lose,” Angel replied.


“Two rogue Lupa’s,” Robert said sadly.


“Two armed rogue Lupas,” Roan reiterated. “And will be dealt with as such.”


“Just be careful, whatever you do,” Sasha told them.


“Don’t worry, my dear. As long as we know you three are safe, we can concentrate on the job at hand,” Roan assured.


“And wait till we’re at the house before you three change back. If Jenna and Rhonda are already here, then the three of you look enough alike in the dark that neither of them will know which is which,” Flynn advised as they made ready to leave.


“Good idea,” Roan agreed. “And keep to the shadows as well. As for us, I want you two to scout the surrounding area. If anything smells out of order, tell Flynn,” he instructed Gabe and Robert.


“Flynn? What about you?” Gabe asked.


“I’m going to Jenna’s house. Maybe something there will give me a clue as to what she and Rhonda are plotting. I also want to know which direction they’re driving. Could help to know where they’re going if they aren’t already here.”





“Just be careful, Roan. I have four children, and I want to keep it that way,” Charlie warned.


“Don’t worry, Mother. I’ll be watchful,” Roan promised, going over and licking Charlie’s muzzle.


“Hmph. It’s not you I’m worried about.”


Angel and Robert kissed goodbye, wolf-style, and told each other to be careful. Sasha told Gabe to watch out for unexpected gunshots.


“Don’t worry. I have a True Mate waiting for me now. I won’t be taking any unnecessary risks.” He gave her a wolfish grin.


Then they were all off to their appointed destinations. Roan went east through the forest; Gabe and Robert split up to cover more ground to the west, Gabe toward the stables and Robert toward the outer pastures. The rest of them went to the house, staying to the shadows like Roan advised. Flynn didn’t change back either. He led them to the back door naked. Not that he had much choice. Apparently the Lupus couldn’t change forms with their clothes on. She had absently noticed a pile back in the clearing after their run.


Nothing happened along the way, nor did they smell or see anything out of the ordinary, thank goodness. The last thing she wanted was to get shot. Like she hadn’t enough on her plate as it was.


After they all went through the back door, Flynn led them to the den. It was a nice room. Mauve carpet and matching comfy furniture. Lots of plants and books. Sasha liked it. Had a warm, lived-in feel to it.


“Go ahead and change while I run upstairs for your clothes,” Flynn told them. “I’m also going to check all the locks on the doors and windows. After that, I’ll check on Mikeal and see how his shoulder is doing.” He reached down, gave Sasha a tender rub on the ear, and then was gone.


Turning toward Charlie and Angel, Sasha noted watching them change back was just as beautiful as Flynn’s change. There were differences though. Seemed everyone had their own color patterns when changing back, almost like an aura. Flynn’s was a greenish blue, like the ocean, Charlie’s a warm red with orange flashes, and Angel’s a vibrant blue and purple. Made Sasha wonder what hers was going to look like. Then a really serious question hit her.


“Uh, ladies, problem here. How do I change back?” Charlie and Angel stood before her, naked and on two legs.


She should have been embarrassed about seeing two women naked, her Southern upbringing again, but her thoughts were more on how to get two legged again herself.


Charlie and Angel looked at her with stunned amusement. She certainly didn’t find this amusing.


“Flynn never explained how to change back?” Angel asked with a grin.


“At the time, we were too busy trying to prepare me and trying not to think about if I would die. Then it started, and anything more was forgotten.” She felt kind of strange standing on all fours in the den while Charlie and Angel weren’t.


“Well, that’s understandable. You’ve had a very busy three days.” Charlie nodded. “But don’t worry—now that you’ve undergone your First Transformation, changing back and forth will be easy. Just focus on which form you want, four or two legs, then picture that in your mind and concentrate. You’ll feel a warm glow start in your center, then spread out as everything changes. No pain, just soothing warmth. After you’ve changed, you feel great, energized. But some also feel a bit sad because being on four legs means freedom. Going back to two legs makes some feel confined in a way.” She shrugged, trying to explain.


“Okay, so I focus on my two-legged form. No pain, just warm energy.” She closed her eyes to concentrate better.


At first, nothing happened. She was picturing in her mind what she looked like with two legs but didn’t feel any kind of warmth. It sort of scared her that nothing was happening, so she made her mental self walk with those two legs. That seemed to do the trick, because a pleasant warmth started in her stomach, expanding throughout her body. She even saw a bright white glow behind her closed eyelids. Way cool, she thought.


After she opened her eyes, she noticed two things. She was taller and she was naked. It had worked. Whew!


“That was quite a light show.” Angel smiled broadly.


“Light show?” she asked, wondering where Flynn was with those clothes.


From what she had learned so far, the Lupus didn’t view casual nudity the same as humans did. Especially the same as most Southerners did. Casual nudity to a southerner is like part of the seven deadly sins. Right up there with adultery, stealing, lying, and marrying Yankees. It was just not done. Which was why she felt a bit uncomfortable standing in front of others like that? Hard to change a lifetime of values in a few days. She was trying, though.


“Yeah. I was almost blinded by it,” Angel replied.


Sasha glanced at Charlie, who had a speculative look on her face.


“What? Something wrong?” She was starting to feel like a bug under the microscope.


“Only the most powerful Alphas can glow that brightly. And you have yet to gain the position.” Then she started to laugh. “Oh, my daughter, you are so what this Pack needs right now.”





“And in more ways than one, Granny,” Angel snickered, laughing along with her mother.


“Oh my goodness, yes!” She exclaimed. “A baby! It’s been so long since I’ve held a baby in my arms.”


“I’ve been meaning to ask about that,” Sasha said, wanting to clear up a few things. “Just how long has it been since a child was born?”


She saw a great sadness pass between the two women.


“Before or after Dillon was born?” Charlie asked.


“Both.”


“Before, it had been close to eighty years since a child had been born.”


Sasha blinked in shock. Eighty years and not one child.


“And no children have been born since Dillon.” She sighed sadly. “A true miracle he was. Although considering what we just witnessed, well…”


Yes, Dillon would have to be born for Diona’s soul to be reborn. Quite confusing when one thought of all the ramifications of that. Sasha didn’t. She had more than enough to think about.


“So let me get this straight. In almost a hundred years, before and after Dillon, not one Mated couple has conceived.”


Both women nodded sadly.


“Wow.” She sat down abruptly.


“It’s the prophecy and our worst nightmares come to life,” Angel replied as both women also sat.


Nightmare was right. Having a child was the culmination of some couples’ love. Being denied that gift had to be devastating. But Sasha still needed to understand a few things. Like how is it that her being able to have children would give hope to the others. Flynn, fortunately, walked back in with their clothes just as she asked that question. He had on jeans and a t-shirt. Of course, naked was better. Later, she promised herself.


“Flynn, you could probably answer that better than us,” Charlie said as Flynn handed out their clothes.


Flynn looked Sasha up and down before she got dressed, a slow smile curving his lips. Oh yeah, later, she smiled in return. Another all-nighter. Whoohoo!


She put her clothes on before she could embarrass herself any further. Too late for Flynn, though. You really can’t hide a bulge like that.


“It’s a wonder she isn’t pregnant now.” Angel laughed. “Especially with looks like that.”


Sasha’s face flamed as she sat down again. Blushing sucks, she grumbled to herself.


“Hey, don’t be embarrassed. Robert still looks at me like that, and we’ve been together for sixty years,” Angel declared. 


Sixty years and no child. Though probably not for lack of trying, if the secret smile she was wearing was any indication. Still, it had to be hard.


Flynn came over and kissed her then nuzzled her hair and whispered in her ear as he sat down beside her. “Mmm, I’ll have you naked again. Real soon.” Though not soon enough, to her way of thinking.


His hot breath blew in her ear, and she shivered. Oh yeah, soon, he thought as he gathered her into his arms.


“Sorry I wasn’t here to help with your changing back. But I see you made it through just fine.”


“Charlie and Angel helped.” She snuggled deeper into his embrace.


“We only pointed you in the right direction. The rest was all you,” Charlie replied.


“That’s right. You can’t make yourself glow that brightly. Only a true Alpha with power can do that. “.


“She has the Alpha glow?” Flynn asked.


“Bright enough to light up a city block.”


Flynn hugged her again. “That’s great, sweetheart.”





She shrugged, not really feeling like it was a big deal. Hell, to tell the truth, she didn’t feel that much different at all. Well, inside anyway. Mentally, hmm, time would tell.


“So, you want to know why you getting pregnant will give hope to the others. A valid and simple question. The explanation won’t be,” Flynn warned.


“That’s okay. Most of what I’ve experienced these last few days defies most explanations anyway.” Sasha chuckled.


“True.” He laughed softly. “All right, to start with, the Pack needs an Alpha male and female, just like our animal cousins. Though with us, all our couples breed, not just the Alpha pair, and of course, the two Alphas don’t always have to be Mated either. It happens more often than not. It’s really pretty rare for us to have an Alpha couple.” He shrugged. “And there is the difference in that if the Alpha female can’t breed, then neither can anyone else. It all comes down to power and fertility. The Alpha female’s power and fertility. The more powerful and fertile the female, the more children she and the other couples can have. But the two have to be in sync. If not, well, you know that part.”


“So I’ve basically brought new blood into the Pack.” 






“You are going to be our female Alpha,” Angel began. “And as such, the rest of us get a, I guess you could say, a symbiotic experience from you. Your power, energy, fertility, all that makes you Alpha, reflects to us.”


“Okay, I think I understand.” The wheels were finally turning. “Because Charlie couldn’t have children anymore, the Pack couldn’t either.”


“That’s part of it.” Flynn nodded. “You see, Mother was a strong Alpha in her day, stronger than most. This is how she achieved the position. But her synchronization of power and fertility began to wane after Roan and I were born.”


“That’s why you said Dillon was a miracle. You didn’t think you’d be able to have any more children,” Sasha deduced.


“Yes,” Charlie said sadly. “It’s also why I stepped down. Then after my Mate was killed, well, I just didn’t have the heart for it. Then there was Dillon. He needed me more than the Pack.”


“So Jenna took the position, knowing that, or better yet, hoping she would be the one to fix everything. Only she was wrong again, and there haven’t been any children in all this time.”


“Correct.” Charlie nodded.


“Well, no pressure on me, huh?” Sasha snorted, reeling a bit at what was before her.


“Ah sweetheart, it’s not like that, I promise you.” Flynn hugged her close and kissed the top of her head. “All you have to do is be you—nothing more and nothing less.”


“You will have to meet the other Pack members, of course. But being Flynn’s True Mate, you’d have to meet them anyway,” Angel said with a shrug.


“It all still feels a bit overwhelming. Like I’m on this big rollercoaster ride that won’t stop, and I can’t get off without hurting myself,” Sasha whispered, staring into space.


It was true. From the moment she awoke from the coma, events had been hurtling out of her control. She could barely cope and get her bearings. She wasn’t going to break down and turn into a babbling idiot. Not her style. But she did need some time to deal with everything. Hell, even Wonder Woman needed her downtime.


“You’re not alone in this, Sasha. We’re all here to help,” Charlie told her with sincerity.


“I can only imagine how you must feel, but Mom’s right. All of us will help. That’s what family is for.” Angel winked at Sasha.


“And as your True Mate, I’ll be glad to help with any problem that might arise.” Flynn growled softly in her ear.


“Flynn! Your mom and sister are here!” She slapped at him playfully, surprised he would say something like that in front of them. Alone was a lot different.


“I think that’s our cue, Mom.” Angel laughed as she and Charlie rose from the couch.


Sasha blushed crimson. Ugh!


Charlie gave a knowing laugh as well; then the two left, saying their good-nights.


“Jeez,” she breathed after they were gone, totally embarrassed. “What your mom and sister must think.”


“Probably the same thing we’re thinking. That we want each other.” He smiled as he kissed her, their tongues dueling briefly.


She blushed a little after their steamy kiss.


“Don’t be embarrassed, sweetheart. The Lupus are very open about sex and mating.”


“I see that there’s a lot you don’t know about Southern women. What we say and do behind closed doors is considerably different in public and with family members.”


“Point taken.” Flynn nodded in understanding. “And until you get used to our ways, I’ll have Mother and Angel tone it down a bit.”


“Thanks.” Sasha suspected her idea of toned down and his were not the same.


Flynn laughed again. “They’re just happy. For me, for you, for the Pack. Especially Mother. It’s been a while since I’ve seen her truly happy.” His light eyes looked a little sad.


“Losing your father must have been quite a blow for her.”


Flynn nodded. “If it wasn’t for the fact that Dillon needed her, I’m afraid we might have lost her too.”


“Mmm.” Life had been hard for her family after her dad had died, but Charlie had to have suffered more for her loss. “You think she’ll ever find love again? Maybe even another Mate?”


“No.” He smiled sadly. “Even though they weren’t True Mates, they loved each other deeply. But there has been the occasional interested party these past few years.”





“That doesn’t bother you?”


“No. Mother is still a beautiful and vibrant woman. It wouldn’t upset me if she took a lover. Might help her to heal.”





“Wow. That is very open,” she said with surprise. “I can’t even think about my mom and sex.” She shuddered with distaste. “That would be too gross.”


Flynn chuckled. “Like I said, you’ll get used to our ways. In the meantime, how are you feeling?” He looked her over with desire in his glacier eyes.


“Hmm, I take it the doctor is in,” she purred, arousal hitting her hard. Not that it had really ever left her. Just thinking about Flynn made her wet and needy.


“Not yet, but he will be.” He growled, nuzzling her neck as he lowered her to the cushions.


“Well, doctor, I do have this ache.” She wrapped her arms around him.


“Tell Doctor Flynn where it is, and he’ll kiss it better.” He kissed her neck down to her chest.


“Remind me not to come to you with any aches,” Roan commented drily from the door.


Sasha yelped with fright. Flynn, the big lug, just laughed as she tried to get up.


“Don’t worry, only Sasha gets that special treatment.”


“That’s a relief.” Roan chuckled as he came into the room and sat down across from them.


He was dressed, thank goodness. Sasha, of course, was mortified. Her whole body felt like it was going up in flames. And even with her new senses, she had no idea Roan was back. She had been distracted, but still, she needed to keep alert. There were two loopy Lupas wanting blood. Hers.


“How long have you been back?” “Not long. Maybe ten, fifteen minutes.”


Time enough to put on some clothes and come to them.


“You find anything?” Flynn asked as he settled Sasha closer.


“Nothing about what they’re plotting. But I did find some clues about which direction they went.”


“Straight here.” Sasha sighed, knowing they would show up sooner or later.


“Yes. Though exactly where is a mystery.”


“Damn!” Flynn growled.


“I found their car, abandoned, over in the far pasture, but the trail went cold after only a few miles.”


“They on two or four feet?” Flynn asked.


“Both from what I could tell. But for how long is another mystery. They covered their tracks and scent pretty well. Even from me.” Roan sighed in disgust. “I covered almost every inch of ground, but found nothing.”


“So we wait for them to make the first move.” Sasha really didn’t like that plan.


“Don’t worry, sweetheart. Jenna has never been known for her patience.” Flynn snorted with derision.


“Or her intelligence,” Roan added. “Which is to our advantage.”


“And how is that?” She asked.


“She doesn’t know you’ve gone through the First Transformation,” he answered with a sly smile.


“You’re stronger now. You have better reflexes. Your instincts are sharper. All in all, a very formidable Alpha.”


“Problem. I don’t have a clue as to how to fight. I can defend myself, when it comes down to it, but not her kind of fighting,” she pointed out.


“You won’t have to.”


“What’s the plan?” Flynn asked, apparently knowing Roan would have come up with something before coming to them.


“Sasha will be our bait,” Roan replied with a calculating grin.





“ Not liking the plan.” Sasha shook her head.


“It’s the only way to get Jenna out in the open so we can deal with her,” Roan explained.


“Don’t forget her gun-toting mother. Rhonda might decide she needs practice and use me for a target.”


“I’ve already thought about that,” Roan assured her. “Once Jenna is in the open, Rhonda won’t be far behind. When she tries to help Jenna, and we know she will, then Gabe and Robert will take her out.”


“No offense, Roan, but I think trying to plan anything with Jenna in mind is a bit of a lost cause. Just look at our track record, past and present.” She didn’t want to shoot down his plan, but luck was not on their side.


“I’m aware this plan isn’t exactly the best, but it’s all we have to work with right now.” He rubbed his face tiredly with both hands. “Jenna and Rhonda are a rogue element the Pack hasn’t had to deal with in a long time. Their behavior isn’t based on age like some of our elder Pack members, but on greed and jealously. It’s a problem that is virtually nonexistent in our culture.”


“I’m sorry, Roan, with all you have to deal with. This must be the hardest, knowing two members of your Pack must be eliminated.” 


“It’s never easy to lose a Pack member, under any circumstances, but the greater good of the Pack and our continuation come first. Anyone who jeopardizes that will be dealt with accordingly. As for Jenna, her end has been a long time coming. The Pack will be better off without her continued interference. Rhonda is a question at this point. Though to be honest, I think it best she follow her daughter on the way out.”


“I agree.” Flynn nodded in agreement. “She’s bound to cause more problems after Jenna is gone.”


Sitting around discussing and planning someone’s demise seemed strange. Sasha knew it was for the good of the Pack, her unborn daughter especially, but it still felt weird.


“All right, so how do you want to do this?” Flynn asked.


“Keep Sasha in plain sight, but well guarded. I don’t want any surprises,” Roan began to explain. “When both women make their move, we strike.”


“There are reinforcements on the way, correct?”


Roan nodded. “I’ve alerted the rest of my personal guard and informed several of our high ranking Pack families. They were set to come here anyway to meet Sasha at the end of the week. That time frame has been pushed forward because of Jenna. Those who can’t make it sooner are sending their best and strongest.”


“Wow, that’s a lot of Lupus for only two Lupa.” Sasha whistled in astonishment.


“They will only be here to meet you and help Flynn protect you. Not to interfere. And all are witnesses to Jenna and Rhonda’s crimes,” Roan explained.


So all these Lupus are coming here for a meet and greet and to help with protection. But what if some were female? It had to be known by now that Jenna was no longer Alpha. Some of the stronger females would undoubtedly have that position in the back of their minds when they got there, regardless if Jenna was caught. “About being Alpha. Don’t you have to prove to the Pack that you’re strong enough to get the position and keep it?”


“Yes,” Flynn answered, clearly not understanding.


“What is it you’re asking, Sasha?” Roan seemed to take pity on her.


“You’ve stripped Jenna of the Alpha position, which means there are going to be a few that will want their chance at it. Which means those who don’t know about me, about all that’s been going on, will want to fight the one you have appointed. Namely me.”


“Taking the Alpha position isn’t just about strength and the ability to fight, though that does help. It’s mostly about instinct and power. When I took over after my father died, there were several Lupus who wanted the Alpha position. But do you know how many challenged me?”


“How many?” 


“Just one.” He held up his index finger.


“One?” 


“After meeting Roan and sensing his power, most of the challengers conceded. They knew trying to defeat Roan would be a waste of time. And the one who did go through with the challenge, Mikeal by the way, lost easier than he ever imagined.” Flynn smiled.


She gasped. “Mikeal? The blond I saw tonight?”


“The same.” 


“Mikeal is a very powerful Lupus in his own right. He just wasn’t powerful enough to defeat Roan. Or me.”


“You! Good Lord, why?”


“The Beta position,” Flynn answered. “He thought that if he couldn’t be Alpha, second in command would be good enough.”


“He miscalculated, of course.” Roan chuckled. “Being Alpha, I wear my power like a cloak. It’s there for all to see. Flynn is more subtle with his power. You don’t know he has it until it’s too late.”


She looked at Flynn, seeing him in a new light. Hmm, sexy, strong, and powerful. Momma always did say to watch out for the quiet ones. Now she saw why, she thought, as he bowed his head slightly in acknowledgment of her understanding. She bowed back, then looked at Roan.





“So Mikeal lost and is now one of your guards.”


“Head guard, actually. Because of his power and skills, I put him in charge. A decision neither of us has regretted.”


“Hmm, so because I have all this power and instinct, the others will sense it and not even bother to challenge me.”


“Correct.” Roan nodded.


She snorted in disbelief. “No offense, Roan, but I get the feeling that once the other Lupas get a look at me, they’ll be standing in line to try to kick my butt.”


Roan and Flynn looked at each other, and she could tell that a silent message was being sent between the two. One of those twin things, no doubt. Then Flynn smiled mysteriously and nodded.


“Sasha, I want you to go over to that bookcase and pick it up,” Roan said.


“Beg pardon?” She blinked at his ludicrous request.


“Go over to the bookcase and pick it up.” He spoke slowly as if she didn’t understand.


She looked at Flynn, seeking help. There was none. The traitor.


“Go ahead, sweetheart. Roan is trying to prove a point.” Flynn smiled as he waved her off.


She stood up. “Like what? That I can throw my back out and give myself a hernia at the same time?”


They both laughed at that. “No. You’ll get my point after you pick up the bookcase.”


Some people had to be shown for them to believe. Sasha was one of those people. She just hoped she didn’t bust something doing it.


“All right.”


They had to be out of their minds. There was no way she was going to pick up that bookcase. For one, it was nothing like the ones she had in her apartment. Those were Wal-Mart specials. This one was solid oak with eight shelves. And all the shelves were filled with books. Hardbacks. Ouch!


She looked back over at Flynn and Roan, both wearing secret smiles. She just shook her head but grabbed the front of the case with one hand and the back with the other.


“Okay, here goes.” She got a good grip with both hands, bent at the knees, and lifted.


The bookcase came a foot off the floor with barely a strained muscle. In fact, it hardly felt heavy at all. Wow! Move over, Xena.


She put the case back down, though a bit wobbly. When she turned around to face Flynn and Roan, they were grinning in a cat-got-the-canary kind of way.


“Do you understand now?” Roan asked. “You have strength and power, an Alpha asset in more ways than one.”





She went to sit next to Flynn again. “Yeah, I understand now. I guess I didn’t think I would be strong enough, able enough, to be what you define as Alpha.”


“Oh, sweetheart, a true Alpha is more than just power and strength, though that is part of it. True Alphas know when to use their abilities and when not to,” Flynn explained.


“Also, a true Alpha doesn’t flaunt her abilities. We don’t have to. It’s part of our nature, of who we are,” Roan added.


“So, because I’m a true Alpha, the other Lupa will sense my power and not bother to challenge me.” She repeated the theory, though she still had a niggling of doubt.


“Correct.” Roan nodded.


“Don’t worry, sweetheart. Once you meet the other Lupa, instinct will kick in, and you’ll fully understand the extent of being Alpha,” Flynn assured her even though he could probably sense she still had misgivings.


Roan stood up then and stretched. “Well, I have to make a few more calls, and then I’m off to bed. I’ll see you two in the morning. Good night.”


“Good night,” Flynn and Sasha said at the same time.


Finally they were alone again. Hmm, now what to do? Oh, I know, have my way with Flynn, she thought. So she pounced on him, knocking him back against the cushions.


“About that ache, doctor, I still have it.” She kissed his neck as she raised both his arms above his head. “In fact, it’s stronger now than it was before.” And it was. Talking with Roan and knowing how strong she was had made her hunger for Flynn near unbearable.


“Well, as your personal physician”—he growled as she licked behind his ear—”it’s my pleasure to see to your every need.”


She stood up, grabbing one of his hands and pulling. “Good. Let’s go to the bedroom before anyone else interrupts, so I can have my way with you.”


“Excellent plan.” He laughed, and they raced to his room as quietly as they could.


Once there, Flynn locked the door behind them. He didn’t bother turning on lights. Lupus had excellent night vision. Sasha could see clearly with what little light filtered into the room from the windows. And what she saw was breathtaking. Flynn was such a gorgeous man, inside and out. And he was all hers.


“I’m not sure I should rejoice about that smile you have or be wary.” He chuckled, the erection in his pants belying his words.


“Be both, because I have big plans concerning this delicious body of yours.” She slowly walked toward him and began taking his clothes off. His t-shirt went first.


“Delicious, huh?” He groaned as she ran her hands over his naked chest, then licked a nipple.


“Mmm-hmm. And I’m hungry.” Her hands made their way to his waistband.


“Then by all means, feast,” he replied, arms akimbo, eyes glowing blue, like the heart of a flame, with need.


He knew what she wanted and was more than willing to let her take it.


She looked up into his burning eyes. “Thank you.”


“For what?”


“For letting me be, well, me.”


He laughed softly, taking her face in his warm hands. “Darlin’, you’re an Alpha, and Alphas have a drive to be dominant. And even though I’m second to Roan, I too have a dominant side. But it doesn’t matter which of us starts this, just as long as we finish together.” Then he kissed her softly and took his hands away, raising them like before. “Now, where were you?”


She smiled at his enthusiastic response, feeling such love for this man that she could hardly contain herself. So she showed him instead, sliding her hands down his chest and stomach and into his jeans, wrapping them around his hard cock.


“Right here,” she said and squeezed.


“God, yes.” He threw back his head.


She kept up a steady rhythm with her hands, but his jeans were too confining for what she really wanted to do. So she got rid of them, then went back to what she was doing. Touching, foundling, stroking. She wanted to take her time with his body, learn it, feel it, and explore it to her heart’s content. After all, they had time.


He was so warm and hard in her hands, so soft. Sasha could feel the veins throbbing and pulsing as she gently squeezed him. Mmm, to feel that throb and pulse on her tongue. She kissed his neck and worked her way down until she was on her knees, Flynn’s hard cock at eye level. She flicked her tongue out to lick the tip of him and heard him gasp. That made her smile because she knew he was going to like this. Then without warning, she took all of him into her mouth.


“Sasha!” She felt his legs shaking.


She suckled him hard, rolling her tongue around, and felt the tip of him hit the back of her throat as he started to slowly thrust into her mouth. Her tongue laved and licked all of him, tasting the tiny drops of precum as he became more and more aroused. She could actually feel the veins in his cock throb to the beat of his heart with her tongue and lips. Even his sac throbbed in her hand as she rolled it around with her fingers.





“More?” she asked, giving them a breather but still stroking him.


“Any…” He swallowed audibly. “Any more, and the night might end all too soon.” He ran shaking fingers through her hair.


“Well, now, we wouldn’t want that. I’m not done yet.” She gave his cock one last lick and got up. “Go lie on the bed. I’m wearing too many clothes and need to get rid of them.”


He gathered her close, nuzzling her neck, then kissed her senseless, their tongues dueling.


“Mmm, I said I’d get you naked again.” He smiled as he broke the kiss.


She breathed deeply, getting her senses back. “You’re going to get a lot more than just me naked.” She told him, running her hands over his chest, pinching a nipple. His cock responded by bumping her in the stomach.


“I’m counting on it, darlin’.” He growled, giving her one last kiss before he went to lie on the bed.


He crawled to the center and lay on his back, eyes glowing brighter, his hard cock jutting up like a mast.


She stood there for a minute letting her eyes feast on Flynn’s nude body. Scanned every plane and peak from his head to his toes, finally resting on the object of her delight. A cock gone even harder with her perusal.


“Like what you see?” he asked huskily, running his fingers up and down his cock.


“Oh yes.”


It was the most erotic thing she had ever seen. Watching Flynn stroke himself. And she knew her eyes were glowing. Hell, her entire body was probably glowing. Her panties were so wet, they were soaking through to her jeans.


Time to get naked and take what she wanted. Flynn.


She started with her top, slowly unbuttoning it one button at a time, letting it fall to the floor. She reached around and undid the fasteners of her bra, letting the straps fall naturally. She didn’t take it off immediately, but cupped her breasts and squeezed them, her head falling back with pleasure. She heard Flynn groan from the bed. She looked back at him, letting the bra fall to the floor with her top. She cupped her breasts again, feeling their weight, now swollen with arousal, the nipples sensitive, so she pinched them, sending a jolt of need straight to her core. Her pants had to come off now; they were too tight next to her nether lips. But like her top, she went slow, drawing it out, building the anticipation for them both. From the carnal look on Flynn’s face and the impressive erection he was sporting, she’d say her striptease was a winner.


Following her breastbone down to her pants, she slowly undid the button and zipper, reaching a hand inside to give herself a little rub. She was so wet that when she pulled her hand out, her fingers had drops of juice clinging to them. The musky smell of her arousal was strong as she rubbed the wetness with her fingers. Her glowing eyes never left Flynn’s through all this, who was, at this time, now sitting up with a look that bordered on pain.


“That looks agonizing.” She grinned, looking at his cock as she slowly shimmied out of her jeans and panties.


“You have no idea.”


“Do you want me to kiss it and make it better?” She moved toward him, all the time touching herself.


“Sweetheart, you can do anything you want,” he replied, grabbing her about the waist when she reached him. “Just as long as I get to return the favor.”


“Absolutely.” She moaned as he started suckling on her nipple. “Turnabout is fair play, after all.”


“Indeed.” He chuckled, letting her nipple go with a pop.


“Now.” She pushed him back on the bed. “Show me where it hurts.”


He grabbed his cock. “Right here.”


“Hmm, that’s some swelling you have there.” She climbed on the bed beside him. “I’ll need to give it a closer examination.”


She wrapped her fingers around the swollen length of him, squeezing lightly as she moved her hand up and down. Then she bent over and flicked her tongue on the tip of him.


“Ahh,” he moaned, arching his back.


Seeing him like that nearly snapped what little control she had left. “I’m going to have to relieve some of this pressure.” She straddled him, her opening directly over his cock.


“Relief sounds good.” He nodded vigorously.


“But first, you need a thorough exam.”


He groaned at that. “Any more examining, and I’ll explode.”


She lay fully on top of him, kissing and licking all the skin she could reach. Flynn’s hips moved up, running his cock through her folds, soaking them both.


“Mmm, so good.” She leaned down and kissed him.





Flynn grabbed her about the waist as their tongues danced and dueled. His hips kept pumping and moving his swollen shaft through her drenched folds, creating a wondrous friction against her clit. But she wanted more. She wanted Flynn inside her, filling, stretching her.


Breaking the kiss, she took Flynn’s hands and placed them over his head. She didn’t hold them there; he knew what she wanted.. She slowly moved her hands down his torso, gently raking her nails here and there, pinching a nipple and licking it. When she reached down to grab his cock, she sat up a little and rubbed it through her folds one last time, pausing it at her opening. Sitting down just enough to get the head in, she moved her hand away. Flynn groaned at this but otherwise remained still. A fine sheen of sweat broke out on his body, and he trembled slightly, trying to keep in control and let her take the lead. His face showed that tight rein he had on his control. For some odd reason, that made her want to be more dominant, to push him to the absolute end of his control. So she moved down his shaft slowly, dragging out the sensations. When she finally had all of him in her, they moaned in unison, but she didn’t move any further.


“I can feel your heartbeat throbbing inside me.” Her voice was husky as she kissed his chest, still not moving up or down.


“Sasha, please,” he moaned, hands clasped tightly above his head, tendons in his neck standing out as he arched his head back.


She smiled, suckling on a nipple and moving up his shaft a bit, then down. She repeated this process, slowly moving up farther each time. By the time she reached the head and stopped, they were both panting. But she didn’t move down again. Instead she rotated her hips in a circle with the tip of him still inside her.


Flynn growled with need, his body now shaking with it. She trembled as well, trying to keep it together enough to do what she wanted. But her body had other ideas. It was crying out with unfulfilled need. No longer concerned with domination, Sasha felt every cell in her body vibrate with the need to finish this and bring them both to satisfying completion.


She guessed it was true that the dominator could become the dominated.


Without waiting for Flynn to catch his breath, she slammed down on him and started pumping her hips frantically.


“Flynn, please touch me,” she begged, now out of control.


That was all the encouragement he needed. With a growl, he rose, grabbed her about the waist, and switched their positions. He never came out of her. And once he had her on her back, his hips, hands, and lips didn’t stop either. She had pushed him over the edge, and she was reaping the benefits. But it was what she wanted. To have the best of both worlds. To dominate and be dominated. To be Alpha and subordinate. Oh yes, this was what she wanted.



 



***



 


 

Flynn was in a red haze of sexual need bordering on feral. His need to have her, to take her, and make her come was the only thing that he wanted right then. And he would accomplish that goal if it took him all night.


She wrapped her legs around his middle, a signal that she wanted him to go deeper. He did. And at a pace that left them both nearly breathless. He came out just enough to slam back into her. The sound of his body slapping against hers, his growling, grunting, and finally taking a nipple into his warm mouth, was what sent her screaming into orgasm. She raked her nails down his back as she took her pleasure.


“Ahhh!” Flynn roared, following her as he held her hips for his final thrusts.


They were both breathing hard and sweating as the final vibrations subsided. Flynn lay gently on her, resting his head next to hers on the pillow. His body was still jerking a bit.


“Jesus.” He breathed, then rose up to look at her. “Are you all right?” He brushed her sweat-drenched hair back.


“I am now.”


“I didn’t mean to get so carried away. I didn’t hurt you, did I?”


He pulled out to look her over. She protested a bit at that. It did feel better when he was inside her.


“I’m all right Flynn. In fact, I feel great.” She sighed, stretching like a well-fed cat. 


His eyes followed her movements, then zeroed in on her hips. She had bright red marks the exact shape and size of his fingers.


“Jeez, I’m sorry, sweetheart. I’ve never been that out of control before.” He raked both hands through his hair. “Ever.”


“Flynn, you have no reason to apologize.”


“But I do!” he exclaimed. “I…” He dropped his head back and exhaled loudly.


“What’s wrong?” Her look was filled with concern.


“I really don’t know how to tell you.” And he wasn’t sure he should. With all she had learned tonight, he didn’t want to add more. But this couldn’t be helped.


That seemed to catch her by surprise. There really wasn’t much that Flynn, or even the others, couldn’t and didn’t tell her. But this, well, it wasn’t easy no matter how open he had been with everything else.


“Okay. Is it good or bad in nature?”


“Well, it isn’t good,” he hedged.


“All right, then just tell me and let me be the judge.”


He drew a deep breath. “Sometimes, the males of our race can turn feral during the mating act.”


She blinked, her expression saying she wasn’t sure what that meant. “Explain, please?”


“Turning feral is when the animal side takes over, driving all rational thought out and operating on pure instinct.” This was how he felt only a moment ago.


“Okay, now what does that have to do with us?”


He paused with indecision. To tell or not to tell. Tell. He owed her that much as his True Mate. “Some Lupus have been known to seriously injure their Mates while like that. Others have done even worse.” He hung his head.





“What do you mean worse?”


“Some have actually killed their Mates, experiencing a mating frenzy.”


“A mating frenzy?” she repeated.


“It’s not something that’s openly discussed. In fact, it’s one of the few parts of our nature that we find shameful and abhorrent.”


“I can see why.” She nodded with wide eyes.


“There’s not much in this world I fear, but just the idea of turning feral while making love to you makes my blood run cold.” He gathered her close, praying fervently that it never happened, no matter how crazed with lust she made him.


“You could never hurt me, Flynn,” she told him with firm belief.


“But…” he started to say.


“No, listen to me.” She made him look her in the eyes. “I pushed you over the edge tonight. I gloried in it, and yes, you were rough, but that’s all.”


“I marked you.”


“And I marked you, so we’re even.” She pointed to his back and neck.


In surprise, he reached around and felt the small scratches, then felt the bite mark on his neck. He could even feel a little wetness from a couple of the scratches and knew the bite mark would leave a dark bruise. It was a bit of a thrill to know his True Mate could give as well as she got.


“So you see, even after being pushed past your limit, you didn’t turn feral.” She smiled playfully. “Just carried away.”


“You just keep surprising me.” He grinned, shaking his head ruefully.


“Wouldn’t want to bore you.”


He gathered her close and hugged her tight. “Never that, love, never that.”


She returned the hug, letting out a deep sigh as they sat there enjoying each other.


“Well, I don’t know about you, but I could use a shower.” Sasha threw back the covers.


“And after that workout you just put me through, I could use some food.”


“Food sounds great.”


“Good.” He headed for the door. “I’ll gather our supplies, and you go shower.”


“Uh, Flynn.” She stopped him before he got out the door.


“Yes?”


“You going to the kitchen like that?”


He laughed. “Don’t worry, everyone is asleep. Besides, it won’t be the first time I’ve raided the kitchen in the buff.” He winked and left.



 



***



 



She shook her head. The Lupus and their casual nudity. 


Bounding out of bed, she went to bathroom and started the water. When she saw steam rising from the stall, she adjusted the temp and stepped in.


“Ah, that feels great,” she sighed.


After her transformation and a bout of marathon sex, she really needed this, though she didn’t feel tired or drained. In fact, she felt rather energized. Like she had just woken up from a long restful sleep.


Maybe she should talk to Flynn about that. He wasn’t the Pack’s main doctor for nothing. After all she had been through that day, she should be dead on her feet. But then again, her energy level could be the byproduct of her transformation. There was an eight-hundred-year-old Lupus virus floating around in her veins.


That settled, she relaxed farther under the hot spray, letting her mind and body be soothed by the cascading water. It felt great to be by herself for a few minutes. What with all that’d been happening to her for the past several days, she needed this alone time. And Lord knew she’d had none since all this began. But now that she was able to think without an audience, her new life seemed more natural to her than her old one. Like she belonged here and always had. She didn’t think she could go back to her old life, not that she would want to. But truth be told, for as long as she could remember, she’d never fit in anywhere. Even in her own family. It was like she was disconnected somehow from everything and everyone around her. And now she felt like everything fit. Like she was home.


But Jenna was still out there, plotting and planning. She was the only problem. The one fly in the ointment of her new life. And contrary to what Roan thought, it would eventually come down to the two of them. She felt as certain of it as knowing the sun would rise and set. She just wished she knew when and what the outcome would be.


Finishing her wash, she rinsed off and then cut the water. She heard the bathroom door open as she was about to step out the shower stall.


“Back with the food so soon?” she asked, opening the glass door and stepping out.


Unfortunately the scent of the person in the room was all wrong.


“I didn’t bring food. But I did bring this,” said the strange woman with a very large handgun pointed directly at Sasha’s head.

 




 



Chapter Ten



 





 



Flynn couldn’t believe he would ever be this happy, he thought as he quietly made his way to the kitchen. Nor could he believe he had finally found his True Mate. But he had, and she was real. All those lonely years of wanting someone to share his life with were over. And Sasha was perfect for him with her easy acceptance and quick wit, her humor and boundless love. She was everything he had ever wanted in a Mate and more. Then there was her delectable body. He smiled as he opened the fridge. His cock got hard as he thought about the ways he wanted to worship all those curves. And worship he would. He would bring her to screaming completion and then start all over again.


With a plan for the rest of the night in mind and a huge grin on his face, Flynn got out meat, cheese, and a few other things for an impromptu picnic. But it was as he was going to the breadbox that he smelled something odd. Or rather someone.


“Rhonda.” He growled, going to the back door to find it slightly ajar.


Her scent was strong. And there was something else as well. Gun oil.


Flynn looked up at the ceiling, one thought in mind. “Sasha.”


He raced through the house but stopped at the foot of the stairs. Barging in on Rhonda would be dangerous. She had a gun and wasn’t afraid to use it. If he spooked her, then Sasha was sure to get shot. Then there was Jenna. She was certain to be lurking around somewhere. No, he needed backup if he was to save his Mate. And he needed to go about it quietly and quickly. The element of surprise was the only weapon he had at his disposal, and he needed to use it wisely.


With that thought in mind, Flynn crept to Roan’s room, knowing between the two of them, they could save Sasha and eliminate any who threatened her.



 



***



 



The woman was taller than Sasha, slender, with ash blond hair and the coldest blue eyes Sasha had ever seen. Jenna bore a striking resemblance. These two looked more like sisters than mother and daughter. Oh, and of course the woman had to be naked. Must have changed before arriving here, Sasha thought. Though how she managed that feat was a question Sasha was going to get an answer to.


“Rhonda, is it?” Sasha already knew who she was but wanted to appear ignorant. Wouldn’t do to tip her hand this early in the game.


“You know my name?” she asked suspiciously.


“Jenna looks a lot like you.” Sasha shrugged casually.


Oddly, she didn’t fear this woman. Even though Rhonda had an impressive weapon aimed at her, she wasn’t scared at all. She was worried about Flynn, though. If Rhonda was here, then where was Flynn? And where was Jenna?


“Lupus genetics at its best.” Rhonda snickered. “Though with the smell of sex on the air, I’d say you know all about that. At least the basics.” She laughed at her own joke.


“What do you want, Rhonda?”


That brought her up short. Sasha guessed that Rhonda didn’t think she would want her to get to the point so quickly. Hmm, that could work to her advantage. Keep Rhonda off guard enough to get close and relieve her of that gun. Tricky at best, but the only plan Sasha had.


Rhonda recovered and looked hard at Sasha. “What do I want? Why, you and this entire family dead so my Jenna can rule the Pack like she was always meant to.”


Yep, she was nuts.


“Jenna, rule?” Sasha snorted. “Do you honestly think after all she has done, and you for that matter, the entire Pack will let you both live, let alone allow Jenna to rule?” She laughed outright at that. “I think not.”


Rhonda’s blue eyes started to glow. Sasha could feel the anger and resentment there. She was powerful—Sasha would give her that—but she wasn’t an Alpha. Sasha was, and there was absolutely no way she was going to let this crazed bitch hurt her family.


“All of this wouldn’t have been necessary if you hadn’t come along,” Rhonda spat. “Jenna just needed more time with Flynn, more time to win him over. Then they would have been Mated, and my Jenna would be second in command.”


Crazy and delusional, what a combo.


She cocked the gun and pointed it at Sasha’s head. “But you ruined everything, and now all of you have to die.” She gave an evil grin. “Only you will be the first to go. Flynn, of course, will go slowly after you. That’s what happens, you know, when a True Mate dies. The other feels their Mate slipping away, can even feel it when their heart stops. But he won’t follow you immediately, oh no. Once you’re dead and the bond is broken, he’ll be crazed at first, out of his head with grief. His system will shut down, one organ at a time, until his heart stops beating.”


Sasha wanted to throw up. It also made her mad. Totally pissed that this lunatic could delight in their demise.


“But don’t worry about the others. We’ll make sure they go quickly. A couple of shots to the base of the head to sever the spine should do the trick.” She spoke casually, like it was not a problem.


That was what finally made Sasha snap. Her blood was already boiling about Flynn, but hearing Rhonda talk so casually about killing her new family in cold blood pushed her over the edge.


“Do anything to harm me or mine, and I’ll make you sorry to be alive.” Sasha growled.


She could feel power flooding her system, anger and the need to protect her family from this threat fueling it. She could see her eyes in the far mirror glowing so brightly with blue-green flames that the room was lit up. She could also see the first sign of fear and a dawning realization come into Rhonda’s eyes.


The gun wavered in her hand, almost like she was shaking but tried to control it. “But you… you couldn’t have…” she stammered.


Sasha slowly walked toward Rhonda, her power surrounding her like a shield. “I could and have.”


When Sasha reached her, Rhonda was shaking so badly from shock she could hardly keep hold of the gun. Surprise was a wonderful tool when used at the right time.


“How?” She whispered with fear. “You weren’t supposed to survive the First Transformation.”


Sasha took the gun easily out of her hand. “I have a lot to live for. I’m also an Alpha. I’m told that makes a great difference.”


Rhonda gasped in disbelief, shaking her head. “No, no, you can’t be. Jenna is Alpha. She’s…”


Sasha never let her finish, just tossed the gun in the nearby sink, then grabbed Rhonda around the throat and slammed her into the nearest wall. Just like Sasha did to the woman’s daughter.


“I am Alpha of this Pack, make no mistake,” Sasha snarled, squeezing Rhonda’s throat to get her point across. “Now where is Jenna?”


Rhonda tried to shake her head no, that she wasn’t going to tell Sasha. But Sasha had had enough of all this crap being heaped on her shoulders. And she had to admit that all her anger at not having a choice, of being put in this position in the first place, kind of fueled her fury as well.


“I’ll ask you again, where is Jenna?” She growled.


Rhonda tried to break free, squirming and moving. So Sasha helped her by throwing her across the room and into the shower stall. She knew the sound of glass shattering probably woke everyone, but she really didn’t care. She wanted Jenna, and Rhonda was going to tell her, or she was going to regret it.





Sasha heard everyone before she saw them, Flynn in the lead. Rhonda was trying to pick herself up out of the broken stall, shards of glass all around her. She was pretty cut up and bleeding, but that wasn’t about to stop Sasha. She had been pushed past her limit. Way past.


“Jesus!” Flynn exclaimed, seeing the destruction and Rhonda’s bleeding form.


Sasha was standing in the middle of the room, her power and anger whipping around her, waiting for Rhonda to get up. They weren’t done yet. Not by any means.


“Oh my God!” Charlie gasped when she too saw what was happening.


The last thing Sasha needed was an audience. “I want everyone but Flynn and Roan to leave the room,” she growled with her back turned to them. When she didn’t hear feet moving, she turned and let them know she meant business. “Now!” she roared, and they all left. Rather quickly.


That definitely made an impact. Of course, the glowing eyes and power-fueled anger helped.


“What’s going on, Sasha?” Roan’s voice was even as he remained a safe distance from them.


“Rhonda broke into the house and threatened to kill everyone in their beds,” she explained, seeing Rhonda get unsteadily to her feet, blood pouring from a gash on her forehead. “But not before she killed me first so she and Jenna could watch Flynn”—she paused for a second, seeing red and making a move toward Rhonda—”die slowly.”


“Sweetheart, I’m all right,” Flynn assured in a soothing voice. “I was on my way back when I smelled trouble, though I didn’t think Rhonda would be this bold.”


Sasha nodded but kept her eyes on Rhonda, who was swaying slightly.


“Yes, so it begs the question, how did she get in here?” Roan’s voice sounded curious.


“I was trying to find out when she got stupid and clammed up.”


“Ah, the crash I heard,” Roan surmised with pride in his voice.


“I won’t tell any…of you anything,” Rhonda snarled. She was trembling visibly with pain and not a little fear.


“You got part of that right,” Flynn growled, his tone angry.


“What do you mean?” Rhonda looked apprehensive with the question. As well she should be.


“Well, even though Roan is your Alpha, you didn’t attack him. You attacked Sasha. And you, of all Lupa, know the consequences of attacking a female Alpha.”


“I didn’t attack you for the Alpha position.” She looked at Sasha with fear.


“No, you attacked for the sake of your daughter, who should be the one with enough guts to do the job herself and not let her mommy do it for her,” Sasha sneered.


“Exactly,” Roan agreed. “So, you see, Rhonda, you have two choices. Submit or die.”


She laughed, coughing up blood. “Don’t give me that shit, Roan. I know I’m dead, so why should I tell you anything?”


Sasha stepped up to her, minding the broken glass, and looked her dead in the eye. “Because if you don’t, I’ll make you wish for death long before you have it.”


She meant every word she told Rhonda. She wasn’t a violent person. She had only been in one fight in her entire life, but she wasn’t that same person anymore. She wasn’t Sasha Edwards, mild-mannered Southern girl, the pushover her family continued to use and abuse and working a dead-end job she hated. Oh, no. She was Sasha LeGuer, True Mate to Flynn LeGuer, and Alpha, and she was going to protect her Pack and her True Mate at all costs. Rhonda apparently believed Sasha, because her eyes widened with shock, the smell of her fear a palpable thing in the room before her shoulders slumped in defeat.


“Where is Jenna, and how did you get into the house?” Sasha asked again with steely authority.


Rhonda took a deep, rattling breath. “There’s a tunnel, probably part of an old mine, which leads under the house to the main barn. Jenna was to wait forty minutes, then follow. After everyone was dead, we were going to set the place on fire and burn the evidence.”


“You were going to do her dirty work so she could reap the benefits?” Sasha roared, grabbing Rhonda by the throat again.


“Sasha!” Flynn shouted.


“No, Flynn, this is what she was meant to do, who she was meant to be. Let her finish it,” Roan said.


Sasha didn’t turn to see Flynn’s response, but felt that he eventually agreed with Roan. Though reluctantly.


“She’s my daughter,” Rhonda choked out, like that was good enough to justify murder.





“Your daughter won’t live long enough to enjoy her plan,” Sasha promised. “And you won’t either if you don’t leave now. As of this moment, you are banished from the Pack. If you return, you will be dealt with accordingly. Understood?” She then threw the sorry excuse for a Lupa to the floor in disgust.


“But, you can’t. The Pack is my home!” 


“You gave up your right to be a part of this Pack when you helped your daughter and attempted to murder my family and True Mate in cold blood. You don’t deserve to be a Pack member or even a Lupa, for that matter.” Sasha glared. “You have until dawn.”


Sasha had barely turned to go to Flynn when she heard a growl of rage behind her.


“No!” Flynn and Roan shouted at the same time, seeing Rhonda leap at Sasha with a piece of glass in her hand, aimed at Sasha’s back. But Sasha was already in motion, catching Rhonda’s hand with the glass in it and wrapping her fingers around Rhonda’s throat again.


“I won’t leave my family. I won’t leave my Pack,” Rhonda snarled, struggling to stab Sasha with the glass.


Squeezing the hand with the glass in it tighter to prevent getting stabbed, Sasha looked into Rhonda’s mad eyes and saw that the woman would never stop, would never back down. She would choose death over banishment.


“So be it.” Then snapped Rhonda’s neck like a twig and let her lifeless body slump to the floor.


Sasha wasn’t sure what she felt right then; she was pretty much numb. Later, when all the excitement died down, she’d let her mind go back over these moments. She doubted she’d feel remorse for killing Rhonda. I. The woman had been a threat. 


Flynn came up behind her, but he didn’t touch her. “Sweetheart, you okay?”


She could feel his worry about how she was going to handle her first kill. Could feel his sympathy that she had to do it at all, and his guilt because she had already been through so much. But overall, she felt his love. His unwavering love and acceptance. She didn’t think she could have loved him more in that moment than if she had spent a lifetime with him.


She turned around and faced him. Rhonda’s blood was on her hands, literally and figuratively. “I’m fine Flynn, really.” Her anger and glowing eyes were gone now that Rhonda was no longer a threat.


“I’m so sorry for this.” His light eyes showed the depths of his sorrow.


“Don’t be. This wasn’t your fault.”


“You know what I mean, Sasha.”


“I know, but don’t mourn what I’ve lost. Rejoice in what I’ve gained.”


“And what is that?” he asked, clearly wondering what she meant.


“Everything.”


“Everything?” A ghost of a smile showed on his handsome face.


“Yes. This is who I was meant to be, Flynn. What I was supposed to be. Where I was meant to be—with you and my family. It may have taken several lifetimes and being born human to get it right, but I’m where I belong now, and I won’t let anyone take that from me. Never again.”


“I love you.” He then gathered her in his arms, holding her like he never wanted to let her go. She didn’t want him to let go. She wanted him to hold her forever.


“I love you too.” Her arms wrapped tight around his waist as she snuggled close, his scent and warmth surrounding her in a comforting cocoon. Then suddenly Sasha smelled a familiar scent and stiffened in Flynn’s arms. “Jenna,” she growled.


Both turned to watch her saunter into the room. She was, of course, naked like the rest of them, probably because she changed somewhere along the line. She was also a little dirty and had a wild look about her. Especially the eyes, like she had finally gone over the edge. Oh, and the big gun she had aimed at them sort of helped bring that point home. It probably explained how she got past the others as well. A Lupus could heal a lot of wounds. A bullet in the brain was not one of them.


“Well, well, isn’t this sweet? The True Mates are playing kissy face,” she sneered and then roared with rage. “And over my mother’s dead body!”


Roan made a small move, like he was about to pounce, but thought better of it. Jenna caught the movement and pointed her gun at him.


“Oh, I don’t think so, Mr. High and Mighty. You might be Alpha, but a bullet to the brain can kill you like any of the others.” She grinned, waving him back with the gun. Roan didn’t move an inch.


“You were warned, Jenna, of what would happen should you test me.” His power started filling the room.


Sasha could feel the strength of it as his anger fueled it. Could see his eyes glow almost pure white with the intensity of it. And he was powerful, nothing like what she imagined or felt earlier in the clearing. His type of power was something else, something raw, almost primal. Woe be to the one who would feel the full force of that power. But it wasn’t going to be Jenna. This was between them, always had been.


“None of that, Roan.” Jenna cocked the gun. “We all know the reason I’m here and why.”


Sasha looked at Flynn, then at Roan, feeling his power recede a bit. Then she looked at Jenna. “Yes, we know.” She stepped out of Flynn’s embrace.


“Sasha.” Flynn reached for her, his eyes begging her not to do this.





“No, Flynn, this has to end. The cycle must be stopped.”


“She’s right, brother,” Roan agreed with a deep sigh. “And as much as I would like to be the one to do it, I can’t. This is between them and always has been.” He merely said what Sasha had been thinking earlier. Maybe great minds really did think alike. Well, at least Alpha minds.


Flynn shook his head, knowing they were right but still clearly not liking it. “Just be careful, huh?”


“Don’t worry, Flynn; I’ll make sure she goes fast and painless.” Jenna pretended mock compassion, pointing the gun at Sasha.


Flynn growled at her, his fingers flexing like he wanted to rip the crazy bitch’s head off. Sasha couldn’t blame him in the least. She had felt like doing it herself from the first moment she met the woman.


Sasha chuckled. “Still hiding like a coward, I see.” She brought some of Tala’s memories forward to help her. What good was reincarnation if she couldn’t use it? “You never could do your own dirty work and get your hands messy, could you?”


“I’m not a coward,” Jenna growled and pointed the gun straight between Sasha’s eyes.


“Really?” Sasha countered sarcastically. “Then why the gun?” She nodded to the weapon in Jenna’s hand. “A true Lupa doesn’t need a gun. A true Lupa uses power and strength and instinct to overcome an enemy.”


Jenna’s face contorted with rage; her body and the hand holding the gun shook with it. Sasha could feel Jenna’s power flood the room as she snarled her denial. “I am a true Lupa! I was born Lupa, born to lead this Pack. You’re nothing, nothing!” She spat at Sasha.


“Then prove it,” Sasha challenged. “Prove to everyone here what you are. What you can do. If I’m nothing, then beating me won’t be much of a problem for you, will it?”


Sasha could see the indecision in Jenna’s wild, glowing eyes. Could see the need to give in to her primal side and fight, warring with her desire to just shoot Sasha and get it over with. But she was betting that Jenna would take the bait. She might be the reincarnation of Neena, but she was still Jenna, still had Jenna’s need to prove that she was the best. And a true Lupa didn’t turn down a challenge, not when she thought she could win. For Jenna, that was especially true.


Sasha knew the moment the thought came into Jenna’s head, because she smiled. Smiled with such overconfidence and malice that Sasha almost tipped her hand just to show Jenna otherwise. Luckily, she didn’t. Jenna needed to be gun free before Sasha let her know just who she was dealing with. And besides, the surprise would be to Sasha’s advantage. Jenna was expecting a weak, non-transformed Lupa. Boy, was she in for the shock of her miserable life.


“You’ll fight me? No interference from the others?” Her eyes were narrowed, as if she couldn’t believe her good fortune.


Sasha nodded. “Just you and me, the way it was always meant to be,” she promised, motioning Flynn and Roan behind her to the far corner. The bathroom wasn’t exactly the right place for a knockdown drag-out, but it was big enough for what she needed to do. Ensure the Pack’s survival. And hers.


Jenna grinned evilly, then laid the gun on the counter and moved slowly away from it.


“The Pack is mine, always has been mine. You’ve never been the one, never,” she taunted Sasha as they started to circle each other.


As a baiting tactic, it was weak, but Sasha didn’t let her know that. Now that they had started this, Sasha needed to make sure that Jenna couldn’t get to her gun again, or the one Sasha had thrown in the sink. She glanced briefly at Flynn and Roan, giving Jenna the impression she was making sure they were out of the way, then gave them an imperceptible nod to the guns. She knew they understood as they made to move like they were giving them more room to maneuver. Jenna didn’t notice; she was too busy running her mouth. Predictable, as always.


“You’re weak. You’ve never been able to defeat me,” Jenna sneered, crouching low as they continued to circle each other. “I’ll always win, Tala, no matter what you try.”


The fact that Jenna called her Tala threw her a bit, but it also let Sasha know just how far gone Jenna was by this point. It also seemed fitting, in an odd way. This was the final battle between them. She and Jenna, Tala and Neena. Yeah, it fit.


“Don’t be too overconfident, Neena. Using deception to defeat me all those times has come to an end,” Sasha countered, playing her game. “We’ll settle this the way it should have been settled long ago. Just us, no one else.”


That pissed Jenna off, because she snarled at Sasha, making like she was going to swipe her with her hand. Good. The angrier she was, the more off balance she would be.


“You will die by my hand, bitch, and Nikos along with you.” She spat the words at Sasha. “Too bad, too. He was such an excellent fuck.” Jenna grinned maliciously, her eyes glowing like flames of hatred.





Calm. Be calm until they have the guns; then all bets are off, and you can stomp her ass. Sasha repeated that mantra in her head, just waiting for the right moment.


“But you already know that, don’t you?” Jenna threw an arm out to try to hit Sasha again, who easily deflected the attack. “I can smell him on you. His sweat, his seed.” She sniffed the air around Sasha, her lip curled in distaste.


“Yes, we’re Mated now. Have been for a couple days. But like I told you before, that’s none of your business.”


That really got to Jenna, because she rushed Sasha and tried to grab her. Sasha ducked and pushed her in the back, throwing her to the floor. Jenna sat there for a second, looking around. Shock was evident on her face. So was rage. She fairly crackled with it.


“You’ll pay for that.”


“All right, Sasha, we have them,” Roan interrupted.


“What?” Jenna shouted, looking in their direction.


Roan and Flynn held up both guns, smiles wreathing their handsome faces.


Jenna looked back at Sasha. “You lying, cheating bitch!” she roared, jumping quickly to her feet.


“No, Neena, no lying or cheating here.” Sasha used her real name. The game playing was over. “They took the guns to even the odds. But I do have an ace in the hole.” She finally released the anger that she had been holding with such an iron-tight rein.


As her power flooded the room and her eyes began to glow, Jenna started to back up, shaking her head in denial.


“No!” she whispered fervently, over and over, until she was shouting, screaming at Sasha. “No! You’re not the one! I’m the true Alpha! I am!”


“You have never been the true Alpha,” Sasha growled, her now dry hair whipping around her head with the force of her power. “Lifetime after lifetime, you have destroyed me and mine with your greed and jealousy. No more. The prophecy has come to pass, and the Pack will live on. You won’t,” she promised, feeling Tala’s spirit join with hers, feeling century after century’s worth of anger build until she was near bursting with it.


Sasha watched Jenna struggle with the truth of her words, her power, but still Jenna didn’t want to believe it. Then she gave Sasha a malicious grin.


“It doesn’t really matter, because you won’t kill me.” She laughed a bit hysterically. “You don’t have it in you to kill.”


“Really? Your mother might have thought the same thing”—Sasha smirked—”just before I snapped her neck.”


Jenna blinked with shock, apparently thinking that Flynn or Roan had killed her mother. Being disabused her of her original notion, her eyes glowed even brighter with fury, looking at the lifeless body of her mother then at Sasha. Jenna could smell the truth of Sasha’s words, and that made her even more furious.


“Her death won’t be in vain nor mine. Because if I die, I’m taking you with me,” she snarled, dropping to all fours.


Jenna changed, a mist of sickly gray surrounding her until a large and beautiful blond wolf emerged, its blue eyes glowing with hatred.


Sasha had a feeling she would try this, the only option left. Sasha didn’t change, though, because, well, she had only done it the one time and not on purpose. She wasn’t sure how long it would take, and she didn’t want to chance Jenna attacking her during the process, because Jenna would.


Jenna crouched low, ears laid back. Sasha knew the moment she decided to jump. It was there in her eyes a split second before she sprang forward, teeth bared to rip out Sasha’s throat.


They impacted with a grunt, Sasha grabbing Jenna’s muzzle to keep from getting ripped apart, and Jenna using her claws to scratch deep furrows on Sasha’s neck and chest. Her claws hurt like hell, but Sasha couldn’t let go. If she did, Jenna would go for the throat. That was where Sasha was the most vulnerable, and Jenna was all about taking advantage of vulnerabilities.


As they struggled, each trying to gain the upper hand, Sasha could feel blood running down her chest and stomach from the multiple gashes that Jenna’s claws left. But it wouldn’t be a good idea to let go. Though with the way Jenna was struggling and jerking her head from side to side to loosen Sasha’s hold, she just might have to. The only firm grip Sasha had was on Jenna’s lower jaw, and that grip was starting to loosen from the numerous cuts to her hands from Jenna’s teeth, the blood from those cuts making her already precarious hold slippery.


Jenna snarled, the blue fire in her crazed eyes glowing with the intensity of her hatred.


“Die, die!” Jenna growled, struggling harder to rip out Sasha’s throat.


“Not…today,” Sasha panted, finally getting the leverage she needed. Putting her right hand on Jenna’s chest and grabbing a handful of fur and flesh, she then dug her fingers in as hard as she could.


Jenna howled in pain as Sasha’s fingers ripped into her chest, her nails gouging holes into the flesh.


As Jenna tried to get loose, Sasha helped by picking her up and throwing her across the room. Jenna hit the opposite wall with a resounding crash and a loud yelp.


Sasha looked at her right hand, covered in Jenna’s fur and blood. She had done some damage, but not as much as Jenna had done to her. She needed to end this and soon, she thought as Jenna slowly picked herself up, shaking her head to clear it.


“You will pay for that,” Jenna snarled, blood trickling from her chest, the corner of her muzzle and nose.


“No, Jenna, I am done paying,” Sasha snapped back as they started to circle each other again. “And so is the Pack. We have suffered long enough because of your selfishness and greed. No more.”





Jenna came in closer, snapping her jaws and swiping at Sasha’s middle with her claws. Sasha jumped back out of the way, narrowly missing being gutted.


“The Pack is mine!” Jenna barked, coming in again and trying to find an opening.


Sasha jumped back once more, only this time, she was a little too slow. Jenna’s claws caught her under her left breast, slicing deep cuts across her ribs. Sasha gasped at the pain, scrambling out of Jenna’s reach as she tried to cover the bleeding wounds with her arm.


“Sasha!” Flynn shouted.


She felt his fear for her, his need to help his Mate and protect her from danger. She couldn’t allow him to interfere in this. Thankfully, Roan stepped in, giving her his support.


Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Roan lay a restraining hand on Flynn’s shoulder, stopping him. “Let her finish it, brother.”


She saw the anguish on her Mate’s face, keeping Jenna well in sight, and felt the same. But Sasha was the only one who could end this. Roan knew that as well. If she didn’t, then the cycle would continue, and they would all be doomed.


Feeling his indecision, she felt him finally relent and step back. His eyes briefly met Sasha’s, seeing the pain she so valiantly tried to hide from him, their connection letting him feel how much her wounds throbbed and hurt. Then she gave him a wan smile, letting her love show brilliantly. He smiled back, returning her love.


“This ends now, bitch.” Jenna growled, her circling and stalking at an end as she crouched low, ears laid back, teeth bared. “You’re too weak to win. The Pack will finally be mine like it should have been, like it was always meant to be. And after you die, this family and everyone associated with them will die too. No more will they look down on me. No more will they force me out and try to keep me from my destiny. I will no longer be the outcast, but the rightful and true leader of this Pack.”


“Destiny?” Sasha shook her head sadly. “The only destiny you’ve ever had was creating chaos and ruining lives. Mine, yours, and the men you’ve used.”


“Do not mock me, bitch,” Jenna snarled. “These men, and the ones before, they were nothing without a female. They knew it; we all knew it. Why do you think I went to so much trouble to snare one of them? They were a convenient excuse to get where I needed to be. Although in the beginning, it may have been more than that, but after spending several lifetimes being rejected and tossed aside like so much trash, plans change. But the sex wasn’t bad, so they were useful for something.” She smirked.


After all the drama about Flynn belonging with her, it was a little surprising to hear that he was just an excuse. But then, Jenna probably had the benefit of Neena’s memories for some time, planning her course of action, then implementing it. Still, it was strange to hear. It was even harder to hear her talk so casually about killing everyone. Add revenge to the mix, and you got one seriously angry Lupa. Although in her case, it was more like insanity. From what Sasha could glean from Tala’s memories, Neena wasn’t too tightly wrapped to begin with. Compound several lifetimes’ worth of being thwarted and treated like so much dirt, and, well…


“So you see, after all of you are gone, I will lead this Pack into a bright new future. We will be strong, powerful, invincible. You could never take the Pack where it needs to go. But I will. I will. The Pack is mine!”


While Jenna expounded on her so-called destiny of leadership, Sasha gathered what reserves of strength and energy she had left. “The Pack was never meant to be yours, Jenna. Your greed and thirst for power have impaired your judgment, ruining what chances you had at a decent life. But this is the path you chose, and you will pay for that choice.” She prepared for Jenna’s next strike. She didn’t have long to wait.


“The only one who’s going to pay is you,” Jenna snarled with hate and vengeance, then leaped forward, her eyes glowing with her fury.


Sasha caught Jenna around her head, close to her muzzle, grabbing handfuls of fur and getting a grip as Jenna used all her strength to try to rip her throat out. But Sasha was having none of that. She knew what she had to do, using the last of her strength and power to do it.


“You…will die!” Jenna roared, her struggles increasing.


Sasha then got the leverage and angle she needed. “Not me, Jenna. You!”


Roughly jerking Jenna’s head to the side, Sasha heard the neck break. Those crazed blue eyes were wide with surprise as Sasha watched the life slowly fade out of them before dropping the body to the floor. She wanted to make sure, needed to make sure, that Jenna was truly dead. And she was. It was done. In a matter of seconds, her enemy was no more.


Sasha sank to her knees, exhaustion and blood loss weighing her down. She was so tired.



 



***



 



Flynn and Roan rushed to her side after seeing her collapse.


“Roan, get me some towels. Hurry!” Flynn ordered once he reached her. “How you doing, sweetheart?” He looked her over, and he didn’t like what he was seeing. Blood was everywhere. Unfortunately, most of it was hers.


“Tired, very tired.” She sighed, swaying on her knees a little.


Roan came back with an armload of towels, giving them to Flynn, who wrapped one around her neck and chest, soaking up the blood still seeping from her wounds. Another he wrapped around her ribs, the cuts there more open than he liked, knowing they needed numerous stitches. Sasha hissed as Flynn applied pressure in an effort to stop the bleeding.


“Add some pressure to that side of her neck, Roan,” Flynn instructed, his face impassive, his emotions anything but.


Sasha whimpered a little; the wounds were probably starting to really hurt now that her adrenaline rush was fading.


“I know, baby, but we have to stop the bleeding,” Roan soothed. The fact his brother called her baby meant he was really concerned. Roan didn’t let his guard down often.


Sasha nodded, a mistake, as she let out another whimper, and let both of them work together to help her.


“Here, Roan. Take this. I need to see how deep some of these gashes are.” Flynn took the blood-soaked towel off her neck. He knew how bad the ones on her ribs were, but her neck and chest was covered with too much blood to make an accurate diagnosis.


“Has the bleeding stopped?” Roan tossed the towel to the floor and reached for a clean one.


“For most of the minor ones, yes. The deeper ones have slowed to a trickle.” He gently touched the wounds, inspecting her neck and chest. His blood ran cold at one particular gash. “Damn!”


“What is it?” Roan asked with concern.


“Just a hair more on the right side, and her jugular would have been ripped open. Dammit!” His fear for her turned to anger, mostly at himself for letting this happen.


“Calm down, brother. She’s safe,” Roan soothed, though Flynn could see that he too was angry at what Sasha was going through.


“I’m all right, Flynn.” Her voice was strained with pain and exhaustion.


Flynn let out a breath. “I know. It’s just too close for my peace of mind.” He cupped her cheek. She leaned into it, almost toppling over.


“Whoa there, baby.” He grabbed her shoulders to steady her, careful of her injuries.


“Sorry, feeling kind of light-headed.”


Flynn wrapped another towel around her neck, changing the one on her ribs as well, then lifted her into his arms. “C’mon, sweetheart. Sleep is what you need to heal these wounds.”


She laid her head against his chest. “Mmm, sounds good to me,” she slurred, her eyes starting to close.


Flynn carried her into the bedroom, his mother coming to his side, gasping with shock.


“Oh my God! Is she all right, Flynn? Please, tell me she’s all right,” Charlie pleaded with tears in her voice.


“She’s fine, Mother. Just cut up and exhausted, but she’ll recover.”


“Thank the Lord.”


“Turn down the covers, will ya, Angel?” Flynn nodded to the bed.


“You sure she’ll be okay, Flynn? She looks really pale.” Angel moved quickly to pull the sheets and blanket aside.


“She lost some blood, but nothing a good sleep and meals won’t fix,” Flynn told them as he put her in bed.


“Are the cuts bad?” Gabe asked with a frown.





“The majority are shallow, like the ones on her hands. But a few will need stitches.” He brought the blankets up to cover her. “I don’t want to start sewing those up until she’s asleep, though. She’s been through enough already.”


“So it’s over? Jenna’s finally dead?” Charlie looked hopeful and scared all at once.


“Yes Mother, it’s over,” Flynn replied as he brushed back Sasha’s hair.


She cracked open her eyes, looking around the room, like she was searching for something, then her gaze zeroed in on Dillon’s small form at the foot of the bed. She smiled wanly at him. “The Pack is safe.”


He smiled back. “Yes, they’re safe. You finally can rest now.”


She closed her eyes, a smile on her lips as her breath evened out in sleep.


Flynn sat next to her, watching her for a while before getting the supplies he needed. With each stitch to her body, a tear rolled down his cheek. He had let this happen, let that crazy bitch hurt his Mate. The guilt of that was a burning ball in his gut.


“Brother.” Roan laid a comforting hand on his shoulder after he had finished. Thankfully, everyone had left when he started.


“I let this happen, Roan. She’s my True Mate. What Lupus worth his salt would allow his Mate to be hurt in such a way?”


Roan let out a deep sigh. “I know how you feel, but there was nothing we could have done.”


Flynn jumped up, his anger rolling. “Nothing? Of course we could have.”


“No, my brother, we couldn’t.” His smile was sad as he looked at Sasha’s battered form lying in a peaceful sleep. He then turned to Flynn. “We all have a path to follow; you know that as well I do. Father told us enough times over the course of our lives. This was her path. Don’t let guilt for her sacrifice eat at you.”


His shoulders slumped, the anger draining away. He was right, of course. Still, it didn’t make him feel any better.


“I know how you feel, brother.”


Hearing the pain of that made him look up. For the first time since they were kids, Roan had tears in his eyes. “Ro.”


That got a half smile from him. It had been a while since he had used the childhood name.


“She is your Mate, yet…I feel…”


Flynn came to him, wrapping him in a tight embrace. “I know, Ro, I know.”


His brother was also in love in with Sasha. How could he not? She was strong, beautiful, sensual, smart, and witty. All traits both of them had looked for in a woman.


“You know I would never…”


Flynn stopped him before he could finish. “I know you wouldn’t.” He smiled. That was one thing about his brother; the man was honorable to a fault. He might be in love with Sasha, but he would do nothing about it. “You are the best man I know.”


Roan gave him a watery grin. “And you’re the most stubborn.”


Flynn chuckled. “Someone has to be.”


Roan just shook his head and brought him for another rib-cracking hug. “I love you, brother.”


“I love you too.”


They held each other a little longer; then Roan pulled back. “I’m going to get a shower. Do you need me to relieve you when I’m done?”


They both looked over at Sasha. “Yeah. She she’ll be fine for now. I’ve cleaned and dressed the wounds. All she needs now is sleep.”


“All right.” Roan patted his shoulder. “I won’t be long.” He then stopped before opening the door. “I’ll have Mikeal and his team remove the bodies, get everything cleaned up.”


Flynn gave him a grateful smile. “Thanks.”


“You’re welcome.” Then he was gone.


Flynn sat beside Sasha after Roan left, taking his Mate’s hand in his. “I love you, baby.”



 



***



 



A feeling of safety and warmth surrounded Sasha as she floated at the edge of wakefulness. The sounds of familiar and much-loved voices filled her with peace and happiness, making her content to just float as their caring and love washed over her.


“Are you sure she’s all right, Flynn? She’s been asleep too long,” Charlie said with worry in her tone.


“I’m sure, Mother. Going through the First Transformation then battling two Lupa’s and getting injured took a lot out of her. Her body just needs to regroup and repair itself. Sleep is the best medicine.” Flynn sounded tired as he answered his mother.


“But she’s been asleep for two days. Surely she should be coming around by now.” Charlie’s voice was close.


Flynn chuckled softly. “I promise you, Sasha is fine. I would know otherwise if there was something wrong, okay?”


Her breath huffed out. “All right. I’m going to get lunch started. Now that we have all these extra mouths to feed, I find myself cooking more.”


“You don’t have to run yourself ragged, Mother.”


“Bah, I enjoy having everyone here. Besides, if it gets too bad, I’ll have Angel make a few calls to that caterer friend of hers.”


“Good thinking.”


“Call me when she wakes?”


“I will. Don’t worry.”


Sasha dimly heard footsteps, then the door opening and closing with a click.


She must have drifted off again, because the next she knew, Flynn was beside her, stroking her cheek.


“Welcome back, Sleeping Beauty.”


She slowly opened her eyes, blinking them to bring Flynn’s handsome face into focus. “Hey.” She swallowed noisily, her throat a bit scratchy.


“Hey yourself.” He leaned down to kiss her gently. “How do you feel?”


She yawned, then stretched a little. “Mmm, not too bad actually. A little sore, but otherwise okay.”


“Good.” His tone was stiff as he got off the bed and walked to the windows.


She sat up, pulling the covers with her. Something was wrong with Flynn; she could feel his anger but didn’t know why. With her being out of it, well, it had no doubt built up.


“What’s wrong, Flynn? I can feel you’re upset about something.”


He was leaning against the sill, arms outstretched and head hanging between them.


“That’s twice. Twice that I almost lost you. And both times, I was unable to stop it.”


Ah, he was angry at himself. Typical male reaction. Typical Flynn too. Men! Gotta love ‘em, she thought.


“Flynn, come here, please.” She patted the space where he had been sitting next to her.


He looked at her, hesitated, but came to her side anyway. He couldn’t do otherwise. He was her True Mate; he would go to her no matter what.


When he sat down, she took his face in both her hands and kissed him. “I love you more than I ever dreamed possible. And I know that letting me do what needed to be done went against a lot of your personal values. If you were Alpha and I was not, I know I would feel the same.”


“I feel a but in there.” He grinned ruefully, taking her hands and kissing them.


“Our roles aren’t reversed. This is who I’m supposed to be, Flynn. And I don’t want that to be a problem between us.”





He took a deep breath and let it out. “It’s not a problem, sweetheart. In fact, I’m proud my True Mate is Alpha.” He then chuckled. “Roan and I also had this conversation, of course. His reply was the same.”


“But?”


“But it tears me up to see you hurt when I can do nothing about it. I’m driven to protect you and make sure you’re safe.” He brushed her hair back and cupped her cheek. She leaned into his warmth, soaking up his love like a flower did sunlight.


“I’m sorry you had to go against your instinct to protect me. And if it’s any consolation, I’ll try my utmost to avoid those situations in the future.”


“And I’ll try not to lose it if those situations arise. Deal?”


“Deal.”


They sealed that promise with a kiss. A very steamy kiss that threatened to steal her senses. And if Roan hadn’t interrupted, that kiss could have led to a whole lot more. Note to self, use the locks on the doors.


She drew back from Flynn reluctantly. “Hello, Roan.”


“I see you’re feeling better.” His glacier-colored eyes twinkled.


“Much, thank you.” She tried not to blush. Well, not much when she was naked under the blankets and aroused for Flynn.


“So, all of her wounds are healed?”


Flynn nodded. “I took out all the stitches yesterday. And with the exception of a few pale red marks, she’s completely healed.”


“Good, good.”


She ran fingers over her neck, chest, and ribs as best she could under the covers, confirming what Flynn said. She felt only smooth skin under her fingertips. Amazing what Lupus genetics could do.


“Flynn, could I have a moment with Sasha? Alone?” Roan asked.


Flynn and Sasha looked at each other. Her expression was kind of shocked at Roan’s request. Flynn wasn’t, though. Seems he and his brother had talked about more than her battle. She didn’t see a problem with it. She shrugged to let Flynn know.


“Sure. I’ll go down and let Mother know that Sasha’s awake.” He kissed her, then left, closing the door behind him.


“All right, Roan, what’s up?” Sasha settled more comfortably under the covers.


“May I?” He indicated the spot beside her where Flynn had been.


“Okay.”


This was a new side of Roan that she hadn’t seen before. He acted almost hesitant, as if he wasn’t sure of himself. Not at all the Roan she knew. Not the Alpha Roan, anyway.


He sat down beside her, a gentle smile on his lips. “I’m not sure I know how to start.”


She took his hand, trying to put him at ease. “Start anywhere you like.”


He took a deep breath and let it out. It was so like his brother that she had to smile. He didn’t notice, though. He seemed to be having an internal debate on how and where to begin.


“Okay, Roan, spill it. You know how I dislike mysteries.”


He chuckled. “I am aware of that, yes.”


“So…” She motioned as best she could while trying to keep her dignity. Yeah, he had seen her in all her glory. Didn’t mean he needed a repeat performance. She was trying to be more easygoing, but the nude thing in front of others would take time.


“I came here to apologize,” he blurted out, as if he was afraid he would lose his nerve. Roan, afraid? Hmm, something was up here, she thought.


She blinked in confusion. “Apologize? For what?”


“For using you and putting you in harm’s way.” He would not look at her.


“Roan, I have no idea what you’re talking about.”





He got up and started to pace. “It’s been my job since taking over as Pack Alpha to make sure that everyone is safe, especially those closest to me.”


“Roan—”


“Please.” He cut her off, raising a hand to stop her and looking at her for the first time. “Let me finish.”


She nodded, more than confused at Roan’s odd behavior.


“In the short amount of time you have been here, you have shown great courage in handling every obstacle thrown at you,” he continued, resuming his pacing as well. “In fact, most would have gone insane at the very least, but you have embraced your new life and new family. I admire that, and to be honest, I have come to care about you. More than I should.”


Oh boy, not this. She thought they went over this in the clearing. But she guessed that traumatic experiences made a person think about the deeper things in life.


He looked at her as she was about to say something.


“No, I have to get this out.” She wisely kept her mouth shut as his eyes stared into hers. “You are my brother’s True Mate, his match in every way. He loves you more than even I thought he was capable of. And during your battle with Jenna, I saw the depths of that love.” He came to her side again and took both her hands. “If it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t have met Jenna so soon, nor would you have lost a piece of your innocence having to kill her and her mother. As Alpha, I had to make a decision for the safety of the Pack, as your brother and someone who cares about you. I deeply apologize for using you in any way, no matter how much you have accepted your new life.”


“Oh, Roan. You have nothing to apologize for.”


“But—”


She put her finger to his lips, her turn to silence him. “No, let me finish.”


He smiled at that under her finger, then took her hand and kissed it. And yes, it did give her a small thrill. Yes, Flynn was her True Mate, and she loved him, but Roan and he shared more than just looks—they shared a soul. In a small way, they were almost the same person. Almost.


“It’s the reason I have accepted and embraced my new life that I don’t feel remorse or guilt at killing Rhonda and Jenna. The cycle had to end. And we both agree, this is who I’m meant to be. It’s the life I was supposed to have. So don’t apologize, Roan. There’s nothing to be sorry for.”


He laughed softly. “You are a constant surprise, but wonderfully so.”


“So Flynn tells me.”


She saw a brief flash of sadness pass in his glacier eyes, and then it was quickly gone. She hated that she had even seen it at all, but she did, and there was nothing she could do to change the fact that Flynn was her True Mate and Roan was not. And even though she couldn’t offer more to Roan, what she could give him was friendship and sisterly love. Small consolation that it was, it would have to be enough. If not, well, they would just have to find his True Mate a lot sooner.


“From the sound of footsteps coming this way, I believe our little interlude has come to an end.” He stood, the old Roan coming back.


“Roan—” She stopped him, wrapping her arms about his neck in a fierce hug. Her modesty was all but forgotten in the face of comforting him. “She’s out there, big brother, and she’s all yours.”


He returned the hug, holding her tight. “I know. But she could never be you.”


She pulled back, looking into his eyes. “Roan…”


“No, don’t say anything. I’m aware of all the arguments and the answers.” He smiled ruefully. “You two belong together; I know that. But a small part of me feels tied to you as well.” He brushed her hair behind her ear. “For years, Flynn and I have shared many things, women among them. But you are the first woman we haven’t shared, nor would either of us ask it of the other. A love like yours could never be shared. It shouldn’t be shared.”


She couldn’t help what she did next, nor would she change it or stop it. It was her gift to Roan.


“Oh Roan.” She leaned in and kissed him.


It started out as a gentle press of lips but turned into a dueling match of tongues as she tried to give him a small taste of the passion Flynn and she have shared. And Roan was no novice at passion. His cool facade was a mask for a very passionate man. And an expert kisser as well. Roan’s True Mate was going to be one lucky and very satisfied Lupa.


He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Thank you,” he rasped, leaning his forehead against hers.


She chuckled huskily. “No problem.”


After they got their hearts back to normal, Roan drew back, still holding both her hands. “My brother is luckier than I thought.” He grinned mischievously as she blushed, and Flynn walked through the door.


Flynn looked at them both, a knowing light in his eyes. But there was no jealousy or anger there, only love. “I always thought so. But then, I’ve always been the better-looking twin,” he joked, winking at her.


“You’re identical, you mutt. You both look good. Now move. I would like to see my sister.” Angel came up behind Flynn, trying to bully her way past him. Roan, Flynn, and Sasha looked at each other, an unspoken agreement between them. What just transpired between Roan and her would never leave this room, nor would it ever happen again. They all nodded, and Roan kissed her hand and got up to stand beside Flynn. They talked briefly, then hugged each other tightly. They pulled back, clapping each other on the shoulder and grinning radiantly. It was brotherly love at its best, and Sasha was glad she was there to witness it.


“How you feeling?” Angel asked, jolting her back as she sat beside Sasha on the bed.


“Uh, pretty good, actually. Starved too.” Her stomach growled, and she grinned.


“Not a problem. Mom’s got lunch ready, so if you feel up to it, you can come down to eat with us.”





“Sounds good. Just let me wash up and get some clothes on first; then Flynn and I will meet you.”


“Great. See you downstairs.”


Sasha was about to get out of bed when she noticed Roan had gone as well. Which was a good thing. She had already flashed him enough these past couple days. And with the way he felt about her, well, she didn’t want to add insult to injury.


“He’s gone to let our guests know that you have awakened,” Flynn said, seeing her look around the room.


“Guests? You mean the ones he had talked about before?” She made her way to the closet to get some clothes. Now, what do you wear to a luncheon with several high-ranking Pack families?


“The very same. Jeans and a nice shirt will be fine. It’s just lunch, nothing fancy.”


“Thanks. I wasn’t sure.” She laid out some nice jeans and a silk blouse. “Have they been told about Jenna and Rhonda? About what Jenna had planned?”


“Yes and their bodies were sent to their relatives. There was a quiet burial yesterday, Roan and several of the heads of the families being witness to it,” He told her. “Because of the circumstances of their deaths, the family won’t be held accountable nor will they be required to pay reparation. Not that any of us would ask them. Despite the fact that Jenna had been Alpha, her and her mother had been estranged from their family for years.”


Getting underwear and socks, Sasha nodded. “Well, I hope they can find peace now. Jenna and Neena especially. Who knows? Maybe in their next life they could get it right.”


“Maybe they can.” Flynn chuckled, then grabbed her about the waist and spun her around in his arms, kissing her neck. “I wanted to thank you.” He kissed a wet trail to her ear.


“Mmm?” She wrapped her arms around his neck to bring him closer, all thoughts of burials and next lives forgotten.


“For Roan.”


She pulled back, looking into his light eyes. It was the same as before. No jealousy or anger. Just love. “He deserves to be happy too, Flynn, and I wanted him to know that.”


“I know, and I’m glad you could share that with him.” Then he breathed in deeply, letting it out slow. “With everything we have shared, this is the one part of my life I can’t share with him, and it makes me sad.”


“He knows that and understands.”


He gave her a bright smile. “How in the world did I get so lucky as to have you for my True Mate?”


“We’re supposed to be together.” She cocked her eyebrow in question. “Or don’t you believe in fate?”


“If I didn’t before, I do now.” He laid her gently on the bed and covered her body with his. “I love you, Sasha LeGuer.”


“And I love you, Flynn LeGuer.” 


Their lips met in a fiery kiss, their passion rising.


They were a bit late for lunch.
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