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TO ALL WHO WERE READY to read the big bad alpha’s story—I hope y’all are ready for it. Kellen is probably my favorite alpha, and I can honestly say I have created a new character inside this book, that I think y’all will fall in love with just as hard. Thank you for taking a chance on my Iron Wolves and enjoy the ride...  these men and women are truly my heart and soul.

There are so many I’d like to thank, starting with Jenna Underwood, who has helped me so much. Thank you for all the crazy calls and wacky conversations. Debbie Ramos of course you are a gem and Janet Rodman for loving Kellen as much as me. You ladies rock! To my Bombshells, y’all are the best group an author can have “mwah”.

Of course, I have to thank my family...  my hubby who is my rock, my kids, and my writing buddy Kally Kay aka my lab who is always at my side to bounce ideas off of.

Huge shout out to my awesome pimping crew, the Naughty Girls, you ladies rock! Last but certainly not least my fans aka you readers who are more friends than anything else. Without you I’d just be that crazy lady with a love of unicorns with pink and purple hair.

Love y’all sooo hard.

Elle Boon
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Chapter One
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KELLEN STYLES, ALPHA of the Iron Wolves, known for his iron control, was ready to rip the heads off of two human men he’d never met. It took monumental effort to make his claws retract. His jaw ached to rip into flesh and bone as he listened to Laikyn speak of the doctors she worked with. The way she so casually spoke of a ménage, when he’d thought she was pure and innocent, waiting for him to claim her, made him see red.

He let her soothe her patient, the young woman who’d been attacked and rescued by Kai Swift, the Navy SEAL, and friend to Rowan Shade. If she thought for one minute, she’d be having one in front of her and another behind her ever again, she was sorely mistaken. Kellen would show her what it was like to be taken by a real man. One who didn’t need to share a female with another to give her what she needed. He’d wipe them from her mind and show her exactly what she’d been missing since that night he’d let her go. The night he’d found her in a club she shouldn’t have been in. A night that would forever be marked in his mind. A night that clearly hadn’t affected her nearly as much as it had him. “Mother fucking bastards.” He punched his fist into the wall.

He’d told her they were going to have a conversation, but until he could get his anger under control, he wasn’t safe to be around anyone, let alone the one meant to be his mate. Maybe he should fly to Kansas City and eliminate the men she’d been with. Maybe then he’d be able to relax. Kellen stomped back to his office, images of Laikyn with her fiery red hair sandwiched between two unknown men had him growling. Several wolves jumped out of his way as he entered the bar, his deep rumble reverberating around the club loud enough, all in the vicinity dropped to their knees. He ignored them, stomping into his office, and shutting the door with a loud bang.

Kellen glared at the door an hour later as one of his best friends entered, holding a full bottle of his favorite liquor in his hand.

They settled down on the sofas across from one another. Deep into the second bottle, Kellen explained to Bodhi what he’d overheard as Laikyn spoke with Alexa Gordon. The twinkle in the dark eyes should’ve warned Kellen not to tell the other man. However, Bodhi had the ability to read other people's thoughts, and more than likely already knew.

“What the hell do you mean a threesome?” Bodhi asked, his signature bleach blond hair stood straight up on top.

Kellen glared at the younger wolf, not in the mood to repeat himself. Hearing her talk about the two doctors she was partners with had him seeing red. The tumbler in his hand cracked, the glass cut into his palm, blood mixing with the amber liquid spilling onto the floor.

“Fuckin-A,” Kellen swore, shaking out his hand.

“Want me to get the good Doc for you?” Bodhi asked.

A growl escaped before he could call it back. “Go for it. You might wanna kiss your balls goodbye before you do though.”

“Bodhi, if I were you, I’d get my ass out to the bar and find something else to do than fuck with the alpha. You are definitely biting off more than you can chew,” Rowan Shade said. His dark eyes laughing, walking inside the office without knocking.

“I swear to all you hold dear; I’m going to teach each of you some respect.” Kellen stomped into the large bathroom behind him, the one reserved for him and those he allowed. After he rinsed the blood off, the large gash was already healing thanks to his shifter abilities. Being the alpha, his powers were far superior to the others in his pack, making him heal even faster than normal. Wrapping a bandage around the now small wound, he walked back out to find someone had cleaned up the broken glass and replaced the tumbler with a new one. Rowan, he was sure.

“What’s on your mind, Shade?” Kellen picked up the drink, downing it in one swallow.

Rowan raised his brows. “Maybe I should come back when you’re not in a mood.”

“Shut it, Ro. What’s up?” Kellen walked around to one of the large, overstuffed couches, taking a seat in the middle and waiting for their newest member to follow. Rowan had been accidentally bitten by a rogue group of werewolves, then turned by Lyric Carmichael, Xan Carmichael’s baby sister. Kellen and Xan were more like brothers, and therefore the younger female was like a baby sister to him. Not to mention, she was best friends with his baby sister Syn. She’d broken a rule in not informing him when she’d saved the human, turning him into one of them, but Kellen wasn’t a bastard, much. He’d known from the first meeting, that Rowan was going to be an asset to the pack. And he’d been proven correct on more than one occasion, in the few short months since. However, he was still the alpha and wouldn’t allow anyone to run roughshod over him.

“I think we need to step up security around here and train the entire pack in self-defense. I also understand you think you can protect everyone, and with your enforcers, me included, we do a damn good job,” Rowan held up his hand. “However, our women, and younger generation go outside the club, and many even live outside of the town boundaries, let alone within our protection. What happens if they are attacked there, or in groups? We teach them how to defend themselves without resorting to shifting, and with the help of using their enhanced strength, they have a much better chance at survival.” Rowan crossed his arms over his chest.

Kellen hated when others came up with an idea he should’ve, but he had to agree with Rowan. “That sounds solid. What do you need from me?”

“Damn, that was easy,” Rowan laughed.

Shaking his head, Kellen sat his empty glass on the coffee table. “I’m a reasonable man. Give me sound advice, and not a line of bullshit, and you’re more than likely gonna get the go ahead. Feed me some cockamamie story, and I’ll feed you, my fist. See? I’m all reasonable and shit.”

“Yep, very sane and all that.” Rowan flashed him a toothy grin before continuing. “I’ve got the facility out at my place, plus I want to stay close to home with Lyric. I’d like to start sooner, rather than later. You want to handle the signups or whatever the hell you want to call them?”

“This is not a democracy, man. I’m gonna tell the pack it’s a new thing they will be doing. You tell me the days, and I’ll tell them to be there. Just like that.” He snapped his fingers. “Anything else?” Kellen got up to refill his drink, raising it in question before pouring his glass. As Rowan gave a shake, he shrugged and topped off his glass, coming back to settle on the couch.

“Alright, I’ll talk with Lyric and work out a few days a week. She and I will work together to get a timeframe that’ll maximize what’s best for everyone.”

Kellen waved his words away. “I don’t give two shits what is best for everyone, just what’s best for you two. Get it done.”

Rowan’s deep laugh filled the room. “You might want to talk to Lake before you bust a blood vessel.”

Raising his middle finger, Kellen made sure he didn’t break another glass. He may heal quickly, but that didn’t mean it didn’t sting just a little. “Go home. I’ve got shit to do. Women to fuck.”

Their newest member ambled out, his cowboy boots barely making a sound on the concrete floors. Kellen kicked his own booted feet up on the table and leaned his head back on the butter soft leather. Damn, he fucking hated the thoughts swirling around in his head. The only female he wanted was a tall red-haired temptress who didn’t seem to want him back. Sure, he could order her to come to him, but that wasn’t what he wanted. Kellen wanted her to want him the way he wanted and needed her. A mirthless laugh broke free. “Isn’t it ironic? The female I want, is so far out of my reach, she might as well be on another planet.”
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LAIKYN HEARD THE GROWL in the makeshift clinic. She’d know that sound anywhere. Her body came alive. “Damn it. Why couldn’t I want a nice normal man?” She wiped down the rest of the room, preparing it for the next patient who might need it.

“Because then we’d be all bored and shit.” Syn Styles walked into the room.

It took Laikyn a moment to catch her breath, when she looked at the petite female standing in the doorway, an ache settled in her heart. Syn Styles and Lyric Carmichael were both five years younger than Laikyn, yet both women were much more intimidating. At five feet nine inches, Laikyn was a good four inches taller than the other female, yet she still had no doubt who would win in a fight, and it wasn’t her. Karsyn, or Syn to her friends, tilted her dark head, and with eyes as blue as her brothers, stared at Laikyn, waiting for something that only she knew.

“Can I help you, Karsyn?” Laikyn busied herself with taking the rubber gloves off and tossing them into the garbage.

“Please, call me Syn. How are you, Lake?” Syn walked into the room touching the counter, her hands running over everything as if she was memorizing each thing.

“I’m good. You?” She cleared her throat, hating the show of weakness the croak emitted.

Syn laughed. “I’m not going to hurt you... well, unless you hurt my brother, then all bets are off. I don’t think you’re going to do that, though. Are you?”

What the hell was this? “I’m not sure what the heck you’re talking about. Your brother is the alpha. Nobody could hurt him.”

The younger female was across the room in a flash. “You keep telling yourself that, dear. However, you and I both know he is more than that. He’s much more than just the alpha,” Syn spat. “He’s my brother, and I’ll kill anyone who hurts him. You got me?”

Laikyn may not be an alpha, but she was nobody’s bitch. She drew herself up to her full height, gripped the small hand wrapped in her shirt and squeezed. “Listen here, little girl. Don’t come in here and think to threaten me. I’d never hurt anyone, least of all Kellen. You want to see who has bigger teeth, then let’s do this, but not in my clinic.” Her beast came to the front, making her voice sound deeper.

“Oh, I knew you were worthy,” Syn said, wiggling her hand and extricating herself.

She blinked down at Kellen’s sister, sure the other female had to be crazy. “Do you need meds or something?”

“Or something, but you can’t give it to me. I’m serious about hurting my brother, though. Also, you’re gonna need to keep those balls you just showed me. There are gonna be a shit-ton of she-bitches who are gonna think you ain’t good enough for him. You’ll need to put them in their place. You’re also gonna need to put the big bad alpha in his place. Trust me on this. If you need anything, holler at me. I’m on your side... unless you hurt him. Feel me?”

Taking a deep breath, Laikyn nodded. “I think you’re jumping the gun here. Your brother doesn’t want me. Not for the long run, and I’m not in the market for a part-time lover.”

“What about two?”

It took Laikyn a few seconds to understand what she was referring to. Her mouth fell open. “Holy shit. How did you hear about them?”

“So, it’s true?” Syn’s eyes gleamed.

Lake shook her head. “Syn, how did you hear about that?” She thought back to her conversation with Alexa and was sure the other female hadn’t spoken to anyone, then remembered, wolves could hear remarkably well. Damn, she prayed Kellen wasn’t foaming at the mouth. Her phone buzzed, saving her from answering. The image of a stethoscope was on the screen.

“Shit,” she swore.

“A problem?” Syn looked from her to the phone in her hand.

Not wanting to lie, she shrugged. “I need to head back to Kansas City. My partners and I need to finalize my leaving. I accepted a position here at Mercy General, plus I want to be close to my parents when they’re here.” Not to mention she missed the pack, and Kellen.

“You want some company along for your trip? I could use a vacation.” Sadness clouded her eyes.

Laikyn could really use a little buffer between her and the two men. She didn’t understand why they wouldn’t accept the fact she wasn’t interested in them. Hell, she wasn’t into them one on one, let alone two on one. Her fantasies were geared more towards one dominating alpha male, who didn’t seem to know she was alive. Maybe if he hadn’t saved her all those years ago. A shudder wracked her at the memory, but she pushed it aside. The past was just that. Over and done with. You can’t change it. You can’t live in it. And you sure as shit can’t keep beating yourself up over mistakes. She learned from her mistakes and had grown from them. Okay, she may have run hard and fast, but she’d stopped running and was now ready to face her future. If that included Kellen Styles, then she’d be one happy wolf. However, if it didn’t, she’d learn to live without him.

“That would be great. Ever been to Missouri before?”

Syn’s smile seemed forced. “Nope. When we leaving?”

She didn’t start her residency for another two weeks, but she wanted to get everything she could and get back. “How about tomorrow. I can rent a truck and trailer thing. My apartment came furnished, but I sorta have a lot of stuff.”

“No problem. You know we can get that packed and loaded in no time. Heck, we could always ask a couple of the guys to come along.” Syn stuffed her hands in her back pockets, looking far too casual.

“No. I’d rather just go and get it taken care of myself. It’ll only take a day to pack it up. I’d already started before I came here.”

“Alright. No need to rent a truck or trailer. I’ll pick you up.”

Listening as Syn gave her the time she’d be there, Laikyn felt as if she’d been steamrolled. However, having someone she actually trusted and liked with her on the trip back made her feel marginally better. If only Kellen was as amiable as his sister.

*****
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THE NEXT DAY LAIKYN heard a loud truck pull up outside the house. She looked outside the window, seeing Syn hop down from the driver’s side in a pair of skintight jeans and a tank top. Her eyes widened at the shiny black truck. With its turquoise stripes running down the sides and the two big hearts on the back fenders, it should look odd, but it screamed Syn. From her view she could see the interior matched the same turquoise.

“Alright, I’ll be back in a few days.” Laikyn kissed her dad’s cheek, walked outside, and met Syn on the sidewalk. “Dang girl. This is one big ass truck. You sure you know how to drive it?”

“I’ll have you know I learned how to parallel park in a rig this size. You can put your bag in the backseat with mine. I packed light.” Syn opened the door to the back.

“You’re a lifesaver.” Laikyn tossed her small suitcase next to the bright pink one in the back.

“Let’s roll, chica. I want to get as close to Kansas City as possible tonight. We could make the trip in like ten hours, if you want to drive straight through?”

Laikyn nodded. “Yeah, let’s do it. If you get tired, I’ll drive.”

Syn turned to her. “Listen. I like you, but nobody drives my baby, but me and Kellen. I might trust Xan, maybe even Rowan. But, and this is a big but, nobody else. Especially someone who probably drives a roller-skate for a car.” She put the truck in gear.

“I think I almost feel offended.”

“Well, don’t be. I don’t even let Lyric drive my girl.”

“How’s that working for you?” Laikyn checked her phone was fully charged.

“Oh, it’s working great. She has Rowan’s and that girl has her own shiny toys.” Laughter laced Syn’s voice.

By the time they reached Kansas City, Laikyn realized Syn was crazy, in a completely lovable way. And she wasn’t kidding about not letting her drive. Which was fine by her.

“Dang girl, you live in a high-rise in downtown? How did you let your wolf out?” Syn asked, awe making her tone higher pitched as they parked in the underground parking garage. Finding a large enough spot for truck and trailer was easy since most residents had two allotted spots.

Her large studio apartment afforded her enough room to shift and roam inside, but she hadn’t been able to get out and stretch in the wilds, not like at home. Laikyn missed doing that but refused to tell Syn or anyone how lonely she’d been.

“Come on. We can order some takeout and crash. I’m exhausted,” she said more cheerfully than she felt.

They rode the elevator up in silence, their suitcases in front of them. Laikyn had to swipe her card in order to get on the elevator, the security was one of the main reasons she’d leased the place. As the lift reached her floor, a feeling of something not quite right settled in the pit of her stomach. She put her hand on Syn’s arm, motioning her to wait. Both of them stayed inside as the doors opened and used their keen hearing along with their heightened sense of smell, before stepping out. On each level there were only six apartments. Four across from the elevator, and one on each side of the elevator. She had one of the larger ones with a view to die for.

Scents hit her, familiar, yet unwelcome. She pressed her finger to her lips and shook her head. Immediately Syn nodded. How the hell could her partners know she was back and already be at her door, she had no clue, unless it was just lucky timing. However, they shouldn’t have access to her floor, unless someone let them up. She’d have to talk to the front desk.

Taking a deep breath, she stepped out with Syn behind her. Finding the hall empty, she looked around, breathing deeply for the cologne they favored, and she hated. The apartment across the hall reeked of them, making her acutely aware of just how close they had to be.

Her door was farther down the hall, which she quickened her pace to get to. Syn didn’t seem inclined to do the same, making Laikyn want to rush back and pull her forward. Her hands shook as she unlocked the deadbolt. When she entered, the alarm didn’t go off. Laikyn knew she’d set it. Her body, already strung tight, was even more so once she realized the air was heavy with the same cologne. The smell was fresh, not weeks old like it should be.

“Nice place, Doc,” Syn said.

Laikyn shut the door, engaging all the locks, and setting the alarm. “They’ve been in here.”

Syn dropped her bag, spinning around to face Laikyn. “What the hell do you mean?”

Looking around the space, she went into her bedroom. “Syn, come here. I mean they’ve been here while I was gone, and not invited I might add.”

Syn pinched her nose. “Girl, did they swim in that cologne or what?” She stared at her. “I’m thinking you haven’t had them here lately?”

“Try in like months. I had a party that they were invited to. They’ve stopped by on a couple occasions, for one excuse or another, but never were invited to stay long.” Laikyn checked her drawers, seeing nothing out of place. The stacked boxes still looked the same as when she left.

“Okay, this may sound strange, but do you think they might have bugged your place, or put cameras in?” Syn went over to the bank of windows and opened them up. “This will help air out the stink. What the fuck do they think putting all that shit on is doing for them?” Syn opened the door and stepped outside.

Laikyn gasped. “Syn, do you really think they might have,” Laikyn stopped speaking as she stood on her balcony, looking back inside. “Shit, it’s totally possible. How would we know? I can’t sleep in there thinking they are watching us.”

“I’m calling Rowan. He’d know what we should look for. Hell, he’ll probably be here in no time to check shit out.”

She wanted to tell her no, that they were fine, but truth was, she was worried. Yes, they could handle two human men, but she’d always sensed something was off with her partners. They weren’t shifters, but they were more than mere humans, of that, she was sure. “Call him.”

“It’s going to be fine.” Syn pulled her phone out. “Hey Lyric, can I talk to your mate? I think we have an issue here at Laikyn’s place in Kansas City.”

Laikyn stared out at the night. She could see the Plaza lights and had always thought it was romantic the way they glimmered. Now, she wished she was back in South Dakota beneath the comforting shell of family and friends.

Her ears picked up the deep baritone of Rowan Shade, his tone as commanding as Kellen’s. She had no doubt he’d be telling the alpha exactly what was going on in no time. Not that she blamed him since Kellen’s baby sister was with her.

“Shit, Syn, maybe you should go. I mean, if you got hurt because of me, Kellen would never forgive me.”

Syn held her phone out. “Rowan wants to talk to you.”

She looked at the phone like it was a rattlesnake ready to bite her before taking it. “Hi, Rowan. What’s up?”

“First of all, don’t even start that bullshite about splitting up, or I’ll personally beat your ass, then let Kellen know so he can too. Second, you need to get your bags and go to a hotel until we get there. If both you and Syn’s creep meter is going off, I’d say you are correct. You two shouldn’t have gone off without backup in the first place.” Rowan didn’t tone down his anger, his deep voice growled out each word as he gave her orders.

“Alright. You have my address, and my number. We’ll stay at a hotel until you guys get here.” Chewing on her lip, she and Syn stared at each other.

“It’ll be okay, but I want to stay on the phone with you until you get to the vehicle, then call once you secure a hotel. Do not speak to anyone. Don’t say where you’re going out loud until you are on the road. I want you to watch your backs and be conscious of your surroundings. Syn’s gonna be driving, so that means you have to be her eyes behind, and all around. Got it? We’ll be there within hours.”

All of a sudden, she felt like she was in some sort of movie, and she wanted to hit pause and find a new one to watch. She didn’t like horror movies, always preferring to watch action and adventure, or comedy.

“I need you to answer me, Lake,” Rowan growled.

“Yes. I got it.” She knew Syn heard every word as well. They made their way back through her apartment, looking through the peephole, before she punched in the code to the alarm system to turn it off. Once they had their bags in hand they walked out together and toward the elevator. Fear of the men coming out of the apartment, while they waited for the doors to open, ate a hole in the pit of her stomach. Syn squeezed her hand, neither of them breathed as they waited. Just as the door swooshed open, Laikyn heard a lock down the hall disengaging. She and Syn rushed inside, pressing the G button and the button to make the doors shut. The same cologne wafted toward them, letting her know the apartment door across the hall had opened. By the time they reached the ground floor her nerves were frazzled, but she kept the line open with Rowan, his steady breathing kept her grounded.

Syn tossed her bag in the open bed, foregoing the backseat. Laikyn followed suit. Both ladies hopped in, pulling out of the garage without the trailer attached since they’d disengaged it when they’d arrived.

“Duck down, Lake. They won’t recognize me if they see a vehicle pulling out.”

Laikyn looked at the floorboard, and her five-foot nine inches self, but did her best to curl up in a ball. The tinted windows would hide her, she hoped. “I’m putting you on speaker, Rowan.” She placed the phone in between the seats.

With the music playing, Syn sang along to a rock song, acting as if she hadn’t a care in the world. Laikyn stayed down until she felt the vehicle pick up speed.

“You can get up. I’m thinking those two hunky men with bodies to die for are your partners?”

“Did you see them?” She looked behind but saw no other vehicles on the interstate at that time of night.

“Girl, I don’t know why you didn’t like them, other than they drench themselves in cologne, cause damn, they were fine. If that was them. Are they brothers?” Syn asked.

Nodding, Laikyn pulled her hair into a ponytail. “They’re supposed to be fraternal twins. Although, I swear they’re almost identical. Nobody else says anything about their cologne, but I can’t stand it.”

“I think it’s because they’re not your mate, or mates. The fact they were at your neighbor’s and had clearly been in your apartment, is also weird as all get out. Do you think they?” she stopped and made an obscene hand motion. “You know, like jacked off with your panties?”

“Holy fuck. Where do you come up with this stuff?” Looking at the gorgeous dark-haired girl, she wondered if she’d had someone do that to her.

“Girl, don’t you watch TV? All good psychos do that. So, where we are staying the night?”

She let out a deep breath. “Somewhere safe and secure.” She named an upscale hotel.

“What do you think, Rowan? I’d rather you approve and not have to switch.” Syn’s fingers tapped out a rhythm on the wheel.

After getting the, all clear from Rowan, she kept looking back to make sure they weren’t being followed. Syn refused to let valet park the truck. “You realize it’s crazy not to let someone who is paid to park vehicles do it, right?”

Syn lifted her bag out of the back and tossed Laikyn’s down, then hopped out. “Whatever. Have you seen how some of them asshats drive? No thank you. My baby is safe in my hands.”
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Chapter Two
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KELLEN GLARED AT HIS phone. He was sure he’d misunderstood. “Can you repeat that, and please say it slowly. I think that last bottle of Maker’s has dulled my hearing.” Kellen stepped outside the club, smiling at one of the dancers as she slid past him in a pair of booty shorts.

“You heard me correctly. Your baby sis and Laikyn are in Kansas City and are pretty sure they’re in trouble. I told them you and I would be there by first light. I’m assuming you’re ready to roll out now, and Lyric is itching to go with.” Rowan’s tone didn’t sound all too pleased with the last bit.

“If you’re not ready in fifteen, I’m leaving without you.” He headed back inside looking for his second-in-command. Xan had recently found his mate right under his nose in Breezy. Kellen knew the other male was up to the task of stepping up and taking charge while he was gone.

The two lovebirds were in a corner, doing what they’d felt they missed out on for years. Hell, he was sure if he was a few minutes later, the two of them would be doing a lot more than making out. “Excuse me, Xan. Need a moment of your time.”

It took about twenty seconds, which was nineteen too long for Xan to lift his head from Breezy’s face. His blue eyes glowed. “What’s up, Alpha?”

“I need you to step up in my place, while I take care of a couple wayward shewolves who thought it was a good idea, to run off to middle fucking America alone.” By the time he finished, all eyes had turned to the trio in the corner. Kellen turned and growled, making everyone lower their heads. “Damn, I am going to paddle Laikyn O’Neil’s ass when I get her home. And don’t get me started on Karsyn Styles. That girl needs a damn keeper.” He shook his head.

Xan looked behind him. “You taking Bodhi with you?”

The big blond walked up with an empty beer bottle in his hand. “We road tripping?”

“If you can be ready to roll in ten, then you can come. Otherwise, no.” Kellen spun on his heel.

Heading into his office, he pulled a duffel filled with a couple changes of clothes out of the closet, grabbed his keys to his XV Urban Assault and walked out without a backward glance. The all-black beast was gassed up and ready at all times. He noticed Rowan’s big ass truck wasn’t in the lot. Knowing the other male would be pissed if he left without him, Kellen shrugged his shoulders as he disengaged the locks. He tossed the bag in the back, unsurprised to see Bodhi walking out of the apartments in the back with his own gear gripped in his big fist.

The other wolf had been human once, but as a child, he and his parents had been camping when they’d been attacked by a pack of wolves. His parents had been killed, but Bodhi, a mere child, had survived and Kellen’s parents had taken him in and raised him as one of their own. Bodhi had always had the ability to hear and read others’ thoughts, which set him aside from other kids. It had taken him some time to get over his parents’ loss, but when he did, he’d embraced his shifter side like a duck to water. He and Syn always butted heads, yet Kellen trusted her with the other male as much as he trusted Xan. When Bodhi had gone off to find his extended family, it had about killed Syn, and broken his mother’s heart, but he’d understood. The years he’d been gone took a toll on his sister and his relationship, but he still loved Bodhi like a brother.

Kellen saw the need in Bodhi’s eyes each time Syn was near. Kellen liked watching him squirm as he tried to hide his feelings, and his baby sister ignoring the wolf was icing on the cake most days. Of course, he knew it was only a matter of time before they both gave up fighting fate and did what their wolves wanted.

“You ready, or we waiting on Ro?” Bodhi’s unusual green eyes searched the parking lot, his voice urgent.

“Rowan can play catch up. We’re outta here,” Kellen growled.

His phone buzzed as he prepared to pull onto the street. “You on your way or what?”

A deep laugh came through the sound system. “I’m no dumbass. I’m just down the road. Figured you wouldn’t be wanting to wait for me. You got someone with you?”

“Bodhi’s coming along for the ride. You got your mate with you?” After getting confirmation that he did indeed, Kellen rolled his eyes. “You should learn to wear the pants, Ro.”

“It’s so much more fun when he doesn’t, Alpha,” Lyric teased.

“And on that note, I’m off here. I’ve got the address in my GPS. Get your ass here or I’m leaving without you. When we get to Kansas City, I’ll drop you at the apartment, then I’m going to the hotel. I want to make sure the girls are safe. You scan for any surveillance cameras and all that shit. I figure you’re much more up to that task than me.”

“Got it. We stopping to eat, or driving straight through?” Rowan asked.

Kellen looked at Bodhi, who shook his head. “You two need to stop, let me know and we’ll drive separate. Bodhi and I are driving until we reach the girls.”

“Nah, we’re good. Lyric packed me some snacks.” Rowan’s satisfied voice had him looking at Bodhi sideways.

He gripped the steering wheel so hard his knuckles turned white. With monumental effort, one by one, he released his fingers, stretching them out to relax the tension in them. If he kept it up, he’d bend the damn thing, and he’d had the vehicle built to survive the apocalypse.

Hours later, after dropping Rowan and Lyric off at the apartment building, they pulled up to a high-priced hotel. Bodhi laughed at the two valets who jockeyed for the keys to Kellen’s rig, while Kellen glared at them both.

“Enough. I won’t be here long enough to need it parked. Leave it right where it is, and watch it like it’s priceless,” Kellen said, leaning close to one of them. “Newsflash, boy, it is totally priceless in your eyes.” He was sure the half a million it would cost to replace his rig was more than either of them would make in their lifetime.

The well-dressed young man nodded but didn’t ask for his keys again. Kellen handed him a hundred-dollar bill. “Good. We’ll be back shortly. There’ll be a nice tip for the both of you if I come back to find all is as it should be.” Kellen pointed at the XV, hearing the beep he kept walking.

“You realize it’s probably against policy to allow a vehicle the size of yours to sit out front, right?” Bodhi’s head looked left and right as they entered.

Kellen and he drew stares as they entered, the concierge coming out from behind
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