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BirthMark

Book 3 of

The Patron, the Alphas Alpha

When you’re the top wolf on the continent, backed by the Goddess herself, how does an enemy topple your kingdom? Not by challenging you to a fight—that’s a battle you’re destined to win. 

No, they change the rules.

After 300 years of unwavering service to the Goddess, Silas Knight reigns as the Patron, Alpha to the Alphas of North America. Feared and respected, he’s seen almost everything—until now. Quietly, something or someone is disrupting the natural order. A shocking discovery shatters the foundation of his world: certain human women can give birth to fully functioning wolves.

And that is a problem.

Jasmine Bennett did not know her late husband was a wolf shifter, much less that her twin sons inherited his secret. Her world turns upside down when one of her sons is gravely injured in Afghanistan and flown stateside. Rushing to his bedside, Jasmine learns the truth about her family—and why her rare ability has now put her life in mortal danger.

Silas is discovering what it means to have a family. Unfortunately, it seems to clash at the worst times with running the Wolf Nation. Someone is literally throwing a series of challenges at him to remove him from office. Silas’s and Jasmine’s relationship is tested, and the outcome is uncertain. With prophecies running rampant about the future of the Wolf Nation and mysterious happenings, Silas and Jasmine are stumped by the BirthMarks on their sons.

This is the third book in the La Patron series. Book one is BirthRight, Book two is BirthControl and should be read first for a better understanding of this book.

Thanks

Sydney
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Chapter 1
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Silas Knight, La Patron of every wolf on the North American continent and possibly a few others as well, walked the wide hallway outside his bedroom to avoid waking his mate, Jasmine. She was worn out from tending to the children all day, and he wanted her to have a few minutes of undisturbed rest. Her day had been as long as his. Whereas he spent the day running a nation of wolves, she spent the day with four pups whose needs and personalities were as different as the days of the week. He would gladly face the rebels or pouting Alphas than handle his feisty litter all day. She had remarked on more than one occasion their pups had his arrogant gene, as if that were a bad thing. 

He placed his bundle higher on his shoulder and patted his back gently. “It’s going to be okay, little one,” he whispered to calm David’s whimpering. None of the doctors could explain why the child was in a constant state of discomfort. Nothing calmed him for long. 

“Is he going to be alright?” Tyrese, Jasmine’s older son, asked as he walked down the hall toward them. He was dressed in pressed jeans and a bright red short-sleeved polo. His highly polished boots made a clopping sound on the marble floors. He had allowed his hair to grow out from a military buzz cut, brushing against his shoulder.

Silas nodded and flicked his gaze over the young pup again. “He’s fine, just having a hard time quieting down. Going out?”

“Yeah, a few of the guys and I are going to hit this new club in town. Supposedly, it’s owned by a half-breed. I wanna check it out.”

Since Silas had approved the club owner’s petition to open a business in the state, he wasn’t surprised. In fact, he’d heard the business venture had proven to be such a success. The owner had petitioned the Alpha of Georgia to open a club in Atlanta.

“There are still some rebels in the area. Be careful. Have fun.”

“I will. Always.” Tyrese nodded and walked to the elevator, which would take him down to the tunnels. He would walk a respectful distance and then come up beneath the condo complex to pick up his car. It was safer and away from the wings where his mom and siblings lived.

David whimpered, and Silas returned his attention to his youngest male pup. “I’m sorry you’re not feeling well, but it’s going to be okay.” He hummed and David quieted. Initially, Silas thought David would calm down in a few minutes, which is why pacing the quiet hall made sense. Now he realized he’d miscalculated and headed to the darkened nursery. He sat in one of the rocking chairs, continuing his soft serenade. There were five additional rockers in the large nursery, along with the four cribs occupied by his pups lining the wall. The nurses lay asleep on twin beds behind a screen so they were close if a pup woke through the night. 

Except David.

They had a small crib in their bedroom for when he had problems sleeping. It bothered him that the doctors couldn’t find the root of his pup’s discomfort. Poor thing had been poked and prodded repeatedly with nothing to show for it. 

Closing his eyes, he sought advice from the Goddess. He waited until the warmth of her presence filled the room. David quieted and went still. Offering comfort, Silas rubbed his son’s back as he waited for permission to speak.

“Patron.” The whispery voice filled the room and touched every atom of his being. Her energy touched off sparks in the room and sent tingles down his spine. He struggled to make a coherent sentence.

“Goddess of Life, how can I help my pup...my son?” he asked, uncertain if She’d respond since he hadn’t followed the normal protocols for contacting her. He continued humming old, forgotten melodies, so engrossed in the peaceful moments that when the Goddess responded on the wisps of the wind, he was startled.

“He is your seed, La Patron. You can heal him as you’ve healed many others.” Her presence left as suddenly as it came.

How? He was such a tiny thing. Holding his young pup tight, he sent warmth and waves of healing vitality to his son. He then placed his palm in the middle of the child’s back, closed his eyes and focused on healing the small body. When he was done, Silas waited, hoping his pup was better.

Within a few moments, David whimpered. Tired and confused, Silas placed David across his shoulder and started humming again. The child settled. Silas breathed in the sweet silence of the room and gazed at the ceiling. Last year, the Goddess told him change was coming, and it had blown through his life with hurricane-force winds, upsetting everything he knew and believed. Human females and wolves, breeding, creating a whole new category of beings—half breeds. There were times he still couldn’t believe it, but he’d just look in his nursery. All four of his pups, his first litter, were half-breeds.

At the thought of them, love welled inside him and overflowed. Now with pups of his own, he fully understood why full-blooded wolves fought their pack mates and would start a civil war to save their pups. As much as he had detested the idea of half-breeds before, he was irrevocably committed to saving all wolves, full and half-breeds. Part of the reason lay on his shoulder, taking small sips of air and trembling slightly on the exhale.

“Don’t worry, little one. The Goddess says I can heal you. I just need to figure out how and then all will be well,” he murmured, closing his eyes as he rocked.

His thoughts roamed to Tyrone, Tyrese’s twin. He wondered how the young pup would react when he discovered another had challenged him for the right to lead the West Virginia wolves.

Silas allowed the challenge to stand, since there were those who didn’t view the former Alpha as a traitor. But Silas knew better. He’d read the Alpha’s thoughts, heard his hatred of the breeds, and his desire to destroy everything and everyone who stood in his way. That included Silas. The traitor had died by Silas’ hands and he was within his rights to choose a replacement.

The sweet scent of his mate reached him. Keeping his eyes closed, he waited for her to speak.

“Let me take him. You have that meeting tomorrow with the detective. You said he was coming at eight. It’s after three now.” She reached forward and took the pup from his shoulder. He might never admit it, but he missed the small patch of warmth the little one had provided.

Silas pulled Jasmine onto his lap, pushed her swinging braids from her face and nuzzled her neck. He had missed her. The birth, coupled with the fall in the cave, had wreaked havoc on her body. The doctor had restricted their lovemaking because of the bleeding after the pups were born. There were still so many things they simply did not know about her physiology. Neither he nor the doctor wanted to take any chances.

“He’s going to be fine,” he whispered as she placed a kiss on the pup’s brow. 

“Oh?” She eyed him curiously. “Have the doctors said something to you?”

“No. The Goddess.”

Her eyes widened and lit with pure joy. “What’d she say?... What’d she say?”

Pleased with her eager response, he repeated the words he had been told. “I’ve laid warm hands on him, sending healing energy through his body, but... that didn’t work. Don’t worry, it is my top priority to discover how to heal him.”

“Can’t you just decree it? Make a command? Tell his body to be healed?”

Chuckling, he tapped her nose. “I’m not the Christo. I can heal wolves because I’m their leader. We share similar energy. He needs something more and I will figure it out.”

She nodded and stood, taking his hand. “Come on, time for bed, at least until you have to get up. I’ve missed you.”

Gingerly, he cupped her face between his palms and stared into her eyes. He read the fatigue and the determination. She had made it very clear when she’d been pregnant that she would raise her children. And though she had nurses to assist, she spent most of her time caring for the pups. Initially, they’d argued over the time and energy the pups were taking. He had felt left out. That had been an intensely enlightening discussion. Now he understood it went against everything inside her to hand her babies over to someone else to raise. It wasn’t who she was. Now, he made time every day to visit her and the pups. They set aside an hour every evening to spend time alone. So far it worked well.

“I love you,” he whispered across her lips, and kissed her deeply.

She opened her link, and he was inundated with a tidal wave of sweet, tingly warmth that cascaded over him and permeated his heart. “Love you, Wolfie.”

His chest tightened at her words, and he deepened their kiss. His palms rested on her hips. He pulled her close to his erection.

Her breath hitched.

He rubbed her against his hardness, reveling in the friction. He released her mouth for a second, gulped down some air, and kissed her again.

“I need you,” he told her through their link. “I miss you.”

“I need you too,” she said. “He’s been quiet for a while now. Let’s go to bed.” 

“I’m right behind you.”

They broke apart. He appreciated the needy look in her eyes. She placed her finger to her lips, took his hand, and led him to their bedroom.

Silas’ eyes were glued to her hips, remembering how well they cushioned his larger form. How hot and tight she’d been the last time, how she’d been soaking wet before he even touched her. His skin heated, his cock leaked as he remembered the long hard thrusts he’d given her and she’d taken them all.

She stumbled and turned, her eyes disbelieving. “When...when did you learn that?”

Frowning, he had no idea what she was talking about. “What?”

Her cheeks reddened. “I felt you...it was like...you were...you know...”

“No. I don’t. What are you talking about?”

She walked to their bed and laid David down in the small crib before returning to him, and crossed her arms. Within seconds, their last sexual romp replayed in his mind. She leaned forward, whispering. “The difference was I felt it when you were thinking about it. You didn’t just now. How’d you do that?”

His eyes landed on her full globes. His dick jumped. He grabbed her hand, leading her to the other side of the bed. “Horny.” He slipped the straps of her dress from her shoulders. The dress pooled on the floor while he pulled her close, kissing her face, neck and finally her breasts. His fingers ventured south, and it was just as he remembered. She was wet and ready for him. He eyed his son, sent a silent plea to chill for a few moments longer.

“Hurry and undress.” Jasmine pulled at his jeans, unsnapping them and rolling them down.

He slapped her hand away, and finished the job in one fell swoop. The heat of her mouth sheathed his cock, torturing him because they didn’t have time.

“Damn, you have no idea how much it hurts me to stop you, but as good as your mouth feels, I need to be inside you.” Gently, he pulled away, loving the suction she provided on the way out.

She grinned, scooted back on the bed, and opened her legs, showing her bare lips and ready-to-be-filled center. His cock jerked in greeting as he moved forward, grabbed her calves, and pulled her to the edge of the bed.

He loved looking at her like this, when she was wild and needy for him. “This is going to be fast. But I promise to make it up to you whenever we get our bedroom back.”

“Just do it...please.”

He didn’t have to be asked twice. With single-minded precision, he filled her in one thrust. Her body welcomed him and held him snug in her warmth. Tight muscles clenched and throbbed. He needed to move. In the back of his mind, he remembered she had given him four pups and should take it slow. He slid in and out, gentle strokes at first. But his mate didn’t want gentle, and the image she sent through their link of him taking her made it clear she needed him hard and fast. Silas increased his thrusts, feeling the pleasure build. It spurred him on. He pumped harder, deeper, wanting to imprint himself on her.

A low keening sound filled the air. He placed his hand over her mouth as he continued to thrust into her through her orgasm. He was so close. She clenched her muscles and sent him over the edge. His heart pounded loud in his ears as he emptied his load into her.

Chest heaving, he sucked air into his starved chest as he collapsed on top of her. Firmly toned arms wrapped around him, holding him tight. “You are amazing. That was sooo good. Thanks. You have no idea how much I needed that.”

He squeezed her shoulder, inhaled her scent, and placed a kiss on her shoulder. “I’m sure I have an idea. I’ve gone without as long as you have.” He rose slightly, looked down at her droopy lids, showing hints of light brown eyes and her goofy smile. “You looked like a satisfied cat.”

She grinned and ran her hand through his hair. “I am. You satisfied my cat...for now.” She winked at him and rolled to the side.

“Watch him. I’m going to take a quick shower. Be right back.” She rose slowly, majestically, and walked naked to the bath. He was sure she put a little extra jiggle in her walk knowing he watched. Her bronzed complexion glowed, her long braids slapped the middle of her back, drawing attention to her small waist and high round hips. In a word, perfection, and she was his.

Silas pulled off the rest of his clothes, wiped himself, and then placed the soiled clothes in the basket. He glanced at his pup, pleased the little one had allowed him to spend time with his mom. Now if the pup would sleep long enough so Silas could hold and cuddle his woman until morning, that would be perfect.

Jasmine walked back into the room a short while later, feeling refreshed. Her heart swelled with love and pride at the picture on the bed. Silas lay sprawled on his back with David on his chest. Silas’s long, black, wavy hair lay across the beige pillowcase like a dark cloud. Long lashes and perfectly arched brows complemented blue-green eyes that rarely missed anything. The man was gorgeous and big. His body lay diagonally across the bed and there was little space left except on either side of him. She pulled a on a pair of panties and tank top before joining them in bed. She deliberated whether to move David from Silas’ chest and lay him beside her so she wouldn’t have to get up when he whimpered later on. But she didn’t want Silas to think she didn’t trust him.

Initially, she had been terrified for her son’s life. Normally, in wolf culture, if a child was born sick, he would be put down. She had always kept David with her, not even allowing Silas to be alone with him.

During a long discussion, which had covered a lot of new couple problems, he’d given his word that David was safe. Watching the rise and fall of their chests, she offered a small prayer of thanks that they were both hers.

“Come to bed. I need to hold you,” Silas said, opening his eyes. “And I thank the Goddess for you as well. Now bring that fine ass over here so I can get some sleep.”

Jasmine chuckled and strode to the bed, ready to fall into his arms. “Hmmm, just so you know, you fail at sweet talking.”

“Hmph,” he snorted.

She lay on the custom-made bed next to him, her back to his side before he pulled her closer.

“I’m going to let Rose deal with the human police detective tomorrow. She’s not Jacques, but she’s doing a decent job running my office. This will give her some practice dealing with the law,” Silas said into the quiet.

She missed his assistant. Jacques had been with Silas for decades, but once he was compromised by Arianna’s lure, he didn’t trust himself around Silas or the pups. Silas had thought the news of one of his pups being named after Jacques and Arianna’s death would be enough for his friend to return. So far, Jacques had turned down all offers to reclaim his old job, but did promise to visit soon to meet his namesake.

Jasmine thought of her daughter-in-law, Tyrone’s mate, and agreed. “She’s smart, a quick learner, and will represent your interests. Will she still work here when Tyrone takes over as alpha? Is there an Alpha house, like a governor’s mansion or something? Where will they live?” From the moment Silas told her of his decision to promote her son, she wondered about those things.

He rubbed her shoulder. “First off, he has been challenged.”

She stiffened, not liking the sound of that. “Challenged? Explain.”

Silas’ grip on her shoulder tightened a bit. She knew he didn’t like her tone, but she didn’t care for her son being challenged over something he didn’t ask for.

“Another wolf wants the Alpha position and wants to fight for it.”

“I thought you appointed the Alphas. What happened to that?” She sensed his frustration through their link, but this was her son, and she wanted to know why things were being handled differently.

“I appoint Alphas, but if an Alpha has been trained by me and does not have a position, he can challenge anyone for an open spot. The wolf challenging Tyrone completed Alpha training three years ago and has been serving another Alpha since then. He is within his right to make this challenge.”

She calmed a bit, but still worried. “This isn’t one of those to the death things, is it? Because Rone didn’t ask to be Alpha and he shouldn’t be killed because you offered him the position. You could’ve offered it to one of the Alphas who were waiting around.”

He released a long sigh, but didn’t say anything. There was a lot she didn’t understand about wolf politics, but since she and Silas had this...this connection, she had been trying to ask questions so she wouldn’t be in the dark.

“You are right. I could’ve chosen one of the other alphas. There are three who don’t have their own territory, not including Cameron, who would have been my first choice a year ago. But, with the surge of half breeds, plus wanting an Alpha I trust implicitly at my backdoor, I picked Rone. The fight is not to the death, but it will be brutal. Both wolves are highly trained and fight well. Tyrone does not have to accept the challenge; he can step aside and allow the challenger take the position. However, as the ruling Alpha of this state, the challenger can demand Tyrone leave West Virginia and never return.”

Her eyes shot open. “What? That’s not fair. You would allow him to ban Rone?”

“Allow it? No. But he is within his rights to do so. All of this will be explained to Tyrone tomorrow. Well, later today. The choice is his, but I think he will fight. He is mated to a strong bitch and will not want to appear weak in her eyes.”

“Weak...” Jasmine sputtered, leaning up on her elbow. Her eyes narrowed at him. “How would that make him look weak? He didn’t ask for the position –”

“His Alpha chose him for the position, which is an honor.”

Hearing his voice change, she snapped her jaw closed. They were dabbling in wolf politics and she had somehow stepped into a pile of goo, offending him. Returning to the pillow and warmth of his side, she remained quiet, her mind in turmoil. Her boys were adults, she understood that, but they were still her sons.

“He will be fine, Sweet Bitch,” Silas whispered, spooning her. “Stop worrying.”

She wiggled closer as she snorted. “Like you’re not worried over Cameron. You send a search party to the woods everyday looking for any sign of him and are dejected every day they return with no news.”

“That’s because he’s out there somewhere. I feel him but I cannot locate him. It’s frustrating.” His clenched fist rested on her hip and she rubbed it until he relaxed it again.

“Admit it. Sometimes worrying over those we love happens whether or not it makes sense.” She squeezed the arm draped across her chest, thinking of David who had been returned to his blanket on the opposite side of the bed. In a little while, she’d move him beside her.

“Perhaps.” He kissed the top of her head.

Just as she’d thought he had drifted off, he spoke. “The next time you speak to the human breeders, leave our link open. I want to hear what they have to say. Plus, there are some questions I want asked.”

That surprised her. Not him wanting to eavesdrop, that was becoming their new normal, but wanting to be involved with her questioning was unusual. “Why haven’t you talked to them yet?” She knew Julie and the other woman had talked to some of the Alphas already. The third woman, Anita, died before they made it back to the compound. According to the others, she had been sick for a long time. The shock of being hit with the tranquilizers and then falling on the hard, unforgiving ground had been too much for her heart. She never woke up.

“I’ve been waiting for them to settle, to open up more. They talk to you. I know they have been explaining how your body works and other things dealing with human breeders specifically, but I want to sort this out.”

She frowned. “Sort? What do you mean? What do you want me to ask them?”

“How did this start? Humans and wolves mating, having pups. It’s been going on a long time and I need to know the origins. What’s the purpose of mixing the races? Is there a master plot, some type of end game I should know?”

She hadn’t thought about that, but then again, the changes in her body grabbed most of her focus when she talked to the women. They had years of experience and had explained a lot of what she could and couldn’t do. But Silas had a point. Maybe they knew more.

“When I was pregnant, and even when I was attempting to rescue you in the caves, they tried to stop me. They wanted to keep the babies safe. I need to talk to them about that.”

“That’s a good place to start. Just let me know when you’re going to talk to them...” he yawned. “So I can sit in on the conversation.”

She nodded. “Give me David.”

He passed their sleeping son to her, and she placed him on the bed next to her before falling asleep.
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Chapter 2
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Submerging his human side, Tyrese stepped into the club and looked around for Brad and Hank, two of Silas’ top security men. The beat of the music pulsed through the floor. The dimly lit interior was a smokescreen for the humans because wolves had excellent night vision. A mixture of smoke, beer, body musk and ...sex filled the air.

He hadn’t walked far or been inside long before the hair on the back of his neck stood up. Someone watched him. Taking a deep breath, he analyzed various scents. There was a mixture of full-bloods, some half-breeds, and a few humans in the building. 

Cautiously, he headed to the bar and ordered a beer. Once he had his drink, he turned and searched for his admirer. His eyes landed on a tall, dark complexioned female wolf sitting alone at a table across the room. She tipped her head to him, her long dreads moving slightly across her shoulders. Even from that distance, he knew her eyes were an unusual shade of brown, like sherry or whiskey. If he had time, he’d circle back around and check her out. He nodded and continued his perusal of the place. 

The structure had a second floor and the patrons on that level danced close to the rails. At least he thought it was dancing. The more he watched, the less certain he became. Many of the participants wore strips of clothing and some were naked. Inhaling again, he realized the scent of sex came from upstairs.

“Nice place, huh?”

Tyrese glanced at the short red-headed bitch standing next to him. By the smell of things, she was in heat or close to it.

“It’s okay,” he said in a non-committal tone as his eyes flicked over the band of cloth covering the tips of her breasts while the other strip covered her ass and pussy. There was no question why she was here tonight; she was headed to the second floor.

She inched closer, her body heat and heady scent teased him. “Going upstairs?” she asked in a sultry voice that had him considering taking a climb to the second level.

“Maybe. I’m waiting for some friends.” His eyes flicked over her once again; he was interested, but not enough to forgo his plans. Tonight, he and Silas’ bodyguards were putting their pro-active plans in action. Hank and Brad still blamed themselves for not protecting Silas when the caves had collapsed and he was pinned beneath the earth. Now they were all on high alert, searching out potential threats to the Patron and his family.

“I’ll see you up there,” she whispered huskily as she scraped her fingernails across his chest. He watched her swing her ass, barely covered by the cloth, slowly toward the stairs and stop. Slowly, he dragged his eyes up to her face to see her smiling at him. Taking another pull of his beer, he winked. He’d give Hank ten minutes. If they hadn’t made it by then, he was going upstairs.

“What are you doing here?” An unknown voice hissed the question from beside him.

Tyrese glanced down at the man standing next to him before dismissing him, positive the bug-eyed man wasn’t addressing him.

“So, they don’t trust me. I’m not forgiven. They sent you to watch me.” The man looked around the room as though waiting for someone to emerge from the shadows.

Tyrese still hadn’t responded. He glanced at the khaki pants and white short-sleeved shirt the dude wore and was reminded of elementary school uniforms. The gelled back hair, pasty white skin and hook nose promised this guy would stand out in any crowd. Tyrese moved a few steps over to distance himself. The omega rolled his eyes and followed. Who the hell was this dude? Just as Tyrese was about to tell the guy to piss off, he spoke.

“Okay, okay... I’m Boggs. Sorry about the attitude. I don’t know much about this area, so they were probably right to send one of their own to keep an eye out.” This time, he eyed Tyrese. “I thought I’d met all the Bennetts, but I don’t know you. You’re not from Oklahoma, are you?”

Hearing his last name on the lips of a weird acting stranger grabbed Tyrese’ attention. Boggs’ contact with the Bennett pack wasn’t a good thing, even if they were Tyrese’ kin on his father’s side. The Bennetts had gone rogue and were out to destroy all half-breeds. Which made them Tyrese’ enemies.

“No.” Tyrese scanned the man to see if he could detect a lie. He inhaled deeper to catch a scent of deception and came up empty both times. This guy believed the crap he had spouted.

“But you smell like a Bennett. Where’d they dig you up from?” The omega acted as if they were friends, while Tyrese had no clue who this full blood was.

What were the odds of being picked out of a crowd and identified as rebel kin on the one rare occasion he walked into a club? Slim. It reeked of subterfuge, and Tyrese wanted no part of it. He took another two steps to the side.

“I’m not going to stand here and talk,” Tyrese said roughly.

“Right...right. Sorry about that.” Boggs looked around. “The contact’s supposed to meet me here in a few minutes. I guess I’ll just grab a seat and wait.”

Tyrese tensed. Contact? What contact? What meeting? Were the rebels planning something in West Virginia? This close to the compound? Although alarm bells blared over the coincidence of the meeting, he had to follow this lead to learn more of their enemies. Instead of asking what the meeting was about, he said, “Stand here. They’ll come to you.”

“Good...that’s good.” Boggs inhaled and released his breath shakily. “I’m a little nervous. This is my first job and I want to prove my loyalty to the pack. When I got this tip, I offered to follow through, you know what I mean? If this information is good, it could tip the scale in our favor, you know what I mean?”

“Hmmm,” Tyrese said, thinking fast. He needed to get word to Hank and Brad to stay away so he could learn more. He reached out to his twin, Tyrone.

“Rone? I need you to contact Brad and Hank, tell them to take a seat somewhere in the club, check around to see if they hear anything, but don’t come near me, okay?”

“It’s late, Rese.”

“I know. I’m meeting them at a club. Get the message to them. I don’t want this to blow up in my face.”

“What? What’s going on?” Tyrone asked, alert.

“Can’t say right now. Get the message to them.”

“Okay, but stay open. I’m monitoring and if you shut down, I’ll be on my way with an angry Rose.”

Tyrese sighed through the link. “Cut the jokes. I’ll leave it open. You might hear something I miss. But my wolf is live, human down.”

“Okay.”

“Hey, you wanna dance?” The female who’d been eyeing him earlier asked the guy standing next to him. Her whiskey-colored eyes flashed at Tyrese and then returned to Boggs. Tyrese wasn’t sure how he knew, but he did. This woman was the contact.

“Only if you’re doing the monkey.”

Tyrese wanted to roll his eyes at the corny line.

“Who’s your friend?” She tipped her chin at Tyrese.

The guy looked at him for a moment and then spoke. “Bennett. Call him Bennett.”

She gave Tyrese another long look and nodded. “Come over here. We can talk.” She turned and walked at a quick clip toward the back of the club and then down a long hall. The sounds of revelry became muted and the clicking of her heels was amplified on the concrete floor. Her reddish-black dreads were in some twisty style that brushed against her shoulder blades. Tyrese eyed her firm, round cheeks in appreciation. Muscular, well-formed thighs and calves were encased in tight-fitting jeans. She stopped in front of a door and opened it.

Boggs entered first, and Tyrese waited for her to enter. They stared at each other for a moment, but he wasn’t going into that room until she walked in. Finally, with a thoughtful look, she strode into the room and took a seat at the short, rectangular plastic white table.

Immediately, Tyrese checked for listening devices, escape routes, and any signs of danger. Once he’d been trapped in a small room in the local hospital and knew, from firsthand experience, that things were not always as they seemed. Silas had constructed the room in such a way that Tyrese had stood in a small space behind a wall. He’d seen and heard everything that took place in the larger adjoining area, with no one in that room knowing he was there. 

Instead of taking a seat, Tyrese crossed his arms and stood next to the door they’d walked through. Not for a moment did he believe it was the only exit, but it was the only one he knew of.

She glanced at him and then gazed at the younger man seated at the table. “Talk to me.”

“Whoa, wait a minute.” Boggs threw up his hands and shook his head. “We’re supposed to exchange information, not me give up what I have with nothing to show for it. I’ve come a long way, and they’re counting on me to give a full report later. What do you have?”

She glanced at Tyrese again. 

He remained passive, didn’t move or acknowledge her furtive glances. “He’s making me nervous. Can he step out?” Yeah, like Tyrese believed that. This woman was a pro who would play Boggs like a new guitar if he weren’t in the room.

Boggs laughed. “He’s a Bennett, they are all like that. I know you’ve heard of them.” He looked at Tyrese.

Tyrese shook his head, signifying he wasn’t going anywhere. There was a chance he’d learn something worthwhile. “His pack sent him along to make sure everything went smooth.” He paused, leaned back in his chair. “Now, what information do you have for me?”

“There’s going to be an Alpha challenge soon. The Patron wanted a breed to take over the spot and we will not allow that to happen. There’s a plan in place to make sure the breed dies, even though this isn’t supposed to be a fight to the death.”

“And this interests me how?” Boggs drawled, obviously not interested in local politics. Tyrese tensed, and he knew Tyrone listened closely.

The woman glared at the hapless man. “There are those who believe the Patron has gone soft. He killed our beloved Alpha because he believed we were better off without breeds. Then he insults us by placing a breed to govern us.” She slapped the table. “No. We won’t allow it. That’s why we convinced Serrano to challenge the breed.”

“You? You brought in another Alpha to challenge the Patron’s choice?” Boggs’ brow rose. “Wow...that’s awesome. You plan to kill the Patron’s choice.”

“He will die in the fight. And then a full-blooded Alpha will rule our state.”

Awesome was not the word Tyrese would’ve used, but he let it pass.

Boggs smiled sadly. “Everyone knows the Alpha position in West Virginia is token since the Patron lives here. I still don’t see how your information can assist our cause.”

“La Patron will be at the fight.”

“So will his security, not that he needs it. You cannot win against the Patron in combat. Everyone knows that.”

The female shook her head and dropped it into her hands. “Imbeciles, they send me imbeciles,” she murmured, and then gazed up at Tyrese. “Okay Bennett, I’m done talking to him, he’s...he can’t see past his ass.”

“Hey!” Boggs yelled, his face a mask of anger. 

She waved him down while holding Tyrese’s gaze. “Why do you think what I said is important?”

“If the Patron is at the event, he is not at home where his pups live.”

There was silence as she smiled at him. Tyrese burned with anger, but kept his face blank.

“Holy shit.”

She glanced at Boggs, who looked wide-eyed at her. “I see why he’s here,” she said with a smirk. “You are right. It’s impossible to win against La Patron without leverage. The only leverage you’ll have against him is his pups. From our intelligence, he dotes on his litter.” She eyed Tyrese.

Boggs stared at the wall, his mouth moving as a grin split his face. “Take the pups, you rule the Patron.” He looked at Tyrese with a maniacal gleam. “Fuck yeah, we can do that. It’ll bring him to his knees. Then we can demand he destroy every half-breed, or better yet, make them serve us. Full-bloods rule.” He jumped up and offered Tyrese a fist bump, which Tyrese ignored.

“What do you need from us?” Tyrese asked the young woman, ignoring the petulant look on Boggs’ face.

“Yeah...I was
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