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Marcel Tremblay relaxed back into the soft butterscotch leather seat on the private plane that he now owned. The plane was one of the perks he could enjoy as the New Territory Alpha for the northeastern United States. He would soon be dispensing with the other luxuries that he had inherited from the previous Alpha, since he was a man of simpler tastes, but the plane belonged to the pack.

Becoming a Territory Alpha at his age was no mean feat, and not one he had ever anticipated. Yes, he had emerged Alpha, though he’d assumed he would eventually be Alpha over a much smaller area. He had envisioned himself reporting to a Territory Alpha like his first mentor, Alpha Newman, or Lou Conall–who was Territory Alpha for the entire east coast of the United States.

He had known he could never live as Alpha in his home territory, as long as Eric Davis controlled it. Eric didn’t have sub-territories, and he actively discouraged Alphas from even visiting family within his territory.

Although Marcel had never been a fan of Eric’s, he’d never considered the man as stupid. Of course, before everything that had occurred, he hadn’t known exactly how twisted the man—he wouldn’t give him the honor of calling him wolf—truly was.

Marcel still didn’t know why he’d been the lucky one that Alpha Davis had abducted in order to prove to a select group of investors that shifters actually existed, as well as to use his Alpha DNA to attempt to create an army of shifter mercenaries. His family’s connection to Lou Conall would have made most wolves think twice–not wanting to incur Lou’s wrath. Then Eric had made the fatal mistake of taking his sister Karen as leverage, bringing her husband—Brent Conall—into the fray. Brent was Lou’s brother, and also his Beta.

Marcel had bested Eric, by thwarting every attempt to force him to expose the existence of shifters and escaping with the help of Brent and the men who now served him as Betas.

Eric had brought shame to his role as Territory Alpha and paid the ultimate price for his attempt to betray their kind. Even though it was his responsibility to protect his pack, Eric had used his position for personal gain, as well as to indulge in his warped perversions. When he kidnapped and tortured Marcel and his sister, Karen, the details of his crimes and perversions came to light. Marcel was still a little surprised that Brent hadn’t taken Eric out himself after his treatment of Karen. Instead he had shown tremendous restraint, allowing pack justice to deal with Eric. Brent had been the first to support Marcel when circumstances forced him to challenge Eric, and Lou had offered to mentor him in his new role.

Though he might be the youngest Territory Alpha, Marcel had plenty of assistance and support from the Conall clan and rest of his family while he grew into the position. He didn’t know if he would ever achieve the status of Lou Conall. He would, however, be a better Alpha than Eric had ever been.

Marcel had inherited a multitude of problems when he inherited this position. So much required his attention at home, so his original his plan was to send his Beta, John Dunn, on this trip alone. However, he knew it was his responsibility to manage his territory’s assets, and some of those assets were in Europe.

Bill Williams, his other Beta, had encouraged him to take this opportunity. Marcel needed to learn to make decisions that would affect his territory, without the whole pack looking over his shoulder. Bill also hoped during the trip Marcel would discover the art of mixing business with pleasure. Once he finished his business in Hungary, he planned to do just that. Marcel had never been to Europe, so he planned to take this chance to relax and do the tourist thing. Thanks to his Betas, and with Wesley Conall now on his team, things back home were currently under control. He was relieved that he had two Betas–unprecedented as far as he knew–to help him, being so new to the role.

Lou and Brent’s cousin, Wesley, had moved to Maine with his new lifemate, Clarissa after they bonded at Lou’s formal mating ceremony. That bonding had nearly ended in tragedy—again due to Eric and his insane associations—but the danger had finally been eliminated, and now things were calming down. Marcel convinced Wesley to leave his position as a detective with the Chicago police department to help repair some of the damage Eric caused, and restructure the territory Eric had so very nearly destroyed.

Wesley had also taken on the responsibility for transmitting information anonymously to the FBI regarding Eric and his ring of pedophiles and child pornographers. Those prominent men were falling like ten-pins. Thanks to Wesley, Lou, Brent and Bill, Marcel was beginning to believe he could do this.

With that situation in hand, Marcel was now on the way to Europe to sell off some of the assets that Eric had amassed using money from mostly illegal activities. Marcel wanted to ensure the wealth Eric had accumulated would benefit the packs, and provide some anonymous restitution, and assistance, for Eric’s victims. John, his financial Beta, Marcel smiled at the title, would be his backup on that.

It had been a wild few months.

After landing, Marcel’s first stop would be a short meeting with Nőfaló, Territory Alpha for Eastern Europe, to formally request permission to conduct business in his territory. As a new Territory Alpha, Marcel wanted to observe all of the proprieties, and establish good relations with others of his rank. After he handled his business, he planned to enjoy the rest of this first trip abroad.
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Entering the bedroom, Jacquelyn Caron’s shoulders immediately slumped. Once again, Adah had disappeared. How the hell did she get away this time? She was human and should be no match for Jacquelyn.

She would have laughed at herself for thinking this would be an easy job, if she didn’t have to face tracking the old sweetheart down again.

How did that woman manage to get past her this time? It was beginning to feel like a contest, and Jacquelyn was losing.

Jacquelyn had her scent locked already from previous incidents. She began her search, hoping Adah hadn’t actually left the house this time.

That hope was dashed, after she was unable to find the woman anywhere. The cold weather should have kept her from walking far, so she must have called for a car. Jacquelyn had only been in the kitchen a few minutes. Adah had planned her escape carefully. Merde!

She stepped outside. Yes, Adah’s scent ended just down from the stoop. What a handful that woman could be! After nearly a year Jacquelyn had learned to adapt, however the irascible old love was tenacious when she wanted something. Even though Jacquelyn needed this job and the anonymity it offered, she had also grown fond of the woman, and was concerned about her. She needed to find her. Where would she go?

Jacquelyn hurried back to Adah’s bedroom. What had she been stewing on this morning?

There were papers spread out on the petite escritoire in her bedroom. Jacquelyn took a seat at the desk and began shuffling through them. She’d been looking at photos of the painting that had been stolen from her family all those years ago.

That damn painting! Adah was obsessed with it and had been like a bloodhound tracking it down, finally finding the thing. Her attempt to retrieve it had been brushed aside by the current owner. Jacquelyn had seen the man only once. She’d been stunned to realize he was a shifter and a strong Alpha. He’d treated the old woman like dirt beneath his feet. He knew Jacquelyn was shifter as well, and yet he neither acknowledged her nor responded to her automatic salute to an Alpha. He basically ignored her presence, acting as if she wasn’t standing there behind Adah.

Gods, she couldn’t be planning to confront him again, could she?

Jacquelyn jumped to her feet and raced to her used Mini Cooper. She knew the way to his estate. It was a place to start. She didn’t feel confident that the Alpha wouldn’t harm the elderly woman. Something tainted about that particular Alpha raised her hackles.
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Marcel adjusted his suit coat and stepped into Nőfaló’s private office. They had met only once before, at Lou’s mating ceremony. Nőfaló rose to greet him, taking Marcel’s hands in both of his and giving him a quick kiss on each cheek.

Nőfaló’s English was little better than Marcel’s Hungarian, which was nonexistent, so the meeting was held mind-to-mind.

“It is good to have a true Alpha in your territory again. When Eric spent time in my territory, he rarely bothered with the niceties. You must return here soon. I regret that my wife and I are leaving tomorrow on business. We want to entertain you as you should be feted.”

“I look forward to returning when I have more time. This is my first trip abroad and I can already tell that I won’t have time to see everything I would like to.”

“You are welcome in our home at any time. I understand you plan to sell the villa that Eric purchased.”

“Yes. The profits will go into the foundation that Lou Conall helped us set up.”

“That is most generous.” The older Alpha nodded.

They visited for a time, reminiscing about the historic mating ceremony bonding Lou with his human mate, Megan. However, both were busy men, so Marcel soon excused himself and returned to the villa.

Back at the villa, Marcus confided to John that the meeting had gone well, but he was relieved that it was over. When he met Nőfaló’s during Lou’s celebration, he had been slightly embarrassed by the effusive gratitude he’d been shown for taking down Eric and his kind. Maybe it was a European thing. Luckily the praise–and the embarrassment–had tapered off since that meeting. Still, it appeared Marcel had gained a strong ally.

In addition to handling the pack’s financial business, Marcel had one very important item on his agenda. He needed to search Eric’s Hungarian mansion for more evidence—names of the children he had abused, as well as proof against the sick individuals who were involved with exploiting them. The plan to provide anonymous assistance to the victims was already in place.

Any information recovered about Eric’s cohorts in the scheme would go to Wesley and then on to the FBI and Interpol. They had taken great care to ensure that no shifters—or shifter packs—were implicated. To everyone’s great relief, all of the perpetrators they had uncovered thus far were humans. Wesley was in charge of leaking the names of those men to the authorities. If any were found who were shifters, pack justice would handle them rather than the human courts.

The house Eric owned in the Buda Hills was a true mansion. The place had six bedrooms, an old brick wine cellar, a media room, and a formal dining room that could convert to a ballroom. Hell, there were chandeliers everywhere, even in the master bath. Part of him wanted to laugh. The original villa had been built in 1843 and Eric had renovated it with no cost spared, so everything inside was opulent and as state of the art as possible. John assured him they would have multiple buyers vying for the property as soon as they put it on the market.

The flight had been long, so with his formal obligations behind him, Marcel took an extended shower in the enormous glass enclosure in the master suite. After enjoying the six different sprays he wasn’t just clean, he had been massaged and invigorated. To prepare for the day he changed into jeans and a light sweater. As a shifter, he could wear less and handle the cold much better than a human. Since they had no meetings scheduled for today, he could relax while going over the list of items John felt would be the easiest to bring to market. John would handle the actual sales as his Beta, still Marcel wanted to know the basics in case John needed him to make any executive decisions.

Marcel would personally search the bedroom and study that Eric used while here. If further evidence was to be found, that’s where he felt it would be.

Marcel had barely begun when he heard the disturbance in the foyer. The employees of the house were human—and therefore vulnerable—and they were under his protection as long as they worked for him, so he rose to
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