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KnightForce Deuces – Book two of  La Patron’s KnightForce Series by Sydney Addae

Just as Silas’ den has expanded with half-breed pups, so has the Wolf Nation. Millions of half-breeds are accepting their rightful places in the nation and Silas couldn’t be happier. Unfortunately, not everyone is happy of the inclusion of mixed blood and take matters into their own hands. 

In its infancy stage, KnightForce captains, Angus, Asia and Tyrone step up to the challenge to eradicate any and all threats. In a battle of wit and will, KnightForce takes on the rebels with a strong hand. On the home front, Silas and Hawke race against time to protect their den from enemy forces, deal with a sly, calculating federal agency and deal the Liege a crippling blow. With confrontations hitting them from various sides, there is never a dull day in KnightForce Deuces.
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CHAPTER 1

The pale skin of the man almost matched the sheets on his hospital bed as he struggled against the straps holding him in place. Red streaked the whites of his eyes. With mouth agape, drool flowed down his corded neck. Whatever demons plagued the poor soul sent constant shudders through his long, lean frame. 

The beige walls, concrete floors and icy cold temperature of the observation room provided an appropriate sterile background as Angus watched Vernon Dreft. The bastard had left him lying on a cold table in the Colorado Mountains after stealing a large quantity of his blood. Dreft looked exhausted but his body wouldn’t stop twitching or moving. Visions of raking long claws down the side of this bastard’s face, who took his blood last week, teetered on the edge of dismissal. Rage battled disgust as he witnessed Vernon pull on the restraints and shake on the bed like a leaf on the cusp of a ledge, just before flying away. Angus had sworn vengeance on the fool but karma cashed in first. He unclenched his jaw as inhuman sounds escaped Vern’s mouth and bounced around the room.

“How long has he been like this?” Angus asked young Dr. Whitney, who worked at the human hospital just outside Denver, Colorado.

“His brother, Henry, called an ambulance for him yesterday. No insurance, so he wound up here. I worked the emergency room, late shift. Anyway, I took a look at him and knew something strange had happened. His skin had lost color. His eyes flashed and his teeth, one minute they looked normal, the next they crowded his mouth.”

Angus’ brow rose. “His body changed? Is that what you’re saying?”

Whitney nodded. “Fortunately not into a wolf, per se but something altogether different. Here’s what we have so far. His brother said he mixed some things together and then injected the solution but swears it’s not street drugs. The tests concur he’s not on any type drug we’ve got on record.”

“I see. Go on.” 

“According to his brother, for three days he was on top of the world, something about making a lot of money after finding the fountain of youth, that kind of thing.” The young doctor shrugged and shared a “we-heard-this-shit-before” look with him.

Dread rolled down Angus’ back at the idea of someone using his blood as a trace or major component for any type of high. No wolf would be safe.

“There’s probably more to what’s happening but the brother is falling apart at the idea of losing his brother to whatever is going on. You can try and talk to him, he’s in the critical care waiting room. Last I saw of him, he was rocking back and forth in silence. Doesn’t say much of anything. I had a hard time getting through to him for that small bit I just told you.”

He thought about the inherent ability of the chameleon bracelet to sift through memories without exchanging bodies or completely steal the identity of another, including their physical appearance, which led to death. Angus decided to give his condolences to Henry in person.

Whitney stood in front of the glass staring into the room at Vernon. “After what happened to you, Alpha Chase requested everyone report anything out of the ordinary. So when he came in, I called it in.” He paused. “Main reason I called it in is that I heard him murmuring in the corner about wolf’s blood. He hasn’t admitted to anyone here what his brother injected into his system but,” he tapped his ear, “I’ve got great hearing. I think this is the man who stole your blood.” The doctor’s beeper went off. “Sorry I have to go but I’ve cleared it for you to stay as long as you need.” He handed him a folder. 

Angus nodded as he flipped through the file and Whitney left the room.

Inhaling deeply, Angus filtered scents, seeking his own. He moved closer to the window and watched large red splotches appear everywhere on Vernon’s skin. Dreft arched his back as if a fire were beneath him. The agonized scream told of unimaginable pain. Vernon begged repeatedly for death.

An hour later, death heard him. Vernon Dreft, blood robber, died.

Disappointed he hadn’t been the instrument of Dreft’s demise, Angus used the chameleon bracelet to alter his image slightly and went in search for Henry, brother of the now deceased. Retaliation would fall on the brother for what they did to him. Angus pushed open the critical care waiting room door holding two cans of soda.

The pungent scent of fear hit Angus in the chest. Alone in the room, Henry sat in a plastic chair in the corner with his head resting on top of his knees as if he had been praying and grew tired. Sorrow mixed with pain flashed in his eyes when he looked at Angus before turning away. 

“Have you seen a tall guy, mustache,” Angus asked looking around the empty room. Something about the sad posture of the young man stopped him from destroying him immediately. Plus Silas frowned on public executions. His strategy was to befriend the young man and then invite him someplace where they’d be alone and then kill him.

Henry shook his head but didn’t look at him.

“I’m supposed to meet my brother, my mom’s in one of the rooms back there, they’re working on her. She’s in a bad way, even still I hope she makes it,” Angus lied. 

“Want one?” he offered Henry a cold drink. Dr. Whitney gave him 30 minutes alone with Henry, after that he would inform him of Vern’s death. Either Angus would kill the man now or follow him home and kill him there. Everything depended on their impending conversation.

Henry peeked up, reminding Angus of one of Silas’ pups, the way he looked at the can as if it held answers to his dilemma. Angus had assumed the young man would be hungry and thirsty since he hadn’t left the room. A sealed drink seemed the safer option.

“Yes, thanks.” Henry stood slowly and took the can. “My brother’s back there.” He tipped his head toward the door.

Angus shook his head. “Sorry about that, hope everything works out for you.” 

Henry returned to his seat.

“Mind if I sit here ‘til my brother shows up?” Angus pointed to a chair a couple down from Henry.

“Sure. It’s been quiet in here for so long, feels strange hearing another voice.”

Angus took a pull from his drink and inhaled. Henry and Vern’s scents overlapped. Had Henry carried his brother? Or was it the other way around. Vern had been strong for a few days before his body crashed. There was something different in Henry’s scent, Angus couldn’t place it but didn’t dwell on it either since he planned to kill the guy.

“My brother loved these.” Henry held up his can, his eyes filled.

“Hey don’t talk like that, he’ll drink another one, the two of you’ll be sitting around drinking, laughing about this day,” Angus said offering a small smile.

Henry released a long sigh and looked toward the exit door. “No, I don’t think so. My brother’s gone, he’s been gone for the past week and things will never be the same.” He took another drink and sat back in his chair staring at the floor.

Angus calculated the time from when he and his team were in wolf form, fighting rebels in the Rockies. Angus had been left behind as a decoy to infiltrate the rebels, except Vern and Henry shot him with some kind of super tranquilizer and stole his blood. They must have waited a day or two before creating the mixture and then injecting it into Vern. 

“Let’s hope you’re wrong,” Angus said, adding a note of sympathy when he wanted to beat the crap out of this man for what they did. It had taken days for the tranquilizer to clear his system. 

Henry finished his drink with one long gulp and crushed the can. “No. I’m not. He’s stubborn, hard-headed, thinks he knows everything and now...now he’s going to leave me here alone.” He ended his rant with a whimper.

Angus picked up a lot about Vern’s personality through Henry’s reaction. Anger, ripe and hard, had been Angus’ constant companion since he learned what these assholes did to him, fizzled at the sight and beneath the pain of this defeated man. “He’s your only family?”

Henry nodded without looking at him. “Always been just the two of us. Nobody else wanted anything to do with us since we were small. Vern...” He inhaled and wiped the tears from his face with the back of his arm. “He took care of me, always did.”

“Sounds like a good guy.” Angus hesitated on the word good.

Henry looked at him. Red-rimmed eyes pleaded his brother’s case. “He did some things that weren’t always right but mostly when it came to making sure I had food to eat, a place to stay and clothes.” He shrugged. “He’s my brother, I love him.”

Angus thought of his litter-mate Silas, the human equivalent of a brother and agreed. Good, bad or indifferent, he loved his brother too. Standing, he walked to the door.

“What about your mom? Your brother?” Henry called looking around the room.

“I’m going to check on her now. My brother’ll get here when he does,” he said over his shoulder.

“Thanks for the drink, hope I didn’t run you off,” Henry said in a sad tone.

Angus turned and looked at the young man. “No, you didn’t, just reminded me of how important family is and the things we do for those we love.” He nodded and walked out.

Chapter 2

Silas hung up the phone, turned in his chair and looked out the window. Bastards still hadn’t dropped the charges against him for destroying Lancaster’s labs and had the nerve to keep asking for his help. He’d told Angus the human government was on their own and he meant it. Their resources tripled his; it wasn’t his fault they had management issues.

“What’s so interesting out the window?” Jasmine, his mate, and mother to his pups, asked walking past him to stare out the glass. She gazed at him over her shoulder and smiled.

“You’re goofing off, right?” Her eyes held warmth. He loved that she loved to tease him. But that went both ways.

“Just sitting here wondering if I should take you into the lowest tunnel to our cave where no one can hear you scream for a few hours.” He grinned when her neck and chin reddened.

“I don’t scream... loud.” She winked at him, pulled up a chair and placed her foot on his lap. “Who’d you piss off, now?”

He grabbed her foot, slipped off her heels and then pressed his thumb into her arch beginning the massage. His eyes fell to the shadow between her legs. “I like that dress, is it new?” Slowly he pulled her legs apart so he could see better. Proof of her arousal rose like a tantalizing aroma and created an answering response between his legs. “Black and white, sleeveless, very nice.” He watched the hem rise as he continued moving and massaging her foot.

“No, it’s not new, it’s comfortable. Are you going to tell me what’s wrong or do I need to look for myself?” 

Legs apart on his lap, she spoke as if his dick wasn’t hard enough to break rocks. “Not now, I want–”

“Baby I want you too. But we both have a lot to do today with Renee arriving for the baby shower and you getting everything done so you can attend. When I know something’s off with you, I come to check on you personally. Tell me I can do that without us having sex each time. Otherwise, nothing would ever get done.”

Silas exhaled and rubbed her legs. “I always want to be balls deep inside you. It’s my favorite place to be. But you’re right, I have meetings scheduled all day as well. And we don’t know how to do quickies... or do we?” He wiggled his brows.

“No.” She laughed and moved her feet from his lap. Taking his hand, she met his gaze. “Who did you piss off?”

He chuckled. “One of my Generals at the Pentagon called. They got the report on Corrina Griggs flesh covered bombs and want to sit down to talk about it with me and Hawke.”

Jasmine blinked a few times. “Not a good idea?”

“Maybe but I’m not going to do that right now. They want to take and take without giving much in return. They act as if we are playing chess and they are in a position to call checkmate when they are not.”

“They can make life uncomfortable for us, Silas.” She squeezed his hand.

“True, but I can do the same for them. We need each other but not to survive. If my pack removed our resources it would cripple this country for a long time. They would be in a vulnerable position, we both know that. They also know the European Council has asked if I would be interested in expanding to the Continent. We are a strong, powerful Nation, with all the challenges that go along with it. Believe me, I understand why the hair turns gray on every President, there is always something needing to be done or fire to put out. At last count, my pack was 33 million strong and growing, each of them active and ready to serve. This country has 10 times that amount.”

“Really, that includes the half-breeds?”

He nodded. “Yes, that’s why the count is on the low side, well lower than I believe is true. According to Tyrone only half, the breeds are registered, but his team’s working hard to fix that.” He placed her feet on the floor and pulled her into his lap. Holding her close he brushed his lips against hers. “You smell like my pups.”

“Children,” she murmured before placing her palms on the side of his face, holding him tight and deepening the kiss. He ran the flat of his palm up her thigh and traced her satin panties with his fingertip.

“So soft, I like that.” He moved away from her mouth and dipped lower.

She gasped as he captured the tips of her nipples through her clothes and pulled. “Silas stop.” 

He released her and smiled. “I liked that black thing you wore to bed the other night, wear it again tonight.” 

She laughed, the sound filled him with satisfaction. “The black thong? Is that the black thing you’re talking about?”

“Yeah, that.” He kissed her again, reveling in the sweetness of her taste. Today the lavender fragrance she wore complimented her natural scent. His beast howled to taste her.

“That’s all you ever want me to wear to bed.” She pouted and pushed back until she stood. Silas held her hand and looked into sweet brown eyes that reflected the love in his heart for her. It amazed him how her eye color changed since they mated to include every shade of brown depending on her mood. Angry? Light brown to almost white. Happy, content? Hazel to milk chocolate. Aroused? His favorite, dark brown. 

“And your point is? You don’t need anything other than that small black piece of material. Actually, I like you naked but you like to dress for bed, so...” He shrugged. 

Jasmine leaned forward and took another kiss. “It’s almost time for Renee to arrive. Dinner tonight, baby shower in two days, plenty of time to get your desk organized. I want you there, at both.”

“Okay, dinner tonight with Renee... Tyrese and Danielle picked her up, right?” Silas couldn’t recall since Asia volunteered as well. 

“Yes. They’re on the way back now.” She stepped away. “The kids are excited and wouldn’t take their naps until I promised them she wouldn’t leave without seeing them.”

“No telling what she’ll bring them this time, laptops?” he asked. Jasmine’s sister, an anthropologist, taught at a university and wanted the kids’ IQs tested. She swore they were geniuses and sent all types of advanced puzzles and games for them. Silas had no idea what half of the cubes or boxes did but Jacki and David loved them. Adam got frustrated and threw his down. Renee’s interest lay in anything with color, otherwise, she paid it no attention.

“Maybe, who knows? It’ll be good to see her; I just hate her visit is so short this time. But she wants to come back after mom has her babies and is saving time for then.”

Since Silas didn’t care if Renee never visited, he remained silent. Jasmine knew his feelings toward her smart-mouthed sister but as long as he kept his thoughts private, there were no problems.

Jasmine flicked his shoulder as she walked past him. “Be nice, Wolfie.”

“I’m always nice... to your sister.” 

Laughing, she left his office with a wave goodbye.

“Hawke?” he called through their mental connection.

“Sir?”

“Are you at a point you can break off and come to my office? The Pentagon called.”

“Give me 15 minutes to wrap this up and I’ll be there.” 

“Solid. Rose is still out, so come on back when you get here. I’ll be in the conference room.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Silas turned in his seat and pulled up the monitor in his office. After a few clicks, he sent Alpha Chase a message. A few moments later the Alpha appeared on the screen.

“Please forgive my tardiness, Sir. I’m in the car on my way to a meeting with the Governor. How may I assist you, Sir?”

“Have you heard anything from Angus since he arrived?” Silas didn’t want to call his litter-mate every hour but that last visit to Colorado when he was captured still made him nervous.

“No, Sir. But there hasn’t been any news of unexplained bloodshed either, so it’s not a bad thing.” Chase smiled which eased the tension in Silas’ gut.

“True. How is the situation with the rebels?” Silas had sent Asia, Tyrese, and Angus to the Rocky Mountains of Colorado to squash a rebel uprising last week. Angus had been taken, almost drained of blood and left to fend for himself by two humans seeking proof werewolves were real. 

“Nothing since KnightForce dealt that blow last week but we’re keeping an eye out for them, Sir.”

“Angus believes the rebels are receiving wrong information about the National Pack and how we plan to move forward. We cannot punish them without an equal attempt to speak the truth then they can decide to submit to their state Alpha or become outliers like the rebels. Hawke’s been working on a method that will allow us to do that in a way that cannot be altered or intercepted.”

“That’s wonderful news, Sir. Glad we are addressing that issue head-on. Many half-breeds are scared to join the Nation because of all the lies. I look forward to the day the integration of the two is behind us. My workload has doubled but I have more pack to ease the load as well,” he rushed to say.

“Growth brings change and change is never easy,” Silas said looking at Hawke in the doorway. He waved him inside. “My appointment has arrived, we will talk soon.”

Silas disconnected and looked at the file Hawke held. “Your news first, I hope it’s good.”

Hawke grinned. “I believe you will be pleased.” He opened the file. A solitary disk lay inside. “The Alphas must make some adjustments on their radio station equipment to get the right pitch for the airways. Messages are recorded on this disk and then played two-three times a day, rotating the times each day. It’ll work. ”

Silas picked up the disk and looked at it. “You tested it?”

Hawke nodded. “The only difficulty I see is if the radio stations haven’t updated their equipment. This is cutting-edge and requires matching equipment.”

Silas replaced the disk. “If everything is ready I will alert my Alphas of this new method of communication.” Silas paused and then told Hawke about his earlier conversation with the Pentagon General.

“Strange they asked for me and not Dr. Passen who was here when the bombs detonated. All of my information is secondhand, whereas he has firsthand knowledge.”

“Good point. I told them you were working on a priority project for me and unavailable,” Silas said. “Plus, I don’t trust them.”

“There is no reason to trust them. Although we’re not enemies, we’re like distant cousins forced to share the same space. No doubt they are aware of our population increase and the knowledge that some human women can bear our pups. That probably didn’t go over well. Throw in the longevity of our lives, compared to theirs and our ability to protect our young, there will never be complete trust between our nations. They want what you have and some in our pack want the freedoms the humans have.”

Silas agreed. “Eventually we will meet with them about the research on the bombs but it will be on my terms and when I’m ready.” He stood. “I’d like to see a demonstration of the disk and then I’d like to make a recording for distribution.” 

Chapter 3

Tyrese sat facing Asia at the long, polished mahogany conference room table. The past three hours, they had sorted through the list of former Alpha trainees trying to match them to Alphas and areas across the country. In two hours, he and Danielle would head out to pick up Aunt Renee from the airport. Dani’s excitement over meeting his aunt pleased him. She and his aunt had spoken on the phone numerous times finding common ground in their love for travel and various customs of people in different countries. This morning Danielle reminded him of the time they’d leave for the airport. And a few minutes ago she gave another reminder.

“Crescent Blue.” Asia’s lip quirked as she read the name on the file and then opened it. Tyrese continued reading the credentials of the trainee in the file in front of him.

“Interesting name,” he said without looking up.

“Born in Canada, moved to Philadelphia, graduated from MIT,” she said slowly. “Made high marks in training, graduated in the top five percent. Unmated.” She paused for a few minutes. “Looks good, where do we put him?”

“With an Alpha in the north, he’s used to the cold,” Tyrese said looking at the photo of the dark-skinned trainee from his file. The man reminded him of the rap star turned actor, LL Cool J.

“What about Alpha Chase? Colorado has winters, or to Wyoming with Alpha Crimson?” Asia said looking at the national map.

“Who are we sending to Alpha Samuel in Pennsylvania?” Tyrese asked remembering Borian, Alpha Samuel’s Beta. The three of them working together would form an interesting triad. 

Asia looked at him. “Hadn’t thought of him but this might be a good match.” She wrote Blue’s name next to Alpha Samuel. “I need to check on Bruce and the others from the underground lab, he would be surprised to know I’m mated with my own den.”

Tyrese recalled the janitor who saved Asia’s memorabilia and showed them the secret passages to the underground waterways, saving them a lot of time. The old man led the remaining wolves who had been born and raised in the labs by the Liege. 

“Bruce always believed in you, that’s why he helped as much as he did. I doubt he’d be surprised you finally settled but it’d be a cool surprise to call him to say hi.”

“Since Pennsylvania is in my area, I’ll plan a trip and see him. Samuel sent a request for assistance a couple days ago, La Patron talked to him about it. Since he didn’t pass it on to us I assume it’s okay for now.”

“Only emergencies like the bombings last week will be processed. He wants this group organized and in the field as soon as possible,” he said.

Asia picked up the next folder. “That works for me. After we make these assignments, the trainees return here to learn the administrative part of the job and then the Alphas are responsible for finding office space for each team, right?”

“Yeah but each of these guys will hire their administrators to run the office while they go out in the field. I’m thinking each office should have three team members as a base group, what do you think?”

“Three is a good number, larger populations will have more. These KnightForce leaders will divide the state and make assignments accordingly,” Asia said reading another file. “Alpha Theron needs a bilingual team, do you have any Spanish speakers in that pile?” She tipped her chin toward some files he placed to the side.

“Yeah, a few.” Tyrese grabbed a short stack and passed the top three over to her. “Theron took on those breeds from Mexico and is still having problems near the border with rebels. He’ll need at least 10 people to start.” Theron had been attacked by rebels when he brought the small Mexican pack across the border into Texas. Tyrese wondered if those rebels had ever been caught.

“Thanks, who are we sending to Alpha Jayden in Maryland?”

“A trainee from Colorado, Ethan Mope. Former Marine, high clearance, a specialist in a lot of fields. Unmated.” He passed her the folder.

She looked at the picture and read through his credentials. “I remember this one, La Patron suggested this match, looks good.” She placed it on the assigned pile. 

“Have you heard from Meeks?” 

“From the bombing case last week?” Asia glanced at him and then back at the file.

“Yeah, I wondered what happened to the neighbor, what was her name?” The ghost of Corrina Griggs rose along with her creation of flesh-colored bombs in Maryland and Virginia within the past two weeks, hundreds of lives were lost.

“Mrs. Beeman. Meeks did not contact me, Agent Day sent a message.”

“Oh, how’d that happen?” He wondered what Hawke, her mate, thought about that but didn’t go down that road.

“I gave him my email address.” She chuckled. “They searched her house, found a lot of hate propaganda stuff. Seems this wasn’t about La Patron, after all, just more humans unhappy with the government taking their opinion to the extreme.”

“Such a waste, a lot of innocent people died and since no one came forward to press their message, you gotta wonder why they went that route. Did she have an explanation?” he asked.

“When they took her in, it didn’t take long for her to tell the whole story. She got involved in the radical “hate the government” group five years ago. Seems they just wanted to bring attention to the injustices being forced on them. I think they had plans to take out government buildings or something like that. That’s why they wanted the bombs. Xavier Rush’s name came up quite a bit, not his new name so I’m assuming she knew him before he went into protective custody.”

“So she implanted the bombs?”

“The first two, yes. The rest wanted theirs attached to their skin on the outside, she was on her way to do those when you took her stash.”

Tyrese thought back, running through the night to their SUV and then calling the bomb squad. “That was pretty awesome, wasn’t it?” He grinned.

“Yep considering the bombs weren’t armed, you took quite a risk.” 

He frowned.

She laughed.

“Funny.” Tyrese liked this chilled version of Asia, she seemed more approachable, laughed and listened to people. The deadly side of her hadn’t left but she seemed balanced in a way that had been missing before she found her mate.

“Have you heard from Angus?” Asia asked reminding him that she could only mind-connect with three people - her mom, his mom and her mate.

“Not directly. Silas said he found the guy who stole his blood. He’s dead.”

Asia nodded unsurprised. “Here’s another good one for Alpha Theron. Lorenzo speaks, writes and reads Spanish and practiced law in Arizona. Unmated.”

Tyrese agreed. “I’ll write his name next to Theron.” He looked at her. These days she wore her hair long and loose. “When are your parents coming?” Damian, in particular, was excited with the impending visit of Lord Barticus and his mate Amynta. He bragged of talking to them often and received quite a few packages from them in the mail. Having exceedingly rich grandparents wasn’t a bad deal.

“Next month, we’re going to take a small vacation together in the Caribbean. Sarita talks about going to the beach all the time. I’m surprised one of the kids didn’t tell you about it.”

Tyrese smiled thinking of Sarita, Hawke’s daughter. The little girl had been found by Cameron while searching for rebels and the Liege. She and another boy, Tyrese couldn’t recall that pup’s name, had been brought to the compound during the Christmas holidays. His mom had a time teaching his younger brothers and sisters about the meaning of Christmas.

“No, they’ve been keeping secrets again.” He paused. “Sarita’s cute as a button by the way, definitely Alpha material.”

“Alpha? Maybe, she does have a strong personality. I watch her with the other kids and next to David, they follow her lead. But she doesn’t tell them to take her instructions, they just do.” Asia stared at him for a few minutes and then shrugged.

“Lots of fireworks in her future.” He looked at both lists. “Ten more and that’s it.” He split the small pile in half and slid five across the table.

The door opened, Tyrone walked in with an aggravated look, pulled out a chair and sat down. “What the hell is wrong with people? A liaison is a person who helps half-breeds, not full-bloods looking for mates. My program is not a damn dating office.” 

Tyrese laughed. 

Asia frowned. She stopped reading her file and looked at Tyrone. “Dating office? How’s that possible?”

Tyrone leaned forward, placing his arms on the table. “It’s not, that’s the problem. I’ve hired 20 well-qualified half-breeds as liaisons. Before they can set up their offices they’ve had a rush of full-bloods asking about possible mates and if there was a way to meet half-breeds.”

Tyrese stared at him for a few seconds. “That’s not a bad idea.”

“Hell no,” Tyrone snapped, standing so fast the chair beneath him fell backward and crashed.

“Hear me out. Wait! Let me finish.” Tyrese held up his hands. 

Tyrone didn’t answer.

“If you enter the status of the half-breeds as they enroll, the information is already there. By playing up the possibility of finding a mate among half-breeds, it may make it easier for full-bloods to accept everything that’s happening. Fewer rogues...maybe?”

“Or pour gas on a simmering fire,” Tyrone said. “A lot of half-breeds are scared shitless as it is and you think I should mention that their mate may be a full-blood?”

“Yeah, like mine is a full-blood. Or mom’s. It’s a part of their reality and that possibility should be told to them upfront. If they decide to go rogue and disappear off the radar, at least they’ll know there’s a possibility of running into a mate somewhere down the road,” Tyrese said and then shrugged.

“He’s right. Better to tell them and explain what a mate is, what happens when the connection is made. All of that to equip them for life under a La Patron Alpha,” Asia said.

Tyrone returned to his chair and then steepled two fingers beneath his chin. “I see what you’re saying and, in a convoluted way, it makes sense. Sex sells and would soothe the beast. I’ll talk with Rose about it, see what kind of angle we can work out. Mate status of all full-bloods is already in the database, which makes it easy for the half-breeds to check them out as well.”

“Glad I could be of help...daddy,” Tyrese said, smiling.

Tyrone straightened. “Yeah, any day now.” He met Tyrese’s gaze. “I’m ready.”

Tyrese nodded, understanding the commitment Rone made to his den. “I know, whatever you need, I’m here.” Although Tyrese and his mate Danielle planned to wait before adding to their den, he understood and sensed the pride flowing through his twin. 

They touched fists and shared a quiet moment.

“So, what’s happening in the world of KnightForce?” Tyrone asked. 

Chapter 4

“Renee,” Jasmine squeaked. Opening her arms wide, she moved quickly and met her sister in the hall, embracing her. “They told me you were at the gate.” They hugged again. Jasmine noticed the dark rings beneath Renee’s eyes and how much thinner she felt but didn’t mention it. Not yet.

“There was even more security to get through this time than before. I didn’t see any armed guards but I wouldn’t be surprised. Do all rich people live behind walls like this?” Renee leaned back, waiting for an answer. The silky, soft fabric of her lavender blouse caressed her figure and lent elegance to her appearance. Jasmine met her gaze, her heart dropped at the sadness in the depths of Renee’s stare.

“Can’t speak for all rich people but Silas feels this is what he needs to do to keep me and the kids safe. So...” she shrugged, threaded her arm through Renee’s and pulled her toward her suite where she planned for them to eat a quiet meal with their mother, Victoria. Between her and her mom, they’d fix those shadows in Renee’s eyes.

“Tyrese will put your bags in your room. C’mon, Mama’s waiting for us,” Jasmine said.

Renee stopped. Her dark brown eyes snapping, reminding Jasmine of Adam when things didn’t go his way. “Where are my babies?” She looked down the hall. “This place is so big I get confused every time I visit. Where’s the nursery?”

“They’re taking their naps. Believe me, you don’t want to interrupt that. By the time we finish eating, they should be almost ready to wake.”

“Okay, good. I’ve got some new games I want them to try.” Grinning, she rubbed her hands together. 

Jasmine groaned but appreciated the spark of excitement building in her sister. “Where did you get these from, the computer department at your school?”

Renee chuckled as they continued down the hall. “Actually you’re almost right. I challenged my students to create brain teasers for extra credit. The kids will test the projects and I’ll give grades based on those results.”

Jasmine opened the door to her suite and entered behind Renee. “You’re a mess. They’re babies, not test subjects.”

“Maybe but they are the smartest –”

“Babies you’ve ever seen. I know. You tell me that every time we talk.” Jasmine waved Renee toward the family room where their mom waited.

“Mama,” Renee said moving quickly to hug a very pregnant Victoria seated in the middle of a long sofa. “You look beautiful! Seeing you glow like this almost makes me change my mind to want kids.”

Victoria gasped and clasped her hands together. “That’s wonderful news.” Her face lit up as though she’d received a surprise gift. Luminous hazel eyes stared up at Renee with pleasure.

Jasmine shook her head as her sister’s mouth dropped open. Renee couldn’t have babies naturally. She had a hysterectomy a long time ago and referred to adopting, something she and her girlfriend Mandy considered at one time. Her mom must’ve forgotten.

Renee jerked back. “Almost. As in not going to adopt but allowed the thought to fly through my mind very briefly.” She waited until Victoria toned down her excitement and then sat next to her and took her hand. “Are you happy?”

Jasmine watched the two of them on the sofa and her heart swelled with love and gratitude. All families had trials but she could always count on Renee to be there for her as they’d always been close. And more lately also her mom. 

“I am positively in love with this man,” Victoria gushed. “Jacques is the person I sought my whole life. Not that I didn’t love your father. He was a good man but this...” she shook her head. “Nothing and no one comes close to what I have with him. To answer your question, I am over the moon happy. What about you?” She paused, frowning as she stared into Renee’s face. “How’s Mandy?”

Renee slipped off her shoes and grabbed an apple fritter from the platter on the side table near her mom. “Mandy and I broke up. She met someone else. Someone who wants kids, the house. A picket fence and all that.”

Jasmine heard the pain in Renee’s voice and sat next to her on the opposite side. “I’m sorry, why didn’t you call me?”

Renee shrugged, eyes downcast. “I couldn’t talk about it. I get through each day trying not to think about it. But... we were together a long time and that’s not always possible.” She sighed and offered a sad smile. “It hurts. I miss her so much.”

“Any chance of getting back with her?” Jasmine asked hating the hurt in her sister’s voice.

“No, not really. Mandy’s pregnant from a donor her new ...” She sighed. “The person she’s with now had a friend who donated sperm, it took right away. She’s pregnant and sounds happy.”

Victoria patted Renee’s hand. “The two of you wanted completely different things ... who knows, maybe this is for the best.”

Renee’s head spun toward her mother. “That’s not what I want or need to hear right now. My brain agrees with you but my heart’s bleeding, Mama. So don’t... just don’t go there.”

“Shhh,” her mom pulled Renee close until her head lay on her shoulder. “It’ll be okay, I promise.”

Renee wiped the tear from the corner of her eye. “This reminds me of when we were small; you’d promise tomorrow would be better all the time.”

Jasmine smiled thinking of those days. Whenever they came home crying over something that seemed major to them, their mom would listen, hug them and say tomorrow would be better. At the time it was the best medicine in the world.

“And I was right,” Victoria said with a smug smile.

“Uh, no. Most of the time it took a long time for things to get better,” Renee said lifting her head slightly, grinning up at their mom.

“That’s right and the day that it did was called tomorrow,” Victoria said and then placed a kiss on Renee’s forehead. 

Renee and Jasmine laughed.

“She got you there,” Jasmine said releasing Renee’s hand and looking behind her. Food had been left on the sideboard for them. “Mama, want me to fix your plate?”

“Yeah. A little of everything and then these buggers will tell me what they want to eat,” Victoria said rubbing her stomach.

Renee stared at her hand, the large diamond twinkled in the light. “After all these years, we get brothers and sisters. Can you believe that Jazz?”

“Not at first but the past few months have made a believer out of me. Rose is due any day. My first grands,” Jasmine said. “I remember changing Rone’s diaper, now I’ll watch him change his kids.”

“Wouldn’t it be great if his kids took him on the same wild ride as he and Rese took you?” Renee said moving toward the food.

“That’s what normally happens,” Victoria said.

“Hey... I didn’t take you through half the hoops the boys took me through,” Jasmine complained good-naturedly. Getting pregnant at 16 with twins by a full-blood in the midst of his first shift didn’t count now that they both knew what happened.

“True. But God knew Renee wouldn’t have kids and added her payback onto you. Can’t work around karma, she gets you every time,” Victoria said laughing.

Renee tilted her head to the side, her shiny dark hair brushed against her light complexion. Her eyes darkened as she smiled at Jasmine and then winked. “Yep, God knew all along. Think He knew I’d like girls?” 

“Don’t start, Renee,” Victoria said from the sofa like a reigning queen in her short-sleeved, green and white dress.

Renee laughed. “Okay, I promised Jazz I would behave this weekend.” Plate full, she returned to the seat next to her mother.

“I wish you could stay longer,” Victoria said and then
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