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BirthControl 

Book 2 of

The Patron, the Alphas Alpha

––––––––

When you’re the top wolf on the continent with the backing of the Goddess, how does an enemy topple your kingdom? By challenging you to a fight? No. By changing the rules.

After three hundred years of fighting and service to the Goddess, Silas Knight is the Patron, Alpha to the Alphas on the North American continent. As the top wolf, he fears little and has seen most things. But when he discovers someone or something has been quietly disturbing the natural order of things, he’s surprised. Certain human women have the ability to birth fully functioning wolves, and that’s a major problem.

Jasmine Bennett does not know her deceased husband was a wolf shifter or that her twin sons were shifters. Her life changes when she rushes to her son’s bedside after he’s wounded in Afghanistan and returned stateside. Now her life’s in danger because of her ability to give birth to a breed of beings she never knew existed.

After sending out a mating call which Silas answered, Jasmine’s pregnant and depressed. Her life has spiraled out of control. Silas is angry that his first “litter of pups” are half breeds. A group of human breeders offer her a chance to leave Silas, offering a strange brand of protection. When a human breeder enters the compound using a weapon, the wolves are helpless against Silas and Jasmine understand the true meaning of Birth Control.

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

Thanks,

Sydney
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Chapter One
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JASMINE BENNETT’S GAZE locked on the five pregnancy tests scattered across her bathroom vanity. The small, sterile sticks seemed to mock her, each one a silent proclamation of her reality. Time slowed, her breaths shallow as disbelief rippled through her. Her mind blanked, refusing to accept the visual proof of what felt like a multi-year sentence. Step by step, she backed away until her spine hit the cold, unforgiving wall. Her eyes stayed fixed on the tests. She couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe.

Five tests. All wrong. All right.

Denial wrapped around her like a fog, thick and unrelenting, built on baseless facts and misplaced hope. When the first test turned positive, she’d told herself it was faulty. The second—another brand, another chance—had offered the same verdict. The positives on tests three, four, and five loomed like glaring red lights, signaling the end of her freedom.

Goosebumps rippled across her arms, spreading to her chest as the reality sank deeper. Her suspicions confirmed, the grilled cheese she’d eaten for lunch threatened to resurface. The nausea was relentless, pinning her in place, refusing to let her escape the small room without accepting what lay ahead. Bracing against the wall, she focused on her breathing. In. Out. In... and damn it. She was pregnant.

She was going to West Virginia, not Paris.
She had a lover, but she was not in love.
She was human; he was not.
The memory of Silas’s words about his kind—pups—made her stomach turn. Pups. She cringed at the thought of birthing... a litter of puppies. The absurdity, the weight of it all, brought a groan from her lips as she dropped her head into her hands. You’ve done it again, she thought bitterly. Did she have a sticker on her forehead reading, Men who don’t want to be fathers, apply here?

Hell no.

She had survived without her late husband’s help, raising her sons alone. She wasn’t about to go through that nightmare again. If Silas thought she would simply lie down and roll over, he’d chosen the wrong woman to impregnate.

A double knock at the front door startled her. She blinked, gathering herself, the sound dragging her out of her spiraling thoughts. It had to be Callum—Alpha Jayden’s son—checking on her again. He’d visited every day since her boys left for Texas with Silas. Glancing at the damning evidence on the vanity, she swept the tests into the trash with one decisive motion.

By the time she reached the entryway, she’d forced a neutral expression onto her face. Peering out, she opened the door. “Hello, Callum. Nice hat.”

The teen removed the blue baseball cap with a sheepish grin, revealing dark brown hair styled neatly, though the longer strands at the back brushed against his shoulders. His square jaw and large nose gave his youthful features a rugged edge, but his somber chocolate-brown eyes softened the impression. “Thank you, ma’am. Just checking to see if you need anything.”

Jasmine stepped back, allowing him in. Ever since finding him in the woods during what she’d later learned was his first shift, he’d become a near-constant presence in her life. “I’m fine, just clearing up a few things,” she said, pushing thoughts of her pregnancy to the recesses of her mind. “Want something to drink?”

“Some sweet tea, if you have it,” he replied, settling onto one stool at her kitchen’s breakfast bar.

She filled a glass, her tone light as she teased, “I’m starting to think you only come here for the tea.”

He shot to his feet, face reddening. “No... no, I’m here to check on you. I don’t mean to impose. Please don’t think I—”

It took her a moment to realize he thought she was serious. She burst out laughing.

His red face alerted her he failed to see the humor.

“I’m...I was just teasing you. I know you come to see me... it was a joke.” She paused, watching him. “A joke to make you laugh, which you aren’t doing, so I should stop laughing.” His reaction had the effect of pouring cold water over her head. She sobered and touched his shoulder.

“Honestly, it was a joke. I wasn’t laughing at you, per se.”

“I understand.” He looked away, his voice softened. “And I know you were teasing. It took me a moment to figure it out, but by then I was embarrassed by my reaction.” He twisted the cap tight. “Father says I’m too serious. Says I need to relax, lighten up. That’s one reason he never refuses my visits to you. He thinks you’re helping me learn not to take myself so seriously.”

Eying the wrinkled cap, she remained quiet and poured them both glasses of tea.

“Do you think I’m stiff? Or too serious?” he muttered.

“Do I think you’re too serious? Maybe a little. You’re only sixteen, Callum. Most of what we talk about is Alpha training, pack protocol, and responsibilities. It’s great to be prepared for the future, but you’re skipping the part of life where you get to make mistakes and have adventures.” His jaw dropped.

“Kids are allowed to get it wrong, they get a pass. Adults...not so much.”

“Make mistakes? Get into trouble? Is that what Tyrone and Tyrese did?”

The eagerness in his voice tugged at her heart, though she hid her smile. “Is water wet? They had their fair share of adventures. When they get back, I’ll have them tell you all about it. Let me tell you, I had my hands full with those two.”

She motioned for him to follow her to the living room, the wrinkled hat in his hands a clear sign he had more on his mind. They settled onto the couch, and he cleared his throat awkwardly before speaking.

“And now...” He cleared his throat after she took her seat. “You’re breeding.”

Jasmine’s head snapped around, her eyes wide and filled with disbelief. “What?” she whispered, horrified. She barely accepted her pregnancy minutes ago, and now this? How could Callum possibly know?

His face flushed red as he focused on the glass in his hand, his thumb absently wiping away condensation. “You’re breeding. I can smell it. But the scent is a little different from the pack bitches.”

Her throat tightened as she tried to process his words. “Smell?” Her voice trembled, and she shook her head, certain she had misheard him. “Did you say you can smell my... a pregnancy?”

His hand froze mid-motion. “Pregnancy? If that’s breeding, then yes. The scent is stronger now, but it’s been changing since the day in the forest.” His eyes lifted to meet hers, steady and serious. “Is everything okay?”

She felt as though the world had shifted beneath her feet. Her mind raced back to that fateful day. “You’re referring to the day when I found you changing into your wolf? That day?”

He gave a single, deliberate nod.

Her heart thundered in her chest, hammering her ribs as if trying to escape. Memories of that day surged forward—the day everything changed. Right after she had stumbled upon him mid-shift, her body had spiraled into what her sons had called a mating heat. Warmth rushed up her neck, threatening to suffocate her as shame and confusion tangled in her mind. She’d been so horny she couldn’t think. Somehow, her fired-up libido had sent out a 911 call to every wolf in the compound. Wolves fought to be the one who put out her flame and scratch her itch.

Being human, she might have been killed. At least, that’s what they’d thought at first. The more they learned about her ability to do what should be impossible, giving birth to shifters, the more they discovered her body’s amazing capabilities. According to her sons, women like her, rare as they were, could heal quickly, live long lives, were strong and endured the kind of physical punishment that would break others.

“Ma’am?” Callum’s deep, uncertain voice pulled her back to the present. The concern etched into his expression was impossible to miss.

Jasmine blinked, offering a small, strained smile to reassure him. She needed time—time to muddle through the idea about giving birth, changing diapers, preparing bottles and sleepless nights... again. How could she have believed she’d have that luxury? Silas, no doubt, had caught her condition long before he left.

She exhaled heavily, rolling the tension out of her shoulders. “Just thinking about what you said... starting over, babies, the complete package deal.” She gave a weak laugh. “I hadn’t really given it much thought.” Twisting her neck from side to side, she felt a few satisfying pops, though they did little to relieve the pressure building inside. “I need to start doing that.”

Her gaze drifted to the window, the afternoon sunlight spilling golden rays across the floorboards. Having more children was not what she’d meant when she’d decided to do something different with her life.

“I guess a trip to my doctor is in order.” She tried to keep her tone neutral, though her stomach churned at the thought.

Callum sprang to his feet, his grin broad and boyish, as if he’d just hit the jackpot. He jammed his cap back onto his head. “My mam’s doctor is in town. Much closer.”

Her brow arched sharply, and she fixed him with a look that would have made Silas proud. “How close? On the grounds or in town?” Suspicion colored her tone.

“In town.”

She let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding, her shoulders relaxing a fraction. “Okay. I’ll call and make an appointment.”

“It’s already taken care of,” he blurted, the words tumbling over each other. “The Patron took care of it. I’m supposed to tell you it’s in an hour.”

Aggravation flared hot in her chest, rising fast. “They sent you? Instead of allowing me to set up my own damn—” She threw her hands up in frustration, words failing her.

“I’m sorry.” His face turned a deeper shade of red, and he took a cautious step back.

Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath, willing herself to calm down. Silas Knight—good dick aside—was an infuriating pain in her ass. Then, as the heat of her anger ebbed, the realization struck her. Silas had likely chosen an expert for her unique situation.

“No. I’m sorry,” she said softly. “I’m not angry—not at you. It’s just... it doesn’t matter.” Rising to her feet, she finger-combed her braids with quick, deliberate motions. “I’m going to get dressed.” She glanced at him, hoping he’d catch the hint and leave.

Callum fidgeted, shifting his weight from foot to foot. “I’d like to go with you, but if you don’t want me to, I understand.” His words came in a rush, and his eyes dropped to the floor.

“Thanks for offering, but no.” She offered him a small, kind smile. “Let’s go for our walk later—around five instead of three. That’ll give me time to get a few things taken care of.” A pang of guilt tugged at her. She needed to call Renee and her mother, both of whom would have strong—and very different—reactions. Renee would celebrate with her usual infectious enthusiasm, but her mother... Jasmine wasn’t so sure, not after their last tense conversation about the twin she’d lost at birth.

Callum lingered for a moment, subdued, before finally shuffling to the door. “The car will be here for you in forty minutes,” he said, his voice low.

* * *
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WATCHING DR. GRIMES enter the room, Jasmine clutched the thin paper gown tighter around her shoulders. The sterile chill of the examination room seeped into her skin, mingling with the sharp scent of antiseptic. The doctor, tall and broad-shouldered, exuded an air of unshakable calm as he strode forward, the flat glow of a tablet illuminating his face. No urine sample, no weigh-in, no blood pressure check—it was nothing like the exams she’d grown used to. Her stomach twisted with unease, and she held her breath, silently praying for the words she longed to hear: You are not pregnant.

What had Silas told him? He had acted as though a human impregnated by a wolf-shifter was as routine as a seasonal cold. The absurdity of it all gnawed at her, but there was no time to dwell.

Dr. Grimes approached without meeting her eyes. His voice was smooth, clinical. “Hello, Ms. Bennett.”

“Hi,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. It trembled, a fragile reflection of her nerves.

Without preamble, he placed his fingertips lightly on her abdomen. 

Jasmine stiffened, surprised. Then he inhaled—slowly, deliberately. She stared, mystified, as he repeated the motion, leaning closer and drawing in the air around her as though tasting something unseen.

He stepped back, his expression neutral. “You are in excellent health. I don’t see any problems with you carrying to term.”

Her heart thudded. “Term? How long is term?” The words tumbled out, her tone betraying her discomfort. She kept herself from blurting out the deeper fears that simmered within—how Silas had made it clear that her condition was unnatural, an aberration.

Dr. Grimes’s gaze finally met hers, thoughtful. “Seven months. You’ve carried a smaller litter before. How long did you carry them?”

Jasmine blinked, stunned by his matter-of-fact tone. “Seven months,” she admitted slowly. “But at the time, I thought they were premature. I didn’t know that was the... the normal time.”

He nodded, tapping notes into his tablet with precision. “I see.” Reaching into his pocket, he retrieved a small packet of vitamins wrapped in cellophane and handed it to her. “Take these daily. I’ll see you again in two weeks. Call if you have any issues before then.”

Jasmine took the packet in silence, a lingering sense of incompleteness dogging her thoughts. Surely there was more to this exam?

“The nurse will provide you with a packet of dietary suggestions,” he added, already moving toward the door. His hand rested on the handle as he turned back. “Questions or concerns?”

Her mind buzzed with too many questions to choose from, but vulnerability weighed her down. She shook her head. “No. I’m good for now. I might have some later,” she added hastily, trying to preserve some dignity. She knew once the reality of the pregnancy settled in, her curiosity and fear would spill over into a torrent of questions.

“Understood.” He nodded briskly and stepped out, but poked his head back through the door. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Ms. Bennett.”

Left alone, Jasmine slid off the examination table, her bare feet landing on the icy floor with a jolt. She shivered, acutely aware of her semi-nakedness, and looked down at her flat stomach. Her mind echoed with three damning words: Thirty-six. Single. Pregnant. She shook her head, resigned to the thought, and began dressing.

The long walk to the nurse’s station gave her too much time to think and regret, preventing her from making peace with her condition. She couldn’t shake the weight of regret, the sense of being utterly unprepared.

There were a few women in the reception area. Jasmine turned toward the desk wondering what type of diet was appropriate for carrying half-breed babies. Leaning forward, she cleared her throat, hoping for a quick end to the encounter, gaining the nurse’s attention.

The nurse behind the counter inhaled sharply, lifting her brow as if to appraise Jasmine. She tilted her head, an unspoken question hanging between them.

“Hello... hello,” Jasmine stammered, trying to dispel the awkwardness. “Dr. Grimes said you had something for me.” She refused to look around. The nurse’ response was uncomfortable enough. No matter what Silas said, she would not be returning.

Another nurse approached briskly, handed her a manila envelope, and walked away without a word or a second glance. Jasmine’s cheeks burned as she noticed the subtle sniffing that rippled through the reception area. Several people stopped, took deep breaths and stared in her direction like she was a zoo exhibit. An older woman edged closer, leaning behind Jasmine’s shoulder to inhale deeply, her curiosity blatant and unsettling. Jasmine froze, her patience fraying. Would they stop with all the sniffing?

Jasmine turned to leave, but a nagging thought stopped her short. No one had mentioned payment for the visit. Had Silas made arrangements? Her chest tightened with uncertainty. She didn’t know the proper protocol in this community, but the last thing she wanted was to be accused of neglecting her responsibilities.

“How much do I owe you?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, eager to slip away unnoticed.

The sharp gasps rippling through the waiting room crushed any hope of discretion. Her cheeks burned as she saw even the nurse freeze mid-motion, a look of astonishment on her face.

Face on fire, Jasmine explained. “I’m new here, so I don’t know how things go,” she explained, the words tumbling out too quickly.

“Oh... there’s no charge.” The nurse’s tone was clipped, her eyes narrowing. “We don’t charge our people for health services. That’s barbaric.” The bite in the nurse’s tone made it clear what she thought of Jasmine’s offer to pay.

The jab stung, but Jasmine held her tongue. Her first instinct was to bite back with a sarcastic quip, but she suppressed it. Instead, she lifted her chin, squared her shoulders, and clutched her purse. Without another word, she turned and strode through the waiting area, ignoring the snickers and whispers that followed her like a cloud of humiliation. Heated stares prickled at her back, but she kept moving, her footsteps steady against the polished floor.

Outside, the late afternoon sun felt glaring as she stepped onto the sidewalk. Distracted and flustered, she collided with a man and his companion. Papers scattered around their feet.

“I’m sorry, excuse me,” she said quickly, crouching to gather the mess.

The man straightened, waving her off with a grin. “No problem. Don’t worry your pretty head about it.” He turned to his companion with a smirk. “Robbie will pick those up.”

Before Jasmine could respond, he extended a flyer with a theatrical flourish. “Mitchell Robbins, magician extraordinaire, at your service.” He bowed with exaggerated flair.

Jasmine glanced at the small poster in her hand, then back at the round, jovial man. His eyes sparkled with a mischievous twinkle that set off warning bells. Unsure whether to laugh or roll her eyes, she gave a curt nod. “Thanks.”

––––––––
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NAVIGATING AROUND HIM, she made her way to the waiting car. The driver opened the door. Glad to end her starring role in the afternoon’s entertainment, she slid into the cool interior with a sigh of relief.

“I understand a prescription needs to be filled?” the driver said before closing the door.

Unable to face more sniff-the-pregnant-lady-dual-natured folks, Jasmine decided one of her sons could pick up the prescription when they returned. She had enough meds to last awhile.

“Not today. I’ve got a headache. Please take me back to the condo.”

He nodded and closed the door, leaving her alone with her thoughts. 

She leaned back, letting the gentle hum of the car soothe her frayed nerves. What the hell had happened to her life? A month ago, her life had been a different picture entirely. She’d been poring over travel brochures, imagining the adventures that awaited her. The world had seemed vast, full of possibilities—college courses, international travel, freedom. The snap, sizzle and swoosh of her aborted dreams filled her mind and then ran down the drain. Once again, she would put her life on hold.

At thirty-six, her future felt like it had been exchanged for an endless string of responsibilities. Babies now, high school graduations years down the line, and college or trade school after that. A heavy sigh escaped. Her future lost its shine, and she had no one to blame. Time to step up and accept her fate. 

Her phone beeped, jolting her from her musings. She rummaged through her purse and retrieved it, only to see the missed call notification. “Renee,” the screen read. She looked at the caller ID and debated whether she wanted to talk to her sister. She didn’t, not now. Everything was too fresh, her feelings too uncertain, her heart too tender.

The phone beeped again, cutting into her hesitation. With a resigned sigh, she swiped to answer. “I picked it up, but you’d hung up,” she said, her tone weary.

“Really?”

The deep voice on the other end froze her mid-breath. “Silas?”

“Not who you were expecting?” His voice was dark, smooth, and laced with a challenge.

She moistened her lips, held her head up, and pushed her resolve forward. “No.”

“Where are you?”

“You don’t know?” she asked, her tone flippant. Her hands curled into a tight fist. Here was someone she could blame for her life spiraling downward.

“I wouldn’t have asked,” he shot back, irritation lacing his words.

The edge in his voice dulled her anger, and she unclenched her fists. Blaming him wouldn’t fix anything. “I’m in a car, headed back to my prison.”

“Where are you coming from?”

She wasn’t surprised he didn’t address her current living situation. They both knew he refused to allow her to leave the shifter complex. “The doctor.”

Silence filled the line, heavy and thick. When he finally spoke, his voice was careful. “And?”

“In seven months, I’ll be having babies,” she said, forcing cheer into her voice, though it felt hollow. Knowing he didn’t want her half-breed children made it impossible to sound convincing. She turned her gaze to the window, wishing for a different reality, one where she wasn’t facing another pregnancy alone. Wishing he liked her more so she could like him.

“We.”

Her brows furrowed in confusion. “What?”

“We’ll be having pups... babies. Same thing. Everything else okay?”

The unexpected phrasing surprised her. She didn’t trust it. “Not really. I’d like to go home.”

He didn’t respond, the silence between them thick with unspoken tension. Outside, the muffled sounds of a cool breeze rustling the trees filled the void.

Her frustration bubbled to the surface. “I don’t understand why you’re being so difficult. You don’t want these children.” She hated the whine that crept into her voice, but desperation drove her. If there was even the smallest chance of swaying him, she’d exploit it.

His expression remained stoic, his voice firm yet calm. “You can go home after the birth of my pups. Their birthright demands they are raised with the knowledge of who they are. They must be trained. That’s not something you can do for them, Jasmine. Admit it. Tyrone and Tyrese’s father taught them how to stay alive by hiding in plain sight. I am not taking them from you. But I cannot allow them to leave my home until they are strong enough to take care of themselves.”

Her hands clenched into fists at her sides. “I told you I’m not leaving my kids,” she ground out, her voice low and unwavering.

“Okay, we’ll make do in West Virginia.” He sounded resigned, and that pissed her off.

“We’ll need to agree to a few ground rules.”

“When I get back, we’ll talk.”

“When will that be?”

“In thirty minutes. I’m on my way from the airport.”

“You’re back?” She hated the way her heartbeat raced at the possibility of seeing him again. He had made his feelings regarding her clear.

“Yes,” he said simply. “We will have this talk soon, I promise.”
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Chapter Two
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SILAS GLANCED AT HIS watch, noting the time with a calculating expression. The morning sun was just beginning to filter through the trees, casting long, dappled shadows on the road ahead. It was still early enough for him to brief the Alphas about the unfolding situation in Texas and still make time for a proper meal with Jasmine. Resolute, he reached out to Jayden.

“Patron, how may I serve you?” 

“I need a separate residence for the duration of my stay. I plan to return to my estate at the end of the week. Until then, I’ll be in negotiations with Jasmine and the twins. Have my things moved, and a meal prepared for two this evening around seven o’clock.”

“Yes sir, and congratulations on your litter,” Jayden replied, his voice laced with sincerity.,

Silas’s jaw tightened slightly, his expression unreadable as he stared out the window at the rolling landscape of the compound. The idea of half-human pups was still something he grappled with, but since all life flowed from the Goddess, it left him no room to question Her gifts. “Thank you, Jayden. I trust you have proper security in place.”

“Yes, sir. I sent two cars along with her car when she visited the doctor. I also have guards near her residence who shadow her when she and Callum go for walks. She and your pups are never without surveillance or security.”

Satisfied, Silas nodded, watching as his car crossed into the compound gates, the vast estate sprawling before him. “I’m on site now. Set up a conference call with the Alphas in thirty minutes. I want to get this over with so I can prepare for my late meeting.”

“Consider it done, sir.”

Silas ended the connection, his thoughts already shifting to the challenges ahead. Dealing with his alphas would be straightforward—they were unwaveringly loyal and knew he wouldn’t rest until he neutralized the threat. The result would be death for those who rose against them. That was a given. They would offer reasonable suggestions on how to proceed and it would be a productive meeting.

But Jasmine? Negotiating with her would test the limits of his patience. His gaze hardened as he contemplated the odd turn of fate. For reasons known only to the Goddess, his seed had taken root in a human. After three centuries of waiting, his first litter would be half-breeds. A wave of anger surged through him, the temperature in the car rising perceptibly. The faint smell of warming leather reached his nose as the seat beneath him grew pliant. 

A folder on the seat next to him fluttered and lifted into the air as his frustration manifested. Opening and closing his hands deliberately, Silas worked to ease his disgust at his dilemma. He exhaled a few slow breaths, forcing his muscles to relax. “Drive around for a bit. I’ll tell you when to stop,” he instructed his driver, his voice steady but low.

“Yes, sir.”

He sent another message to Tyrone, Tyrese, Brad and Hank, who rode in the car behind him. “I’m going to ride for a while to clear my head. There is a meeting in thirty minutes with the Alphas. I want all of you there.”

“Yes, sir.”

The car veered onto a quieter road, winding through a dense forest. The towering trees created a canopy overhead, dappling the car’s hood with shifting patterns of light and shadow. Silas leaned back, letting the scenery flow past, hoping the familiar stillness of the woods would provide clarity.

Some group—a mixture of wolves, half-breeds, or perhaps even humans—was challenging the way of life he had fought to preserve. Someone wanted to change the rules, and it pissed him off. The Goddess’s voice echoed in his memory, her tone serene yet firm.

“The one thing that is definite is change. It’s coming with a time of testing.” Was this testing Her way of legitimizing what had happened in Texas? Mexico? But Arianna had been breeding for over a half century. This change wasn’t new. Silas frowned, his mind spinning. He remembered more of Her words: “Your obedience and service to me has not gone unnoticed. You will be rewarded, although it may not seem so at the time.”

A sharp pain stabbed at his chest. To him, mixed race pups were not a reward. They were a complication. Jasmine was sexy, but she was no bitch. He wanted a full-blood mate. A full-blood den. A full-blood to run and reign by his side. He had waited. Waited and served with dignity and honor. Silas clenched his fists as a primal need to question, to bargain, filled him. He prayed aloud, his voice low and gravelly.

“Please, I’ve waited centuries for my legacy to be revealed. I humbly ask for full-bloods to fill my den.”

He had been around long enough to know his prayer would either be granted or denied. Unable to do more, he turned his attention to dealing with Jasmine. She had no stake in anything, and that was a major problem. Carrying his litter of pups was an honor and gift most bitches craved. He doubted Jasmine would agree. Straightening, he unlocked his jaw. She was human, and he had no interest in changing her mind. They would be parents and nothing more. He would do his part to insure her safety and make sure her needs were met. The twins moving with them might ease her adjustment, but he doubted it would solve everything.

Straightening in his seat, Silas forced his libido into submission as fleeting memories of their last joining surfaced. He picked up his phone and dialed Jacques, his administrator, who answered promptly.

“Your Honor?”

“You have incoming. A family of three will take up residence in the compound, place them in the east wing and stock it with things for a human diet.” No need to mention the breeder or his litter. He would deal with that later.

“Human?” Jacques’s tone betrayed his surprise.

“Fruits, vegetables...whatever they call a balanced diet. Just add other stuff to the meats.” Silas ignored the unspoken question..

“Yes, sir. When will they arrive?”

“We will arrive by the end of the week. How is Cameron?”

“He is healing well. Yesterday he worked the mats with the trainees and pinned all takers.”

A rare smile touched Silas’s lips. “That’s the best news I’ve heard all day.”

“He seems sad, though,” Jacques continued. “He disappears for hours and comes back exhausted. When I asked, he said he needed to exercise to regain his strength.”

Unsurprised, Silas grunted. “He’s young. Don’t you remember being that age? There’s no fear of the unknown. I remember thinking I had to solve all my problems right then instead of taking my time. Time teaches you to take life seriously. He’ll learn. Just make sure you can get to him if he falters.”

“Already taken care of,” Jacques assured him. “I’ve incorporated shadowing Cameron as part of the training.”

Silas chuckled, the sound rough but genuine, a brief reprieve from the weight pressing on him. “How’s this group?”

“Okay. Not the best or the worst. A couple of them have star status. The rest probably won’t make the cut and hire out as Betas.”

“I will see them when I return.”

“Of course, sir.”

Silas shifted in his seat, leaning back against the headrest as his voice dropped into a quieter register. “By the way, there is a female human in that group. She’s breeding with my litter.” The words slid from his mouth before his mind realized they were no longer imprisoned. Leaning back against the headrest, he waited for the interrogation.

Jacques’ audible gasp came quickly. “Your...your litter? How?... It doesn’t matter. Thank the Goddess, it’s about time.”

Silas pinched the bridge of his nose, wishing he felt a smidgen of Jacques’ enthusiasm that rippled through the call. He couldn’t summon even a fraction of it himself. “The other two are her adult sons, Tyrone and Tyrese. I plan to have them assist in fight training.”

The confusion in Jacques’ voice matched Silas’s own unresolved thoughts. “Excuse me, sir. Did you say she has sons? Human sons?”

“Yes,” Silas said, his tone resigned. “It’s a long story, one I’ll share over a stiff drink when I return. For now, prepare for an invasion. Life is going to change.”

Jacques laughed, his voice light and full of amusement. “That’s a good thing, sir. Things were becoming too predictable around here. Congratulations on your litter. Should I contact the doctor?”

“No. Not yet. Grimes examined and confirmed her pregnancy today.” He rubbed his forehead. A collection of things he needed to do flowed over him, line by line.

“Do you know how many pups are in your litter, sir?” Jacques sounded almost giddy.

“No. We’ll know soon. Contact me later if you have questions.” Silas glanced at his watch. “I have a meeting.”

“Yes, sir,” Jacques said.

Silas disconnected the call and sent a message to the driver. “Take me to the Alpha house.”

* * *
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“MOM, I DON’T KNOW WHY he isn’t coming here to talk to you,” Tyrone said, his arms crossed as he leaned against the kitchen counter. The late afternoon sunlight filtered through the windows, painting the room in warm tones. “All I know is he asked me and Rese to accompany you to dinner tonight. He said you wanted to talk. Is that what you told him?”

Flustered, she waved off his question, her tone curt but strained. “Yes. He wants me to move across the country to West Virginia. West Virginia, can you believe it? Why should I move? Why can’t he come to Seattle?” She threw her hands up, exasperated. They’d been going over this for the last thirty minutes, and she was no closer to making her point stick.

“Mom,” Tyrese said, his voice low and serious. It cut through her flustered state, forcing her attention. “You’re pregnant by the most important wolf in the country. Probably the world. He has enemies. They would hurt or kill you and my new brothers or sisters.” His gaze dropped to her stomach, his tone softening. “I love you, but I agree with La Patron on this one. Long as you’re alive, I can live with your anger.”

Annoyed, out of arguments, and out of energy, she let out a heavy sigh, her hands gripping the back of the chair for support. “I don’t mean to be difficult,” she said, her voice softer now. “Things are happening so fast. I just discovered my two sons and dead husband are werewolves.”

“Mom!” Tyrone said, his voice shocked yet respectful, his eyes narrowing slightly.

“Wolf shifters, dual-natured, whatever,” she said, waving off the correction, uncaring if her description of them was wrong. More important things cluttered her mind. “My entire world flipped, and I don’t know the rules. Do you know I offered to pay for my doctor visit today?”

Tyrone raised an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued. “What? We don’t pay to go to our doctors,” he said, leaning forward. “What’d they say when you made the offer?”

She straightened her back and spoke in a well-to-do modulated voice as she stuck her nose up in the air. “Charging for health care is barbaric.”

Tyrone burst into laughter, his grin wide, but Tyrese’s face remained serious.

“They knew you didn’t know,” Tyrese said, shaking his head. “Instead of making fun of you, they should have explained how the medical system works in our world.”

A small smile flickered across her lips at his defense, though her eyes remained clouded with worry. “I’m not a part of your world. I’m human, beneath them.”

“So am I,” Tyrese said, reaching across to take her hand.

“Me too,” Tyrone added, pulling a chair close to hers and sitting beside her.

She shook her head, glancing between the two of them. “You’re wolf shifters. Did I get that wrong?”

“We’re hybrids,” Tyrese said patiently. “Part human, part wolf. Your human DNA is a part of our makeup. Full-blooded wolf shifters don’t have that.”

Her brow furrowed as she tried to understand. “But they are dual-natured, right?”

“Yes,” Tyrese said, nodding. “Part wolf and part human, but they lack the same human DNA we have.”

“How can they be part human without human DNA?” she asked, her voice tinged with exasperation.

“Over time, their DNA changed to something else,” Tyrese explained. “They are more wolf, but can keep their human form and senses. They don’t think like humans. They have pack mentalities. That’s why they consider themselves full-blooded.”

She nodded slowly, the pieces fitting together in her mind. “And my babies will have both. That makes them hybrids or...half-breeds.”

Tyrese moved closer, crouching before her. His knees brushed against hers, his voice soft and steady. “Mom, it’ll be okay. I promise. My brothers or sisters will be loved and taken care of. Ensuring the protection of your litter isn’t just a wolf thing; it’s a human thing too. Dad made sure we were safe and taught us how to shield so no one could detect our wolf’s
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