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        Shifters, Secrets, Spies, and one woman in the middle of it all.

      

        

      
        Alyssa, code name Artemis. Yeah, there’s a reason she’s incognito at the DSA’s (Department of Shifter Affairs) new human-shifter training program. One which could get her killed if she’s not careful. She’s the only woman among a group of shifter and human males who are supposed to learn to work together to combat the anti-shifters. Guess how that’s going. Alyssa has her own reason for being in the program. And it isn’t to fall for three shifters…

      

        

      
        An Alpha Heir who Thinks He’s in Charge. Rafe’s alpha tasked him with keeping the peace between the humans and shifters in the new program. Rafe’s distracted by Alyssa, who would be perfect for him and his wolf. If she weren’t human. Rafe has to ignore the bewitching female. Easier said than done.

      

        

      
        A Shifter Going Feral. Tiernan needs to blood-bond Alyssa to keep from going feral. But can he explain the ramifications of the blood-bond to a human who knows practically nothing about shifters before his wolf seizes control?

      

        

      
        A White Wolf with a Secret (and a penchant for trouble). Maddox comes from the infamous Novak pack, where it’s each shifter for himself. Or is it? He’s joined the training program with revenge on his mind. Until the beautiful human female catches his attention.
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        Ours to Protect. Ours to Love.

        Wolf Desired is the first book in a steamy reverse harem shifter romance trilogy and continues with Wolf Claimed. The story involves three shifters (one bossy, one sweet, and one too devilish for anyone’s good) and the female agent who has secrets that could destroy them all. Get ready for steam, action, and several twists along the way. Each book in the trilogy ends in a very Happy Ever After.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ALYSSA

      

      

      “Welcome to the first day of Hell,” the burly instructor snickered as he walked between two perfect lines of people.

      Not people, Alyssa reminded herself. Shifters. At least the twenty-one males in the line opposite hers. Her line consisted of seven humans, agents who had signed up, or in her case been assigned, to the DSA’s training program.

      Being the only woman in the program had already left her tense. Now, she had to deal with one of those shifters staring at her since she entered the clearing of the government facility in the Nebraska National Forest. The green-eyed shifter stood tall, hands behind his back and his head held high, his eyes focused solely on her, even as Graves, their very human instructor, walked past him between the two lines of trainees.

      Green Eyes held her attention too easily. Twice now, she had tried looking away from him and failed. The shifter exuded an air about him that said he wasn’t one to back down. She found herself entranced by him, especially with his eyes. The edges seemed to glow. That had to be a reflection of the sunlight or some other optical illusion.

      When the corners of his mouth kicked up in a salacious grin, she let her eyes flow over the rest of him. He stood out, not the tallest shifter there, but certainly the most impressive. At six-three with dark hair, Green Eyes had a commanding presence to him, one that made her stomach and other parts of her flutter. Thick, well-defined muscles showed through his black t-shirt. Stunning. A work of art, really. A very deadly work of art.

      A low growl came from somewhere down the line of shifters, past Green Eyes. Someone didn’t like her giving Green Eyes the once-over. Deep and sexy, that ominous sound reverberated through her, practically making her toes curl from the pure animalistic nature of it.

      Her cheeks flushed. Not a normal reaction to any male, let alone a shifter. She surveyed each shifter, determined to find out who had growled. None of the other shifters appeared to be watching her.

      Maybe she imagined the growl. Or the reason for it. Graves had a way of pissing people off.

      Something inside her pushed her to look for the source of that growl as if she needed to respond to it. Or acknowledge it. How or why, she had no idea.

      Alyssa cleared her throat and straightened her posture, trying to ignore the feeling that she was losing her grip on reality, that she didn’t have full control of her thoughts or feelings. This was not the time to lose focus, and she definitely shouldn’t be staring at any shifter, least of all Green Eyes. He could snap her in half without breaking a sweat. Did shifters sweat?

      Of all the stupid questions. . .

      Alyssa chanced another look at the striking shifter and again, her body stirred. Despite his size and that very serious expression, she didn’t fear him. Something deep inside her trusted him, which made absolutely no sense. She didn’t trust anyone easily.

      “Fraternizing with the enemy is risky, Artemis,” said Nash, the FBI agent next to her.

      The enemy. That’s what the other human recruits called their shifter counterparts in the program. Except shifters weren’t the enemy, she was sure of it. Her instincts said as much. Unfortunately, the DSA, the Department of Shifter Affairs which had signed the treaty with some of the biggest wolf shifter packs in the Midwest, didn’t know enough about shifters to give her and the other agents a thorough briefing. Most of what she knew about shifters had come from her dad, and he was the last person she could trust.

      “And remember, you’re on the same side,” Instructor Graves added, as if reading her mind. “You all come from different backgrounds. I don’t fucking care if you came from the FBI, the Secret Service, or if your alpha forced you to be here. You now belong to the DSA, which means you will get along and you will learn to work together.”

      “Or?” Alyssa asked aloud, instantly regretting it. Graves walked down the line and planted his feet practically on top of hers. The agent stared down at her with cold, ice-blue eyes, using his impressive height to intimidate her. At five-seven, she could hardly be described as short, but Graves towered over her at six-seven or six-eight.

      Alyssa stood her ground, clasping her hands behind her back in a classic military stance, despite how that made her t-shirt stretch tight against her breasts. She hated standing out, which was why speaking out had been stupid. Thinking of her father and his anti-shifter rants had dug up a lot of her anxiety, chipping away at her remaining control. This was her chance to learn about shifters and prove to herself that she wasn’t anything like her bastard father.

      “Are you challenging me, Artemis?” Graves said, using her codename.

      “Just asking a question, sir,” she said, tilting her head back so she could return his glare. This wasn’t her first time up against a male instructor who didn’t want a female trainee.

      “I should send you back to the Secret Service right now.”

      “But you won’t,” she said. At least she prayed he wouldn’t. She needed to be here for more than the job.

      “And why is that?”

      “Because I’m the best sharpshooter you have.” The humans had gone through some basic weapons assessment this morning while waiting for the shifters to arrive. The higher-ups at the DSA would be assessing Graves on his effectiveness here, which would include marksmanship proficiency scores.

      “You may be the best marksman, but you’re also the most arrogant.”

      She almost corrected him and said markswoman, but she’d pushed him enough. Trying to make a light-hearted joke would get her nowhere, since Graves had no sense of humor. She needed to blend in, not stand out as the only woman, a fact that was painfully obvious.

      Across the way, Green Eyes seemed to ignore Graves and focused on her. She shivered, not used to such intense scrutiny. He wasn’t staring at her breasts or her body. That, she got all the time. This shifter stared at her face, her eyes, her expressions.

      “Are you even listening to me, Artemis?” Graves asked.

      “Yes, sir.” She retrained her attention to him. Best not to aggravate Graves. She couldn’t help anyone, least of all herself, if he threw her out. Alyssa wondered if the shifters had to prove themselves, too. Probably not. The higher-ups wanted them here, for their superior strength, sight, hearing, scenting, and self-healing skills.

      They’re setting you up to fail.

      That damn inner voice again, except it didn’t feel like her own thoughts. And no one besides Graves had spoken. No, she was quite sure she felt something inside of her, pushing, challenging her almost, making her doubt herself and her sanity. It had to be nothing more than her paranoia or fear of failing finding an outlet.

      Or maybe that was an excuse crazy people used to convince themselves they weren’t crazy. She wouldn’t know without talking to someone, but anyone she’d tell would question her sanity and get her kicked out of the program before she got the answers she came for.

      Graves stepped back, walked down between the two lines of DSA trainees. “My goal here is not to make agents out of you. Your previous agencies and alphas did that. And I’m not your babysitter. You do the drills. What I say, when I say. In between, you’re on your own. Conduct yourselves accordingly. If you pick a fight, make damn well sure you can win because if not, you might end up dead. I’m not here to police or coddle you in any way.

      “You all have the skills needed to hunt, to take down an enemy. But what you don’t have is the knowledge and ability to work together. Shifter and human. I’m here to push you, so you learn your limits and those of the humans and shifters around you. The anti-shifter groups continue to grow and attack both shifter and human populations. If the anti-shifters were contained to the woods or the cities, then we’d use shifters or humans exclusively, but the World Shifter Suppressor Organization and its followers are growing stronger, smarter. It’s time we did the same and pool our talents.

      “The Shifter Elimination Virus, aka SEV, that the WSSO spread last year is just the beginning. Anti-shifters have become more brazen and we cannot let them continue. And the WSSO is not the only group out there. More anti-shifter groups have popped up since a rogue shifter retaliated against the WSSO and spread a virus in Colorado. We’ve arrested the shifter behind that incident, a white wolf from the Novak pack.

      “As you know, relations between the DSA and your packs are strained, which is why all of you here must focus on the true enemy out there, the anti-shifters. For the humans in this group, I don’t give a damn what your personal views on shifters are. Personally, I don’t care for them, but the more violence we allow against them will only result in more human deaths as well. As for you shifters, if you cause trouble, it will be reported back to your alpha as well as the DSA. What your alphas do to discipline you is their business.

      “The DSA has given me full discretion over how I train everyone, as long as by the end of this program I have viable teams comprised of shifters and humans.” From down the line, Graves glared at Alyssa. “Full discretion. Do you know what that means, Artemis?”

      “That I’m in deep shit, sir?” she said, wondering when she’d become so impulsive, but damn, the man hated her and there was no use pretending otherwise. He had made his feelings clear about her the moment she’d stepped into his office this morning. If her success or failure relied on Graves alone, he’d find a way to boot her from the program.

      A shifter with close-cropped blond hair, blue-gray eyes, and a lean athletic build directly across from her chuckled at her seemingly callous reply to Graves. A guy who appreciated her wry sense of humor. That chuckle, and his handsome smile, were exactly what she needed to settle her nerves. She smiled back at him. For a split second, she forgot he was a shifter; it felt good not thinking in terms of shifter or human. That’s what she had to do here. Remind herself that aside from their heightened abilities, shifters really weren’t that different from humans. She should view them as allies, nothing more, nothing less.

      “We’ll start with a basic drill,” Graves said, without reprimanding her further. “I want to assess how you handle yourselves in the field.”

      Graves was being literal, of course. The DSA facility had acres and acres of nothing but woods around the compound, which consisted of only a few buildings. A dormitory, an indoor gym that included a gun range, a cafeteria, an administrative center with classrooms, and an equipment building that housed a forensic lab and general maintenance tools.

      Despite the early fall chill, agents and shifters wore boots, camouflage pants, and black t-shirts. No jackets, packs, or gear. Alyssa and the other recruits turned to face the woods behind them. Graves was probably going to make them run again, as he had after their arrival this morning. Nebraska’s trees had already started changing color, making for a beautiful display of reds, oranges, and yellows throughout the forest. Fallen leaves and the late morning rain meant the ground would be slippery, but nothing they couldn’t handle. And here she thought Graves was going to give them a real workout.

      “There’s only one rule,” Graves continued. “Don’t do anything to harm one another. While you shifters may be able to heal yourselves, the same isn’t true of your human counterparts. You’ll team up in six groups of three or four shifters. One human per group.”

      “There are only seven humans to twenty-one shifters. Basic math dictates three shifters and one human per group,” Kevin said.

      Graves ignored Kevin and approached Alyssa again.

      “My lucky day,” she mumbled to herself.

      Graves apparently hadn’t heard her since his expression didn’t change, but that shifter with the cropped blond hair grinned. He’d heard her from twenty feet away. Knowing about shifters’ abilities and being exposed to their strength, size, and superior abilities were entirely different animals.

      Great. Now she was thinking like her dad, making remarks that could be mistaken as anti-shifter slurs.

      Graves blocked her view of the hottie; and that blond shifter was definitely a hottie. Hell, who was she kidding? Most of those shifters were. But Green Eyes and that shifter on the end with dark eyes that matched his jet-black hair and had a scowl that never left his face stood out the most. Dark Eyes didn’t want to be here. She couldn’t imagine any of the shifters did, but that one shifter made it clear how much he despised this training program, and probably the humans here, too. Humans and shifters didn’t have a great track record of working well together.

      “Remember our previous discussion, Artemis? The one in my office this morning?” Graves asked.

      Yeah, she remembered. It was hard to forget such an unveiled threat. Leave now, Agent. Before your pretty face gets scarred up by a claw or your neck gets snapped. It hadn’t been the greeting she’d expected, but it told her all she needed to know about her instructor.

      “Three strikes. That’s all you get, and it’s more than you deserve.”

      She couldn’t afford to get thrown out. That would ruin everything.

      “Yes, sir!” she said, realizing too late she’d come off flippant instead of obedient. But it was worth it because the blond shifter grinned again, making her insides melt. Ooh, she wanted to know him better.

      A low, barely audible growl from down the shifter line drew her attention. Green Eyes. He wore a scowl that rivaled that of the dark-eyed shifter.

      Alyssa opened her mouth, about to suggest the humans and shifters have a meet-and-greet to cut the rising tension before starting these drills, but Graves backed away from her and smiled. Shit. That wasn’t a good sign.

      “Your first challenge, group, is to catch the infiltrator on the grounds. And thank you for the math lesson, Kevin, but I know what I’m doing. You will work in teams of three or four shifters and one human per group. Your team must stay together at all times. Learn to work with one another. That means you humans should learn to trust the shifters’ tracking skills and shifters learn to trust the way an agent thinks and plans. Ten points to the team who brings in the infiltrator.”

      “Points?” Green Eyes asked. “Shifters don’t hunt for points,” he stated with an air of authority.

      “We need a way of assessing progress, Rafe. At the end of the five weeks, the shifters and agents with the top scores will be able to choose their teams. Here’s your chance to be an alpha, shifter.”

      Another growl, low and foreboding, echoed through the group.

      Was Green Eyes—Rafe—threatening Graves? Damn, but she knew next to nothing about these shifters and their rules, and their hierarchy, but she was sure Rafe wouldn’t kowtow to anyone, even the DSA agent in charge.

      The two days of orientation before she stepped into this facility suddenly seemed worthless. Her instincts told her what the instructors taught her and the other agents about shifters had all been guesswork. They didn’t have a clue. No human did. Except perhaps the anti-shifters they’d be fighting. They’d been capturing, experimenting, and killing shifters for decades. And no one had tried to stop them. Until now.

      With anti-shifters as the common enemy, the DSA figured they could create joint teams of humans and shifters, and mesh talents and information to the benefit of both. Training and working together was a good idea, in theory. With the growing looks of contempt on the shifters and humans alike, Alyssa envisioned the training program imploding by the second day.

      “Stow it, Rafe,” Graves bellowed. “Your growls don’t scare me.”

      “Was that my intent?” Rafe replied with a raised brow, making light of Graves’s reaction.

      Clearly, her green-eyed shifter wasn’t easily intimidated. Rafe exuded power, controlled and refined. That he could make everyone look away, including the other shifters, was rather impressive.

      Slowly, those green eyes turned to her. His face held no other emotion, didn’t need it. His stare sent a shiver through her. It was as if the shifter saw straight through her and was figuring out her secrets. And she didn’t mind. Not one damned bit. It was odd, really. She’d never been attracted to power, but Rafe and those exceptionally beautiful green eyes pulled at her.

      Graves stepped into her line of sight again. “This isn’t some high school dance, Artemis. Get your eyes off the shifter and on me.”

      She’d rather look at Rafe, but Graves had a point. She had a job to do here, and that job didn’t include gawking at men, human or shifter.

      Another growl filled the air, but this one was deeper, darker than before. More threatening. And yet it warmed her. Maybe because this one wasn’t aimed at her, but at Graves.

      “Growl at me again, Rafe, and you’ll find yourself on garbage duty for the rest of your stay here.”

      “Not much of a threat,” Alyssa dared, mostly because it wasn’t. It would take more than the threat of bagging garbage to threaten a male as powerful as Rafe.

      Across from her, Tall, Blond, and Handsome smirked again, then waggled his eyebrows at her. Okay, now he was just flirting with her. She really needed to ignore these shifters. If she wanted to be seen as an agent, she couldn’t do anything to encourage them. Better yet, she needed to set them straight.

      She gave Tall, Blond, and Handsome the finger.

      He quirked a brow while casting the most playful grin. And then she laughed. Damn, he’d made her laugh, and in the middle of training!

      “Oh, I’m going to have fun with this,” Graves said, his tone squashing all the lighthearted fun she’d had with Tall, Blond, and Handsome and sent her anxiety surging. “Start forming teams.”

      When Alyssa stepped in Tall, Blond, and Handsome’s direction, Graves locked his hand around her upper arm. “Not you.”

      “Are you kicking me out of the program for looking at a shifter?”

      “Hardly.”

      He turned around, pulling her with him to face the shifters and humans forming teams. Rafe hadn’t bothered forming a team yet, as his eyes remained glued to her and where Graves’s hand clamped around her upper arm.

      “You have a ten-minute head start, Artemis,” Graves said.

      “For what?” she asked.

      “Trainees,” he called out loud enough to get everyone’s attention. “Meet your target. Artemis. The first team that takes her down gets ten points and doesn’t have to do the fifteen-mile hike after the drill.”

      “Wait, what? How do you expect me to outrun twenty-seven humans and shifters?” It was the shifters she was worried about more than the humans. They had the tracking skills and stamina of wolves, literally.

      “Nine and a half minutes. I suggest you get going, Artemis.”

      “I’m doomed to get caught. That means I’ll automatically fail this test, doesn’t it?”

      “With that attitude, you will. Don’t worry. I’ll give you a fair chance. You only have to last an hour to be declared the winner.”

      An hour. That might as well be an eternity.

      “Nine minutes,” Graves said, sending her brain into overdrive.

      She had to get out of here, fast, and form some plan that could keep six agents and twenty-one shifters from finding her. Shifters presently sniffing the air, no doubt capturing her scent.

      As Alyssa sprinted for the trees, she hoped she would remember something about how to elude shifters.
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        RAFE

      

      

      Rafe stared at the female as she ran into the woods in a straight line at top speed, fast for a human but too slow to outrun any of the shifters here. That bastard Graves had it in for her for some reason. Not that Rafe cared. She was human, after all, but still, a female. And it went against his grain to stand by while a male abused a female. Though this female looked like she didn’t want anyone’s help, least of all a shifter’s. Each time he’d made eye contact with her, her scent which already wreaked of fear, spiked. She feared shifters, that much was clear, but she hadn’t given in to her fear.

      Though each time Graves tried to intimidate Artemis, Rafe’s wolf had growled in defense of her. That had been unexpected. Rafe wasn’t one to ignore his wolf, but getting involved with humans and their selfish ways would cause trouble. He’d play their foolish games here, but only because his alpha had ordered him to do so.

      Go to their training. Get to know them, Rafe, and work with them. At worst, you’ll help them bring down some of the anti-shifter groups hunting our people. At best, you’ll learn that not all humans are bad. Some can even be trusted.

      His father, his pack’s alpha, had always been tolerant of humans, though Rafe never understood why.

      “She’s mine,” Tiernan said, approaching Rafe from behind. Rafe had met the blond shifter from Liam Greyson’s pack in Colorado a year ago when Rafe had approached them about the vaccine for the Shifter Elimination Virus. Half of Rafe’s pack had been infected before they finally received the vaccine from Greyson’s pack. Dozens of shifters had died. Almost as crippling was that the dozens who had contracted the virus and survived had lost their ability to shift.

      “That’s a ballsy claim, considering you don’t wear her scent, Tiernan.” Rafe kept his anger in check. He didn’t like being told what to do, especially by a shifter from another pack. But he liked Tiernan, more or less. The male had proved himself last year, arguing with his alpha until he convinced him to share the vaccine with Rafe’s pack. “I bet you haven’t even met her.”

      Tiernan’s blue-gray eyes flashed black. His wolf had an interest in the female, apparently.

      “Just giving you fair warning. I intend to take her. I don’t want to have to fight you for her, but I will if necessary,” Tiernan said.

      “She’s human,” Rafe said, saying the word that left a foul taste in his mouth. He never understood why any shifter would want to mate a human.

      “I don’t care that she’s human. She’s mine,” Tiernan said, with a determination the scout had shown last year when he’d argued with his alpha. The scout went after what he wanted, with a raw and unparalleled strength Rafe admired. Then and now.

      Rafe had to admit, the female was beautiful with thick blonde hair that bounced about her shoulders—before she’d pulled it back and braided it—that made her look more like a goddess than a human. And those hazel eyes that wavered from blue to green fascinated him. It was her allure, that pull he hadn’t quite figured out yet, that made looking away from her so fucking impossible.

      Human, he reminded himself. Hardly worth the risk.

      “We’re here to work,” Rafe reminded Tiernan. “Taking the female could rile the human males. Go into one of the towns and find a female for the night. One that we don’t have to work with.”

      “I intend to blood-bond her.”

      Rafe turned his full attention to the scout. “You’d risk losing your shifter abilities by blood-bonding a human?”

      “My wolf approves of her,” Tiernan snapped.

      No, this wasn’t the same easy-going shifter from a year ago. There was definitely something else going on with him. “You don’t have to do what your wolf says,” Rafe added. “You’re in control, not your wolf.”

      Tiernan stared at the spot where the female had disappeared into the woods. “Not always,” he said in a low voice so the other shifters wouldn’t hear.

      Fuck. Tiernan was going feral. He needed to blood-bond a female to settle his wolf.

      “Return to your pack, then. Find a female shifter to blood-bond. Your alpha, ass that he is, will understand and send another to take your place here. I doubt the humans will see it as a breach of the treaty.”

      “Times up,” Graves called out. “Pursue when ready. You have one hour to catch your mark.”

      “Let’s go, before she gets too far,” Ike, one of the humans, said to a group a few feet away. “We can catch and hog-tie her in minutes if we stop standing around.” The shifters in his group didn’t look worried. They could easily catch a female who was running on foot. They’d taken in her scent already, which annoyed Rafe. Granted, he’d done the same, inhaling her sweet scent, longer than necessary, too. There was something about that female that appealed to him, almost making him forget she was human.

      Tiernan stormed toward Ike until Rafe grabbed his arm. “It’s just a training exercise, the reason we’re here,” Rafe said. “The humans won’t hurt her.”

      “He’s planning to tie her up.”

      “That’s just one of their expressions. I think.”

      Tiernan jerked free of Rafe’s hold and bounded into the woods.

      “Anyone not on a team loses points!” Graves called out after him.

      Points. Like they were children. Did the human think that would motivate them, especially a shifter fighting his wolf? Tiernan was a decent shifter, but if he was going feral as he’d inferred, then the female and anyone else around was in danger.

      “Tiernan’s part of my team,” Rafe said, grabbing a nearby human as he started running to catch up. He could shift and hunt the female down himself within minutes if necessary, but he was more interested in watching out for Tiernan, one of his own.
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      “Use me as bait? Asshole!” Alyssa cursed as she stripped out of her boots, removed her socks, and tied her boots together to sling around her neck. She flipped open her pocket knife, sliced the socks into ten strips each, and cut off a lock of her hair from the back. Using the strips, she tied the hair to stones she found along the river’s edge. Eight minutes gone, she estimated. She needed to move faster.

      One by one, she launched the stones south, intentionally grouping them, but not too tightly. She needed to mislead the shifters with enough of her scent, at least long enough to make it to the road and hitch a ride. She could take the day off, let the shifters and their human teammates go in circles while she lounged at a nearby coffee shop.

      As Alyssa waded through the ice-cold river, she began to rethink her plan, especially as she sank deeper into the water. Waist-high, a lot higher than she’d expected, but at least there was no undertow and her boots stayed dry around her neck.

      As she climbed the opposite bank, soaked and her feet covered in muck, she heard a noise south of her. Cheers and laughter. It sounded like several of the teams were pre-maturely celebrating their victory. She cut off the lower half of her t-shirt and used it to dry her feet before putting her boots on.

      Alyssa trudged through the dense underbrush, trying to ignore the cold wind slicing through her wet pants as she headed east, toward the state road she’d seen on a map during orientation. The satisfied look on Graves’s face when he announced that she would be hunted irritated the hell out of her, but she quickly tamped down her anger before it distracted her. And yet she kept asking how the hell she was going to build a rapport with the shifters if Graves made her look like prey from the very start.

      A hand clamped down over her mouth from behind. Alyssa’s training kicked in. She flipped the person over her. The man went down hard. She recognized him from earlier. Not a man, but one of the shifters. The incredibly serious-looking guy with jet-black hair and eyes to match.

      Flat on his back, he stared up at her. “Gottya?”

      “Is that a question or statement?”

      “Depends on whether you try to run. It wouldn’t take much to catch you. You’re not going to make me chase you, are you?” he asked as he rolled to his side and rose so easily that she wondered if he’d let her flip him.

      “Now why would I tell you what I plan to do?”

      He brushed his hands together, getting rid of the wet leaves sticking to him. Up close, the shifter was a lot larger than she’d thought back at the compound. Several inches taller than her and full of muscles, especially in the chest, arms, neck, and thighs. He had thick dark hair with dark eyes like pools of oil, shiny, fluid, and swirling. Utterly breathtaking in their depth and mystery. She had never understood some women’s weakness for bad boys. Until now.

      “Unless you have a team shoved in your back pocket there, wolfie, this doesn’t count as a capture. Graves said the team had to stick together.”

      His brows pinched together, clearly not pleased. “Wolfie? Is that a slur, female?”

      It probably was. She needed to get her dad out of her head or she’d never get past this disdain of shifters. “I’m not sure what else to call you. I missed the introductions this morning. Graves was too busy chewing me out.”

      “My codename is 86,” he said, watching her reaction closely.

      She found it interesting that he used a codename like her. From what she’s heard, none of the shifters and humans were using one. Only her. And 86.

      “Nice to meet you, 86, but I can’t stand here chatting. I’ve got a few dozen recruits on my tail.”

      “Another slur, female?”

      “Not intentionally. Just like you calling me female isn’t degrading.”

      He lifted a brow. “It isn’t. Not in my world.”

      “We’re not in your world right now. My name’s Artemis.”

      “I know. It’s hard to miss given how often Graves targets you. Just what did you do to get on his bad side?”

      “I showed up
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