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        Chapter One

      

      

      Emeric

      Opening the secret compartment behind the desk, I slide the velvet lined wooden box down into it and close the lid. Items that one should not keep are best left hidden until the time comes in which they are needed.

      A knock at the door startles me. Composing myself I turn and pull out the chair at my desk.

      “Come in,” I call out and sit down into the brown leather chair—it was my father’s. Evander doesn’t prefer it, too stiff he’d say and now I reluctantly take it as my seat. His ass better return from Crux River, stiff or not, this seat was never made to be mine.

      “Sir, I spoke with Blake and Elliott as you requested. They have not seen or heard from Evander,” Devin informs me.

      Devin has taken on more responsibilities without complaint. It has been a hard time for our pack and Mason Industries since our luna was killed. I take full responsibility and blame for her not being with us. I knew better than to turn my back on the enemy.

      “Thank you.”

      “Is there anything else, Sir?”

      Sir. The word still bites, even though Devin has been referring to me this way for months. Since Evander found his mate and stayed on her family’s pack lands during her unexpected pregnancy, it frustrates me to no end that he is constantly ignoring his duties to the pack, our company, his family, and for what? To stay someplace that only brings him pain. Aliviya would be fine here. She has our mother, Elliott’s mate, and the pack to help her. It is utter nonsense to stay in a foreign pack.

      “No.”

      But before Devin closes the door he asks, “Sir, what about your mate?” Devin is pushing the envelope asking me this.

      “It is none of your concern.” My words come out cold and flat. “That she-wolf is a prisoner of war. Working with the enemy that killed our luna. A traitor.” My teeth grind as I say the last word. If our luna was alive, she would be here, with Evander doing his job. The job I never wanted for myself. The job that could end me if my wolf has any say in it. 

      “I know, Sir, but if Evander doesn’t return, you would become alpha and your mate our luna. Will you keep her locked up forever?”

      I stand, anger curling into my gut. “I will never be the alpha of this pack! That is my brother’s place! As for the she-wolf, she is a prisoner and I will keep her locked up as long as I please!” I walk to the window, keeping Devin in my peripheral vision.

      Devin lowers his head his short blond curls bounce with the motion. “Yes, Sir.” He rubs his hand down the side of his leg as if he has more to say. “Elliott wanted me to inform you that we will need to put more funds into the fire safety campaign as we reach out to more universities and local high schools.”

      I stare out the bay window, the prison mocking me from the corner of my eye. “How much?” My words come out cutting.

      “Eight hundred thousand to a million, he said.” Devin takes a step back as I turn and walk past him to the door.

      I place my hand on the handle. “Get my car out front. I am going into the city.”

      “How in the world am I to run Mason Industries and this pack without people making smart money decisions,” I mumble to myself, walking out the door.

      Devin falls in behind me.

      I mindlink my mother, but it doesn’t go through. A growl rips through me, making Devin jump.

      “Where is my mother?”

      “She is at Crux River until later this evening, Sir.”

      Just perfect and with the Sir again. Evander might be grieving but he has responsibilities to this pack and Mason Industries. Now he is keeping the only luna we have from our pack. If he can’t manage to get help and come home with our mother soon, I hate to think about what decisions I’ll have to make.

      I walk out the front door and down the steps to my car.

      “Sir, your mate, can I move her from a cell please? If she’s to ever be accepted as yours we can’t keep her in the dungeons.”

      This again. Stopping with my hand on the car door handle I turn, anger in my heart.

      “Devin, you’re getting on my last nerve.” I send a pointed glare his way. “The car stays here. I’ll deal with the she-wolf and you will get off my back. I don’t want to hear any more about it when I’m done.”

      I storm across the parking lot and head to the prison on the west side of the property. My delta is crossing into dangerous territory pestering me. My wolf is raging wanting to take what is his, but hating her for being part of the group that took our luna and now Evander from us. I’ve been containing him since Evander called way back, letting us know his mate was pregnant and that he was not planning on returning until after the birth. Boris thought that he would play alpha wolf while his alpha was away. Hezekiah has always had to keep a short leash on Boris. My wolf has always been a bit feral, but I don’t blame him these days. Nothing has been the same since our father passed and Xayla died.

      The stench from the prisons has already reached me. Ten more paces and I’m at the door. I cringe at the thought of seeing her. She is the enemy. I should reject her. Pack law states that we cannot be together. Unfortunately for me, the thought of rejection makes my insides ache. It shouldn’t, it’s obvious that she chose to stay with those wolves and knew they were up to no good. She is a gold digger. Power hungry. That is the only explanation that makes sense. I smell her before I reach the cell block. Her scent is alluring, a candied ginger with a hint of mandarin. It is almost too sweet. I breathe deeper and smell something new, hints of cranberry apple surround me, arousal. I stop dead in my tracks.

      If one of the guards is touching her, I will rip his throat out. I pull Boris under control, we don’t need to shift right now. Walking down the dark hallway, I can hear sounds of slick wet pussy being milked. Every muscle in me tightens, the sounds of my shoes on the concreate floor a contrast to the wetness. A moan calls out and I growl low, reaching her cell. Peering into it I see red and blonde hair bouncing in a rhythm.

      The redhead bent over top of blonde curl licking and sucking her pussy lips while her own red pussy hovers in the air opposing, fingers plunge in and out of the redhead’s vaginal curls. Turning to the guard at the end of the row I growl. “Open this cell now!” The she-wolves ignore me as they continue to thrust into and lick each other. My mate purrs as she climaxes.

      Reaching I grab the redheaded she-wolf by the hair pulling her lips from the blonde apex and tossing her to the wall. My prisoner growls at me. This whole cell smells like sex. How long have they been going at it? Sweat rolls down my back as I bear down on Boris, keeping him from shifting and tearing the redhead to shreds for touching what is his so intimately. He growls at me. “Not now!” I call out to him in my mind. “We will deal with her later. Right now, we have our prisoner to punish.”

      Boris rumbles in agreement. 

      I unbuckle my belt and lift her from the bed, bending her forward. She fights me but is no match for my strength. I slide my belt out of the loops in one pull. Red stumbles to get up to help her, what? Friend or lover? My guard enters the cell and restrains her. Pulling my hand back I let the belt crack her plump cheeks. She jumps at the impact but doesn’t whimper. Her jaw is locked and she grits her teeth. She fights me, trying to escape my hold. Good. 

      The belt cracks her bare ass again. A red welt forms on her pale cheeks and I crack the belt again. Let the red raised skin be a reminder of what she is not to let touch her soft delicate lips. Boris does not share with others. The crack of the belt on her cheeks turns Boris on and I allow him to relish in it for a little longer. On the tenth strike she breaks and lets out a cry that is mixed with a moan.

      I pull her blonde locks so her chin bends all the way back to mine. She rolls her eyes to the side to look at me. “No one touches my prisoner!” I growl. The look on her face is defiant. I allow a wicked grin to spread across my face. She takes a deep breath and I can feel the weakness in her as a shiver rolls through her body. The scent of her arousal fills the space again as her eyes grow hard. She wants me and she hates me all in the same. Good, I feel the same.

      “What do you want me to do with her?” The guard motions to the redheaded she-wolf. 

      “You are not going to let her touch you again, are you?”

      She spits at me.

      “Hmmm,” I wipe the spit from my face and toss her down onto the mattress. “Take her to the next cell and whip her, thirty lashes for the defiance this one gave me.”

      “With the silver one, Sir?” the guard inquires of me. 

      “No. Use the iron one. We do not want to permanently mark someone else’s mate. Just teach her a lesson. Make sure the blonde can see the redhead’s face.”

      I walk away and make it to the security room to confiscate the tapes of their sexual expeditions. I take a glance at the camera as I pull the tapes and see the redhead taking her lashes, but my mate doesn’t even look at her. She lays in the bed so that red can see her legs spread wide as she finger fucks herself. Her head is tossed back as she pleasures herself while her redheaded friend takes lash after lash from the iron wrapped whip. Reds hands are braced on the cell bars, her lips are parted as she speaks, a whisper on her lips. “Harder.” I look back to the mattress to see finger pumping harder and faster, as she was requested. I stand frozen in shock.
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        Chapter Two

      

      

      Dallas

      Mara’s hands grip the iron bars facing into my cell. My bastard of a mate is punishing her for pleasuring me. I’m not sure if it’s a kindness that the bars between cells are iron while the bars facing the exits are iron coated with silver, but I will take it. Mara’s hands don’t sizzle as she takes her portion of our punishment.

      I lay on the cot with my legs spread, pulsing my fingers into my pussy. My head is tilted backward so that I can’t see Mara’s face, but I hear her whisper “harder” between blows. Doing as she asks, I thrust my fingers in deeper, harder, and faster. This distraction from the pulsing pain in my ass and the torture Mara is receiving is all I can offer us both. My fingers slide in and out with a sloshing sound. My peak is coming and I can hear the guard counting out the final lashes. Climaxing loudly, he calls out thirty and Mara lets out a strangled moan.

      There is nothing I won’t do to give her pleasure. Even in the face of torment. We have been locked up for over three weeks now. To my delight, Mara was my cell mate and we have fucked, sucked, spanked, backdoored and more. The guards watch but say nothing. By my mate’s reaction moments ago, they have told no one of our passionate displays. That fills me with pride, knowing that our pleasure displays are so desirable they don’t even whisper the knowledge of them to anyone. Just for the chance to consume a show again. Mara and I have become masters in pleasure over the years. Neither of us have found our mates, so we have chosen to help each other fill every need, desire and want with lust-filled passion.

      A clang rings out and my mate’s tantalizing scent dances within my nose. From the sounds of his feet on the cement, he is on a mission. I turn my head slightly to see him standing before the door as the guard trembles, trying to put the key in the small opening. My mate grabs the keys and shoves him away. He inserts the key and opens the door. The way his jaw tightens when he sees me lick the juices off my wet fingers sends heat to my core.

      His eyes turn a deep sea blue with a gleam in them. I would love to push him over the edge to see the fire ignite from within and ravage the world with his anger. For now, I will be pleased that he was not happy with how I helped Mara get through his unjust punishment. I can take what he dishes and honestly, so can Mara. She might even like it. But he is not allowed to use our relationship against her. If he does, I will ruin him so that he will never punish Mara again.

      His jaw relaxes and he strides to my side. My heart pounds at what he might do. Will I enjoy this new punishment as much as the spanking or will he punish me as I have punished him today for hurting my friend. His hands grip my sides along my ribs allowing sparks to spread from the tips across my chest. Then he lifts me to him and tosses my naked body over his shoulder. My head dangles at his hip and I turn to see if Mara will be okay. Her back is bloody and I hate my mate for what he did to her. He has no right to keep me in a cell as if I’m a common criminal and not his Goddess given mate.

      His body shifts toward the guard. I try to see around his body, but his shoulders are so wide I can’t get my body to angle correctly.

      “Have someone come to tend to her. I want no scars left behind.”

      A growl slips from my lips and my mate jerks me in his hold so my head bounces off his lower back. Why beat her at all? What is the point if you are going to coddle and care for her wounds? Then it hits me. Hidden wounds are never questioned, because no one can see them. Fury pours through my veins and my vision blurs. I’m not sure if it is from hanging upside down or from anger. His grip on my legs tightens as we make our way to the entrance where he crashed through the prison door to get to me. I can see feet and the cell block door creaks open. He brings us beyond it and I can smell whiskey mixed with a Christmas scent on the wolf who opened it.

      His scent lingers in my mind and I recall how that wolf watched us week in and week out. His eyes would gleam with lust and I would ride Mara’s face and play with her pussy myself. He is a pervert and the best kind. He can keep a secret. I will have to hunt him down the first chance I get. If Mara is not going to be released to please me, I am sure some wolf will. 

      My mate releases a low guttural growl from his throat. My pussy is rubbing on his upper chest.

      “You are released from your post. All of you. Check in with Gamma Blake for your new assignment. I have already mindlinked him about your disrespect. Your punishment will be severe.

      That was more than rude. My wolf would agree with me but she has been blocked since they have been feeding us wolfsbane-laced food. I have been trying to stay less effected as I barely ate what they offered me, but more since they forced me to eat this a.m. It should wear off soon as my metabolism is better than most, though full shift will be a few days away. I will be communicating with my wolf in my mind at least. Funny how this wolf hauls me around like he owns us, but we don’t even know his name nor does he know ours. He pulls in a deep breath as I thought about the pleasure I could pull from that wolf. I like it. The low grumble he releases after makes me want another release. The scent of my arousal is strong and I’m so close to rubbing my crotch on his shoulder just to get some relief. This is why Mara and I paired up. We have a voracious need for pleasure and some pain. 

      The hallway is not very wide but how the lighting changes, I expect we are nearing the exit. My chest swings to the left and an image of a door flashes out of the corner of my eye. He opens it and just as I note us passing through the threshold, I feel a breeze caress my naked ass and my wolf purrs. Seems she is back and ready for some action.

      Her voice rings in my mind. “Will he just fuck us already! A wolf has needs!”

      “No, Kieit! We are not letting the tyrant of a mate touch us. He treats us like we are the spawn of hell for enjoying the rougher pleasures that Stevens and his crew thrived on.”

      My wolf pouts and bares her bottom teeth at me. It is good to have her back. She might be a highly sexual wolf, and the main reason why we are in this predicament, but I wouldn’t give back my time with Mara for the world or a sexy mate. My wolf’s blonde fur raises at the insinuation. Turning tail she trudges off to a place in my mind with her tones of gold tail swinging roughly.

      My body bounces off my mate’s shoulder again as he hauls us across a grassy area. It hurts to crank my neck around, but I still attempt to see where we are going. The grass eventually turns into a dirt path that could be a road or a driveway. Turning my head to the left I see a car driving toward us. As it pulls closer, the dust its tires kick up makes me start into a coughing fit. My mate shifts me on his shoulder and grunts.

      Asshole! I wouldn’t have had to cough up a storm if he wasn’t hauling me like a rag doll over his shoulder. Grass shows up in my peripheral vision and he steps onto a concrete sidewalk that turns into steps. He climbs them with ease as if he isn’t carrying a full grown she-wolf with him. At the top there is a jerking motion of his upper body and I hear a door open. He enters the building, nearly hitting me in the head as the door closes.

      Jerk! Looks like he doesn’t care enough about me to ensure I feel safe or secure or any of that other bullshit they spewed at us as pups. Just another alpha type with his controlling asshole mind.

      The wooden floor gleams dark under us and I like how it has different shades mixed randomly. Mostly medium to dark shades but still some lighter tones are mixed in. It reminds me of the camp in the woods. The camps were not fancy like this but the different shades of trees and wood structures blending all together gave me peace amongst the chaos Stevens and his crew liked to sow. 

      I admit we indulged in sex and more. Particularly the purple inhibitions blocking pills as Mara and I called them. No one really knew what they were or what was in them, but Stevens made sure we always had enough to make any of his games more fun. Which was strange to me given Mara and I have no issues with exhibition or roughness.

      Though I overheard that the pills also helped avoid unwanted pregnancy. Which, if that is the case, was a good thing given the pills would have let a full-grown bear fuck you in its animal form and you wouldn’t have given two shits. Ah the good ol’ days.

      Uhh! My face bounces off my mate's ass as he climbs a flight of stairs. I have no clue where he is headed but at least it smells better in here. We reach the top of a set of stairs and he turns to the right. Walking maybe ten steps and then rotates left, opening a door.

      Before I can catch myself, my body flies through the air and lands on a soft surface. He just tossed me on the bed like a gym bag. Gathering myself, I stand to fight back. He is striding back to the door when I speak.

      “You really are a piece of shit.” My hands curl into a fist and my mate slowly turns to face me. “Handling me like I’m no more than your dirty gym bag you toss off your shoulder because you are done with me! Why bring me here? I was happy with Mara in our cell!”

      His expression turns hard as he takes two strong quick steps toward me. I hold my head high, locking eyes with him. It is pure torture to be this close to him. My wolf purrs at his intense scent. Sandalwood with a hint of clove and maybe vanilla. My legs feel weak. I force my knees to hold me up.

      I can’t help but take a deep breath, causing a chill to run down my spine. Schooling my face, I pretend I’m not pleased with the way my mate smells. I let my eyes wander to the crest of his lips. A light macaroon shade that makes me want to trace my tongue along them.

      “You will learn your place, prisoner!” My mate’s Adam’s apple moves up and down. His neck draws me in and I have the urge to lick it.

      “Get it girl!” Kieit bellows in my head.

      “No!”

      My mate’s head tilts just the slightest bit to the left. “There will be no sexual escapades out of you! Stay in this room and for Goddess’ sake, take a bath. You wreak!”

      “Nice to meet you too, asshole!” I bark back at him. Prisoner, seriously? I have a name, not that he asked me what it was. Therefore his name will remain asshole. I hear a scraping sound and turn my head in its direction.

      “Good, they started the work already.” There are wolves outside the windows adhering bars to the exterior of the windows. Prisoner he said. His mate, his given match, is a prisoner in his home. Disgusting. He turns to walk out the door and I spit at him. It lands on his cheek. Good. 

      Frozen in time he slowly lifts his hand to his face. Touching it lightly, a growl builds in his throat. Before I can react he has me by the neck, dragging me through a doorway. I hear the sound of water being turned on and for first time in a while fear trickles down my spine. My neck jerks and I am tossed into the shower stall and the water is freezing.

      “Wash! You're filthy.” It is the last thing he says before storming out of the bathroom. I hear the door slam to the outer room. Standing in the cold stream of water I shake. Anger, fear, sadness and heartache hit me all at once. My body slides down the wall and I cry.
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        Chapter Three

      

      

      Emerisia

      “So, how’s he doing?” Liam asks as Lena pours me a cup of tea.

      “To be honest, he is struggling with Hezekiah daily. He would hate it if he knew I told you, but I just don’t know what to do. He needs help. He needs an alpha to help him and with his dad not with us anymore, I just don’t know what to do. I didn’t want to ask, but he just can’t keep pushing him down. When Hezekiah gets out, it is not going to be pretty and I worry that he might hurt others.” Turning the teacup on the saucer it makes a scraping noise and I’m pulled from my fidgeting. “The only thing that keeps Hezekiah calm right now is baby Xa (Zay). When Evander holds her, he can relax. I have caught him asleep in the chair with her because he is so tired from keeping Hezekiah under control that when they finally both relax, he falls asleep. Which would be great, except it puts baby Xa at risk. I just don’t know what to do.”

      Lena leans over the round table, placing her hand on mine. She is so warm and kind I hate to ask this of her mate. I hate to ask him to put himself and his pack at risk. It's just too much and we need help. With Evander refusing to leave for home, we are stuck in this state of unrest and relying on others that are not our own.

      Grief pores over me and I can’t help but whimper. “I wish that my mate was here or that Evander would let Emeric help him. Evan is trying his best to convince himself and Hezekiah that it wasn’t Emeric’s fault and he knows that logically it was Stevens, but as you know it’s a beta’s job to protect his luna and he failed. Hezekiah sees it as Boris failing the pack and well that is a whole bag of beans that have yet to really spill out. The fallout of everything is overwhelming.”

      “We’re so sorry that you and your sons are going through this.” Lena squeezes my hand, her words are genuine. She loved Xayla, even if she wasn’t her pup by birth. 

      Liam lets out a deep breath. “It is all my fault. I should have seen Stevens for who he really was a long time ago. As alpha, I failed my pack, your family, and most of all my daughter.” Letting go of my hand, Lena leans into her mate and wraps her arms around him. 

      He nods to her. “Lena has been amazing through all of this. I swear she’s saved me for the millionth time. When I could have fallen into a mountain of sorrow and self-loathing, she was here for me. It is truly because of her strength that I am sitting here today.” Liam turns his head and kisses his mate’s cheek. “We intend to be here for you and your family, our family.” He corrects himself. “Evander and baby Xa will always be our family. If Evander and his wolf need our help, that is exactly what we will do. Whatever it takes.”

      The tension in my chest and arms lightens. A breath fills my lungs and it feels like I can finally breathe for the first time since learning of Xayla’s death. Tears fall down my cheeks.

      “Thank you. Thank you both,” I tell them, swiping the tears from my face.

      “I will meet with Thomas and come up with a plan to help.” Liam stands, kissing his mate’s hand before departing the room.

      Lena’s eyes linger on the door her mate departed through. “He really is doing better. It was touch and go at first, but my beautiful mate and his wolf are holding themselves together. Though he has mentioned searching for the witch that bound Stevens to Xayla and making sure that it will never happen again.” She sighs and starts putting fruit on her plate.

      “Admittedly I side with him on that point,” I tell her and she chuckles.

      Motioning to the food she encourages me. “Eat. Your wolf needs you to be strong and so does our family.”

      She is right. I go about adding food to my plate. For a small round table they really piled on the goods. Seven different kinds of fruit, cinnamon rolls, slabs of fresh meat cooked to the perfect temp of medium rare. It makes my wolf rumble in my mind. Anik has been itching to get out, but with Evander and Aliviya, I have had my hands quite full.

      “So you are planning a trip home later today?”

      “Yes. That is why I wanted to talk with you. Do you think you could help Evander while I’m away? It should only be for a night or two. I need to check in with the staff and Emeric. To be honest, I am afraid he still has his poor mate locked in a cell. He isn’t the most forgiving wolf when someone hurts his family.” Lifting the cinnamon roll to my mouth I take a bite. Sweet spice rolls over my tongue and a small moan escapes me.

      Lena’s brows arch. “They are delicious. But, Emerisia, can I ask you a personal question?”

      “Sure. You can ask me anything?”

      “How long has it been since you had a wolf?”

      I cough as the cinnamon roll chokes me. Her question wasn’t what I expected. Lena waits patiently for my answer. She didn’t laugh at my reaction to her question, nor does her face express any jesting. She is dead serious. I cough once more to clear my throat, so I do not choke any further before I speak. “Well, it has been since my mate passed away.”

      “That is what I thought. Eme, can I call you Eme?”

      “I guess no one has ever given me a nickname.”

      “Well Eme, given that we are friends now, we don’t need to be so formal with the luna titles. As your friend I feel it is time that something other than a cinnamon roll makes you moan. There are several eligible wolves out there. I know of at least two in our pack alone that have lost their mates.”

      “Oh, I don’t know, Lena.” My hands are starting to sweat thinking about what she is suggesting. I have never been with a wolf that wasn’t my mate.

      “L,” she cuts me off, “call me L. Remember we agreed to not be formal among friends.”

      “Okay L. I just don’t know about being with another wolf. Anik has never mentioned wanting another wolf. Though she hasn’t spoken much to me since we lost him.”

      “Awe. I am so sorry, Eme. Maybe you just haven’t found the right wolf yet.” Lena, L shrugs her shoulders. “Let me do this for you. We can make it simple. You go home and check on Emeric, and I will get everything ready. It will be fun.”

      “What do you mean everything?” I ask her nervously.

      “Don’t you worry your tail about it. Just be sure to pack a dress for your return. We are going to have a party.” L’s brows waggle at me.

      My stomach rolls just thinking about a matchmaking party. Finishing my plate, I toss on my best tight smile. Placing my hands on the table, I push my chair back and rise.

      “Thank you for the lovely brunch. I best get back to Aliviya. Evander does well with her but he needs a lot of breaks. Fortunately, she is not crying as much as she was. The bond between a pup and their parent is so strong at birth, poor Aliviya knew my scent was not it and Evander was afraid to take her because of Hezekiah. Thankfully he caved and the mated scent had lingered enough that she could still scent her mother in his blood. Though getting him to give her a drop of his blood was like convincing a fox to pull teeth from an alligator.”

      Lena chuckles softly. She is so gentle and kind. It is a shame she was not able to have pups of her own. “I’m sure he is due for a break. I’ll let you know what Liam comes up with to tame the alpha wolf in him. I have already assigned an omega to help Evander while you are gone and I’ll be making my regular visits to see our grand pup as usual.”

      “Thank you again, Lena, for loving them so much.” I slide the chair back into place before turning to the door.

      Lena catches my hand as I walk past her. “It will always be my pleasure to take care of our own. Plus Xa’s the alpha heir to two packs. We need to surround our little she-wolf with love so that she understands what it means to be loved and a good leader.” I nod to her and exit the private dining room. Taking the stairs to the main floor of the packhouse, my heart aches. Our poor little lovely pup will have so many big decisions to make. Two packs to care for, Mason Industries, and her own wills. The weight she will carry feels so heavy on my shoulders today. I can’t imagine how her father must feel about it all. I know that when he and Emeric took over the pack duties and Mason Industries after their father passed, it was a lot, too much for one wolf. So they split it. Evander took the more delicate high finance business side and Emeric managed the day to day, with Evander always being his guide.

      Emeric is strong, but this stress is showing. I can feel it in his voice when he calls to check on Evander and Aliviya. Boris is not the most gentle wolf. Gosh, I remember when he came into his wolf. His father and Evander had to shift and take him to the ground instantly. His lust for blood and tendency to violence was prevalent. They took him deep into pack territory multiple times until they broke down and left for three weeks. I was placed in charge of everything while they were away, Mason Industries and the pack. I remember the weight of it all on my shoulders. Our beta was my saving grace, may his soul rest peacefully. 

      The boys never talk about that time they had away. It must have been something to never speak a word of it to even their mother. Whatever they did, it worked. Boris stayed in line and Emeric was happier for having his father and brother.

      The wind brushes my face and I realize my thoughts have pulled me in so deep, I didn't even realize how far I had walked as I look up and see the quaint cottage we are lodging in. Baby Xa’s laughter filters through the air and a smile pulls at my cheeks. I stride to the door, pushing all of my worries to the back of my mind. My wolf kindly tucks away the thoughts for me. This is my time with my son, to give him strength, and to help him heal. I am grateful for my wolf in this time, even though she has not spoken more than a few words a day since our mate passed. Maybe Lena is right. What if we both need to find passion in another wolf?
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        Chapter Four

      

      

      Emeric

      The pounding in my head is an insistent pulse. Lifting my hands, I scrub them up and down my face. The water from the shower head warms my back as the droplets pulse into me. I couldn’t breathe with her sweet scent all over me. Grabbing the soap, I wash, attempting to scrub off her delicious honey.

      “If you want this hard on to go down, ever, you need to change your thoughts or turn the faucet to cold,” Boris grumbles loudly in my head, adding to the pounding. “Otherwise, I’ll be taking our cock and marching it back to our mate’s room.”

      He is not wrong. I have a raging boner because of the blonde bomb that entered my life. Bringing the minty soap to my nose, I inhale deeply. It calms me and my wolf. It’s the soap my father always used. One would think after the time he and Evander spent reining Boris in, when I first shifted, would have changed how I felt about them and this smell.

      It is funny and wonderful all in the same that Boris was able to accept their leadership and find peace in allowing them to be in charge of the big stuff. The weight that lifted off of my wolf as a young alpha was liberating. If only Evander would come back home and relieve this newfound pressure. The pack is starting to question when their alpha will return. Little do they know I am part of the reason he stays away.

      Shaking the negative thoughts from my mind, I find myself clean. Stepping out of the shower, I towel off before exiting my ensuite to my room and trip. I look down to find a box I do not recall leaving out. Leaning down I pick up the box. Its top flap pushes in and I see an old photo. The memory of me pulling the box out when we came back from Crux River pours into me. Has it really been sitting here on the floor for the past three weeks and I am just now tripping on it?

      Everything hurt and I was so confused by this new being in my life. Old photos of Evander and my father fill the top of the box. At the very bottom is the journal. I’m not sure if Evan even knows about the journal. Our father gave it to me when I was struggling with the concept of having a lifelong mate, knowing that they would have to have Boris as their mate also.

      A grumble rolls around in my mind. My wolf never liked the fact that I felt we were a burden on another. Deep within me I felt this in such a strong way, even after my father and brother were able to master their pull over Boris, I still wondered and even feared what would be if he ever unleashed without control. My wolf would never admit that his strength and desire to have power over others was a fault, but I knew. I knew what danger an untethered alpha could bring. Like a burning flame with no water to quench it.

      What if my mate always stokes the fire?

      Setting the box aside, I pull open the dresser to retrieve my boxers and socks. Tossing them onto the bed I enter my walk-in closet. Office clothes it is. I pick out a deep burgundy button up and a dark pair of denim. In my head I assert that Elliott and Blake are in charge of the day to day, so denim is my right as I’m just dropping in to rein in their outlandish ideas of a workable cost and execution. There will be no foolishness with the company funds on my watch. Evander was always better at making everything work, the sooner Mother brings him to his senses the better.

      “Alpha. We have a situation,” one of my mate’s guards' voices rings in my ear.

      Boris’ ears perk up before he stands in my mind ready for a fight. Just what I need.

      “What is the problem?”

      “Alpha, she has escaped out the window.” His voice shakes in my mind.

      “How?” I rage at him, quickly moving and taking the stairs exiting the pack house.

      “Sir. She assaulted the wolves working on the bars for the windows. And I was trying to keep them from falling when she leaped out the other window.”

      Fire burns into my core. My mate jumped out a window, stories above a safe height to jump, for what purpose? To escape from me? Boris is primed and ready to be unleashed.

      “Keep it together, I’m not going back upstairs to get dressed again. I will catch her.”

      His shoulders slouch. Bursting through the door, I lift my noise to the clouds and take in a deep breath. There it is her sweet smell of candied ginger, mandarin and cranberry apple wafting through the air. Boris lends me his speed even though he would rather shift and catch our prey. I sprint across the grass. Is she running to the prison? She would rather be imprisoned than in a room. I get to the front of the building and do not see her. Slowly I creep around the building to see her bare ass sprinting to the tree line about forty yards away.

      Foolish she-wolf got out of the shower and made her great escape without a stitch of clothing on. Boris’s tongue is now dripping in my head making me groan at him.

      “She is going to be my lunch. Go fetch our mate before I do it for you,” he growls at me.

      I roll my neck and take off after her. The bounce of her round bottom pushes heat through my body and my balls feel heavy. The tightening of my trousers makes it harder to run than I would like to admit. The bad little she-wolf is going to pay for her foolishness.

      A feeling of weightlessness comes over my legs as I zip across the grass to the trees. Boris has pushed all of his speed into me as I chase after the prisoner. Her toned legs pump faster as we gain on her. No doubt she can feel herself being hunted. The question I ask myself is why is she still running? Does she not know that she won’t win against me? Yet she hasn’t shifted either, strange.

      Why would a she-wolf on the run not shift? It is obvious she wasn’t trying to keep the smell of her scent low. She is stark naked, running around in pack territory. If that doesn’t wave a look at me billboard, I’m sure shifting wouldn’t draw any more attention than her current predicament. A sense of foolishness comes over me as I picture our situation from afar. There will definitely be punishment for this stunt and for making me look foolish. I will not put up with the lack of respect. Mate or not, she is still a prisoner and will be treated as such.

      Her scent lingers in the air, giving off a hint of something that is a cross between lust and fear. The combination of her scent with the sweetness of her lust urges me in the chase. The last ten steps to her I debate whether to tackle her to the ground or into the tree she is about five steps from. 

      “Tree,” my wolf and I agree.

      Reaching for her, I spin her body so that her plump ass and back hit the bark. My hands are placed firmly on her biceps as I press her into the tree. I’m sure that the bark bites at her skin from the grimace on her face. Pity she couldn’t follow the rules and stay in her room. That perfect little ass of hers is going to regret this little adventure into nature.

      “Tisk. Tisk,” I scold her and my voice vibrates with Boris’s anger. “Looks like Lemon needs to be taught a lesson.”

      Her face screws up at the nickname I have just given her. Her peach toned lips are full and angled in displeasure on her heart shaped face. Good. Happiness is for fools and I’m not a fool. Releasing her left arm, I haul her away from the tree with her right.

      The grass crunches under my shoes and I’m betting by now that she thought better of running off barefoot. Such a shame to mark up her soft supple skin, but she asked for it when she ran off on me. Let’s hope she learns her lesson soon, or she’ll not be pleased when I let Boris deal with her.

      “Devin, make sure the car still out front and ready,” I mindlink my delta. Looks like this she-wolf will be traveling with me to the office.

      As we come up to the back of the prison building, she starts to struggle in my hold. I stop walking and turn to glare at her. The sweat on my brow is cooling in the wind, making me want to shiver under her gaze but I refuse to let her see. My left hand is jerked on again and I bring my right hand under her chin, pinching it in my grasp.

      “Is there something you want to say, Lemon?” My eyes stay locked on hers as I hold her chin firmly.

      “My name is not Lemon, asshole!” The she-wolf glowers at me with hate in her eyes. 

      “Nor is mine Asshole, but it appears you like using it. So, Lemon, is there something you want to say?” I wait a minute longer holding her gaze. She says nothing and I continue my trek around the prison building to cross the lawn back to the packhouse.

      “You can’t leave her in there without me!” she cries out.

      Turning my head to see her face I ask, “Who?”

      “Mara!” she exclaims, as if I should have known whom she was speaking about.

      Not stopping to appease her demands I continue across the gravel. If the sharpness of the stones on her feet phases Lemon, you wouldn’t know it from her expression as she continues with the rant about her redhead friend that is left behind.

      Ignoring her rambling, I open the car door and push
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