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  Definitions


Alpha- The leader, or dominant individual, or pair, in a pack or group of people. 
Lycan- Short for lycanthrope, a Lycan is often mistaken for a werewolf. A Lycan has the ability to turn into a wolf, or any type of dog. A Lycan's usual appearance is a human body and a wolf head.
Sigma- A rare breed Alpha, Omega mix. Some say they are nearly extinct.
Beta- A Beta is a position in a wolf pack, lower than the Alpha but higher ranking than the Omega. A Beta is someone who can mate with anyone else, Alpha, Beta, or Omega.
Gamma- A Gamma is third in command in a wolf pack often used in training warriors, personal protection of the Luna and can be placed in command in the absence of the Alpha and Beta.
Delta- A Delta is often the leader of the warriors due to their heightened abilities.
Omega- An omega is the lowest ranking species in the omegaverse/alphaverse universe. Unlike their alpha counterpart, omegas are generally kind, shy, sweet, smart, and hard-working. Omegas tend to have a strong, sweet scent. They don't mate with other omegas, just betas and alphas. They go through heats, which are cycles of arousal when their body is readying for mating.
Omegala- Plural form of omega.
Rogue- A rebellious loner who follows their own rules. Without a pack.
Knotting- When animals mate, specifically canines, the penis enlarges during climax and remains enlarged to the point where he is literally stuck inside the female for as long as the mating process goes on. This happens to ensure insemination, and the male can ejaculate several times before he shrinks down small enough to unmount. 
Mind-link- The ability to communicate non-verbally. This is only possible with wolves who are in the same pack or marked mates.
Telepathy- The ability to communicate non-verbally or read other’s thoughts or minds. It is a supernatural power.
Kundalini- A lifeforce energy often accessed through deep meditative practices.
Illuminatus- A group of global elitists whose mission is to eradicate earth from all supernatural beings.
Lycan Hunters- Assassins hired to track and kill Lycans.
Posse Comitatus Act- The Posse Comitatus Act is a United States federal law that limits the powers of the federal government in the use of federal military personnel to enforce domestic policies within the United States, removing the military from civil law enforcement.
Some references can be found in urban dictionary or Wikipedia.






  
  The Aussie Glossie

Slang terms/phrases used by the Hawt Aussie


Bloke- a common way to address or describe a male person in a casual and friendly manner. 
A few stubbies short of a six-pack- a lighthearted way to humorously suggest that someone is not bright.
Chock-a-block/Chockers- something is crowded, or filled to capacity.
Squiz- take a look
Do the Harry- disappear without saying goodbye.
Bonza/Grouse- excellent, great, or fantastic.
Ripper- used to express excitement about something that is excellent or outstanding.
Barmy- crazy or foolish.
Chuffed- excited or pleased.
Crikey- a light-hearted and informal way of expressing surprise or wonder.
Get a wriggle on- means to hurry up or move quickly.
Give you a bell- Call you.
Blimey- used to convey surprise.
Yarn- a casual conversation or chat.
Bloody oath- used to emphasize the sincerity of a statement about something.
Proper Keeper- used to describe someone or something that is considered valuable, trustworthy, or reliable.
Under the Bonnet- referring to the engine of the car.
What’s the go?- What are you thinking?
Gob- mouth
Vegemite- a popular food spread in Australia. It is made from leftover brewer’s yeast extract and various vegetable and spice additives. Vegemite has a dark brown color and a salty, umami flavor. It is commonly spread on bread or crackers, often with butter or margarine, and is a staple in many Australian households.
Grabbin’ a feed- to get something to eat or have a meal.
Nags/snags- Sausages.
Brekkie- a shortened form of “breakfast.”
Tucker- food or a meal.
Slogged- drunk. Depending on the area, it can also mean hard-working.
Kip- a quick nap.
Suss-  used when people want to examine or understand a situation, problem, or plan more closely.
A cracker- truly exceptional or stunning.






  
  Playlist


Love Walks In
by Van Halen
Honey! 
by Rayne Johnson
Blurred Lines
(feat. T.I. & Pharrell) by Robin Thicke
Love Me Like You Do
by Ellie Golding
Bad Liar
by Imagine Dragons
The Flame
by Cheap Trick
Make You Feel My Love
by Adele
Heat Above by Greta Van Fleet
Kiss It Better
by Rihanna
Affair of the Heart 
by Rick Springfield
Hold on, We’re Going Home
by Drake
Love on the Brain
by Rihanna 







  
  Foreword


Please heed trigger warnings for this book. This book has strong language, sexual scenes including BDSM, and violence. 
A word about content and the Twin Flame or a Soul’s Journey. This book is a work of fiction and isn’t meant to minimize or depreciate the experience that any reader may feel when on a spiritual journey. We all endure things differently, and it’s impossible to represent all viewpoints in one novel. This book is a representation of many hours of research combined with experiences along with the author’s imagination. It’s meant to propel readers into the paranormal realm and spark ideas, maybe opening your imagination on your own journey. 
I hope you’ll join me on Patreon to discover more content, including who has Love on the Brain (the last song in the P.S.’s playlist) as well as what happens when Scott takes Lyssia to realize her deepest, darkest fantasy.
This fiction features characters from other cultures. I am not from these communities but strove for respectful portrayal via research and beta readers. This book has comedic references and may in some instances be considered stereotypical. Sensitivity readers are encouraged to take care of themselves and their mental health first. 
I send you all love and light as you travel the path to your soul’s purpose.






  
  Mitch


“Hey, man, long time no see, yeah?” 
I welcome my cousin in the half-hug men do, patting his back. 
“G’day, mate! How’s it going,” he answers back in his Aussie drawl.  
“I’ve been better. It’s a bit of a clusterfuck here right now. I hate dragging you here on these terms, but I needed someone I know can get the job done, and they have to be Lycan. No ordinary wolf will do for this assignment,” I tell him as we approach the car and begin loading his luggage into the back.
“Alright, so what’s the story?” he asks. 
I chuckle at how he gets right down to the matter. It’ll serve him well in his time here. 
“Not what, who,” I tell him, watching his facial expression morph from curious to concerned. 
“Crikey, mate! I reckon there’s been a bit of a mix-up. My specialty is IT, and I’m thinking I’m here for a security system. It sounds like there’s been a misunderstanding. Can you clarify what you need help with in the IT realm? I’ll do my best to assist you?
“I’m aware of your specialties, but I can’t trust anyone else with her.” 
“Her?! Fuck, you really are a few stubbies short of a six-pack! What kinda bloke do you take me for?” 
“Get in, Scott. Let me fill you in.” 
I wave him toward the passenger seat as I round the car. No doubt this will be a hard sell for me. He’s been a carefree bachelor his whole life, and this current assignment will not be exceptionally pleasant. But I wasn’t lying when I told him I couldn’t trust anyone else with this. There’s no dragging War away from the hunt for Ryn, nor could I ask that, and it has to be a Lycan protecting her. I can’t risk my fate to anyone else. 
While Scott is right, and his day job is behind a computer screen, that’s only part of the reason he’s so perfect for the job. His prowess in computer security will help keep them off the grid and allow him to monitor their surroundings as they move about safely. The other part is his lifestyle outside his profession. Scott is a self-professed Dom, and combined with his Lycan heritage, he’ll need every bit of that skill-set to handle the assignment as much, if not more, than his knowledge about information technology. 
I waste no time getting to the heart of it as soon as we hit the open highway. 
“My fated mate’s daughter is missing. Her ex has kidnapped her. We flew in from the island just a few days ago, but her health isn’t the best because of some bond issues that will take some time to resolve, and I need her as far away from this and kept as safe as possible.” 
Scott looks at me warily and asks what I’m sure would be a legitimate question to anyone who didn’t know Lyssia. 
“Ok. So just send her on a mini-vacay, yeah?” 
Bursting out in laughter, I shake my head. “Not that easy. Not her.” 
“Fuck me,” he laments, wiping his face. 
“Yeah,” I nod, agreeing. 
‘Because shit is fucked,’ as he would say, and that doesn’t even cover how this will play out.
Lyssia
I’ve been walking around numb since the news came in about Ryn. I feel like I’m outside myself, just moving through the motions. To everyone around me, it looks like I’m functioning. I’m still doing mom things. Still doing the mate things—the wife things. The business things. 
But the me things? Those are buried deep inside. My head is constantly running a million miles an hour. Thoughts of her, how she is, where she is, violent thoughts of how I want to rip Stoney’s throat. When the stress gets bad, I feel fatigue set in. I push through it as much as I can, but I can still feel the bond damage there from my time away from Mitch prior to our reconciliation, forcing me to slow down and infuriating me more. Add on both Mitch and War being severely overprotective and treating me as an invalid. 
Un-fucking-believable. 
I’m still an Alpha’s daughter. A Sigma who has powers few know about, and yet they expect me to play the Omega and let them handle the search and rescue. I’ve refrained from escalating the tension, but it will soon come to a head because I refuse to sit idly by and let everyone take the lead on finding my daughter. I know War and Mitch are in cahoots in keeping me shielded as much as possible. Zell has even been trying to appease me, which is so out of character for her it’s painful. Mica has made himself scarce. Probably the smartest action of all. He knows me well enough that the situation will soon detonate, and he doesn’t want to be a casualty. 
I hear gravel crunching in the driveway. Peering out the side window of the study, I see Mitch has returned. There’s a man I don’t recognize with him. As he climbs out of the car, I’m struck by his features. Standing just over six-foot tall with short dark hair and a five o’clock shadow, this man is quite a specimen. I can tell he’s a wolf, maybe even a Lycan, by his build. 
He feels my gaze and finds my eyes in the window. His eyes are chocolate brown, and his lips are perfectly shaped and plump. I swallow as my mouth waters, thinking about those lips and where I’d like to feel them. He smirks knowingly and turns toward the door, following Mitch. Fuck. What the hell was that? I’m already dealing with two too many men right now. My head is a fucking mess. It must be all this shit with Ryn going missing. Has to be. I mean, Mitch and I are fated. And I’ve loved War for decades. 
“Lyssia!” Mitch yells, summoning me from my thoughts. 
Shit. I have to get myself together. I walk toward the living area to see what or who the surprise guest Mitch has brought home is, while trying to settle my nerves. 
“Hey, Sexy.” Mitch pulls me to him for a kiss, keeping me tucked into his side. “This is my cousin, Scott. He’s here to help me with a special project.” 
“Hi Scott, where are you from? How long will you be staying?” I ask, reaching my hand out in greeting.
Taking my hand and bringing it to his lips, he gently kisses my fingers, then squeezes my hand as he lowers it.
“Australia. I reckon I’ll be sticking around for as long as needed.” Turning to Mitch, he says, “Mate, I understand why you might have concerns. She’s an absolute stunner, no doubt about it.” 
“Concerns?” Moving away from Mitch, I spin to face him. 
Mitch rubs his chin. “Yes, well, we’ll discuss it later. Let me get Scott settled in his room.” 
“You’re damn right we’ll discuss it,” I sass back. 
Mitch cocks his brow but lets it go. I probably earned myself a spanking for that outburst, but, like, do I give a fuck? I’m barely holding on by a thread, and honestly, I could use a good fuck—complete with a red ass—to get my head straight. Mitch smirks like he knows what I’m gunning for and motions for Scott to follow him.
But before Scott falls in stride behind Mitch, he leans in and whispers in my ear, “I would love to kiss those lips.” 
Damn, I’d like you to. 
“Oh, that would be an honour,” he whispers. 
Oh, Goddess! That thought was supposed to stay in my head! Scott winks and disappears through the doorway as I stand there, face warm and core wet. I’ve lost the plot. I need a nap. 
Scott
“Here’s the dossier on Lyssia I had prepared for you. There’s no way to put on paper what you need to know about her. She’s stubborn as hell and fierce when it comes to those she loves. She’s passionate on a level most people can’t conceive.”
“And chock-a-block with sass, mate,” I interrupt.
He throws his head back in laughter, “That, my man, is putting it mildly. That woman has a mouth worse than a trucker mixed with the ire of a spawn from the pits of hell when you get on the wrong side of her.” 
This time I bellow, patting him on the shoulder. 
“Seems you need some help taming your mate.” 
Mitch’s lips turn up in a half-smile.
“I have help. His name is War, and you’ll meet him later. Get some rest. Dinner is at 6pm. Then afterward, we’ll all sit down and review the plan to handle my mate.” 
I give him a nod and pick up the folder from Mitch’s writing desk, tossing it on the bed. Sitting on the edge, I remove my shoes and slide up onto the bed to have a squiz at the info he’s given me. 
The first page has her picture. Wavy dark strawberry-blonde hair past her shoulders, parted to the side, hanging over the left side of her face, mesmerizing blue eyes that search mine right from the page the more I study them. 
She has rose-colored lips. I might have thought that color was lipstick if I hadn’t just been so close to her moments ago, evaluating the color of those lips. I can easily picture them wrapped around my cock as I fuck the sass out of that mouth. 
I follow the line of her tanned neck, imagining trailing kisses and inhaling her scent. Lavender. No wonder she’s so mesmerizing. Her scent pulls you under, relaxing your inhibitions and creating a false sense of security. My cock swells, thinking about her scent and kissing down her body. 
I pull off my trousers and stare at her pictures, wishing it was her stroking it. Closing my eyes, I lick my lips, remembering the taste of her skin, wishing I could lick her pussy until she came in my mouth. Her hands are gripping my hair while I slide my tongue deep inside her. 
I pump my throbbing cock harder as it leaks pre-cum, imagining how it would feel sliding into her body with her legs on my shoulders. I’d go nice and slow until she begged me to pound her. Then I’d pull it out and rub it on her lips until she opened that sassy mouth so I could feed it to her. 
I’m sweating as I stroke my cock harder and harder, thinking about her sucking me as I finger-fuck her and feel her walls spasm. Then I’ll pull out and mount her from behind, kissing and licking her neck, rubbing my cock on her pussy, spanking her ass like she desperately needs. That ass needs to be spanked, and then it needs to be fucked. She’ll lube my cock with her saliva first before I take her ass. 
“Fuck!” Groaning, I come all over my stomach, rubbing it in and sucking my fingers clean. I think of what she would taste like, her juices mixed with mine.
“Do the Harry, mate. While you still got the chance,” I whisper to myself. 






  
  Chapter two

Lyssia


My head is spinning a million miles an hour. I feel as though a bolt of lightning has struck me. It has to be the stress of everything. It hasn’t been that long since I’ve been reunited with Mitch, and with Ryn missing, my system must be overloaded. 
Deciding a nap is in order, I make my way upstairs. I hear Mitch and Scott’s voices carrying down the hallway. Another day I might have tried to eavesdrop, but I’m not up for it today. Not to mention, I’m probably already in a bit of hot water as it stands. Curling up on the satin duvet in my bedroom, I immediately drift off to sleep.
I awaken in a pool of sweat, overheated, my essence leaking down my thighs as if I were in heat. I know in my mind that’s not what’s going on, even though that’s what it seems like physically. Before I can compose myself enough to figure out what the hell is happening, Mitch opens my bedroom door.
“Damn sexy, I can scent you all the way down the hall.”
“Shit,” I lament. The last thing I need is a bunch of alphas side-eyeing me.
“I thought we were done with these?” he questions, referring to my heat cycles. 
Shrugging my shoulders, I move to a sitting position on the edge of the bed. While I don’t believe it’s my heat, I don’t know what the hell is going on, so saying nothing is better than lobbing around guesses. 
Mitch looks at me pensively, as if he might press the issue, but the scent is too much for him to deny. He moves in front of me, swiping a lock of sweat-drenched hair off my forehead. Dragging his forefinger down the side of my face, he proclaims, “I love you, Lyssia. Even when you’re angry with me.” He shakes his head and barks out a laugh. “Hell, even when I’m angry with you.” Bending down, he covers my mouth with his, kissing me so tenderly it almost settles the crazy feeling I have inside me. 
“Mmmm. I see.” He can feel my anxiety through our mate bond. “Go get in the shower. I’ll be in to join you shortly.” I move to stand, and he grabs my throat under my chin with enough pressure to stop my movement. “And Lyssia? We’ll address your attitude earlier before I offer you any escape from whatever you have rolling around that beautiful mind.” 
I nod as much as I’m able with his grip on my chin. Releasing me, he steps back to allow me passage to the bathroom, but as I take the first step, I feel the first of what will likely be many swats stinging my backside. Startled, I yelp, dashing to the bathroom as he chuckles. 
Damn Alphas.
“Keep adding to your punishment, sexy. I love your ass even more when it’s crimson,” he yells from the bedroom. 
Shit. 
I gotta get my thoughts under control. Something has me so off-kilter I can’t even think straight enough to mind-block him when I’m thinking smartass thoughts. I’m usually much better at this. In fact, it’s been a hot minute since I’ve had the kind of spanking he’s gearing up for. Maybe that’s what I need to reset myself. Re-calibrate my control center, so to speak. 
Being dominated does that for me. It allows me to step outside my mind and relinquish control. Afterward, I feel such a sense of peace that I can rest more peacefully than at any other time, other than when I’m under anesthesia. 
Many people don’t understand BDSM, and most who know me would never dream I could submit to anyone. There’s a false notion that the dominant partner holds all the power in a D/s relationship when the submissive can end everything by uttering one word: the safe word. So, it’s the submissive wielding power over everything that’s happening. They’re the ones who relinquish control, and with just one word, can reclaim it. In love, you give your heart, but in submission, you give your power. Some would argue that is the ultimate gift. 
I’m washing my hair when I hear him enter the bathroom. My heart rate picks up, and my breathing becomes shallower. Sometimes the anticipation is more intense than the act itself. A good Dom will build the moment. The higher the buildup, the more euphoric the feeling, and the more likely the submissive will go into subspace, providing an epic escape from reality.
Clicking his tongue, Mitch slides the foggy shower door open and steps onto the porcelain tile floor. 
“You just can’t help that mouth of yours, can you?” We both know it’s a rhetorical question, so I choose not to answer. Apparently, no answer is incorrect as well, because he grabs me by the hair at the nape of my neck and pulls me back to his chest. Leaning down into my ear, he says, “I can’t have my cousin thinking I allow my mate to show me such disrespect now, can I, Lyss?” 
“No, sir.” This time I answer, knowing it’s what he’s expecting.
“Hmmm. A little late on the respect, aren’t we?” he murmurs, kissing down my neck. Whatever’s going on may be my saving grace. If the scent pulls him as much as my heat does, he may not drag the punishment portion of this out too long.
“Sorry, Sir,” I tell him, lacing it with as much remorse as possible. Truth is, I’m sorry I lost my temper in front of Scott. Not so much that I lost it, just that I lost it in front of someone I had only just met, specifically him.
“I bet you will be,” he answers as he pushes me up against the cool tile wall. He kicks my legs out into a wider stance and instructs me, “Hands on the wall, Lyss, brace yourself.” I swallow back a lump in my throat. It’s not that I’m afraid. I trust Mitch and know I can stop this with one word. It’s just the anticipation, the buildup. The knowing. 
My ass is wet, and it’s been a while since I’ve been what some refer to as domestically disciplined. There was a steep learning curve when we first started seeing each other. I had my ass lit up regularly, but things have since calmed down. Well, at least until everything with Ryn. 
He lands the first swat, and I immediately know he’s using the bath brush and he means business. There’s no warmup; it brings me straight up on my toes, and I can’t stop the yowl that escapes me. 
“Count them, Lyssia. It hasn’t been long enough for you to have forgotten how this goes.”
Grrr. He knows how to incinerate me. 
“One,” I ground out.
The next four come in a flurry. “Two, three, four, five,” I rush out before he peppers my ass, alternating from one cheek to the other until I’ve counted out twenty. Barely able to stand, he turns me, drops the bath brush to the floor, scoops me to him, and presses me into the wall, devouring my mouth. The cool tile is a welcome relief to my burning flesh. As he duels with my tongue for dominance, I can taste the salt from my tears running down my cheeks onto our lips. 
Pulling back, he smooths the hair away from my face and gazes into my eyes as he reminds me, “I love you, never doubt it.” I nod as I finally break, releasing all the pent-up anxiety and falling into his arms. He holds me tightly, rocking me against him. “Shhh, I’ve got you,” he reassures me. Then he bathes me with the body wash and loofah, taking extra care and time. 
I’ll never tire of seeing this massive Lycan on his knees before me. Glancing up at me, he smirks, lifts my leg over his shoulder, and begins kissing his way up the inside of my thigh. As I rest my head against the wall, I relax into it as he delves his tongue into my folds, parting them and lapping up the flow of essence that’s slowed but not stopped flowing. Because of my heightened state, it doesn’t take long before he has me calling out in ecstasy. 
“Mmmm,” he mumbles as he kisses his way up my torso until he reaches my nipples. Taking one in his mouth, he slides me up the wall, wrapping my legs around his waist. I can feel his hardened shaft begging for entry as he nips and licks his way over to the other nipple. I squirm in his hold, trying to grant access. He bites down hard, letting me know he’s in control. I relax into the wall while he works me into another frenzy. Just when I feel like I may burst, he slides his cock into me. 
“Ahh, yes,” I chant as he glides in and out of me. Grabbing his shoulders for leverage, I meet his thrusts, driving him deeper and deeper until I feel the orgasm overtaking me. I scream out, releasing any remaining anxiety. I feel him swell and explode, filling me with warm cum as he throws back his head and bellows loud enough for the entire packhouse to hear. 
Groaning, he lays his head on my shoulder as I run my hands through his hair. Releasing my legs, he lets me slide down his front and pulls us into the warm shower, rinsing us both. No words are spoken as he meticulously dries me off and wraps a towel around his midsection. He leads me to the bed and turns down the covers, and motions for me to climb in. 
“Get some rest, sexy. I’ll wake you when we have news.” I smile and nod as he leans in and kisses me softly before drifting off to sleep for the second time today.






  
  Chapter three

Scott


My ears perk up as I hear what sounds like a howl from down the hallway. I quietly make my way down the west wing. As I draw nearer the source, I hear thudding sounds followed by pained counting. Ahhh, I’d recognize that scenario anywhere. A submissive is being disciplined. What is a pleasant surprise, though, is that submissive is Lyssia. I’d know that voice anywhere, even having just met her. It’s forever burned into my mind. 
I can’t help but stand there in raw fascination, listening as she counts out until twenty. Impressive, since it didn’t sound like my cousin showed much mercy in his delivery. The idea of her liking her sex rough and being submissive adds to her allure. I listen, straining to hear soft cries as she releases control. This is the challenge for a woman like her; not every man can earn surrender from a female Alpha. I pride myself on it. Seems it might be in our lineage. 
Just as I’m turning to walk back to my quarters, I hear her soft moans. They’d be undetectable to the human ear, but we’re gifted with heightened senses as supernatural beings. I can tell by the way she’s escalating that she’ll reach her peak soon. The urge to hear her as she comes apart is far too great to tear me from my post outside the heavy oak door that separates us. As she screams out, I feel a shiver run across my body, culminating in my groin, bringing my cock to full attention. 
Within a few quick minutes, I hear her chanting. Closing my eyes, I can imagine her riding me, feeling her warm, wet pussy enveloping me as I slam up into her, pressing her against the shower wall. I hear the relief in her release as Mitch lets out a howl that shakes the floor beneath me. Fuck, I’ve been here just a couple of hours, and already this woman has me jacking off twice. I slip back into my bathroom, slipping into my shower to replay what I just heard and relieve myself. Fucking hell, it’s going to be a long assignment.
Making my way downstairs, I find Mitch in the kitchen, no doubt finding something to eat to replace the energy he spent satisfying Lyssia. He hears me as I cross the threshold. 
“Thought I’d fix us some sandwiches. That work for you?”
“Sure, mate,” I answer.
“War will join us any minute, so let me get you up to speed on the dynamics here.”
My interest is piqued, so I nod for him to continue.
“War and Lyssia were married first. It’s a long story, but essentially, I defied the Moon Goddess when I was young and married a human who birthed two sons who are Lycan. Lyssia married War, and they have two daughters. War has a son born illegitimately and came into his life after he was established with Lyssia. Years later, we were thrown into close proximity, and the mating call wouldn’t be denied the second time around. My marriage ended, and after Lyssia almost died, I finally convinced her to bond with me. There was a compromise, though.”
“A compromise?” I ask.
“Yes, I agreed to share her with Warrick. She has a deep love for him and wasn’t willing to hurt him any more than he already had been.”
I’m surprised by what I’m hearing. Not by the polyamorous relationship, just that my cousin agreed to it. I was always more of a freethinker in the family, often called a rogue because of my unconventional ways. 
Mitch reads the surprise on my face. Putting his hand up as if to stop me, he shakes his head. “I know. I can’t believe it myself. All I can say is that you just have to know her. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for her.” 
At that, we’re interrupted by another man. A wolf. Not Lycan, dark-haired, formidable but not as big in stature as us. Alpha tendencies, but not full-blooded, if I had to guess. 
“Warrick,” he introduces himself to me, reaching out his hand for a shake. “Most call me War.” Reaching forward, I take his hand, give it a firm grip, and shake it. 
“G’day, Scott,” I say, introducing myself. He seems to size me up for what I’m not sure, but before I can make a full assessment, we’re joined by someone else. Sliding into the kitchen is a young man with sandy blonde hair who looks about 22 years old. Lycan, definitely an Alpha, must be one of Mitch’s sons. 
“And here he is, my eldest son, Tris. Tris, Scott is my cousin. He’s here to help me with a delicate matter, so I can focus on finding Ryn,” Mitch tells him.
Glad to have any help they can get in bringing her home, Tris reaches out to shake my hand. 
“Good to meet you, sir.” 
“Scott. Call me Scott, mate, and I’m honored to be here.” No one calls me sir, unless it’s in the bedroom, and even then, it’s rare. While I’m dominant, I don’t need titles to exert my power over my sub.
Nodding to us, Tris excuses himself to shower and catch up on sleep. From what I can tell, they all look out of sorts. Mitch fills me in on the details of how Ryn went missing, her ex-boyfriend having kidnapped her from a local pub. Apparently, Lyssia called in local witches to help in the search, and they were upstairs conjuring up some intercessory spell to find her. As he finishes the sandwiches, we sit at the bar while War updates us on the search and rescue status. Finishing our sandwiches, Mitch outlines the plan to keep Lyssia safe. His plan requires moving her offsite. 
“You know, mate, I just met her, but she doesn’t strike me as the type to agree to this plan too easily,” I venture as I glance from one to the other.
“Excellent observation,” Warrick noted, nodding his head. “She’s going to raise nine kinds of hell. Hate us both until this is over and give you the fight of your life,” he ends, shrugging his shoulders. I slide down into my chair, crossing my legs at the ankles and arms across my chest, and turn my attention to Mitch.
“He’s right. But it’s irrelevant. Lycan hunters have been activated, and this is the only option to keep her safe. Granted, it’s a nuclear option, a last resort of sorts, but it’s our only option. I have no doubt that you can handle it. If I had, I wouldn’t have called you here. She’s my mate. If she dies, I die. Therefore, it’s not just her life in your hands but mine.”
I run my hands through my hair. “Fuck, mate. No pressure, eh?”
“I know you can handle it,” he reiterates.
“One condition,” I say, sitting upright and leaning forward. When I’m sure I have their attention, both nodding for me to proceed, I continue, “I bloody well do this my way, no questions asked.”
Warrick is the first to speak. “Meaning?”
“Alright, mate. Just like I said. I do it my way, however, whatever, whenever I bloody want. No need for questions, you reckon? When she’s in my care and custody, I’ve got full control. That’s the only way I’m gonna agree to this, you know.”
Mitch is the first to reach out his hand. “Agreed.”
Warrick is a bit more reluctant, but agrees. “Deal.”
I can’t blame them for being apprehensive. If they knew my track record for how I like to control my women, he’d probably be looking for a Plan B.
“Good. Let’s head to the study and see what the rest of the gang has found out,” Mitch directs. 
Entering the study, I take a seat on the sofa. We’re rapidly joined by Tris, Lyssia, and two witches. One witch looks to use the darker variety of magic. In my world travels, I’ve encountered many supernaturals, never concerning myself with their powers as long as they didn’t present an issue for me. I sit back to observe the dynamics at play. It seems my best course of action. So I settle in and begin taking mental notes. 
Lyssia launches into describing how they were trying to use magic to connect with Ryn. Rho, the light witch, and Jem, the dark witch, open portals to establish connections. The thought of a portal opening gives me the heebie-jeebies, but I shake it off and focus on her. 
Rho is so animated telling the story. It’s captivating. I’m so entranced by her I don’t notice Tru had joined us until he questioned something she said. Her eyes light ablaze, and she pins him with what could only be described as an evil eye before repeating, “LIKE I said, Tris came in and was able to connect subliminally with Ryn.” 
I look around the room as everyone else cringes. While it’s apparent she’s infuriated by having to repeat herself, and her ferocity intimidates everyone else, I’m turned on. This woman stokes my fire. The more revved up she gets, the more it revs me up. 
Curiously Tru continues his line of questioning about how Tris spoke to Ryn. Watching him and feeling the anxiety rolling off him in waves, there’s no doubt he’s in love with Ryn. Now, isn’t that an interesting turn of events? Two brothers in love with the same girl? 
I’m so lost in reading the room I almost miss the clue that came out in the ritual exercise. Tris relays the message again, “I felt cold, then smelled a musty, mossy scent. Then I heard her say, ‘darkness.’” Tru is visibly perplexed, running his hands through his hair. 
Mitch breaks through the tension. “So we need to develop a new strategy.”
“Meaning?” Tru questions.
 “Well,” Rho speaks up, “we believe she was transmitting to Tris a description of where she’s being held.”
 “So,” War interjects, “we’re going to come up with a list of places that fit those criteria and then split up and search.” 
“Yes!” cheers Lyssia.
War shoots Mitch and me a look. The concern on their faces about how she’ll react to the news that she won’t be present to execute this new strategy is visibly pained. While they’re feeling apprehension, I can’t help but feel a surge of excitement at the prospect of seeing more of that inner fire in her.
“First things first. The list,” Mitch commands. 
Whoosh, Tru blows out a breath and falls onto the brown leather couch next to me, putting his head in his hands. The boy really has it bad for this girl. How can I be the only one who sees this? Just as the thought crosses my mind, Tru asks Tris to join him outside. If I were a betting man, I’d say Big Brother is about to be clued in on what it took me all of five minutes to figure out. 
I look around the room, and they are all looking at what appears to be a map, none the wiser. Seems things are going to get even more interesting around here once Ryn is found, I chuckle to myself.  
Mitch takes this opportunity to divulge his plan of isolating Lyssia. “Lyssia, I can’t have you in danger. I need to focus on finding Ryn, and I can’t do that if I’m worried about you.”
“The council has been made aware that there are Lycan hunters commissioned by the Illuminatus,” War explains.
“I’M NOT LYCAN!” she screams.
“I’m aware,” Mitch’s voice is strained. 
It’s obvious he’s trying not to use his Alpha voice on her. Traditionally, it’s frowned upon for an Alpha to use his Alpha aura on his mate. Eh, I’m not one to follow tradition, but I’m not one for mating, either. 
“But you’re a fated mate to a Lycan, and not being one makes you an easier target. And a more efficient way to kill ME!” Mitch booms. 
Gotta give him credit. Even though he’s yelling, he’s trying to use logic and reason with her.
“It’s done, Lyss,” War coaxes. “You go with Scott. He’ll keep you safe, and we’ll keep you posted on everything. I promise, babe. I’m bringing Ryn home.”
“Don’t you dare ‘babe’ me,” she growls as she storms from the room. “You can both kiss my ass and go straight to hell!”
“Okay, babe,” Mitch and War answer in unison to her back as she stomps up the stairs.
“Well, mates,” I say, rubbing my hands together with a grin. “You’ve got yourself a proper bit of hellfire there.”
“Fuck, don’t I know it,” Mitch says as he slumps down into the office chair. 
War falls onto the couch. “Hellbringer,” he mumbles as Tris rejoins us, looking as remorseful as a pup with his tail between his legs.
 “Is the coast clear?” he asks apprehensively.
 “You heard, huh?” Mitch answers.
 “Dad, everyone in the packhouse and on the grounds heard,” he informs us with a shrug. 
“Yeah,” Mitch sighs. The poor guy is just as upset as she is. War is a mess, too. I’m awestruck by how much this one woman has become their entire world, and when she’s not in sync with them, their entire world is offset.
 “I’m sorry,” Tris apologizes. “for losing control of my beast. This is all my fault. If I hadn’t shifted in front of the whole damn world, we wouldn’t be worrying about Lycan hunters right now.” 
“Well, none of this would be happening if Stoney hadn’t kidnapped her to begin with,” War reasons. 
“Well, hate to be a buzzkill, mate, but when d’ya reckon we should kick off operation hellbringer?” I joke, cutting through the tension in the room. As much as I enjoy watching the dynamics, I’m like a rolling stone. I need to get moving.
“Man, I’m not being facetious when I use that term to describe her. She gives new meaning to the phrase mama bear, and we’re effectively removing her from the mission to save her cub. This will not be fun and games,” War warns me. 
I shrug and smile, “No offense, mate, but it seems like you and I are on different pages when it comes to having a good time. As long as we’re crystal clear, I’ve got
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