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Chapter One
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Scarlet glanced at the title, Integrating Werewolves: True Stories, and thought about her best friend as she placed it on the nonfiction shelf. She'd learned in junior high werewolves were real, though Jane was the only one she had ever met that she knew of. The door chimed. Scarlet turned to say something but her voice faded. Two men walked through the door. A charged energy pulsed from their bodies. She focused her gaze back to the books she held in her hands. Normally, she greeted every guest who entered her store, but something about them made her lose her nerve. Taking a deep breath, she looked up to find one of the males standing close to her in the children section. He seemed at ease as he rested his hand on his stubble-dusted jawline. He looked up toward her; his blue eyes seemed to stare into her soul. She refocused back down and continued to place the books into their place while catching her breath. 

When the other male moved to her right, she glanced over. He, on the other hand, seemed rather uncomfortable standing in the middle of the store. He scratched the back of his neck, rustling his short, brown hair. The muscles in his arm bunched as he grabbed a book, looking over the cover. He chuckled; it was one of the same copies she held in her hand. Swallowing the lump that had formed in her throat, she finished her task before turning to face them.

“Can I help you gentlemen find something today?” Scarlet pulled herself together, straightening her shoulders and lifting her chin up, trying to make herself look more professional. The man with brown hair turned to meet her gaze. He had amber-colored eyes; they sparkled beautifully in the sunlight.

“No, ma’am. Rift, you need anything?” Scarlet looked over to the blonde named Rift.

“No, I think I'm good, Oscar.” Rift smiled, taking her breath away. She moved back behind the counter with a few books still in her hands. She swallowed hard. She didn’t like to be called ma’am; it made her feel older than she was. One of them cleared his throat, and, turning, she hugged the books she had been carrying. Setting them down, she gave him a nervous smile. 

“Are you ready?” Rift nodded.

“Yes.” She scanned the books, trying not to read the titles of the books that caught his interest. One was a child’s book, and it crushed her. Two others were teenage novels; it was painfully obvious he had a family at home. She read his total out, and he handed her cash. 

“Have a good day.” They exited her shop. Oscar held the door open for Rift, reminding her of the gay men living down the street from her, and her breathing returned to normal. Damn it, they could be a couple for all you know. If they are, it is a loss for women everywhere. She grabbed the remaining books and finished her task. The hour passed by with a few customers who bought decent stacks of books. She thought about the dream she had last night about her friend Jane while she cleaned up. The dream was odd even for her to be thinking about her old werewolf friend. She remembered Jane explaining to her how young werewolves thought it was funny to try imprinting with young teenage girls. It won’t even happen till they are eighteen, they are just stupid. Her friend’s voice filled her mind.

Six pm rolled around, and she locked the front door behind her employee Zack. Her stomach growled in protest as she grabbed the credit card receipts and the cash from the register. She decided to change it up and place everything in the safe and come in early tomorrow to finish the work. She wanted to celebrate the decent profit this last week by going out for dinner. It had taken a lot of time and energy to get to that point, and she felt this deep need to splurge on takeout food. She jiggled the keys in the back door to finish locking up the store. The back door was always tricky, taking more time to lock than to unlock it. Crossing the small lot to her car, she looked down when a rock skidded across the pavement. She put her key in the car door and glanced around to find a figure heading toward her. She unlocked the door but when she went to open it, James closed it. He had a haircut and shaved his beard, making him hard to recognize. Scarlet stepped away from him. Her heart began to race, and her palms started to sweat. 

“What are you doing here?” Folding her arms across her chest, her bag hit her stomach, reminding her she needed to eat. Ignoring the growl her stomach made, she forced herself to keep a calm face. James took a swig of bourbon, his favorite liquor, then he chuckled.

“I wanted to stop by and by the looks of you, you’re ready for me.” Part of her wished she had been quicker to get into her car so she didn’t have to deal with him any longer. He was a frisky drunk, and she was in no mood to be groped. Clenching her fists, her nails dug into her palms so she focused on the pain while she tried figure out how to get away from James and into her car. Scarlet was angry he was blocking her escape. 

“I didn’t wear makeup for you, James. Now, you should leave.” She pointed toward the main road, and he chuckled again.

“Oh, baby, I’m not going anywhere without some sugar.” He puckered up his lips and stood there for a few moments. When Scarlet didn’t move, he stopped, his eyes hardened while his lips flattened into a line. This was the glare she remembered. 

“You should leave. Someone’s waiting for me.” He grabbed her arm and pulled her closer to him. The tight grip seemed like it was going to cause a bruise on her light flesh, making her bite her lip so she didn’t whimper from the pain. Knowing that if she did cry out, it would only bring him pleasure.

“You are such a bad liar, sweetheart.” He crept toward her but stopped an inch from her face. His eyes darted to the place behind her, and his lips parted for a moment. “Who the hell are you?” 

Scarlet turned to find Rift and Oscar standing behind her, the setting sun casting shadows across their strong features. 

“We’re here for her; we’re going out to dinner,” Rift demanded. Scarlet heard the intimidation in his strong voice. 

“We were having a conversation.” James took another swig from the bottle.

“Yes, but she wants you to go. Leave!” Oscar spoke up. 

James glared at the two of them, then put his hands up and left. Once she no longer heard his footsteps, Scarlet let the cold air fill her lungs before turning to the men who had saved her.

“I don’t know how to thank you two. You didn’t need to do that, but I’m glad you did.” She sighed with relief. Now, time to celebrate. 

“Don’t worry about it. Get home safe.” Rift smiled. 

“Thank you again.” She climbed into the car, turning on the engine. She paused, rolling down her window. “Let me buy you guys dinner to show my gratitude.” Oscar shrugged.

“Are you sure you want the company?” Rift asked.

“I would love your company.” Oscar climbed into the car and filled most of the back seat. Rift hopped in the front seat, his wide shoulders almost touching her. Keeping her focus on the street was hard with the two gods in her car. She wondered why they had come to her rescue but she was damn glad they had. Now I need to go home and eat so I can relax. The idea of pulling out her favorite toy and working off some tension from the night made her bite her lip. She grinned at the thought of Rift and Oscar both in her bed. That would be hot. 

***
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THEY KEPT AWAY FROM human women for the fear of imprinting with them. As a werewolf alpha, Rift had to be extra careful. When a werewolf touches their mate, an imprint bond connects them. The last woman Rift had touched, a bitchy woman at the grocery store, he was glad they hadn’t imprinted.

Rift watched the brunette in the driver seat drive through town. She didn’t move her eyes from the road. He liked the way she held herself when it came to the male, James. He still had no idea why he convinced Oscar to step in and defend the female, but there was an energy about her that attracted Rift to her. She wasn’t skinny like the other women in his pack. He admired her wide hips and large breasts. Her curly brown hair reached her shoulders and pretty blue eyes that popped behind the light makeup she wore. He wondered if that was the reason he had stepped in. Thinking with your cock and not your damn brain. She pulled into a Chinese place and hurried inside, glancing over her shoulder as she moved toward the door. Oscar gave him a stern look when the woman went in.  After fifteen minutes of waiting, she exited with a large bag of food.  

“I forgot to ask what you guys like so I grabbed a variety of the popular items.” She smiled and handed the bag to Rift. They ran the local pack together; Oscar loved the fights and Rift was good at talking. It was one thing that made them different from other packs. Most of the packs had one strong alpha that ruled all, but when his father had passed, Rift and Oscar decided to run the pack together. Oscar had been the one to suggest it since he was slightly older than Rift. A whole eleven months and he will never let you forget it. 

“Do I need to take you back to your vehicle?” Scarlet asked at the stoplight. 

“No, we can walk home from your place.” Rift turned to look at her.

“Wait, you were on foot before?” Surprise covered her features.

“Yes. We like to walk, saves money on fuel.” Her eyes shifted between the brothers.

“And we stay in shape,” Oscar chimed in, puffing up his chest. Scarlet looked over at Rift before returning her gaze to the street.

“Well, let me drive you home then.” She tapped her thumbs on the steering wheel. The smell of worry filled the air in the car.

“That’s okay. If you don’t feel comfortable we can get out of here.” Rift was trying to calm her down; the scent of nervous tension coming from her body filled his nose. He didn’t like it. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. The light turned green, and she kept driving. 

“Don’t become some crazy stalker.” Scarlet glanced back at Oscar then Rift. 

“That won’t be a problem,” Oscar said. Scarlet nodded and turned into a neighborhood. The houses here were well kept, but some known drug dealers lived. It was horrible odor as a werewolf. The only thing close that he could compare the chemicals to was burning rubber. Scarlet pulled up to a little white house with a garage. 

“Let me go get a plate and dish up what I need, and you guys can take the rest.” Scarlet unlocked her garage door with the button on her visor. It slowly opened while she hopped out of the car. Rift climbed out, Oscar following close behind. A breeze came from the south, bringing with it a male scent, making Rift angry. He turned to find James standing in her garage. The side door banged against the wall from the wind. 

“What the hell are you doing here, James?” Scarlet’s voice spiked. Rift had a hard time figuring out if she was angry or nervous.

“I came to see you.” He slurred the last word, making it obvious he increased his liquor consumption from their last visit at the store. Rift set the food on the roof of the car before he moved next to Scarlet.

“Why are you at my house?” She stood her ground.  James stumbled toward her. “You need to leave or I’ll call the cops.” Rift wasn’t going to let James come any closer to Scarlet. He moved in between them, and the drunk man lurched to a halt. 

“What the hell are you doing here, asshole?” James glared at Rift. 

“You should listen to Scarlet and leave.” 

“Oh, is this your new boyfriend? Is he going to piss his pants like the last one?” James chuckled.

“Go home, James!” Scarlet yelled. She moved her body between Rift and the drunk baboon. “I am not in the mood. You are no longer welcome to come unannounced.” She moved toward him, getting closer, then she pointed outside of the garage. “Now leave!” she screamed again. James and Scarlet glared at each other for a moment. 

James slapped Scarlet in the face. The sound of flesh hitting flesh made Rift see red.

Rift’s control ended. His brother had moved closer. They both grabbed one of James’ arms and dragged him to the street. James tried to struggle out of their grips but was unsuccessful. Once they reached the street, they pushed him to the ground. James stood and threw a punch toward Oscar but Oscar caught the swing. With his other hand, he swung a punch to James’ gut, knocking the wind out of him. 

Rift moved close to James’ ear while Oscar kept hold of the male’s hand. “The lady said to leave. I suggest you do that before Oscar takes another swing.” His brother let go, and the human male stepped back. 

“I’ll be back,” James said through gritted teeth. 

“Try it, and you will have two werewolves breaking your arms,” Oscar growled. James’ eyes widened, and he stumbled back. Then he turned, still clutching his gut, and walked away. Rift returned to the female, the smell of salt water catching his attention. 

“He’s gone.” 

Scarlet lifted her head. Tears streaked down her face, a purple bruise forming on her cheek. 

“I’m so sorry you had to see that.” She put her hands over her face. He sensed she was having a hard time breathing through her tears. 

“That scum bag won’t be back,” his brother said behind him. Scarlet wiped away the tears. 

“Thank you again. Go ahead and take the food. I’ve lost my appetite.” She shuffled her feet toward the door.

“You need to try to eat; you’re in shock,” Rift said. Oscar grabbed the bag of food and placed it at her feet.

“We can get dinner at home,” Oscar said, walking away. Rift turned, following his brother. 

“Wait,” Scarlet called out. Rift turned to see Scarlet’s trembling hand. “Would you guys stay for an hour or two to make sure he doesn’t come back?” Rift looked back to Oscar; shadows casted across his face, and he rolled his eyes.

“She better be worth it,” he whispered and turned back to the house.

“Yes, we can stay.” Rift smiled. Thank you James for being a dumbass. 
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OSCAR DIDN’T FIND HUMAN females appealing, but his brother had insisted they help this female. He didn’t like smelling distress in women. Oscar could keep his head down and ignore his human side while his brother let it run him. Now they were in the female’s dining room eating Chinese food he barely enjoyed, all to make sure the damn drunk male didn’t come back.

“So what’s the story between you and that man?” Oscar asked, earning a glare from his brother.

“He’s my ex-husband. He gets drunk once a month and tries to get me back. It’s been happening less lately. Bastard got so drunk he cheated on me.” Scarlet didn’t make eye contact when she spoke. “That was more information than you probably bargained for.”

“I’m sorry you had to deal with that.” Rift was always the talker. To this day, Oscar was surprised he didn’t imprint with every damn female.

“I’m trying to stay away from the stupid drunk who can’t keep it in his pants.” Scarlet looked up to Rift with a smile on her face. Her eyes darted to the window. “I’m surprised he hasn’t come back.” 

“I don’t think he would be stupid enough to fight two werewolves.” Oscar chuckled and put a piece of chicken in his mouth. His shin erupted in pain as Rift’s foot collided with it. Oscar glared at his brother as he swallowed his food. He never enjoyed his brother’s subtle ways of trying to keep him in line. I’m a fucking alpha too, fucker. 

“Wait.” She wiped her mouth with a napkin. “Are you trying to imprint with me?” She looked at each of them with her eyebrows raised.

“You know about that?” Rift asked. Imprinting wasn’t a secret anymore as werewolves often found human mates but most humans didn’t know what it actually entailed or even knew about it. 

“Of course I do. My best friend in high school is one. When she told me, I was in shock for a few days but we were best friends.” She shrugged. 

“I see.” Oscar started eating again. He lost interest in the conversation; the only reason he said anything was to get a rise out of her, and she didn’t even flinch. 

“We aren’t here to imprint with you. We just wanted to help,” Rift said.

Scarlet nodded. “Well, I don’t plan on imprinting with a werewolf,” she paused, “even if my friend told me I would make a great wolf,” she said the second half under her breath, but Oscar made out every word. He wondered what this friend saw that he didn’t. She seemed strong enough to deal with the drunk human but he didn’t see anything special about her. She shook her head and returned to eating her rice. Silence fell in the house while they finished their meals. Scarlet grabbed the plates and moved them to the sink. He liked the view of her plump ass bounce; her hips swayed as she walked. Oscar wondered if that was the reason Rift had stepped in earlier. There was a clicking noise, catching Oscar’s attention. He turned to find the source of the noise but didn’t see anything. He shrugged off the sound. 

“Thank you for the meal.” Rift stood. Scarlet smiled at him. 

“You’re welcome,” she said, biting her lip. “Thank you for your help. I do appreciate it.” 

“Don’t worry, it was my pleasure.” Rift grinned. When Oscar didn’t do or say anything, he glared at him. 

“Yeah, don’t worry about it.” He shrugged and stood. Once he turned, he saw something, making his blood boil. Dusk, a werewolf that the pack had been trying to track. The betas in his pack had been failing the last few days in tracking the damn wolf who was standing in Scarlet’s living room. He grinned from ear to ear.

“Who the hell are you? Why are you in my house?” Scarlet asked; panic filled her voice. Oscar moved closer to Scarlet. He didn’t want to deal with another dead female. Oscar made a mental note that Rift stood on her other side.

“I saw you across the street yesterday and wanted to play with you tonight. Looks like you have others for that.” Dusk bounced his eyebrows.

“What?” Scarlet stepped between them. Instincts kicked in and he grabbed her arm to keep her back. A current ripped through his body. Looking down, he saw Rift had grabbed her too. Both of them were shuddering a little from the current. 

Anger filled Oscar’s body. The realization clicked: both of them imprinted with the same woman. He didn’t want a mate and least of all he didn’t want to share one with his brother. No!

“I’m Dusk. I lied. I was here to kill you to get their attention, but it looks like I might play with you instead.” Dusk laughed.

“What do you mean?” Scarlet’s voice picked up an octave and scent of fear filled his nose. Oscar carefully edged closer toward Dusk, hoping if Scarlet kept him talking long enough he could catch him. 

“Well, let me make this simple.” Dusk bounced back. “I want to make your new mates suffer. You, my dear, are the perfect key to do such a thing.” Dusk turned and ran out the door. 

Oscar let go of Scarlet and moved to the door, but he was nowhere in sight, and the wind had carried his scent away. “Fuck!” He kicked the door before closing it with a thud.

“What just happened?” Scarlet turned to Rift. 

“Which part? The fact that you have a rogue wants you dead now? Or the fact that we imprinted with you,” Oscar growled. He resisted the urge to punch a wall.

“Why would he want me dead?” She looked from Rift to Oscar. 

“You are now the most important person in our pack now that we will be mates soon.” 

“Hold on, mates... are you serious? You can’t be.” Her breathing picked up. Oscar lunged forward but Rift caught him. Glaring at each other. 

This is fucking fantastic!  
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Chapter Two
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Imprinting with one werewolf was hard to fathom, but imprinting with two seemed to be impossible. Yet there she stood with two males watching her every move. Standing in her living room trying her best to make sense of what happened. Her head was full of incoherent thoughts. The thought of Dusk crossed her mind, but she pushed it back for now. One problem at a time.  

“Is it possible that I imprinted with one of you and not the other? Like, it zapped through me to the other guy?” Her mind was trying to wrap around the thought of imprinting with a werewolf. Not one, but two.  

“No. This is rare, but it does happen.” Rift didn’t move, but it looked like he was struggling internally, with his lips in a line, worry crossed his eyes.

“What happens now?” Answers, I need them and maybe it will help. 

“There are two ways this can end,” Oscar spoke up. “You either pick one of us or both.” 

“Or you walk away and choose no one,” Rift said.

“Yes. Give her that option so the pack will be without an alpha. Smart one.” Oscar glared at Rift.

“Wait, both of you have the alpha position?” Her mind was trying to catch up. Imprinting with an alpha was said to be a lot of responsibility. She remembered reading something to the effect of the alpha female was responsible for having children to take over the pack later. Holy fuck! What am I going to do? 

“Yes. But don’t worry about that.” Rift moved closer to her. 

“How can I chose without knowing you guys? I met you only a few hours ago!” She fell back to her favorite spot on the loveseat her mother had given her when she moved out of their home. 

“Well, we can’t leave her here now that Dusk knows where she lives.” Oscar moved over to the couch and sat. 

“Who was that?” Trying to focus on some other problem that didn’t involve her being paired to two alphas. 

“He is a rogue werewolf,” Oscar said like this happened every day and that what he said explained everything.

“Why did he say I was the target now?”

“Because he saw the imprint happen and now he knows that if you die we both loose our wolf side,” Oscar growled. Scarlet wasn’t sure she liked Oscar much, but she could see herself with the nicer wolf.

“If I pick one of you, will the other lose their wolf?” She looked at both of them in turn. Rift seemed like he was holding back. 

“Yes,” Oscar roared after a moment of silence.  

“Oscar, go take a walk,” Rift growled, pointing at the door. 

“Fine with me but if you finish the imprint with her before I have my say, I will kill you.” Oscar stormed out of the house without another word, slamming the door. 

“Sorry about him. He can be short tempered.”

“That’s obvious.” She tried to hide her sarcasm, but it didn’t work. Rift just smiled.

“He is my brother, so I'm used to it.” Scarlet looked to the celling. Could tonight get any worse? I not only imprinted with two alphas but they are fucking brothers. She tried to calm herself down. Her mind kept repeating her problems like it wouldn’t click into place if she didn’t.  

“Can I have a moment of silence please?” She saw him nod in the corner of her vision before he sat. Closing her eyes, trying to figure out what the hell she wanted. There was an attraction to both men, but she didn’t know if it was something she could live with forever. You better let Rift talk before you go crazy. 

“What is your opinion on this whole mess?” 

“I don’t like the fact that you imprinted with both of us, but to be honest, it might be for the best since we’re both alphas. I don’t have to worry about leaving my brother with half the pack, and I can stay in the home I grew up in.” Rift was calm, and she figured out he was the patient brother. 

“I see. So, you want me to pick both of you?” Her mind pondered the idea of having the two gods fighting for her attention. Part of it excited her while it terrified her at the same time.

“If you can see it in your heart to pick both of us, I can promise to do my best in keeping my brother in line.” He smiled at her. She liked the way that sounded but then again, she thought this was crazy. Oscar walked back into the house and moved straight to Scarlet. 

“If you’re up for it, I have a way to solve this problem.” He leaned over her, his hot breath tickling her skin. Squeezing her inner thighs, she pictured him between her legs, which in turn made her wet.

“What is that?” she asked.

“Stand up.” He put out his hand and helped her. “We’ll both kiss you, and that will help you decide. If you feel the same for both of us, we will deal with that. If there is more of a connection for one of us, then we’ll figure that out.” Rift stood. Excitement filled her body.  

“Are you sure about this?” Scarlet’s palms started to sweat. Oscar grabbed her face, leaned down, and placed his lips on hers. Her body lit up, wanting more than his lips. She let his tongue in and enjoyed the way he tasted. Rift cleared his throat, and Oscar let go of her face, backing away. Feeling guilty that she enjoyed it so much. She turned to Rift and gave him a weak smile. He wrapped one hand around her waist and pulled her into him. Placing his other hand on her cheek that wasn’t bruised, he leaned down to kiss her. He wasn’t forceful, but tender, teasing her lip with his tongue. Her body lit up once more, then his tongue played with hers; she pushed her hands into his hair bringing her body closer to his.

Oscar cleared his throat this time, and Rift let her go. Both of them stepped back. Holy hell! One gentle and one forceful, how the fuck do I choose? Or do I have to choose? Her mind scrambled to make some coherent thought. Her mouth opened before her mind had chosen her words.

“I want both of you.” Her body was saying she wanted both of them, the tender Rift and the rough Oscar. It was like having the best of both worlds. She focused on the words she said and kept repeating them. 

“It’s settled.” Oscar moved closer to her, grabbing her shirt and taking it off. 

“Wait, how do we complete the bond again?” Scarlet placed her arms over her bra as she looked to Rift who took off his shirt.

“We mate with you.” Rift kissed her. He means sex. Her insides quivered with excitement. She had always daydreamed about two men giving her all this attention and now they were coming true. 

“Get undressed,” Oscar whispered into her ear. She unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down along with her underwear. Pulling off his shirt then Rift pulled her back to him as he wrapped his hands around her neck. Oscar’s breath tickled her as his face hovered above her small patch of hair before he placed his lips on her. A moan left her lips just before she started kissing Rift again. Unsnapping her bra and pulling it off without breaking away from him. She was naked and enjoying the attention. 

Oscar stopped after a few moments of playing with her bundle of nerves. Rift leaned away from her, and they both took off their pants, both showing large and thick cocks, making her mouth water. 

Rift moved in behind her. “Get on your knees,” he whispered. She complied, placing her hands flat on the floor. Oscar kneeled down in front of her.

“You ready?” Oscar asked. Her face coming close to his erection. 

“Yes,” she said. “Wait, what about protection?” 

“You aren’t fertile. We don’t need it.” The urge to have sex with the alphas took over her body, taking all her reservations away. Rift placed his cock at her entrance, slowly thrusting into her folds and stretching her out in the process. Scarlet worried it would hurt from how large he was, but he fit perfectly. He started a gentle pace. Scarlet took Oscar’s cock and moved it into her mouth. He moaned, and she looked up to see his eyes close. Satisfaction coursed through her body. Rift picked up his pace, and Scarlet whimpered. She felt full and complete as both men filled her.

Oscar grabbed her hair a little, and she picked up the pace. A low growl came from behind her, and Rift pumped faster. Her orgasm hit her, sending waves of pleasure through her body. Oscar’s seed filled her mouth. She swallowed every bit of it. Rift filled her tight folds. The same current sensation ripped through her, causing her orgasm to last longer than she had ever experienced. 

Oscar pulled his cock from her mouth; he was still hard. “My turn,” he growled. 

Rift pulled out, and Oscar took his place behind her. He didn’t hesitate at her opening, making Scarlet jump a little. He placed his hands on her hips, slamming his cock into her. Rift moved in front and kissed her. He grabbed her breasts, sending her closer to the edge again. This time, her orgasm pulled her apart as the pleasure coursed through her body. Oscar growled and pumped his seed into her. Another current rippled under her skin, making her legs shake as it took the last of her energy. 

Rift stopped kissing her, and her body collapsed into his. Exhaustion set in. She lay her head on his leg and passed out. 

***
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RIFT LOOKED DOWN AT Scarlet sleeping on him. They needed to get dressed and go home. It wasn’t safe for her to stay here, especially now that she was bound to both him and his brother. Dusk had killed a woman last week. So far, he evaded capture, which pissed Rift off. 

“Can you toss me a pillow from the couch?” Oscar nodded once and passed him a white pillow. Rift set it under her head and moved his leg out. Her light snoring stopped for a moment, and he thought she woke up, but she continued to sleep.

“How are we going to get her home?” Oscar asked while pulling on his jeans. 

“One of us will have to carry her and the other carry a bag of her clothes.” Rift dressed in his discarded clothes. He couldn’t believe that his mate was also bound to his brother. He knew it was bothering Oscar. Rift wondered when he would say something. 

“I don’t do female clothes, so you can go pack her bag. I’ll find a blanket to carry her in.” Rift nodded. He moved up the stairs and started searching. He didn’t want to be nosey, but he didn’t have much of a choice. A lot of boxes filled her closet and only a few items of clothing were hanging up. He wondered if this was all she had or she needed to do laundry. He moved to the basket, and it was empty, then found the washer and dryer and they were empty as well. Rift grabbed the clothes hanging in the closet and placed it in a red suitcase, remembering her toothbrush and other bathroom supplies. He thought of his sisters as he tried to remember what all women needed. Once he was satisfied that he packed everything she required, he moved down the stairs. 

Oscar had grabbed a blanket from the couch, now rested in his arms covered completely. He wasn’t ready for the jealousy when he saw them, and he bit his cheek to keep him from saying anything. 

“Ready?” Oscar asked when Rift reached the bottom step. 

“Yep.” Rift opened the front door, and he was thankful for the light breeze that warm summer night in August for Scarlet’s benefit. They walked in silence to their home. He wondered what Oscar was thinking but never asked. He kept glancing at Scarlet and listening to her soft snoring. After about twenty-five minutes, they reached the driveway to their ranch house. He heard their young sister open the door and rushed down the driveway.

“What is going on? Why did it take you so long to get home?” She saw Scarlet in her brother’s arms and stopped her stride toward them. “Who is she?”

“She’s my mate,” they said at the same time. They gave a smirk to each other and turned to look at Ivy. 

“Wait, you both imprinted with one woman?” Ivy asked. 

“Yes. Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to take her to the spare room.” Oscar moved past Ivy into the house. 

“What happened?” Ivy placed her hand on her hip. 

Rift tried to stay calm with his youngest sister. The teenage attitude was getting worse since she hit sixteen. He explained the last few hours starting at the bookstore.

“Dusk came into her house?” Ivy and Rift moved inside. 

“Yes.” Rift ran his hands over his face. “I’m going to bed. I had a long damn night.” 

“But I need to talk to you about a letter we received today.” Ivy bit her lip. 

“What is going on?” She handed him an official letter with the state seal addressed to him and his brother. Grabbing the pages, he looked it over quickly, debating if it could wait or if it needed his attention now. All he wanted to do was sleep. ‘New Werewolf Laws’ caught his attention, and he reread the second page. 

“When did you get this?” 

“Today.” She held up the envelope with the state seal on it. He looked back down.

“This states Alphas must register their borders of their territory, let officials know when there is a shift in power. Last, if humans start turning up dead because of a werewolf, the alpha has one month to stop the problem before they send Marines in.” He let the words sink in. Rumors had been spread that if Marines were sent to take over a pack, they ended up killing the alphas and most of the betas. Now we have one fucking month to catch Dusk or else the fucking Marines will come and kill us all. It didn’t state what the Marines would actually do, but he knew damn well the last time Marines were called on a pack of wolves most of
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