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Chapter One – The Lord and the Tramp
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His paws made no sound as he dashed from one roof to another. While he was in motion he didn’t have to think or feel. Only the brush of the wind against his fur reminded him of who he was, the alpha of Glasstone, the most feared person in the city, the one who held the future of the millions of people living their ant-like lives below him in the palms of his hands.

What a joke. He stopped right on the edge of a roof, his front paws hanging halfway over it. Below him, the city blinked in shades of white, blue and red, hypnotic and lazy. If he wanted, he could destroy everything. Not one of the souls below suspected that they were a boardroom meeting away from a market crash that would upend their livelihood and turn them into homeless, hungry creatures with nowhere to turn.

Theodore moved away from the edge. Power and money had their advantages. With their help, he had procured items that would give him the necessary edge against his enemy. 

Because the enemy was coming for him. Finally, Theodore thought as he tipped his head back. The moon showed her face from behind a cloud, not yet full, but still bright and unattainable as usual.

He howled, even though it was in vain. No howl came in response as he let it pour out of his soul, again and again. And none would ever come. 

Glasstone wasn’t his home, and its people weren’t his pack. But he would have his revenge. What came after that didn’t matter.

***
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“I’m telling you, I need to deliver this message personally. It’s for him, Theodore Pembroke, I’m telling you. How many times do I have to tell you? It’s a matter of life and death. And yes, I’m telling you.”

Theodore stopped in mid-sentence, and his personal assistant followed his example as he halted the nervous typing of his boss’s orders into his phone. His nostrils flared before his eyes even set on the owner of that whiny voice.

A scent of... cinnamon? As a rule, Theodore disliked sweets and baked goods. His personnel knew his preferences down to a tee, so where was that offensive smell coming from? 

“Mr. Pembroke?” his assistant finally dared to open his mouth.

Theodore put one hand up abruptly. It was rare for his wolf to catch a scent that interested him, and it seemed unlikely that it would be this smell of spiced dough that lured him out of hiding. He moved stealthily, taking in the short young man leaning over the front desk in an effort to make the receptionist acquiesce to his plea. 

The stranger wore an oversized hoodie and baggie jeans, while his scuffed sneakers looked like they needed to be replaced soon. From the back, he appeared to be shapeless, lost inside those clothes that must have been tailored for someone three times bigger.

The offensive smell was coming from him; Theodore couldn’t say he was surprised. It annoyed him how his wolf pulled him toward this strange person, as if bewitched.

“Yes, write it down. A matter of life and death,” the young man continued, while the receptionist threatened to throw him out on his ass if he continued to insist. “Do that, or you’ll get fired. Theo won’t like it when he hears about this.”

Theo? Who the hell did this human think he was?

“It’s all right, Martha,” Theodore told the receptionist. “I’ll take it from here.”

The receptionist froze, only capable of nodding in reply. His personal assistant no longer moved, either, most likely holding his breath. Theodore wanted to curse his wolf for his inexplicable decision to use his intimidation skills when there was barely any need for them.

The young man tipped his head back, offering Theodore the opportunity to stare into a pair of ordinary brown eyes, magnified by a pair of huge prescription glasses. 

“Theo! What’s up?” The tone of his voice was easygoing and cheerful, but Theodore’s wolf picked up right away on the uptick in the heartbeat of his next prey—

Prey? What was he thinking? Theodore had the most ridiculous thought – that he needed to take a step back and get away from this temptation dressed in oversized clothes and drenched in the disgusting smell of cinnamon. 

A soft growl climbed up his throat. Theodore was barely able to stop it. His eyes set on a soft mouth; the bottom lip trembling slightly. All he had to do was to wrap one hand around the human’s fragile neck and sink his fangs into the flesh—

“Like I was saying, it’s a matter of life and death, and I have this message that I need to deliver personally. Here.”  The human held a note up high, something that looked like it had been ripped out of an old notebook by how crumpled it looked.

“You’re coming with me,” Theodore said abruptly and grabbed the human by the back of his hoodie. 

“Hey, hey, don’t kill the messenger, man,” the stranger complained. 

“You said you had to deliver the message personally to me. That is what you will do.” Theodore continued dragging the human toward the elevator, although it looked like the young man was trying to resist. “First, get rid of that pastry in your pocket.”

“What pastry?” the young man protested. 

Theodore stopped abruptly. He faced the human, taking in the delicate shape of his face. For a human, he was unusually pretty. 

“How old are you?” he growled.

“Twenty-two, I just finished college, and I am successfully unemployed,” came the reply. “But hey, I’m not here for a job. I’m allergic to hard work, and I read somewhere that you don’t pay overtime—”

All this blabbering was giving him a headache. He shook the human. “Get rid of that cinnamon bun or roll or whatever it is.”

The stranger shook off Theodore’s hand and began to turn his pockets inside out. “Where on earth do you see any food on me?”

“You have a bag,” Theodore pointed at the thing hanging from the human’s shoulder. “Empty it.”

“Right here, in the hallway? Look.” The young man opened his bag and Theodore peered inside. Sundry items, each one more useless than the next, such as a small jar of glitter, the stub of a movie theater ticket, a tiny toy soldier, and many others, nestled inside the messenger bag. 

However, there was no sign of baked goods whatsoever. Could it be... Theodore leaned closer to take in the human’s scent.

“Hey, let’s not sniff each other’s butts where others can see us,” the human whispered urgently. “Come on, don’t make such a face. I know you’re a wo—”

Small mercies existed, after all. The elevator doors opened, allowing Theodore to throw his charge, quite unceremoniously, inside.
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“Can you open a window?” The human scrunched up his nose and wrinkled his entire face in about a dozen shades of disgust.

Theodore examined the young man at length. By all standards, the stranger’s face should qualify as ordinary, but Theodore’s wolf demanded that he play a little with this field mouse. He never got involved with this sort of small prey. Therefore, his wolf’s interest was highly unusual.

“The climate control is perfect. Who are you?”

The young man extended his arm over the desk to wave the note at Theodore again. 

“Read it,” Theodore ordered.

“Why? Are you illiterate?” the field mouse dared to ask.

“Read it,” Theodore repeated, this time boring his eyes into his unexpected visitor’s. 

“All right, all right, you don’t have to bite my head off. Ahem, let’s see. This is a note from Ryder Asherman, the alpha of Luna’s Sentinels. It says: meet me at the top floor of the highest building at the new construction site north of Eleven Avenue. You are cursed, and you are my fated mate. I must save you.” The young man turned the note over, as if he needed to check to see if there wasn’t something else to read on the back. “That’s all.”

“I see.” Theodore felt a ferocious smile curling his lips. His enemy was coming for him again, as expected. Just in time. He had assembled everything he needed. “When?”

“Around seven-ish?” The human winced as if delivering a simple message was an incredible burden.

Of course. Despite his brazen attitude, his little mouse heart was beating wildly, and Theodore was grateful for the incense burning in the corner of his office, because the smell of this human’s sweat was bewitching. His wolf growled low inside his chest, demanding to sniff the creature at length.

“That’s it, so I have to be on my way. You’ll be there, right? ‘Cause I have to go back with an answer. Be there, or else I’ll post on all social media how you suck at being punctual.”

“Who are you?” Theodore asked sharply. “What is your name?”

“Oh, you finally thought of asking. How nice and considerate of you.” The human clenched his hands together and swooned, blinking a few times prettily.

Theodore licked his front teeth quickly. Were his fangs trying to come out? Whatever black magic this messenger was using on him, like that horrible stench of cinnamon, it had to be quite powerful. Despite his unassuming appearance, this human was far from ordinary.

“Your name.”

“Jack. Jack, um, Snail...Snailstone.”

Theodore’s eyes fell on the paperweight on his desk, depicting a giant tiger land snail, an absurd piece gifted to him by one of the most pretentious and famous artists in Glasstone. 

“You’re not who you say you are.”

“Does it matter?” Jack, if that was his name, exclaimed, throwing his arms in the air. “Look, I delivered the message, you said ‘yes’, and my job here is done.”

To show that he meant every word he said, Jack turned on his heel, making a beeline for the door. Theodore moved without thinking. He slammed the door, closing it abruptly before Jack could make his escape, his arm extended above the messenger’s head. 

The field mouse yelped and began babbling. “How the hell did you move so fast? Oh, right. Okay my name is Jack Sadler I’m a clairvoyant who just found out about it when I read Ryder’s future you hold a sword so you’re a bad guy please don’t kill me.”

“Clairvoyant?” A curtain of red began its slow descent over Theodore’s eyes. “You’re no clairvoyant, human.”

“I totally am,” Jack protested. “Ryder thinks so, and he’s a good guy.”

Theodore slammed his hand against the door again, triggering a bout of ridiculous pleas from the self-proclaimed clairvoyant. “You know I am a wolf,” he said in a low, threatening voice. “I will exterminate my enemy and then, I will come for you.”

“Why?” Jack asked, as if he was genuinely curious and not scared out of his wits.

Theodore felt his pulse quickening. In this position, he was pressing the human against the door, and a part of him he hadn’t thought about in ages was coming to life.

“Because,” he growled, forcing his lower body into submission through sheer willpower, “the light of knowledge is dim in you, and you’re nothing but a fake, just like your last name.”

“Take that back!” The field mouse gasped in outrage.

Theodore felt a surge of power welling up inside himself, as he dominated this puny human. He reveled in it for a moment, although he couldn’t understand why.

“You are dressed like a clown, your bag is empty just like your life, and you are a complete waste of space.”

Surprisingly enough, Jack turned to face him. His brown eyes were ablaze, and he looked like he was ready to commit murder. Theodore stared at his small, clenched fists, imagining for a moment how easy it would be to overpower this rabid rat. 

“You’re nothing but a tramp, so be thankful that I’m letting you live. For now. Whatever magic you’re using to tempt my wolf, it’s not working.”

Jack shook his head, frowning until his eyes turned to slits. “What magic?” He set his chin high in a silly attempt to show he wasn’t scared.

Again, the sight of the upturned nose and full lips filled Theodore’s entire field of vision. A strange sensation curled and unfurled inside his lower belly. He pushed himself away from the door and the strange clairvoyant. This little field mouse needed to go, and fast.

“Leave,” he ordered.

Jack scoffed. “Yeah, okay. I and my empty bag and clown clothes were just going. I hope Ryder tears you to shreds. Bad wolf. Bad.”

Theodore felt his nostrils flaring again. The scent of cinnamon was leaving the room, indeed. And because he was a lowly beast sometimes, his wolf was restless and demanded the human to return.

Of course. His wolf wanted to destroy this human. But his thirst for field mouse blood had to wait.

***
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Jack stopped by the side of the building, clutching his chest tightly. What on earth had just happened? One moment, Theodore freaking Pembroke had him pinned against the door, something definitely poking Jack in the back, which wasn’t some concealed weapon for sure, and the next, he was threatening to kill him.

Wolves were so weird, he decided. Damn, but the mouth of that horribly handsome asshole was really something. Jack pursed his lips. “I’m not a tramp,” he told himself while pulling out his phone. 

And sure as hell, he was going to show Theodore Pembroke that he was a real clairvoyant who actually did see things in his cards, things that were real or were about to become real. 

After sending the message to Danny, he took a moment to draw his breath. He felt the need to complain about that freaking asshole, but Danny and Ryder had a lot on their minds. Ah, he could always call Vince, who, despite his overbearing personality, was still one of the good guys.

He made his decision in the short fragment of time needed for him to call Vince. 

“Hi, my guy,” he said quickly. “I just had a wild idea and please don’t stop me.”

“As if I could,” Vince replied.

“I’m going to the meeting point. I’m going after that fucker Pembroke.”

“What happened?”

Jack felt a cramp in his jaw. “He’s an asshole. I want to strangle him. Not like in killing him or anything. I don’t believe in murder but more like in letting him know he’s a major asshole.”

“What did he do to you?” Vince’s voice came out worried and protective.

Of course, one thing Danny didn’t know about Vince, but Jack knew because of the crazy conversations – that felt a lot like drilling – he’d had with the man, was that Vince was actually a guardian, something Jack still had a hard time wrapping his head around because of the many strange things happening to him and around him.

It all made sense. Danny was destined for Ryder, no matter what the big wolf was saying, and it felt natural that he had a guardian, too, seeing that there were many dark forces at work. 

“Nothing, nothing,” Jack hurried to say, although he did feel a bit like crying tears of fury. A lot of people had made fun of him in his life, but he had always brushed it off. Somehow, with Theodore Pembroke, he couldn’t let it go. 

And it didn’t help that he was so handsome. In that horrible office where that disgusting smell was everywhere, it had even crossed Jack’s mind for a moment, no, a fraction of a moment, to grab Theodore’s nose and pull hard on it, only so he’d make a nasty face that would look awful even in doctored pictures.

“Come on, you can tell me,” Vince insisted. 

“He made fun of me,” Jack blurted out. “He told me my bag is empty, although it’s full of all sorts of useful things.”

Vince snickered, pouring salt on the wound. “That’s a strange insult. And let’s say it like it is, Jack, carrying a single sock around is a bit, eh, quirky even for you.”

“Hey, it’s a good luck charm,” Jack protested. “Like a rabbit’s foot, but no animal had to die.”

“Okay, that’s a fair point. But what about the jar of glitter? Is that another good luck charm?”

While searching for a notebook earlier to write Ryder’s note on, Jack had unloaded his entire bag in front of Vince. Clearly, he was being judged here.

“No, but it’s pretty. Whenever I have a bad day, I take it out and shake it. Then it’s not that bad a day.”

“I understand that. I know what present I should buy for your birthday.”

“But my birthday just came and went,” Jack complained.

“Then it’s going to be a belated gift. Now, for real, Jack, what did Theodore Pembroke do to you?”

Jack hesitated before expressing his weird suspicions. He lowered his voice and covered his mouth as he spoke into his phone. “He like pinned me against the door and I felt something hard poking me in the spine. Like his... you know what.”

“Are you sure you weren’t imagining it because you were stressed?”

Jack peered around the corner, checking for Theodore Pembroke. “I was stressed, but that wasn’t a concealed weapon, I’m telling you.”

“Well, once you pull back your hedgehog spikes, you’re pretty sexy,” Vince commended him playfully.

“Shut up. I’ve never been told that. Before you,” Jack added quickly. “I just think this Theo character is horny like a dog. Also, he’s way too kinky for my taste. I’ve heard of praise-kink, but insult-kink? Forget it.”

“Theo?” Vince teased him. “Let’s not forget he’s a cold-blooded killer.”

“We don’t have any proof of that yet. Although he is obviously bent on killing Ryder. By the way, he’s very hot-blooded.”

“Don’t tell me you had the time to get involved in skin on skin action with him.”

“No, what the hell, Vee?”

“Ah, am I getting an endearing nickname, too?”

“Who else is?” Jack asked, pulling back fast as he noticed Theodore leaving the building to get into his car, a sleek black thing that looked like a nightmare.

“I’ll grab Danny and meet you there. Don’t do anything stupid by yourself.”

“Don’t you worry about that,” Jack whispered into his phone. “I prefer doing stupid things as a group.”
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Chapter Two – The Lone Wolf
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Vince was barely off the phone with Jack, when it started ringing again. What Jack was telling him about Pembroke dumbfounded him. As much as Jack was plenty quirky in his ways, he didn’t seem to be someone in the habit of being a liar. He’d have to mull over all this new information later.

His best friend – and unknowing protégé – was calling, and Vince knew why he was doing that.

“Are we really letting Ryder do this by himself?” Danny asked directly.

Vince let out a chuckle. “Glad you called. I was on pins and needles.”

“Are we?” Danny demanded.

“No way in hell. Once an asshole, always an asshole. And Theodore Pembroke is the biggest asshole in the known universe.” Jack’s characterization of the man was growing on him. Theodore Pembroke – asshole. Yep, it sounded just about right.

“Then what are we going to do? And where’s Jack now?” Danny asked in an anxious voice. 

“On his way to the meeting point,” Vince replied promptly.

“Jack is Ryder’s friend. How does he feel about all this?”

“He wants to bite Pembroke’s head off. Somehow, it’s gotten really personal for him. I don’t know the details, but rest assured I’m going to make him spill everything sooner or later.” The prospect of pushing Jack into a corner and playing with him sounded like a lot of fun as he had begun to realize.

“Vince, be nice to Jack,” Danny scolded him.

Vince groaned. “Okay, I’ll try. But tell him to be nice to me, too. He’s like a hedgehog, all sharp spines when you try to get too close.” Although that was part of Jack’s appeal if he thought about it.

“I believe this is a story I want to hear more about, but all in due time. Where are we meeting?”

“I’ll pick you up. Let’s do this.”

Vince pondered for a few seconds before grabbing his car keys. The situation’s potential for becoming dangerous was growing by the second. Was this the moment when his purpose would become clear? There had been times in his life when he’d thought his mom and dad were a bit loopy for believing the words of an old man who had once paid them a visit in the middle of the night.

Ryder’s sudden appearance in Danny’s life had confirmed his purpose. And now, his abilities as a guardian would be put to the test. 

Vince threw his car keys in the air and caught them easily. He could only hope that he was prepared for it.

***
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The wind made the tails of his coat flutter as he stood on the edge, looking down. He didn’t have to turn and listen closely to know that his enemy was coming. What disgusted Theodore the most was that his opponent cared so much about tricking him into believing a made-up story about a bond. Why would an alpha like Ryder Asherman want to mate with him before striking the final blow? Was it to add humiliation to the misery Theodore had experienced for so many years now?

For that reason alone, Theodore would use everything he had to destroy Ryder Asherman. He might be the last of his kind, but he wouldn’t go down without a fight. Who knew? A smile quirked his lips fleetingly. Destroying an alpha could lead to the destruction of a pack if there was no one else to assume leadership. 

Stealing a pack from another alpha. Theodore squared his shoulders. Had his heart grown lonely to the point of shrinking into a speck of dust to have such strange thoughts? He shook his head. Hope had never been an option for him.

He moved stealthily away as the sound of his enemy’s footsteps drew closer. Even if he could only sustain this skill for very short periods of time, mere moments, by moving quickly he was as good as invisible to others. 

He enjoyed seeing the look of confusion on Asherman’s face and let the moments pass to bask in that feeling.

“What is the alpha of Luna’s Sentinels of Pinemoor doing in the city his kind abhors so much?” Theodore asked, while caressing the objects in his pockets slowly. His fingers itched to turn into claws and bury themselves deep into this wolf’s hide, tearing skin, gristle and muscle. 

He had to keep his anger in check. Soon, he’d experience the sweet taste of victory. Even if that sweetness wouldn’t last.

“Looking for you,” Asherman replied, moving slowly and cautiously.

Theodore knew, by instinct and observation, that underestimating his opponent wouldn’t be wise. Asherman moved obliquely, covering his back and keeping his eyes on Theodore. This wasn’t a young pup that could be easily rattled and dominated. 

Ryder Asherman was a handsome, strong wolf. A wolf with a pack, not a lone wolf like Theodore. If only for the happiness of belonging he was able to experience while Theodore was suffering so much, he had to pay.

“Why?” Theodore smiled, but he knew his eyes had to be cold.

“You are my mate,” Asherman replied. He frowned as he said those words.

This wolf didn’t even believe his own lies. Luna’s Sentinels were bound to honesty, yet their alpha was trying to trick Theodore into believing this ridiculous story.

“Your mate,” Theodore repeated slowly. “I thought your kind was honest to a fault. Yet, your mouth spews only lies.”

“It is fate,” Asherman insisted, although his body language said otherwise. “I must mate and bond with you before the next full moon.”

“And why is that?” Theodore asked. His teeth tingled, his fangs itching for action.

The look on Asherman’s face was conflicted. “Because if it doesn’t happen, my pack will meet its end. The dark prophecy will engulf Pinemoor and everyone in it.”

Theodore schooled his face to prevent revealing the sudden bout of sympathy threatening to engulf his whole chest. An alpha losing his pack wasn’t his problem. Even if he did know what it felt like. For a moment, he understood Asherman’s pain, but he pushed it away.

“It sounds like you should advise your people to move somewhere else then,” Theodore said, using every trick in the book to control himself. 

“You are an alpha. You know the strength of a prophecy.” Asherman looked Theodore straight in the eyes. 

He knew. Of course, he knew. A prophecy had led to the destruction of his pack. And now, another would fall from a prophecy again. 

No, this was the enemy. Ryder Asherman was here to destroy him under the guise of wanting to bond with him.

“Well, it sounds like a personal problem then.” His voice was hollow. A lone wolf shouldn’t care for the fate of another pack.

“Don’t you feel the same way about your own pack?” Asherman continued to study him with the same honest eyes that threatened to unravel something hidden deep within Theodore’s heart.

His pack!? 

Theodore felt a growl of pain growing inside him, threatening to claw its way out of his throat. But he hadn’t been the ruler of this city of glass and stone for years to allow his feelings to get the better of him now.

“My pack,” Theodore said slowly, “has been gone from the face of the Earth for decades now.”

The look of utter surprise on his opponent’s face made Theodore pause for a moment.

“You’re powerful. This city belongs to you. How—”

Asherman’s confusion appeared genuine. But Theodore couldn’t trust this alpha. After all, he had lied to him about them being fated mates. Why wouldn’t he lie now, as well, while pretending he didn’t know about the fate that had befallen Theodore’s pack many years ago?

“We’re here to talk about you, not me,” Theodore said cuttingly. “Who told you I was your fated mate?”

“A clairvoyant,” Ryder replied.

Clairvoyant. The field mouse appeared before Theodore’s eyes like a vision. What sort of trickery was this? His anger increased tenfold. 

“That little weasel who delivered your message? I could see that the light of knowledge is weak in him. I told him as much, and he turned feral. Since I wanted him to deliver my response, I spared his life. But once I’m finished with you, I will hunt him down. Clairvoyants without a gift are troublemakers, nothing more.”

Yes, he had to focus on his anger, not on his pain. The promise he had made himself to spill that field mouse’s blood reminded him that he was here to destroy this alpha, to eliminate yet another threat to his being.

“No, not him,” Asherman replied.

Not the field mouse? Who else, then? Theodore felt his fingers trembling; it took so much effort to control himself. 

“Who, then?”

“Cassandra. She lives in Pinemoor.”

Theodore felt a cold smile settling over the doubt that had been roiling in his gut since the start of this confrontation. This alpha had to be dim-witted to tip his hand like this. But it didn’t matter. It all made sense now.

“Cassandra,” he said. “I know the name. So, she must have sent you to finish the job.”

Asherman’s confusion appeared to deepen. “What do you mean?”

This alpha would die here, Theodore thought, as his fingers curled over the object in his pocket. Although he had been waiting for this moment, he felt no satisfaction, only cold anger. But he would do what had to be done. His enemy would suffer a great defeat here today.

“I have a personal beef with clairvoyants,” he said in a calm unnatural voice. “I know, I haven’t mentioned it before. But now, it’s evident why she sent you here. Catch!”

***
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“When are you going to tell him?” 

Vince squeezed Jack tightly. The hedgehog was safely tucked under his arm. 

“I need to find the right time for it,” he explained in a low whisper. 

Danny was walking in front of them, hurrying without realizing it. Although he’d never been one to indulge in physical exercise, the worry experienced on Ryder’s account made him so fast that Vince had to admit he was having a hard time keeping up with him. Since he had Jack and his short stride to worry about, he couldn’t start running after Danny.

“He needs to know,” Jack insisted.

“Shut up,” Vince murmured under his breath. “If this fight between Ryder and Pembroke goes badly, I’ll have to protect Danny with my life. I think he’s just going to have to see it with his own eyes.”

“And then you won’t have to explain it. Vee, do you have trouble with words and stuff?”

“No, what the hell?” Vince protested. “It’s just... well, we’ve been best friends all our lives. I don’t want him to hate me for lying to him for so long.”

“It’s only a little white lie, one of omission,” Jack tried to encourage him. 

“I bought that crystal ball for you. Shouldn’t that make you shut up until I find the proper moment to tell Danny?”

“Yeah, I know, you mad lad. Although rock crystal is expensive. Like crazy expensive.”

Vince let out an exasperated sigh. “It’s just regular glass. It wasn’t that expensive.”

“Cheapskate,” Jack mumbled. Then, at the exact next moment, he pushed himself closer to Vince, right into his ribs. “I’m kidding. Thank you for the gift. I do see some really weird things in there. Although they might be completely useless.”

“You can add them to the list of your other useless stuff,” Vince suggested. He was looking around for signs of either Ryder or Pembroke. Soon, he’d have the opportunity to put his training to the test. Would he be enough to protect someone as important as Danny?

He would have to be, he decided. There was no point in doubting himself, even if he was about to face a wolfshifter with murder on his mind.

“Oh fuck,” Jack said and stopped. “It’s that crap. That shitty—”
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Things were going from bad to worse. First the stinky incense had fallen from the sky, then that strange weapon that had managed to hurt Ryder at the store. Now Jack needed to prepare himself for the worst, and he knew for a fact that he wasn’t ready. 

He stole a look at Danny. The poor guy looked so pale Jack wished he could offer him a glass of wine or anything that would bring a more natural color back to his cheeks. Damn, he was getting nervous. Like really, really nervous now, when he had been just plain nervous before.

“You know,” Jack blabbered, “first that piece of crap fell, and then that weapon fell too, and in all the stories, things come in threes, right? I wonder what the third thing will be.”

No, he didn’t wonder. He was afraid that he knew—

“No!” Danny’s desperate shout made his heart sink.

“Vee, that’s—” Jack began, instinctively catching Vince’s hand.

“I know.” Vince looked up.

“What’s that look on your face? I don’t like it. Ryder is there—is he dead? Don’t tell me he’s dead—hey, where are you going?”

“I have to protect Danny, and I can’t do that if I stand here crying,” Vince said matter-of-factly. “I’m going after that son of a bitch.”

Jack threw a desperate look in Danny’s direction. The guy was bent over Ryder’s unmoving body, crying and sobbing. 

“You know, calling Theodore a son of a bitch might not be far from the truth—” he started. When he turned, Vince was already climbing the first flight of stairs. “Wait for me,” he whispered, throwing one last look at Danny. 

Vince moved really fast, but Jack had the advantage of being light on his feet and also energized by the idea that he might get a chance to strangle Theodore, or at least live vicariously through Vince doing the actual strangling. 

“Stay behind, Jack,” Vince warned him. 

“No, no way, you need me. You’re going alone against a wolf. A mean one. Did he kill Ryder, Vee? You think he’s dead?”

“I don’t know,” Vince replied. “Ah, damn it, why are there so many stairs here?”

“You got that right,” Jack agreed. His bellicose energy was starting to wear thin in the face of current challenges. “But wolfshifters are like powerful, right? They can heal and stuff.”

“Yes, they might. But Ryder just went against an alpha, one who, as you said, doesn’t fight fair.”

“Right. Wait, are we there yet?”

Vince stopped abruptly. “He’s gone,” he said. “I don’t see him anywhere.”

Jack knew that it was impossible to hide anywhere in that empty building with no interior walls, but he paced around the top floor, looking left and right.

“Let’s go back down,” Vince said. “Come on, Jack. Danny might be in danger now.”

“Coming,” Jack said and hurried after Vince. 

That damn Theodore. Why did he have to be such an asshole?
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Vince felt Danny’s eyes on him, filled with distrust and hurt. His mom and dad had warned him that being a guardian meant that he would feel deeply for his charge, in a way other people would feel only for family or a friend for life. And now, Danny’s disappointment made him ache all over. That was one thing he couldn’t explain to Jack. 

At least Ryder was alive for now. He had fallen from the top floor, but his wolf was healing him. Not the same could be said for the deep gash in his shoulder. Theodore had bitten him with the intention of terminating him. It was, indeed, a miracle that Ryder was still walking. 

He had no time to analyze his own feelings on the matter. Theodore had disappeared, most likely believing that his bite would finish the job of killing Ryder. Or he could be concealed somewhere nearby. He looked around, avoiding Danny’s reproachful, dumbfounded stare. 

“Danny’s about to call an ambulance,” Jack hissed at him, grabbing his arm. “Stop him, Vee, please.”

Vince felt his hands flexing. Grabbing the phone from Danny, a very distrustful Danny, under these circumstances, would only make things worse between them. 

It looked like he wasn’t going to have to. Danny froze and let the phone drop from his hands.

“W-wolf,” he whispered, making Vince turn abruptly.

With stark clarity, Vince knew exactly what he had to do. His hand flew to his pocket, where he’d stashed the weapon that had fallen from the sky earlier, as if of its own accord.

“Did you tell me this thing can kill a wolfshifter, according to your crystal ball?” he asked Jack while lifting the boomerang-like weapon above his head.

“Vince, any moment now,” Jack warned in a squeaky voice from where he was hiding behind him. 

“I need to make sure I don’t miss,” Vince said through clenched teeth. It all boiled down to his having perfect aim now.

Clutching his wounded shoulder, Ryder moved in front of them. “It is me he wants. I’ll keep him occupied. So run. Now.”

“Stop with the bullshit, man, and get out of the way,” Vince warned him. “Danny, move Ryder. He’s trying to die a hero, and this isn’t that kind of movie.”

Danny obeyed, whispering soothing words to the alpha. Vince’s vision narrowed to a tunnel. The white wolf was preparing to attack. There was no doubt in his mind that wolf was Theodore Pembroke.

Ryder was barely out of the way, when the white wolf growled and broke into a run.

“Take this, motherfucker,” Vince grunted, putting his all into throwing the weapon at Theodore. 

He got him. The weapon hit the white wolf right in the head, making him wobble and fall. 

“Okay, let’s go,” Vince ordered. “Everyone, to my car, now!”

“Do you think it killed him?” Danny asked.

“Do you want to go check?” Vince asked impatiently. “Let’s go, now.”
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“Will Ryder and Danny be okay by themselves?” Jack asked, rushing after Vince.

“They wouldn’t be by themselves if you had chosen to stay behind. Why are you following me again?” 

“Don’t be a silly guardian. Even guardians need guardians,” Jack protested. 

He didn’t want to admit it, but he felt safe when he was this close to Vince. All his life, he’d struggled to get through life on his own, so this sort of sensation was annoying and terrible at the same time. But he couldn’t help himself. His cards and crystal ball said that Ryder was safe with Danny. The balance was fragile, but it existed.

And that flimsy conclusion was enough to make him follow Vince, who wanted to get to the bottom of things by finding the shop assistant who had used that weapon first against Ryder.

“You wouldn’t even recognize that guy if I wasn’t with you,” Jack said quickly.

“Your description was quite detailed,” Vince said. “Fine, tag along if you must.”

“So,” Jack said, quickly grabbing Vince’s arm, “if any wolves appear, you’ll protect me, right?”

“I thought I was a silly guardian,” Vince teased him. “And that I needed you, not the other way around.”

“Well, it’s a reciprocal thing. You have my back, and I have yours. Although yours is bigger. Much bigger. What are you eating to get this big?”

“You know what. You’ve lived with me for the last few days.”

“Right.” Jack scrunched up his nose. “I hate kale, by the way. And did you see that wolf? It was humongous!”

“Yes,” Vince said grimly. “Theodore Pembroke is a dangerous alpha.”

Jack pondered over his next question as they climbed in Vince’s car. “Do you think his thing is as big as the rest of him?”

Vince smirked. “You should know. Didn’t you feel his thing poking you when you were in his office?”
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Chapter Three – Cards Don’t Lie
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Theodore gritted his teeth as he climbed the face of the building where his enemy was hiding. For a long time, he had trained to resist all the trickery used by foes of wolves and he had thought to have developed a strong resistance. Yet, that human had hit him in the head with the alpha-killing weapon, and he had fallen to the ground like a log. 

His assistant had found him after calling exasperatedly to let him know that his schedule had changed but he could not reach him. In the end, his assistant had used an app to discover his location and acted immediately when he realized his boss was at a construction site that had yet to be completed. It had been Theodore’s bad luck to have to change back into his human before the young man had found him. Because of that, he had lost precious time by being admitted to the hospital and kept there while he was still unconscious. 

Whoever those humans were, they would meet their end, along with Ryder Asherman. What sort of wolf mingled in such a forbidden way with humans? That was just one other thing to add to the list of terrible things the alpha of the Luna’s Sentinels was guilty of. Theodore had been forced to live in this city and among its inhabitants, but what was Asherman’s excuse?

It had to be the same sort of black magic Cassandra had used to contribute to the destruction of his own pack, a long time ago. Theodore knew her name, but she hadn’t been the only one behind the terrible fate of his packmates, his family. Asherman must have mentioned her without realizing that he would only confirm Theodore’s suspicions. That alpha could be simply dim-witted and nothing but a tool in Cassandra’s hands. 

It didn’t matter. Whether he understood the error of his ways or not, he would be dead by midnight. Theodore licked his muzzle, his throat dry with a thirst he couldn’t quench. He needed to drink his enemy’s blood. That was the only thing that would satisfy him.
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His victory was near. This time, it would be for good. No magic in the world could protect Asherman from his fate. It was just too bad that the alpha of the Luna’s Sentinels seemed to be quite adept at fighting. Under other circumstances, he might have been an honorable opponent.

But honor was a word Theodore cared nothing about. Now he had the other alpha underneath his paws, even if his eyes were defiant and his mouth continued to assert what he believed to be his own truths, Theodore knew there could only be one outcome. 

He needed to destroy Ryder Asherman. And then, his thirst would guide him to destroy the humans who stayed by this alpha’s side – the one the alpha seemed to favor, the one with the strong arm who had managed to injure him earlier, and of course, the field mouse. Spilling their blood would bring little solace to his wounded heart, but there was no other way.

They had to die.

“You’re all bark and no bite, mutt,” the other alpha threw the well-aimed insult at him.

Theodore saw a veil of crimson lowering over his eyes. “Are you looking forward to dying, alpha? Die like a dog then.”

He opened his muzzle wide, ready to tear through the other alpha’s throat.

It all happened so fast, he didn’t have time to think. A sharp pain shot through his head, from the back to the front, snapping his muzzle shut, before darkness swallowed him whole.
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“How are we going to proceed?” Jack was anxiously bouncing up and down by his side.

Vince looked through the large windows of the store at the man who was pedantically brushing off the invisible dust from the exhibits as if he were employed by a museum to preserve and protect precious artifacts, not at a store selling scents.

“You will have to trust me on this one,” he said.

“I always trust you,” Jack insisted. “By the way, nice job back there spilling the beans to Danny. ‘This guy’s a wolfshifter, this guy’s a clairvoyant’—didn’t you forget something important? Something, like ‘I’m a guardian, basically your guardian, and I’ve always known it’?”

“Shut up, hedgehog,” Vince murmured while planning his next move. “I’ll tell him when I’m ready. Don’t you think Danny has been shocked enough as it is?”

“He has, which makes it the ideal time to come clean. If you tell him what you are now, he won’t even blink. What’s another shock now? Nothing.”

“Danny needs allies he can rely on, not people he might doubt. Let’s not muddy the waters even more. Hey, are you cold? Why are you jumping up and down like that?”

Jack pushed his hands into the large pockets of his hoodie. “I’m nervous, can’t you tell? What are we going to do to this guy? Give him the chair?”

Vince grunted in disbelief. “I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that.”

“Because it’s stupid?” Jack asked, challenging him as he was likely to do, according to the little Vince knew of the guy so far.

“No, because I can’t see any chair inside.”

“Right,” Jack said. “Hey, are you just going in?”

“It’s closing time. Can you park the car right in front?” Vince handed Jack the keys without looking at him, his eyes trained on the man inside. He needed to be fast, but his abilities were still only that of a human with good training. No evidence had been given to him yet to cause him to believe otherwise.

“Am I the getaway driver?” Jack asked.

“Yes,” Vince confirmed.

“Cool, I’ve always wanted to be that.”

“So happy to turn your dreams into reality.”

“Oh, Vee, you have no idea.”

Jack scurried away, while Vince moved. If he did this right, everything would be over in less than a minute.
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Okay, okay, so the situation was really, but really, crazy right now. They had just learned from that shop’s employee – whom he and Vince had worked hard to catch – that Theodore had been using that disgusting incense and that terrible weapon to train for something. Now, Theodore himself was on floor, hogtied, and the cards... well, the cards were pretty damn crazy, too, right now.

Jack scratched his head as he tried to make sense of what they were telling him. At any point, he could remind these people that he was actually very new to this whole clairvoyant thing, which most likely meant that he might not guess right all the time.

Only there was no guessing involved. The cards didn’t lie. Each time Jack shuffled them, they fell the same way. And Theodore appeared in there as being instrumental to the destruction of that Cassandra b-lady every time. What an asshole clairvoyant, that one – bent on destroying packs and alphas and whatnot. If that was what clairvoyants were all about, Jack didn’t want to have anything to do with other practitioners of the profession. He’d skip every conference they organized and all that; unless there was an open buffet involved. Then, he might just reconsider and do some networking.

“Cassandra truly destroyed his pack,” Jack said with finality. It was actually a sad story, and Jack did feel pity for the lonesome wolf. Then he had to remind himself that Theodore was a bad guy who had just tried to kill Ryder. “It isn’t you who must destroy Cassandra, Ryder. Theodore needs to do that. The thing is, how the hell are we going to make him cooperate? He’s a bloodthirsty animal and tried to kill us. I don’t think he’s going to be in a very good mood when he wakes up.”

“Who are you calling a bloodthirsty animal, human?”

Oh, the bloodthirsty animal was awake.

“Um, that would be you,” Jack replied promptly. “Prove me wrong.”
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So, the lonesome alpha was a pain to convince of anything, but Jack believed that his own reputation as a clairvoyant was being put to the test by this unbeliever. According to his cards, Theodore Pembroke – whose pack had been destroyed by Cassandra – had to be the one to defeat her, and yes, on the lands belonging to the Luna’s Sentinels, Ryder’s pack. It was all a very convoluted story, but in the short span of time since he had learned about his gift, Jack had come to resign himself to the idea that he did have the ability to shuffle cards, have them fall a certain way, and then read them. So far, he had been right on the money. Ryder was finally coming to terms that Danny was his mate, and this story could very well have a happy ending.

If only Theodore Pembroke wasn’t being his usual annoying self and would cooperate for the sake of the greater good.

There was one single way to convince the stubborn alpha, which was to use the skill he had recently discovered. 

“Do you want me to tell your future, Theo?”

It was so totally worth it to see the tied-up Theodore Pembroke sputter in shock and annoyance over hearing himself called that. 

“Theo?” Theodore made some really cute choking sounds. Jack needed to write down somewhere: a wolf was at his cutest when tied-up and annoyed to high heaven. “Who do you think you are, clairvoyant?”

“I think I’m the guy who’s going to tell you that the only way for you to get out of here is to play nice and join us in our witch hunt. Ugh, that came out wrong. Anyway, I’m sure the cards will tell me that you must kill Cassandra, and since you seem like the type who enjoys this whole mumbo-jumbo thing, I’ll have to lay down the cards for you.”

Although he could just go ahead and do it, Jack wanted to have Theodore’s agreement over having his future told. Maybe it was all related to a code of honor for clairvoyants. One that b-lady Cassandra obviously wasn’t abiding by.

Under Vince’s pressure, Theodore caved in. “Do what you want,” he spat at Jack.

“Yes, win,” Jack said with a smile and shuffled his cards.

The cards felt warm in his hands. Jack frowned for a moment and stared at the other guys in the room, who were caught up in their own things, Danny and Ryder making goo-goo eyes at each other, Vince making sure Theodore remained down, and Theodore struggling from time to time like a trapped animal.

Hmm, maybe it was because he had held the cards close to his chest during these adventures of theirs. 

He dropped the first card. Okay, so that was Theodore for sure. The handsome lone wolf, without a pack—

No, he wasn’t exactly without a pack. Jack leaned forward. The sun and the moon peeked over the wolfshifter’s shoulders. He still had his sword, but not because he was a bad guy – this time around – but because he needed it to sever—

To sever what? Jack began to place the cards in front of him, one by one. It was pretty strange. It was as if a fog was descending over the cards, making them difficult to interpret. One thing was sure: Theodore needed allies in his apparent quest to determine the location of his pack. No, not his pack. Those were lands. That was a landscape, all wintry and cold, it seemed. There was also a cliff in there, and a path—

Jack shook his head. He needed to get better at reading cards. Okay, so he needed to focus on the stuff he did understand, such as—

“Oh,” he mumbled. 

No one heard him.

A guardian appeared in Theodore’s future. And there was only one guardian Jack knew. He held a shield in the cards, but he didn’t really need one in real life. Jack stole a glance at Vince. Could it be that Vince wasn’t a guardian meant only for Danny?

Moving on. Jack stopped as his hand hovered over the next card. What was a crystal ball doing in there? Crystal balls should be separated from card-reading. Wasn’t that like a hard pass in the world of clairvoyants?

He could say later that he had a foreboding feeling before placing the last card down, but for now he was none the wiser. 

“Oh,” he repeated, only to himself.

The man with the sword was tangled in a hard embrace with the guardian with his shield and the little guy with the crystal ball. And that had to be such a load of bull. No, no, Jack decided and tugged at his hoodie, unzipping it completely. He felt way too hot, and for reasons unknown, he was thinking of how Theo had pinned him against the door, rubbing his hard cloth-covered dick against him.

“Do I need to remind you that we are pressed for time, Jack?” Ryder warned him with a low growl.

“No, no, it’s just that the cards can be a bit silly at times. Anyways,” Jack said, clapping his hands, “it’s all here. Theo, pay attention.”

“Stop calling me Theo. It’s Mr. Pembroke to you,” Theo said in a threatening voice. 

“I’m not polite like Danny,” Jack shot back. “Someone like you, who owns the entire city, needs to be brought down a peg or two.”

Theodore’s nostrils flared. “And you think you’re the one to do that, puny clairvoyant?”

“Obviously,” Jack replied brightly. “Anyway, on a need-to-know basis, you’ll be glad to learn that the cards say you can rebuild your pack.”

Yep, that was hope, right there. Jack couldn’t help feeling a pang of sympathy upon seeing Theodore’s eyes light up for a moment.

“Lies,” the lonesome alpha spat.

Jack shrugged. “The cards don’t lie, just like the hips. Gosh, you’re such a hardass. Can’t you even take a joke? Anyways, what you must do is come with us to Pinemoor.”

“An alpha doesn’t walk into another alpha’s territory without getting ready for war,” Theodore said in a somber voice.

“No war,” Jack said. “Ryder, a bit of help here, please?” 

“I accept your presence at Pinemoor,” Ryder declared solemnly. “The Luna’s Sentinels welcome you, alpha.”

Jack sighed in relief. “Great, now that’s out of the way, let’s synchronize our watches. Pinemoor, here we come?”

“Why the question mark?” Danny asked.

“Um, maybe because I don’t know what airline will take us there?” Jack expressed his doubts directly.

“How did you get here, Ryder?” Danny asked. “Is it very far?”

“It is far,” Ryder confirmed. “An alpha can rush through forests and rivers, cutting a clear path for himself. But that isn’t possible, given our current circumstances.”

“You must go with Theodore then,” Danny said. “The rest of us can wait here. Unless you need Jack with you, of course.”

“I will not leave this place without you,” Ryder said fiercely.

Jack and Vince were both following the exchange between the two fated mates with growing interest.

“Are you people forgetting who I am?” Theodore hissed, drawing attention to his person again. “Release me, and we will take one of my aircraft.”

“Of course, he has aircraft,” Jack said, opening his arms wide. “Don’t tell me you even know how to fly such things.”

“Of course, I do know how to fly such things,” Theodore shot back.

Yes, of course. He was a handsome alpha who owned a city and knew how to fly aircraft. Jack was starting to wonder if he wasn’t trapped in a strange romance novel featuring an absurdly attractive male lead who could do it all and had it all and—and most likely had a big thing in his pants, too.

What was he thinking? He had never thought of other guys’ ‘things’ before discovering he was a clairvoyant. Did clairvoyants usually swing that way? Jack needed to conduct more research on the matter. After all, Vince’s playful banter and teasing also made him hot all over and especially in places that had no business heating up out of the blue.

Ryder pulled Theodore up and cut all the ties restraining him. “Take us to your aircraft. We must not postpone this one moment more. Cassandra is very likely expecting us since she can foretell the future.”

“Unless she’s busy doing something else,” Jack intervened. “It’s not like she’s playing with her crystal ball all the time, right? Or with her cards?”

“That is the only thing I have ever seen her doing,” Ryder replied.

“Goddammit,” Jack cursed under his breath. “I so hate overachievers. Ryder, tell me again how good I am at this clairvoyant thing.”

“We don’t have time for your whining,” Theodore warned, cutting Jack’s words short. 

“You are very good at being a clairvoyant, Jack,” Danny said, gripping Jack’s shoulder to offer him reassurance.

Theodore made Jack and Danny yelp by moving to their side. “You will answer for your deeds, clairvoyant. And you will disclose the secret you hold close to your chest.”

“I’m not hiding anything,” Jack protested. 

How could Theo tell he was hiding something? Was it because he had the nose of a wolf? He wasn’t a dog, though. Who had better lie-sniffing capabilities, wolves or dogs?

As soon as Theodore moved away, Danny caught Jack’s hand and whispered in his ear, “What you’re hiding is nothing bad, I hope, Jack. Is it?”

“No, just weird as fuck,” Jack replied. “Wait until Vince hears it.”

“What is it?” Danny insisted.

Jack waved him off. “I can’t tell you right now. And the cards can change at any moment. I’ve seen it happen before, when Ryder was supposed to die by trying to mate with Theodore. There’s no sign of that now. That Cassandra witch is our main problem. What comes after we deal with her, well, we’ll see.”

Yep, that was a good idea. Sweep it all under the rug, until it turns into a huge little pile of... something. But, before that, he needed to share some of this crazy stuff with Vince. 

Because, well, Vince, was really good at being a guardian. He had never failed so far. So maybe the cards were just silly, and Vince actually had to guard Jack’s tiny asshole from having to meet Theo’s humongous ‘thing’. That was what mating was all about right?

Ass-fucking. Something Jack knew nothing about.
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Chapter Four – Assholes Aren’t Supposed to Be Yummy
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Was that the aircraft that would take them to Pinemoor? Jack had a mind to slap his forehead and become an internet meme, because there was no way their arrival at the lands of Ryder’s pack would go unnoticed. Weren’t they supposed to be stealthy or something? Ha! Not even the mighty Theodore Pembroke had a stealth plane. Served him right, the asshole. He needed to feel how it was to not have things, even if the thing he didn’t have was a multi-million gazillion dollar toy.

Jack followed Theodore with his eyes, as the asshole billionaire strode with confidence toward his plane. No one would guess that the guy had just been in a fight for his life only a few hours earlier. It had to be nice to be a wolfshifter. All that awesome self-healing – yummy.

Yummy, Jack’s mind repeated as he stared at Theodore’s broad back and trim waist. Since he was now only wearing a cashmere sweater and dress pants, Theo was showing off his body like he was about to start undressing like a stripper. He also had a good ass on him. 

Since when was Jack staring at sexy man asses?

He needed to look elsewhere. His eyes fell on the huge Pembroke Industries logo painted on the side of the aircraft. 

“Are you kidding me?” Jack moaned loudly.

“What’s the problem?” Theodore hissed, turning to face him.

Their eyes met for a moment, making Jack gulp. The wolf’s eyes were burning an intense blue. Jack stole a glance around, but the others didn’t seem to notice. 

“You’re practically advertising that we’re coming,” Jack said, pointing out the obvious. 

“Cassandra will know we are coming anyway,” Ryder said. “She has her cards and crystal ball.”

“Yeah, I know, but still,” Jack commented. “This guy’s such a showoff. I can’t believe we have to kiss him.”

“What?” Danny asked.

Oops. What the heck was wrong with his mouth? Why did he let that tidbit slip out? The cards were obviously saying that even more would be involved, and kissing had to be a gateway-drug to ass-fucking—

“Don’t ask,” Jack replied to Danny’s startled question, waving one arm quickly. “Let’s get to Pinemoor and be ready to smack some sense into some witches.”

“Is there more than one?” Danny asked, looking frightened.

“Supposedly not. But I refuse to think that she’s working alone,” Jack said. At least, at this point, the cards pointed to the existence of only one witch. Hopefully, there weren’t more than one. That would make things terribly, but terribly complicated.

“What was that all about just now?” Vince whispered, catching him from behind in a quick hug. “What is this about having to kiss Theodore?”

“It’s freaking weird,” Jack complained, also keeping his voice low. “You and I, Vee, we will have to deal with that sexy asshole who’s about to fly us to Pinemoor.”

“Deal how?” Vince asked. “We’re going to help him get his pack back, right?”

“Yeah,” Jack said, letting out a long sigh. “Only we might have to, you know, bend the knee.”

“Bend the knee? What’s that supposed to mean?”

They couldn’t dally. Everyone else was already inside the plane. Jack leaned against Vince’s large chest, enjoying the warmth seeping into him through his hoodie, despite both of them being completely dressed. 

“The cards aren’t showing me the full X-rated picture, but you and I will have to become Theo’s bit—I mean, mates. Yeah, mates. Which may likely include some serious mounting. I mean, I don’t know about you, but I’m sure to be the guy to take it, right?”

“Are you two coming already?” Theodore asked, sounding annoyed as heck.

Jack almost bit his tongue off. The wolfshifter was standing in the aircraft door, looking down at them. Yummy was again the only word coming to his mind. A rebellious strand of blond hair had escaped the perfect thousand-dollar haircut and curled against his forehead. His thick eyebrows were knitted in a frown, and his lips looked like they’d be really sweet when kissed. 

Yummy, even. 

No, no, Theodore Pembroke was an asshole, and assholes weren’t supposed to be yummy.

“You’ll have to tell me more later,” Vince whispered in Jack’s ear. “I don’t think the mounting stuff applies to me. Because your very own Theodore Pembroke looks at me like he’s about to bite my head off.”

He was. Jack had to agree, because Theo’s eyes weren’t burning blue anymore, but they sure as hell looked murderous while taking in Vince. 

Oh, no. This wasn’t good. Why couldn’t those cards be a little more explicit? Just a little? Because Jack had no idea what he would do if he was ever required to intervene between an angry wolf and a strong—

He took a good look at Vince. The guardian didn’t seem impressed as he engaged in a staring contest with the wolfshifter. 

Vince was a bear, Jack decided. Who would win between a wolf and a bear? Stay tuned for our next thrilling wildlife documentary.

***
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A storm was brewing, and it didn’t have only to do with what fate had prepared for him at Pinemoor. Theodore had no doubt left in his mind; he would kill Cassandra, bathe in her foul blood and have his revenge. There was no after to worry about. It didn’t matter, as long as he succeeded in making that horrible clairvoyant die for what she had done to his pack. 

To push away any other stray thoughts that had nothing to do with getting his revenge, he focused on flying the aircraft. His wolf was turning into a barbaric beast now that they were close to obtaining his heart’s darkest and deepest desire.

That had to be the only explanation for his wolf’s reaction at the sight of the two humans. The clairvoyant and the other – the strong one who had committed the sin of injuring him with the alpha-killing weapon.

What his wolf was whining for made no sense. In a fraction of a second, Theodore had envisioned an impossible scene. It involved him mounting the clairvoyant’s puny body with abandon, and not with the intention of destroying him. As for the other human, he had almost felt, physically felt, those strong arms wrapping around him from behind, while firm lips brushed his ear, encouraging him to—

He set his jaw hard. His wolf needed to remain dormant until Theodore needed him. Under the influence of those lustful thoughts, he was beginning to lose control of his own body. 

Those were impossible thoughts. Revenge was the only thing that mattered. The Luna’s Sentinels didn’t matter to him, and since their alpha was sitting by his side, he needed to say a few things to him.

“I will kill her,” Theodore announced out loud. “But afterward, I want nothing to do with your pack, your mate, or you.”

“As you wish,” Asherman replied. “A wolf without a pack—”

“There’s no need for you to remind me of my fate.”

There really wasn’t. As a wolf – an alpha nonetheless – without a pack, he was destined to lead a lonely, miserable life until the end of his days. 

“You are welcome to join
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