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Prologue

Chapter 1

Intro: BirthStone

Book 4 of La Patron, the Alphas Alpha

When you’re the top wolf on the continent with the backing of the Goddess, how does an enemy topple your kingdom? By challenging you to a fight?  

No.

By changing the rules.

BirthStone is the fourth book in the La Patron series. Silas and Jasmine finally christen their pups and become frantic when the babies become sick and are at risk of dying. Silas is ready to clean house and accuses the five people who are new to his home. Unfortunately, that includes Jasmine’s mom and her fiancé, her sister, and her former pastor.  Jasmine is unwilling to believe her family would do anything to hurt her babies. Silas disagrees and battle lines are drawn.

Since his enemies have not abandoned their plans to destroy him, Silas is under attack within his home and from outside. Determined not to lose hope or the war, he comes to some startling conclusions just as Jasmine realizes she is much stronger than she ever realized. Can they work together to push back the threat to destroy their home before it’s too late? Or will they lose it all?  
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Chapter 1

[image: image]


ANOTHER SLEEPLESS NIGHT RESULTED in hours of counting small black wolves running through the darkness. A smidgen of light appeared in the distance. Her heart pounded as she rushed toward the glimmering orb, desperate to escape the gloom of the clingy shadows. Heat, amazing in its intensity, splashed over her, battling the perpetual cold just beneath her skin. All night she had longed for the beauty of the sun, the life it produced, the bright glimmer of hope that often trailed in its wake.

Caught up in the majestic beauty and peacefulness of the sun-dappled woods, Jasmine Bennett heard her bedroom door creak open, but refused to turn over or acknowledge her mate and top wolf in the nation, Silas Knight. Instead, she tried to return to the dreamy place she had been enjoying a moment ago.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, his deep voice filled with compassion.

Ignoring his pesky question, she again sought the sunny park with its green grass and long wooden benches that had been a premier location in her musings. The heat from the blazing sun-warmed some of the coldness lodged in her chest, allowing her to breathe better than she had in months.

“Jasmine?” The depression of the bed behind her halted her mind wandering and catapulted her into the here and now.

“What?” She gritted her teeth at the ill-timed interruption. After another night of restless wolf counting and sleep chasing, she invoked her right of irritability.

“You’re in bed, have been in bed all morning...is everything alright?” Silas asked as his hand rested on her arm.

Inching forward to dislodge his limb, she closed her eyes and released a breath. “I need a minute or two alone.” She emphasized the last word, hoping he’d leave. Where his hand sat on the comforter covering her thigh, he pressed down a bit. Heat flashed through her, zipping to her head through her chest and lower, but fizzled before it banished the remaining cold blocks of ice inside her. She tugged on the comforter.

“You’ve been alone for a few days, and each time I ask, you say the same thing, you are resting. You have not been to the nursery or allowed the twins to visit. For the past week, you haven’t left our suite, and you barely allow me to touch you. I held you last night while you cried for no specific reason, yet you refuse to allow the doctor to examine you.”

She forced herself to roll over and meet his concerned cobalt blue eyes. Today he wore his long black hair pulled back in a ponytail, giving him a rakish appeal like a pirate. Her lips curled at the mental image of her tall wolf with his deliciously sinful body on a pirate ship leading a raid. His intense gaze normally created a firestorm in her core. He was that potent and never failed to please her. She wanted to tease him but lacked the energy to follow up on the thought.

“I’m fine, just tired.”

His eyes roamed over her body. In her mind, she ran her hand over her wild hair, bringing it into some semblance of order, and then exchanged her short gown for a clean one. But reality was a stickler for the truth, reminding her she had done neither of those things.

He shook his head. “Normal tired would not keep you from the pups or the twins. Everyone is worried.” His voice had taken on an authoritative tone he rarely used with her, which meant he would not be swayed. She tried to get angry but lacked the energy at the moment. A wave of lethargy rolled over her as he continued to stare at her.

“With the recent bombings and drugs floating around, I have called the doctor to check you out. I need to do something because this is not you,” he said sternly when she turned away from him.

“Not me?” She leaned up on her elbow and then fell back to the bed. Wrapped in a cloak of heightened anger, and pleased that she felt something, she snapped. “I have been locked up in this prison for months, and now I’ll never be able to go outside to have a picnic in the sun. On a pretty day,” she added, peeking at the slack-jawed expression on his face. “I’m telling the truth and you know it. With all the recent stuff and them taking Rese, I can’t go shopping or out to dinner for a nice meal. I have to buy my clothes online. Half the fun of buying clothes is walking into the store, Silas,” she said, her voice raised as every injustice against her, real or imagined, rose to the surface.

He continued to stare at her as if trying to figure out the pieces to a puzzle. Inexplicably, that fired her anger.

“You get to talk to people and see people all the time, but I don’t. It’s like I’m nothing, no job, no responsibilities in your world. I’m not a wolf. The babies will turn into wolves one day, but not me. No sir. I’m not a good example of a wolf mother. The babies are fine with the nurses. I don’t want my boys to see me like this, not when I can’t give them good advice or cook a meal to feed them. I’m not ready. Not ready to do it.” She sniffed without realizing her face was wet with tears. “I need to take my time, damn it,” she yelled when he didn’t respond.

“Jasmine...”

“You see it, you know I’m right. Just go...go, and let the nurses take care of our wolf-babies, and don’t you dare call them pups. They are babies, half-human, so that makes them babies,” she screamed. She covered her face as her chest expanded before releasing a huge sob.

Everything inside her ached. Worse, she was cold. The kind of cold that stops you from placing one foot in front of the other without Herculean effort. And she was plumb out of effort.

“I’m not losing my mind,” she whimpered.

Each word she uttered contained a price tag and payment was in the currency of energy dollars. Her eyelids lowered as her breathing slowed. The darkness wooed her like her favorite treat. Eventually, she would get up, apologize to her lover, talk to her sons, and kiss her babies. But not right now, now all she wanted was rest. Her bones ached along with her head.

She wanted to play in the park she had been daydreaming about earlier, the sun had felt nice...warm. Warmth was good. She snuggled deeper beneath the comforter, covering her head. Darkness welcomed her. It hid her. No one could see her shortcomings, not even Silas, who thought he saw everything.

Silas’s stomach clenched in agony as his mate wiggled beneath the covers. Initially, he gave her the benefit of the doubt. She had said she was tired, so he left her alone. In hindsight, that may have been a mistake. Earlier, when he entered the room, his heart had stopped and then slammed in his chest at the sight of her lying so still on the bed. He’d stumbled before he heard her light breathing. It had been the most precious sound imaginable.

She had shuttered their link to the point he couldn’t gauge her true condition. The idea that he was losing her played on a constant loop in the back of his mind. The possibility of her not being in his life paralyzed him. He hadn’t been able to oversee his Alphas or competently perform his everyday duties as La Patron. Each day she remained in bed filled him with impotent dread. He couldn’t shake the dark loneliness that dogged him without her. Every thought, every action led him back to their suite where he waited for his mate to complete her requested respite and then rise. Not wanting anyone to know of his debilitating fear of her death, her request for privacy became his.

He welcomed her outburst, although it made little sense. It proved his Sweet Bitch was still with him. But, something kept her fire banked. For a moment he’d thought she smiled, there had been a flash of sparkle in her otherwise dull eyes, then it was gone. He may have been projecting his desire to see his interest reflected in her eyes and that was what he’d seen. This whole listless, disinterested thing puzzled him.

What happened to his mate? She had been fine after the pups had been born and even after living through the most recent spate of attacks, but then she had simply stopped getting out of bed in the mornings. Now she spouted ridiculous comments regarding everything from motherhood to being a good mate to being a good person.

It was as if a switch flipped and his loving, confident woman disappeared and someone else now resided in her body. Not knowing anything about this weird behavior ended today, the doctor would tell him what was wrong with his mate...or else.

Silas had talked to the twins, Tyrese and Tyrone, about taking her shopping or out to a restaurant, since it had been a common theme of her infrequent rants. Tyrese completely shut down when Tyrone mentioned the previous bombings and refused to entertain the idea of his mom in a public place. Despite her requests, all of them agreed that exposing her to the type of danger a shopping expedition would produce was sheer insanity. They all agreed an angry Jasmine could be dealt with; the alternative did not bear thought.

Stretching out behind her on top of the covers, he lay on his back, aching to hold her. He hadn’t missed her drawing away from his touch earlier. Instead of thinking about the pain of her rejection, he covered his eyes with his arm and focused on her getting better. It took a day longer than he’d anticipated locating Dr. Ross. Jasmine’s new doctor had been out of town and just returned today. He glanced at the clock, it was ten minutes before the doctor was to arrive. Good. 

Bottom line, he wanted his mate back. And he wanted her now. A light tapping on the door signaled the doctor’s arrival. Silas slid off the bed and headed to the living area. Tyrese, Tyrone, and Rose, his mate, stood next to a strange female.

“I’m Dr. Ross. I’ve been Jasmine’s gynecologist since the birth of her babies.”

Pleasantly surprised, Silas shook the human’s hand. “When Jasmine said Dr. Ross...nice to meet you.” He shut up before his tiredness caused him to say something stupid. As La Patron, he knew better than most that women were more than capable of doing most things. In this instance, he and his wolf were happy Dr. Ross was female. “She’s in there.” He pointed to the bedroom door.

Dr. Ross held up her hand, halting him. “First, can you tell me what’s wrong? Are there symptoms?”

Silas glanced at the concerned faces of his new family members as he told the doctor everything he knew. For a moment, he thought about sugar-coating his mate’s failings to ease the grim diagnosis. But he preferred to know the truth. He stiffened his commitment to get Jasmine the best care possible to help her through this illness.

When he finished, the doctor smiled.

Silas frowned at her response, rethinking the whole female doctors are just as qualified as male doctors thing. No male would smile at a personality disorder in the woman he loved.

“I will check Jasmine just to be sure, but I will say it sounds as if she’s experiencing an acute case of postpartum depression.” The doctor typed on a large tablet as she continued. “Half the women who give birth experience this in some form. It’s not uncommon. If it’s what I think it is, and that’s based solely on what you’ve told me, I will prescribe an anti-depressant for her. It might help if she talked to a therapist as well. I can give you a list of qualified doctors.”

Ignoring the therapy, his thoughts lodged firmly on the depression. “So she is depressed because she had my babies?” Being depressed because you gave birth? He had never heard of anything like that, not in his world. Bitches recovered fast after birth and took care of their pups.

“No, no, this is not personal,” she said quickly, her face a mask of concern. “It’s a collection of things. Fast drops in her hormone levels after the birth, any kind of extraordinary challenges she’s gone through recently, plus just taking care of four babies. That does a lot to your body and, in some women, their minds. It’s not you. Her body is going through all types of changes and this is a by-product.”

The doctor’s answers rolled around Silas’s mind for a moment. He did not know about the hormone stuff. Extraordinary challenges? Jasmine had been dropped down a cavern and gone into labor, plus she had been thrust into a world she’d had no idea existed and was now mated to him, Alpha of the Wolf Nation, for the North American continent. He had thought she was handling the challenges well. Perhaps he had been wrong.

“How long until she’s back to normal?” Tyrone asked the question that had been on the tip of Silas’s tongue.

“A week, a month, or a day, although that’s rare. The answer is I don’t know and can’t give a specific time. The medicine will work, and a lot depends on her. From what I remember, I don’t see her allowing her condition to keep her down for long. The good news is, she will get better. Postpartum depression is curable.” She smiled. “Now, I’d like to see Jasmine.”
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Chapter 2
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“OBVIOUSLY ASKING AND ALLOWING you an option was the wrong thing to do. As your Alpha, I order you to return to West Virginia, to the compound. I need you. Be here within the next forty-eight hours. Is that understood?” Silas growled. Frustrated that it had come to this point, he waited for the only acceptable answer.

“Yes, sir.”

Silas leaned back in his chair, the creak of the leather familiar and comforting as he exhaled. His tense gaze relaxed as it welcomed the sunrise, signaling a new day of confrontations.

It had taken a week of medication and some heartfelt conversations, but Jasmine fought her demons and won. Once again, she ruled his den with an air of fairness and confidence few could resist. Her tigress returned to his bed, and he couldn’t be happier with the marks she scored on his back. Despite his fast healing capabilities, a slight sting remained from their play last night.

Her return to normalcy signaled his return to a desk full of work that accumulated while he tended to his mate. He needed help to catch up and had no qualms ordering his former assistant to change personal plans and hasten across the world to his side. He tapped his finger on his desk, the wood solid beneath it. Three separate stacks of paper filled with reports and supporting documents waited for his attention. He had been working on them for the past three hours, but it seemed longer.

“Good. Do I need to make arrangements, or will you handle them yourself?” The answer to this question would determine how much damage control would be required later.

“I believe I am capable of making arrangements. Will I stay in the compound or should I reserve a room in town?” Jacques said.

Silas gritted his teeth. The man refused to give an inch. That was the danger of allowing someone to get too close. They knew just how to push your buttons without taking it too far. Normally, this back and forth wouldn’t bother him, but these were not normal times. “At the compound.”

“Yes, sir.” Despite the correctness of the words, the delivery had a mocking quality. “Is there anything in particular, other than myself, you require I bring with me?”

Silas wiped his face with his palm and closed his eyes. “Your crystal ball. I would have you tell me where the next attack will come from and how to prevent the loss of lives. When I close my eyes, I hear explosions and see walls covered in blood. I would have you look into your magic mirror and tell me my pups are safe and will live to our age or longer, and that I will not bury my mate. If you can bring the answers to the questions and problems that plague me, I would most appreciate it, my friend.”

There was a pause of silence.

“I wish I could, sir. Perhaps that would atone for my previous lapse.” This time Silas heard remorse mixed with sympathy. “It seems my ability to sense upcoming events is broken. Lost on the same battlefield that stole my mind. Truly, I am sorry for that, sir.” Jacques released a long sigh. “But I will see you in less than 48 hours and offer my assistance in whatever manner you require.”

The sun seemed brighter as it rose across the mountains at that declaration. “Your help and presence at this time are appreciated.” Silas released their link and continued to gaze out the window. Jacques had a way of connecting dots and seeing patterns that amazed him. Over the past few weeks, Silas was inundated with truckloads of information, so much so, that most of it made little sense. He needed Jacques to process everything so he could go on the offensive and stop the bastards before more of his people died.

Each day he prayed to the Goddess to spare them from another attack. A few weeks ago, he experienced what had to be a trek through hell. For five days straight, his enemies had bombarded him with new technology that threatened to wipe out his compound and cripple the Wolf Nation. Deadly situations arose daily. It had come down to a last stand effort to survive.

That his enemies had breached his facilities still sent a chill of fear through him. All his alphas were on alert and putting out fires in their backyards. He shared information with them as it came in, but they were at a disadvantage in catch-up mode. The enemy had new technology he and his people just learned about. He needed a break to change the narrative in this battle.

A glance at the clock and he stood. “I’m on my way down. Meet me in the tunnels.” He sent Tyrone and Tyrese the message through their links as he left his office.

Silas strode through lower tunnels made of polished gray concrete walls and reinforced with tons of steel. Quarry stone gleamed beneath bright lights. The steady sound of their footfalls echoed in the hall. Tyrone and Tyrese were already on his heels as he turned the corner to the labs.

Three weeks had passed since Tyrese had been captured by a faceless enemy who’d injected some type of serum into his body, which changed his physiology forever. Jasmine had been worried and wanted a full-scale examination done immediately after he’d returned from capture. 

According to Dr. Matt Chism, the mate of the twins’ father, some of the blood and muscle tissue work had to be studied over a period of time. The results had come in last night, and it was Silas’ promise to get the information first thing this morning that kept his mate in their room.

Silas had spent hours successfully training Tyrese to control his hybrid beast, except for the run. No one had run in the forest for weeks. That would need to change so Tyrese’s hybrid beast could practice operating in the wild. 

Once Jacques arrived to take over the office, Silas would arrange for them to continue their training in the forest.

Remembering a conversation he and Jasmine had last night, he stopped in front of the lab door and spoke over his shoulder. “I will discuss the markings if I’m inclined. Do not mention them. The human breeders believe the marks have a certain significance and I do not want them or anyone else to know anything. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir.”

It wasn’t that he didn’t trust the young wolves, he trusted them implicitly. But they might encounter their father and things had a way of slipping. He simply wanted to cover his bases. Jasmine urged him to keep the knowledge of the marks a secret. The breeders had sent a suicide bomber into his compound to kill him because of their beliefs. Neither he nor his mate wanted to stoke the fires of their fanaticism. The nurses assisting in the care of his pups were randomly scanned to ensure they kept their vow of secrecy about the sudden appearance of marks on all four of his pups. He and Jasmine sought the wisdom of the Goddess for answers regarding the strange phenomena. To date, they were still waiting for answers regarding the marks and other things.

He opened the door. 

Cooler airbrushed across his cheeks as he quickly moved into the large, ventilated room. Various personnel amid research were bent over equipment and speaking into shoulder-mounted recorders. Pleased with the level of activity, Silas stopped at a long metal table and waited until Dr. Passen and two other men finished their discussion. As soon as they saw him, they stopped, bowed from the waist, and left the doctor.

“Good morning, sir.” The doctor bowed to Silas and nodded to the twins.

“Morning. I need to know about the test results of the shot administered to Tyrese. Have you discovered the type of metal used in Asia?”

“Metals.”

Silas’s brow rose. “They used more than one?” He gauged the doctor’s excited expression and assumed he had more news regarding what he termed, “Asia, the walking miracle.”

“Yes, yes, they did.” He pushed his glasses up his nose. “It is amazing how they took something so simple and forged it into her body, making it a part of her.” He widened his gaze and stared at Silas. “It is cutting edge and Asia has been so helpful. Studying her has placed us leap years ahead in research. We should be able to help thousands of our people with this new technology.” He paused, sucked in a breath. “The possibilities are endless. Please, sir... come, let me show you what we’ve learned.”

Silas exhaled. While pleased the doctor was excited about the future, his interest was more in the present. His enemies had not let up. There had been random killings and maimings in nearby communities. Attacks were not limited to West Virginia, where his compound was located; many of his alphas reported an increase of unprovoked attacks in their states as well.

His adversaries were determined to destroy him and his family.

Family. 

He tried to remember if he had ever equated his younger years in the Pack with having a family. He barely remembered the bitch who birthed him. She’d died while he was but a pup. His father had been the Alpha of their pack, but he too had been taken and killed before Silas reached adulthood. Most of his experience had been with Pack; the bitches who’d cared for him when he was small did not birth him, but that didn’t matter. There were no accidental pregnancies or births. All wolves had inherent value and were protected.

His mate definitely impacted his life. A year and a half ago, the only meaning that word had for him was regarding the Wolf Nation as a whole. It was not personal. Now, with a mate, four pups, two stepsons, a godson, and their mates, he had a family to live for and with.

“This way.” Dr. Passen stood back and allowed Silas, Tyrone, and Tyrese to enter the observation room ahead of him.

Silas took a seat in front of a large window. A dark, sparsely furnished room lay on the other side of the glass. He thought of Asia and wondered who she was and why the Goddess wanted her spared. “She still refuses additional furniture?”

Dr. Passen sighed as though pained. “Yes, sir. She cooperates fully with our research, but does not want any additional comforts.”

That bothered Silas. These past two weeks since her capture, he had grown to admire and respect the young, feisty bitch. “She is eating well?”

Dr. Passen nodded. “Yes, her appetite and her body are healthy.”

When Asia first arrived at the compound, she’d gone through withdrawal from whatever drugs she had been on. Her high-pitched, agonized screams and contorted body had been difficult to hear and see. Since the doctors had no idea what drugs were used, they couldn’t offer any help, and she went through withdrawal cold turkey. It lasted three long days. Afterward, she had been catatonic for the next 24 hours. Slowly, she regained control of her bodily functions and was moved into the room next door in the lab for research. It had been a rocky road, but now she seemed better of a mind for it.

“Does she know we are here?” Tyrese asked while staring at the glass.

“She may,” the doctor answered. “With Asia, you never know exactly how her senses are firing.” The hum from the curtain lowering slowly over the glass blocked their view of Asia’s room and muted the doctor’s clicking keyboard noise.

“Let’s start with the shot of serum both Asia and Tyrese received from those assholes. What are the lasting effects, and will it cause any problems for his health?” Silas asked as he waved toward Tyrese.

Dr. Passen nodded and dimmed the lights. A screen appeared on the far wall. He typed a command into the computer and pages of data filled the screen. “Dr. Chism said he explained the nature of the serum to you already, so we won’t spend a lot of time on that. The black case Tyrese submitted for testing confirmed Dr. Chism’s original assessment that the drugs amplify an individual’s core. There were a couple of vials of the drug they used to knock Tyrese out in that case as well. We have the chemical compounds of both now and will begin work on antidotes.”

Pleased with the progress so far, Silas nodded for him to continue.

“I’m going to start here, at the cellular level.” He pointed to a picture with a group of cells. “We pulled some of his older records.” He glanced at them. “This is Tyrese’s blood from before the shot.” The red clusters looked normal to Silas. Another picture filled the screen for a moment, and then the doctor finessed the screen so that they were side by side.

“There’s not much difference,” Tyrone said, voicing Silas’ thoughts.

“No. On a cellular level, there was minor change. But there was some change, and that’s all that is necessary for what caused the hybrid shift. I’ll explain more in a few moments. Look at this.” The next screen showed a group of cells that were smaller and double the number of the other cells. “This is Asia’s cells. Notice she has twice the number.”

“They look different, smaller,” Tyrese said.

“Yes, her cells have been manipulated to work with the metal in her body. As she uses her titanium arm or legs, her human cells require faster delivery of oxygenated blood. Whoever worked on her devised a method to change her cells so they work in perfect harmony with her mechanical parts. It’s brilliant and eons ahead of its time. I have a team working on her blood and the titanium, so we can understand and possibly duplicate the technology.”

Silas nodded. “The effects of the shot?” While he appreciated the doctor’s enthusiasm for new discoveries, he had a full agenda today and needed to get this discussion back on track.

Dr. Passen’s face reddened. He wiped his mouth with his handkerchief before stuffing it back into his lab coat. “Of course, of course.” He tapped the keyboard again, and another page filled the screen.

“Dr. Chism was lead on Tyrese’s examinations and here is a copy of the report. These findings were uploaded last night after he received the final lab reports.” Squinting, he gazed at the screen for a moment.

“The formula set the stage for the hybrid shift, but would not necessarily work that way in another hybrid?” Tyrese turned from the screen to gaze at the doctor. “I don’t understand. Is the hybrid shift permanent or not?”

“Yes, it’s permanent.” The doctor’s gaze flicked at Tyrese before returning to the document. “But if I gave your brother the same shot, chances are it would not react the same way on him.”

“Why not?” Silas asked, glancing at the frowning twins. He suspected Tyrone would take the shot if it would give him the same ability as his brother. Although neither ever said, he believed they needed to be equal in every way and Tyrese having this ability that Tyrone did not threw things off-kilter for them.

“Tyrone is mated,” Dr. Passen said with a touch of amazement in his voice that they asked something all wolves knew. “Anything that happens to him should be filtered through that bond.” His frown deepened. “At least that’s the way it is with full-bloods. If his mate did not receive the shot at the same time with the same intent, the shot would not affect him other than to amplify whatever was already there. Still, I’m not sure how much that would work because of the mating bond, and with half breeds, I’m not sure how this will play out.”

Silas hadn’t thought of the mating bond and from the look of the twins’ faces, they had not given it much consideration either. “So, the hybrid shift is permanent. Will there be any other side effects?” he asked to move the discussion along.

“Yes. The formula enhances whatever is there, so if Rese enjoyed fighting before, he would want to fight more often, perhaps have a quicker temper. If he was peace-loving before, he will be even more so.”

Silas nodded in understanding while glancing at Tyrese to see how he took the news. His face was expressionless, as usual.

“Warn your partners of the increase in your sexual appetite,” Dr. Passen said, his face serious.

“Will do,” Tyrese said in a dry tone.

Pleased with the report on Tyrese, Silas passed the information, minus the sexual advice, along to Jasmine, who was in the nursery with their pups.

“I’m so relieved, thanks, baby. Let me know when you finish your meeting.”

“Okay.”

“I’d like to take the shot,” Tyrone said, meeting Silas’ gaze with determination blazing in his eyes.

“You cannot take the shot and do the challenge. It might give you an unfair advantage or disadvantage,” Silas said, knowing Tyrone had no interest in fighting Cameron, Silas’ godson, and Tyrone’s brother-in-law. Nevertheless, until Silas voiced his decision about who would fight in the challenge, Tyrone was still a contender.

“I understand.” Tyrone gazed at Silas a moment longer and then faced the doctor. “I’d like to take that shot.”

Dr. Passen’s cheeks reddened further as his gaze slid from Tyrone to Silas and back to Tyrone again. “Is that permitted, sir?” he asked Silas.

Silas glanced at the somber-faced twins; it was obvious they had discussed this. If something went wrong, Jasmine would be furious with him. He shook off that thought. These men fought valiantly by his side every day. He had once accused her of babying them and was about to fall into the same rut himself.

“Yes, as long as you understand the risks and take full responsibility for your actions.” He stared at Tyrone to make sure he understood the reference to his mama.

Tyrone’s color heightened, but he did not release Silas’ gaze. Amazing how such a small woman could impact grown men this way. In light of her recent bout of depression, no one wanted to give Jasmine cause for additional stress or discomfort. “I understand.”

Silas nodded. “Set it up and give him the shot. Tyrese, I want you with him when he takes it. If I remember correctly, it burns like fire.” His gaze slid to Tyrone, who had been merged with his twin when the shot had been administered and had informed Silas of the painful experience. Now he would undergo a similar occurrence, except this time it would be with consent.

“Will do, sir.” The doctor sounded skeptical, but he scribbled a note on a piece of paper. “As far as the weapons we discovered...” He looked at Silas for permission to continue.

Silas waved him on. He had tremendously pressured the doctor and the researchers to devise a method of detecting suicide bombers who were locked and loaded with the internal bombs. Two people had entered the compound without detection. It had been a surprise when he discovered such devices existed, even more so when he discovered the sophisticated objects were attuned to him. With his mate and pups nearby, he would make sure every entry into his compound used this extra security measure in addition to scans.

This was something he wanted to know more about. The speed and commitment in which the researchers and factories worked to get the equipment perfected filled him with pride.

“You are aware we can now detect the bombs even when they are disguised in human tissue.”

Silas sat back in a chair. “Yes.”

“Two weeks ago, we sent the diagram of the detection device to the companies you specified to manufacture the equipment parts. The first shipment of the assembled devices arrived last night. I wanted to give you a brief demonstration.”

Silas released a sigh of relief at the news. Every wolf-owned company was at his disposal to manufacture parts and additional security features so that all alphas would have access to these devices for public and private events. It had been a major undertaking to neutralize the threat so quickly, but they had come together as a national pack and completed the project in record time.

“Yes, I would love to see it.”

The doctor pressed the intercom. “We’re ready for the demonstration.” The picture on the screen changed to one of the exterior security checkpoints. “Let’s start.”

A woman dressed in a lab coat, and jeans walked into the security device. A moment later, it beeped, and the gate opened, allowing her access. The next woman who walked through wore a lab coat as well and a short dress. When she walked in, the side of the device blinked red on the outside. A gate closed behind her and she was trapped between the two gates. The lights flashed on the side of the device for several minutes.

“What’s going on?” Tyrese asked, leaning forward in his seat.

Dr. Passen beamed. “We took it a step further and incorporated a series of rays that lock onto the bomb to shrink it so small it can pass safely through the individual’s system as waste. I had my best team working on it and we’re super excited to see it in action.”

Silas smiled. The doctor’s eyes had lit up to the point his wolf showed behind his lens. “I’m glad you could add that component. It will make a safer situation all around...what’s happening?” Silas pointed to the screen where the woman was jumping up and down as though in pain.

“What’s going on?” Dr. Passen asked through his microphone. Silas threw out his senses to the woman and discovered the flesh covering the bomb was on fire and she was trapped between the bars.

“Open the gates,” Silas demanded of security through their link. The gates opened. The woman dropped the box holding the explosive and ran out, brushing licks of flames from her jacket. Security immediately secured the scorched package and removed it from the area.

No one spoke until the bomb had been replaced in a nearby metal container and locked away. “Seems like you need a bit more work on those devices,” Tyrone said dryly

The doctor peeked at him over his shoulder. “I’ll get a representative from the manufacturing company here. Each of these was tested three or more times before they were shipped. According to the paperwork I received, they all passed inspection with no problems.”

“Is it possible the device was installed wrong?” Tyrese asked, staring at the device on the screen.

Dr. Passen shrugged. “It’s possible. The engineer from the factory came along and installed each one.” He looked at Silas. “He was the same engineer you scanned and approved a week ago when the other new pieces of security arrived.”

Silas had been ready to rip into the man if someone had been allowed on the property he had not personally scanned. “Good job on the identification of the bombs, which was a critical part. Have your men check for errors and make the corrections ASAP. I want these installed yesterday.”

“Yes, sir.”

Silas gazed at the twins. “How soon do you want to take that shot?” he asked Tyrone. There was so much work that needed to be done, now was not the best time to lose both men.

“As soon as possible. I’ve already discussed it with my mate and we both understand there are some risks.”

Silas nodded with the understanding he would need to hold some things off until Tyrese and Tyrone were available again. He spoke to the doctor who stood near the computer. “Is there someone available who can administer the shot now?”

“Yes, sir. I will do it.”

“Okay, I’d appreciate it if you take care of it. Rese, I’m going to need you and Leon to work on an assignment later today once Rone stabilizes. We have a lot of information that needs to be checked out. I want to find these assholes and put them down.”

“Yes, sir.” Tyrese nodded.

Silas watched the look that passed between the twins. He knew Tyrone wanted to do more fieldwork and now that he was out of running for the West Virginia Alpha slot, Silas would use him more. “Rone, once the effects mellow, meet me in the gym. I need to run you through your paces.”

Tyrone perked up. “Yes, sir.”

Silas stood and straightened the crease in his pants. “I’ll see the two of you later. Doc?”

Dr. Passen gazed up at him. “Sir?”

“Get that device working, pronto.”

The doctor nodded. “Yes, sir. I’ve emailed the technicians. They should begin testing within the hour. Do you want to see a demo before they are installed throughout the compound?”

“Yes. Security is too important to me for it to half work. Send me a message after each one is tested. After they pass that bar, I want another demonstration after each one is installed. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir. I understand.” He typed on the keyboard while Silas stepped toward the door. He glanced at the curtain and then back to the twins. “I hope this works. I’m going to be furious if it comes back to bite me in the ass. Make sure it does not.” He stared at Tyrone.

“Yes, sir. No matter what, I have to try. If I never shift into a hybrid, at least I will be amped up enough that we can still spar and train.” And that was the root of it. The twins needed to count on the other. Silas hoped it worked for all of their sakes.
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Chapter 3
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Silas left the room. He didn’t travel far, just to Asia’s room. He typed in the code and entered, throwing out his signature energy so Asia would know it was him. Once the door closed, he noticed she was on the floor on her knees. Was she praying?

“Asia?”

“Yes, Patron?”

“Rise.”

Unassisted, she rose slowly. He took in her appearance. She wore a sleeveless yellow tank top, leaving her arms and neck visible. A twisted vine with thorns tattoo ran up her right shoulder, disappearing beneath her shirt. Gold cotton drawstring pants with small black diamonds printed on the pockets and black sandals completed her attire. He agreed with Dr. Passen’s assessment. She appeared healthy, if not vibrant. Toned honey-brown skin stretched over a tall, statuesque frame. Long, thin braids fell across her chest and down her back. A leather and metal blindfold with a small locked clasp covered her eyes to block any further transmissions. Silas refused to allow his enemy to see his labs or anything else of his through the camera lens embedded inside her eyes.

“How are you today?” Silas asked as he crossed his arms and leaned against the cool metal door.

She tilted her head to the side before answering. “Today is a good day. The headaches have abated with the blindfold. There is still a deep throbbing in my mind which tells me they know my location but can’t reach me. They’re attempting to regain control of me.” She inhaled deeply and then released her breath slowly. “I am forever in your debt, sir, for the freedom I have experienced these past weeks. For the first time in years, my sleep is uninterrupted by nightmares. Despite the darkness, I’m seeing things clearly for the first time in years.”

Her comment piqued his interest. He watched as she navigated the room and sat in the chair without mishap. “Explain.”

She folded her hands and placed them in her lap. With a thoughtful expression, she spoke. “I am part human, part wolf, and now...part machine. My wolf hates the machine. She tolerates the human side of me. Internally, there was a constant battle between them for supremacy. Since my capture, my wolf and human sides have formed a partnership of sorts to get rid of my mechanical parts.”

“That would be your arm, legs, and eyes,” Silas said, wondering if she realized just how important those limbs were.

She nodded slowly. “I know. But I am functioning well without the use of my eyes.”

“You’re locked in a controlled environment.”

She chuckled dryly. “That’s not new, sir. I’ve been controlled for years, either through the camera lens that is my eyes, or the fear they planted in my mind, along with the endless surgeries I had. Every mission I performed, every person I killed, every package I picked up and delivered, was controlled from the moment I left until I returned. I was never alone, not in here.” She tapped her head. “Never. There were, and still are, to a certain extent, devices to control me. So, functioning without the use of my eyes is a good thing.”

“You need your arm, and your legs, Asia.” He sensed the frustration of her wolf, felt it snapping beneath the surface despite her cool façade.

“Yes, I do.”

Neither of them spoke as wafts of determination rolled from her. He suspected she wished to be rid of the foreign objects no matter the cost. There had been cases where a wolf would gnaw his leg to break free from traps, but this was different. He would talk to Dr. Passen to see what could be done to assist the feisty bitch. She had been a tremendous help to them, and he didn’t want her to self-terminate over her metal limbs.

“I hate them, sir. Sometimes it is so strong I can taste it,” she said in a ragged whisper. “They turned me into a monster. I will do anything to destroy them for this. I volunteered my body for research to channel my hate into a productive venue. I hope the doc finds something to turn the tides of this war.”

“War?” Although he recognized he was under attack, her use of that word surprised him.

“Yes, sir. They declared war on you years ago. You’re just now showing up on the battlefield.”

Turn the tides of this war? He stood and braced his legs apart. “You think I’m losing?”

“No disrespect, sir, but they have you on the defensive. You’re just now learning about people like me with merged forms who are difficult to destroy in battle. I’m not the only one created. There are more like me.”

That did not surprise him. Her next comment did.

“From what I gleaned, at first, they used full-bloods, but they couldn’t break through the pack mentality. Too many died in the labs. Then they discovered half-breeds who didn’t embrace their wolf as strongly, and that’s when their work got started.”

“How long ago?” 

She shrugged. “I tried to keep track of time, but they have planted so many memories in my mind I don’t know what’s true. I remember seeing signs that said ‘colored only’ while on a mission. I remember sitting in a separate section on the train heading for Washington, D.C. I remember wondering why things were so different outside. In the training facility, race was never an issue. Everything, your ranking, your living quarters, even your privileges, was based on how well you did your job.” She shook her head. “It wasn’t ideal, but it was all I knew at the time. Things were different...back then.”

“What do you mean?” he asked.

During the few conversations they’d had before, her thoughts had been chaotic, disjointed. This was the first time she appeared relaxed enough to share her thoughts with logical precision.

“A few years back, there were some changes. The training became more intense. The focus shifted to my wolf. The experiments went from enabling me to merge both sides smoothly to causing tension between the two, to determine how much interference my wolf would tolerate.”

“That’s probably when the split happened,” Silas murmured, remembering the assassin’s cryptic words before releasing Jasmine into the ravine.

“Sir?”

“A man attempted to kill my mate months ago. He told me he had been approached by two groups. One wanted to kill me and the other wanted to kill my mate. Is it possible that the group began intending to strengthen half-breeds, to prepare them to take over the Wolf Nation one day?”

She frowned. “It’s possible. But if so, that group is no longer running the research. Those in charge now want the power that comes with leading wolves. I think they realize they need you to a certain extent, at least for now. The only way to do that is to invade your den, to take and then destroy your mate and pups.”

The matter-of-fact words dropped into his gut and detonated. Perhaps if he hadn’t believed his mate had been on death’s door, or if his pups hadn’t received marks the breeders prophesied about, he might not have reacted so swiftly or strongly. Without thought, he reacted to the threat of losing those closest to his heart.

A wild breeze whipped through the room. The glass in the window webbed, pieces of the thick material popped and crackled. Asia’s braids flew around her head as she fell from the chair onto the floor. Weeks of watching his mate languish tore at him. Forcibly, he fought back the idea of her demise.

Pinging from the exterior door signaled someone’s request for entry. Jasmine’s frantic calls pierced the blinding rage that engulfed him.

“Damn it, Silas, cut that out and talk to me. Forget it, I’m on my way,” Jasmine snapped through their link.

“Sir?”

Through a fog, Silas heard his name and inched back from Asia’s quivering form. He had no idea when he had moved to stand above her. The pinging from the steel door increased in frequency and volume.

“Sir?” He recognized Tyrese’s voice.

“One minute.” He reached forward and touched the top of Asia’s head. She shrank back. “I owe you an apology.”

“No...no, sir. I apologize for speaking out of turn.” Her shaky voice ended with a sob. She inched back, her body shook as she swallowed hard. “Please forgive me, sir.”

Silas exhaled, regretting his momentary loss of control. Losing his mate was a sore subject and too near the surface. That was no excuse. He needed Jasmine’s knack for smoothing awkward situations. “Asia, I need you to listen to me.” He waited for her to respond. “Asia,” he called her name with a demand that she responded to.

“Yes, sir?” Her voice sounded weak and uncertain, so unlike the strong alpha bitch he knew her to be.

He tempered his voice. “I asked you a question. You gave me an honest answer, one I needed to hear. When it comes to my mate and pups...it’s a sore spot for me. My anger wasn’t directed at you...well it was, but only because...look, I don’t want you to stop being honest with me because you’re afraid. I needed to know they were after my family and why. I don’t like it.” That was a mild statement, and he knew it. “But I need all the information I can get to win ... this war.” He waited for her reaction. Her body didn’t shake as much, and her face hovered above the floor instead of being plastered to the tile.

“Please stand. My mate will be here in just a moment, and it will displease her to see you like this.” Jasmine was pissed and heading his way. She would have quite a few words to say when she discovered his anger had been directed toward Asia.

Instead of reducing the number of people in her inner emotional circle and taking things easy as her doctor instructed, Jasmine had taken a liking to the young bitch and worried about Asia’s health and well-being. No matter how much he urged her to slow down, she claimed she was better and could handle everything she had handled before her illness. 

Asia pushed up and stood. Her head remained down. She didn’t move.

Silas was unsure if he should help her find the chair or not. He opened the door. Tyrese and Tyrone stood in the entryway. “Right her chair.”

Tyrese strode forward, picked up the upholstered seat, and placed it near the wall. He took Asia by the arm and assisted her so that she could sit.

“Thanks,” she said softly.

Tyrese glanced at Silas and then spoke. “You’re welcome.”

Jasmine walked into the room, glanced at Silas, and stood in front of him. “Asia, are you okay?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Clear the room,” Silas said, gazing at Tyrese and then Tyrone. “You have other places you need to be.”

Tyrese glanced at his mother and then at Silas. “Yes, sir.” He left the room, closing the door behind him.

“What happened, Asia?”

Silas’s brow rose.

Jasmine stroked his arm. The skin-to-skin contact soothed his wolf and excited him.

“I said some things the Patron did not like. I was not thinking clearly and should have answered the question with more finesse. I apologize again for my lack of tact.”

“What did you say? And you can say it again. He won’t react in the same way, but I need to know. Tell me, please.”

“You already heard her through our link. I don’t want to hear it again,” Silas argued.

“I know, but she is our best weapon to get those bastards. At least that’s what you told me. She can’t do that if she’s afraid to offend you at every turn. We need to fix this now before she shrinks back into her shell and rarely speaks. Let me handle this. It requires a softer touch.”

He smothered his snort as he backed off. “Remember, no touching, and do not get close. Otherwise, what you felt before will seem like an appetizer.”

“I already agreed to that, so stop with the big bad wolf routine.”

Asia’s head lifted slightly. She swallowed hard and repeated word for word what she had said to Silas a few moments earlier. Hearing the words burned his gut, but lacked the same punch this time. His wolf became agitated. 

Jasmine leaned back against him, giving him the contact he needed.

“Thanks so much, Asia. That’s information we needed to know. We are newly mated, and he is extremely protective. You know how mates are, don’t you?”

Silas stiffened behind her, but remained silent.

Asia frowned. “Yes, he was the same. It cost him...”

“Do you remember your mate? Mother? Or father?” Jasmine continued in a soft voice.

“I think so...I mean, I had to be born, but I can’t remember.” Her hand flew to her head. “Ow...”

“Monitor her,” Jasmine told Silas.

Silas probed into Asia’s mind. At first, he didn’t sense anything untoward. But something caused her pain. He released more energy, seeking the source of the irritant. A few seconds later, a small pulse behind the lens of her eyes caught his attention. Gently, his energy surrounded the pulsating vein, only to discover something small and hard, like a kernel.

Asia moaned as her face dropped into her hands.

Working quickly, he penetrated the vein. There appeared to be a clot in the vein. Silas prepared to dissolve the clot when he realized there was no blood flow. He stopped and followed the vein, and discovered a small plate attached to brain matter. No wonder Dr. Passen missed this. It was a cleverly disguised vein that powered their control over her. Eager to pass on this information to the doctor, Silas pulled out of Asia’s mind.

Jasmine gazed over her shoulder at him with a worried expression.

“She needs surgery,” he said through their link.

Jasmine nodded before turning back to Asia. “Sweetheart, do you want to lie down?”

“Not right now. I don’t...want to move. My head is spinning...those bastards. I know it’s them. They are doing something again,” Asia cried.

“I’m going to help you...just like you helped us. We are going to help make this right,” Silas said, feeling bad for the young woman. He stepped back, opened the door.

A woman in a lab coat snapped to attention when she saw him. “La Patron, sir.”

“Have Dr. Passen come here immediately.” Silas did not contact the doctor via his link to give Tyrone and Tyrese some time to get situated after the shot.

She nodded, spun around, and moved in the direction she had just come.

When he stepped back inside, Jasmine sat in the other chair and spoke softly. “I’m from Colorado originally, a town called Aurora, near to Denver. I have a sister. She’s older and we are close. Growing up, we played a lot of softball at the park near our house. I loved dodgeball. There was something liberating about throwing that ball as hard as you could.” She sighed as though she were reliving the games.

“I played volleyball... in school, or at least I think it was a school. My hair was short in a small afro,” Asia said softly. “Someone spiked the ball, and I dove forward to make the save for our team.” Her voice sounded wondrous, and then she cringed. “Oh my God, that hurts...it hurts...”

The pinging sound filled the room. Silas opened the door, glad to see Dr. Passen on the other side. “You called for me, sir?” He glanced around the room before his eyes landed on Asia. The doctor’s eyes widened. “Is she okay?”

“No. She has a piece of metal digging into her brain,” Silas said in a somber tone.

“What?” Jasmine said, staring at him.

He nodded but continued watching the doctor’s expression change. “It’s complicated, but I will help you find it again,” he explained to Passen. “Right now, give her something for pain, and then you can pull a team together to run more tests.”

“Yes, sir.” The man left the room.

No one spoke, although the atmosphere was pregnant with tension. Moments later, the doctor returned and gave Asia a shot. He rubbed her arm a few times before speaking. “Better?”

She nodded slowly. “Yes, it took the edge off. Thanks.”

“Sir?” Dr. Passen looked at Silas. “Do you need to talk to me now or...”

Silas glanced at his watch. He needed to talk to Captain Samson regarding Jenkins. The detective had completed his time at the compound and Froggy signed off on the health of the detective’s wolf. According to Froggy, Jenkins and his wolf had developed a healthy Pack mentality, and the man was eager to assist in any way Silas deemed necessary.

It was time for Detective Jennings to return to work. There were a few things Silas needed to discuss with the captain. The Merriweather’s were restless over the stalled investigation of their relative’s death. Silas had given the detective instructions to close the case. For that to happen, Jenkins needed to be back behind his desk. The captain needed to be made aware of the new security devices to be installed in the precinct as well.

Alpha Jayden and Silas officiated the upcoming Alpha Challenge for West Virginia in a few weeks. The Alpha had requested a conference call this morning to discuss the security arrangements. Silas would be tied up in meetings for the next few hours.

“Yes, Dr. Passen. We can talk as we walk.” Silas held out his hand to Jasmine. “Let’s go. She needs her rest. We can visit later to finish that discussion.” He softened his tone at the flashing in her eyes. She waited a beat before taking his hand. He loved having his spirited bitch back.

Her eyes softened as he placed a kiss on the back of her hand. “I need you safe. She is still wired to those who would destroy us. I cannot leave you alone with her.”

She nodded while glancing over her shoulder. His gaze followed hers. Asia had moved to the bed and lay curled in a fetal position. If anyone deserved a break, the young bitch certainly did. Silas hoped the discovery he’d made would set her free to live a decent life.
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Chapter 4
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ONCE SILAS EXPLAINED IN detail what he’d seen in Asia’s brain, Dr. Passen left at a fast clip to put a team together to re-examine the woman. Jasmine and Silas walked a few feet down the hall. She placed her hand on his arm to stop him. “My mom, her husband, and Renee will be here in a couple of days for the christening.” She ignored the tensing of his arm and continued while holding his gaze. “I know you’ve been busy. I’ve been busy. Everybody is busy, but we will have guests soon and you need to spare some time for my family.”

He frowned.

“Some quality time, Silas. I mean it.” She stopped him from commenting. “My mother remarried, and I haven’t met this guy. Rose has all the background checks for my former pastor.” She glared at him. The man had no shame requiring a man of God to undergo the same scrutiny as one of his alphas.

“And your mother’s husband?”

“Yes, she has Mark’s background information as well. I think she even has one on Jacques.” She waited for him to defend the need for his trusted friend to receive a clearance. When he didn’t, she moved on before he came up with a reason to leave.

“Tonight, I want to go over an outline of how the christening will flow. Since we don’t have godparents, I was thinking we could cut out that part.”

“God-parents?” He frowned, staring down at her.

Jasmine pointed a finger at him. “Don’t.”

“What? I’ve never heard of that term.”

She pressed her finger into his chest. “You have a godson.”

He stared at her. “But not a god-parent.”

“I mentioned it to you three weeks ago, before the depression hit.”

“You did not.”

She pushed him. He did not move. Instead, he wrapped his arm around her waist, pulling her closer. “Silas, I don’t like this.” Her eyelids fluttered as tingly sparks raced through, awakening her libido.

He inhaled deeply behind her ear and placed a kiss on that spot. “Yes, you do.”

“No. I don’t like it when I explain things about my culture, things that are a part of my upbringing and a part of me. You don’t listen.” She shoved at his chest again. But he held fast.

“I listen. I don’t remember the discussion you’re referring to. But I listen to you.” He tipped up her chin. She searched his eyes. He appeared serious.

“Godparents are individuals chosen by the parents to care for the children in the event of the parent’s death or inability to care for the children,” she explained, hoping he understood because she would hit him over the head the next time he asked for an explanation.

“No.”

“What do you mean, no?” Should she remind him of Cameron?

“To set someone up in that position is sending the wrong message to my enemies. I cannot do that. I agree with you. We will exclude that from the ceremony.” 

“Why is this any different from you calling Cameron your godson?”

“It’s not a designation or title, more like an honorarium because of my relationship to the Goddess,” he said.

He placed a kiss on her cheek. “I like this dress,” he murmured as his palm rubbed over her butt, inching the peach-colored fabric upward.

“I bet you do,” she said, glancing around the corridor and removing his hand. Stepping back, she gazed up at him. “I am going to explain the half-breed thing to Mom and Renee. Since Mom is a breeder it won’t be too much of a jump. Renee... she’s not bringing her girlfriend, Mandy, who would make the leap easier, but I think she’ll be okay. Do you need to scan them as well?”

“Yes. When I shake their hands–”

“Mom will probably hug you.”

“I’ll do a quick mental scan, just to be sure no one slipped anything into their drinks or anything like that.”

Although the idea bothered her, memories of recent surprises killed her qualms. “The pastor flies in Saturday morning around eight, does the christening at noon, and then flies back to Washington at four that afternoon. Rose made arrangements through your service.”

“That’s fine.” He gazed up at the hall and she knew her few minutes were up, but they had covered quite a bit of the event. After her bout with depression, he suggested they postpone the christening, but she’d held firm since almost everything had been done. 

“Rone and Rese have to be at the christening. Do you have someone else covering security?”

“Yes, Cameron will be in charge.”

Her eyes widened. “Cameron’s not going to be at the christening?”

Silas met her gaze and responded slowly. “No. Should he be?”

Jasmine’s heart plummeted. He still didn’t get it. This was a family event. A time when everyone came together to celebrate the newest family members. Cameron was like a son to Silas and, in a roundabout way, the catalyst for Jasmine and Silas coming together.

“Yes. He should be there.”

He stared into her eyes a moment longer. “Okay,” he said softly. “He’ll be there. I’ll put someone else on security. Tonight, give me the exact date your mother arrives, and I’ll make sure I’m here to greet her and your sister. Whatever you need to make this a good event, you got it.” He squeezed her hand and placed a kiss on her forehead.

He had used his ‘I want you’ voice’, which always turned her to mush. The man still revved her engines when he looked at her with that gleam in his eyes. “I just need you.” She leaned into him.

He held her tight. “You have me and everything that goes along with me.” He brushed his lips against hers. She grabbed his head and deepened the kiss. He tasted like sunshine and coffee, sweet and decadent.

“Mmmm, I love the way you taste.” She breathed deeply as they stepped apart. “You smell so good, too.”

He smacked her on her rear cheeks. “Your special scent keeps me grounded and your taste is my morning meal and midnight snack. Now stop distracting me. I’ve got to get to work. See you later, Sweet Bitch.”

Feeling better about the upcoming event, she patted him on the ass and turned in the opposite direction toward the elevator. “Okay, Wolfie, it’s a date.” She watched the smile cross his face and then disappear. No doubt his mind was on the next fire he needed to put out. At least there hadn’t been any more bombs or kidnappings recently. While waiting for the elevator, she released her breath. That week had been a living nightmare. Her doctor had no idea the types of challenges she had experienced after the birth of her babies. It was a miracle the depression was the only thing she’d fallen prey to.

The elevator doors opened, and she stepped inside. Rose worried over Tyrone’s obsession with taking the shot to level the field with Tyrese. Much of the twins’ identities were locked within each other. Rose tried to talk him out of it, but he claimed his connection with Tyrese was off balance and the shot would fix it. Her daughter-in-law asked her to keep quiet over her concerns. It had been hard. Seeing her sons in the lab earlier, she was certain they were there to get the drug. When the elevator stopped, she headed toward Rose’s office.

One thing for sure, if anything went wrong with the injection, Rose would know immediately through her connection with Tyrone. Since Jasmine couldn’t sit with him to make sure he was okay, she’d do the next best thing.

She noticed something was off the moment she stepped inside the dimmed office. “Honey, you feeling okay?” she asked Rose as she stepped inside.

Slumped in her large leather chair with her fingertips pressed to her forehead, Rose groaned an unintelligible response. Thick black hair was pulled from her face with a white headband. Her normally dusky complexion appeared two shades lighter, and her pinched lips were pale.

“Not really. I think Rese is blunting it, but some is seeping through.” She pushed back, grabbed the trashcan, and pulled it up to her face. Jasmine rushed to the small mini-fridge and pulled out a bottle of water so Rose could rinse out her mouth when she finished vomiting.

“Oh, my...” Rose panted. Beads of perspiration dotted her forehead as her small hand opened and closed spasmodically.

Jasmine placed the bottle of water on the desk and rubbed Rose’s back. “Come on, you need to lie down, get as comfortable as you can.” She thought back to what Silas told her had happened with Tyrese. It hadn’t
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