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THRUST INTO A NEW SHIFTER world without enough time to adjust, Amara made one hasty mistake that could cost her mates their position in the tribe or break their happy family apart forever. But those struggles are eclipsed when demonic wolves threaten to take everything from Amara’s family. She must fight to heal the rift she caused before it’s too late.

The Amaroki Packs
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TO ASHLEY, GINELLE, Sheri, and Suanne. I couldn’t ask for better betas. Thank you!

To my husband, my Alpha, Beta, and Gamma all rolled into one. Your continued support means everything. 
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AMARA IGNORED DRASKO’S grumbling when he parked the truck in the shade of a tall pine. He coursed a hand down his tanned face, his eyes shifting from brown to yellow and back again. He’d just taken a shower, and his thick, tattooed muscles still gleamed with moisture. His long black hair dripped water down his back. 

Fuck, he was gorgeous. She crossed one leg over the other, resisting the urge to climb on top of her virile mate and ride him like a bucking bronco. If only they were at home in bed and not parked in front of another pack’s cabin.  

No sooner had she started to help Rone with dinner than the phone rang. Drasko had insisted no house calls after dinner, but since it technically wasn’t mealtime yet, she’d sweet-talked him into driving her to check on the Stormwatcher Pack’s sick calf.   

The Stormwatchers piled outside on the wraparound front porch as Drasko helped Amara out of the truck. She felt a stab of jealousy when she saw that three of the four Stormwatcher men were there with their mate. She only had two mates at home at the moment. Luc, her beta tracker, was still on a secret mission for the Army, and Hakon, her alpha, was working in the oil fields. 

Like her mates, the Stormwatchers had dark hair and eyes, tanned skin, and high cheekbones, looking very much like Alaskan Natives. She instantly recognized the large protector, a stony look making his expression unreadable; the smaller, leaner tracker, whose nostrils flared as he took in their scent; and the gamma, who, like her sweet Rone, wore a food-stained apron. He was also balancing a toddler in his arms while their mate, a pretty brunette, carried a babe at her breast. Amara smiled at the woman as she inhaled her familiar scent. Odd, because she’d never met her before. 

She grabbed Drasko’s hand, doing her best to ignore his scowl as she led him up the steps. 

Amara smelled the strong odor of whiskey. She noted how the Stormwatcher males all had foggy eyes. It was clear they’d been drinking. 

When the largest Stormwatcher stepped forward, Amara knew him to be the second alpha because he had thin frown lines framing his mouth. He looked to be in his early thirties, probably no more than five years older than Drasko, and about an inch shorter. 

“Drasko,” he said and held out a hand. 

Drasko shook the second alpha’s hand, his steely gaze never leaving the man’s face. “Amara, this is Ranko Stormwatcher.” He released the man’s hand and nodded to the others. “Plus his mate and brothers.”

It was odd that Drasko didn’t name them. Did he not know their names, or did he not care? She smiled weakly at them, noting she received barely a nod of recognition from Ranko.  

The slightest of smiles cracked Ranko’s stony features as he looked her over like he was assessing her value. “Amara, named for our goddess.” 

She wasn’t sure, but she thought she heard bitterness.  

Drasko pulled back his shoulders, flashing Ranko a cross between a smile and a snarl. “We were just about to eat dinner.” 

“We won’t keep you long.” Ranko waved at a pen in the distance flanked by a few tall pines and overlooking a verdant field. About a dozen cattle milled within. “We need to know if it’s something serious. If it is, we’ll take Baby Belle to the vet.”  

The mama cow in the corner made sad bleating sounds while hovering over her sick calf. Amara had the overwhelming urge to run to the calf and lay her hands on him. She’d taken only a few steps when someone grabbed her arm. She turned, looking into a familiar pair of ice blue eyes.

“I’m Daniella.” The young mother handed her baby to the wiry beta. “I’ve been dying to meet the girl favored by the Ancients,” she said in a familiar Romanian accent before taking Amara’s hand. “Won’t you come inside for a drink?”

She grimaced when she heard Drasko’s low growls. Make it quick. I’m hungry. Though they’d been mated for about a month, it was still a shock every time her mates projected their thoughts into her mind. 

She refrained from rolling her eyes. Patience. 

“Actually,” she said to Daniella, repressing a grimace, “we need to get back. Could you take me to your calf?”

Daniella’s eyes hardened. “Sure.” She left her two babies with the youngest mates and marched down the steps with a rigid spine.

Had Amara offended her? Usually she accepted food and drink from Amaroki when she visited their homes, but that was during the day, when Drasko was in a better mood. 

“How long has your calf been sick?” she asked, struggling to keep up with Daniella’s brisk pace. 

“I don’t know,” Daniella grumbled. “A few days.”

Yes, Amara had definitely pissed her off. Oh, well. She’d have to get over it. Daniella should’ve been grateful Amara had come at all.  

When they walked into the pen and weaved their way through the cattle, Amara was hit with the nauseating stench of sickness that rose above the pungent odor of manure. She looked over her shoulder to see Drasko and Ranko not far behind. She was somewhat relieved her protector was shadowing her. The mama cow became increasingly agitated as they approached. Drasko and Ranko surged ahead and pushed the distraught mama away with low growls and threatening looks, giving her access to the calf.  

The poor creature was lying on his side, his chest heaving while he struggled for breath. Why had they called Amara out when they should have taken him to a vet? Anyone with half a brain could see the gash on his leg had become infected. She laid a hand on the calf’s head, listening to the animal’s thoughts in his primitive language. The sickness had spread and was consuming his entire body, making him dizzy with fever. 

“He’s got an infection.” She stood, dusting grime off her jeans, her nose wrinkling as the stench became almost unbearable. Why had the Stormwatchers let this calf’s sickness progress? “He needs antibiotics immediately.” 

“We can take him to the vet in the morning,” Daniella said. “My alpha has had too much to drink tonight. He’s not fit to drive.” 

She shook her head, knowing the calf wouldn’t survive the night. “Can’t you or one of your other mates drive?”

“No.” Daniella shrugged, her face a mask of indifference. “My alphas are the only ones who drive.” 

Amaroki women were coddled to the point where they were practically helpless. Daniella should have learned how to drive, if for no other reason than to prove she wasn’t just a wolf-breeding machine. Even though Amara had had a somewhat rough upbringing after being passed around in human foster care, she’d learned to be independent, which was more than she could say for most females of her kind. 

“His health is declining rapidly.” She frowned at the poor beast. “His heartrate is slowing.” 

“He’s lasted a few days already.” Daniella scowled at the animal before Ranko ushered her out of the pen. “One more night won’t kill him.” Ranko bolted the gate behind them. 

Amara repressed a growl as she stared helplessly at the calf and his distraught mother. These wolves didn’t deserve animals if they couldn’t take care of them. 

She was stunned when Daniella looped arms with her, leaning into her like they were old friends and leading her toward the porch. Daniella’s beta and gamma mates had gone in the house with the children, and Drasko and Ranko hung back by the truck, leaving her alone with the female shifter. She didn’t think she’d enjoy Daniella’s company and hoped Drasko insisted they leave soon. 

“I heard my cousins tried to take you, too,” Daniella whispered. 

She nearly stumbled over a rock. “Your cousins?”

“Da,” she said, her Romanian accent getting thicker. “The Devoras, my second cousins. They’re my great-aunt’s sons.” 

Ugh. Amara had hoped she could put memories of those sick wolves out of her mind. After the Devoras lost their mate and head alpha to Romanian hunters, the three remaining wolves had tried and failed many times to replace their mate by stealing unmated virgins from their homes. Because the chieftain of the Romanian tribe was their uncle, they’d never been punished for their attempts. Then those deranged wolves burned down her fathers’ house, drove through her grandparent’s home, and kidnapped her. If Amara’s true mates hadn’t shown up in time, she would’ve been mated to the Devoras, their blood bond sealed by her stolen virginity. She repressed a shudder, dark memories crawling across her skin like spiders.  

She remembered where she’d heard of the Stormwatcher Pack before. Her mates’ sister had told her that the Devoras had tried the same thing with Daniella a few years earlier. She’d no idea that the deranged pack were Daniella’s cousins. 

She nodded and walked up the porch steps with Daniella. “They tried to steal you, too, didn’t they?” 

Daniella tossed her head, laughing. “Tried and failed.” 

She had no idea why Daniella thought it was funny. “I knew they were into rape. I didn’t know they were into incest, too.” 

“They’re into any virgin with a heartbeat.” Daniella flopped on a bench and patted the space beside her. “Luckily my family was too smart to fall for their tricks.”

Amara flinched, her spine going rigid just as she was about to sit beside Daniella. “Oh, well, good for them.” It was no slip of the tongue, the way Daniella insulted her family.  

Her gaze shot to Drasko, who stood by his truck, talking to Ranko. When Drasko gave her an expectant look, she knew he was ready to leave, which was fine with her. “I need to get going.” She glanced at the pen. “I don’t think your calf will make it through the night.”

“Then I guess we’ll be eating veal for breakfast.” Daniella flashed a spiteful smile. “It’s not that your family is stupid, but my grandfathers are the chieftains for a reason. They are the most cunning in their tribe.” 

Amara knew where this was going. After their ancient gods had visited the Romanian tribe, the giant black wolf Amarok said Amara’s grandfather would make a better chieftain. The Stormwatchers hadn’t invited her here to examine a calf they clearly didn’t care about. They’d brought her here to issue a challenge to her family. 

She snarled at the female shifter. “And yet your grandfathers continue to foolishly allow their nephews to try to steal virgins from their mates. If you’re not going to treat that calf, someone needs to put him out of his misery.” She clenched her hands, repressing the urge to smack that smug smile off Daniella’s face. “He’s in pain.”  

Daniella stood, crossing her arms. “I’m sure my mates will handle it. I know we’re supposed to pay you,” she hissed, eyes narrowing. “But we already gave you a lake.”

“What?” She looked at Daniella as if she’d grown a second head. When Daniella didn’t answer, she tossed a blonde braid over her shoulder. “We need to get home. Thanks for wasting our time.” She thought about warning the Stormwatchers not to eat infected meat, but they couldn’t be that stupid. 

She stormed up to Drasko’s truck and yanked open the door with a grunt. “Let’s go!” she snapped, knowing her second alpha wouldn’t be pleased with her tone but too pissed off to care. 

What’s the matter? he projected into her head as he got in and turned the ignition. 

“Daniella Stormwatcher is a fucking bitch,” she said out loud as Drasko backed out of the gravel drive, not caring who heard her. They don’t care about their calf, she projected. She’s looking to start trouble with my family. 

Ha! Drasko’s eyes shifted from dark brown to feral yellow. She’s fucking with the wrong pack.

I don’t think she cares. 

The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end as she remembered that smug look in Daniella’s eyes. Her gut twisted when she realized this confrontation with Daniella was the start of something bigger. 

* * *
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DRASKO’S EYES WERE hard as he focused on the winding road leading to their home on the lake. The tension radiating off him made for an uncomfortable drive. This was the first house call that hadn’t gone well. All the others had ended with their shifter neighbors graciously giving Amara and Drasko smoked meats, DVD collections, camping gear, and even cash. She didn’t have a set rate for her services, telling them to pay what they could afford, which made them even more grateful. The Stormwatchers hadn’t offered them shit. Not that she wanted anything from them. 

Ever since she’d moved in with her mates—four impossibly tempting wolf-shifter brothers—a little over a month ago, her business of treating sick animals on their Alaska reservation had taken off. As the first shifter in four generations to have the ability to diagnose animals by laying hands on them, she refused to let her gift go to waste. Her mates had given her a hard time at first, as Amaroki culture was old-fashioned when it came to women working, but they eventually relented. Amara could be very persuasive, but maybe this time she’d pushed Drasko too far by insisting they check on the sick calf. 

She chewed her bottom lip, warily eyeing her mate. Are you angry with me?

No. He gave her a stony look as he pulled into the gravel drive leading to their three-story cabin. I’m pissed at the Stormwatchers. 

Me, too. She frowned at her hands, which were fisted in her lap. That poor calf. Sorry for wasting our time. 

“Not your fault.” He parked, flashing a wolfish grin while taking her hand. “But you owe me one later,” he said on a low rumble, placing delicate kisses across her palm. 

A line of fire raced straight to her lady parts, liquefying her from the inside out. Her big alpha sure knew how to turn her on. She sighed when he let her go. 

“Come on.” He opened the door, nostrils flaring. “I’m hungry.”

She was hungry, too, but not for food. Damn Drasko for soaking her panties. 

Amara’s mood significantly improved when the divine smell of smoked meat hit her as soon as she got out of the truck. Her three doggies raced from the house, jumping around her legs. When she scooped her two little ones into her arms, they showered her with kisses. She set them down, laughing while they ran around her legs again. She bent over Buster, letting him plant a sloppy kiss on her cheek. 

Her dogs had acclimated so well to their new home that she no longer worried about the lack of fencing. They rarely strayed too far from her line of sight. If they did try to go off on their own, Rone’s built-in radar sensed when they pushed the boundaries, and he would call them back. She was so grateful to have him as her gamma. He’d make an excellent father someday. She often wondered when that would be. Bunica, her Romanian grandmother, had said she’d know when it was time to get pregnant, because she’d open like a flower. Whatever that meant.    

She watched her dogs’ tails spinning as they ran off again, on the hunt for their sworn enemies, no doubt, the ever-elusive evil squirrels. 

Rone was on the back deck, turning ribs on the grill and looking as cute as ever, with a lock of sandy brown hair hanging in his big brown eyes and an infectious grin revealing two impossibly sexy dimples. 

“How’d it go?” he asked. 

“A complete waste of time,” Drasko said as he popped the top on a beer and sat at the patio table overlooking the placid lake set against a backdrop of tall pines and cragged mountain peaks.  

“I’m never helping the Stormwatchers again,” Amara huffed, taking a lemonade from Rone and sitting beside Drasko. She took a sip of the cool drink, relishing the sweet syrupy taste. It was pretty good for a powdered beverage. 

They were nearing the end of summer in Alaska. Soon it would be fall, and she’d switch to steaming hot tea. She was looking forward to the change in seasons, and not just because she preferred cooler weather. She was eager for her mates to return to her. Hakon was scheduled to come home the first day of fall, and Luc was due back any day. Agent Johnson, the government liaison to the Amaroki, had told her mates’ father that Luc was almost finished with his mission. The sooner her Army tracker was holding her in his arms, the better.    

She swatted a mosquito almost as big as a bird as it buzzed her face, then scooted her chair closer to the citronella candle on the table.  

“I was surprised when they called,” Rone said as he shut the grill and turned to them. “I thought they’d be too proud to ask for a Thunderfoot’s help.” 

She quirked a brow. “Why would you say that?”

Rone and Drasko shared knowing looks. 

Drasko took a long swig of beer. “The Thunderfoots and the Stormwatchers have a history.” 

Judging by the way he grimaced when he said it, she knew it wasn’t good. “What do you mean?”

Rone wiped his hands on his apron and sat beside her. “The Stormwatchers were the tribal leaders up until WW2. Most of our young men had gone to fight for our country, leaving their women and children with the elders. The Stormwatchers were killed fleeing the Germans. The Thunderfoots stayed and fought and saved themselves and dozens of other wolves. When they returned, they were elected chieftains for their bravery. Had the Stormwatchers fought bravely, their ancestors might still be in power.”

“When our great-grandfathers were given the chiefdom, they also inherited this land and the lake.” Drasko swept a hand toward the picturesque scenery. “The Stormwatchers never got over their loss. Though they try to hide it, I know they resent us.” 

“I know Daniella does,” she blurted as Daniella’s strange comment suddenly made sense. “She said she wasn’t going to pay me, because they’d already given me a lake.” 

“Fucking bitch,” Drasko mumbled before taking another drink of his beer.  

“If she’s holding onto that grudge, that means her mates are, too.” Rone gave Drasko a pointed look. “They could cause us trouble.”

“I agree. We’ll have to alert our fathers and keep an eye on them.” Drasko turned to Amara. “I’m sure your family posing a threat to Daniella’s grandfather’s chiefdom adds more fuel to the fire.”

How petty of them. Her grandfather wouldn’t be a threat if the Romanian chieftain had done a better job taking care of his people. “It was Amarok who said my grandfather would make a better chieftain.” 

“And he was right.” Drasko leveled her with a stony look. “But a chieftain won’t give up his title without a fight, no matter what the Ancients say.” 

“I’m not so sure my family will try to take it anyway.” She remembered the destruction her family had suffered at the hands of the Devora brothers. “They’re too busy rebuilding their homes.”

Drasko slammed his beer on the table. “They should make finding the Devoras a priority, not home repairs.” 

She flinched. “My fathers are searching for the Devoras.” Though truthfully she knew they weren’t doing a great job of it. How could they when Katarina, their selfish and spoiled mate, was always threatening to kill herself or causing trouble with her grandparents?  

Rone offered her an apologetic look. “They’re not searching enough.”  

This seemed to be a daily argument between Amara and her mates. She wished they’d drop it already. “Katarina isn’t easy to handle.” 

Drasko and Rone shared long, severe looks. She knew they were telepathically communicating. 

“Are you going to let me in on the conversation?” she snapped. 

The angles of Drasko’s face were so severe, it took her breath away. “You do understand that if they don’t take care of the Devoras, we will?” 

Her heart slowed to a painful thud. “Why? I’m safe now.” 

“They tried to rape you.” Rone sighed.  

“But they didn’t,” she argued. 

Drasko squared his shoulders. “If your fathers don’t find the Devoras by the time Luc and Hakon get back, we’re going after them.” 

She jumped from her seat, toppling their drinks. “You can’t go!” she cried, ignoring their swearing. 

Rone grabbed a rag and mopped up the mess. 

Drasko stood, hovering over her, his eyes turning from dark mahogany to a dazzling gold. “We can and we will.” His deep protector voice took over, rattling her bones and making her knees tremble. 

There was no way she was winning this argument. If her fathers didn’t capture the Devoras, her mates would risk their lives for vengeance. “Will you take me with you?” 

Drasko stiffened. “You will stay with our parents until we return.” 

Her mates were leaving her? “And what if you don’t return?” 

“We will return.” Rone wrapped an arm around her shoulders, kissing her cheek. “We have the Ancients on our side.”  

“That doesn’t mean they’ll let you win. Did you get a good look at the Devoras? They’re missing eyes and earlobes! They know they don’t stand a chance fighting fairly against you, which means they’ll fight dirty.” Her knees gave way, and she fell back into her chair. 

Drasko knelt beside her, running a hand down her back. “They won’t fight at all after I snap their necks.” 

“You’re way too sure of yourself.”

Drasko arched a brow. “And you’re way too unsure of me.” 

“I can’t help it if I’m worried.”  

He sat beside her and pulled her into his lap. “I know, sweetheart, and I love you for it.”

After living a lonely life of neglect, she’d finally found happiness. Being separated from Hakon and Luc was hard enough. She couldn’t go on if the Devoras separated her from her mates forever.

* * * 
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AMARA PICKED AT HER dinner, losing her appetite as she thought about the Devoras filling her mates full of Amethyst darts and attacking them. Afterward, her dogs curled up in various corners of the house, each with a thick bone to gnaw on. She wordlessly helped Rone stack the dishes in the kitchen, ignoring their dark looks. 

“That’s enough for now.” He removed his apron and took her by the hand, leading her around the marble island and into the sunken living room that faced the cabin’s vaulted windows and back deck.  

She followed him on numb legs, fearing her mates were going to lecture her again. Rone sat her beside Drasko and knelt in front of her, peering up at her from under long eyelashes.  

“You know you’re cute when you pout?” he said, resting his chin on her knee. 

“I’m not pouting.” She stiffened when Drasko wrapped an arm around her. 

“No?” he whispered, caressing her face. “You hardly ate.” 

She tensed when he traced her collarbone and then the swell of her breast. “I’m too worried to eat.” She did her best to ignore Drasko as he unzipped her jeans.  

“I have an idea,” he purred, hot and heavy in her ear. “How about we take your mind off your worries while working up your appetite?”

She tried to clench her knees together when he dipped a finger under the hem of her undies, tracing lazy circles around that tight little bundle of nerves. “I’m not in the mood,” she lied. Who the hell was she kidding? She was always in the mood. Even when her monthly hit, she still begged for it, and her mates were happy to give it to her. 

“Then hell must have frozen over.” He chuckled against her neck, making her gooseflesh rise.  

“Stop.” She swatted his hand away. 

She moaned when Rone pulled down her jeans and stroked her sweet spot. 

“Are you sure?” Drasko’s hand was back at her breast, pinching through the fabric. “Your hard nipples are saying something different.”  

“Ah, Rone!” she cried out when he circled her swollen desire with the tip of one finger. Damn, that felt good. 

“So is your wet pussy,” he said, pulling his finger out and sucking her moisture off it. 

“You’re both making it wet.” She scowled down at him while melting into the sofa cushions, sighing as Drasko massaged both breasts. He gave great massages.  

When Rone dipped his finger inside her again, her legs fell open and she laid her head back with a groan. Over the past month, her sweet Rone had repeatedly tried to draw out their lovemaking, but no sooner had he thrust inside her than he was shooting off like a rocket. Luckily, he’d learned to make up for his lack of control with amazing foreplay. She lifted her ass as he slid her bottoms all the way off. 

“Do you still want me to stop?” he asked with a mischievous smile. 

“Please don’t stop, Rone,” she begged, raising her arms above her head while Drasko removed her shirt. She stretched out on the sofa, grateful it was nearly as wide as a twin bed. She lay her head on Drasko’s thigh as Rone climbed between her legs and planted his face in her pussy.

She bucked against him while he licked, stroked, and teased. When Drasko leaned over her, she moaned into his mouth, arching her back when he kneaded her breasts like dough. It didn’t take long for her lovers to build her passion into a frenzy. She grasped Rone’s hair by the roots while he tongue-fucked her, thrusting deep inside her and circling her swollen button with his thumb. She cried out when she came, spurting inside his mouth like a fountain. He laughed, lapping up her juices, then yanked down his jeans and moved up to bury himself inside her with one rough thrust. She strained for another climax. Drasko dug his fingers into her tits, branding her and squeezing hard.

Her next orgasm hit fast, tremors rippling through her while Rone burst inside her. 

After she finally caught her breath, Rone slid out of her, mopping up their juices with his T-shirt. 

“My turn,” Drasko said, hoisting her into his arms and looking at her with a devious smile. She went boneless against him as he carried her up the stairs and into their bedroom, setting her on their massive bed. 

“Bend over,” he commanded. 

She obeyed, falling on her knees and hoisting her ass in the air. 

Drasko sat behind her, pulling her down on his lap and sheathing his thick erection inside her. He made her face a set of full-length mirrors on the opposite wall and then fucked her with long, slow strokes, anchoring himself to her with one hand digging into her breast and the other grasping her pussy, his finger circling her clit. She loved this position more than anything.  She threw her head back against his shoulder, gasping, as he slid in and out, keeping rhythm with his finger.  

“Look at us,” he rumbled, scraping his teeth across her neck. 

Her eyes flew open, and she watched Drasko’s large cock slide in and out of her while he teased her neck with tantalizing kisses. She bit back a groan, her eyelids fluttering at the sight. She was ready to spontaneously combust. Though she enjoyed sex with all her mates, lovemaking with Drasko was the most erotic and euphoric sensation she’d ever experienced. 

He continued his relentless assault, and the pressure built. She felt like a kettle with two spouts, the steam slowly building under each until she was within a breath of shooting off at both ends.  

And that’s when Drasko stopped, stilling inside her. She begged him to continue. 

“Patience, Amara,” he chided, biting her earlobe. 

But she was all out of patience. She squirmed against him, straining for release, ignoring his warning growls. 

“Please, Drasko, make me come.”

“Fuck!” he roared. “You feel too good to resist.”

He pushed her onto all fours and fucked her without mercy. The weight on the bed shifted, and Rone slid under her, sliding his slick finger across her clit, sending her spiraling over the edge. The heartbeat deep inside her went off like an atom bomb, pounding against Drasko’s cockhead until he exploded, throbbing deep inside her. Rone suckled her breast and continued to assault her swollen nub, setting off another orgasm. 

Achingly tender in all the right spots, and totally spent, she fell into Rone’s arms, sighing when he stroked her back and whispered words of love in her ear. Before she knew it, she was horny again. Rone slipped inside her, making love to her slowly, capturing her lips in a continual kiss. He held out for several minutes, gently probing her with shallow thrusts, a new record for him. The next orgasm rolled over her like a slow-motion wave. She sighed into his mouth, going boneless against him when he grunted and stilled. 

As she snuggled in his arms, sated and content, it occurred to her that her mates had used this long love-making session as a distraction. Damn them, it had worked too well. She was too exhausted to worry, but tomorrow she’d be sick with apprehension all over again. How could she not, when those rogue wolves threatened to take everything from her?
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Chapter Two
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Amara woke in Drasko’s embrace, deliciously achy in all the right places. The smell of fresh coffee and bacon wafted up from below, which meant Rone had already gone downstairs to make breakfast. She had no idea what time it was, as the days were getting shorter and no light shone through their curtains. She didn’t care. She was exactly where she wanted to be. 

Drasko wrapped his arms around her waist, then squeezed her breasts and rolled her nipples between his fingers. 

He massaged her breasts and nibbled her ear. She pressed her ass into his erection and draped her leg over his hip, wiggling until the tip of his head probed her anus. With a low growl, he feasted on her neck. She tilted her head to give him better access, his lips on her skin causing her gooseflesh to rise and her pussy to weep. She forced herself to relax through an exhale while he reached around her, circling her clit with a finger. He drew moisture from her pussy, rubbing it into her anus before sliding the tip of his cock inside her tight hole.

She tensed when he stretched her past the point of comfort. “Oh, Drasko!”

“Relax,” he purred, sliding in a little farther. 

He gently stroked her clit again, teasing her into submission, slowly stretching her anus with his thick head. She soon became putty in his arms, captive to exquisite sensations as he pushed all her buttons and then some. He alternated between gently nipping her neck and scraping her skin with his teeth. His cock slid in a little further while he continued the assault of her clit. He pulled out to probe the outer edge of her ass, then slid in again. 

She groaned her delight, melting, melting, until she completely surrendered to him. He fucked her deeper, harder, building up her desire until she was panting his name. A few more delicate swirls around her swollen clit, and she was lost in a vortex of pleasure. He bit her shoulder, latching onto her hip, pumping into her tight hole. The orgasm seized her, taking possession of her, rocking her to her core. She pulsed everywhere, the zings shooting straight to her toes and back. He groaned and then grunted, his cockhead bursting like a popped balloon as he filled her tight sheath with his seed. He continued to pump into her, driving her through one orgasm and into another. 

She fell limp against him while he tickled and teased her swollen slit into submission, coaxing one final burst of violent throbs. She pulsed against his finger when he captured her lips in an exquisite kiss. 

Spent and sated, they snuggled for several minutes. She cooed and giggled when he ran his fingers up and down her arms, making her sensitive skin come alive once more.  

“Ready to go catch Big Ben,” he murmured. “I have a good feeling about today.” 

Uh, no. He couldn’t possibly want to go fishing after that. She reached behind her, cupping his erection. “I’ve already caught a big one.” 

“Come on, Amara,” he pleaded, raining hot kisses down her neck. “It will be fun.” 

“If you keep kissing me like that, we’re going to stay in this bed all day.” She was hoping she could go back to sleep after feeling completely sated and spent. 

He rolled her onto her back, his long hair tickling her bare breasts. She reached up, running her fingers through his silky hair, loving how it slipped through her fingers like water.  

He grabbed her wrist, one brow hitched in an expectant look. “I’m going fishing, Amara. Are you coming or not?”

She relented. “Fine, if it means that much to you.”

He brushed his lips across her knuckles. “It does.”

She smiled, thinking how a few months ago, she’d been terrified of him, but that was before she saw his soft side. Granted, his soft side was usually paired with a bit of rough sex, and hot damn, she couldn’t get enough. 

* * *
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DRASKO STOOD BEHIND Amara, showing her how to flick the rod. It worked when he helped her, but when she tried on her own, she screwed it up. He was a patient teacher, even though she still hadn’t managed to throw the lure out very far. 

After watching Drasko fish with his sister Tatiana numerous times, she figured it would be easy. It wasn’t. Tatiana was much better at this than her, casting and reeling in fish like an old pro. Amara had no idea why she’d expected she’d be any good at it. She’d always thrown her bowling balls in the gutter and her softballs at the batter’s head. Fishing was no different. To make matters worse, she’d already hooked Drasko’s finger. She felt terrible when he gushed blood all over the floor of the boat. He acted like it was no big deal, wrapping up his finger and telling her it was his fault for not putting a cork on the hook.    

He angled the trolling motor toward a stand of reeds. “Try casting here.” 

She cast, then swore when the line tangled in a low-hanging branch. He backed the boat up, took the rod from her, and deftly unhooked the lure.

“I don’t know why you took me fishing when I suck.” She snatched the pole from him, not meaning to come off angry, but she was frustrated with herself.  

“You just need more practice.” He stood behind her, rubbing the tension from her shoulders. “Relax, Amara. You’re stressing too much over this. Fishing should be fun.”

She eyed the rod with disdain. “It’s not fun when I’m hooking my mate and getting stuck on tree branches.”  

“We all get hooked and stuck on branches.” He chuckled. 

“Oh.” That made her feel better. Maybe she just needed to chill. It probably didn’t help that she’d had three cups of coffee this morning and her brain was ready to explode with caffeine overload. 

He backed up the boat and helped her cast again. No sooner had her lure hit the water than a monster fish jumped up and took it. 

“You got one!” he howled. “Hook it.”  

Her blood pumped so fast, the whooshing in her ears drowned out the buzz of the line. She jerked the pole like he’d shown her and then started reeling in the fish. She only got a few turns in before he took off, dragging line off the reel. 

“Holy shit! Help, Drasko.” 

“You got it.” He sounded way too confident in her as he drove the boat toward the racing fish. 

“Omigod, omigod!” She alternated between letting the fish take out line, then fighting to bring it back. “Are you sure you don’t want to reel it in?” she pleaded, mostly because she was getting worn out.

“No, this is your catch.”

With his encouragement, and a whole lot of fighting, she brought her catch close to the boat. Every muscle in her body was screaming from overuse and tension as she lifted the pole as high as it could go so Drasko could net the fish. 

He was a monster, a long, fat fish with brown spots and a wicked-looking pointy snout.  

She jumped up and down in excitement as he hauled in their catch. “Is it Big Ben?”

He shook his head. “I think it’s Big Ben Junior. Impressive catch, though. Do you want to eat him or put him back?”

She frowned as the fish gasped for air, its gills frantically opening and closing. “If we let him go, we can catch him another day.”

“Good idea.” He lowered the fish into the water, and it took off with a giant splash. Drasko chuckled as he wiped water off his face.  

She planted a big kiss on his lips. “Thank you. Now I see why you enjoy fishing so much.” 

He bent his forehead to hers, stroking her back. “It’s even more fun when I have you for a fishing partner.” 

Her heart filled with so much love for him that she had to kiss him again. “I love you,” she murmured.  

He lifted her off the deck, squeezing her tight. “I love you more than life, Amara.”  

After catching and releasing a few more fish, they returned home to wash up and eat lunch. They’d just finished their sandwiches when they got a call from the Bearchaser Pack. Drasko took her to check on their dog, who was having seizures. He was a ragged hound with tired eyes, probably older than Buster. She felt his skull, sensing the slowing and misfiring in his brain. She encouraged the Bearchasers to give him CBD oil to help with the seizures but warned he was not long for this world. Their mate, an Alaskan Native like them, with a big, round belly and a gaggle of boys running around her legs, thanked Amara with a hug and a beautiful turquoise necklace and matching bracelet.

* * * 
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WHEN SHE AND DRASKO returned home, her heart seized as a familiar man with wiry muscles and a shaved head walked out onto the porch steps.

“Luc!” she screamed, jumping out of the truck and racing into his arms. She buried her face against his chest, unable to control the sobs that wracked her. “I’ve been so worried.” 

“Don’t cry. I’m fine.” He wrapped his arms around her. 

He stumbled back, leaning against the wall as she melted into his embrace. Had something happened to his balance? And why did being held by Luc feel different, as if she was hugging a child? 

She pulled back, wiping her eyes, and that’s when she noticed the hollows under his cheekbones and the circles beneath his eyes. What had happened to him? “You don’t look well.” 

“I’m just tired.” He dragged a hand down his face. “It was a long mission.” 

She hated the hunger she saw in his eyes. “What can I do to make you feel better?”

He led her into the house. She wordlessly followed him up the stairs and toward her private bedroom, the one she’d yet to use. He couldn’t possibly want sex in his condition. 

“Wait!” She dug her heels in as he shut the door behind them. “Luc, you need food and rest, not sex.” Loath though she was to deny him, she feared physical activity would make him worse. 

“I’m fine. I ate some MREs on the flight home.” He smoothed calloused knuckles down her cheek. “What I need is to be inside you.” 

She searched his dark features. What she saw nearly took her breath away. He appeared haunted, as if he’d been dragged down to the pit of hell and clawed his way back. He’d seen horrors on this mission. She knew it in the core of her soul. Her heart broke, and her gut twisted. This man needed her. How could she deny him?

She pulled him to the bed and undressed him, trying not to show emotion as she ran her fingers over the many cuts and bruises along his torso. She bit back a curse when she noticed ribs protruding through his skin. He wouldn’t have the strength to make love to her.    

She cupped his face with both hands, willing the tears pricking her eyes to retreat. I’ve missed you so much. 

I’ve missed you more than words can express. He flashed a weary smile while unbuttoning her jeans.  

Let me, she said, taking him to the bed. After their clothes were off, she climbed in beside him. 

When he turned to her, she grasped his taut shoulders, pushing him back down with her lips on his. Lie back. Let me take care of you. 

She kissed him, tenderly at first, but he soon made it clear he needed more passion when he panted into her mouth like a wounded animal, raking his hands over her as if he was trying to commit every inch of her to memory. 

She broke the kiss, gasping for air, and then climbed down him, tracing every cut and bruise with her lips before settling between his legs.

When he jutted his erection toward her, she was sorely tempted to latch onto his hips and ram him down her throat, but she exercised restraint. He needed her to be gentle, even if he didn’t realize it. 

She spit into her hand, lathering up his balls, a little trick she’d learned since Luc had been away, then kissed up and down his shaft before taking him in her mouth. 

He swore, digging his nails into the sheets when she slowly slid down his length, burying him deep inside her while massaging his testicles. She did this repeatedly, easing up on the friction when she tasted his salty essence on her tongue.

Amara, please, come to me. His cry ricocheted in her brain as he held a hand down to her.  

She planted kisses across his hipbones. Are you sure? 

Ride me, my love. I need to be inside you.  

She seated herself on him, gasping when he thrust into her with a grunt. She balanced on his shoulders, cringing at the feel of his bones poking her palms.

He latched onto her waist and repeatedly thrust into her, pounding her tight bundle of nerves. She didn’t have time to prepare herself for the orgasm that swept through her, holding her captive in its clutches while Luc banged against her like a drum. She sucked in a scream as he fucked her through one orgasm and into another. 

He stilled, then shuddered, his cock exploding and bathing her with several long spurts.  

After one long, tender kiss, she fell on top of him with a sigh, then quickly slid off, worried she’d crush him. She nestled in the crook of his arm, ignoring the discomfort of his hard angles pressing into her. All that mattered was that Luc was home and safe—for now. 

* * * 
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AMARA WAS SADDENED she couldn’t snuggle with her handsome tracker for the rest of the evening. No more putting it off though. He needed nourishment. 

She sat up, frowning at the bruises on his chest. “You need to eat.”

“I will.” He held out his arms to her. “I just want to hold you a while longer.”

She turned from him, unable to bear the hollow dents in his cheeks, making him look like a chemo patient. He needed to gain a lot of weight. How could he battle the Devoras in this condition?

“What’s wrong?” he asked, a hand at her back. 

She bit down on her knuckles. “You’ve lost too much weight.” 

He stroked the curve of her spine. “I’ll gain it back.” 

She turned to him. “Hakon will be back in a few days. Drasko says you’re going to Romania to hunt the Devoras.” 

He grabbed her shoulders, piercing her with dark eyes. “Amara, they need to be stopped before they try again.” 

“You’re in no condition to go chasing after them.” 

“I heal fast.” He shrugged, flashing a tight smile. “What if they succeed next time? Can you imagine a young girl like Tatiana being forced to live apart from her mates?”

“No, but what if they kill you?” She released a shuddering breath at the thought. “Then I’ll be forced to live apart from you.” 

He cupped her cheek, his gaze unwavering. “They won’t kill us.” 

He spoke with such conviction, she knew he believed it to be true. His overconfidence could be his downfall. 

“You don’t know that.” She swallowed hard, remembering Drasko limping into the castle with buckshot wounds in his side. He was lucky his wounds had healed, and he was only left with three fading scars. That night could have turned out much worse. “They tricked you last time and led you into that hunting camp.”

“That was my fault.” Luc coursed a hand through his hair with a groan. “I was so worried about you, I wasn’t concentrating. This time I know you’ll be safe with my parents, and I can focus on the Devoras.” He grasped her shoulders, searching her face with a look akin to desperation. “I’m the best tracker in all the Amaroki. If anyone has a chance at bringing down the Devoras, it’s us.” 
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