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CHAPTER ONE




EMMA tugged on her gloves, making sure not an inch of flesh was exposed. She turned around in front of the mirror, examining herself, checking to see that she was fully covered. She wore a burgundy blouse with long sleeves, a long black skirt and knee high boots. She donned a black hat with black mesh veil and arranged it so it covered her face. The thin veil obscured her face so that anyone who looked at her would easily mistake her for Ellen.

She took a deep breath, picked up her small purse and walked out of the room, down the massive stairs and out the front door. Baxter stood by the limousine and opened the door for her. She entered the limo and he followed, closing the door behind her. Georges, already in the front seat, started the car the moment the door closed. Georges and Baxter were identical twins. Both were six foot four, blond, muscular and well armed. Whenever Emma disguised herself as Ellie, they always escorted her, as they understood the agreement between Emma and Ellen.

They rode in silence, all the way to the airport, during the plane ride and in the subsequent car ride to the docks. Georges pulled the silver Bentley to a stop in front of the abandoned warehouse. He parked among a dozen other luxury vehicles. Both Georges and Baxter escorted her into the warehouse, walking on either side of her. Their presence helped keep anyone from getting too close to her, from discovering her true identity.

The warehouse smelled musty. They walked into the dimly lit warehouse and headed towards the middle, where others had gathered. Emma recognized three businessmen, a congressman and two senators. The rest were strangers. They gathered in a circle, listening intently to the man in the middle. The harsh fluorescent lights above the man flickered, yet he continued as if nothing was wrong.

He looks slimy, Emma thought as she shivered.

“I’m telling you, this is the opportunity of a lifetime,” Slimy promised the crowd.

“Yes, yes. The phone call that I received, that we all probably received, said so. This better not be some land sale scheme!” said one of the businessmen.

“I assure you, this will be worth every second of your time and every cent that you are willing to part with,” he assured them.

“BRING HIM IN!” Slimy shouted to someone to his left.

A door opened somewhere to the left and heavy footsteps headed their way. The crowd parted as a man was brought in, bound in handcuffs and shackles. His chest was bare, as was his feet. He had on a pair of ugly gray gym shorts.

He stood six and a half feet tall, had wavy brown hair and dark brown eyes that were narrowed in hatred. He was handsome in his own way, despite the numerous scars on his face, across his wide chest and down his mouthwatering six pack abs. Did she say ‘mouthwatering’? She meant muscular. His jaw was clenched in anger. His whole body was tense.

“Kneel!” Slimy commanded. The bound man refused and Slimy pulled out a little remote and pressed a button. Immediately the man screamed in pain and fell to his knees. The crowd gasped in shock.

“Instant obedience. Isn’t it grand? We surgically implanted a device that causes pain when this button is depressed.” Slimy held up the remote for all to see.

“That’s not all, folks. He’s a... werewolf.”” Everyone turned to look at Slimy.

“It’s true. He’s a werewolf. They do exist. I’’ll prove it to you,” Slimy promised.

Slimy turned to the bound man and commanded him to shift. When nothing happened, he pressed the button, held it down for seconds, minutes until the bound man, screaming in pain, changed into a wolf! Emma couldn’t believe her eyes. This man was a werewolf! It couldn’’t be a trick. He transformed right before her eyes. She heard the pop as his bones reconfigured, saw the way his skin bulged. Somehow his body shrunk as fur rapidly filled in, covering him everywhere in a thick fur.

A large gray and black wolf stood panting, its amber eyes glowing eerily. Its body tensed, its ears flattened against its head and he growled loudly in warning, saliva dripping from its sharp teeth.

Slimy demanded that he change back and pressed the button. The wolf howled in pain as its body contorted on the ground and changed back into the man. The man/wolf grimaced in pain. Naked, he kneeled on the floor, bracing his hands to keep himself from falling down. Sweat covered his body, a thin sheen that glistened in the flickering fluorescent light.

“An obedient werewolf at your beck and call. Shall we open the bidding at fifty thousand?” Slimy asked.

Emma stared at the man/wolf, speechless.

They were selling him?

Outraged, she bid on the man. She would buy his freedom, no matter what the cost.

Was he the only one they had? She wondered. She would never know unless she had a chance to speak to him.

The bidding slowly increased and Emma began to panic.

“One hundred thousand is my final offer,” Emma stated with conviction.

It was every cent that she had.

“Going once. Going twice. Sold! Congratulations, Ms. Barrington. Once your payment clears, we will deliver your new pet to your mansion tomorrow evening.” Slimy looked at Baxter and Georges.

“I see that you prefer muscular blonds. It’s a shame this one isn’t blond, but you could always dye his hair.”

Slimy grinned at her and she bit her lip to keep from telling him off. She drew on every ounce of disdain she felt for Slimy and responded in a bored voice, “Why should I spend another dime on him?”

She nodded to Baxter and he made the payment with one of Ellie’s check. She would pay Ellie back next week when she returned from her trip. Afraid she would give herself away, she turned away without a backward glance at the man/wolf.

Georges drove them back to the airport and back home. They rode in silence as Emma contemplated the existence of werewolves and repercussions of their captivity. Her anger at the man’s mistreatment was palpable. She hoped that he was the only werewolf they had captured. She shuddered to think of what they would do to a captured female wolf. Emma would have to question him to find out everything he knew. Somehow, she and Ellie would put a stop to it.

Emma Tyler and Ellen Barrington had been friends ever since Ellen had run away when she was 8 years old. In a fit of temper, Ellen had run away from her mother in the mall and gotten lost. She sat crying, huddled in a corner until Emma, also 8, had walked up to Ellie and comforted her. Emma calmed her down and her parents took her to one of the cashiers, who promptly called security. A few minutes later, Ellen was reunited with her parents. As a reward, Mrs. Barrington had invited Emma over to their mansion for a visit. Though Ellen was rich and Emma was not, they found they had a lot in common. They became fast friends and were inseparable.

As they got older, strangers would sometimes mistake one for the other, and over time, they began to purposely deceive others. At first it was a game. Later, when her responsibilities became overwhelming for Ellen, she would beg Emma to take her place and she would go off on ‘holiday’ for a much needed respite.

When Ellen and Emma were away at college, the Barringtons died in a tragic plane crash. Their entire fortune and their company, Barrington Enterprises, a successful marketing firm, belonged to Ellen, their only child. With Emma’s financial expertise, Ellen’s business thrived. With Emma’’s friendship, Ellie stayed sane.

They were of the same height and same build, however Ellie was slightly more voluptuous. With a padded bra and veiled hat, no one could really tell the difference. Emma, several shades darker than Ellie, thanks to her Indian heritage, could hide her skin with long sleeves, pants or long skirts. Emma’s face was a lighter color than the rest of her body, so a bit of makeup along with the hat completed her transformation into Ellie. Since Emma was a financial advisor, actually, Ellen’s personal financial advisor, she could take time off whenever Ellen needed.

Ellen had called her a few days ago, begging her to take her place, so she could have a few days reprieve before the next stockholder’s meeting. Emma had gladly decided to step in, enjoying her time at Ellen’s mansion. She spent most of her time in the massive library, had been sitting there when she received a mysterious call about a unique opportunity. Intrigued, she had decided to go to the warehouse.

Now Emma had spent all of her savings and was the proud new owner of a werewolf, one she would release as soon as she had the information she needed.

Georges pulled into the driveway and stopped in front of Barrington Estate. Baxter opened the door and disabled the alarms. They settled down and went to bed. She thought about all the questions she had for him, about werewolves and other beings. Early in the morning, she finally drifted off to sleep.














CHAPTER TWO




HANDCUFFED and wearing shackles, Kane had no choice but to sit in the limousine as they drove him to his new mistress.

Her new pet? His wolf bristled and the man’s anger increased. He was a Soldier, a strong warrior. And he was now bound, helpless and at the mercy of a woman.

He struggled to control his rage, the thing that led him to his current predicament.

A member of the Last Hope Werewolf Pack, Kane loyally served his Alpha and had the scars to prove it. When the old Alpha stepped down because of poor health, he joined Lucien, the current Alpha, in his battle against the Lost Souls Werewolf Pack. He had been 28 at the time. His body was lined with massive scars from his battle three and a half years ago. He was proud of his battle scars, a sign of loyalty, but female wolves found him hideous. A handful had taken him to bed, but they always kicked him out as soon as they were done with him. He grew angry and resentful of their treatment. He sought their company less and less, instead relying on himself to ease his discomfort.

Since his Alpha had taken a human mate, he decided to try his luck with humans. It was a huge mistake. Most women shied away from him, sensing the dark aura around him that hinted at danger. The few human women that found danger attractive allowed him to bed them and as before, kicked him out as soon as they found their release. He had never spent the night in a woman’s bed.

Still angry and even more resentful than before, he had withdrawn to the woods one night, intent on running as a release. He undressed and changed into his wolf form, never noticing the hunters hiding in the trees. He took off and ran for miles, pushed himself to his limits, trying to forget the pain of rejection.

The hunters nearly fell out of their tree when they saw the man change into a wolf. They had climbed a tree, hoping to spot something to kill. When they saw him change, they knew he was worth more alive than dead. Rumor was, some rich guy was willing to pay for ‘strange wolves.’ Now they knew what he meant by ‘strange’. They changed their ammunition, loaded their guns with tranquilizers and waited for the wolf. He had left his clothing, so they knew he would return.

Kane ran back to his clothes, exhausted. He changed and felt a sharp stab in his ass, another one in his arm. Everything went dark as he fell to the ground. When he woke up, he was in the middle of a nightmare. He was chained in a room. Men jabbed him with needles, removing his blood. They questioned him, and when he refused to answer, they would beat him. Several days passed and he endured their abuse. He was, after all, a Soldier.

One day they drugged him. When he woke up, they told him what they had done. He had been implanted with a chip to induce pain. They demonstrated by pressing the button and his body was racked with pain as the chip stimulated his pain sensors. His body fell to the floor and he convulsed, inadvertently changing into a wolf. The men laughed as he lay whimpering on the floor.

A few days later he had been taken to a warehouse and sold. Like a slave. To that rich, coldhearted bitch. Once she had purchased him, she hadn’t even bothered to look at him. She had simply turned and left. Once again, he had been discarded by a woman.

The limousine stopped and they removed him, forcing him into the mansion. He stood before one of her bodyguards in the foyer. The bodyguard accepted the keys to his handcuffs and a small box containing the remote. His captors left and he stood there with her blond bodyguard. The man indicated he should follow him into the living room, and he did, stopping by a large couch.

She stood by the fireplace, staring into the fire. She wore the hat from the previous night, and she was covered from head to toe in a long flowing dress. Her arms were crossed in front of her and her body seemed tense.

“Emmy? They’re gone.”

At once the tension seemed to drain from her body. She turned to Baxter and removed her hat, dropped it on the chair by the fireplace. She removed her gloves and tossed it next to the hat.

“Thank God! Help me out of this thing, will you?” she asked Baxter.

She turned her back to Baxter, and he walked over to her and unzipped her dress. He leaned down and picked up the bottom of her dress and helped it over her head.

Kane stared at her in shock as he watched the guard unzip her dress. Instinctively, he growled low and clenched his fists. He guessed her bodyguard was more than just a guard. Kane supposed he would be expected to perform sexual acts for her as well. Then she would toss him away as the others had. Kane couldn’t stop the anger from returning.

Baxter helped her remove the dress and she tossed it onto the chair that held her hat. Kane was surprised to see that she wore a tank top and shorts underneath the dress. Kane’s eyes roved over her brown skin and he was shocked at his powerful reaction to this human. He struggled against his rising erection, reminded himself that this beautiful woman bought him. She would use and discard him, like women always did. She would never keep him, not when she had her perfect blond bodyguards to satisfy her. His hands clenched at the thought of either man touching her and his wolf began to rise. He forced himself to contain his wolf, lest they use the remote on him.

Baxter gave her the box with the remote and dangled the keys in front of her. She put the box in her pocket.

“Remove them before you go, will you Bax? Thanks.”

Baxter nodded then he removed the handcuffs and shackles that bound Kane. He said “Good night,” and left, heading up the stairs in the foyer. Kane eyed the woman, Emma, as she walked over to a small table containing several bottles of liquor.

“Would you care for a drink?”

Emma turned, bottle in hand, and stared at Kane. He had unbuttoned his shirt and was in the process of removing it. His massive chest and abdomen, covered in over a dozen scars, was exposed to her.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Emma demanded.

“You paid a hell of a lot of money for me. I thought you’d want to see what you paid for. Does owning me turn you on? Are you so desperate that you would buy a man for sex? I can see why you’d have to pay someone to fuck you.”

Emma set down the bottle forcefully and turned to him, hands on her hips, anger flaring in her eyes.

“How dare you! I might not be pretty but I sure as hell am not desperate enough to pay for it. I especially don’t want it from you.”

She took out the box, walked towards him and he braced himself for ensuing pain. She threw the box at him, hitting him in the chest. He caught it before it fell.

“Take it and get out,” she snarled.

She turned away from him and went through a door by one of the curio cabinets, slamming it behind her. Kane was momentarily stunned by the sudden pain he felt. Though different from when the shock button was pressed, the pain he felt was just as strong. Only it felt as though it came from his chest and radiated outward.

What did they do to me?

Emma paced the small office as her tears fell.

How dare he insult me? After all I’d done for him? Spent all my money to free him and he has to remind me how unattractive I am?

She heard the front door slam as he left and she finally gave in, laying on the couch and sobbing loudly. Would she ever find someone who could get past her looks?














CHAPTER THREE




KANE stepped outside, unable to believe his luck.

She actually released me? I’m finally free? Perhaps it was just a trick. Maybe she released me thinking I would lead her back to my pack.

He refused to allow any of his pack mates to be captured.

The day after he left Emma, he stole a cell phone and called Lucien. He explained his situation, his fear that he had a tracking device implanted that would lead his captors to their pack. Lucien wired him money and arranged for him to meet with Dr. Mallory in a nearby hospital.

“We removed the pain implant. You were right about the tracking device. I found one right next to the implant. It was inactive,” Dr. Mallory confirmed.

“Defective?” Lucien asked.

“No. It works. It just wasn’t activated.”

Kane was confused. She let him go and didn’t activate the tracker? Why would she do that? Perhaps he was too disfigured for her to touch and she was disgusted by him? Her words rang in his head, ‘I especially don’t want it from you’. His anger returned at her refusal to fuck him. He had fully expected her to toss him aside after he fucked her, not before. He clenched his fists and tried not to think about her rejection.

Sensing his anger, Lucien addressed Kane.

“Kane? What’s wrong? This woman that bought you, did she…did she demand something from you?” Lucien asked delicately.

“She didn’t want me,” Kane replied, voice tight with anger, shoulders tense, fists clenched.

Lucien looked at Kane thoughtfully.

“I see. But you wanted her,” Lucien stated softly.

Kane refused to answer, his lack of denial speaking volumes.




Six months later….

Kane wore his bitterness and anger like a cloak, keeping everyone at bay. He trained hard every day, punishing himself and the wolves he trained. Even adult males gave him wide berth as he walked down the street. He entered Billy Rae’s Bar and Grill and headed to Lucien’s table. He knew Lucien and Lanie were concerned about his behavior, his anger and withdrawal from the pack. He sat down at the table and listened to Lucien and his mate, Lanie, voice their concerns.

Emma walked into Billy Rae’s and headed straight to one of the booths that lined the windows. Christopher stood up nervously when he saw her, gave her a big hug and they sat down opposite each other. He took a deep breath for courage and filled her in.

“HE WHAT?” Emma shouted and everyone turned to look at her.

Kane heard her outburst and turned his head. Shock kept him momentarily frozen.

It was her. She was here. She was obviously angry at the man she was sitting with and he cringed.

Before he knew it, Kane was standing in front of her booth, scowling at her. She turned and scooted out of the booth, stood but couldn’t move because Kane blocked her. Her anger turned to surprise then quickly back into anger as she recognized him.

“You! Get out of my way,” she demanded.

Her arms were stiff at her sides, hands clenched into fists and anger radiated from her in waves. Her eyes glittered angrily and Kane moved to let her pass. His pack mates stared at him and the woman who commanded him so easily. Lanie and Lucien smiled knowingly as they exchanged looks.

Christopher got up and called out to her, “Emmy, wait!” then followed her out the door.

Unbidden, his feet followed her out of the restaurant and down the street to the Sheriff’s office. Curious, he entered the office and saw her in front of Sheriff Jackson, hands on her hips, arguing with him.

Did the woman do nothing else? Kane thought.

“His hands were on her breasts and he forced her to touch his…crotch,” the Sheriff stated with contempt.

Emma turned to the man in the holding cell.

“Emmy, I swear it was consensual. You know me, I wouldn’t force anybody. Swear to God, Emmy!”

She marched over to the holding cell and demanded the Sheriff let her in.

“Jesus, don’t do it! She’ll kill me,” he pleaded with the Sheriff. He turned back to Emmy and continued his denial, “It was his daughter, Em. She’s scared of him so she lied. I swear it was consensual. Please believe me!”

“Damn, it, Mark, if you are lying to me….” Emma shook her head as she stared at her cousin.

“I’m not. Do you think I’d have Chris call you here if I’d done that?”

Emma took a deep breath as she considered, knowing her other cousin would never have called her if Mark had tried to commit rape.

Emma took out her phone, pressed a button and began typing.

“What’s the name of this town again? Last Hope? How depressing—.” Kane walked over to her and snatched the phone out of her hand.

“What the hell? Give me back my phone, damn, it!” She reached for the phone he held just out of her reach.

Kane was concerned that she was calling his captors so they could enslave the rest of his kind. He looked at her phone and saw that she was on a search screen. In the subject area, she had typed in ‘criminal lawyer’ and was in the process of typing in ‘‘Last Hope’ as the city. Scowling, he returned her phone, allowing her to finish her search. Finding what she needed, she turned to Mark and assured him she would be back after she spoke with a lawyer.

Emma left the Sheriff’s office and headed down the street to a local lawyer. Kane followed her and she stopped suddenly. Turning to him, she asked, “Why are you following me?”

He scowled at her then asked, “Why did you spend all that money for me then let me go?”

“I bought you so that I could free you. No one deserves to be treated the way you were,” she replied.

She had planned on releasing me? I was such an ass to her.

He frowned as she walked away. He followed quietly behind her. She stopped several times to glare at him but he refused to leave her.

Highly annoyed at her shadow, Emma finally turned to him and asked, “What?”

Kane just scowled and shrugged. She grunted and turned around, ignoring him all the way to the lawyer’s office.

After discussing their options and leaving a hefty retainer, Emma left the lawyer’s office. When she stepped outside of the office, Emma wasn’t surprised to see him standing there. His muscular arms were folded across his wide chest and his body leaned against the wall. For a brief moment she allowed her eyes to rove over his body, from the sexy scowl on his handsome face down to his massive chest.

He watched her bite her lip as her eyes wandered over his body. He scented the barest trace of her arousal as she noted his reaction to her.

She was confused when she saw his erection pressing against his jeans. Ignoring him, Emma marched back to the Sheriff’s office and he followed her once again. She told Mark his lawyer would be in to see him shortly and turned to Christopher. She held her arms open and he hugged her, relieved that she wasn’t angry at him anymore.

Kane growled loudly. His wolf bristled at the sight of Emma in another man’s arms.

As Emma turned to leave, the door burst open and Ellen entered, followed by Georges and Baxter.

“There you are! I’ve been looking everywhere for you!” Ellen cried with relief.

Ellen rushed over to Emma and gave her a big hug. She turned to Kane and eyed him lustily.

“And who is this?”

“That is the one I told you about. Ellie? What are you doing here?”

Ellie turned back to Emma, Kane temporarily forgotten.

He gritted his teeth. She called him ‘that’?

“I just got another call. There’s going to be another sale tonight!” Ellen shared excitedly.

“What? Where?” Emma asked.

“I’ll fill you in on the way to the hotel. I brought your things, come on let’s go.” Ellen ushered her out of the Sheriff’s office and they entered a car. Georges drove them to a local hotel.

Kane knew what they were talking about. Another one of his kind had been captured and was up for sale. He called Lucien and headed over to the hotel.

Emma paced Ellie’s room, both excited and revolted at the same time. This was the chance they had been waiting for. Six months ago, when she had explained her purchase to Ellie, Ellie had refused to take her money, insisting that she would pay for him instead. After all, Emma had done Ellie a favor by taking over for her. Besides, what else would Ellie spend her fortune on? They agreed that if another wolf came up for sale, they would buy it and set it free. They would also do their best to stop their captors. Perhaps this time she would find out more about who these people were. If she was able to purchase this wolf, Ellie’s friend would be able to trace the money. Hopefully it would lead them to the leaders of this group and they could put a stop to it. She really hoped they hadn’t captured a female wolf.

A knock sounded on the door and Georges answered it. Lucien and Kane stood at the door.

“Shit,” Emma uttered when she saw Kane. As usual, he was scowling at her. She sighed and turned away from him. Ellie, intrigued by both men, nodded to Georges, who allowed them to enter.

“My name is Lucien and this is Kane. I am the Alpha, or leader, of my Werewolf Pack. I am aware that you are planning on bidding on a captured wolf.” Ellie raised her brow.

“I will pay for this wolf, so that I may obtain its freedom. Kane will go with you to ensure your safety. He will protect you from the other wolf,” Lucien offered.

Emma shook her head adamantly. She refused to have Kane as an escort.

“Baxter and Georges will be fine. They can protect me,” Emma stated.

Kane growled, “I will protect you.”

Emma frowned at his words while Ellie looked at Kane thoughtfully.

“Em, I would feel better if he went with you. Please? This wolf might be dangerous and who better to protect you from a wolf than another wolf?”

Ellen had a valid point. Since she could never say no to Ellie, she nodded her assent. Lucien filled them in on the implant and tracking devices they had found on Kane and they made arrangements for the captured wolf to have surgery as soon as possible.

With their plans made, Lucien and Kane left Emma so she could get ready for her trip. Emma forced herself to eat dinner, showered and dressed. Once again, she was covered head to toe, gloves on her hands, black mesh hat on top of her head. Tonight she wore a dark navy blue blouse with a long tiered black skirt that swirled around her legs and knee high boots. She loved those boots and the added height they gave her.

Baxter knocked on the door. Ellie called to him and he opened the door and entered with Kane right behind him. Kane had showered and changed. He wore a black shirt that emphasized his massive chest and powerful arms. Form fitting khaki pants and steel toed boots completed his outfit. Emma bit back a sigh and forced herself to focus on Baxter.

Kane ground his teeth as he watched Emma assess Baxter.

Baxter had also showered and changed. Instead of his usual suit, he wore a light blue shirt that accentuated his eyes and black pants. His jacket hung over his arms. The shoulder holster and hip holsters he wore would be hidden once he wore his jacket. She was sure Georges was similarly dressed.

Emma adjusted the veil so that it covered her face. She picked up her laptop bag and handed it to Baxter. She took a deep breath and prepared herself for her role as Ellie. In a haughty voice, much different from her own, she said, “Let’s go, Baxter.””

Baxter nodded, turned and she followed him out like a queen, tall and proud. She sat stiffly in the car and on the plane ride saying nothing to any of them. As before, when they reached the airport, Georges rented a vehicle, this time a limousine, and followed the directions to a different warehouse. Again he parked among expensive luxury cars. Georges shut off the car and took a deep breath.

“You don’t have to do this, Emmy,” Georges said quietly.

“Yes, I do, Georges. You know I can’t let him or her be sold to some monster. You know exactly what can happen, especially if it’s a female.”” She sighed deeply and continued, “I’ll be all right. I just need a minute to compose myself. I hope ‘Slimy’’ isn’t there. That man gives me the creeps!” She shuddered and Baxter reached over to squeeze her hand. Kane’s eyes glowed bright amber and he growled.

“Don’t. Touch. Her.” He could barely speak.

Baxter withdrew his hand and watched Kane carefully.

Emma turned to him and said, “What’s your problem? What’s with the growling?”

“If you need comforting, I will provide it,” Kane responded, ignoring her question.

Emma was puzzled by Kane’s response. Why was he so interested in providing protection and comfort to her? Before she could question him further, Georges interrupted.

“Emma, it’s time.” She nodded, composed herself and they went into the warehouse.

Georges and Baxter walked beside her, Kane followed closely behind. This warehouse was set up like the last one, darkened interior with a single light illuminating Slimy, who was again in the center of a crowd. Once again he brought out a man, bound in handcuffs and shackles. This man was tall and thin, had blond hair with piercing blue eyes. He was built but not nearly as muscular as Kane. She stiffened when she noticed the angry red welts across his chest. He had been beaten recently, probably with a belt. Kane scented her anger, saw the way she stiffened her back and watched her clench and unclench her fists. She forced herself to stand erect, and unclench her fists, pulling once again on her acting skills to feign boredom. She watched as he was forced to change into a sleek gray wolf and back again. She could barely disguise her disgust when the bidding began. She refused to look at him, covered in sweat, trembling slightly with rage.

“One hundred and fifty thousand dollars,” Emma offered in a loud but bored voice, outbidding the last bid by twenty-five grand. She was proud that she kept her anger out of her voice.

“Ms. Barrington! I’m surprised to see you here.”

“Then why did you call me?” she retorted.

“Aren’t you happy with your wolf?”

“He’s….adequate. I see this one is a blond. I want him for my……collection.” Still she refused to look at the bound man.

Kane stiffened behind her, anger rising at being called ‘adequate.’ So she wanted a blond? Perhaps she was interested in this man because no scars marred his body? If she touched this wolf, he would kill him, Kane vowed.

Slimy looked at Georges and Baxter and laughed, a disgusting sound that grated her nerves.

“You do seem to prefer blonds. Sold to Ms. Barrington. I do hope you will come again…”

Again? So they had more wolves in captivity!

She turned to Baxter and nodded. He provided payment to Slimy.

“Thank you, Ms. Barrington, for such prompt payment. I will have him delivered to your mansion tomorrow.”

“I am afraid not. I won’t be home for some time. I was in the middle of a business trip when I received your call. I will take him with me tonight, as he is.”

“But—“

“I’m sure my men can handle him. Georges? Escort our new friend to the limo. Make sure you get that handy little device and the keys.”

She turned away from Slimy and walked back to the car, Baxter never leaving her side and Kane following closely behind.














CHAPTER FOUR




EMMA sat in the back of the limousine. Kane sat stiffly across from her while Baxter waited outside of the limo.

“Do you want him?” Kane asked gruffly, fists clenched on his thighs.

Puzzled, Emma asked, “Want who?”

“The wolf. He is blond and…his body is not covered in hideous scars.”

Something in Kane’s eyes made her hold back her laughter at his preposterous assumption. She shook her head in denial.

“I just said that so Slimy wouldn’t be suspicious about my second purchase.”

“What about Baxter? Georges? Do you want them?”

Silently, Emma shook her head, wondering why Kane was so concerned about her interest in any of those men. Believing her, Kane relaxed, his fists unclenched and the tension drained from his body.

“Why…How did you get your scars?”

Kane sat up and answered proudly, “They are battle scars, proof of my strength and loyalty to my Alpha.”

Briefly, he let his guard down and she saw the deep sadness in his eyes. Softly he added, “I know I am badly scarred, but I am loyal Emma.”

“Your scars aren’t just on the surface, are they?” she asked quietly as she reached out to touch his face. Before her hand reached him, Georges opened the door and Baxter slid in, sitting next to Kane. Emma let her hand fall back into her lap as she turned towards the open door.

Georges brought the new wolf and placed him in the back next to Emma. He gave the keys and remote to Baxter, who was sitting across from the wolf. The wolf was dressed only in a pair of ugly gym shorts, similar to the ones Kane had worn the first time Emma saw him. Georges went to the front, started the limo and drove off. A few minutes later, George announced, “We have company, Emmy. A black SUV is following us from the warehouse.”

“Pull over and stay on guard.”

Baxter nodded and unbuttoned his jacket so that he could easily remove his weapon if necessary. Georges pulled over and the SUV came to a stop behind them. A man came out and knocked on Emma’s window. Surprised, she rolled down the window.

Keeping her voice soft and low so he would mistake her for Ellie, Emma asked, “Derrick? What are you doing here?”

“Ellie, Darling, I didn’t know you were here or I would have met you inside.”

Derrick reached in and took her hand, kissing it through her glove. Kane forced himself to stay still instead of attacking the man for kissing Emma’s hand. Because he obviously thought she was Ellie, Kane allowed him to live.

“Are we still on for Cancun next month?” Emma nodded. ‘Darling?’

“I’ve a small favor to ask. Bring Emmy, will you? Steven is positively obsessed with her. He promises he will behave this time.”

Speechless, Emma could only nod. Derrick kissed her hand again and left, driving past them. Emma rolled up the window and released a deep breath.

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me she slept with Derrick? Jesus, Christ! What if he had seen me inside and tried something?”

“We didn’t know Emmy. She must have been with him when we were with you. Honest, we didn’t know, did we Georges?” Georges shook his head.

“Grrrr! Just wait till I get my hands on her!” She crossed her arms over her chest and gritted her teeth.

“Who is Steven?” Kane asked, trying not to let his wolf surface.

“None of your damn business,” Emmy growled at Kane.

Baxter chuckled. She removed her hat and threw it at him.

“I swear if you even mention that jerk’s name to me, I’ll deface Ms. April’s photo.”

Baxter gasped and bit his lip to keep from grinning. Anything but Ms. April!

Emma took several calming breaths and turned to the wolf sitting beside her.

“What’s your name?” He stared at her in silence.

“Ok, Wolfie, here’s the deal. I realize you have no reason to trust us, but you will just have to take a leap of faith and believe me when I tell you we don’t mean you any harm. We bought you so that we could free you.” The wolf continued to stare at her.

“I bought him a little over six months ago.” Emma jerked her thumb at Kane.

“See, he’s free.”

“Then what is he doing here?”

“I’m here as proof.” He turned his head and showed the wolf his scar.

“My implant and tracking devices have been removed. We have arranged for yours to be removed soon. Then you will truly be free.”

“Take off my handcuffs,” he demanded.

“On one condition,” Emma replied.

“I knew it. There’s always a price to pay. What do you want from me?”

“I want you to promise you won’t hurt any of us.”

“I will kill you if you harm her,” Kane stated with a growl, his wolf eyes glowing brightly in the back of the limousine.

The wolf turned and looked at Kane, gulped and nodded in understanding.

“Baxter, if you please?”

Baxter removed the handcuffs and shackles on his feet. Emma nodded and he withdrew a small box containing the remote. The wolf tensed and he handed it over to him. The wolf grabbed the box and held it close to him, eyeing them suspiciously. He opened the box, saw the remote and snapped it shut.

Kane didn’t like the dangerous wolf sitting so close to Emma, so he demanded that he move. Kane moved to sit beside Emma, Baxter slid over to Kane’s vacant spot, and the wolf moved into Baxter’s empty seat. Kane picked up Emma and placed her in his lap.

“What are you doing? Put me back in my seat,” Emma demanded, annoyed at Kane for moving her.

“His scent will be all over you if you sit there.”

“So?”

“It’s a wolf thing, you wouldn’t understand.”

The only man’s scent that would be on her body would be his. Anyone else’s scent would drive his wolf insane. He refused to think about what that meant. All he knew was that Emma was on his lap and it felt good. Comforting. Natural. She was soft and her scent, enticing. He tightened his grip on her waist and leg and tried to get his growing erection under control.

Emma looked at him, opened her mouth to tell him off and her phone rang. She checked the caller ID then answered, “You bitch! When did you start sleeping with Derrick?”

It was silent on the other end as Elle determined whether she should lie or come clean.

“I…uh…what makes you think that?”

“Because he just kissed my hand and said something about going to Cancun! Ellie, damn it, don’t toy with him. He’s a good man and he’’s in love with you!”

“I know. I’m not seeing anyone else. I…just drop it ok? I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I just didn’t want you freaking out.”

Wanting to change the subject, Ellie asked, “Did you get it?”

“Yes. We’re on the way to the airport right now. It will be late when I get back, so I will see you in the morning.”

“I’m really sorry, Emmy.... By the way, that lawyer took care of Mark. The Sherriff dropped the charges and he’s free. Turns out it was consensual. The daughter just panicked when her father caught them.”

“Good. Are Mark and Chris still in town?” Kane stiffened when he heard her ask about the other men.

“They skipped out as soon as Mark was free. I’m sure they’ll be calling you soon. Emmy?

“Yes?”

“I love you.”

“You’re still a bitch but I love you too.”

She smiled and hung up. The phone rang again. She checked the caller id and answered,“Mark?”

“I’m sorry, Emmy, really. I’ll pay you back every cent.”

“With interest. I dropped everything to bail your ass out, and I’m not doing it again. Keep it in your pants!”

She hung up. Exasperated, she said “Men!” and shook her head. She returned her phone to her tiny purse. The car stopped and Baxter returned her hat. She fixed it so she was covered again, and they boarded the private jet.

Once on the private jet, Emma took off her hat, removed her gloves and relaxed in the seat. Pure joy filled her face as the jet took off. She could always tell the exact moment the wheels left the ground and always found it exhilarating.

Kane watched her face as it transformed into pure joy. She smiled happily as the jet took off. Her anger had dissipated completely and Kane’s desire for her increased tenfold. Would she ever smile that happily in his company? Ever be relaxed and happy or would she forever be tense and angry when he was around?

Emma, oblivious to Kane’s scrutiny, pulled out her laptop and turned to the wolf.

“Wolfie?”

“My name is Reid.”

“Reid, were there other wolves in captivity? Like you?”

“No. I didn’t see or smell any, but I did hear them talking as though they were planning on getting more.”

“Do you know how long you were held or where?”

Reid shook his head.

“It was underground, a basement of some kind. They kept it cold. There were no windows where I was kept. I have no idea where. Not too far from the warehouse. Maybe an hour? Two hours? It’s hard to tell time when you are blindfolded.””

Reid described his ordeal, from the moment he was taken to the time she bought him. Kane explained his ordeal, noting similarities between the two wolves’ situations.

Emma bit her lip as she pondered the information. Reid wasn’t much help in terms of identifying his captors, so she decided to search on her own. She typed in several things on her laptop and began reading. Kane unbuckled his belt and crossed the aisle to sit beside her.

“What are you doing?”

“Some research. Trying to figure out who’s behind your captivity and surgery. They took blood and tissue samples from you and Reid. That probably means they are going to do a DNA profile, map your genes. Once they do that, your kind will be in serious trouble.””

“I don’t understand. What can they do with our DNA? How can they hurt my kind?”

“For starters, they can determine if you belong to the human species. If you don’t they can pass all kinds of laws limiting you, locking you up, use you as test subjects. Think of Jews in Nazi Germany.”

“Fuck.”

“If you and Lucien are examples of your kind, then you are physically stronger. I imagine you are the military’s wet dream. They can use you as soldiers.”

Kane nodded grimly, “We are stronger and faster than normal men. We heal faster too.”

“Aside from experiments on what makes you so strong and the ability to heal, they would experiment on you with all kinds of things. What will make you sick? Weak? What can they use to control you? Can they use any part of you to make normal humans stronger? Frankly the list goes on and on. And I bet there’s stuff even I can’t imagine.”

Emma shook her head and turned back to the screen. A student of history, she knew all too well what humans were capable of.

She searched for companies that worked with DNA and genetic profiling and a list of thirty companies came up. She clicked on their websites, read their vision statements, checked out their management team and read about their products. Kane sat beside her, reading along occasionally, but mostly studying her as she worked. Emma occasionally paused to type notes on the computer.

Kane happened to glance over at the computer as she clicked on the fourth company. Its logo was familiar and he tensed, sat up straight.

“Emma, I know that symbol. I remember seeing it when I was a captive. It was on a pen one of the doctors used.”

Emma read everything about the company, taking very careful notes. She typed up a quick email, sent it and reluctantly shut down the laptop and put it away. The jet landed and Reid was taken to a hospital by two of Lucien’s soldiers, Nicolai and Harley. Georges drove them back to the hotel.

Kane sat quietly beside Emma, desperately wishing he had an excuse to hold her.














CHAPTER FIVE




IT was late when they arrived at the hotel and Emma went to the front desk to ask for a room. The concierge handed her a key and mentioned that her bag had already been sent to her room. Georges and Baxter were given their room keys as well. Georges went to the car to make a phone call, leaving Baxter with Emma.

“Emmy? I will walk you to your room,” Baxter offered.

Kane watched Baxter escort Emma to the elevator. He fumed and moved towards the stairs, taking two at a time.

Once the elevator doors closed, Baxter turned to Emma and gave her a taser. He quickly showed her how to use it. They exited the elevator and he walked her to her room, waited while she opened the door.

“He’s very aggressive, Emmy. If he won’t listen to you, then tase his ass. If you need anything, yell. I’m right next door.”

Emma thanked him, went inside and closed the door. She set down her laptop bag on the coffee table and threw the taser on the bed. A knock sounded on the door and Emma opened it, thinking Baxter had forgotten to tell her something. An angry Kane stood in her doorway. He pushed his way into her room and sniffed. When he realized she was alone he turned around, pushed her gently aside and closed the door, locking it. The clicking of the lock released her from her shock and she found her voice.

“What the hell do you think you are doing?” Emma glared at him, her hands on her hips.

“You have a need. I will satisfy it,” he said as he took off his shirt, tossing it aside.

Emma sputtered, backed up until she hit the bed. She turned and picked up the taser, held it in front of her.

“Get out of my room right now, or I will tase you,” she threatened.

“You are a healthy female with needs. I am a healthy male with needs. We can satisfy each other.”

“Oh, really? Well, I am not that desperate, so GET OUT!” she shouted.

She denied him again! His wolf raged at her rejection. Angrily, he turned and stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind him. Kane went to his room, which was located next to Emma’s. Before leaving that evening, he had arranged for Emma to be placed in the room adjoining his.

He took a very cold shower, which did nothing to ease his burning desire. He dried off, pulled on a pair of boxers and paced the room. He thought about what Emma said. Had she rejected him only because he accused her of paying for sex? She had thrown his own words at him and he knew he deserved it. He cursed himself for the awful things he had said to her. No wonder she hated him. He paced the room, tried to think of how he could undo the damage he had done. He suspected there was nothing he could say to fix things between them.

Emma took a shower, dressed in a nightgown and went to bed. She tossed and turned under the covers. She was too wired, no, too horny to sleep. She slipped her right hand into her panties and began touching her clit. She dipped her finger inside of herself and moved back to her clit. She circled it, rubbing it gently at first then harder as she thought about Kane. He annoyed her but he was sexy with his scarred face and muscular body. When he scowled, she thought he was even sexier. Some part of her wanted to be the one to turn that sexy scowl into a smile.

She removed her panties, pulled the sheet back over herself and lay back on the bed. She thought about earlier in the evening when he had pulled her onto his lap and she was sure she had felt his erection. This time she slipped her left middle finger deep inside of her and stroked her clit with a finger on her right hand. She continued to fantasize about Kane, imagining it was his finger buried deep inside of her. She moaned and writhed on the bed.

Next door, Kane’s ears twitched and he heard her moaning in bed. Livid that she had company to sate her desire, he kicked in the door that separated their room. He stormed into her room, intending to kill the male that dared touch her so intimately.

Emma yelped and sat up in surprise when the door came crashing in. Her mouth hung open when she spotted Kane standing there, pure rage on his face, fists clenched, body tense, as if ready to fight. His eyes glowed, a golden color, as he stared at the bed.

“Kane! What the hell do you think you’re doing? Get out of my room!” she demanded.

When he realized she was alone, he calmed down and unclenched his fists. The rage left his face, but he was still angry that she was satisfying herself, denying him that pleasure. He moved towards the bed and pulled back the sheet. Emma hurried to push down her nightgown, to cover herself.

“You have a need and I will satisfy it,” he stated.

He climbed on the bed, took her left hand and sniffed her fingers. He stopped at the middle one, opened his mouth and sucked it all the way in. He closed his eyes, savoring her taste. His tongue moved around her finger as he licked it. Slowly, he withdrew her finger from his mouth. He opened his eyes and met hers. She gulped and blushed. He dropped her hand and moved to sit at her feet. He grabbed her calves and pulled, causing her to fall onto her back with her legs spread wide, bare for him to see. He spread her legs wide, leaned down and licked her.

Emma gasped. Kane licked her again then nibbled on her clit. He moved lower, pushing his tongue inside of her tight channel and Emma moaned loudly, lifting her hips. His thumb found her clit and he rubbed it as he fucked her pussy with his tongue. Emma grabbed his head and pushed it down further, needing him deeper inside of her.

Kane withdrew his tongue and she whimpered. He smiled with satisfaction and removed his boxers. Positioning himself above her, he entered her with a forceful thrust. Emma groaned and wrapped her legs around his waist. He kissed her, pushing his tongue inside of her, forcing her to taste herself. Emma wrapped her arms around his head and shoulders, pulling him closer, pushing her tongue into his mouth, sucking on his bottom lip, nipping it gently.

Kane pumped his hips, thrusting hard and fast inside of Emma. He had waited too long for this, she was too hot and too tight for him to stay in control. He couldn’t stop himself, couldn’t make himself slow down. He promised himself, next time he would be slower, gentler with her.

Emma placed her feet flat on the bed so she could push her hips up, driving him deeper inside of her. She felt the tension building as Kane pushed his thick cock into her faster and deeper. He pulled one of her arms from around his head, held it down beside her head. He moved the other hand and held her arm down on the other side of her head. He raised himself above her, holding her down, pumping hard and fast into her. Her eyes were closed and she bit her bottom lip. Still holding her arms, pinning her, he leaned down and kissed her.

Kane moved lower, kissing and sucking on her neck. He changed his angle, hit a bundle of nerves and she screamed his name as her body convulsed. Waves of pleasure crashed through her and she continued rocking her hips against him. Her muscles squeezed and massaged him and Kane lost himself inside of her. He kissed her gently and rolled off her. He got up, turned and picked her up, cradled in his arms.

“Where are you taking me?” she asked.

“To my bed, where you belong.” He carried her into his room and placed her gently on his bed.

“Remove your nightgown,” he demanded as he stood beside the bed. She raised an eyebrow.

“No,” she stated stubbornly and crossed her arms over her breasts. He reached down with both hands and grabbed the bottom of her night gown. RIP. He tore her nightgown from the bottom all the way to the top. 

“You bastard! That was my favorite nightgown!” She swatted his hands away.

“Then next time you will listen when I tell you to remove your clothes.”

“Ooo, you are something else! You know what you are? A NEANDERTHAL!” She got off the bed and stomped away, heading back to her room.

“Where do you think you are going?” he demanded.

He went after her and grabbed her nightgown, pulling her to a stop. She turned to face him, hands fisted at her sides.

“I am going back to my room. Get your damn hands off my nightgown!”

As she tugged on her night gown, he released the bottom, held the top and pulled it off her shoulders, spinning her a bit as he removed her torn nightgown. Before she could steady herself, he picked her up again and carried her to his bed. He set her down gently and climbed into bed with her. He pinned her, his arm over her chest and his leg thrown over one of hers.

“Get off me! Why did you bring me here?”

“You belong in my bed. You have needs and I can satisfy them if you are here,” he stated and closed his eyes, pretending to go to sleep.

She studied him as he lay next to her with his eyes closed. She knew he wasn’t asleep.

“Why did you destroy my nightgown?”

“You wouldn’t remove it,” he stated calmly.

“Why did you want me to?” He opened his eyes and stared into hers.

“I want your skin next to mine. Nothing will keep you from me, Emma, not even your clothes.”

Stunned at his possessiveness, she stared at him and he closed his eyes again. He wanted her naked beside him? Sex wasn’t enough to satisfy him?

“I can’t sleep like this.”

“You will stay in my bed,” he answered swiftly, without opening his eyes.

“You don’t understand. I can’t sleep in this position. I sleep on my side. I’m uncomfortable like this.” She pushed at his arm.

“You’re too heavy. Move!”

Kane rolled onto his side and watched her. She got off the bed and he quickly sat up, ready to chase her again. She pulled back the sheet, slipped into the bed, gave him a dirty look and turned onto her side, facing away from him. He smiled, moved under the covers and positioned himself next to her, slipping his arm around her waist, laying his groin against her bottom, his leg thrown between hers. His head was on her pillow, close enough to smell her hair. He nuzzled her hair, kissed the back of her neck.

“Good night, my Beautiful Emma,” he whispered in her ear.

Finally, he thought as he drifted off to sleep, he would spend the night with a woman in his arms, in his bed.

Emma was shocked. He called her ‘beautiful’? Kane confused her. First he didn’t want her, had said horrible, hurtful things to her. Now he had her in his bed and called her ‘‘beautiful.’ Why had he changed his mind about her? Her tired body finally overcame her active mind and sent her to sleep.














CHAPTER SIX




EMMA woke up and smiled contentedly as she recalled the events from the previous night. The big lug had her trapped beneath him. She enjoyed the weight of his body against hers. Hard muscles pressed up against her back, butt and legs felt nice. Emma admitted to herself that if felt more than just ‘nice’’. It felt...comforting. Natural.

Sex with Kane had been phenomenal. He hadn’t been gentle, but he didn’t hurt her either. She actually found his loss of control exciting. Could she be the reason for his enthusiastic lovemaking, his loss of control? She wasn’t sure that was possible.

Past lovers had been lackluster, paling in comparison to Kane. After a while, she realized most of them only bedded her because they either thought she was Ellie or hoped that Ellie would help them with their careers. So she began avoiding the ‘dates’ Ellie would set up for her. Kane was nothing like them. Was it possible that he wanted Emma for herself?

Her bladder reminded her that she had other needs to attend to, so she wriggled out from under him and went back to her room. She used the bathroom, brushed her teeth and decided to take a shower.

Kane woke up, scented Emma on his pillow and smiled. When he realized he was touching the bed and not Emma, he sat up and looked around worriedly. He got out of bed, went to her room and checked her bed. Finding it empty, he turned and headed for her bathroom. He opened the door and watched Emma in the shower, washing her hair. She was humming off key, unaware that he had opened the door.

He debated on whether he should join her. His bladder decided against it. Kane turned and walked back into her room, picked up her suitcase and carried it to his room. He placed it on his coffee table, used the bathroom, brushed his teeth and hopped into his shower. A quick shower and he’d be done before Emma. He intended to carry her back to his bed the minute she dried off.

Emma dried off and wrapped the towel around her. She went into her room, intending to get dressed. Her suitcase was gone! She looked everywhere, under the bed, even in the small closet. It was nowhere to be seen. She turned as Kane walked through the connecting door, towel around his waist.

“Someone stole my suitcase!”

Kane smiled and Emma sucked in a breath. If she thought him handsome before, he was stunning now. Heat pooled between her legs and she felt a sharp stab of desire. Kane sensed her sudden arousal, his amber wolf eyes glowing for a brief moment before returning to normal.

“Your suitcase is in here,” Kane stated and pointed to the coffee table.

Emma shook her head and moved towards his room.

“Why is my stuff in here?”

“You are sleeping in here, so your things may as well be here,” Kane stated calmly.

“Anyone ever tell you that you are an arrogant son of a bitch?”

“No one would dare,” he replied honestly.

Emma raised her brow and assessed his stance as she contemplated his answer. He was powerfully built, body covered in scars and when he scowled, he looked dangerous. If she had any sense at all, even she wouldn’t tangle with this man. However, she wasn’’t going to be bullied, either.

“Just because we slept together last night doesn’t mean it’s going to happen again.”

Emma walked past him to get her clothes. As she neared him, he reached out and grabbed her arm, turning her to face him.

“You have needs. I will take care of them. No one else. I will kill any man that dares to touch you, Emma,” Kane said gruffly.

His voice was deep and harsh, tinged with desire and jealousy at the mere thought of another man touching his Emma. He hoped she realized that he wasn’t threatening her, merely stating a fact. Would his possessive nature scare her away?

Emma looked at Kane thoughtfully and responded, “I see.” She placed her hands on her hips.

“And what happens when you decide to take care of your ‘need’ with another woman?”

Kane was horrified.

“I’ll never touch another female, Emma. You are the only one who can satisfy me. The only one.”

Emma wasn’t so sure she believed him. Kane removed his towel, dropping it on the floor. He reached for Emma’s towel. She held onto it and shook her head as she turned away from him. Kane reached out and grabbed her by the hips, pulling her back so she was pressed up against him.

“I want you, Emma. You want me too,” Kane whispered in her ear as he nuzzled her neck.

He nibbled on her neck as he wrapped his arms tight around her waist. A loud knock sounded on her door and she barely heard Ellie calling out to her.

“Do you want to see Ellie or would you rather I bend you over and fuck you on my bed?”

Emma’s knees gave out and she was grateful he was holding her up by her waist. Did he actually say…? No man had ever said those words to her and she was surprised at how it affected her. She felt a sudden rush of wetness between her legs and she ached for Kane.

“Emma? Do you want Ellie or do you want me?”

Mouth dry, she wasn’t sure she could answer him. Kane could smell her arousal and he didn’t give her another chance to turn him down. He turned Emma around and picked her up. He carried her to his bed and lay her down. He reached for the towel, tugged it off and dropped it on the floor behind him.



