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Scientist meets passion ...

Fabiana was never who she wanted to be. In fact, she doesn’t know who that woman is. A vixen? The broken child? A mixture of the two? All she remembers is what her father forced on her: her only place was a malleable puppet on the arm of a strong male.

Until the ultimate Alpha decides to make his play ...

Adonis is a god among wolves, and one of the most powerful men in Encantado—they just don’t know it. His pack keeps to their own and deals in avenues many wouldn’t dare to touch, and he’s tired of ruling alone.

Then he sees her.

The broken princess who needs her crown fixed ...

He will help her, put her back together piece by piece. He will help her find the deadly power within, the sultry appeal she has, and the intelligence to take someone’s breath away. She is everything he could have ever wanted, and he was going to make sure she knew it.

Encantado is starting to draw the line, and there is no stopping it ... no matter the danger coming.

A Note from the Authors

Thank you for purchasing a copy of Mated to the Moon. This series has been so much fun to write! If you’ve been following our lovable Portal City Protectors to this point, thank you! We hope you’ve enjoyed reading about them as much as we’ve enjoyed creating them and their world. If you haven’t read the rest of the series, we strongly suggest going back to the very beginning. There is a huge storyline to follow, and if you have not read the first five books, it’s very likely you’ll feel a little lost when you jump into this one. We will list the reading order at the bottom of this note.

LeTeisha and Georgette

Mated to the Capo - Dominic and Zoey

Mated to the Enforcer - Romano and Kalinda

Mated to the Prince - Pasquale and Giuliana

Fated to the Traitor - Heath and Asherah

Mated to the Chaos - Carlo and Nanshe

Mated to the Moon - Adonis and Fabiana
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“You know you’ve lost your mind, right?

Adonis DeLuna, Alpha of the Moonstone Pack, smiled, the sardonic curl to his lips more like a visual growl than enjoyment. “It is what it is."

Raphael shook his head, strands of his sable hair dancing into his eyes with the movement. “She’s ... broken.”

Weren’t they all? But it didn’t matter. Without a shadow of a doubt, Adonis knew the mouse of a woman who’d walked in behind Pasquale at the big meeting about Skuld was his mate. 

“You didn’t see what I saw, Raph. She’s a lioness, a fucking lioness trapped inside the small mouse because she’s been made to feel that’s where she belongs.”

Raphael scoffed. “I saw a woman cowering with fear. I smelled it a mile away before she even came into the room. Besides,” he shrugged, “wolves don’t like pussies.”

“Oh, the better to eat them.”

The men of the Moonstone Pack were, for lack of a better term, animals. Everyone saw a blissful image of casinos and bright lights, dancing girls putting on performances and easy smiles while they made all your dreams come true. 

But underneath it all ...

“You’ll ruin her.”

And that was it. Adonis couldn’t really argue with his capitán. To the wolves, they knew Raphael Reta as Adonis’s Beta, but he was more—so much fucking more. 

“I won’t ... well, at least not in the end. Sometimes, you have to break things to build them.”

“You better hope she survives.”

Adonis snorted. “She’s meant to be my mate. My wolf wouldn’t choose a woman who couldn’t handle me.”

Raphael sighed and slid his tall form into a chair. For such a large man, he moved in silence. Learning to live in the quiet spaces between breaths could save a man’s life−−or end it. He was a sicario first, capitán second, and a wolf third. 

His gray gaze met Adonis’s hazel eyes. “I’ve called Dominic already.”

Of course he had. Raphael may argue with the Alpha within the four walls of this office, but to everyone else, he always stood in solidarity with Adonis. Getting Fabiana wasn’t a choice; it was a direct order, and there were no other options.

Adonis grunted. “Have they given clearance?”

“You’ll have to deal with her brother.”

Adonis’s eyebrows disappeared into his hair line. That was a surprise. “Why the fuck for?”

“What. You’re supposed to say ‘what the fuck for.’”

Adonis growled at Raph. The Alpha had a particular turn of phrase, always had since he was young, growing up outside the States. Learning English had been a necessity rather than a given. He couldn’t operate his business and not speak the lingo of the country he planned to dominate. Now, at nearly thirty-five, he was one of the youngest leaders to create his own faction of Zetas, La Casa Sangre, when he was only eighteen. Having a stronghold in Encantado was only his launching pad and base of operations.

“It seems Pasquale is Alpha himself the defunct pack his father ran. They are under the Lombardi, but as it’s his younger sister ...” Raphael shrugged as his voice trailed off.

“He’s giving Pasquale the Alpha honor of vetting the mate,” Adonis finished. “It won’t matter. She’s mine, and no one will stop me. Wheels up in diez.”

Raphael was on his feet and striding out the door before Adonis could turn away from his desk to stand. Complete loyalty was hard to come by, but Adonis knew Raphael was solid, he’d always be. But for now, putting aside thoughts of his capitán, Adonis turned his attention to the woman he was prepared to take if necessary.

Dios, but the woman was spectacular. All long legs, dark hair pelting the small of her back, and deep-indigo eyes that swallowed a man whole. Those pert breasts were made to be worshiped, that mouth a thing for silken sheets and hot nights, and her hips a place he wanted to explore. 

But the fear she wore like a shield—the same fear that wrapped around her shoulders and pinched tightly around her neck—had a stranglehold on who he saw she could be. Her eyes didn’t snap with power, but instead permission and trepidation. She didn’t claim the room and demand attention, but rather slunk in, hiding in the darkened corners where no one could find her. Adonis had, though, and he’d enjoy ripping her from that shell and pounding it into so many pieces she’d never find her way back in.

It was his way, and he wouldn’t be denied. 

He stalked after Raphael, leaving his massive, dark-paneled office with soundproof walls and bolted-down furniture. He never knew when he’d have to utterly destroy someone in his space, and it was better for him not to have to sit a passed-out hunk of flesh back up when the chair fell over.

Wolves moved through the halls, quiet and watchful, going about making sure shipments were ready, the woman who performed were practicing, and their other ... businesses moved smoothly. It was a well-oiled operation Adonis didn’t have to interfere with often. 

He slid around the corner, stopping when he saw one of his soldiers who was newer to the organization. The younger man crowded Starlett, the headline dancer at Hipnotizada, the pack’s largest casino. She swallowed, eyes wild with fear as she curled her red nails into her palms. 

“You didn’t come to my room last night, Star. You know how I don’t like being disobeyed.”

Adonis sucked in an angry breath. Fuck. No. 

They were vile, violent, and destructive men, sure, but what he didn’t allow—what he’d never allow—was one of his men abusing the women. Ever. They were to be protected at all times, played with if they wanted to be played with, but otherwise left alone. 

They all knew about Adonis’s mother, the way she’d had to live, and Adonis never wanted to see a fucking woman like that again.

“Diego, stop. I’m not yours.”

The fucker had the balls to wrap his fingers around her throat and clench, turning her skin alabaster white. “Don’t you ever say that again. I’ll bend you over right here and show you. You’re a puta, made to live on cocks, and right now the only cock you belong on is mine.”

Adonis stalked up behind Diego. The fool didn’t even have the decency to realize his Alpha was there. Stupid move. But Starlett did. Her eyes brightened for a moment, but Adonis shook his head, silently signaling he didn’t want Diego alerted.

“Now,” the man who was about to die growled in her face, “suck me off and maybe I’ll forgive you.”

“Oh now, soldado, I wouldn’t let you leave this life so blissfully,” the Alpha said menacingly.

Diego froze, but it was too late. Adonis grabbed him by the throat and yanked him away from Starlett. She coughed, rubbing the already bruised flesh of her throat.

“Do you want to watch, carina?”

Adonis always gave them a choice, a chance to see their abusers at their feet. Then they’d walk away.

Starlett nodded, and Adonis kept his eyes on her as he lifted Diego into the air and squeezed. They never broke eye contact as Diego thrashed, kicking and punching to get released. He couldn’t get away; it was useless to try. Adonis was his Alpha, and he pushed out the power, the Alpha call, to let Diego know exactly who he’d angered.

“An eye for an eye, puta.”

Starlett stood taller at that, pride swelling in her eyes.

“You only belong to yourself. Remember that.” Adonis slammed Diego to the floor and dispassionately watched the life fade from his eyes. Slowly, he raised his gaze to the redhead. “You don’t have to perform tonight. You have a week off.”

Starlett shook her head, the red hair she’d been name for blazing around her shoulders. “I can cover this up. Thank you,” she whispered.

“Always.”

She walked away, head held high, and Adonis watched her. She was graceful, a dancer her entire life, only to be ripped away when the Federal Bureau of Magical Containment found out she was a wolf and put her in a portal city. In return for her performing at the casino, Adonis gave her protection and a home.

That’s what Diego had tried to play with and why he was nothing more than a thought now.

Adonis pressed the mic on his ear to send a call to his men. “I need a body removed in the Alpha Hall. See to it. Oh, and make sure I don’t have to show what I meant when I said the women are not to be touched when they don’t want to be. I’ve had enough.”

There were calls back of “affirmative” and agreements, but Adonis was already heading toward the door. He had his own woman to collect. He enjoyed the new contraptions Encantado used for everyone to stay in contact. They had their own frequencies for their individual groups, but a quick switch allowed them to talk to everyone if warning of an attack had to be sent out.

It was better than having to stretch his Alpha call to his pack.

“The car is ready, Alpha.”

Adonis chuckled at Raphael’s clipped reply. Had it already been ten minutes? He met him at the door, the sleek Rolls waiting with the back door open for Adonis to climb in. He did so without a word, and Raphael got behind the wheel. Normally, he road with Adonis and someone else drove, but today, Adonis wanted to have the back area free for he and his mate—alone.

Fabiana.

What a beautiful name.

Raphael’s gaze briefly met Adonis’s in the rearview mirror. Adonis only rested his chin on one palm and looked out the window. “He touched Starlett.”

It was enough of an answer for Raphael, and in seconds they were speeding through Moonstone lands. The pack had the largest section of Encantado to the south, and lines of casinos, a massive amusement park, and glittering hotels were sleeping in the sunlight, waiting for nighttime to come alive with bursts of color and brilliant lights. He faintly heard the screams of tourists at the Sueños, the pack’s amusement park, boasting over twenty rollercoasters, attractions, and 3D rides that even humans wanted to come and experience. There, like many other places in his lands, humans rubbed elbows with paranorms, searching for exhilarating highs and breathless experiences.

And Adonis provided them all.

Your turn, Fabiana. What will your dreams look like?
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The Lombardi Pack’s lands rose before them with a much different statement. The forest that provided a natural barrier for the Moretti and Lombardi wolves gave way to a gate and walls covered in overgrown roses with life-ending thorns.

“It’s crazy every time I see that shit,” Raphael muttered. “What Romano and Zoey can do is wild.”

Adonis couldn’t agree more. They’d found so many possibilities in the face of Skuld and her attacks they were all still trying to fully explore. 

“It lessens the need for guards at every few feet on the fence, for sure,” Adonis commented.

“Wonder if we could get them to do that for us.”

“We don’t need it.”

And they didn’t. The Grupo Aeromóvil de Fuerzas Especiales men Adonis had lured to join his ranks were special forces trained in commando and urban warfare. Not giving them the chance to decimate their enemies left the men bitching for weeks. They loved to fight, and they kept the perimeter of the Moonstone lands safe. 

“True ...” Raph sighed. “We’re here to meet with Pasquale. He’s expecting us.”

The wolf eyed the cars behind them. “Why so many?”

“Because my Alpha doesn’t go anywhere without his security detail,” Raphael deadpanned. It was a lie, of course. No, Adonis wanted to make sure no one would stop him from taking Fabiana, and he’d fight his way out if need be.

Adonis watched as the wolf at the gate pressed his mic at his ear and relayed they had arrived. He couldn’t say the Lombardi Pack didn’t protect their own. It was obvious the wolf was ready to fight if need be and had several others waiting as backup on the other side of the gate.

At least I know my woman has been protected properly.

The wolf nodded, waiving them in and giving directions directly to Pasquale’s home in the back of their lands. The drive was easy, the visual so different than Moonstone land, with urban subdivisions, a community center, and building that reminded him of the normal American dream. 

It made his skin tight.

Too sweet. Too ... calm. Adonis needed action and movement.

It didn’t take long to get to Pasquale, and the dark-haired wolf was waiting outside along with his own slew of wolves.

Smart man.

Adonis didn’t care about that. He was here for one reason and one reason only.

He climbed out of the car when Raphael opened the door, and he knew his men were flanking him without having to look back.

“I’m here for my mate.”

Pasquale’s cool blue eyes scanned Adonis’s wolves. He looked like her, his mate. The siblings had same dark hair and icy eyes, but he was built on bigger lines, a firmer foundation. An ice-cold shudder of power swelled around them.

Adonis lifted a brow. “Is this how we begin our friendship, hermano?”

“I’m not your brother yet, and you’re scaring her.”

Adonis wouldn’t budge, not until he had her. “I’m her mate. There is nowhere she’s safer than by my side.”

A few of Pasquale’s wolves growled, and they were met with matching tones from Adonis’s crew.

“She’s not with you yet.”

The air went still, and Adonis took one silent, menacing step forward. “Are you threatening me?”

“You’re. Scaring. Her.”

“She is mine.”

“Not until she wants it. Come back when your head is out of your ass. You know my sister had a hard time. Not this way.”

Fuck. That.

“On game.”

Raphael groaned. “It’s game on.”

Yeah? Well, fuck him too.
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Chapter Two
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They had all lost their minds.

Completely.

Utterly.

Stark raving mad.

Fabiana swallowed, her lungs seizing so quickly she stumbled on her feet, lightheaded. They were fighting. Fighting. One moment, Adonis’s deep voice was rumbling through her body, making her feel things—needy things she hated—and the next, Adonis leapt for Pasquale in the blink of an eye.

It’s okay, Fab. Just breathe. Take in a breath.

But her stupid lungs weren’t working; they hadn’t been since Pasquale had told her Adonis was coming.

“He’s your mate, piccolo. You know what that means.”

“Don’t ‘little one’ me. I’m staying here. This is my home.”

Pasquale sighed, his dark-blue eyes so like their mother’s. The ice of his Alpha power wrapped her in a soothing embrace. “This will always be your home, but he’s– Fabiana, you can’t deny the wolf. Trust me, I tried.”

His heated gaze traveled to Giuliana, and for a moment, envy swelled in Fabiana’s breast. She loved Giules, she did, like a sister. But she wished she could be normal, beautiful, and strong. Fabiana wished she could love and battle like an Alpha mate was supposed to and never back down. 

Primo had destroyed that in her.

Fabiana sucked in a wheezing breath, begging her lungs to function properly. She understood what this was: the heightened pulse, her mouth dry, and her mind telling her she couldn’t breathe.

Anxiety attack.

She cataloged the symptoms clinically and came to the correct conclusion, but that didn’t stop the pain and fear from washing over her. No amount of recounting empirical formulas and standard deviations could change her reality.

Breathe!

“Sis, look at me.”

Giules.

Fabiana forced her gaze to meet Giuliana’s vibrant-green eyes. “Help ... me.”

“I’m here.” As if the world wasn’t crashing around them, wolves growling and raking at each other, Giuliana stood before Fabiana and cupped her cheeks in warm palms. “Just look at me, sis.”

“I–”

Giules shook her head. “Just focus for me. I’m going to ask a question, and all I need you to do is nod.”

Okay. 

Fabiana was so thankful for her relationship with Giuliana, Zoey, and Kalinda. They were the sisters she’d never had, and they had given her the freedom to be who she was without fear.

“Now, do you want to get out?”

Get out? What?

“Fab, focus, sis. Do you want to get out? Just nod and I’ll get you out of here.”

Fabiana’s gaze traveled to the front, unbidden, searching for Adonis. He was larger than life, his dark hair wild now, but it curled around his ears in sexy wave when it was under control. His hazel eyes were molten gold, a sign his wolf was close to the surface, and his angular, model-like features twisted into a vicious snarl.

He was beautiful.

He was violent.

He was just like Primo.

Willing to use violence to get his way. 

Fabiana nodded.

Even as her heart clenched and stuttered, she balled her hands into fists with the urge to stay where she was. She couldn’t let him have her, not now. Not after seeing how he got what he wanted.

I’ll break you, you little bitch. Get me what I want or you won’t like what I do to you.

Her whimper broke through, and for a moment another power overwhelmed her, licking across her senses with spicy heat. Unfamiliar with the touch, she froze, wide-eyed. Fabiana sucked in oxygen, her chest expanding and her head clearing. 

That quick—just a moment of that power rolling over her and she could breathe, she could think.

Who was it?

She didn’t have time to examine it. Giuliana lifted her into the air as if Fabiana weighed nothing. They streaked towards the stairs, Giuliana leaping over a wolf who slid across the floor and slammed into the opposite wall, plaster spraying everywhere from the impact.

“Oh, you bastards. I’m going to break the face of whoever messes up my house!” Giuliana’s yell echoed, but she didn’t stop moving until she deposited Fabiana on the floor in her bedroom.

“Way to sweep a girl off her feet,” Fabiana tried to joke, but it fell flat with her grimace.

Giuliana didn’t notice, or she pointedly ignored it as she always did and played along. “You should see what I can do with my tongue.”

Fabiana laughed as Giuliana flicked said appendage around obscenely.

“That’s better, sis. Get that suit on and we can get out of here.”

The suit was one of Fabiana’s creations she’d made not long after being freed from Primo. Not that they’d told the others, not yet. She didn’t have the ability or the equipment to expand it, and she wasn’t sure it would even work for other wolves. They’d tried a few times for Giuliana, but it never quite functioned properly.

But for Fabiana, it helped her disappear.

Or, more aptly put, made her scent disappear. Not really useful in daily life, but it made Fabiana feel safe to know she wouldn’t be followed when she wanted to get away.

Quickly, Fabiana stripped her clothing, slipped into the clear body suit, and zipped it up underneath her chin. Thanks to holotech, it blended with her skin until it couldn’t be seen. Next, she sprayed around her hair and face. The spray wasn’t as effective—more like a scent tricker than blocker—but it confused the nose.

Giuliana grimaced, shaking her head. “I’m watching you do it, and it still makes Red get all crazy. She hates when you disappear.”

Red was Giuliana’s wolf, and Fabiana was studying their connection, that was so much like Pasquale and Snow, his wolf. They could talk to each other and more. The implications could be amazing for wolves everywhere, but for now, it seemed the pair were special.

“It won’t be long. Thank you for doing this.”

Giuliana snorted. “You’re my sister, and that asshole came here and started a fight with my man. Alpha dick measuring contest, I know, but it still irritates me. It’d be nice to show him the score.”

“He’s going to come get me, isn’t he?”

She sighed. “You’re his mate. It will happen eventually, but it doesn’t mean we can’t set some pretty hard ground rules right now. Adonis is ... powerful. Going to war with him would be dangerous. We all know this, but we would for you.”

And it was not the right time. Not with Skuld out there, losing Carlo to the In Between with Nanshe, and so much more going on. Nor did Fabiana want to see her pack hurt because of her.

She forced herself to nod. “Right. Ground rules.”

For a moment, pity flashed in Giuliana’s eyes, but it was quickly masked by anger. “He’ll know what it is to mess with a Bianchi woman. Do you know where you want to go?”

“The only place I can.”

There it was again—the pity—but this time, she didn’t shield it with anger. Who could when the only place you had to get away from home was the very place that had broken you?
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She knew why her brother had saved this place.

Deep inside, they were only children still hoping for their father’s love but knowing they’d never get it—he’d always hated them. The home they’d grown up in eventually became the representation of all their demons. A place they could look at, sneer, and sometimes cry. Well ... Fabiana was sure maybe she was the only one to do that, but for now, it was a sanctuary.

“You sure here is the best place?” Giuliana snapped her teeth toward the house. Fabiana was sure if Giules could rip the thing apart with her bare hands, she would.

Goddess, but I love having a sister.

“It’s the one place only a handful of people really know about. Adonis won’t search for me here.”

Giuliana shook her head. “I doubt it, Fab. Even with that weird scent-dampening stuff you’re wearing, you can’t run away. Pasquale will never let you live here full time, and neither will I. But who says we can’t teach an Alpha how we’re supposed to be treated?”

Their laughter only lasted a moment as they entered the house. Of course, it wouldn’t last here, with the deep-paneled walls and a stone statue of a wolf in full attack taking up the large foyer. There had been too many deaths, too many heartbreaks. 

Fabiana streaked through the home, knowing the layout as second-nature. She bounded up the stairs, skirting through the stables where her father had kept his men. 

Yes, stables.

Primo’s soldiers didn’t have rooms; they had cages on the second floor to protect the family rooms on the third level. They were fodder in case of attack.

“You all better die before a hair on my family is touched.”

Not that it stopped him from touching his family. But, like most bullies, Primo didn’t like to share. 

She kept her focus on the back panel of the room, the masked entry to the only stairs to the third floor. It creaked with non-use as she opened it. Fabiana cringed at the sound, pausing, her heart racing.

Don’t find me. Don’t find me.

“Move, Fabiana. Only ghosts are here, and they can’t hurt you anymore.”

Giuliana’s voice rang up from downstairs, and it was enough to push Fabiana forward. That’s right. Pasquale was an Alpha. Giuliana was strong. Fabiana had found a family who supported her. She was welcome among the Lombardi Pack and no one blamed her for her shit of a father.

She was free.

“He can’t hurt you anymore,” Fabiana assured herself.

Still, she didn’t look around the upstairs floor, not wanting to remember things better left alone or make a liar of her pep talk. She knew where she wanted to go, and even if Adonis somehow found his way here, she was safe.

She placed her trembling hand against the scanner in the back of her father’s study and it beeped to life before granting her access. The steel door slid open with a whoosh and she stepped inside. At least she had this.

The panic room was self-sustainable, stocked with non-perishables, water, and a bank of surveillance screens to view the cameras throughout the house. A bed and bathroom came in handy for extended stays. Not that her father had prepared for anyone else, really. She doubted he’d have saved her or Pasquale from the crossfire if he were certain he’d be able to rebuild.

Dominic and Carlos had her appreciation for ending his reign of terror. 

For now, she would sit and wait. Adonis was beautiful, with his hazel eyes, golden skin, and dark hair. He was the Alpha of the most powerful pack in Encantado, and women vied for his attention. Primo had at one time thought to trap him with Fabiana but thought better of it for Adonis’s sheer size and power over the south. He’d believed Dominic was the better option to control and move in on to get a foothold with the Moretti. 

Nothing worked as planned.

Fabiana found the control panel and connected to the foyer. “I’m in and okay.”

Giuliana spun around on the camera, clutching her chest. “Shit, Fab. Give a girl a warning next time.”

“Sorry. Will you keep watch outside?”

Giuliana nodded. “Might as well. Can you still hear me if I’m out there?”

“Yes. My–” Fabiana paused and took a quick breath. “Primo made sure to connect sound and visual at every point in the house. I’ll know what’s going on.”

“Good. Stay there, sis. We’ll give your Alpha a run for his money.”

My Alpha?

Fabiana didn’t think she could look at anyone like that, especially a man as violent as Adonis. She’d been connected to another Alpha who wanted to break her and use her, manipulate her and create the image he wanted. She couldn’t live like that ever again—not after finally tasting freedom.

With Skuld warring with them, the odd prophetic paintings, and getting used to being her own wolf, Adonis had come at the worst possible time.

“Agreed, Giules. But ... maybe we can keep him away permanently. I sort of like closed-in spaces without windows or natural light. Could be the new chic.”

Giuliana gaped, staring out into nothing. She didn’t know where the cameras were, but Fabiana still got a chuckle from her reaction.

“Did Fab just make a joke? Where’s my little sister and what did you do with her?”

“Stuck her in a telephone booth so I can collect ransom money. Hashtag bitch better have my money.”

Giuliana cackled, bending over to grab her knees. “I gotta call Silva; that was epic.” She reached for her phone and dialed. “Silva, guess who just popped her hashtag cherry? Freaking Fabiana! ... I know. So it went like this ...”

Fabiana shook her head and let Giuliana’s laughter chase away her tension. 

Find happiness where you can.

Fabiana had learned that a long time ago.
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Adonis froze mid-swipe at Pasquale’s head. “Where is she?”

For a moment, Pasquale’s eyes filled with confusion until he lifted his nose in the air and sniffed. The slow smile spreading across his face urged Adonis to break it.

“It seems this is done. Wolves, retreat.”

The chill of Pasquale’s Alpha call spread through the front lawn, smoothing the frayed nerves of his men until they moved back in a protective line in front of the house. He was precise, his power not bleeding out past the area of the battle. It wasn’t a skill many wolves could claim to have and most Alphas could only dream of. Pasquale was not a wolf to be trifled with, even if he couldn’t challenge Adonis directly. 

Adonis’s men moved without being told, trained in urban warfare to the point they didn’t need direction on the battlefield.

But all that didn’t answer his question.

“Where. Is. My. Mate?”

“Saying it slower and louder isn’t going to get you the answer you seek.” Pasquale rolled his neck. “My sister is a special case.”

“I’m aware of her father’s death and his attempt to usurp the Morettis.”

They all knew about it. One thing the meetings had done was bring the different groups up to speed on situations occurring within borders they didn’t normally cross. Through Adonis’s connection to Carlos, before he’d been healed, he knew a lot of what went on with the Moretti Pack but never used the intel. Sometimes, knowing was powerful enough. As long as the other packs left the Moonstone alone, they were safe. 
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