
  
    [image: Protecting the Alpha]
  


  
    
      Protecting the Alpha

    

    
      
        EMILIA ROSE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2021 by Emilia Rose

      All rights reserved.

      This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author, except as provided by United States of America copyright law. For permission requests, write to the author at “Attention: Permissions Coordinator” at the email address below.

      Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Names, characters, and places are products of the author’s imagination.

      Cover Designer: Covers by Christian

      Editor: Jovana Shirley, Unforeseen Editing, www.unforeseenediting.com

      Emilia Rose

      emiliarosewriting@gmail.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        Chapter 39

      

      
        Chapter 40

      

      
        Chapter 41

      

      
        Chapter 42

      

      
        Chapter 43

      

      
        Chapter 44

      

      
        Chapter 45

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Want more of this series?

      

      
        Also By Emilia Rose

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      ISABELLA

      Hot.

      Heavy.

      Heaving.

      Fingers trembling, eyes burning, neck scorching, I collapsed into the bathtub. Desperate to cool off. Desperate to ease all this pain. Desperate to stop feeling all this—this fiery vengeance rushing through every one of my bodily veins.

      My body roasted in the frigid tub as sweat rolled down my forehead. I turned on the cold water, letting it pour out of the faucet and gush against the bare side of my neck, hoping to the Moon Goddess that it cooled me down.

      Through teary eyes, I stared at the closed and locked bathroom door and caught glimmers of the moonlight shining into the dark room from the window. It must’ve been four a.m. I whimpered and rubbed my neck, the pain unbearable.

      Goddess, help me.

      Starting at my neck, every part of my body felt like it was in flames.

      I hadn’t been this hot since … since Roman had refused to mark me and I fell into heat.

      But how could I be in heat again? Roman had already marked⁠—

      “Kylo,” my wolf purred.

      Thighs burning, I spread my legs in the bath in hopes to cool the blazing path to my core. The water must’ve almost been freezing, but I could only feel the feverish ache inside my body. When I squeezed my eyes closed to ease the pain, all I imagined was Kylo lying in the bath with me, his taut body between my legs, his cock buried deep inside of me, and his canines sinking into my neck.

      “No,” I growled at my wolf, shaking my head from side to side. “Stop it.”

      Barely a week had gone by since the night that Roman and I had spent with Kylo, the night he thrust himself inside of me and filled my tight pussy as Roman took me from behind. And I’d be a damn liar if I said I hadn’t thought about it happening again, imagining Kylo taking control this time and forcing me to take his cum.

      “Find mate,” my wolf commanded. “Find mate and let him mark us.”

      I gripped the edges of the bath, body tensing. “Stop it. Now.”

      “Mate. We need to mate.”

      “Roman!” I screamed, sinking down further in the bath.

      “Not Roman. My mate,” my wolf said to me. “Kylo.”

      Water sloshed over the edge of the tub, the bath overflowing with nearly freezing water. The doorknob jiggled as Roman banged on the door and ordered me to let him into the room so he could help me. But as crazy as it sounded, I didn’t trust myself not to sprint right past him, out of the house, and toward Kylo.

      If Roman opened the door right now, my wolf would take full control of my body.

      I’d do something with Kylo that I’d regret.

      “Go away,” I yelled back at him, knowing that I had just called for him. It sounded insane. I sounded insane. Tears streamed down my cheeks from the sheer amount of pain attacking my body. “Go away. I’ll be okay.”

      “Isabella, let me in,” Roman demanded. “Before I break this door down.”

      “Don’t come in!” I pleaded. I stumbled out of the bathtub, slipping over the edge and landing on my hands and knees, and cursed, knowing that it’d leave a bruise on my knees—and it wouldn’t be the fun kind.

      “Isabella, open up,” Roman growled, jiggling the door handle harder. “You’re in pain.”

      “Please,” I begged, staggering to the door in the sheet of bathwater covering our floor.

      “Why can’t I come in and help you?” he asked, banging against the door.

      “Because I’m in heat!”

      Though it was a mate’s job to soothe pain, especially during heat, I … I didn’t want my wolf to hurt Roman just in an attempt to find Kylo and force him to mark me. I needed this heat and pain to disappear. Now.

      “Kylo,” my wolf whispered. “Find him now.”

      When Roman burst through the door, my wolf forced me to shift faster than ever before. I sprinted out of the room so fast that I knocked him on his ass and then continued right for our second-story bedroom window, forgoing all sense of running down the stairs and to the front door.

      When I shoved my body through the glass, it shattered onto the ground underneath me as I swayed in the air by Roman’s death grasp on my neck. He sank his teeth into the back of my neck and yanked me back into the room, throwing me onto the bed and growling in his wolf form.

      “Did you think I’d let you run away from me?” he asked through the mind link.

      Standing, I growled back at him as he stalked toward me. In the distance and through the woods, I listened to the howls of our packmates on their night runs around the property to secure the perimeter. Dolus hadn’t been seen for a week, but I wasn’t taking any chances.

      “Let me leave,” I said through the link, not even thinking about the words before I said them. It seemed like the heat had taken control of my wolf and wanted to desperately find the man I had supposedly been mated to for four thousand years.

      Roman stared up at me with those golden eyes and then hopped up onto the bed with me. I lunged at him, but somehow, he snatched me by the back of the neck again and held me down, belly on the mattress. “Shift.”

      After struggling against him for another few moments, I growled and shifted under his body, my skin cooling a bit under his touch. He shifted behind me, still holding me down by the canines lodged into the back of my neck. I took deep breath after deep breath, slowly regaining both my composure and control of my wolf.

      “Why are you in heat?” he asked me. “We’ve mated.”

      Tears streamed down my cheeks. “Kylo,” I whispered. “She wants Kylo.”

      When the heat nearly disappeared—only a lingering ache left—I relaxed fully against the mattress and closed my eyes, a sudden tiredness overtaking my body. Roman pulled his teeth out of my neck and lay behind me on the bed, his naked body against mine. Though he stayed quiet, I could tell that he’d tensed when I said Kylo’s name.

      We had talked endlessly about my relationship with Kylo this past week, but this never came up. I never even thought about marking that man, and now … now, my wolf ached for it. It was as if they were mates in this lifetime too.

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered, turning over to face him. Instead of looking him in the eye, I stared at his perfectly sculpted chest and curled into him. “I’m so sorry if I hurt you. My wolf … she … I can’t control her. And she wants … she wants his mark.”

      “Do you?” he asked softly, unsteadily grasping my waist.

      Did I want Kylo’s mark? Hell, I hadn’t even thought about it yet. I just wanted to get through this damn war against Dolus and save the wolf species. The thought had crossed my mind once—once—after Roman asked us if my bond with Kylo was similar to my bond with him. But I had been too caught up with other stuff to give it much thought.

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered, my wolf not even allowing me to answer his question.

      Instead of getting angry like I’d thought he would, Roman trailed his fingers on my face and laced them into my hair, scratching lightly and shushing me to sleep. “It’s okay, my dear Isabella. You have a lot on your mind.” He drew his nose up the side of my neck, against his mark. “If you don’t want to tell me now, you don’t have to. But … I want to know before it happens.” He gulped. “I need to prepare myself to see you with someone else’s mark on your neck.”

      The words came out so … so heartbreakingly sad.

      My bond with Kylo had taken such a toll on Roman. I could see it in his eyes. He was tired.

      I just hoped that didn’t mean he’d be easily corrupted. I couldn’t lose him. I couldn’t fucking lose him. I loved this man more than I loved Kylo, and I would never, ever let him go and be blinded by such chaos.

      “I’ll always be here for you, no matter what,” he whispered.

      My stomach tightened at his words, an uneasy feeling sitting heavily inside of me. But … while I told myself I wouldn’t let Roman get hurt in this mess, I was the one who had knocked him down tonight, the one who had wanted to find Kylo during that wave of heat. Roman was my mate, the mate the Moon Goddess had blessed me with before she even knew about Kylo. If I was willing to do that to Roman just to have Kylo mark me, what else would I do to him for Kylo?

      Tears welled up in my eyes, yet I forced my eyes closed and shook my head. No, I couldn’t think that way right now. I couldn’t let the chaos and corruption around me affect the way I thought about my mate because once I let those thoughts slip into my mind, they would become part of me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      ISABELLA

      Lying in bed next to Roman, I stared up at the ceiling. Though the heat had worn me out, I couldn’t seem to fall asleep. With loud and irritating thoughts racing through my mind, I turned over onto my stomach on the mattress and groaned into my pillow. While Roman slept, his arm slipped off me, but he quickly wrapped it around my waist and moved closer to me, mumbling something incoherent into my hair and smiling against me.

      I intertwined my fingers with his and inhaled deeply, trying to sleep. I just wanted the thoughts to stop for one damn moment, so I could rest in peace. But all that ran through my mind was the Moon Goddess confined in one of Dolus’s evil traps, unable to perform her duties to protect the werewolf species.

      If we ended Dolus’s corruption, we might be able to save her.

      Yet Kylo, Roman, and I had come up with hundreds upon hundreds of ways to stop the chaos this past week, and nothing had seemed to hold up. Every time we had a theory, an idea, a mere thought, it never came to fruition. Something always either came up, didn’t add up, or just wasn’t feasible to do with the wolves we had at our disposal and the lack of knowledge we had of Dolus and his true powers.

      Knowing that I wouldn’t be able to sleep any longer, I kissed Roman and crawled out of bed to get some water downstairs and to go through a couple more plans. I needed to figure out something. I hated just waiting around for Dolus to come to us. But we knew nothing of him—absolutely nothing.

      Turning on the downstairs light, I jumped when I saw Kylo standing in our kitchen. “Did I wake you, princess?” he asked, sipping on a glass of water. With a gray V-neck draped over his chest and a pair of loose washed jeans hanging from his hips, he smirked and leaned against the counter.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked, scooting by him to grab a glass for myself and hoping to the Goddess that my wolf wouldn’t wake up and decide that it was time to have her mate mark us. I turned on the faucet. “Shouldn’t you be at your packhouse?”

      Before I could utter another word, he pushed me against the counter from behind me, one hand around my throat and the other clutching my waist. He trailed his nose up against the bare side of my neck. “I could feel you, Isabella. Your wolf …” he growled. “Goddess, your wolf was calling out to me, begging me to come to you, to take you.”

      Breath caught in my throat, I clutched on to the countertop and let the glass overfill in the sink, my fingers paling. “Kylo,” I whispered, feeling my wolf start to awaken. “Please, I … I … please stop before I lose control. My wolf, she’ll demand it from me.”

      His canines grazed against my neck, and I moaned. He pressed himself against me from behind, grinding his hard cock against my ass, teasing me just the way he knew I liked it. I closed my eyes and vowed that he wouldn’t get to me this time.

      He couldn’t.

      “Goddess, princess, those moans do something sinister to me,” Kylo murmured against my neck, tilting my head back slightly and kissing my skin. “Moan for me again.”

      Heat gathering in my core, I let go of the death grip on the counter and moaned softly again, unable to even think straight. My vision clouded, and my mind fogged with pleasure as my wolf slowly ripped control from me.

      “Kylo,” I whispered, voice cracking.

      “Yes, princess?” he murmured against me, sucking my skin between his teeth.

      “We have to … to …”

      “To?”

      I had the urge to call for Roman, to scream at him to get his ass out of bed and come down to the kitchen, where Kylo was seconds away from taking me himself. His wolf must’ve been on edge all night too, because, while he had always been forward, we had come to a mutual agreement to keep our hands off each other unless we were with Roman.

      He could tease me all day long, but he hadn’t touched me this past week.

      “To wait until Roman … until he gets up,” I said between raspy breaths.

      “I want you now.”

      It wasn’t a thought, wasn’t a request, wasn’t even a question.

      It was a demand from a ruthless alpha—an alpha who ached to claim his mate.

      Inhaling deeply, I gathered all the strength inside of me and pushed him away. I didn’t think I’d be able to handle him that close for much longer because I … I wanted to sink my canines in his neck and take him. Him being here just made me more anxious for it to be done already.

      But I didn’t want to just rush into it. Hell, I didn’t even know if I wanted him to mark me. My wolf did—and she forced me into thinking that I did too. But I was too committed to Roman to ruin the bond I had with him. Sleeping with someone else and marking them were two different things. If Roman wasn’t comfortable with me marking Kylo, then I had to hold back every urge.

      Now wasn’t the time to deal with mate drama either. We had a war to stop and a Moon Goddess to save.

      After blowing out a deep breath, I crossed my arms over my chest to hide my hardened nipples, grabbed my glass of water, and walked backward and away from Kylo. He watched my every move with his fury-ridden gold eyes, canines still extended past his lips.

      “Wait until Roman is awake,” I said to him, the corner of my lips curled. “Then, maybe you’ll get to taste me. Until then … we have work to do.” I nodded to the stack of papers about Dolus and corruption on the dining room table.

      Taking one last step back, I bumped into someone’s chest.

      “And what kind of work is that?” Roman asked amusedly behind me, possessively wrapping his arm around my waist and drawing a finger up the column of my neck. “Hmm?”

      “Roman, I⁠—”

      “Answer me, Isabella,” he murmured against my ear, eyes flickering to Kylo. “The kind that lands you on your knees perhaps?”
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      ISABELLA

      “We were just, um …” I glanced at Kylo, feeling my heart race faster and faster when I thought about the way he’d pushed me against the counter a few moments ago and told me that he wanted to sink his teeth into my neck. “We weren’t going to do anything like that.”

      Roman snaked his hand around my throat from behind, strumming his fingers up the column of my neck, and growled low in my ear, his canines pricking at the scars from his mark. “Are you sure about that? Because Kylo over there looks like he’s about to pounce on you and take what is mine.”

      I swallowed hard, heat warming my core, and pressed back against him, already noticing the bulge in his sweatpants. My breath caught in the back of my throat at how hard he was. No matter what I thought he felt about Kylo and me … he loved it. He loved exuding his dominance, and I loved when he did it too.

      “Hmm?” Roman said against my ear, tilting my head to the side and tightening his grip around my throat. “Is that what this work was really going to be? Did you want him to bend you over our dining room table and take you from behind?”

      Reaching behind me, I grasped him through his pants and wrapped my hand around him. He pushed his hips forward slightly, telling me that he wanted more of this, that he wanted to show Kylo who I really submitted to.

      “Keep stroking my cock, baby,” Roman grunted, staring over my shoulder at Kylo to taunt him like no other. “Show Kylo whose cock you choke on every night.”

      As the heat gathered in my core, I pressed my thighs together and clenched, continuing to stroke Roman’s cock behind me. I trailed my fingers up and down his length, flicking them lightly across the head of his cock, right where he loved it.

      He tightened his grip on me and pulled me closer. “He wants to mark you.”

      I stroked Roman faster at the thought, my heart pounding.

      “Tell him that if he wants to mark your pretty little neck, he has to work for it,” Roman murmured into my ear, sucking my earlobe between his teeth and tugging on it gently, his stubble tickling my neck.

      My lips parted, yet no words came out. All I could focus on was my ragged breath and the growing bulge in Kylo’s jeans, pressing against the material and making it tight on his thighs. He stood by the kitchen counter, palms on it behind him and biceps flexing.

      “Tell. Him. Now.”

      “No,” I said in defiance.

      Roman growled against me, “Show him this neck.” Roman cupped my chin and tilted my head to the side, so Kylo had a clear view of the bare side of my neck. “Show him what he can’t have yet. Let him smell you there, taste you there, and then tell him no, Isabella, because if you can’t obey a simple request, you don’t get marked tonight.”

      Roman was taunting him—full-on fucking taunting another alpha.

      My eyes widened, and my pussy clenched. “Touch me,” I whispered. “But don’t mark me. Not yet.”

      As if he didn’t need to be told twice, Kylo sauntered over to me, wrapped one hand around my waist, and dipped the other between my legs. Then, he buried his face into the crook of my neck, inhaling my scent and pressing his full lips against my aching skin.

      Moaning, I pulled Roman’s cock out of his pants and gripped it tighter. Kylo rubbed his fingers against my clit in torturous little circles, making my legs tremble. I curled my toes and looked over my shoulder at Roman.

      “Give it to me,” I pleaded. As much as I wanted to push him away and make him work for it, I ached for him to be inside me already, needed him to fill my tight little hole up with his cock and his cum. “Please, Roman.”

      After pushing down my pants, Roman spit on his cock and rubbed his head against my pussy, making it even wetter with my juices. Holding me upright with one hand around my jaw and the other around my waist, he slowly pushed himself inside of me. Pleasure rushing through my body from Kylo’s fingers, I clenched on Roman and arched my back, allowing Kylo even better access to my neck.

      At the base of my neck, he sucked on my skin, grunting and growling low to himself, his wolf so close to the edge.

      Roman shoved into me from behind, cursing in my ear and shoving himself deeper each time. “Fuck, Isabella, you’re so fucking tight for me.”

      With each thrust, he sent me closer and closer to Kylo. And when Kylo grazed his canines against my neck, my breath caught in the back of my throat. I curled my toes, thinking about him sinking his teeth into my neck and claiming me himself, right here and right now. My wolf and I would be pleased. Yet before he could claim me, Roman pushed his hand between Kylo’s teeth and my neck, sprawling his palm and fingers around my throat so Kylo had no room to bite me.

      But it was too late to stop Kylo’s wolf. Kylo clamped down his teeth, piercing Roman’s fingers instead of my neck. Roman howled ruthlessly and shoved him backward so violently that he slammed against the kitchen island. Kylo flew back, his eyes golden, as if he had no control over his body anymore, and his sharp canines lengthened fully.

      “Punish him for trying to mark you after you told him no,” Roman said, sucking the blood off his fingers so it wouldn’t ruin our carpet, continuing to pound into me from behind even harder and faster, more ruthlessly somehow.

      “Punish him?” I asked with wide eyes, heat crawling up my neck.

      “Just like I punish your bratty”—thrust—“fucking”—thrust—“ass.”

      Before I could shut my mouth in defiance, I found myself pulling out a dining room chair and demanding that Kylo sit on it. Once he did, I pulled his cock out of his pants, knelt before him with Roman still buried deep inside of me, and stroked him slowly.

      “Don’t come,” I ordered him, placing my hands on his thighs and bending over further so Roman could ram into me from behind. I wrapped my hand around the base of Kylo’s cock. “And don’t touch me either. You only get to watch.”

      I lowered my head and took the head of his cock into my mouth. By the way his hips twitched slightly when my lips met the base of his hips, I could tell that he was already close to the edge, just like I was. I stared up at him, feeling my insides flutter at the control I had over this man, and slowly bobbed my head.

      Roman curled his fingers into my hips from behind and pounded harder into me. “Fuckin’ harder,” he ordered, grabbing my hair and forcing me to bob my head on his cock.

      And just before Kylo was about to come, Roman pulled me back.

      “Don’t come,” I said to Kylo.

      When he relaxed, I sucked his dick into my mouth, bobbing my head up and down on him until his hips twitched again and he stilled. Before he could come, I pulled back up and teased his balls with my tongue.

      “Don’t. Come.”

      “Fuuuck, Isabella,” Kylo said to me, balling his hands into fists.

      Roman curled one arm around my waist to rub my clit and leaned down closer to me. “Kylo might not be allowed to come, but you’re going to come with his cock in your mouth. Do you understand me?”

      I clenched down hard on Roman’s cock and nodded, staring back at Kylo and wrapping my lips back around his head. I bobbed my head up and down on him and tightened harder and harder around Roman. Roman rubbed my clit faster, grabbed a fistful of my hair again, and forced me down as far as I could go on Kylo’s cock. I stared up at Kylo with watery eyes, feeling his hips twitch again.

      He was going to come.

      “Don’t come,” I tried saying with his cock in my throat, but it came out as nothing but slobbery gargles.

      He rolled his eyes back and lifted his hips to get even deeper in my throat. Roman shoved himself into me. And at the same time, they both came inside of me, Kylo’s cum shooting down my throat and Roman’s filling me up. I gagged on Kylo’s cum and smacked my hands against his thighs, screaming out on his cock as I came all over Roman.

      Yet Roman still held me down on him, pushing his cum deeper toward my cervix. When he finally let me go, I pulled my head up to gasp for breath and moan, my legs trembling uncontrollably. Roman scooped me into his arms so I wouldn’t fall over and set me in a chair beside Kylo.

      “You need to learn how to be a better domme, Isabella,” Roman said, trailing his thumb down my lips. “You told him not to come and then let him come anyway.”

      “I-I-I couldn’t help it,” I said, pulling my knees to my chest as the pleasure still pumped through me. I sucked in a deep breath. “Maybe next time.”
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      ISABELLA

      After our lovely morning in the packhouse, I packed up some notes, journals, and maps into my backpack, grabbed Roman’s hand, and led him and Kylo to the hospital. Since the attack, I had been visiting the hospital with them every morning to check on Vanessa. If I went alone, I’d start crying my eyes out.

      When I stepped into the hospital, Mom greeted me at the counter with her hands in her white jacket pockets. “Morning, sweetie,” she said, glancing at Kylo trailing behind us.
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