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Hungry for Her Wolves

Hungry for Her Wolves, Book One
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“AMARA, I NEED YOU TO look at the Great Dane in room two.” 

Back turned, Amara jumped at the sound of her boss’s voice.  

“What’s wrong with you?” Dr. Tanner said, his voice laced with concern—too much concern. If the man showed her any more attention, she’d drown in it. 

“Nothing.” She moved aside when he tried to place a hand on her shoulder in that all-too-familiar gesture. Though she spent a good part of her workday refusing his advances, nothing worked. Even after she’d told him she was different, he seemed to want her more. Human males were so strange, but now wasn’t the time to dwell on that. Now was the time to focus on him. The man who’d walked into the clinic moments earlier and literally turned her universe on its head. Where he’d come from, she wasn’t sure, though she swore she knew him. Something about his scent was familiar and far too feral. That’s when she knew he was not human. 

Then again, why would he stroll into the veterinary clinic and take a seat like he was here to get his pet, when all the animals scheduled to go home that day had already been picked up?

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him pull his flannel sleeve down over his wrist, concealing an ugly red welt.  Heat crept into her cheeks when he looked at her with penetrating golden eyes. She noticed a bruise under his right eye, a swollen upper lip, and a fresh, jagged cut on his neck. He was a native, judging by his high cheekbones and tanned skin. Possibly military, with his dark, cropped hair.  

“Who’s that guy?” Dr. Tanner whispered hot and heavy in her ear. 

She scooted away as if his breath was on fire and shuffled a stack of papers. “I don’t know.” 

Though the other girls in the office thought Dr. Tanner was attractive, with his wavy blond hair and blue eyes, he wasn’t Amara’s type. Nobody had ever been her type. At least not until now. The man staring at her from across the room, with his lean frame and wiry muscles, did things that both shocked and aroused her. She’d no idea why, but she was sorely tempted to vault the counter and crawl into his lap, kissing him senseless. 

Dr. Tanner scooted closer.  “Where’s his pet?” 

She continued to shuffle, cringing. “I don’t know.”

“What do you know?” Dr. Tanner’s tone was laced with sarcasm. 

She stiffened, glaring at him from under heavy eyelids. 

Dr. Tanner puffed up his chest, reminding her of an oblivious rooster parading before a pack of wolves. “Excuse me, sir. May we help you?”

“I’m here to see her.” 

When Golden Eyes nodded at Amara, the glint of steel in his expression made her knees go weak. She bit her lip and clutched the counter for support, the feeling between her legs intensifying and turning into a dull, teasing throb.   

Dr. Tanner turned to her with raised brows. “What’s this about?”

She shrugged, at a loss for words. 

Golden Eyes folded his arms and leaned back. “Hurry up and finish with your patient so we can talk.” 

She swayed toward him like a reed bending in the breeze, drawn to him in an inexplicable way. 

Dr. Tanner cleared his throat, drumming his fingers on the counter. “Sir, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

Golden Eyes flashed a feral smile. “I’m not going anywhere.” 

Her boss stood his ground. “She has things to do. I must insist.”

“I’m not leaving.”

“That’s it!” Dr. Tanner pounded the counter and then opened the waist-high pony door, foolishly marching up to the stranger.

When Golden Eyes unfolded himself from the chair and stood, hovering at least a head above Dr. Tanner, Amara swore she saw his nose lengthening for just a heartbeat before he balled his hands into fists. 

Holy shit! Was he a shifter? Was he like her? 

Looking down at Dr. Tanner, he let out a low, powerful growl that made her hair stand on end. 

Holy fuck! He was a shifter. Other than the man who’d sired her, and his brothers, she had thought she was alone in the world, amid a mistrustful and unsympathetic species. 

Dr. Tanner wisely took several steps back. “Did you just growl at me?” He fished a phone out of his lab coat with a trembling hand. “I’m calling the cops.”

“No, don’t,” she blurted, rushing around the counter and latching onto Golden Eyes’ arm. “Come on.” She dragged him toward the door. 

“Amara,” Dr. Tanner whined. “You have one more patient.”

“It’s parasites,” she said over her shoulder. 

“Parasites?” he said as she pushed open the door. “Are you sure?”

“I’m always sure,” she grumbled, pulling the stranger outside and relishing the feel of the mild Alaskan summer air. 

As soon as the door shut behind them, she turned to Golden Eyes, nearly losing her nerve as she looked up at him. His bruises appeared worse in the glare of the sunlight. What had happened to him? “Okay, so talk.” 

“Not here.” He nodded at a newer model extended cab truck parked in the drive. 

Her jaw dropped when she noticed the rims, which would’ve easily cost her three-month’s salary. Her rusty hunk of junk had sputtered and died behind the veterinary clinic two weeks ago. Dr. Tanner had been bugging Amara to dispose of it, but the tow cost more than the scrapyard commission.  

“I’m not getting in your truck.” The thought of being alone in a cramped space with this man both excited and terrified her. In the end terror won. She had no idea who he was or what he planned to do to her. 

“I won’t drive anywhere. You have my word.” He coursed a bruised and battered hand through his cropped hair. 

Holy crap. Had this guy been in an accident or had something far more sinister caused his injuries? She could tell by the rigidity of his movements, and the lines framing his eyes, that he was in pain. Most likely suffering from exhaustion, too. She fought the urge to touch him and sense his injuries. She suspected the empathy she used with her animals would work on him.  

She jumped at a sound behind her; Dr. Tanner was staring at them from behind the window blinds. Though the doctor’s presence brought her a small measure of comfort, she was also annoyed that he’d chosen to remain behind the safety of the window. If Golden Eyes shifted, she had the feeling her boss would run screaming, leaving her at the wolf’s mercy.

She heard a low growl. Golden Eyes was looking at Dr. Tanner like a wolf guarding a bone. 

“I don’t know you. How am I supposed to take your word on anything?” she asked. 

The steel in his eyes vanished, replaced with a weariness that made her heart ache. “Because your instinct tells you I’m not lying.” 

She stepped back, hating how her limbs trembled. “What do you know of my instinct?” Had he picked up on her scent, as she had with him? He must have. Why else would he be here? 

A black, nondescript truck with tinted windows parked by the horse corral. With her superior eyesight, she saw two men inside the vehicle, both wearing suits and sunglasses. One was an older black guy with graying hair and the other a bald, middle-aged white dude. An uneasy feeling made the hair on the back of her neck stand up. 

“Who are those men?” she whispered. 

Golden Eyes swore under his breath. “They’re watching me to make sure I don’t cause trouble.” 

“They look like government agents.” 

“They are. They won’t hurt you, I promise. They’re just keeping an eye on me until my family gets here.” 

Her jaw dropped. “Your family?” 

He grimaced. “They think I’ve gone lone wolf.” 

She gaped at him. Had he said wolf? She already knew he was a shifter, but him voicing it aloud made this situation more real, more terrifying. More enticing. 

His thick brows dipped over his eyes. “Your family never explained lone wolves to you?”

“I don’t have any family,” she blurted. Damn, why’d she tell him that? She didn’t want him to know she was all alone.  

“Would you get in the truck, Amara? Please.” He motioned to the big, shiny hunk of steel. “We need to talk.”

Her heart clenched at his pleading tone and the desperation in his eyes. Warning sirens in her head were overruled by her heart, and her legs propelled her forward. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.” 

He opened the door and steadied her while she climbed inside. She sat and quickly pulled away from his touch, which seared her skin and sent warm pulses through her, liquefying that spot between her legs. Holy shit! No human man’s touch had made her feel anything except annoyance. 

His truck was spotless inside, with a leather interior and a nice nav system. Something told her he didn’t need the navigation, that he relied solely on instinct. 

When he climbed in next to her, all common sense flew out the window, and she stared at him like a love-struck pup. He was strikingly handsome in a rugged sort of way. More moisture pooled in her panties when he looked at her with smoldering eyes, nostrils flaring. She shifted at an unfamiliar ache pulsing between her thighs. Was this what it felt like to be horny? She instinctively leaned toward him, reaching for the collar on his flannel shirt. 

To her disappointment and relief, he pulled away, clenching his hands and looking at her with a face screwed up so tight, it was almost comical. “We need to control ourselves,” he groaned, panting like a wounded animal. “I can’t take you here. My brothers would never forgive us.” 

What was he saying? She shook her head as if to shake off a fog of lust that was so thick, it permeated the air, making a bead of sweat run down her forehead. 

He held out both hands in a gesture of surrender. “Control yourself.” 

She blinked hard, a wave of embarrassment overcoming her. Could he smell her desire?  Could one man turn a woman’s brain to mush and make her want to spread her legs?

“What do you mean, you don’t have any family?” he asked. 

She rubbed shaky hands down her legs, forcing herself to regain her composure. “I’m asking questions first.” She tilted her chin, proud of herself for asserting dominance, though not sure how long her courage would last. 

“Okay.” He flashed a slanted smile, his cheeks reddening slightly. “Ask.” 

His canines were pronounced, longer than his other teeth. Just like hers. A dentist had offered to file them down, but she’d refused. They were the only trace of her wolf when she was in human form, reminding her of who she was. 

She cleared her throat. “What’s your name?”

“Luc,” he answered. “Luc Thunderfoot.” 

She arched back, squinting at him. “Thunderfoot?” 

“It’s an old family name.” He chuckled. “If you met the alphas in my family, you’d understand.” 

“Alphas?”

He gave her a long look. “The heads of our pack. Are you going to tell me about your family?”

“It’s pretty straightforward.” She shrugged, turning her gaze to the window. Her boss was still looking at them through a small slit in the blinds, trying to remain inconspicuous. Didn’t he have a clinic to run? “I don’t have any family, except my dogs.” She’d left them in the run behind the clinic. She’d heard them barking before Luc arrived, warning her a stranger was approaching. She wondered why they’d gone silent. Did they know Luc was a friend? 

“What about your fathers?” he asked. 

“Fathers?” Was it a wolf thing to call more than one man dad? “I only had one, and he’s somewhere in Eastern Europe.” 

His eyes darkened. “You never met him?”

“No.”  

Flames lit his eyes, and anger pulsed off his skin in waves. Was he angry with her or her father?

“Do you know anything about him?” he asked, scraping his knee against hers. 

Just that one little touch was enough to make her jerk back as a bolt of lust zinged through her. She rubbed heat into her gooseflesh. “Just what my mom told me, but she was prone to exaggeration.”

He looked her over with unwavering eyes and a tight smile. “Try me.” 

She released a shaky breath, recalling the ugly story of her conception as told by her mother, aka Cathi, aka Evil Bitch from Hell. “My mom had a one-night stand with him when she was traveling through Europe. Not even one night. While they were having sex in his barn, his brothers broke down the door and beat the shit out of him. She said she barely escaped with her life.” Because of that night, Cathi claimed to have been mentally scarred for life. She’d said that’s why she turned to drugs, to escape the terror of watching those demons tear down walls and throw her lover around the barn.  

The shadows over Luc’s eyes lengthened, making his bruises more pronounced. For a moment, she thought he was shifting. 

“What happened to your face?” she blurted. Why had he come to her all broken and bruised, and who’d hurt him? Was he in danger? Was she in danger?

He waved away her concern. “My brothers and I got into a fight.” 

She looked outside. The black truck was still there, the men inside looking at them through binoculars. “Why are government agents here?”

“Their job is to help conceal us.” 

Her hand flew to her throat. “So the government knows?”

“Yeah,” he said casually, as if two agents on his tail was no big deal.  

All these years she’d been careful to conceal her wolf, only exposing herself when she was in danger or to save her foster family from getting killed. She’d had nightmares about the government finding out about her wolf and bringing her to a top-secret lab to test her DNA. To think, if they’d discovered her, they might have reunited her with her kind long ago. 

“And they haven’t tried to experiment on you or kill you?”

“Are you kidding me?” He chuckled. “We’re the Army’s secret weapon.”

“You’re all in the Army?” Would they try to force her into the Army, too? Not that she wasn’t patriotic, but she wasn’t keen on being told what to do. She’d lived independently for almost four years, and she wasn’t about to start taking orders from anyone. 

“Usually just the third son from every pack,” he said proudly. “We’re the best trackers.” 

Her shoulders fell in relief.  

“Okay,” he said, “my turn for more questions. Your father was a lone wolf?”

“I don’t know what he was.” She looked him over, wondering if his long-sleeved shirt covered other injuries. “Why would your brothers give you black eyes?”

“I went a little nuts when I caught your scent.” He let out a low, dark chuckle. “They were trying to calm me. Did your mom notice anything different about your dad and his brothers?”

“She said they were demons, that their eyes changed and they grew bigger and hairy. That’s all.” She paused, scratching the back of her head. “I don’t understand. You went nuts when you caught my scent?”

“I’m the best tracker in my tribe. Our reservation isn’t too far from Fairbanks. I scented you from four hundred miles away.” He leaned so close, she could smell the dried blood on his lip. “Do you understand what your dad’s brothers were doing? They were trying to stop him from going lone wolf. We’re not supposed to mate with outsiders.” 

What little moisture she had left in her mouth evaporated. “Y-You mean humans?”

“Yeah.” 

She swallowed a lump at the back of her throat. “So I was a mistake?”

He flashed the faintest of smiles as he reached for the lock of her hair that had fallen from the confines of her tight bun, twirling it around his finger. “You’re not a mistake to me. And the Ancients clearly didn’t think you were a mistake. I know it’s no accident your name is Amara.” 

She blinked through a thin mist of emotion. “I’m not sure what you mean. My mom named me after her friend. I don’t know what I am.” She looked at her hands, fisted in her lap. 

“Amara happens to be the name of our ancient goddess, mate to our god, Amarok, and his brothers. You’re a wolf-shifter, an Amaroki,” he said. “Like me.” 

She shared a name with an ancient goddess? How odd. But that didn’t matter as much as the fact that she was in the company of another shifter. 

“So you can shift?” Even though he’d just told her as much, saying it aloud made it more real. She was mesmerized by the smell of earth and pine that permeated his skin and in awe of the warmth he exuded. 

“My whole family can,” he answered, “and all of my tribe.”

“Omigod, an entire tribe of shifters?” This was too much.

He released her hair, peering at her through thick lashes. “What happened to your mom?”

Ugh. The conversation was about to go from awkward to really awkward. “I don’t know. Last I heard, she died of cancer.” 

His jaw dropped. “You weren’t there when she died?”

She hated having to explain her relationship with Cathi to strangers. They didn’t understand the evil that had blackened her soul. 

“The state took me from her when I was thirteen.” She hung her head as shame and sorrow washed over her. “She wasn’t exactly the best mom.” 

He cupped her chin in a firm yet gentle grip. “What did she do to you?” 

The sincerity in his gaze was enough to make her heart do a backflip. They’d only just met, but she was inexplicably drawn to him. 

“Put her cigarettes out on my legs, told me almost daily how much she hated me and I was the spawn of a demon,” she said on a rush of air, then clamped her mouth shut. She decided to leave out the part about Cathi siding with her stepfather after he tried to rape Amara. Instinct told her Luc wouldn’t handle that revelation well. 

“I’m so sorry.” The pity in his eyes was almost her undoing.  

Why had she told a stranger about her mom anyway? She’d only ever told her first foster parents about the cigarette burns, and they’d given her back to the state.

“It is what it is.” She pulled away, looking out the window, scowling as the agents stared at her. “It’s taught me to be independent and resourceful. Besides, I have my dogs.” She swallowed and let out a slow breath. “I don’t need parents.” 

“Where did you go after you left your mom?” 

His voice was a hoarse whisper. Had her story made him emotional?

When she turned back around, she was surprised to see color fanning his tanned cheeks and neck. “I spent two years with some foster parents. That didn’t work.” She pretended their rejection hadn’t crushed her, hadn’t turned her into a bitter loner. “I stayed with a few other foster families for a while, and then my uncle suddenly decided to be charitable and take me in, but that was only because he needed a slave. I ran away from him when I was almost eighteen. I’ve been on my own ever since.” 

A visible knot worked down his throat as he swallowed. “The females in my tribe are cherished and protected. If we’d known about you then, we would’ve taken care of you.”  

Cherished and protected? How badly she wanted to believe him. He seemed sincere, and her instinct wasn’t raising any alarms. But she’d been fooled before. She wasn’t about to be fooled again. She crossed her arms, narrowing her eyes. “Why did you come here?”

“I knew you were mine.” 

He said it with such cutting finality, she knew it to be true. 

Fuck! She wasn’t prepared for that. “I don’t belong to any man... or wolf.” 

He leaned into her, overpowering her with his heat and sending her libido into a tailspin by gently squeezing her knee. “You do now.”

She released a shuddering breath, struggling to keep her lust under control as that throbbing between her legs returned with a vengeance. She needed to get away from this man. This wolf. 

“Well, it was nice talking to you.” She grabbed the handle and shoved the door open, filling her lungs with fresh air. Anything to get rid of the scent of him. “I have to get back to work.” 

“Hang on.” He latched onto her arm, pulling her back inside, then reached over her and jerked the door shut with a bang. “You can’t just leave.” 

While the virile man pressed against her, she tried to ignore her growing desire, but it was no use. Her breasts molded to his hard angles, her nipples pebbling in response. She breathed harshly as her chest tightened. “My boss is watching us.” She nodded to a shadow behind the blinds.  

“My family’s going to be here any minute.” He spoke through clenched teeth, tension in every line of his body. “My brothers have caught your scent by now. They’ll rip that doctor apart if you go back in there.” 

Panic seized her. “What?” Why would they do that? Were all wolf brothers this vicious? Shit. All this time she’d longed to meet others like her, and now she wasn’t so sure she wanted anything to do with her species.

Luc’s eyes narrowed. “I saw the way he was looking at you.” 

She scowled. “Why is it any of their business how my boss looks at me?” 

He flashed a knowing smile. “They’re very possessive.” 

She pressed her back against the door, made uneasy by the feral look in his eyes. “So whose girlfriend am I supposed to be, yours or theirs?”

“Yes,” he answered evenly, a muscle twitching in his jaw. 

She blinked hard, looking at him as if he’d grown a second head. “Yes what?”

“We mate as a pack. One female, and three to four brothers, depending on the size of the pack.” 

She stared, waiting for him to break into laughter and tell her he was only joking. When he didn’t, her stomach tied itself in a knot. He couldn’t be serious. “That’s odd,” she managed to rasp, feeling like a wad of cotton was stuck in her throat. Three to four males for one female? What was one girl to do with all those mates?

“That’s how it’s done in our species,” he said matter-of-factly, as if sharing a girl with his brothers was the most natural thing in the world. “One she-wolf bears a daughter and three to four sons.” 

“I’m not having all those kids,” she blurted. What the hell did they think she was, their sex slave? Their queen bee? 

“You’re used to humans.” He snickered. “Once you assimilate into our culture, you’ll see it’s normal.” 

He thought this was funny? Well, she was done with the jokes. “Who said I was assimilating into your culture?”  

“You can’t stay here. You need to be with your own kind. Your mates will keep you safe.” 

She stuck a thumb in her chest. “I keep me safe, and I keep Buster, Gremlin, and Scrooge safe, too.” 

A low rumble sounded from his chest. “Who are they?”

Gah! He sounded like Buster protecting his football. She cocked her head, smirking. “My dogs.” 

The tension lines around his mouth melted away. “Your dogs are welcome to live at the reservation with us.” 

“I’m not going to a reservation.” Her spine stiffened, and she glared at him through slitted lids. “The animals here need me.” 

He held out both hands in a gesture of surrender. “Your mates need you.”

“I don’t think you understand how important my work is. I can diagnose any animal without examining it.” She’d built a reputation as a dog whisperer. People came from all over Alaska to let her examine their pets. She’d become somewhat of a local celebrity after detecting a slow-growing cancer in the police chief’s favorite husky last month. The people here admired her and treated her with respect. 

“You can really do that?” He scratched the back of his head, looking like Buster when he was searching for the origin of his fart. “My father said his great-grandmother had a similar gift, but I don’t know any other females who can do it.” He patted her knee in a patronizing gesture. “It will come in handy when you’re raising our young.”

“I’m not a breeding machine.” She jerked her leg away, ignoring his frown. Last thing she needed was him touching her and hormones muddling her brain. She was about to shove open the door again when his face fell, his body going rigid. “What is it?”

His nostrils flared. “My brothers are here.” 

“Good.” She turned up her nose, squeezing the door handle. “Tell them I’m not interested. I’m going back to work.” 

“Do not get out of the truck.” He yanked her away from the door so hard, she cried out. “My brothers have scented you. They know you’re in heat. You don’t want to piss them off.” 

They knew she was in heat? Was the smell of her desire that powerful? How embarrassing. She shook off his hand. “Are you serious?” 

“Stay put.” He climbed out of the truck, leveling her with a hardened stare. “For your own safety.” He slammed the door, gravel crunching under his boots as he stalked over to a big silver truck that had barreled into the driveway, throwing up rocks and dust before screeching to a halt. 

Her jaw dropped when she saw three broad-shouldered men get out, their iron-eyed gazes homing in on her. Holy heck! They looked much bigger than Luc and far more lethal, especially the guy with the smooth, black hair falling to his shoulders. When he looked at her, her insides liquefied. She quickly averted her gaze, her heartbeat hammering in her ears. These were more monsters than men, and they wanted to be her mates? How was she supposed to say no to them? 

* * * 
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LUC CAUTIOUSLY WALKED up to his brothers. Every muscle in his body ached. He hadn’t slept in over three days, and he was pretty sure a few ribs were bruised, but all that mattered was keeping Amara safe. 

“Hey,” he said to his brothers, keeping a wary eye on Drasko, the second alpha, and therefore the most temperamental and unpredictable of their pack.  

“You found her.” His oldest brother and head alpha rushed forward, flashing a broad grin. “You weren’t fucking crazy.” 

“Back off, Hakon, okay?” He braced his legs and held out his hands, inwardly cursing when pain lanced up his left side. “She’s scared. She doesn’t understand what’s happening.” 

Drasko and Hakon frowned at his truck. Luc tossed a glance at the beautiful blonde with the wide, frightened eyes. Poor Amara must be scared shitless. His alpha brothers were a few inches taller than him, with broad shoulders that would rival professional linebackers. They made a formidable pair, the largest protectors in their tribe, even bigger than their fathers, the tribal chiefs. Behind them, their youngest brother, Rone, peered over Hakon’s shoulder with wide, eager eyes, shifting from foot to foot. He wasn’t as tall as the alphas, but like them, he was broad-chested and strong, built to help their mate haul around the children.  

“Where did she come from?” Hakon asked. 

“Her father was a loner.” Luc heaved a sigh. “She was raised by humans and abused as a child. She’s had a rough life.” In other words, he projected into their heads, go fucking easy on her.  

“When I find her father,” Drasko rumbled. “I’m ripping him apart.”

After Luc’s thorough thrashing by his older brother, he had no doubt Drasko would keep his word. Somehow he doubted Amara would appreciate her mate shredding her father, even if it was to avenge her honor. 

“I don’t think he knew about her.” He kept his voice steady in an effort to calm his brother. “Her mom ran off after they mated.” 

“I’m still killing him.” Drasko spoke between clenched teeth, letting the deep baritone of his protector take over.  

“Calm down,” Luc urged, glancing again at the girl. Even from a distance, he could smell her fear. 

“She’s scared.” Hakon grimaced. “We need to get her back to the reservation. What’s her name?” 

“You’re not going to believe this,” Luc answered, “but it’s Amara. She said she was named after her mother’s friend.” 

His brothers simultaneously gaped at him.

“Do you think our goddess paid her mother a visit?” Rone asked. 

Hakon stroked his lightly stubbled chin. “I’m not sure. Anything is possible. For now, I’m going to take it as a good sign.”

“When’s the honeymoon?” Rone asked a little too eagerly. When Rone wasn’t cooking up something in the kitchen, he was dreaming of their mate, fantasizing about her hair and eyes, and especially her tits. The poor pup was so horny, they went through several jars of lube a week at their house, and a shitload of socks and washcloths. 

His truck door opened, and Luc spun around. “Amara!” He pointed at her, ignoring the pain the motion caused him. Panic iced his limbs when he felt tension rolling off Drasko in erratic pulses. “I said to stay in the truck.” 

She pushed a strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear, leveling him with piercing silvery-blue eyes in a beautiful act of defiance. “You’re not my boss. I need to check on my patients.” She stomped toward the rusty brown front door of the clinic that looked more like a shack waiting to be condemned. 

Too bad for her Drasko was faster, reaching the door in a few long strides and blocking her path. 

Luc’s legs felt encrusted in concrete blocks as he chased after them. Please don’t lose your cool, Drasko, he silently pleaded.

* * * 
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PUTTING BOTH HANDS on her hips, Amara glared up at the solid, tall hunk of tattooed man-flesh with long, dark hair. “Would you move please?”

Tattooed Stud spread his legs, scowling at her with eyes that shifted from gold to brown before gesturing at the window behind him. “Who is the man looking through the blinds?”

Oh, boy. Luc wasn’t kidding when he said his brothers were possessive. “My boss.” 

“Not anymore.” 

Tattoo Stud’s command was a deep rumble, rattling her bones and the ground under her feet like the tremors of an earthquake. His eyes turned from brown to gold again, but they weren’t like a wolf’s eyes. For a moment she feared there was a different creature inside him, like maybe the demon Cathi had warned her about. She shook her head at the thought. Hadn’t Luc said they were all wolf shifters? 

She splayed a hand across her chest, rapidly losing patience with the big beast who breathed down her neck. She would not back down, no matter how much he rattled her. “I beg your pardon?” 

He spun her around so fast, the breath whooshed from her lungs. He backed her against the door and then leaned against her, trapping her when he planted a hand on either side of her head. “Pack your things. You’re leaving with us.”  It wasn’t a request. It was a command.

“Oh? You think so?” She cocked a brow, inwardly smiling when Luc and another brother pulled him away. 

“Ease up, Drasko,” Luc growled. 

Drasko, huh? Somehow, the name fit. Her chest heaved as Drasko stared her down, and she read the meaning in his predatory gaze: You belong to me. 

The throbbing between her legs returned with a vengeance, and that slow drip in her panties turned into a steady trickle. Damn libido! Why would she get all hot and bothered by this beast? She pushed off the door when it rattled behind her. 

“Amara, is everything all right?” Dr. Tanner poked his head around the door, eyes widening when he looked at Drasko.  

“Yes.” She expelled a shaky breath, willing herself to stop trembling. “It will be.” 

“What if it wasn’t all right?” Nostrils flaring, Drasko looked ready to charge Dr. Tanner like a raging bull. “What would you do about it?”

“Omigod!” she spat, eyeing Drasko with derision. “Are you serious?” Even if she wanted to leave her life behind, there was no way she would mate with this jerk, no matter how horny he made her. 

“Our parasite case has taken a turn for the worse.” Tanner’s hand shook as he mopped sweat off his brow, his gaze nervously flitting from one brother to the other before settling on Drasko. “I need you to tell me what’s wrong.”

“He needs fluids,” Amara said.  

“Aren’t you supposed to be the doctor?” Drasko said on a low growl. 

Tanner nodded at Amara. “I am, but she can diagnose faster than I can.”

Drasko looked at Amara, eyes bulging. “You can diagnose illness?” 

“Yeah. It’s no big deal.”

“It is a big deal.” He crossed his arms, looking down his nose at the doctor. “I bet you pay her a meager wage and force her to do all the work.”

“I-I pay her fairly,” he stammered. 

He didn’t pay her fairly at all. A doctor in Oregon had given her twice as much, and the cost of living there was half what it was in Alaska. 

“I don’t think you do.” Drasko smirked as he gave Tanner a long look. “I think you’re a cheap-ass.”

“What I pay my employees is none of your business.” Tanner turned up his chin, looking at Amara with a trembling lip, as if she had the power to save him. “I also give her food and housing.” 

By “food” he meant packaged dorm-room noodles and by “housing” he meant the run-down sixteen-foot travel trailer parked behind the horse stalls, leaving her as unofficial night watchman and handler of horse dung. One good thing had come from her living quarters. She knew what a sick horse’s shit smelled like, which came in handy when diagnosing her patients. 

“She won’t be needing your assistance anymore.” Drasko waved the doctor away as if he was a fly buzzing about his head. “We’ll take it from here.” 

Her boss’s jaw went slack. “Amara, are you quitting?”

“No,” she said firmly, shooting a glare at Drasko.  

“Yes.” Drasko smirked, issuing her a challenging look.  

This beast certainly was sure of himself. She almost wanted to go with him, just to teach him some manners. 

“Folks, as touching as this reunion is, I think we should take this to the reservation.” 

“We’re handling it, Johnson,” Drasko rumbled without taking his eyes off Amara. 

She hadn’t even noticed when one of the feds got out of the truck. Johnson slowly approached them, his eyes trained on Drasko with each step. Even the agent knew this wolf was out of control. 

She impatiently tapped a foot on the concrete. “I’m not leaving.” 

Drasko had the nerve to chuckle. He shook off his brothers with a grunt and stepped forward, holding out a hand. “Stop this nonsense. You’re coming with us.”  

Her traitorous body swayed toward him, nearly compelling her to obey. She forced herself to take a step back, no easy feat while looking into Drasko’s mesmerizing eyes, which shifted from brown to gold and back again. The wolf continued his advance, so she retreated farther, bumping into Dr. Tanner.  

Drasko snatched her arm and pulled her away from the doctor. She slammed into his hard chest with a grunt, then gaped up at him in wide-eyed shock, a fog of lust clouding her thoughts. She knew she should be angry, but she was so damn horny. 

“Drasko,” one of the brothers said, “you need to chill.”  

He stroked her cheek with the back of a calloused hand. “Back off, Hakon. I’m handling this.” 

She felt like a rabbit caught in a snare, the throb between her legs pulsing like a heartbeat. Holy shit, this beast made her so angry, and hot damn, she so wanted to fuck him. 

“You boys need me to lend a hand?” Johnson said behind her.

Everything, even her thudding heartbeat, sounded distant while she was trapped beneath Drasko’s gaze.  

“We don’t need your help,” he growled, grazing her cheek again and causing a soft moan to escape her lips and her eyelids to involuntarily flutter. “You want me.” His warm breath in her ear turned her knees to jelly. “Don’t deny your instinct.” 

“Who are you people?” Tanner squeaked like a prepubescent mouse. 

It was at that moment she realized why she wasn’t attracted to the doctor. It wasn’t just because he was human. Dr. Tanner was a wimp compared to her mates. No, wait, not her mates. Why had she thought that? She wasn’t going to mate with anyone, especially not this hulking testosterone-induced beast holding her. She blinked up at Drasko, struggling out of his grip as he dug his fingers into her shoulders.  

“You have ten minutes to pack your things.” His commanding voice was like an invisible rope, tethering her to him. 

Holy heck! How could she refuse him when he looked at her like he was mentally fucking her? When she wanted so badly for him to push her into Luc’s truck, rip off her pants, and hump the living shit out of her. In all honesty, she wanted Luc to join them, squeezing her tits and sucking her nipples while his brother fucked her. For that matter, the other brothers could come along, too, each fucking her senseless until she melted in a pool of lust.  

“You heard her,” Tanner squeaked a little louder. “She’s not going anywhere.”

She managed to tear her gaze away from Drasko long enough to glance at the doctor. “Go inside, Dr. Tanner.” Was he for real? Did he really think he had a chance in hell against these four? 

The doctor turned up a quivering chin. “N-Not without you.” Then he did something really stupid. He lunged for her, grabbing hold of her elbow and trying to yank her out of Drasko’s arms. 

Drasko spun her behind him so fast, she tripped over her own feet and would’ve fallen flat on her face if she hadn’t fallen against another brother. 

The brother pulled her close, awkwardly holding her like she was made of glass, his tanned cheeks turning ten shades of red. “I got you.” The guy wasn’t much older than her. He still had a youthful glow in his eyes and squeezable cheeks, plus the most infectious grin. 

Instinct told her he was the youngest of them, and despite her desire to put distance between herself and these beefy brutes, she enjoyed being wrapped in his arms while the booming voices behind her seemed to fade away. 

But her reprieve was short-lived. Dr. Tanner’s girly squeal hurt her ears as the tell-tale sounds of a scuffle broke out, followed by the loud crunch of bone and the thud of a body hitting the concrete.  

“Dr. Tanner!” She reluctantly jerked free of the young brother’s warm embrace and fell to her knees, reaching for her boss as blood gushed from his nose and his eyes rolled back. She turned on Drasko with a snarl. “You asshole! What the hell is wrong with you?”

He jerked as if he’d been slapped. “He put his hands on you.” 

“He grabbed my arm. He didn’t hurt me.” She felt for Dr. Tanner’s pulse while he lay eerily still, too still. “I think you killed him.” 

“I didn’t kill him.” Drasko kicked the wall so hard with the tip of his boot, a flowerpot rattled on the windowsill before shattering beside his feet.  

“Drasko, you need to calm down.” The brother Amara thought was called Hakon clutched Drasko’s shoulder with white knuckles. Though his eyes changed from black to bright gold, there was something in the proud turn of his chin and rigid shoulders that told Amara he wasn’t as unhinged as Drasko. He exuded raw male power in a subtle, confident way, and he was devastatingly handsome, too. He had an unruly mop of dark hair and a beard-shadowed jaw, tight denim jeans, and the sleeves on his flannel shirt rolled up just far enough to reveal thick biceps, reminding her of a Native Paul Bunyan. 

“Don’t tell me to calm down, Hakon.” Drasko tried in vain to shake off his brother. “Do you expect me to stand by while this human puts his hands on our mate?” 

“Brother, control yourself.” Hakon’s rumble shook the earth with the force of an earthquake tremor. 

Luc knelt beside the doctor, feeling his pulse before waving to his younger brother. “Rone, help me get him inside.” 

Amara smiled at Rone as he knelt beside her. She bit her lip when he smiled back and blushed from the exposed skin of his smooth, broad chest to the roots of his sandy-brown hair. 

“Thank you,” she said as he helped carry her boss into the hospital. Honestly, Rone was so big, he could’ve carried the doctor by himself. 

“Anything to make you smile,” he said with a wink. 

It was her turn to blush. She followed them, admiring Rone’s round buttocks in his tight jeans. 

“Take him to the back room.” She waved at a door, then indicated the table reserved for large animals. 

Thank goodness the other lab techs had gone home. What would they have said if they’d seen the spectacle her “mates” had made at the clinic? 

She leaned over the doctor after they laid him down. “Dr. Tanner, can you hear me?”

He groaned when she examined his swollen and bloody nose. Luckily Luc had already made himself useful and found an ice pack. 

“Let me help,” he said, holding it over Tanner’s nose. “I’m trained in first aid.” 

“Are there any other employees here?” Rone asked, edging closer to her. 

She didn’t scoot away when his hip grazed her side. “No.” 

“He’s okay.” Luc lifted each eyelid. “Just knocked out.” 

The doctor groaned again, his head falling to one side while his nose literally expanded before her eyes. It had to be broken. Damn, what a mess. Drasko deserved to get arrested for assault.  

She straightened at a knock on the door. “Miss, I need to ask you a few questions.” Johnson, the black agent, popped his head inside. “Where is your family?” 

Just because these wolves trusted him didn’t mean she had to. “I’m not talking to you unless I have a lawyer.” 

Rone laughed. 

Amara glared. 

He frowned, hanging his head like a puppy who’d been caught messing on the carpet. “Sorry.”  

“Leave her alone,” Luc said. “Her dad was a lone wolf. She doesn’t know.”  

The detective ignored Luc, slipping inside and shutting the door behind him. “I need to know who else knows about your wolf.”

“Johnson,” Luc growled. “I said to leave her alone.” 

When the agent stared pointedly at her, she said, “Nobody.” Actually, that wasn’t true. A few humans knew about her wolf, but they’d all been scared shitless, and she knew they wouldn’t tell. 

“Are you sure?” The agent glanced at Tanner. “What about him?”

Luc growled louder. This agent was either really stupid, or he knew Luc well enough to know his limits. 

“Dr. Tanner? He knows I’m different. That’s it.” Last week she’d finally relented and told her boss she wasn’t human after one of his many advances. When he’d chuckled and said she was playing hard to get, she shifted her eyes just enough to reveal her inner wolf. That was enough to get him to take a hesitant step back. He’d done a good job keeping his distance until today. What had changed, and why wouldn’t he give up already?  

Agent Johnson stood behind Luc, looking at her over the rim of his sunglasses. “Has the doctor seen you change?”

The door flew open and slammed against the wall. Hakon stood there with a sheepish Drasko behind him. Hakon marched up to the agent, bearing down on him with a scowl so dark and menacing, she thought she saw steam pouring from his nostrils. “She’s not answering any more of your questions.”    

“Fine.” The agent threw his hands in the air. “Can someone at least put a necklace on her?”

Hakon fished something out of his pocket, then placed it in her palm. “Put this on,” he said in a tone leaving no room for refusal.  

She looked at the amethyst gemstone dangling from a black leather band and remembered her grandmother had left her an amethyst ring when she died. Because it was too big, Amara had worn it on a cord around her neck. Though Amara had wanted to keep the family heirloom, she’d hocked it because she thought it had brought her bad luck. She wasn’t able to shift when she wore it. 

She looked at Hakon. “Why?”

He swore under his breath. “Because Johnson doesn’t know you, and he’s worried you’ll shift in public. You only have to wear it until we get to the reservation.” 

She hadn’t realized it was the amethyst that trapped her inner wolf. She slipped the necklace over her head with trembling hands. “But I’m staying here.” She said it without conviction. Was she changing her mind? No. She couldn’t go off with these men. Maybe she could mate with Luc, Hakon, and especially with Rone, but no way in hell was she mating with Drasko, no matter how wet he made her.  

A booming rumble from the front office shook the building. “What in Ancients’ name is going on?”

Agent Johnson shot Hakon a sly look. “Your dad doesn’t sound happy.”

“We ditched them on the highway when we caught her scent.” Hakon winked at Amara. “We can’t help it if they drive like old men.” 

She shifted uncomfortably when Hakon looked at her. Something about the power emanating from him put her on edge. 

A man who looked like an older version of Hakon filled the narrow doorframe with broad shoulders. His chest heaved and his nostrils flared when he looked at the brothers, then at the doctor’s supine body.  

“Luc didn’t go loner.” Hakon nodded at her. “This is Amara. Her father was a loner.” 

Her knees weakened when the older man looked her over like she was a prized cow. “Amara, as in the goddess?” He gnawed on his lip. “From the Romanian tribe.” It wasn’t a question but a statement, as if he knew it to be true.

How did he know her father had been from Romania? That was where Cathi said she’d met her “sperm donor.” 

Hakon nodded. “Smells like.”

Their noses were better than hers. She couldn’t tell where these men came from by sniffing them. She just knew they smelled different yet familiar. 

The older man frowned, deep lines framing his eyes and mouth. “They never told us of a lone wolf. I’ll contact their chieftain when we get home.” 

“Good.” Drasko’s eyes shifted again, his golden pupils elongating and making him look like that demon Cathi had warned her about. “When you find out who her father is”—Drasko’s voice dropped to a baritone so low, he sounded like a recording playing in slow motion—“I’m flying to Romania and tearing his limbs off one by one.” 

Drasko was going to kill her father? Her world tipped, then spun, and her legs buckled. 

“Amara!” she thought she heard Luc scream before her world darkened. 
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Chapter Two
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SOMETHING WAS OFF. Amara wasn’t at the clinic. The low rumble beneath her told her she was traveling in a truck. She heard the excited squeals of her two little dogs, followed by the erratic wagging of their tails. She smelled their excitement. Then she smelled three familiar yet foreign scents, and her memories came rushing back. She twitched, and her eyelids fluttered.  

“She’s waking up. What do I say to her?”

She recognized Rone’s voice, the adorably sexy shifter, the youngest of the four brothers who were supposedly her mates. 

“Just talk to her, Rone,” an unfamiliar voice answered.  

She opened her eyes and stared across the bench seat at Rone, who was looking at her like a jackrabbit caught in a wolf’s line of sight. Her traitorous dogs were climbing all over him, smothering him with kisses and demanding to be petted. Weird. Her grumpy black schnauzer, Scrooge, usually didn’t like anyone but her. Her brown terrier mix, Gremlin, hated men, especially Dr. Tanner, yet they were showering Rone with affection. 

“Hi.” He flashed a soft smile, his cheeks coloring while he scratched Scrooge behind the ears. “Are you okay?”

She sat up, dragging a hand down her face and looking out at pine trees moving past in a blur. When Amara looked out the back window, her breath caught in her throat. They were being closely followed by a truck. She barely made out Hakon in the driver’s seat. Drasko was beside him, and Luc was sitting in the back cab beside a familiar big yellow head. They’d brought Buster, too?  Her relief at not being parted from her Lab was short-lived when she saw her bulging backpack on the floor. They’d packed her things? She wasn’t just going on a trip with these guys. They were taking her from the clinic for good, rehoming her in a foreign place with big, brooding wolves.  

She observed the interior of the truck. She could tell by the old stereo and missing nav system that it wasn’t as new as Luc’s, but it was still well-maintained. Two older men sat in the seat in front of her. She recognized the driver from the clinic. He was Hakon’s father and the alpha of the pack. When she caught him looking at her in the rearview mirror, she felt compelled to look away. He scared her for some reason. The man sitting next to him reminded her of Luc, with the same wiry frame.  She guessed he was the tracker’s father. He looked at her briefly, nostrils flaring, then turned up his nose, sniffing the air. 

“Slow down,” he said to the driver. “I scent a herd of elk ahead. Over a dozen.”

As the truck slowed, she made out highway markers. They’d left Anchorage and were heading north. 

“Where are you taking me?” she asked Rone. 

“To the reservation,” he answered. “You need to be with your own kind, Amara.” 

“But you’re not my kind.” She knew these men were more animal than her. She couldn’t scent any elk. She couldn’t drop her voice low enough to rattle the walls. She didn’t think she was wolf enough to fit in with this pack. “I’m part human.” 

“Amara.” Rone chuckled. “We’re all part human.” 

“But what about Dr. Tanner?” She hadn’t even examined him. What if he had a concussion? 

Rone’s smile faded. “He’ll wake up with a painful break, but he’ll be fine. The agents called in backup to take care of him.” 

She wondered what the animals would do without her. There were sick ones who needed her help, some terminal, which she’d hoped to help comfort in their final days. Then there were her things. Were they all in her backpack? She wanted to grab it, but it was wedged under the front seat, and she was too afraid to ask the intimidating wolf in front of her to move. She only had one other bra, the one with the safety pins that she was forced to wear on laundry day. And what about her photographs and her camera? As if sensing her distress, Gremlin and Scrooge climbed into her lap, nuzzling her chest. She held tightly to her pups, doing her best to hold back her tears. 

“We have to go back,” she blurted.  

“No, Amara,” the alpha driver answered on a low grumble. “You’re not safe on your own.” 

“But my parasite patient needs attention.”

“Luc gave him an IV,” Rone said. “He’s had lots of first aid experience in the Army.”

Amara was glad the Great Dane had received care, but she still wanted to go back. “B-But you forgot my other dog.” She thought of Max, the sweet shepherd left behind. He was Dr. Tanner’s dog, but he liked Amara better than the doctor, and they’d formed a tight bond over the past few months.  

The alpha’s eyes narrowed as he looked at her through the mirror. “Luc said you only had three.”

“No.” She bit her lip, feeling intense pressure under the scrutiny of his glare. “There’s Max, my shepherd.” 

Luc’s father turned to her. “Amara, look at me.”

When she looked at him, she felt like a flower wilting under a heat lamp. 

“There is no Max,” he said. “I can tell when you’re lying. I know you’re scared, but you’re not going back. Understood?”

She swallowed a lump of emotion, then looked down at her hands, fisted in her lap. “Yes,” she murmured. “There is a Max, though.”   

“But he wasn’t your dog,” Luc’s dad said accusingly.  

She sniffled, doing her best to hold back the tears. Poor Max. She knew he’d miss her and her dogs. How excited he was to see her every morning. How he loved to play with Buster. She wiped a tear as it slipped over her cheek. “I’ll still miss him.”

Rone leaned forward, looking at her with big amber eyes. “I promise, Amara, once you get used to your new life, you won’t miss your old one.” 

She vehemently shook her head as more tears escaped. “I’ll always miss Max.” She ended on a sob, covering her face with her hands. How could they take her from her life and not at least let her have closure? Her pups whimpered, coating her hands with kisses.  

“Can we go back and get him?” Rone begged. 

She looked at him through a crack in her fingers. He was leaning against the front seat, giving the men a look like Buster begging for scraps. 

“Quiet, Rone,” the alpha grumbled, eyes on the road. “You’re not helping.” 

Her shoulders fell when she realized she’d lost. She’d never see Max or anyone from her old life again. Not that she cared about the people, but she’d sure miss the animals. She wiped more tears and then giggled when Scrooge and Gremlin showered her face with kisses. Her dogs were her children. She’d go crazy if she’d been forced to leave them behind, too. 

She petted them for a long while, smiling when Gremlin rolled on his back, demanding tummy scratches. 

She looked at Rone, who was looking back at her with longing in his eyes, as if he wanted his tummy scratched, too. Her nostrils flared when she picked up a tempting warm and musky scent. He shifted his legs, not too subtly adjusting a bulge in his crotch. She repressed a grin when his cheeks colored. Her body involuntarily reacted, the spot between her legs warming and swelling. 

His eyes widened as he looked at her. Now it was her turn to blush.

“Do you have any hobbies?” he asked, smoothing his hair. 

Good distraction, Rone. Switch to hobbies, so maybe my girl boner will go away. They needed to think about something else before she was tempted to straddle him right there in front of his family.

“Other than taking care of dogs? I like photography.” Until she’d cracked her camera lens, that is. Her dream had once been to start her own pet photography studio, but that was put on hold because dreams didn’t pay bills. 

“What’s your favorite food?” He licked his full lips.  

She wondered how those lips would feel sucking her pussy. She shook her head, trying to push wicked thoughts of Rone out of her mind. “I like all food.” 

He eagerly nodded. “Me, too.” 

Her stomach rumbled, reminding her she’d only had a granola bar for breakfast and she’d refused to take a lunch break. “I think hamburgers are my favorite, with fries and a strawberry milkshake.” She could go for a hamburger at the moment, smothered in bacon and onions and dipped in lots of ketchup.  

“I’ll have to make you my famous moose burgers and seasoned fries.” 

She frowned. Though moose burgers sounded delicious, she worried that her mates would probably expect her to be skilled in the kitchen when she wasn’t busy popping out their babies. “I’m not a very good cook.”

He flashed a broad grin. “Don’t worry. I can teach you.”  

She couldn’t help but smile back. He was so cute, so sweet. Maybe having him for a mate wouldn’t be such a bad thing. She liked Luc and Hakon, too. If only they didn’t come with Drasko. 

“You cook a lot?” she asked, absently petting her dogs. 

He puffed up his chest. “Hakon and Drasko kill ’em, and I grill ’em.” 

She wondered if Hakon and Drasko killed them in wolf form or if they hunted as humans with guns. The thought of Drasko with a gun didn’t sit well with her, and then she sucked in a sharp breath when she remembered she’d blacked out right after he said he was going to rip apart her father. “Is your brother really going to kill my dad?”  

“Nah.” His amber eyes danced with laughter. “Drasko talks out his ass when he’s pissed. Typical second alpha. I’m Rone.” He jutted a thumb in his chest. “I’m the youngest of the pack. We didn’t have a proper introduction earlier.” 

“That’s okay.” She bit her lip as an overwhelming desire to run her tongue over the dimples in his cheeks and across his full lips came over her. “I caught your name from Luc.”  

“You’re very pretty,” he blurted.  

Heat flamed her face like wildfire. “Thanks.” 

The tracker turned to them, nostrils flaring. “No flirting.” 

Rone shrugged. “I can’t help it.” 

The older man arched a brow. “Do we need to trade places?”

“No, sir.” Rone frowned, then nodded to the front seat. “Those are my dads. Tor, the alpha of our family, like my brother Hakon, and Van, the tracker, like my brother Luc.  

She thought it odd how he called them both his fathers and not his uncles. They couldn’t be his true fathers. She smiled at the men up front, not surprised when they returned her smile with stony looks. They didn’t seem unfriendly, though, just on edge. Was it because of her?

“Rone,” Amara said, “I don’t know anything about packs. Can you explain them to me?” She didn’t want him getting into trouble and having to switch places with one of his stern fathers. 

“Okay.” He shrugged. “Most packs have three or four brothers. The strong packs have two alphas. We’re the strongest pack in our tribe, because we have two alphas and the best tracker.” 

Tor loudly cleared his throat, clutching the steering wheel with white knuckles and giving Rone a stern look in the rearview mirror. “Second strongest.”

“Sorry.” He bit his lip, sharing a sly look with Amara. “Second strongest after our dads’ pack. You already know Luc is the tracker. We call trackers betas.” 

“He said he’s in the Army.”

“He just got back from a tour in Afghanistan. We were celebrating his safe return when he caught your scent.” Rone’s eyes widened. “Drasko beat the crap out of him, trying to restrain him. He thought Luc had gone lone wolf.”

She grimaced. “Luc told me.” One more reason she wasn’t fond of Drasko. 

“My dads and brothers chained him up for three days, thinking they could subdue him. He faked being better and then he escaped.” 

Luc hadn’t told her he’d been chained up for three days. That’s how he must have gotten those welts on his wrists. She felt bad for giving him a hard time after what he’d been through. 

“Hakon is the oldest,” Rone continued. “He’s first alpha. Drasko is second alpha. They both work in the oil fields. Hakon is a foreman, so we have lots of money. If you need us to buy you anything, just let us know.”

“I have my own money, thanks.” She straightened. Why was he offering to buy her stuff? Had he noticed her tattered clothes? Her secondhand camera? She didn’t have nice things, but her dogs ate the best food, and she had an important job. “And what is your role in the pack?” 

He puffed up his chest again, looking so adorably sexy, she had to fight the desire to climb on top of him and kiss him senseless. “I’m a gamma. My job is to stay home with you, help raise our offspring, and keep you sexually satisfied.” 

“Dammit, Rone!” Tor bellowed so loudly, the dogs cowered and whimpered while Amara covered their ears.

“Sorry.” He grinned sheepishly. “It just slipped out. I don’t talk to girls except for our mother and sister.” 

She covered her mouth to hide a smile. “I can tell.” 

“I was starting to think we’d never find our mate,” he continued, his eyes lighting up like a kid in a candy store. “We should’ve found you like three years ago.” 

“Oh.” She wondered how different her life would have been if that had happened. She wouldn’t have Gremlin and Scrooge if she hadn’t moved to that clinic near Portland. How sad her life would’ve been without them. They’d been abandoned at the vet’s office, neglected and mistreated. Even though the past three years had been sort of hellish, she still didn’t regret her detour to Alaska. She and the dogs had been homeless for almost a month at one point, living out of her run-down car while she searched for work, but she’d managed to keep her little family together, and the low points in her life had only made her stronger.  

Rone licked his lips and rubbed his hands together, as if she was a slab of prime rib and he was a starving wolf. “Your hair looks so soft, and your eyes shine like diamonds.” 

“That’s it!” 

She gasped, clutching her dogs, when Tor slammed on the brakes.  

Rone’s hand flew across Amara’s breasts, stopping her when she lurched forward. She thought his gesture was gallant, though she wondered if he was also interested in copping a feel, because his fingers dug into her flesh, lingering a little too long. Not that she minded. In all honesty, it felt rather good being branded by his thick fingers. When the truck finally skidded to a stop, he pulled back, giving her an apologetic smile. 

“What are you doing?” Rone pleaded as his alpha father put the truck in park. 

Tor unstrapped his seatbelt, shooting Rone a look that made him cringe. “You’re riding with your brothers.”  

“I’ll behave,” Rone begged. “I promise.” 

Van’s nostrils flared, and he shared a knowing look with Tor. “You’re reacting to her scent. You think we can’t smell it?”

“I can’t help it,” Rone whimpered. “She’s the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen.” 

“Get out and bring her Lab here.” Tor jutted a finger toward the door. “Go!”

Rone gave her one last apologetic look before slipping off his seatbelt and stumbling out the door. Her heart plummeted as he slunk like a dog with his tail between his legs to the truck parked behind them. 

She was bummed she wouldn’t have anyone to talk to. She loved her big affectionate Lab, but she craved Rone’s company. He made her laugh, and he was so cute. A mild breeze from outside hit her, the smell of diesel fuel accosting her senses as a bus drove by. She wondered if it was heading to Anchorage. And then a thought struck her. She couldn’t be that far from the clinic. If she and the dogs bolted now, they could be back home by nightfall. She clutched the gemstone around her neck. The temptation to rip it off, shift, and run was powerful. 

“Don’t even consider it. You think six wolves can’t track you?” Van’s sharp gaze practically bored holes through her skull.

How’d he known what she was thinking? 

“Once we get to the reservation,” Tor said, “we’re contacting your father’s family and finding out what the hell happened.” 

“You know how to reach my father?”

“Of course,” Van answered, tapping his nose. “It won’t be hard.” 

She remembered Drasko’s promise. She didn’t want him hurting her father. Plus, she wasn’t so sure he would want to hear from his bastard she-wolf, and the thought of being rejected by him filled her with shame and dread. She hung her head. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 

Tor drummed his fingers on the steering wheel. “Your father must face judgment for what he’s done to you.” 

“I don’t want anyone getting in trouble over me.” She toyed with the smooth tips of Gremlin’s pointy ears. “I don’t think he knew about me.”  

“Amara, sex outside our species, outside our marriage bonds, is forbidden.” Van leaned towards her, so close she had no choice but to look into his eyes, surprised and relieved when she didn’t see him judging her. 

“If it hadn’t been for Luc,” he continued, “you might have never been found. Then you and my sons would’ve lived lonely lives without mates or children.” 

She gasped at that. “Your sons couldn’t have found another mate?”

Van shared another look with Tor. “The Ancients pick only one mate for us. If we never find her, we never marry. Your father was bound to someone else when he slept with your mother. He broke a sacred bond. He needs to atone for what he did to you and his designated mate.” 

She looked away, hating how Van’s eyes pierced her, as if he was looking into her soul. “He didn’t do anything to me.” 

“The women in our culture are to be cherished and protected. Tell me, Amara.” The lines around Tor’s eyes tightened as he looked at Amara in the rearview mirror. “Have you ever been cherished and protected?”

She pulled her dogs close and looked out the back window. Drasko was heaving Buster into his arms as if he weighed no more than a toy poodle. “That’s a very personal question.” 

“Never mind.” Tor’s voice was laced with pity. “I have my answer.”

There was nothing she loathed more than being the object of pity. She’d been pitied nearly her entire life by people who made comments about her thrift-store clothes. 

She hadn’t always been unloved. Cathi had abandoned her in infancy, so Amara had been raised by two loving and kind grandparents. If their health hadn’t failed, she’d still be living at their farm, but Grandpa died of lung cancer and then Grandma succumbed to a stroke a few years later.  

Her grandma had adored her. She’d taught her how to sew and plant and tend to a garden. She’d fashioned Amara’s hair in two braids with ribbons, and she took her for ice cream every Friday after school. Emotion welled up as she remembered her poor grandma’s final moments, stroking Amara’s face, telling her to be strong. “My grandmother cherished me,” she answered, too choked up to say more.  

Tor arched a brow. “Where is she now?”

“She died when I was eleven.” She rested her chin on top of Gremlin’s head. “How will you find my father?” Worry gnawed her gut like a dog with a bone.

“His tribe’s chieftain will root him out,” Tor said, “but I suspect I know the family.”

“You do?”  She’d thought she’d never get the chance to meet her father, and this man was saying he could find him. 

“Yes.” Tor scowled. “The Ancients never gifted them with a daughter. Now I know why.”

Drasko set Buster down beside her. “This slobber bucket is missing his mother.” 

“Hey, Buster.” She wrapped her arms around her best friend’s neck, refusing to look at Drasko. Buster coated her face with wet, sloppy kisses, his tail slapping the back of the seat.  

“I’m sorry if I upset you.” Drasko leaned into the cab, filling her space with the scent of raw male power. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” she answered curtly, turning away from him. He made no promises not to hurt her father, which meant he wasn’t really sorry. When Drasko slammed the door and marched back to the truck behind them, she heaved a sigh of relief. She was in no mood to deal with his mantrums. 

After Tor put the truck in drive and pulled back out on the highway, she sat quietly, holding onto her dogs like they were lifelines and wishing for her small, moldy bed at the clinic. She didn’t want them seeking out her dad, and not just because she feared for his life. After the hell Cathi had put her through, she couldn’t handle another rejection. Not from anyone, and especially not from her father.  

* * * 
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HAKON KNEW RONE WOULDN’T last long in the truck with Amara. The pup had been salivating ever since he’d caught her scent on the way into Anchorage. Now that his brothers were together again, they had to make things right with Luc. 

He cleared his throat, alternating between keeping his eyes on the road and watching Luc in the rearview mirror. “We owe you an apology.” 

Luc crossed his arms, his face lengthening and his black eyes looking far worse after three days of sleep deprivation. “I’m waiting.” 

“Bro,” Hakon said. “I’m sorry for doubting you.” 

If Luc hadn’t fought them off and escaped, they might never have found Amara. The thought made his stomach twist with guilt and dread. Luc was not as big or strong as his brothers, but thank the Ancients he was faster, slipping away when Drasko lost control and turned on Hakon. By the time Hakon had calmed Drasko and gathered his wits, Luc was long gone, following Amara’s scent. How was Hakon supposed to know there was a lone female out there in the human world? It had never happened before. When trackers thought they scented their missing mates, it was usually a sign they were going crazy after suffering too long. Their mate should have come into heat years ago, relieving them of their perpetual boners, but she was nowhere to be found. Hakon had feared that their destined mate was from Romania, killed by poachers when she was young. That tribe had the highest mortality rate, for their country had been plagued by uprisings and unregulated hunting.  

Drasko, who sat beside Hakon, turned to Luc with a cross between a grimace and a smile. “I’m sorry for punching you in the face.”

Rone elbowed Luc, frowning. “Me, too.” 

Rone didn’t have as much to be sorry about though. He’d tried to get Hakon and Drasko to listen to Luc. If only they’d trusted him. 

“We owe you one,” Hakon said, studying the hard angles of Luc’s face in the rearview. “I mean it.” 

Luc nodded. “You do.” 

“Just name it.” Hakon swallowed hard, worrying he’d given Luc an open invitation to claim first rights with Amara. 

Luc leaned back. “Let me think about it.”  

Drasko swore beside him. “I’m going to kill her father.” 

“Bro, don’t say that around her,” Hakon admonished. “It upsets her.” 

The last time his brother said it, Amara fainted. Hakon was thankful for Rone’s quick reflexes. The pup had caught her, then carried her to their fathers’ truck, refusing to climb out of the truck after that. Their fathers had let him stay, saying it would be best if Amara woke to a friendly face. Rone had obviously gotten a little too friendly. Not even ten minutes into their trip, and he was slinking back to their truck, his massive boner pointing at them like a sideways flagpole, threatening to bust the seam of his jeans.  

Poor pup, but at least he’d gotten to spend time alone with her. Too bad Hakon, the leader of their pack and possibly the future leader of the entire tribe, was too afraid to be alone with her. Not because he feared what she’d do to him, but what he’d do to her. He’d wanted to bend her over and ram his dick up her with a primal roar the moment he’d laid eyes on her. Not to mention his inner beast threatened to break out whenever she was near, and not the loyal protector beast, but the one who ripped pines out by the roots, hurling them down the mountain. He’d waited for her too long. 

Hakon’s gut churned. “What about her mother?” he asked. 

Hakon cringed at Luc’s audible sigh. “She said her mother abused her.” 

The crunch of steel filled their cabin when Drasko punched the roof. “This keeps getting worse,” he roared. “She’s next.”

Hakon scowled at the fist-sized dent above his head. “Control your rage, Drasko,” he warned. 

Drasko shot him a dark look and subsided. 

“The Ancients already took care of the mother,” Luc said. “She died of cancer.” 

“A kinder punishment than I would’ve chosen,” Drasko mumbled. “What do you think about her ability to diagnose animals?”

“Father said his great-grandmother had the same gift,” Luc said. “She knew their sickness just by touching them.”

“Yeah, but I don’t know of any she-wolf with that power now.” Hakon struggled to understand the significance of Amara’s ability. Why had ancient magical powers faded only to return with a she-wolf who’d been raised by humans? “I don’t think it’s a coincidence she’s named after our goddess and has ancient powers.” 

“If the Ancients had a hand in it,” Rone said and rattled Hakon’s seat, “why would they let humans raise her?”

Hakon shook his head. “I’m not sure.”

“Do you think she’s a virgin?” Rone asked. 

“I don’t know.” Hakon grimaced. “And I don’t want to think about it.” If she wasn’t, they’d have to improvise during the wedding ritual, which would be awkward, and pointless, too. He wasn’t even sure if the bonding would work if a human had taken her virginity. He’d had enough encounters with humans to know that sex in their world was oftentimes done with random strangers as a means of release. He prayed to the Ancients that Amara was untouched, because the thought of another man touching her made his blood boil.

“I’ll kill any humans who touched her,” Drasko seethed.  

“Bro,” Hakon spoke through gritted teeth, “you need to control your temper.” 

“Don’t tell me to control my temper.” Drasko clenched his hair by the roots, looking ready to rip it out of his head. “This is fucked up.”

The tension in the cab was getting so thick, Hakon could feel the weight of it pressing down on his chest. 

“Relax, bros.” Luc chuckled. “I smelled her virginity.”

Hakon, Drasko, and Rone heaved simultaneous groans of relief. 

Hakon looked at Luc in the rearview, forcing a smile. “Thank you, brother. I will never doubt your nose again. I didn’t know you could pick up a scent that far.” 

Luc flashed a crooked smile, the circles under his eyes looking more pronounced. “Neither did I.” 

“You’re tired,” Hakon said, again nearly consumed by guilt for what they’d put Luc through. “You need to sleep.” 

“I don’t know if I can.” Luc’s eyelids grew heavy.  

“She’s safe now, thanks to you,” Hakon added. “Get some rest.” 

“Yeah.” Rone rubbed his hands together, bouncing in his seat. “We’ll need our strength for the honeymoon.” 

Hakon inwardly cringed. “I don’t think that will happen for a while.” 

“What?” Rone whimpered. “Why?”

“She’s scared,” Hakon answered, tired of trying to calm his brothers but mostly just tired. “We’re not taking her until she’s ready.” 

Rone wiped a bead of sweat off his brow. “I smelled her desire. She was ready to jump my bones.”

“I smelled it, too.” Hakon tensed, trying to push the tempting scent of her out of his mind. “I’m talking about her mind, not her body.” 

“But she wants to mate with us,” Rone pleaded.  

Hakon shook his head. “Girls are more complicated than that.” 

“What do you know about girls?”

Hakon ignored Drasko’s jab. His brother was looking for a fight, but Hakon was sick of fighting. He still felt like ten shades of bear shit for what they’d done to Luc. “We’re going to have to wait. I have to get back to work, and her family will want us to wait, too.” 

Hakon had already taken too much time off. If he didn’t get back soon, he’d lose his foreman position. The money was too good to let go, especially now that they’d be starting a family soon.  

“Her family doesn’t get a say,” Drasko hissed.  

“If her fathers are who I think they are, her grandfathers are tribe elders.” Hakon did his best to keep his tone even. “They will have a say.” 

“Damn.” Rone kicked the back of his seat like a toddler throwing a tantrum. “What am I supposed to do with this?”

Hakon didn’t have to look behind him to know his brother’s boner still hadn’t gone down. He caught Rone’s reflection in the rearview mirror, amused by the desperation in his big, sad eyes. “I’ll carve a hole in a tree for you.” 

That elicited chuckles from his other brothers, which was good, because the tension in their cab was as thick as a ten-foot snow drift. Everyone needed a good laugh, but mostly, they needed to calm the fuck down.
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Chapter Three
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SOMETIME DURING THE long, boring ride to the reservation, Amara fell asleep. She knew she was stuck in a dream, yet it felt so real. She was in a one-room cabin in the middle of the woods and completely naked, lying spread-eagled on a large mattress. Hakon and Drasko had her legs pinned down, her head was in Rone’s lap, and Luc’s head was between her legs. At first, he was just trailing kisses up and down her inner thighs, stopping a breath away from that sensitive juncture before blowing on her desire. 

She licked her lips with a groan, pushing upward with her elbows and thrusting her crotch in his face. He latched onto her, digging into the globes of her ass and then burying his tongue deep inside her before pulling out to lap up her juices with one blessedly long stroke of the tongue. Then he plunged again. 

Rone leaned over her, planting delicate kisses across her chin and lips while Hakon and Drasko squeezed her breasts. She whimpered when Luc toyed with her swollen, sensitive nub and Drasko pinched her nipple between his teeth, extending it before releasing and sucking her breast. The more Luc stroked and licked, the more an agonizing yet delightful sensation built deep inside her, threatening to explode. Despite her cries for mercy, they continued to lick, probe, and touch, holding her captive to the growing swell of desire. 

One final stroke of Luc’s tongue sent her soaring and then tumbling over the edge, a beat deep inside her pounding against his tongue in sweet, euphoric release. It was a sensation unlike anything she’d ever imagined, so pure and so perfect. She panted Luc’s name between each contraction. She went boneless, sinking into the mattress while they continued to shower her with touches and kisses. She heaved a sigh of contentment, then gasped when Luc and Hakon switched places. Hakon’s gaze bored into her with such intensity, she was compelled to look away. Holy heck! Were they going to torture her again? She certainly hoped so. 

Rone showered her face with sloppy licks. She tried pushing him away when his tongue darted up her nose. His face had turned into a long muzzle. Was he shifting? And why did he look like Buster? She swatted him again, calling for Hakon when he faded away. 

She woke with a start, Buster nuzzling her cheek. 

“Get off me,” she grumbled, pushing him away.  

The truck had stopped, and she could hear the voices of her mates outside. She peered over the seat of the cab, looking straight at her mates’ dads. 

“Have a good nap?” Tor smirked. 

Holy shitfire! Had she cried out in her sleep?  Did they know she’d had a wet dream?

Van and Tor nudged each other, sharing knowing looks. 

“We’ll leave you alone for a minute,” Van said, avoiding her eyes as he and Tor slipped out of the truck. 

They knew. 

She wanted to die.

She panicked when she looked down at the wide bull’s-eye that had soaked the crotch of her work scrubs. She felt moisture in her panties. She pushed Gremlin away when he tried to sniff her crotch. 

She reached for the backpack on the floor, yanking it out from under the front seat. She was relieved to see her jeans and clean panties stuffed inside, along with her few worldly possessions, including her broken digital camera. 

She stole a glance outside. Her mates’ dads were pushing them away as they tried to approach the truck. Ignoring her dogs’ whimpers to go outside, she thanked her lucky stars the truck had tinted windows. She quickly stripped off her soaked clothes and slipped on new panties and her jeans. As she laced her shoes back up, she made a mental note not to sleep the rest of the trip and risk another erotic dream. This was her only pair of jeans. She balled up her wet clothes and shoved them in the bottom of her backpack.

She looked out the window again. Rone was shifting from foot to foot, impatiently peering around his dads. Hakon was leaning against the side of the truck, looking exhausted. Drasko and Luc were staring straight at her, nostrils flared. 

She quickly averted her gaze, focusing on the flashing yellow-and-red restaurant sign and the other vehicles parked in the lot. Luc’s truck was at the end of the lot. The older federal agent was in the driver’s seat. The black truck with the tinted windows was parked next to him. Did these feds go everywhere the wolves went and the wolves were okay with that? They even let the feds drive their trucks? This situation was weirder than weird.  

Leaning over the seat, she checked her hair in the mirror, dismayed to see it looked like a bird’s nest. She located a brush in her backpack and tried to make her ponytail more manageable, then she found a bottle of expensive vanilla-scented lotion, a gift from one of her clients after she’d found a small tumor in the dog’s lung. She loved that lotion but used it sparingly, because she knew she could never afford to replace it. She thought of the hungry wolves outside and realized she’d need to use a lot to mask the smell of her desire. She lathered it up over her arms and neck, then lifted her shirt and rubbed it into her belly before quickly smearing it around her bikini line. She sure hoped it was enough. 

She was still majorly humiliated over the whole erotic experience. She’d never had a wet dream in her life. Heck, she’d never even had sex or sexual urges for that matter. Of all the times for her libido to awaken. She’d always hoped one day she’d find a mate, and her first orgasm would be with him. Instead, her first orgasm had been in front of two old dudes and three dogs. 

How fucking embarrassing. 

She pushed open the truck door, letting Buster jump down after her. Then she picked up the little dogs, holding them against her chest like a furry barrier as she walked past the men and deposited the dogs on a grassy embankment by the side of the road. While they marked their territory, she impatiently tapped her foot, cringing when Luc approached, nostrils still flaring. 

He flashed a devastatingly sexy grin. “Vanilla, huh?” 

“Yeah.” She shrugged, looking away. 

He scooted closer, his voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “So what was the dream about?”

She turned from him. “None of your fucking business.”

“It’s natural to go into heat when you find your mates,” he said to her back. “That’s how you know we’re the ones.”

Her chest tightened. “It’s embarrassing.”

“Not to us,” he said, his voice changing from sultry to soothing. “It’s flattering. Believe me, I’ll be having a similar dream tonight.” His eyes smoldered like twin suns while heat radiated off his body.

He leaned into her, his dark, rich scent hitting her like a brick to the head and making her libido spring to life once more. Holy shitballs, she so wanted to straddle him.  

A wicked grin split his face in two. “You gonna tell me what it was about?”

Her knees nearly buckled when a wave of lust washed over her and moisture filled her panties. Oh, no! She couldn’t soak her only pair of jeans. She fidgeted with the hem of her shirt, glancing at the others. His brothers were watching them like a pack of circling vultures. His dads were pointing at the restaurant. 

“Your dads are waving to us,” she said, trying to pull away when he latched onto her elbow. Even her dogs were ready to go, sitting impatiently by her feet.

He pulled her to his side. “Just tell me.” 

She leaned into him as her legs went boneless. She felt caught in his web of desire, unable to break free.  “Your brothers were holding me down and you were licking me,” she finally admitted.

“Where?” he rasped, his breath tickling her ear.  

Heat flamed her face as more moisture soaked her panties. “You know where.” Her knees nearly gave way when his lips grazed the tip of her ear.

“Did you enjoy it?” 

“You know I did.” 

“I’m going to do my best to live up to that dream, Amara.” He squeezed her arm, then laced his fingers through hers, sending a jolt of lust right to that sweet spot between her thighs. Soon she’d need extra-absorbent adult diapers to control the gushing. 

She pulled away, shaking him off as if his hand was on fire. “Who says I’ll let you?”

“Oh, you’ll let me.” His rumble sent a shiver coursing down her spine. “You’ll be begging for it.”

She quickly scooped up her dogs, racing for the truck without a backward glance. She did her best to ignore his laughter. What a jerk. Did he think making her gush was funny? Seriously, what a major asshole. She despised him for getting her all hot and bothered, acting as if his flirting was some kind of joke. But mostly she despised him because he was right. She so wanted him to lick between her thighs again, but this time for real. And then she wanted him to fuck her. Heck, she wanted all his brothers to fuck her. Even the jerk, Drasko. Especially the jerk, Drasko. If they didn’t mate soon, she would have to beg for it. She wanted these wolves so damn badly, it hurt.  

* * *
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AMARA FELT THE HEAT of her mates encompassing her like a fog as they crowded into the diner.  

“Are you hungry, Amara?” Tor asked as he nodded to a large booth in the corner of the restaurant. 

Yeah, hungry for my wolves, she thought. 

When her stomach growled, reminding her that a she-wolf couldn’t sustain herself on granola bars, she nodded. “Starving.” 

She yelped when someone stepped on the back of her foot. 

“Back off, mutts,” Tor snapped at his sons, his lips pulled back in a feral snarl, “and control yourselves.”

“I need to go to the bathroom,” she mumbled before breaking from the pack. 

Apparently, she was not to be trusted on the toilet alone, because Rone and Luc shadowed her. She gave them a quizzical look. They shrugged, having the decency to look sheepish, with hands thrust in their pockets. She watched Drasko and Hakon through the restaurant windows as they circled the building. Were they guarding all exits? Did they think she was going to escape through a bathroom window with her dogs locked in their truck? 

After she washed up, she used the sanitary napkin machine in the bathroom, getting an extra absorbent pad with the change in her pocket. Hopefully, it would soak up any more moisture should she fantasize about her mates again. 

No surprise Rone and Luc were waiting by the door when she came out. She followed Luc to a nearby booth, Rone trotting closely at her heels. 

Tor stood, motioning to a spot by Van. “You’re sitting between us.” He frowned at his sons. “I don’t think these dogs will keep their paws to themselves.”  

She nodded, sliding in beside Van while Tor flanked her other side.

“Human males are attracted to Amaroki females in heat,” Tor whispered. “That’s why we have to be so protective of you.”

She nodded in acknowledgement. Oh, wow, that explained why her boss had started to flirt with her again and why he’d acted so nuts when Luc had shown up and then had the temerity to challenge Drasko.  

Drasko and Hakon returned from bathroom window duty and sat beside their fathers while Rone and Luc sat on the outsides of the booth. She felt weird when the brothers looked at her like dogs ready to attack a bone. Their eyes had faded from bright yellow to brown with the exception of Drasko, who still had gold flecks around his pupils.  

She looked away when he caught her staring at him, heat flushing her face. She looked over menu prices and wondered if she was going to have to pay for herself. She’d forgotten to check her backpack to see if they’d found her savings, nearly $2,000 that had been tucked away in a sock in the cupboard beside her bed. 

Then she remembered today was payday, and she hadn’t collected her check. Dr. Tanner usually put off paying her, and she had to literally bug him all day before he’d write her a check. She’d begged him to invest in employee management software and a payroll company, but he’d insisted in doing the bookkeeping himself, saying he wasn’t paying anyone else to manage his money. No surprise she barely made minimum wage with such a tight-fisted boss. She gnawed on her lip, trying to find something affordable on the menu. This place was pricey for a roadside diner. Then again, everything in Alaska was expensive. 

“Order whatever you want, Amara,” Hakon said. “Don’t be shy.”

“Get the mooseburger,” Rone said. “It’s the best thing they’ve got.”

“Okay.” She closed the menu. The mooseburger was also twice the price of a regular hamburger. She sure as heck hoped they were paying. 

She tensed when a young, busty redheaded waitress came to take their order. The skank refused to take her eyes off Hakon. 

After Rone whispered to Hakon, they ordered her a mooseburger with fries and a strawberry milkshake. She inwardly smiled. Rone had remembered her favorite foods. 

The atmosphere was awkward, to say the least, while they waited for their food. 

She saw the agents sitting in a booth across the restaurant, sipping tea and checking their phones. 

“Don’t worry about them,” Tor said. “They don’t mean us harm.”

“Do they always shadow you?” she asked. 

“They’re not shadowing me,” Tor answered. “They’re shadowing you.”

She gasped. “Oh.”

“It’s only temporary.” Tor affectionately patted her hand. “Just until they can trust you.”

Amara flinched. “I’m no criminal.”

“We know,” Tor said, nodding to the amethyst that hung around her neck. “But we have strict rules about shifting off the reservation.”

She swallowed hard, thinking of all the times she’d shifted, more times than she could count, but only when she and her dogs were alone in the forest. She was careful that no humans saw her. Well, except for three incidents, but she’d had no choice then. 

Her nostrils flared when the waitress brought three steaming platters of appetizers loaded with cheese sticks, chicken wings, and onion rings. She set one platter in front of Hakon with a wink. The hair on the back of Amara’s neck stood on end when the waitress placed a hand on Hakon’s shoulder. 

“Your hamburgers will be up in ten.” She coyly batted her eyes at Hakon. “Can I get you anything else, sweetie?”

Sweetie! That fucking bitch. 

“No, thanks.” 

Hakon didn’t even look at her, which pleased Amara immensely. It also bothered her that she was so annoyed by the waitress. Why was she so possessive of a man she’d only just met? Were Hakon and his brothers truly destined to be her mates? Had Drasko been right that she couldn’t deny her instinct? 

She swallowed hard when she noticed everyone alternating between staring at her and the appetizers. Were they waiting for her?

“Do you want any, Amara?” Rone stared at her like Buster and Max, drooling at Dr. Tanner’s feet every morning when he ate his breakfast burritos. 

“Um, sure.” She put a few items on a plate and added a dollop of dipping sauce.

Tor waved to the others. “Go ahead.” 

She was glad she’d gotten first choice. The men attacked their food like wolves fighting over a deer carcass, polishing off the appetizers in a matter of minutes. These men were far more wolf than human. She was hungry, but she never attacked her food. She cringed, wondering if they hunted like real animals in the wild. She’d never had to kill to eat and didn’t know if she could. She feared she would be too human for them.  

The rest of the food arrived. Her sandwich was so big, she had to cut it in half. She pushed half to the side of her plate, along with some fries. Her pups would be hungry soon. Even though Tor had locked the doors and left the truck running with the AC on full blast, she felt bad leaving them while she ate. She’d looked at them several times during her meal, her heart plummeting when she saw them looking back at her with large, sad eyes. 

The men polished off their meals, leaving not a crumb on their plates. She wondered where they got their appetites. Was this a wolf thing? She’d never been a big eater. Then again, food cost money, something she’d never had in abundance. She’d always eaten well with her grandparents, but that all changed after they died. Her stepdad’s fridge had had more beer in it than food, and her mom had always chased the latest diet fads, so there hadn’t been much in the way of real food when she lived with them. She hadn’t wanted to seem like a glutton when she lived with her first foster parents. Their modest teacher salaries meant the family was on a budget, and Amara didn’t want to give them reason to turn her away. She’d had to live off small portions with her many other sets of foster parents, too. Living at her uncle’s house had been the worst. Even though she’d kept the house spotless and taken care of the kids, her aunt still charged her for every scrap of food she ate. If she had only one cookie out of the bag, her aunt would dock her pay twenty-five cents. The snacks added up fast, and her aunt had inflated the prices, so Amara just got used to not eating.  

“Don’t you want that?” Rone asked as he reached for her leftover mooseburger.  

Tor slapped his hand. “It’s for her dogs.” 

“We can order them food,” Hakon said. “You don’t need to go hungry.”

Amara shook her head. “I’m not hungry.”  

Drasko frowned at her plate. “You hardly ate.” 

Amara shifted uncomfortably when he turned his scowl on her. Why did he unnerve her so much? She’d eaten half her fries and burger, and drunk almost all of her milkshake. She patted her stomach. “I’m full.” 

“Don’t worry,” Luc said. “We’ll fatten you up when we get you home.”

She suspected his idea of fat meant barefoot and pregnant. She couldn’t imagine popping out a baby year after year. Besides, she wasn’t sure she’d be a good mother. It wasn’t like Cathi had been the best role model. Grandma had spoiled her so rotten, it made Amara’s adjustment to her new life all the more difficult. No, she couldn’t mate with these men, no matter how badly she was drawn to them. She didn’t want to bring unwanted children into the world. She knew firsthand how unfair it was to the child.  

Hakon waved over the waitress. Amara gritted her teeth when the curvy redhead sauntered up to him.

She leaned over the table, exposing a generous amount of cleavage. “What can I get for you, handsome?”

That slut had a lot of nerve, flirting with another woman’s mate! Amara squeezed her fork so tight, she winced as the metal dug into her skin. How she’d love to jab that fork in the waitress’s eye. 

“We have three hungry dogs.” Hakon gestured to his father’s truck in the parking lot. “Do you have any scraps?”

“I’m sure we do,” she cooed before sashaying away.  

Amara was startled by the sound of a deep, low growl, then realized it had come from her.  

Tor put a hand on her wrist. “Easy, Amara.”  

She fingered the gemstone hanging around her neck, thankful they’d forced her to wear it. Otherwise she might have shifted then and there, flying across the table and sinking her fangs into that whore’s neck. 

She shook her head, trying to clear the fog of rage that clouded her reasoning. “Sorry.” She sank low in her seat, feeling ten times a fool for her behavior.  

“Don’t worry,” Hakon said, grinning. “She’s not my type.” 

She sank even lower, wishing she could disappear under the table. 

“Can’t fight instinct, Amara,” Rone said with a wink. 

Tor pointed at Rone. “Not another word from you.” 

“I wasn’t flirting,” Rone whined. “I was being honest.” 

The waitress returned with a big bag of scraps and once again leaned much too close to Hakon. “Here you go, big guy. Some leftovers for your dogs.” She thrust her cleavage dangerously close to his face.  

“You might want to pull up your top before your tits fall out,” Amara spat.  

The waitress straightened, giving Amara a look. She matched the waitress’s glare with one of her own, inwardly cheering when the redhead quickly looked away. 

Amara triumphantly smiled. That’s right, bitch! 

When the waitress presented the bill, Hakon snatched it before his father could grab it. “Got it,” he said and pulled out the biggest wad of money she had ever seen, slapping down several twenties.  

“Of course, you do.” The waitress took the money with a giggle. “You a foreman for one of the oil companies?”

“Yeah,” Hakon answered curtly, not even looking in the woman’s direction.  

“My ex-boyfriend used to work in the fields,” she continued, totally oblivious to Hakon ignoring her. “It’s hard work.” She gave Hakon the once-over. “He wasn’t man enough to stay on.” 

Amara grabbed the table, squeezing hard as her blood boiled. 

When Hakon didn’t answer, she prattled on. “Where are you all headed?”

Hakon cleared his throat, giving her a look cold enough to freeze water. “That will be all. Thanks.” 

The waitress’s jaw dropped before she stormed off in a huff. 

Amara smiled into her shake, drinking what was left while trying to conceal how much Hakon’s rejection pleased her. She tried to drop her grin when Rone batted his eyes at her, but she couldn’t help herself. 

When Hakon handed her the bag of table scraps with a smile, butterflies swarmed in her stomach, and she understood exactly why he was the alpha. He exuded a quiet dominance that made her want to strip off her clothes and spread her legs. 

“Is that enough for the dogs?” Rone asked, looking not at her but at the leftover mooseburger on her plate. 

She looked in the bag, surprised to find a big leg of meat, several pieces of bacon, and even fresh carrots. “Yeah, there’s plenty here.” 

Rone looked like he was trying to pop a bubble under his ass as he bounced in his seat.  

“Here.” She laughed as she pushed her plate toward him. 

“Thanks!” He bit into the burger with a groan. 

Van thumbed at Rone, rolling his eyes. “That pup is a bottomless pit.” 

Rone spoke around a mouthful of food. “I’m going to need to keep up my strength for....” He paused, eyes widening. 

This day was getting more and more awkward. 

“For what, Rone?” Luc teased, stealing a handful of fries off the plate. 

Rone’s cheeks flushed crimson as he pulled his food out of Luc’s reach. “For exercise and stuff,” he mumbled.  

Their dads chuckled and Amara turned back to her shake. She decided pretending to drink was better than making eye contact with them as thoughts of her bending over while Rone slammed her from behind invaded her mind.  

It was looking more and more like she was going to be saddled with a pack of wolf babies if she couldn’t get sex off her brain. If only the brothers weren’t so damn tempting. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Four
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DESPITE RONE’S PLEAS, his fathers wouldn’t allow him to ride with Amara, so she was stuck in the backseat with nothing to do but listen to old country music while breathing in Buster farts. She made a mental note not to feed her Lab table scraps before a road trip. 

She’d searched through her backpack, relieved to find her savings stuffed in a pocket but dismayed when she couldn’t find her cellphone. When she asked Tor about it, he said he’d given it to Agent Johnson. Why would they give the feds her phone? She found it alarming that the wolves put so much trust in the government. 

As they wove through mountain passes, she admired the towering pines flanking the road, wishing the lens on her digital SLR camera wasn’t cracked and wondering if she would ever travel this way again. She sure hoped she wouldn’t be stuck on the reservation the rest of her life. She also wondered what type of home she’d live in. The more they veered off the beaten path, the more she feared her living quarters would resemble a rustic one-bedroom cabin, like the one in her wet dream. 

“Slow down!” Van pointed to a streak of smoke in the sky. 

Tor applied the brakes as they came around a bend, then swore when a crashed twin-engine airplane came into view. He slowed down enough for Amara to see the accident was fairly new. The plane had cut a path through the trees, before landing upside-down on the grass. She scented fresh blood and wondered if the pilot had survived the crash. She sure as hell hoped so; the rear of the plane was engulfed in flame.  

No sooner had Tor pulled over to the side of the road and put the truck in park then a man ran past her window. She blinked hard as Hakon ripped off his boots and jeans before racing straight to the flaming plane. 

She slipped off her seatbelt while her dogs whimpered beside her. Hakon was going to get himself killed.

Tor let out a growl so deep and low, it rattled the truck windows. He turned to her with yellow eyes and a widening nose. “Stay in the truck,” he bellowed. 

His strange eyes and booming voice nearly made her crap her pants. She was so terrified, she only nodded her agreement as he began undressing. She turned from him, not wishing to see her mates’ father naked. 

He slammed the door so hard, the truck tipped on its side, then fell back on all four tires with a thud. She waited for Van’s reaction, but he didn’t seem shocked when Tor transformed into a giant, hulking beast who had to be at least ten feet tall. Was he a bear? Another hairy beast was struggling to lift the wing of the plane. What the hell? Was that Hakon? Why had she thought this pack were wolf-shifters, like her? Had they lied to her? She sucked in a scream, fear icing her limbs as the two giants tipped the plane with the shattered wings back on its belly. The monster she thought was Hakon climbed up, busted through the cockpit glass with his fists, and pulled a body out, throwing the human over his shoulders while he and the other giant raced away from the inferno seconds before the plane exploded in a ball of fire.  

Holy shit! What did she just witness, and what the heck were those creatures? One thing was certain. They sure as hell weren’t wolves. 

“They’re protectors.” Van’s penetrating eyes bored holes through her skull as if he was reading her mind. 

“W-What?”

“The alphas of the pack can shift into both wolves and protectors,” he said matter-of-factly. “All alphas can.” 

She swallowed hard, remembering her mom’s retelling of the night she was conceived. After Amara’s parents had sex, Mom said giant, hairy demons burst through the door, tearing them apart. Amara had thought her mom was exaggerating, but no, she had probably described the alpha brothers. “So protectors are big, hairy monsters?”  

He laughed. “Yes.” 

She wondered what was so funny. Hakon and his father were terrifying. “Can you shift into a protector?”  

“No. I’m a tracker, not an alpha.”

“What about women?” 

He eyed her. “You tell me.”

She vehemently shook her head. “I can only shift into a wolf.”

“Like all females,” he said, turning to the window. 

Hakon and his father had shifted back into human form. It was then she noticed the tribal tattoos on Hakon’s chest and arms. As far as she could tell, he didn’t have as many as Drasko, but the few he had were sexy as fuck. He and his dad were naked, save for their underwear. Their brothers and the federal agents had joined them. One agent was on the phone, frowning at the pilot on the ground while Luc revived him.  

She clutched the door handle when she saw Hakon was covered in blood. Was it his or from the pilot? 

“It’s the alpha’s job to protect his pack from hunters, bears, and other wolves.”

Her gaze shot to Van. “They looked like Bigfoots.”

“Bigfoot, Sasquatch, yeti.” He laughed. “Whatever you want to call them.”

“Omigod.” This just kept getting weirder. 

“God has nothing to do with it.” He leveled her with a hard stare. “We pray to the Ancients, but that’s another lesson. I’m sure your family will teach you all about Amaroki culture.”

She vaguely remembered Luc referring to Amaroki. Was that their species name? What she didn’t want to tell him was that she didn’t want to meet her family. At the moment, though, what mattered was that Drasko and Rone were helping Hakon as he limped to the truck. He was injured. 

Disregarding Tor’s earlier command to stay in the vehicle, she unlocked her door and jumped out, ignoring the heat from the blast and the strong smell of jet fuel as she rushed toward Hakon. 

He was leaning against his truck, drinking a bottle of water and wiping sweat off his brow with a bloody hand. 

“Are you okay?” She gulped when she noticed his arms were shredded by deep lacerations, most likely from shattering the glass and pulling the pilot through the window.  

“Yeah.” He hissed as he poured water on his wounds, washing blood onto the dry summer grass. 

“Oh, Hakon!” 

“It’s nothing.” His pained smile said otherwise. “I heal fast.” 

She wrapped her arms around herself, emotion welling in her throat. “I thought you were going to die.” 

“Nah.” He laughed, then winced when Rone poured another bottle of water over his arms. “It’ll take a lot to kill me.” 

She turned to Drasko, refusing to be intimidated by his permanent scowl. “I need a first-aid kit.” 

Drasko nodded to Rone, who jumped in the back of the truck, pulled out a white plastic case with a big red cross painted on the side, and handed it to Drasko. 

“Here.” He slapped it in her hands. All Drasko had had to do was nod to Rone, and Rone did his bidding. She felt bad for Rone and wondered if it was a dominance thing.  

“Thanks,” she mumbled, feeling compelled to look away when Drasko gazed at her with unnerving, penetrating eyes.  

She made Hakon sit on the tailgate as she wordlessly tended his wounds, cleaning them and adding antiseptic to each cut, hating how he winced when she touched the deep, jagged scar on his left hand.  

“I’m sorry,” she breathed. 

He stiffened beneath her touch. “It’s okay.” 

But was it? She was vaguely aware of Luc off in the grass, still taking care of the pilot. Honestly, she was more concerned over Hakon than the pilot. Sickness soured her gut as she realized she’d almost lost her mate before she’d even gotten to know him. She sniffled and then let out a shuddering breath. 

“Hey.” Hakon lifted her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes. “I’m okay.” 

She was unable to control her shaking limbs. “It was kind of you to save him, but you could’ve been killed.”

“Hakon is always putting others before himself, a good quality for a leader,” Drasko scolded, as if she needed reprimanding for caring about Hakon’s safety. 

She glowered at Drasko before turning back to Hakon and wrapping a bandage around his bloody, mangled hand.  

“I knew what I was doing,” Hakon answered, “and now that pilot’s family won’t have to identify his charred remains in a morgue.”

She looked into his big, dark eyes, not knowing what else to say as the unspoken words between them carved a giant, gaping hole in her heart. There was so much she wanted to tell him, like how brave and amazing he was for saving that human’s life. How she loved his kindness, and how she longed to run her fingers through his thick, wavy hair. Mostly she wanted to tell him how she admired his quiet and comforting dominance. No wonder he was a protector. She certainly felt safe when she was near him, like he could protect her from her past demons and future ones, too. How easy it would be to fall in love with this incredible man. Still at a loss for words, she told him of her feelings the only way she knew how, by wrapping her arms around his strong neck and giving him a soft kiss on his full lips. 

He let out a deep rumble when their lips touched, one that shook the marrow of her bones. She did not cower though. She deepened the kiss, wishing so badly he could take her into the forest, lay her down on a bed of leaves, and make love to her. She fisted her hands in his hair, clutching it like a lifeline as she opened her mouth to him, allowing his tongue to probe her. He tasted of sweat and sage and pure male, and she couldn’t get enough. She moaned into his mouth as he lifted her into his lap with ease, pressing her against the hard angles of his chest. Holy heck, this man had to have been sculpted from granite. 

She was vaguely aware of Drasko cursing and Rone complaining that he wanted a turn when the truck rattled so hard, she tipped out of Hakon’s arms. Luckily, he captured her before her head hit the tailgate.

Startled, she looked up into his eyes, which turned from a fiery gold back to dark brown. He pulled her back into his lap, then growled at Tor who was clutching the side of the truck.  

“Break it up, you two,” Tor commanded. 

She wiped Hakon’s spit off her lips and cleared her throat, realizing she’d been publicly sucking face with a man she’d only just met. 

Agent Johnson came up to them with a frown, pocketing his cellphone. “A medical chopper and the highway patrol are on the way. The troopers are going to want a statement.  Did that pilot see you pull him out?”

Hakon shook his head. “He was unconscious.”

The wind shifted, hitting Amara with a blast of hot air. She turned into Hakon, who shielded her face with his hand.  

“It was a company plane.” Johnson looked at the inferno with a sigh, his brow beaded with sweat. “They probably had a camera in the cockpit.”

“There’s nothing left of that camera.”

Hakon’s deep, rich chuckle turned Amara’s insides to mush. She crossed one leg over the other as desire swelled. Hot damn! Everything this man did turned her on. 

The agent’s shoulders sagged, the wrinkles around his eyes deepening. “I hope so.”  

“Johnson,” Tor interrupted, “we don’t have time for a statement.” He scowled at Amara as she clung to Hakon. “I have to separate them before it’s too late.”

Too late for what? Weren’t they destined to be mates? Why did Hakon’s father wish to tear them apart? 

“Just go.” The agent pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket, mopping sweat off his face. “I’ll handle it.” 

“You sure?” Tor asked. 

“Yeah.” 

Tor expelled a breath. “Thanks.”

It was then Amara realized why the wolves put so much trust in the government agents. They didn’t just shadow the wolves, they cleaned up their messes.  

When Tor pulled her from Hakon’s lap, she cried out and Hakon growled. 

She cringed when Tor snarled at Hakon, flashing long fangs that looked like daggers. His nose and eyes shifted, making him look part beast. How did he do that? Amara had mastered the ability to shift just her eyes, but that was it. Tor seemed to be able to control which body parts changed, making him look scarier than fuck. 

“Back in my truck, Amara,” Tor said as he set her on the ground.

She gawked at him and then at Hakon, especially that large, stiff protrusion holding up Hakon’s underwear like a circus tent. Heat crept into Amara’s cheeks when she realized Hakon was hardly dressed, yet she’d climbed into his lap anyway, making out with him in front of everyone. She really had to get control of her urges. 

She cast Hakon one last woeful glance when Tor dragged her toward his truck. She sure hoped her mate’s injuries weren’t hurting him, though judging by the intense look he gave her while stroking his erection, he didn’t seem fazed by his cuts. There was only one thing on his mind, and it took all her willpower not to jerk free from Tor, run back to her mate, and give him what he wanted. 

Back in the truck, she berated herself for her lack of self-control. What was she doing, throwing herself at a man she hardly knew? If she mated with Hakon, she’d have to let his brothers sleep with her, too. She could end up pregnant with a litter of wolf cubs. Did she really want that? Ugh! Desire and reason warred with each other, pulling her in two directions, and she had no idea which way to go, not that her mates would give her a choice anyway.  

* * *
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HAKON TURNED THE WHEEL over to Drasko and leaned against the passenger door with a shit-eating grin, thinking about that kiss. 

“Hakon got the first kiss,” Rone said in a sing-song voice from the seat behind Hakon’s.  

“He should,” Drasko grumbled. “He’s the lead alpha.” 

“But I found her.” Luc folded his arms and looked out the side window with a pout.  

Drasko smirked at Luc in the rearview mirror. “You should’ve kissed her when you had the chance.” 

“I had no chance,” Luc grumbled. “She was scared.”

Hakon leaned back with a satisfied sigh. He didn’t care how much his brother pouted. Nothing was going to ruin his good mood. His mate was safe, and she wanted him. He could’ve taken her right there in the bed of the truck if his fathers and the agents hadn’t been present. He thought of their wedding ceremony, a day he was starting to fear would never come. It wouldn’t be long, and she’d turn into putty in his arms again. The beast inside him howled at the thought.  

Rone bumped Hakon’s seat and patted him on the shoulder. “She doesn’t seem scared now, thanks to Hakon.” 

“She’s scared of me,” Drasko interjected, clutching the steering wheel, his steely gaze focused on the road.  

“Can’t say I blame her.” Luc laughed.  

Drasko scowled at Luc in the mirror. “She won’t even smile at me.” 

Hakon was hoping he was wrong, but he sensed Amara’s uneasiness around Drasko. “Maybe if you soften your edges a bit.” He knew he was asking a lot. Drasko has always had an edge. Most second alphas did. They took their jobs too seriously, as if they had something to prove. Even though Drasko was an amazing second alpha, he needed to lighten up. He was too critical of their brothers and too hard on himself. 

“It’s not that easy,” Drasko said. “Maybe after her father is punished.” 

“His tribe will handle him,” Hakon answered evenly, hoping Drasko wouldn’t get worked up again.  

“We should be the ones handling him,” Drasko said through clenched teeth. “He has dishonored and endangered our mate.” 

“She’s safe.” Hakon infused a quieting note into his voice, hoping it would rub off on his brother. “And right now, that’s all that matters.”  

Rone rattled the back of Hakon’s seat. “What was it like? Kissing her?”  

Hakon silently thanked his youngest brother. He was good at diffusing a tense situation. A wide grin split his face as memories of her soft, supple body melting into him came racing back. “The second her lips touched mine, it was like a thundercloud exploded above my head and rained on my skin.”

Drasko gave him a side-eye. “You’re exaggerating.” 

He folded his hands behind his head, his cock stirring to life as he recalled the way her sweet, round ass had molded to his thighs. “I’m not.” 

“How are your cuts?” Rone asked.  

He shrugged. “I don’t even feel them.” One of the blessings of their race was that wolves healed faster than humans, and wolf-protectors healed faster than wolves. Though his wounds were deep, they’d be no more than scars in a few days.  

“I figured out how you can make it up to me,” Luc said. 

He arched a brow. He’d been waiting for Luc to call in his favor, and he suspected it would have something to do with Amara.  “How?” he asked, then held his breath. They all owed Luc big time for finding her. He just hoped the favor wasn’t first rights during mating. He was indebted to Luc, but he wasn’t giving up the chance to claim her first.  

“I get the second kiss,” Luc said.  

He breathed a sigh of relief, ignoring Drasko’s low growl. “Fair enough.” He shot Drasko a look. “It’s the least we can do after what Luc’s done for us.” 

“Easy for you to say.” Drasko scowled. “You already got a kiss.”

“And the first touch,” Luc said.  

Drasko punched the steering wheel. “Like hell you do!”

Hakon froze. First touch had many implications. Was he willing to give those sacred rights to his younger brother? Traditionally, alphas claimed first kiss, touch, and deflowering. What would happen if they broke tradition? Would she get confused and look to Luc as her alpha? The thought filled his skull with rage. 

“Where?” he asked, afraid of Luc’s answer.  

Luc’s lips pulled back in a feral grin. “You know where.”

“Tell me you’re not going along with this, Hakon,” Drasko begged in disbelief. 

He’d promised Luc he’d make it up to him. If not for his amazing tracking skills, Amara would still be in that dump clinic, working for that annoying human and sleeping in a moldy trailer.

“Actually.” Rone cleared his throat. “I already got first touch. It happened by accident when Father slammed on the brakes. I stopped her from hitting the seat.” He looked fearfully at Drasko. 

Drasko’s nostrils flared, and he glared at Rone like a bull ready to charge a red flag. “Where?”

“Her boobs.” Rone flushed. “It was an accident.”

Hakon chuckled, waving Rone off. The pup looked ready to crap his pants. He didn’t blame Rone for protecting Amara. “Accidents don’t count. I would’ve been pissed if you’d let her hit the seat.” 

Rone’s shoulders slumped and he wiped sweat off his brow. “Thanks for understanding.” 

Hakon turned to Luc. “How will you pull it off?” 

Luc rubbed his thighs, a wicked gleam in his eyes telling Hakon he’d already thought this through. “I know how to be stealthy.” 

Drasko tossed back his head with a laugh. “She’ll bite you.” 

Luc stilled. “She won’t.”

“Fine. Second kiss,” he said, ignoring Drasko’s grumbling. “First touch. Make them count.” 

Luc’s eyes sharpened. “Believe me, I will.” 

Somehow, he didn’t doubt his brother’s skill. What he doubted was Luc’s self-control and Amara’s willpower. What if it didn’t end with touching, and they couldn’t stop? There was only one solution. Hakon would have to supervise them, which meant he’d have to endure the torture of watching them grope each other. Ancients grant him the strength to keep his hands off her. 
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Chapter Five
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IT WAS LATE BY THE time they pulled into the steep gravel drive leading to Tor’s home. Despite the hour, it was as bright as day. Amara still hadn’t gotten used to Alaskan summers. She sure hoped her mates’ house had thick curtains so she could pretend it was dark at night.  

Rone was there to help her out of the truck, which was a good thing, because her legs were numb after Buster, Scrooge, and Gremlin had crushed her for most of the trip. The dogs jumped out, tails wagging as they raced around the yard, sniffing and marking everything. She breathed in the fresh mountain air, much cooler and crisper here than back in Anchorage. She smelled roasted meat, cinnamon, and other spices. Her stomach rumbled, and her inner-wolf cried out for food.  

People stood on the wraparound porch, waiting to greet them. A beautiful blonde middle-aged woman, with hair twisted into two neat braids atop her head, rushed down the steps and into Tor’s arms, passionately kissing him before turning to Van and kissing him, too. Amara thought it odd how none of her mates’ fathers seemed upset over sharing one woman.  

A pretty teen girl who looked much like her mother, with the exception of her darker skin and hair, hugged Tor and Van while they affectionately kissed her cheek and tugged her braids. 

Two other men about Tor’s age clasped hands with Tor and Van. Then everyone hollered and hooted, patting Luc on the back and hugging him. They treated Luc like a hero, which made her heart swell with hopeful, though apprehensive, joy. 

Tor nodded to the pretty woman. “Amara, this is our mate, Mihaela, and beside her is our daughter, Tatiana. Plus our two brothers, Skoll and Arvid.” 

The one called Skoll reminded Amara of Drasko, with a scowl etched so deep into his features, he had permanent wrinkle lines around his mouth. Arvid, who reminded Amara very much of Rone, had a jovial smile and wore an apron covered in flour and other unrecognizable stains. 

“Amara, named for our beautiful goddess,” Mihaela squealed in a thick, unfamiliar accent. She clasped her hands, beaming, before throwing her arms wide for a hug. “I’m so glad my son found you.” She pulled Amara against her full bosom, hugging her so hard, Amara thought her organs would explode. “Come inside,” she whispered in Amara’s ear. “You must be famished.” 

She suddenly felt bashful. “We had a big lunch.” 

“You didn’t even eat half of it,” Drasko grumbled, marching past her. “I’m hungry,” he said gruffly, the monster inside him speaking. “Let’s eat.”

Mihaela rolled her eyes before giving Amara a rueful smile. “Forgive my son. His beast comes out when he’s hungry.”    

“That’s okay,” she said when she really wanted to tell Mihaela that Drasko’s beast was always out. Still, his mood didn’t bother her as much as she’d expected. Maybe she was getting used to him, or maybe she was just relieved to be welcomed so warmly by her mates’ mother. 

She swallowed a knot of nervous tension when Skoll gave her a look that was either a scowl or a smile or both. “Have you been living among humans all this time, child?”

“Um, yeah.” Unnerved by his penetrating glare, she broke eye contact, choosing to look down at her untied shoelace. “I didn’t know there were others like me.”

“Have you been living like them?” 

She looked up as he assessed her with raised brows.

“I-I don’t understand,” she stammered.

His lips pinched as if he’d sucked on a sour lemon. “I think you do,” he said accusingly. “What have you been doing with the humans while living in their company?”

A nagging in her subconscious told her he wanted to know if she’d been sleeping with humans. How rude! As if it was any of his business.  

“Skoll,” Tor interrupted, placing a hand on his brother’s back, “now’s not the time. This is between Amara and our sons.”

Skoll turned a dark look on his brother. “We need to know if we must alter the ceremony or if the bonding will work at all.”

“We’ll talk about this later.” Tor puffed up his chest, stepping close enough to Skoll that they were almost nose to nose.  “Let the girl get used to us.”

She shifted uncomfortably, hoping the brothers weren’t going to come to blows. With a low grumble, Skoll finally backed away and stomped off. 

Amara didn’t even realize she’d been holding her breath until she expelled a shaky sigh. 

“Forgive my brother.” Tor turned to her with an apologetic smile. “Second alphas take a little getting used to.” 

That was an understatement. How on earth did Mihaela tolerate such a brute for a mate? More importantly, how would Amara, when she suspected Drasko was just like him? 

Arvid loudly cleared his throat. “You are a beauty. Our sons are lucky.” He had an innocent, yet mischievous smile, just like Rone. Amara knew she was going to like Arvid most of all her mates’ fathers.  

“Thanks,” she said, flushing. 

Before Amara could stop him, the big man hugged her hard. He smelled strongly of spices. No doubt he was the family cook, judging by his worn and food-stained apron.

“I hope you’re hungry,” Arvid said as he pulled back, smiling down at her. The shine in his amber eyes, so much like Rone’s, revealed his kindness. “We’ve prepared a feast in your honor.”

“Oh,” Amara breathed. “You didn’t have to go through the trouble.” She hated people inconveniencing themselves on her behalf, and not just because she worried she wasn’t worth the effort. She feared they’d end up exhausting themselves and resenting her. 

“But I wanted to.” He grasped her shoulders. “We’re so happy to have you join our family, Amara.”

Her knees weakened. They considered her part of their family already and were happy to have her? This was too good to be true. After they got to know her and learned of her past, of her nightmare adolescence, followed by years of rejection, their love and acceptance might be temporary. 

Tatiana took Amara’s hand in hers. “I like your puppies.” She nodded to her three mutts, who were all peeing over each other’s pee spots. 

“Thanks,” Amara said as the two little dogs bounded up to Tatiana, happily dancing around her and then scratching her legs and demanding attention. “I’ve never seen them this excited around strangers.” 

Tatiana heaved them both into her arms, giggling when they showered her with kisses. “Let’s bring them into the living room. The kitchen will get crowded.” 

She followed Tatiana up the porch steps of the long log cabin. She sure hoped the hospitality didn’t wear out anytime soon. Other than with her grandparents when she was little, she wasn’t used to belonging with anyone. Then again, she’d never met other wolves until today. 

As soon as they walked through the door, delicious smells of roasting meat and cinnamon hit her like a brick. Her mouth watered when she spied platters of food on the kitchen island. She forced herself to look away, not wanting to seem like a glutton. 

She admired the rustic charm of the cabin, pleasantly surprised to see the inside was clean and spacious, reminding her of a hunting lodge, with tall ceilings, hand-carved polished wood and leather furniture, and beautiful windows overlooking a tree-lined lake. The kitchen was the largest she’d ever seen, with rows of distressed wood cabinets. Her eyes bulged at all the steaming dishes, and she wondered if her mates’ parents were expecting lots of company. Remembering how much her mates ate, she realized they could probably eat the entire buffet by themselves.  

“This is a nice house,” she said, looking up at the living room’s vaulted ceiling. One side wall had a moose head mounted above a magnificent stone fireplace that rose to the ceiling.  

“Thanks.” Tatiana plopped down on a leather sofa. “Not as nice as my brothers’ house, but theirs is newer. You’ll see it soon.”

Wow. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad living here if her mates had an even nicer house than this one. Amara sat beside Tatiana, surprised when two Maltese pups raced into the room through a doggie door and warmly greeted her dogs.  

“These are my mom’s dogs, Duke and Duchess,” Tatiana said. 

“They’re adorable.” They jumped on the sofa and gave her friendly kisses before jumping back down to play. “I can’t believe they’re all getting along.” 

“They know they’re going to be family soon,” Tatiana answered.  

That should’ve bothered Amara, but somehow it didn’t. She was getting used to the idea of mating with these four brothers, even if she wasn’t prepared to have a buttload of kids. 

Amara shot up when her two small dogs followed Duke and Duchess outside through the doggie door. Too big to fit through, Buster whined, begging to follow.  

Tatiana jumped from her seat and opened the back door. 

“What about wild animals?” Amara asked, scanning the windows for signs of the dogs after they raced off the porch. 

“The backyard is fenced,” Tatiana said as she sat down. “Besides, the only dangerous animals around here are over there.” She nodded to her brothers in the kitchen, reaching over and around each other for food and drink.

After seeing Hakon and his father shift into hulking beasts, Amara had to agree.  

“Dinner looks good, Pops,” Rone said to Arvid before shoving a handful of cookies in his mouth.

“I’ve been helping my mom and Daddy cook ever since Papa called with the news that Luc had found you.” Tatiana stretched out on the sofa. “Venison pies, roasted squash, cabbage rolls, braised carrots, homemade cookies, and cozonac bread.” 

“Sounds delicious.” 

Her mates shoved each other and laughed, showing none of the tension they’d displayed when she’d first met them. They were relaxed because they were back in their environment. She wondered if she’d ever feel that way about a home or if she’d always be an outcast looking in.  

“Show some manners, pup!” Mihaela shooed Rone away from the food. “You haven’t even offered your mate a drink, and you’re already stuffing your face.”  

He hung his head and sulked up to Amara with his hands in his pockets. “What would you like to drink?”

She offered him a warm smile, hating the way he was pouting. “Water’s fine.” Something easy. Nothing expensive or hard to make. Something she’d learned while in foster care. Be amenable and inconspicuous when relying on the hospitality of others.  

“Are you sure?” His frown deepened. “We have tea and lemonade.” 

“Okay, a lemonade,” she said, hoping her choice would lighten his mood.  

He returned quickly with a tall glass of lemonade. She thought it odd how these wolves lived off the beaten path, yet had all the conveniences of modern life. The lemonade was cool and sweet. Powdered, but she didn’t expect fresh lemons in the wilderness. 

Rone helped Arvid and Mihaela set platters of cheeses, crackers, and pickled vegetables on the coffee table, along with what smelled like oatmeal raisin cookies, her favorite. 

Tatiana snatched two cookies and handed Amara one. “Before my brothers eat them all,” she said with an exaggerated eye roll.  

“Thanks.” She bit into the cookie and cinnamon exploded in her mouth. It tasted every bit as good as one of her grandmother’s homemade oatmeal cookies. 

She washed the cookie down with lemonade, wishing she could eat another but not wanting to look like a pig. When the rest of the family piled into the room, she scooted to the far end of sofa, making way for Mihaela and Arvid, who sat on either side of their daughter. Envy pricked her heart when Tatiana snuggled against Arvid, leaning against him while he kissed the top of her head. 

When Tatiana stretched out, draping her feet across her mother’s legs, Amara looked away, jealousy eating at her. She’d tried snuggling with Cathi once but was pushed off the sofa with a sneer. Cathi had laughed at her when she landed on the floor, telling her next time she should learn to respect other people’s space.

Her mates crowded together on a sofa across from them, backs to the fireplace. They looked awkward and uncomfortable, alternating between sneaking stealthy glances at Amara and looking around the room.   

Tor and Skoll sat opposite each other in oversized leather recliners, each with a beer in hand. She knew those chairs symbolized that they were kings of their castle. 

Hakon squeezed his knees and cleared his throat. “When are you calling Romania, Father?”

Tor leaned back, taking a drink of his longneck bottle. “Tonight.” 

Drasko leaned forward, his eyes narrowing to slits. “You don’t want to call now?” 
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