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After their helicopter crashes in the Alaskan Tundra, Amara and Drasko are being hunted by a new enemy that threatens not just them, but the entire Amaroki tribe. Can Hakon, Luc, and Rone save their mate and brother before it's too late?
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To all my awesome readers for asking for one more book in this series. This one is for you. 

Amanda, Cheryl, Joy, Sheri, thank you so much for your critique on my MS!  

Susan, thank you for the deep, developmental feedback. Your observations are priceless!
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Chapter One
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Amara woke to sunlight streaming into the window, which meant it was past nine AM, as sunrises were coming later each morning. It was already early October at the Alaskan Amaroki reservation, located about an hour west of Fairbanks. A yawn overtook her as she stretched toward the ceiling. Even though she’d slept in, she was still exhausted after Alexi had kept her up most of the night. Her second child was a voracious eater, and unfortunately, Rone had tried every bottle imaginable, but only her breast would do.

The door cracked open, and Drasko, her second alpha and Alexi’s father, slipped inside. He looked delicious enough to devour in a loose-fitting pair of sweats and an unbuttoned flannel shirt that revealed his hard, flat abdomen and broad muscular chest with swirling tribal tattoos. His long, black hair was tied back, emphasizing his dark, feral eyes and high cheekbones. His skin was bronzed from spending days in the sun, either fishing, hunting, fixing things around the house, or doing other outdoor activities as they prepared for another long, cold winter. 

He set a steaming cup of coffee on the nightstand beside her and sat on the edge of the bed.  

“Good morning,” he said, tenderly stroking her face.  

“Good morning.” She sat up and kissed his cheek before reaching for the coffee and taking several long sips. She recognized the desire swirling in his eyes while watching him over the rim of her cup. He’d been wanting her all week, but between focusing on Alexi, and then on Hakon before he’d gone back to work in the oil fields, she’d been neglecting her second alpha. She would have to rectify that—soon. “The babies?” she asked while listening for sounds coming from the downstairs kitchen.  

“In the game room with Annie and Rone,” he said, brushing a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. “You slept in.” 

“I did.” A shudder coursed down her spine at the feeling of his fingers grazing her skin. He had a way of turning her bones to putty with just one touch. “Your son was being fussy.” 

“He just wanted boobies.” He flashed a fanged grin. “Not that I blame him.” He took the empty mug of coffee from her, a low growl rising from his throat.  

“Drasko.” She pushed his hard chest when he reached for her. “I have to pee.” Reluctantly, she stood and grabbed her robe off a nearby chair, though she badly wanted him to do whatever dirty things he was thinking about. Judging by the wickedness in his smile, he wanted to do very dirty things. 

“Go pee.” He leaned back on the bed, resting on his palms, that gloriously large erection straining against his sweats. “I’ll be waiting.” 

She hurried into the bathroom, used the toilet, and brushed her teeth and hair, anticipation tightening a knot low in her belly. She slipped off her panties and top, careful not to touch her sore, leaking breasts. They wouldn’t have time to savor each other because Alexi would need to be fed soon. She cringed when a baby’s cry rose up from one of the stories below. Damn. Shoulders falling in defeat, she slipped into her robe and cinched the belt. Sex with Drasko would have to wait. 

Much to her dismay, he was naked on the bed, his large erection jutting toward her like a spear. How badly she wanted to climb on top of him and ride him like a fucking bronco. She shook her head when he reached for her. “I have to feed Alexi.” 

His growl turned her skin to gooseflesh as he pushed off the bed, stalking toward her like a wolf cornering a hare. “He can wait.” 

“He can’t, and you know it.” She strode for the door, her breasts leaking when her baby cried louder. “You know how he gets.” She didn’t understand why the Ancients thought it was a good idea to give their infant son earthshaker powers. When Alexi threw tantrums, he had the power to rattle the entire house. “Besides, these things are full.” She motioned toward her aching breasts that felt like water balloons ready to pop.  

He licked his lips like a starving wolf. “I’ll drain them.”  

Leaning against the door, she crossed her arms, a futile attempt to shield her chest. Just like Alexi, Drasko usually got what he wanted. Too bad for Drasko, his son came first. “You’re not taking our son’s milk supply, you big bad wolf.” She couldn’t contain a smile as he closed the distance between them. 

Fur sprouted along his face and his eyes flashed gold as he grasped her shoulders. Moisture pooled between her legs at the hungry look in his eyes. He was going to take her right here, right now, unless she stopped him. 

A cry rent the air again, this one more feverish, and then the entire house shook, rattling the door behind her and making her shake like a bag of marbles. 

Drasko swore. The family dogs began to howl, their voices carrying throughout the house, an ear-piercing chorus of three deep baritones from the big dogs and two squeals from her little mutts. 

She clucked her tongue, pressing a palm against his hard-as-iron abdomen, not trusting herself to move her hand lower. “I’ll take care of you after I feed your son. You can wait a little while longer,” she cooed, breathing against his chest when he hovered over her, his breath heating her neck. “I’ll make it worth your while.” 

He pressed that glorious, thick erection against her stomach. “I’m holding you to it.” 

She giggled when he nuzzled her neck, knowing she had to make her escape before their son brought the walls down. 

* * * 
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AMARA HURRIED DOWN two flights of stairs to the game room. Her cousin Annie had a helpless look in her eyes as she rocked a fussy Alexi. The dogs howled at Annie’s feet like a chorus of wolves. 

Amara took the baby and sat down on the sofa. Alexi had already mastered the ability to rip open Amara’s top and snatch her breast. Amara felt sorry for her child’s future mate. He was insatiable and stubborn, just like his father. He greedily drank down her milk while digging his chubby fingers into her breast. 

“Easy,” she cooed, stroking his face. 

He looked too much like his father, with slick, dark hair and a far too feral look in his eyes. He was not quite a year old but could already walk and knew a few words. Alexi was a precocious baby who drove her insane at times, but she felt so blessed to be his mother. He and his brothers would make fine tribal chieftains one day, though she was in no rush for them to grow up. 

Rone brought her a breakfast tray and set it on the table beside her. She kissed his cheek, thanking him. Alexi eased up on her breast, while she ate an egg and sausage sandwich and drank another cup of coffee, this one decaffeinated with lots of almond milk. 

Amara usually ate with a baby attached to her boob or hip. Her gamma, Rone, always made sure she had food and drink, though she didn’t know how he found the time to take care of everyone and himself. She watched him and her cousin Annie play on the floor with Amara’s  toddler  Hrod and their dogs. Rone was such an amazing gamma. Like all Amaroki gammas, he stayed home and took care of the family. He was a great cook and so attentive to the children, making her job much easier. Now if only Alexi would take a bottle so she could get a day off. The freezer was full of her pumped milk that he refused to drink. 

But that wasn’t Amara’s only concern. After birthing two healthy boys, an alpha and second alpha, she wondered when she’d have a baby for Luc. Her beta mate was usually gone on either a mission or doing training in the western portion of Alaska’s Bering Tundra. This past year, he’d been home a total of two months. Amaroki females didn’t breed like humans. They had to wait until they were in bloom, a distinct sensation that felt like a flower opening inside their wombs. Whenever shifter females were in bloom, they had to mate with their pack in order, from alpha down to gamma. Amara was expected to have one male child with each of her mates, but she’d have both a boy and a girl with her gamma. 

That was the way it had always been, and Amara wasn’t about to challenge a tradition that was thousands of years old, especially when doing so could cause her mates to lose their claim to the Alaskan chiefdom, for only the most powerful packs could become chieftains. Her Thunderfoot fathers-in-law were the biggest and bravest in not just the Alaskan Amaroki, but probably among all shifter tribes. Only Amara’s own mates rivaled their fathers in size and strength. Many other chieftains looked to the Thunderfoots for guidance. Now as Amara’s family was growing, all eyes were on her pack to make sure they carried on the tradition. Amara especially felt the pressure being that she’d been a lone wolf having descended from a human mother. No matter that she had been blessed by the Ancients with healing powers, she still sometimes felt like a tribal outsider. Carrying on the Thunderfoot line would solidify her place in the Amaroki. Shifter females never knew when they were going to bloom for their mates, but Amara couldn’t have a son with Luc if he wasn’t around.  

After Alexi fell asleep on her breast, Rone took him from her and carried him and his brother upstairs for a nap, balancing both babies against his chest. She was keenly aware of Drasko hovering behind her and knew exactly what he wanted, but then Annie sat beside her, let out a loud belch that had a distinct bacon smell, and turned on the TV. She was wearing her favorite pair of sweats—the ones with a gaping hole in one knee—her long, dark hair was tied in a messy bun, and her porcelain complexion was marred by a solitary zit on her left cheek. 

A lone wolf like Amara, Annie had been living with Amara’s family ever since they’d discovered her roaming Alaska by herself. She’d gotten in a bit of trouble on her own, so Amara’s pack had to keep a protective eye on her. This also meant their sex life had cooled considerably. Annie was old enough for mates of her own, though, which meant they would scent each other soon, and Annie would go off to live with them. Amara didn’t mind having her cousin around, knowing she wouldn’t be around much longer. Hopefully, Annie’s fated mates lived in Alaska, too, so they could still spend time together. Though they were cousins by marriage, Annie had become more like a sister to Amara over the past year. She would be sad to lose her, bacon belches and all.  

“What do you want to watch?” her younger cousin asked.

Rather than tell Annie she wasn’t in the mood for television, Amara took a sip of coffee. 

“She wants to watch the ceiling or the shaking headboard,” Drasko answered as he hovered over her. 

Amara sputtered her coffee. 

Annie rolled her eyes. “Don’t you two ever cool it?”

Drasko rubbed Amara’s shoulders, grumbling. “All we’ve been doing is cooling it.” 

When he tugged on her hair, she knew she was out of reasons to put off her mate. “I’ll be back in a bit,” she whispered to her cousin. 

Annie rolled her eyes again. “You sure you’re not rabbit shifters?”

Drasko laughed as she took his hand. But then footsteps echoed on the stairway, and her heart leaped into her throat when she heard Luc’s voice. 

“Luc!” she squealed, jumping from the sofa. Her elation turned to shock and then disappointment when Rone emerged from the stairwell, his laptop balanced on one arm. 

“Luc called us on Skype,” he said animatedly while turning the screen toward Amara. 

Her shoulders fell as she looked at the screen. Her handsome Army tracker waved to her. He was hunched over the computer with what looked like a pale tent backdrop behind him. 

“Hello, sweetheart,” he said, the cheerfulness in his voice sounding forced.  

Magic tingled her fingers when she noticed his nose was red and he had dark circles and a deep cut beneath his eye. Shadows marred his concaved cheeks. He never ate enough when he was away. She couldn’t wait until he returned to her so she could heal him and Rone could feed him. 

“When are you coming home?” she blurted, unable to keep the wolf’s whimper from her voice as Rone set the computer on the card table. 

“Soon,” he said with a smile. “We have one more training mission, and then I’m flying home to you, babe.”

Though she was proud of her mate, she was growing ever tired of his long absences. Her beta was the best tracker in the Army, their secret weapon, and part of an elite unit of wolf shifter soldiers. The American government was always using her mate and other Amaroki betas for dangerous reconnaissance missions. As far as they knew, no other governments knew about the Amaroki shifters, and Amara hoped it remained that way. 

“What’s the weather like over there?” Drasko asked as he sat at the table, pulling her into his lap.

“Colder,” he said with a grimace. “But luckily we have thick fur,” he added with a wink. 

Luc had told them he was training far from civilization in the hostile Bering Tundra above Nome. It was dangerously cold there, even for a wolf. She couldn’t wait until he was safe and warm in her arms.  

“I miss you.” Her voice constricted with emotion. She didn’t trust herself to say any more. 

“I miss you, too, babe,” he said. “But I won’t be much longer, I promise.”

“What’s not long?” Drasko asked. “Months, weeks?” There was a definite undercurrent of tension in Drasko’s voice. Was he also concerned about growing their family?

She gritted her teeth, waiting for Luc to answer. 

“No more than a month,” he said. 

A month! 

Several strange wolf howls echoed somewhere off screen. Luc looked over his shoulder then swore as he turned back toward the screen. “I have to go.”

Amara wanted to pull her hair out, but she kept her composure for Luc. Instead, she forced a smile, gently touching the screen. “I love you.”

“And I love you.” His voice trailed off as he looked over his shoulder again. And then the call abruptly ended.

Drasko and Rone swore, and she slowly stood, a strange feeling coming over her. She gasped, clutching her stomach when she felt the odd yet familiar sensation in her womb, like a flower opening up. 

No, no, no! 

Drasko grabbed her elbow, concern reflecting in his eyes. “What is it?”

“I felt it.” She looked down at her stomach as if she had an alien growing inside her. “I felt the bloom.”

Annie jumped from the sofa. “Are you sure?”  

She swallowed, giving Drasko a hopeless look. “Of course, I’m sure.” Though it had only happened twice before, she knew this feeling. 

Drasko’s nostrils flared. “I smell it.” He turned to Rone. “Call Luc back.” Though his voice was firm, she could sense the undercurrent of fear. If her bloom ended before Luc could get to her, they risked the chance of not completing their family. 

Swearing, Rone tapped the computer with trembling hands. The phone rang and rang, but Luc didn’t answer. 

Amara aimlessly walked across the room and fell onto the sofa with her hand still clutching her stomach. How could this be happening? She thought her beta had to be here with her for her womb to bloom, that his scent had to trigger her. Had that Skype call been enough? She felt as if she was living in a waking nightmare as Drasko and Rone made frantic phone calls to their alpha father, Agent Johnson (their military agent contact and longtime family friend), and even Hakon. 

Their punctured words drifted in and out of her consciousness. Yes, we were Skyping. It happened after we lost contact. I know this has never happened before, but it’s happening now. I don’t care how important Luc’s mission is, the future of our family is at risk. No, she’s not imagining it. I smell her heat.  

Wrapping her arms around herself, she hunched over. That feeling in her womb intensified. She craved her beta like a drug. This couldn’t be happening, and yet it was, and if she couldn’t get to Luc in time, her sons’ pack would be incomplete, shamed by nature’s impossibly bad timing.

* * * 
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Drasko

DRASKO PACED THE KITCHEN floor, the tension behind his skull threatening to explode like a steaming kettle as he cast a worried glance in Amara’s direction. She sat on the living room sofa, staring out the tall back windows of their cabin home with a stoic expression. Her cousin Annie held her hand as she sat beside her. Their alpha father Tor sat at the kitchen counter, clutching a cup of coffee, his face grim. Something was jamming the communications to Luc’s camp, and Agent Johnson didn’t know when it would be restored. What if they reached Luc too late?

“What if the window closes?” Rone asked as he refilled their father’s coffee. “What if she misses the opportunity to conceive?”

Tor grimaced. “Then your sons’ pack will be reduced to three.” 

“What?” Amara gasped, jumping from the sofa. Drasko’s heart imploded when she gave him a hopeless look. “No!” 

Tor spun in his seat, giving Amara a pointed look. “How do you think the smaller packs with only one alpha were formed?”

She looked from Tor to Drasko. “I thought some packs were just like that.” 

“No,” Tor answered. “Brother packs should have two alphas, a beta, and a gamma. Those packs with only one alpha originally descended from a pack with two alphas. One of the pack brothers died before passing on his genes.”

Well, fuck, Drasko thought to himself. I never knew this.  

“If I don’t mate with Luc,” Amara asked, “won’t my sons be missing their beta?” 

“Alexi will become the beta,” Tor said. “He’ll never develop the ability to shift into a protector, and instead he will have a keen sense of smell and tracking abilities.”

Drasko inwardly swore. Though he respected and admired his beta brother, his son was meant to be an alpha. He didn’t want this for him. He could only imagine him and his brothers growing up to resent their parents for breaking the cycle of Thunderfoot dominance. 

The color drained from Amara’s face, and she swayed on her feet, reflecting how Drasko felt. Rone was beside her in an instant, lowering her back onto the sofa. Drasko was too numb with shock and fear to do anything other than gape at their father. This couldn’t be happening. 

Amara nodded toward Drasko. “What if I mated with Drasko again instead of Luc?”

“I wish it worked that way,” Tor said with a grimace, “but your body will reject Drasko’s seed. It’s important that you breed in order when you go into heat.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck! 

“If Luc can’t get here in time, she has to get to Luc,” Drasko said to their father. Though every protective instinct in his body went against the notion of taking his mate to the hostile tundra, what choice did they have?  

“Johnson’s preparing a plane,” their father said to Drasko as he pushed off from his seat. “They’re taking you and Amara to Nome, and from there, you’ll take a Black Hawk to their training camp. You should be there by this evening.” 

“What about Alexi?” Amara pleaded. “He only takes my breast.” 

“We’ll manage Alexi,” Annie said reassuringly. “You just get to Luc.” 

Amara frowned at her cousin. “Alexi will bring the entire house down if I’m not here to feed him.” 

“They’ll handle it, Amara.” Drasko’s deep protector voice took over as he went into survival mode. “Let’s go.” 
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Chapter Two
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Amara

Amara rested her head against Drasko’s shoulder and squeezed his hand as the military plane began to take off from the tarmac. A pit of panic formed in her stomach when the wheels made high-pitched scraping noises as the plane raced across the ground. She hated when others were in control of her fate. In truth, she only trusted her mates to protect her. After living as a lone wolf for the first twenty-one years of her life, she’d come to realize the human world was uncertain and scary. 

The chairs and floor shook, and her stomach rose to her throat when the plane launched into the sky. The plane wasn’t the one they were used to. It held mostly cargo with uncomfortable sling seats bolted into the side walls, making it feel like she was flying in a cage with wings. And the noise inside was nearly deafening. If the plane was falling to pieces, she would never know, because the roar of the engines drowned out all other sounds. It was also very cold, but, luckily, Drasko was her own personal oven, and she pressed closely to him while snuggling beneath her heavy coat and the thick blanket draped across her legs. 

Hey, you okay? Drasko asked through thought while squeezing her hand. 

She shook her head. I don’t like this plane. 

Sorry. He grimaced. It was the only one available. 

I’m sorry I put you off. She still felt terrible about it. She should’ve let him take her when they woke up. Then again, Alexi would’ve probably knocked the house down with his earthshaking tantrums. 

It’s okay. There will be plenty of time after you get pregnant. 

She smiled while looking into his eyes that glowed with mischief. Do you think we’ll find Luc in time?

We’ll find him, or else he’ll find us. He’ll scent you the moment we land in camp. 

I hope so. She gnawed her bottom lip, worrying about Alexi. Would Rone and Annie be able to soothe him? Or would they return home to a cabin in shambles?  

How are you holding up?

It’s hard. She groaned out loud, though she could scarcely hear herself. I’m so fucking horny. She shifted in her seat like she was trying to pop a bubble beneath her ass. Her pussy was so swollen, it ached, and she’d already filled up her flimsy pantyliner. She should’ve worn thicker protection, but she hadn’t been thinking clearly when Drasko hurried her out of the house. 

Yeah. His nostrils flared, and his eyes shifted to a brilliant gold. I can smell. 

She bit her lip hard, hoping the pain would distract her. You have no idea how badly I want to straddle you. 

He arched a thick brow, his low growl reverberating in her mind. About as badly as I want to bend you over these seats. 

Nature is unfair, she huffed, slumping in her uncomfortable seat.  

Next time you have a visit with the goddess, you need to tell her that, he said.  

It had been months since the ancient goddess had visited her in her dreams. She stifled a yawn. Oh, believe me, I have a lot to tell her. 

He frowned down at her. You tired?

She shrugged. A little. Not like there was anything she could do about it while flying in this oversized tin can. 

It might be easier for both of us if we slept. He waggled his brows. You will need your strength for when we see Luc. 

She shifted in her seat, wincing as her swollen spot twitched in anticipation. If Luc didn’t sate her soon, she feared she’d combust. 

How am I supposed to sleep with this? She motioned toward the inside of the plane as her skull rattled. 
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