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Author’s Note




This novella contains some subject matter that may not sit well with you, so I wanted to just let you know about it, up front. If it’s not for you, that’s fine. I’m happy you were interested. 


	All our novels and stories are for ADULTS ONLY. 


	Though the plot is the most important attribute to the stories we tell, there will be sex on the page. 


	Our books contain a variety of relationships and genders including LGBTQ+, polyamorous, and BDSM. 


	In this book, there will be violent battle scenes, slavery, and adultery among other adult themes.
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Chapter one

Battles That Rage







Kieran was in the middle of blood lust. A creature half dire wolf and half man, he stood tall as two elves on top of each other. This was the last thing many elves saw before they met their makers. And Kieran’s bloodline was royal; Alpha. That meant he had something to prove, and he had a pack to fight for. Fight, he did. 

The big gray pack leader jumped to gain height and then landed in the middle of some elves, who were giving his warriors a hard time. Some scattered, and others got tossed around. One unfortunate got snatched by the head. With the snap of his neck, his long life ended.

The old Alpha had often wondered why it had taken so long for his kind to get free of these creatures. Sure, they lived a long time, and sure, they had magic on their side. But they were more fragile than most lycan - and they damn sure couldn’t heal. The sound of battle was all around him. When Kieran looked to the side, he could see Devon, his son, deep in battle as well.

Devon was the same as him: big, blonde, and bestial. They were both in their hybrid forms and they were making good use of the strength, the claws, the size, and the teeth. Not to mention, their bodies healed from wounds quickly. The younger lycan grabbed an attacker by the shoulder with his teeth. The air filled with the sounds of ripping flesh and screams when the elf got tossed through the air. He lunged forward, taking hits, but moving so that those injuries were superficial as possible and healing quickly. 

Kieran’s other son, a berserker-like ball of black-furred fury, followed his father. He bounced over elf after elf, slicing their faces and eyes and taking out as many as possible. Gareth’s bright blue eyes shimmered as he went wild on all the elves he could get to. He was smaller built than the others, but that just meant he could move a lot quicker and get in more attacks. He was just as lithe as the elves he fought; sometimes quicker. Using his lupine instincts only made him more lethal.

Kieran stepped on an elf he had just downed and raised his head to howl a signal for his men. Before anyone could attack, another dark-furred lycan pulled up in front of him, ready to bat away anybody who wanted to take the chance. He was not of the royal family, but he was a loyal lycan in the command of Kieran.

“Argoth, back!” Kieran ordered as his form shrunk slightly into the more human version of himself. He held up a still slightly clawed hand just in time to catch an elvish arrow before it hit Argoth in the head. Kieran let his muzzle expand again so he could bite off the head of the arrow and yanked the shaft out of his palm. He began healing immediately.

Argoth and Kieran backed up, and so did the rest of their warriors. Believing they were gaining the advantage, elves continued fighting and moving forward. There was a whistling sound of thousands of arrows flying over their heads to bury in the bodies of elves. The rest of the lycan got out of the way as quickly as they could. Elves were making the most of what they had, trying to keep the line moving in the direction they needed it to move. The screams of their brethren filled their ears. Soon, the sound of a great horn told the lycan that the elves planned to retreat. Howls soon followed.

Kieran’s scouts were howling news through the ranks, growling in their fury. Elves were lining the cliffs and normally would have had the advantage here. They’d already been pummeled with barrages of arrows during this battle. This was different. They began launching ropes from one side of the chasm to the other, forming an intricate net. Expectation and planning might buy confidence, but did it buy them safety.

Argoth watched Devon and Gareth back off from the fighting to make their way to the big alpha. Kieran began growling orders to those around him. But his eyes seemed fixed on the horizon. Argoth tugged him backward. 

Those amber eyes focused somewhere other than the flurry of movement right before him. In his mind, he could feel the wind in the late afternoon skies. He could smell the ozone, and see the battle from far, far higher than he was. These were things his mind was seeing, feeling, and smelling... 

The Elven preparation was to halt those magnificent creatures swimming through the clouds. But Kieran had a bond with both. He warned them. The roars and growls from the retreating lycan got washed out and overwhelmed by a deeper roar that came from the clouds up above. 

The clouds tumbled downward as if part of a waterfall as two dragons breached. One was dark and the other light. The dragons matched in size and ferocity. They stopped moving their wings and simply dove into a parallel glide over the sides of the gorge the battle was being fought in. The dragons strafed liquid fire along each side of the large crevasse. Lines that zig-zagged over the top to form a net burned and fell to the ground. The flames melted the elves where they stood.

The dragons made a great U in the far sky, high above before one came down to strafe the elves inside the walls of this deadly canyon. The other, the black and maroon scaled beast, wrapped his claw around the Elven leader and his mount. He lifted their commander and dropped him from the clouds to land among the burning thousands.

Kieran shook his head to come back out of what he could sense through the light bond he shared with those dragons. Argoth, his second, still tugged him backward, away from the intense heat they could all feel. The alpha growled and shook off the scout. Argoth growled right back, but that was as far as it went. He turned to find his own son, Derek, at his side. All five warriors in this group witnessed the inferno and defeat of their enemy.

Afterward, the Alpha of Pack Weylyn watched his warriors take in surrendering elves. Devon came back to him from the ranks. He and the dark-furred Gareth both shifted in front of their father to look more like what a standard human might look. Their hair was a bloody, matted mess.

“Only a few of our pack are down. We’ll know more when the flames have died. As always, Senias and Inea have done well to keep the casualties to the side of the elves. I think…maybe this was the finish.” Devon turned back to the mess. Then, all five of them looked up as both dragons swooped back across the fiery scene, orange flames beginning to meld with the dramatic sky of sunset. 

“The elves of Calan will never hold our people as slaves, again,” Kieran huffed air from his nose and howled again. This time, there were answering howls from all over the battleground.








  
  

Chapter two

Rise and Shine







It had been two days of clean-up and finally, Pack Weylyn had time to settle down. A lot of the warriors went home. Others flocked to the local towns and onward to Iona - the great city of the East, near the main portal which led to the world on the other side.

The city was a gambling town, and Kieran wanted no part of it for now. He felt like his own control was loose these days. He didn’t need more temptations. So, he made sure his most trusted warriors and his dragons had suitable rooms at an inn and tavern called Fanny’s Man. It was in a town between the last battle and their packlands to the southwest. They all needed the rest, and he needed the time to decide on plans of action. Just because they won a deciding battle didn’t mean the work was done.

Walking from his own room, the older lycan tossed a pack over one shoulder while moving his fingers through the still damp, blonde, and silver hair on the side of his head. The other side had fresh braids, beads clinking on one another. He had so many. One for the pack, one for his mate, one for each pup, one for each major war and battle worth remembering.

He walked down the hall to the stairs. Kieran hated having to use the mind to speak to get his dragons up out of bed. Especially Senias. He swore the dragon loved trying to shock them every time he got a chance.

~ If I hafta come in after yer ass, there won’t be much left, Scales, ~ Kieran warned the dragon. They’d been friends and fighting comrades for several years now. He’d gotten used to this. As Kieran made his way to the bottom of the stairs, the lycan alpha motioned for the barkeep to come over to the table he was heading for so he could settle up.

~ You’re no fun. Can’t even sleep in? ~ Senias rolled over and immediately off the bed with a solid thump! The hung-over man groaned as he put his arm over his eyes. Daylight was not on the menu. Kieran could probably feel every bit of aggravation through their bond.

~ Mornin’s already gone. Get up before half the damn day’s gone. You have slept in, ya sot. Now get movin’ ~ Kieran shook his head, his shaggy blonde hair clacking where it was braided and hung loose for the time.


      [image: ]Upstairs in the room, Senias lifted himself slowly from the floorboard. Sometimes, he felt like he’d made a mistake in teaching Kieran the way to use mind-speak. 

“What?” The voice behind him up in the bed asked. It was a rough sound. The common tongue wasn’t something this lycan was used to speaking. But his voice was attractive, just the same. And the dragon had enjoyed making him use it.

“Gotta get going, I’m afraid. But the room’s paid ‘til nightfall. Enjoy it as much as I enjoyed you.”

The draconic male chuckled before stepping over to the basin for a good scrub. He always carried exotic scents from the other side with him to help with masking the smell of good sex and sweat. When you traveled with lycan, who had the best noses around, you didn’t need them knowing all your business.

“Good. I don’t need ta be showing’ face downstairs, anyway.” The man stretched and then turned over. He didn’t bother with covers.

Senias chuckled. There was no need for the fella to be bashful now. So, he shrugged and went back to his cleaning up and getting dressed. He had touched and tasted every bit of that body the night before, and yet, he wasn’t actually sure of the warrior’s name.

Did it matter?

When he came down the steps, Senias was still strapping on his sword belt. His bag was over his shoulder, and he was scanning the common room for his other compatriots. He spoke clearly to Devon. “Your old man is a hard-assed slave driver.”

“Your mouth won’t get him riled if he ain’t here ta hear it, Scales. Our Alpha just stepped out. You have impeccable fuckin’ timing,” Argoth countered while he looked over a letter he’d received at the last post grab. The dark-haired lycan had a secret admirer, or his own mate was just good at keeping him enthralled.

Looking up from his mug of ale, the dirty blonde lycan chuckled. Devon nudged his dark-haired friend. “Hear that, Argoth? He’s finally starting’ to understand, my ole man.” With a shake of his head, Devon picked up the bread on the table and broke it for sharing while they waited for the rest of their food. Senias sat across the table from the other two and sighed loudly

“Glad we didn’t have to drag you from bed this time.” Argoth folded the letter to put away. “Your bedmates never really appreciate that.” Blue eyes sparkled as they lifted to the dragon, who was joining them.

“Bedmates?” there was a rough shake of Dev’s dirty blonde hair and a rumble from his chest, “I never know what or who he’ll have in the bed with him or how many. Let’s just say more times than not, I’d just as soon let him roll out on his own.” He sighed and finished his ale before wiping the dregs from his short bristle of a beard.

“Smart wolf, there,” Senias flicked his tongue in a perverted manner.

After a good, deep laugh, Argoth held a fresh mug out to the new arrival. “Does this mean you’ll be joining’ us for the next battle, Senias?”

Taking the mug, he swirled the liquid around inside of it and then took a drink. Snarling his nose up at it, Sen put the stuff back on the table.

“Not like I’m a surprise anymore. They all know Pack Weylyn has dragons on their side. And those damned elves who keep hold of slaves and lycan lands need to just give up, if you ask me,” the dragon looked at the other two warriors.

“I told ya, Sen, don’t care about the petty squabbles these days, right? He prefers to hold back and join the big battles like the one coming up.” Golden eyes shifted to the dragon. “Will ya be ridin’out with us or comin’ in with the second wave?”

“He’ll be in the second wave.” Kieran was walking back by, looking at the door and then back to the stairs.

“Shouldn’t he get to decide his fate, ole man?” Devon asked his father, noting the way their Alpha was looking around expectantly.

“He signed up for this and so did his mate. They do as I need them ta do, son. You know that.” Kieran rumbled as he asked, “Where are Gareth and Derek? I thought they were joining’ us here with you and the others.”

“I’m sure Gareth’ll be here shortly,” Senias cleared his throat before leaving the table for the nearby end of the bar. “Distilled liquor, barrel mash, or whatever you call your whiskey here. I never know.” The barkeep nodded and while he was getting the liquor, Sen grabbed one of the sweet rolls they had out. Gar was Devon’s brother and the only one he could vouch for. After all, he knew why the young man was late. 

“I’m here. Get yer knickers out of a knot,” a young man with golden-blonde hair and eyes as blue as his Argoth’s made his way toward the table from the front of the tavern. 

Kieran gave Derek a death stare.

“Sir.” Derek looked aside and made his way around Kieran, taking a wide berth. “Where to today? More scouting?”

Senias felt bad for the green ones. Derek and Gareth hadn’t really experienced dangerous situations yet. They still got excited over the least little mission. Derek never knew where his duties fell. Sometimes he was to scout. Sometimes he was part of the initial troops. He never seemed to mind, but instead of traveling with anyone else, the kid always remained near his father and the rest of their primary group of warriors.

“Word is the Elven front slowed down. We’ve got a few days. And I’ve had reports of another slaver’s camp movin’ through the area. You know how I feel about them, so I thought you ought ta introduce yourselves. It’ll give you and Gar some much-needed practice in a halfway-controlled environment.” Kieran looked around, “That is if his highness wants ta show up today.”

Devon couldn’t help but chuckle.

Senias remained quiet. As if on cue, the other dragon appeared from the back hallway. The sun-kissed platinum-haired woman walked into the main hall. She was in her normal loose pants cinched at the ankle and shirt beneath her corset vest ensemble. Her weapons were on her side, though everyone knew what was dangerous about Inea wasn’t a physical weapon, but the spells. Her eyes went to Kieran, and she smiled like the cat that ate the canary.

“Good morning?”

Kieran growled.

“Is it not a good morning?” The dragoness played coy before moving toward her partner at the bar. “Sen.” The other dragon simply bowed his head to her and took the whiskey offered by the barkeep. He passed her a bread roll.

“Mornin’ Inea, don’t suppose you’ve seen my brother, have ya?” Devon chuckled.

“Maybe an hour ago, when I got up and left the room. I always let people sleep if they need it. I’m nothing if not polite,” Inea’s eyes sparkled.

“You romp around too much, I swear…” Kieran muttered.

“Okay, pot--” Inea was cut off by both the old lycan’s growl and Senias.

“But we get the job done for you, right?” Senias pointed out, defending both him and his mate’s fun. They had taken lovers left and right, both here and in their original world, so why would they feel ashamed of it? “Just because you lycan limit yourselves doesn’t mean we have to.”

With drinks and rolls in hand, the two dragons moved to join the rest at the table. When Gareth appeared a few moments later, he was pulling his shirt down over his young, lean-built form. His dark braids clicked together on the right side of his head as he adjusted his clothing. He said nothing as he moved past his father, their Alpha.

“Mornin’ all, how’d the scouting’ go?” Gareth took a seat beside Inea and rested his arm around her shoulders. Gareth lived on the Alpha’s bad side. He’d become used to it, just as he’d become used to Devon defending him against their sire.

“Oh, not necessary,” she whispered to Gar. Inea knew he was doing it to show off. Inea took some dates and nuts from the bowl in front of her and began digging in without waiting.

Gareth withdrew his arm and seated himself properly while keeping his thoughts to himself. Senias felt bad for the pup.

“I was just telling’ the others we found some slavers. Dev and Argoth’ll take you and Dare out to give ‘em a proper lycan greetin’. Look around the place and see if they plan on coming into our territory. If they do, we’ll shut them down without causing harm to the innocent. We need ta know who they got with ‘em and how they set those tents up before that.” Kieran was now finally taking his seat. He pulled a biscuit out of the basket and ladled gravy over it.

“Might need to have a plan before going…” Senias began.

“No dragons.”

“Oh?” Senias had a brow raised and the alpha now had his full attention. “Why no dragons?”

“Time to put your mettle back up where it needs ta be.” Kieran looked across at the two younger lycan. “Be careful of yer beasts around the slaves. They don’t want ta be there. And ya both need ta brush up on being diplomats. Find out what the scoundrel knows about the elf and lycan movements.”

“My beast is in its cage for now. I don’t have a habit of spilling innocent blood.” Gareth rumbled as he reached for a biscuit to bite into.

“They’re having a bonfire tonight. Yer just going ta the festivities because they like having’ good clients. I’ve dealt with Madron Regis before. His information is good for the money or favor. So be good clients.” Kieran already had this formula down perfectly. 

“So, we don’t get to go to the party?” Inea asked. She looked from Kieran to Senias.

“I have something else for you to get into,” Kieran pointed out before motioning for both to come with him. The dragoness sighed and handed the last date to Gareth, whose eyes brightened before he took the offered morsel.

Senias and Inea left the table and paused at the door while Kieran continued the conversation. He never went far enough to miss anything important. This time it seemed she wasn’t going far, either.

“Somebody needs to be chattin’ up the leader of the caravan while the others get yer paws in and around what’s going on amongst his men.” Kieran surveyed the boys. “You’ll need better clothes. Here,” he tossed some gold on the table. “This filth and their slaves usually know everything that’s been going on from the portals outward. Get the information and find out where they’re headed next. If they get within two sniffs of our packlands, I want them taken down. But for now, we use ‘em.”

“You think the other dragons to the north might, you know... step in?” Derek asked.

“No, knucklehead.” Kieran gave Derek a perturbed look. “The dragons of this world ain’t my worry. But the elves on the northern side? Now they’re my worry. They’re gettin’ way too close to our allied packlands. Those Calen elves we’ve not been able to capture? They would’ve had to traipse close to or through both Rourke and Azlan packlands. The slaver and those in caravans like his? They pass through those areas. They’ll know something.”

Taking the gold, Devon tucked it away while standing.

“Which means Dare and I are going to be the royal escorts for the two princes here.” Argoth squeezed Derek’s shoulder. He grinned at the young man before winking. “Think you’re up to it, son?”

“I’m as up to it as I could ever be up to anything,” He shrugged. “I’ve been a royal guard a lot. It’s nothing new, huh, Gar?”

“It’s boring.” Gareth wasn’t one to pretend. “I’m certain we’ll get the details we need from the slavers. Is Pack Rourke preparing for any unexpected attacks that may be coming their way? Or are they leaving their security up to our Pack?” Gareth asked their father as he stood up beside Devon, who was preparing to head out.

“Don’t look down yer nose at Pack Rourke. They took a big hit last time while protecting our borders. They saved our troops from the west side. We owe ‘em. I don’t doubt they have the spirit; I just wonder do they have all the power to put behind it. That’s why the dragons are going ahead.”

“It ain’t just Rourke, we got help from Pack Simoa and Pack Azlan, too.” Gareth watched his father. “Shouldn’t the dragons visit each?”

“They will. They’ll start in Simoa, then up to Azlan, then across to Rourke. Should take a couple of days. So, plenty of time ta find out any other information that comes along.”








  
  

Chapter three

The Trade of Lives







The night was cool, close to the border between pine forests and the coast. The caravan had parked out near the beach instead of heading further into the city. Devon, Gareth, Argoth, and Derek had run most of the way from the last inn to get to the shore. This was now a casual encounter for Kieran Weylyn’s sons and their guards. Less intimidation meant looser mouths. And there would be others from the city around as well, all to sample the wares and just enjoy the night with these travelers.

Of course, there was music and a huge bonfire made of local wood and driftwood alike. The sand was still warm from the light of the day when everything had begun.

“Looks like they started the party without us,” Derek pointed out as they made their way. They had on the gear of sand travelers, light cloth with silk sashes, and goggles that hung on their sides. They wore no shoes, most lycan didn’t.

“Shhh... remember your position,” Argoth cautioned his son as he walked a pace behind the well-dressed forms of the princes of Pack Weylyn.

Devon wore dark green and brown while his brother sported his usual blues and blacks. They were the colorful ones of this group because they were royalty. This let the slavers and those around them know who to speak with about trade. They moved through the crowd and could feel the change in the atmosphere.

“Well, look who has graced us with their presence.” Madron Regis was one of the shrewdest traders in the land. His stature showed in his lack of worry about his own condition. Surrounded by luxury at all camps, he’d eaten the best food and rarely had to make a run for it. “I hope you’ve brought your coin or your promissory papers to my event, gentlemen. Pack Weylyn, I assume?” He saw Devon lift a hand, but before the wolf could say a thing, he tsked his tongue. “No worries. My deals are confidential, and the others who might be round this event would like all to remain just as confidential. Not everyone is open about what they like to purchase, yes?”

“You know what we Weylyn like ta buy? There’s no shame in that.” Gareth pointed out. “Weapons and information are the only things we like. Keep your slaves.”

“Servants, m’lord. They are servants, and you would purchase their limited servitude from me, nothing more.” His fingers went together in a small triangle at his waist, a silent way of letting his guests know what he could get away with. “Perhaps the younger prince of a pup has not learned from his elder brother the ways of discretion when speaking of trade?”

“I ain’t no pup…”

“I see you’ve gathered quite the lot this time, Regis.” Devon followed the other man through the camp, poking his brother in the side when the slaver turned to lead them. He showed little interest in the revelers or the slaves, moving instead to the ringed-off area around the dancing and near the bonfire.

“Come, come! Let us enjoy some time here in the daze.” Madron Regis was a merry older fellow with quite a wheeze. He wore silks of the lands, and they showed his salt and pepper hair, both on his head and his chest. There was a carpeted area surrounded by pillows instead of the hard benches the others usually went for. The man even had a hookah set up. “What can I do for you?” he asked as he struggled to get his bulk down onto the pillows.

Derek remained near Gar and Argoth near Devon - all of them let Devon lead.

Gar watched the ladies merry making with men from the local villages and the cities surrounding this area. There were servants handing out food, drink, and whatever else the master of the caravan allowed. They were all being entertained by the dancers most of all. Some were slaves that Regis would part with. One could tell by the woven, blue wristbands they wore.

Devon’s golden eyes moved over the servants, and he took a seat while motioning Gareth to do the same.

“Not sure you can do anything for me, but I thought I’d take a chance and see what you offer. My father wasn’t keen on this visit, but I convinced him it might prove its worth. He didn’t want to be bothered, so we came. Tell me, have I wasted my time?” His deep voice rumbled through the ending words, as the lycan often did when they were trying to get a point across. Devon thought nothing of the sound until he noticed it caused at least one dancer to stop in her tracks. His soft, amber-colored eyes paused on her.

The other dancers adorned her with pale colors because of her dark-toned skin. Her reddish hair was obviously curly but forced into a large braid, woven with pale-colored ribbons to match the skirt and midriff shirt she wore. Madron had gone all out and made sure all the servant women had semi-precious gems in their navels. Those and the glistening moisturizers smelled exquisite on their skin added to their beauty. The others moved around her as she did something not normally allowed. She made eye contact with a freeborn.

“You’re a Weylyn and so you want information. Isn’t it always thus?” Regis took a nice draw from the tobacco and let the smoke slowly erupt from his lips.

“You have news?” While he spoke, Devon couldn’t keep his gaze from shifting to take in the small gathering of marked men and women who walked by. They sought freedom by being purchased from the slavers. Unfortunately, he couldn’t offer much to them. He detested the trade of freedom, but this world allowed it, no matter what he thought of it.

Devon found himself caught by the dark beauty’s gaze, and she seemed bold enough to hold it. He gave a partial grin in response before his brother nudged him back into the conversation.

“Pardon me, you were saying?”

“I said nothing, yet...” Madron Regis chuckled. “You like what you see?” He was always ready to make a deal. “That one is special. She come from the other side, trained among vampires.”

“You tangle with a slave, you pay for it,” Argoth whispered to Devon.

“Elves of the Ricktor Pass, tell me what you know.” Devon was fighting back the temptation to go into the crowd and find the woman who had held his gaze. He had business to tend to above any other interests.

“Information on the elves, eh?” Regis sat forward and held out his hand. “You buy this as you would anything else. You know the price.”

As Devon nodded at him, Argoth held out the coin bag.

Sitting back, the merchant moved the gold over his fingers and then cleared his throat. “You, Weylyn, need not worry. These elves have another target in mind. They’re not dumb enough to go after the pack so strong, but they do move magic. I see it with my own sorry eyes. So be aware.”

“They’ve had magic all this time and nothing’s ever come of it,” Devon pointed out.

“You’ve always made good defenses, outlasted them, and rumor has it you have dragons.” Madron took another draw on his hookah. Before offering it to Gareth. The younger lycan took the nozzle for a nip.

“So, the dragons have kept us protected from magic?” Devon asked quietly, his eyes scanning the dancing slaves.

“I’ve felt magic more’n once out there,” Derek muttered before getting a scalding gaze from his father. He averted his own gaze to the ground quickly.Argoth was proper to be sharp with the younger two. There was no need to give information to the same person forcing you to buy it.

“Rourke don’t have magic or dragons, Devon.” Gareth whispered.

“Mmm…” Devon stood up and looked around. His eyes didn’t stop moving around the tents and the smaller bonfire between. His brother passed the hookah pipe back to Regis and got up as well.

“Neither do the other packs between here and Calen up the pass. It’s the only exit route for the elves still here. If you get my meaning.” Regis took a deep breath. “But the elves of Calen, they retreat in several directions. We’ve seen such with our own eyes and can confirm.”

“You just can’t confirm if they’ll try to strike the other packs as they leave.” Devon moved his hand over his scraggly beard. “Maybe Gar’s right. We need to go.”

“Things, they will not change in a night’s time. If the prince would like to sample, an arrangement can be made, yes?” Madron was tempting him. Devon didn’t like it when a stranger knew his mind. He had every intention of turning away and leaving. Gareth even read that in his positioning and movement. But he saw her again. She turned in the dance away from another trader and back into the group of women before looking at their group and locking eyes with him. She even intrigued his inner wolf. Then, everyone was moving, and he lost track of her.

“Dev, we need to get back,” Gareth whispered.

“It’s not an emergency, Gar. Besides, the dragons were supposed to make their way to the Rourke Packlands before we were to be done here. We’ve got time to enjoy.”

Their so-called guards both wore surprise, but they said nothing.

“If you’re sure. You’re in charge.” Gareth shrugged. He turned toward the dancers, who were enjoying cavorting with the men they were looking to woo. “Maybe a dance or two wouldn’t hurt, nothin’.

“Remember your control.” Devon cautioned.

Argoth, who was behind Devon, chuckled and cautioned his best friend, “Seems you may need to remember your control as well, dear prince.”

The commentary earned the dark-haired lycan ‘guard’ a glare. But Devon followed their host to where the dancing and entertainment were going on. Of course, with their status, all four had women vying for their attention. While the women coaxed the others into dancing, Devon remained.

“Prince, are you not going to join the others for the dancing?” Madron came back after checking on the rest of the festivities.

“They’re all lovely, but not for me. The others are enjoying well enough.” Devon replied.

“Your eyes, they search. Tell me you just don’t see her? Eh?” Regis clapped the big lycan’s shoulder. Devon huffed at the unsavory man, but he didn’t answer. “Tell you what, I do you this favor and hope you and your family will one day see favor upon mine?” He smiled and leaned close to the elder prince. “Her name it has not been spoken. She is stubborn. I would not sell her in 12 cities, despite her beauty. She is too smart for most. From the other side of the great portals.” He laughed a low, wheezing sound.

Devon stood up straight and cleared his throat. Pretending disinterest was difficult.

“Go to the main trail we have between tents. The opening of the second tent. Look inside. She will be there. Maybe you’ll get lucky? Maybe she dance with you? I order her to dance with my clients otherwise.” He walked back toward the crowd. “That one, she’s too much trouble. I would part with her for a deal.” His voice faded away into the music and crowd.

Derek was keeping an eye out, even while he was being led to dance alongside Gareth. He was on Gar duty... his dad always took Devon duty. So, when the heir to the Weylyn Pack turned and tried to scoot away from his handlers, Derek was ready to whistle to his father. But Argoth had it handled. He was soon falling into step, not far behind Devon.

“Your mind focuses on the wrong things this trip, my friend.”

“Maybe. But if I don’t find out, I’ll drive myself crazy.”

“Dancin’ is one thing, Dev. If you want this gal, you’ll have to pay for her. You’ll be contributing to this trade. You know how wrong it is?”
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