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Note: A Council Alpha is the second book in The Keepers of the Land Series and best when read after  Legend of the White Werewolf I-The Forgotten Ones which is the first of a free series, and The The McDougal Pack Alpha which is the first of its series.

In the McDougal Pack Alpha:

Mandi is the cousin of the first white wolf discovered years after the wolves have thought the line died out. The white wolf line is the most powerful blood line among werewolves. Now many of the single male wolves which outnumber female wolves are looking to mate with females from the white wolf line. After working her way through a lot of problems, Mandi ends up mated to Mac, the McDougal Pack alpha. Marissa and Alyssa are twin sisters who are Mandi’s cousins. They also have white wolf blood. They are also witches from an old and powerful line. They don’t know it but they are also half succubus. Damon, Mac’s brother and a warden, meets Marissa at Mac’s house and recognizes her as his mate immediately. Marissa knows he’s important to her but she’s not ready to settle down. 
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Prologue
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“I feel like Marissa is safe for now. I can’t say why, but I just believe she is.” Ariel, the famous white wolf, told Matt, her youngest son.

“I can only hope you’re right since Alyssa is gone too.” Matt was speaking about Marissa’s twin.

Two potentially powerful witches missing at the same time was never a good thing. They were both unmated potential white wolves as well, so were they gone because they were witches, white wolves, or something altogether different? Magic was being sought and no one was safe. Hopefully, they had simply gone into hiding, but that was just too much to believe no matter how much the family wanted to.

“I think she may need us before long. A magical storm is brewing and the outcome will effect us all.”

“You think a witch has her?” Matt asked.

“No, but I think a witch seeks her and possibly others.”
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A Council Alpha

Chapter 1

Disturbing Dreams
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He was a warden and a damn good one. One small witch wasn’t more than he could handle. Damon just had to keep telling himself that. Yes, she was getting under his skin, but not enough to interfere with his plans. As a warden, he had a job to do, so he would do it. Even if he hated to leave her by herself, it wouldn’t be for long. It wasn’t like he could trust just anyone to stay with her. He wasn’t even suppose to have her here like this. The only other option was to take her along. In the end, the decision would depend on her. If he was honest, he would admit she made him lose his famous and often envied self control. 

There had been no doubt that she was his long awaited mate. His perfect match, his soul mate, the one, call her what you will. She was possibly a white wolf which was good, but she was a witch and that was bad. Normally, werewolves didn’t mix with witches. It wasn’t a rule, just common sense because witches were dangerous and a lot like humans. He hoped it wouldn’t hurt his chances to become a council member. Even though he wasn’t as old as most councilmen were, he was the frontrunner for the position that would soon be open.

It would be a good thing for him. Not only did the position carry more power, it paid better. He would have more free time to spend with his soon to be mate which would be a plus once she accepted him. Which would be soon. She was fighting against fate. Even more importantly, she was fighting him and he simply didn’t lose. The room she was in was immune to magic. It had been spelled and charmed by several powerful witches once he had realized how hard she was to keep. Marissa was young and her powers not fully developed. There was just no way she could hold out against him. 

He felt more confident about holding her here now. Not like the first few days when she had escaped in his 1968 convertible Camaro which he had just had reconditioned. It was a dream. He had known she was gone almost immediately so he had given chase in his SUV. Marissa clearly wasn’t the driver she thought she was. In all fairness, she had picked a rough back road to try to lose him on. She had gone into the hairpin turn too fast. The road was gravel and she had slid right into a big oak tree. The damage had been extensive. Luckily she wasn’t hurt, but he had never been more tempted to spank someone in his life. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to hurt your car. I hope it can be fixed.” Marissa had almost cried when she saw the car’s condition.

“It’s alright. Just as long as you’re alright.” He thought he could see her softening towards him after that. Damon didn’t care if it was guilt or that she appreciated not getting the spanking she clearly deserved. All he wanted was for her to give in because he knew once she did, she would realize, as he had, that they belonged together.

At least she hadn’t tried to escape again. Well at least not after she had knocked him out with her food tray. That was just three days after the car incident. He had woke up to her screaming hysterically. It made him feel better to know she panicked thinking she had killed him. Of course, he would have preferred to wake in her arms with her smothering him with kisses saying she should have realized he was the only one for her. At least he knew she didn’t want to hurt him or at least not hurt him badly. Now two weeks later, he only felt a little closer to the goal of claiming his soul mate.

“Hello, Sweetheart.” He said as he entered the room. “Are you ready to make nice today? Just give in and I will give you what you need.”

“Never! I would rather die than give in to you.” She knew she was being melodramatic, but what the hell.

“You say that now, but we both know as soon as I kiss you, you will melt like butter. I think we get along best in bed, perhaps I should just keep you there.” He spoke with arrogance completely sure in the knowledge that things would eventually go his way.

“I hate you!” Well, not really which was sad. If he knew how much she so didn’t hate him, he would be even more certain of the outcome.

“You know what they say about love and hate, Sweetheart.” Couldn’t the woman just give in already?

“You’re despicable!” But, oh, so tempting.

“But you want me and you know it.” She must or she wouldn’t melt into him with just a kiss.

He smiled making his already handsome face even more attractive. Sometimes she wondered why she didn’t just give in. Maybe she was stubborn preferring to make her own choices or at least wanting some choice or maybe she was just scared. Scared that once she gave in she would give up all her control. The male was everything she would want in a man if she had a list. Tall with broad shoulders, a wide chest, well muscled, charming when he chose to be, and he had a killer smile. He moved toward her as she backed away. When she hit the wall there was no place left to retreat to. That’s when he reached out placing a hand on each side of her to corral her. He slowly lowered his mouth to hers. Her lips were soft and sweet. She could lose herself in his kiss. The wolf always gave her a chance to pull back, but she just couldn’t, he felt too good.

She opened up to him allowing his exploration of her mouth. They both moaned as the feelings when they touched were too intense to describe. He stroked her hot skin with his hands enjoying the feel of her. Her arms slid around his neck trying to pull him even closer, but his hands were between them. He unbuttoned her shirt sliding it off her. She couldn’t help, but respond to him. All she had to do was say no, but she couldn’t say it. It was because she didn’t really want him to stop and he knew it. It was easy to see he had no doubt, had never doubted that they were destined mates. It made no sense that she would fight fate. He had told her he hadn’t been ready for a mate either, but he had accepted her.

Her eyes were glazed with passion as he lifted her carrying her to the bed. Between hot, wet kisses he removed the rest of her clothing first. Between the strokes and nibbles he gave her he started removing his own. She still refused to help, but once they were both naked she would be putty in his hands. He continued to taste her special essence until he could wait no more. He joined with her slowly, gently. It felt like heaven, just as it did every time. She wrapped her legs around his hips unable to stay still another moment. The feeling was too intense causing her to moan in pleasure. At this point she was beyond holding back. She felt too much desire to deny it. In truth, the moment he touched her she melted. There was no way she could ever say no to him because he could make her blood burn for him with just a look. Yeah, she was the queen of denial. Tomorrow she would take up the fight again, but tonight she would enjoy this thing between them. Moments later she catapulted into ecstasy followed quickly by Damon.

“That was incredible. Won’t you stop fighting me? I’ll never let you go. Never!” He knew she wanted him, but she was too stubborn to admit it, verbally anyway. Her body screamed it every time he touched her.

She turned her face away from him even though she knew it was a losing battle. Love was such an elusive thing she should just take him on faith. Still, she was a hopeless romantic always thinking it would come in time. He had never claimed to love her. Damon had used words like fate, need, want and had even told her she brought him great joy, in bed of course. Never had the word love been even mentioned in passing. Once she thought about it, like or admire had never come into the mix either. She felt like a sex slave here for the delight of one male. 

He hadn’t bitten her yet. That was one good point. Damon wanted her to accept him, to agree before he sank his teeth deep into her neck. Once done it would bring on the biggest change of all. She would no longer be a human witch; she would be a wolf witch. That meant she would turn into a shaggy doglike creature running through the woods hunting little fuzzy forest animals. She would be a cold blooded predator depriving baby bunnies of their parents. Already, she was a sex addict so she didn’t really want to be addicted to the taste of blood as well. The sad thing was, she thought she could grow to love him. How pathetic was that?

If she was looking for a positive side, she would have Damon to help deal with her sex addiction. He seemed to be able to satisfy her as no other ever had. If she became a wolf it would also have a multiplying effect on her magic. She didn’t know why, only that becoming a supernatural increased a beings magic. The stronger the supernatural, the higher the magic increase. It would also make her come fully into her white wolf powers, if she was a white wolf like some seemed to think. Those powers weren’t really magic, they were mental powers. Her cousin Ariel seemed to think the change opened some of the pathways in the brain giving access to new unexplored regions. There were some scientists working on the answers. Some were wolf, but some were trusted humans. She wasn’t really holding her breath for the answer. It was one wolves had searched for hundreds of years for and she wasn’t so sure science would ever be able to supply the answer.

Damon left once they were done. She wasn’t sure if he was punishing her by doing so or if he was simply busy having no time to linger. As she watched him, he dressed and she noted the way the muscles in his arms rippled as he picked up his shirt from the floor where he tossed it. He was bent over and she had the overwhelming desire to slide forward so she could cup his adorable ass cheeks. The wolf was built. Her fingers itched to touch him. Not just for sex, but to cuddle and love on him. It made her realize she was losing the battle. Once he was dressed he leaned over to give her a quick kiss then he hurried out of the room. She couldn’t help wishing he would stay.

When she looked at Damon, a memory always tugged at her mind. When she was young, she had met a wolf prince in the woods. He was wounded and she had been afraid. She had eased closer to him overcoming her fear. “It’s alright, little one.” He had said when he changed into his human form right before her eyes. A wound of some sort marred the otherwise perfect expanse of his chest. Even young as she was there was no doubt he was beautiful. “I fear I am dying. Maybe you can take a message to my family.”

“I don’t know your family. Why do you want to die?” She looked at him with her wide open eyes gleaming with unshed tears.

“I don’t want to, but I’m hurt.” His voice rasped from pain as he answered.

“Is it this owie that will make you die?” She asked pointing at the bleeding wound.

“Yes, it is poisoned.” He said struggling to draw in a breath over the pain.

“Like the apple the wicked witch gave Snow White?” She asked proud that she remembered the story her mother had told her at bedtime months ago.

“Yes, only I will go to sleep forever. There is nothing that will wake me then.” He looked at the lovely child wondering who she was. She wasn’t wolf, but she had a scent of something more than just human.

She looked at him intently and pointed her finger towards the wound. It seemed to glow as she leaned in closer until it touched. “This will make it all better.” She said as he felt the warmth rush through him. Right before his eyes the wound shrank until the silver bullet popped out. Once the bullet was out, the wound sealed healing completely. There was no sign of it at all.

“Are you a fairy princess?” He asked her awestruck.

“No, silly. I’m a good witch like Glenda in Oz and you’re my wolf prince.” She giggled with delight. When she grew up someday she would marry him.

It was funny that when she thought of it he always looked like Damon only older. She knew it must have been a dream since she was too young to heal like that. Her powers even now couldn’t do it. Besides, few could ever do what she had imagined. It was a very difficult spell to heal completely like that. A six year old would never have that kind of power. Over the years she had convinced herself it had never really happened. A child’s overactive imagination was all it had been. In her dream, Alyssa called to her so she went to see what she wanted. When she had gone back to find her prince, he was gone without any sign he had ever been there.

Damon checked his messages. In the hour or so he had spent with Marissa he had no less than twelve. Ten were from the council. He listened to one which made him feel unhappy. It couldn’t wait any longer, he had a case to investigate. Now he knew he had to take Marissa with him, but he would have to be sure she couldn’t escape. If he couldn’t manage that he would have to leave her in another’s care. Sometimes he had weeks between cases that required him to personally access the scene. Why couldn’t that be the case now? Why was it, when he needed the time, there was none to be had?

Marissa was on the bed resting. Damon always managed to relax her to where she was ready for sleep. She closed her eyes and the dream began again. This was a man she knew. He was a high level witch and he had always seemed like a favorite uncle who wasn’t really blood related. The male had been around her as long as she could remember. It was odd that she would start dreaming of him now, even odder that it would be this type of dream.

“Come closer, Marissa. I want to touch you,” Evan said.

“I don’t have those types of feelings for you. I have no desire to touch you.”

“What you want doesn’t matter. You will grow to love my touch. Your powers are not yet strong enough to stop me. Whether you want to be or not you will be mine. I will teach you to use your magic so together we will take over the witch’s council. We will rule as it was always meant to be. My grandfather was a king among our kind and soon I will put my family back where they belong. Imagine how strong our children will be once our blood combines in them.”

“Evan, you are insane. Forget these plans you have.” 

Instead of answering, he stepped closer. She took a moment to really look at him. He was an attractive man, but she had never felt drawn to him except in the way a child feels drawn to someone that has always been a part of their life. He was tall, broad shouldered, well muscled, and much older than he looked. His hair was shoulder length and an almost white blond, his eyes were were a purplish blue as if they couldn’t decide what color to be. His lips were full and sensual, but at the moment they were drawn into a hard line making him look cruel and arrogant. Not surprising since he was both of those things. He appeared every inch the evil warrior/sorcerer one might imagine from a book of magic misdeeds.

He had always been kind to members of her family although he had not hung around much. But when he had, he always smiled and gave the children candy. She had no reason to think he was an evil witch except the fact that she was sure he was invading her dreams purposefully. The dream was beyond real, she could even feel his hands touching her. He was wearing a dream stone so it made sense that he had woven his way into her dream. All these years she’d thought of him as a kindly uncle type only to find he was not so nice after all. She could feel his malevolent magic flowing around her.

The man looked like he planned to kiss her as he put his fingers below her chin to tilt it up. He started to lower his lips to hers so she tried to step back. His other arm snaked out grabbing her around the waist to prevent her escape. “I will find you soon.”

“I don’t want any part of you or your plans, I will fight you to the bitter end.”

“You haven’t come into your full powers yet so you have no hope of besting me. I will win, I always win.” Once he said it, he chuckled. How could she ever have thought him kind? He faded out as his laughter echoed in her head. Her eyes popped open. Was it real or was it a dream? In this case it might be both. She had thought these dreams of Evan were harmless dreams brought on by feeling helpless against Damon’s passion, but now she was beginning to think it was not harmless and not a regular dream at all. 

Should she warn Damon or would he even believe her? If she was at home she would discuss it with her twin, Alyssa. She might even speak to her mother. Her mom was on the witch’s council since such powerful witches blood ran through her veins. One of their ancestor’s had begun the council many years ago. A member of their family had always been on the council. Just as a member of Evan’s family had always been as well. 

The witch’s council consisted of twelve of the most powerful witches in the world plus their leader. The leader had always been called a high priest in bygone times, but since Evan had been the leader he had preferred the term master. He said it referred to his being a master witch. Marissa was beginning to see a pattern emerge in his behavior that she hadn’t noticed before. The council was the ultimate and only real authority that witches recognized. There were local groups that dealt with everyday problems and minor disputes, but they had no real authority unless the council gave it to them. Problems within local covens were handled by the coven leader. A standard coven was twelve plus a leader just like the council. There were many covens that weren’t standard and it only took two, or a working pair, to be considered a coven.

Marissa had been raised a witch. She and her twin had accompanied their mother to meetings of all kinds since they had been old enough to walk and talk. Marissa could have, should have been a powerful witch, but she had always been distracted from her lessons. She had never taken her studies seriously before and now it looked like it would cost her dearly. It wasn’t completely her fault, her powers had never manifested themselves completely. Neither her nor her sister had managed to do many of the things ask of them so they had stopped trying. Marissa had often wondered if much of the family powers had just passed them by. Their mom, Evie, was a strong witch. She wasn’t the strongest the family had ever had, but her powers were adequate for the family line. Their other siblings all seemed to be stronger than the twins though not as strong as they should be. Everyone in the family was better witch material than the twins.

A few more days and it would be her birthday. What a hell of a day it would be too. She had thought of going out to get falling down drunk and seriously laid. Damon would probably help her get laid, but she would have to go through her twenty-first birthday sober as a judge. No wild party for her, but maybe Alyssa would manage to have fun. Alyssa would tell her all about it someday if Damon ever let her go. If she thought about it she would just get pissed at Damon. After all what right did he have to kidnap her? All because he wanted to claim her as his mate. He was like some old dude. The wolf had to be thirty. Sure he was ready to settle down, but she wanted to spread her ...wings and fly. Among other things she wanted to do. She wouldn’t even have her family near her to wish her happy birthday. It made her wonder if Damon would allow her some freedom if they mated. Surely he didn’t intend to keep her locked away like this for good.

Damon tried hard not to think of his little witch. When he thought of her, his lips longed to kiss her, his arms ached to hold her, and his eyes looked only in the direction he knew her to be. He was a lovesick fool and knew it. She should have given in as her body always did. Why did she resist making permanent the incredible pleasures that they shared? Now she had placed him in an unenviable position. He could either leave her here in someone else’s care or risk taking her with him. The alpha knew he was just thinking the same old thing over and over. 

Usually he could make a decision quickly. Why was he dragging this out? He wanted her with him, but he was afraid to lose her. It was just that simple. Since he had the silver bracelet that would lock down her magic, but what if she appealed to a male to free her from him? He knew her effect on any male. Part of it was her beauty, part was her heritage as a succubus. It was almost laughable that she had all that power and didn’t know it. Her witch’s magic had become bound with her demon powers. It sometimes happened to hybrids. Maybe it was because she was a twin. He wasn’t really sure why the twins were bound, but their siblings had more powers than they did. A succubus didn’t get their full sexual powers until twenty one. Just a few more days and she would have more power than she probably knew what to do with. He had to mate her before that and he had to convince her that he was the only one for her. If he didn’t manage that, he feared he would lose her forever.

He decided he would have to take her into his confidence and inform her about what was happening to see if he could interpret her reaction in a way that would help him make a decision. Since she was his chosen mate, he might as well get used to confiding in her. Damon didn’t want secrets or dishonesty between them. Finishing answering his emails, he returned those phone calls that he needed to. It was time to go talk to his mate and come to some kind of agreement. The alpha moved down the hall to her door, unlocked it, and entered. She sat in a chair watching TV when he entered. Her eyes immediately went to his as she turned the remote off. Marissa looked at him expectantly almost as if she knew something had happened.

“Marissa, I want us to come to some kind of agreement. I have to investigate a case at Hemple’s pack. He is the alpha around St. Louis. I don’t know if you know about him or not, but he is not a very nice wolf. The guy is well known for his horrible treatment of women and he is hard on his pack in general. We believe he was behind the recent kidnapping of your cousin Mandi, but we can’t prove it. I need you to go with me, but you have to promise not to escape. Two she-wolves were found murdered in the Springfield Missouri pack area, but it was clear that wasn’t where they died and both were members of Hemple’s pack. I don’t want to leave you here. Just agree to behave and you can come with me.”

The dream Evan had sent her had upset her a lot. She needed a change of scenery. Maybe this would get her away from the area of his influence. Dreams were hard to send and the further away the subject was the harder they were to send. Besides she was so tired of this room. “If I agree not to cause you trouble for now, that changes when we get back.” She just had a feeling she would be better off with him. In addition to that, she had doubts that fighting mating with him was the right thing to do. The wolf was a sex god. Damon was the most attractive and sexually satisfying male she had ever been with. Maybe a change of scenery would help her decide what to do about him.

“You’re going to agree?” He looked at her suspiciously. Her agreeing so quickly just didn’t seem right.

“I don’t want to be left behind. I have my reasons.” She wondered once more if she should have told him about her dream and what she suspected. Maybe she would tell him later when she knew more if she was sure she could trust him.

“Make the promise.” He said as he waited to hear her say the words.

“I promise I won’t try to escape until we get back from this trip to Hemple’s pack.”

Damon smiled, he couldn’t help it. She was starting to give in, he was sure of it. He was certain she would keep her promise because it was well known that witches were bound by their word. This little war between them was turning his way. Before long she would agree to be his, he was certain of it.

Marissa watched him as he left to go answer emails, phone calls, and whatever else he might do. He was tall, maybe six and a half feet. Just a bit taller than Mandi’s mate Mac who happened to be his brother. Totally built, he had broad shoulders. His hair was like burnished gold and his eyes a slightly lighter gold. His skin was the color of light leather. At first she thought he was just tan, but he was that color all over. He drew her in as no male had ever done before. It wasn’t just the desire to have sex with him. Her sex drive had always been hard to match. No, with him she saw home and babies. With him, she wanted everything. The problem was everything included love and she wasn’t sure he could ever give her that.

Damon made the arrangements for their trip. They would stay off pack lands. He didn’t want to make a big deal out of it, but he simply didn’t trust Hemple. Normally, he would stay in the guest quarters of whatever pack he was visiting. He would be concerned about leaving Marissa anywhere near Hemple when doing things he couldn’t take her along for. That alpha wasn’t a wolf, he was a dog where females were involved. This was going to be one of those cases that gave him nightmares.

One of the females was a she-wolf. She had a family that was part of the pack, but she lived alone since she had been widowed. Her body was found in the river by the human police. Her family never reported her murder to the wardens even though it was required. One of her friends from the Springfield pack had found out and called to see what was being done about the case. The answer had been nothing since they hadn’t known about it. The second female had been a human mate of one of Hemple’s pack. She had been found on pack land, the Springfield Missouri pack lands, and they had reported her death right away. Both females were attractive and both had refused Hemple. The sad thing was that even though Damon was sure Hemple was responsible, if he got too close to proving it, someone else would take the blame. Hemple’s pack members were terrified of him. He could get one of them to admit to a murder they didn’t commit by threatening their families. It almost seemed like a waste of time to try, but one of these days he hoped to catch him red handed. Until then, he would just do his best hoping that someday would come sooner rather than later.

He went back to Marissa. “I have all the arrangements made. We’ll stay at a nice hotel. I think you’ll enjoy it. You will have to stay alone part of the time, but I’ll take you with me when I can.”

“Okay, I can live with that. Will you tell me a little about the case?” She was really curious. Not just about this case, but about what Damon did. She wanted to learn more about him before she made an irreversible decision.

Damon went over some of the details. Marissa listened carefully then she asked questions. “What makes you think this is Hemple’s doing?”

“This has happened several times before. As soon as we get close to getting enough evidence to arrest Hemple, a male in his pack steps forward and admits he is guilty. I think that he often has his males clean up after he commits a crime. That means it’s hard to show his involvement when they were there and they won’t compromise him.” He didn’t mind telling her about the case, but he would never show her the pictures from the scene. She was sheltered in many ways and he wanted her to stay protected from the evil of his world.

“You sure hate the guy.” She seemed to remember something about the guy.

“Have your cousins, Mandi and Ariel, never mentioned the man?” It surprised him they hadn’t warned her about someone so bad.

“I’m not sure. They haven’t told me about many wolves. I’ve known your world exists, but I haven’t really been a part of it.” She had known even before she met her wolf prince, but she never knew how many there were nor had she met one before that day.

“We have to leave early in the morning and we have an early check in so we can get our room before we go see Hemple. Don’t mention white wolves. I’ll tell him you’re my fiancée. Hopefully he’ll just think you’re human. I don’t want him more interested then he will already be.” That’s hopefully how it would work out.

“Why would he be interested in me?” She didn’t think she was all that special. At least not compared to some of her cousins.

“He tries to sleep with every young attractive female he comes into contact with. If they aren’t interested, he tries to force them or punish them. He’s a sick disgusting old wolf. Why don’t we get ready to sleep now?” She noted his abrupt change of subject. 

Damon was ready to go to bed, but sleep wasn’t really on his mind. He knew he should tell Marissa about her heritage, but he knew it wasn’t going to go over well. Who wants to hear, by the way, Babe, your half succubus and in a few days on your birthday you’ll start to need sex to live? It was an interesting part of Marissa’s and Alyssa’s, her twin’s, background that their father was an incubus and neither they nor their mom, knew it.

You might wonder how it’s possible to have sex with a demon and not know it. An interesting thing about incubi and succubi is they don’t look like your average demon. Those demons just look like extremely attractive, sexually appealing humans. They also are extremely gifted in the act of sex. The whole package makes them irresistible so they can enjoy an unlimited and well fed life. Most of them do have a tendency to be nocturnal, but they can show up anytime, anyplace. Now with their twenty first birthday approaching, some of their succubi tendencies would come out. Before the twins just enjoyed sex more than the average person, now they would need it. Having a mate would be the best way to deal with that need. Damon had to admit he was looking forward to helping Marissa deal with her needs forever.

Alyssa was missing so there was no way to help her, but Marissa was here and needed to know what was happening to her. She would no doubt be angry and probably resentful. Damon just hoped she remembered that none of this was his fault. Surely she wouldn’t be the type to shoot the messenger. Normally he was a brave wolf, but this time he decided to put the truth off as long as he could. He would tell her the night before her birthday. She was much younger than him, but he knew without a doubt she was meant to be his. He hadn’t even been drawn to her twin though they were a lot alike.

Marissa’s twin was just a bit taller. It was only about an inch difference, but he had noticed. They both had those beautiful dark chocolate eyes with a gold ring around their pupil. Alyssa had strawberry blonde hair while Marissa had deep chestnut. Marissa’s figure was just a tad curvier. Those were the obvious physical differences. Mandi had said they had different personalities too. If he’d had more time with them, he would probably have noticed those differences as well. They had more in common than they had differences. Both of them were beautiful, intelligent, and witches. Both had potential as witches that they had ignored in their quest to find the next party. If Marissa had studied her craft more, she might have been able to help him nail Hemple. No use crying over spilled milk. It was what it was.

They prepared for bed and even though he wanted her, he decided just to hold her for the night. He wanted her to understand that it was never just sex when he was with her. It was a deep emotional attachment to her that only a lifetime commitment would ever satisfy. So what if she was half succubus, he was wolf and would have no trouble dealing with her sexual needs. As far as he was concerned it was just one more reason to love her more. She was beautiful, intelligent, likeable, and once she understood what she truly was, she would become a powerful witch like the others in her bloodline. It was clear that her sexual needs had caused her much confusion. Once she knew why she was different, she would be able to adjust to that difference. Meanwhile, they were ready for bed and he would just hold her like she was the most treasured thing in his life because she was.

His intention to just hold her would have worked had she been willing to let him. It was clear when her hands began to stroke him that she wanted more than that. He was male and willing to make those kind of sacrifices for his female, he was actually more than willing. As he pulled her closer to savor her mouth, he kissed her gently gauging her reaction. She moaned protesting his lips leaving hers so he kissed her again, this time running his tongue over her bottom lip before gently sucking it into his mouth. Now he lightly scraped it with his teeth causing her to shiver and moan again. The obvious pleasure she took in his kiss made him deepen it until he plundered her mouth with his tongue coaxing a response from her. She reacted by sucking his tongue deeper into her mouth until he felt a surge of desire rush through his whole body making him press against her. Oh such sweet torment!

She only wore a thin nightie with nothing underneath. His hands moved to the bottom going under it and then moved up her body. He slid it over her head then tossed it aside. His heated gaze ran over her luscious curves committing them to memory. His hands stroked her body feeling her respond. She moaned as her hands began to slide his boxers down unleashing his passion. Claiming her was his greatest desire in life. 

He knew she would submit to him, the only question was how long would she torment him until she gave in? As he kicked off his boxers, her greedy hands stroked him igniting his deepest passion. Damon slid down her body inhaling her rich feminine scent. When he reached his target, he slid his tongue along her tasting her sweet, rich flavor. She moaned and arched against him as her her hands flayed about looking for something to latch on to and finally settling for his hair. She ran her hands through it over and over enjoying the soft feel of his silky strands as they slid through her fingers. His tongue moved faster whipping her into a frenzy until she screamed his name as rapture took her.

Sliding back up her body, he joined with her in one easy stroke. He always felt such incredible pleasure when they came together in this primal way. It was never just sex between them. The intimate act just intensified the deep emotional connection that neither of them could ever deny. Pleasure shot through him building higher and higher until he exploded almost the same time as she did. Exhausted, but sated, they both collapsed into each other’s arms finding the sleep total satisfaction gives.

Morning came too quickly for both of them. A bit sluggish, they woke in need of a brisk shower and a strong cup of coffee before they set off on their trip. Marissa wondered what the trip would bring, but Damon suspected it would be full of danger and complications. He was sure Marissa wouldn’t be in any danger, but that was all he was sure of. They loaded for the trip and took off for what would probably be a six hour trip. This would give them a chance to talk a little.

“You don’t mind taking this trip with me, do you?” Damon asked hoping to get a conversation started. 

Marissa turned to look at him. “No.” She didn’t really feel like talking much this morning.

“Would you like to stop for a bit of breakfast?”

“No, I’ve got some fruit.”

“Are you going to loosen up a little on this trip so you’ll actually talk to me?” He felt frustrated when he thought about driving for hours with no conversation at all.

Marissa smiled. “I’ll work my way up to it.”

“It’s going to be a long trip if we don’t talk a little.” He hoped to cajole her into talking.

“Okay. Tell me about how you became a warden.” She wondered if she could get him to open up.

“My uncle was a warden, but he was killed during an investigation. Since I was old enough to take his place, I did. I had had a stint in the service as an MP so it wasn’t like I was green. We hunted down the rogue that killed him then I just stayed in the position. Mac is actually my younger brother. Leading the pack was never what I wanted. My desire was to be out in the world and not tied down in our little part of it. I’ve had the excitement I craved, but now I’m ready for a more settled life.” What would she think of his choices in life?
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