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  Morgan Trent has searched for the identity of her birth parents for years. Finally discovering who she is brings her both unexpected joy and great danger.


  Ben and Cameron Harvey are cougar shifters, sent to Michigan to neutralize the threat to their new pride mate, Bethany Reed. What they find is their mate, battered and bruised from a kidnapping attempt.


  Evan Harvey is a hardened retired navy seal, he comes to Eminence to train new soldiers for the pride, what he discovers is a mate that he never dreamed he’d be worthy of.


  As Ben, Cameron, and Evan attempt to explain their nature as shifters to their human mate, the enemy follows them to Eminence. The enemy proves so evil that the men ask for help from their former pride in Pine Falls.


  As the threast to both Morgan and Bethany’s lives are fully realized, the entire pride is needed to battle a new enemy with greater strength and numbers.
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Chapter 1


  


  “Come on. Just give it to me,” Morgan said, trying to coax the result she desperately wanted from her computer. "Damn it. Another negative." The words “no results found” flashed before her.


  Morgan put a line through Jackson, Michigan, in her notebook. It was the thirtieth state she had tried in her new search parameters. She'd been sure that hacking into local police departments for social service records would be the answer.


  “Dinner’s ready, Morgan.” Her father’s voice was an irritating interruption. She wished again that she was able to afford a place of her own. “The game can wait. Dinner can’t,” he insisted.


  “I’ll be down later, Dad. I’m in the middle of a battle.” Morgan hated lying to her father, but she preferred he think she was lost in a battle on her League of Legends online game than know what she was really up to.


  Morgan pulled up the sheriff's department welcome page for Lansing, Michigan and set her password generator to work. She'd been working without a break for over twelve hours, and decided that Michigan would be the last state she'd try today. She stretched her arms above her head, and in just a few minutes had administrative access to the whole department.


  "Just as well that I'm honest. If I was a criminal, this town would be in trouble."


  Morgan typed in the relevant dates and physical description before pushing Enter with her fingers crossed. She knew it would probably be another futile attempt, and swore she'd scream if she saw the words “no results found.”


  “One result found” flashed before her on the screen. She blinked several times and rubbed her tired eyes to see if she was mistaken.


  "Oh my God," she breathed. She reverently hit the Enter key again. The document opened, and she slowly read the words on the screen.


  “Finally,” she whispered, barely daring to breathe in case the information she’d been seeking for the last six months disappeared. It was there. The information on her adoption was there in front of her at last.


  She’d been adopted nearly twenty-two years ago, and despite going through the proper channels, she’d never been successful in having the records unsealed. So she’d fallen back on her hacking skills and, just perhaps, she’d struck gold.


  “Sister Vincenza of St Bernard's Church in Lansing, Michigan. I sure hope you're still alive, because I have some questions for you.”


  Morgan loved her adoptive parents. They had been good to her and she’d always felt loved, but she’d also felt incomplete. Like a piece of her was missing. Or broken. Finding out who she really was had become an itch she could never scratch since she’d hit puberty at fifteen.


  She’d placed herself on the mutual consent register at eighteen, but had disappointingly never had a response from her birth parents. Then her adoptive mother had been diagnosed with ovarian cancer and to continue searching for her birth parents had felt like a betrayal. So Morgan had focused instead on loving her mom for every minute she could, until her mom had lost her battle with the disease and passed away six months ago.


  Then Morgan had poured all her feelings of grief into her search. She spent hours each day hacking different databases state by state, and tonight she’d got a hit. She checked the screen again.


  “Right age, right sex, right month, right eye color. This could be me. Why on earth was this buried so deep? Are my parents in witness protection or something?”


  Morgan closed down her programs, being careful to back out through multiple bogus IP addresses. She didn’t know why the records had been sealed, but she didn’t want to put anyone’s life in danger. She felt a small frisson of fear snake down her spine.


  “Am I going to get them killed by trying to find them?” She looked down at her computer, expecting it to answer her. She laughed and ran her fingers through her hair. “I spend too much time playing Call of Duty.”


  After booking her ticket on the first bus leaving the next morning, she packed an overnight bag and looked in her wallet. She had a few hundred dollars in cash and had a few thousand in the bank.


  Taking a year off university to spend time with her mother before she’d died had meant Morgan had not yet completed her degree in Web design. She did, however, know enough to earn a bit of money in the field. She did good work and her reputation had grown, bringing in more and more work through word of mouth.


  “Dad.” Morgan stretched as she finally rose from her chair and then went downstairs in search of her father. “I need to speak to you.”


  She hated to hurt her father, and going off searching for her birth parents was going to cause him pain, no matter how supportive he’d always been of her. But this was something she needed to do. She just felt it was important.


  It was a long bus trip from Charlottesville to Lansing, but she had her laptop and her iPod for company. She also had the hope of finally getting some answers. She tried to tamp down her growing excitement, knowing that it could well turn out that it had been another baby instead of her. But she had a feeling that this was it. This was the break she’d been searching for.


  


  Chapter 2


  


  “Do the course again,” Samson said softly. He glared at the assembled group of dirty, sweaty men. “If you can’t do it in under twenty minutes, then you may as well all go home.”


  Ben drank the last of the water from the bottle he’d grabbed and tossed it in the bin as he watched their commander walk away to lean against a nearby tree. Samson was shaking his head and swearing under his breath. They were all shifters. They heard what he was calling them.


  “Last week he was praising us for doing the course in under thirty minutes,” Cameron said. “We came in at twenty-one minutes this time. Fuck it.”


  Ben looked at his brother and smiled. “Yeah, and now we need to come in under twenty. Do you know how fast Samson does it?”


  Cameron regarded him with his cool green eyes. Cameron seemed fully aware that he wasn’t going to like the answer to the question.


  “Don’t tell me. It’ll just make me want to kill myself. Give me five minutes and we’ll go again.” He lay down on his back in the mud and closed his eyes.


  “Sure,” Ben said with a chuckle. He sat down on a rock and looked at the assembled group of shifters.


  The other seven men had all been born in Eminence but had left at some point to follow their individual career paths. They had all volunteered to return home when the Alpha had put out the call that the pride needed to train new soldiers. Ben and Cameron had been recruited by Samson when he’d been in their hometown of Pine Falls, twelve weeks ago.


  Ben couldn’t believe that he and his brother had been excited about the chance to train with Samson. “We had cushy jobs as deputy sheriffs, but were damn quick to sign up for this special brand of torture.”


  “We were idiots,” Cameron said, not opening his eyes. “The man lives up to his nickname. He is a fucking machine. No human can do the things he does.”


  “Come on,” Tanner Willis said. “If we don’t do it this time he’ll have us run it all night.”


  Ben watched all the muddy and tired men rise to their feet and head to the start of the obstacle course. He reached out a hand to Cameron, yanking him to his feet once his brother grasped his arm.


  “Bet I can do it a full minute faster than you,” Ben said. He smirked at his brother and pushed him toward the rest of the group.


  “In your dreams, Benny boy,” Cameron said. They all stretched out their muscles and waited for Samson to blow his whistle. Not one of them wanted to do this fifty-mile course again today. Not one of them wanted to disappoint their commander. Samson was honing their naturally fast and strong shifter bodies into something extraordinary. They’d all make it in under twenty minutes this time.


  Ben was the last one over the line, having stopped to help Asher Pollock out of the pit he’d fallen into. Ben looked at his watch as soon as he reached the finish. Eighteen and a half minutes.


  “Thank fuck for that,” he said, gulping down air as he struggled for breath.


  “Thanks for pulling my dumb ass out of that pit,” Asher said. “When the hell did Samson dig that?”


  “While you ladies were all sleeping,” Samson said. He was smiling broadly, obviously thrilled that he’d caught one of them in his trap. Ben didn’t know how he managed to make changes to the course every couple of days. He could only assume that Samson never slept.


  “Ben and Cameron, I have a surprise for you,” Samson said. He tipped his head toward the bunk house.


  “Oh no. I may not survive a surprise,” Cameron said.


  Cameron walked just as swiftly to the bunk house as Samson. He wasn’t nearly as worn out as he was pretending to be. As they rounded the corner, Ben saw the man standing at the foot of the stairs and ran to embrace him.


  “Evan, when the hell did you get back?” His big brother looked tired, but he was here, and he was alive. Ben released him to let Cameron hug him.


  “Just got out two weeks ago,” Evan said. “I’ve been home to see the folks and now Samson has asked me to come down and join in the fun.”


  “Right, fun,” Cameron said. He tried to glare at Samson, but it turned into a smile. They all really liked the commander, and they’d been loving the training.


  “Shit. You two look so different,” Evan said. He looked them both up and down. “You both look to have gained about forty pounds of muscle. I may have to use both hands to beat you in a fight now.”


  Ben looked at Evan and then at Cameron. He was right. Cameron was no longer slim and lean. He resembled Evan now, not as tall, but just as thickly muscled. “Can we take Evan into town for a beer, Samson?”


  “Sure, but he’s taking you all out for sniper training at 0600 hours, so don’t drink too much.”


  The whole group groaned, but none of them meant it. They loved all the weapons training.


  Ben pretty much loved all of it. Close combat, unarmed combat, stealth and observation. What Samson had been teaching them went far beyond the scope of what they’d learned as deputy sheriffs. Being a cat shifter, Ben had thought he had speed and stealth as an innate gift. Samson had shown them how much better they could all be.


  After a quick shower they all went into town to the newly opened club, The Mountain Air. Two of the other trainees, Wes and Troy Pollock, were the owners. The twins had made a fortune in computer software design and had refused to drive thirty minutes to nearby Grand Springs to drink. Their solution was to renovate an old abandoned building off Main Street and open their own club.


  “The place looks fantastic, Wes,” Ben said. “Your contractors did good work.”


  “With beer as the incentive, are you surprised?” Wes said. He and Troy left them to go and speak to their bar manager, a human male who had been poached from the rival bar, Rory’s, in Grand Springs.


  “So you’re out for good?” Ben asked as Cameron brought their beers to the table. The club was busy, with most of the tables filled.


  “Yep. I’m not a SEAL anymore,” Evan said. “I’ve been at it for fifteen years, and people were starting to notice I hadn’t aged. Plus, I was ready for a change. I’ve had enough of war.” Ben could see the weight of those fifteen years in Evan’s eyes. “I also heard about the mates.”


  “There have been a few of those over the last six months,” Cameron said. Ben saw the wistful look on Evan’s face.


  “Are you thinking of going to look for your mate?” Ben asked. Evan was only fifty-seven, and had previously shown no interest in settling down.


  “I wasn’t until I saw our folks. The mates sound like they’ve really changed the whole town. For the better, too.” Evan said. Ben and Cameron looked into their beers and nodded. Aiden, Kaitlyn, Meg, Abbie, and Brody were all special people with some unusual attributes, and they’d brought a wealth of happiness to their mates in Pine Falls.


  “Vampires and demons,” Ben said. “Who would have guessed?”


  “To be honest, I was a little envious of them,” Cameron said.


  “You never said anything.” Ben and Evan both looked at Cameron. He held his hands up in surrender.


  “Caleb and his brothers, Sean, Brayden, and even the feral twins, they were different once they’d met their mates. They have a special bond.” Cameron took a deep breath and released it with a sigh. “I want that one day.”


  Ben and Evan both clinked glasses with Cameron. Ben hadn’t said anything to Cameron or his parents, but he’d been glad to get away from Pine Falls. He knew exactly what Cameron meant. He felt empty inside when he was around the mated couples. His cat knew it was missing its soul mate and it wasn’t at all happy. Neither was Ben.


  When he was exhausted from Samson’s training he no longer felt that missing piece as keenly. He told himself he was making himself into a better mate. When he found his mate, he wanted to be able to keep her safe from any threat.


  The last six months had given them a glimpse of the evil the world held and he wanted to be prepared for anything. Once he found her, nothing was ever going to hurt her.


  Chapter 3


  


  Morgan could hardly contain her excitement as she waited in the front pew of the small Catholic Church. She’d discovered that Sister Vincenza was indeed still alive and, amazingly, still came to St Bernard's each morning to arrange fresh flowers. She was ninety-three years old and continued to arrive at five in the morning. Morgan covered her mouth as she yawned.


  She’d arrived at the motel in Lansing late the evening before and had only gotten a few hours’ sleep. She’d called the church en route and been thrilled to hear that the Sister was still here.


  She could have waited until the following day and enjoyed a sleep-in, but she was full of nervous tension. She felt sure she was close to finding out who she really was. Close to perhaps discovering who her birth mother was. Then maybe she’d no longer feel that emptiness inside her.


  Hearing footsteps, she rose and turned toward the back of the church. Seeing the elderly woman with her arms filled with flowers, Morgan rushed down the aisle to help her.


  “Here, let me hold some of these for you.”


  “Thank you, young lady,” the Sister said. She released some of the bouquets to Morgan and continued her trek to the front of the church. “Are you the woman who has come to see me? You’re here very early. It must be important.”


  Sister Vincenza put her flowers down on the altar and turned to look Morgan up and down, a small frown creasing her lined brow.


  “It’s very important to me,” Morgan said. She put her flowers next to the Sister’s and wiped her sweaty palms over her jeans. This might be monumental to Morgan. A life-changing moment.


  “Well, we’d better sit then. Come.” The Sister was tall, with a straight spine and a sharp gaze. Morgan was thrilled. It all pointed to her not being affected by dementia or the forgetfulness of old age.


  “Thank you for agreeing to meet with me, Sister,” Morgan said. She sat and turned her body to face the old nun. The Sister was still gazing at her, her brows now even more deeply furrowed.


  “I understand you’ve come a long way. Why don’t you tell me why this is so important to you?”


  “My name is Morgan Trent. I was adopted at eight months of age and am searching for information pertaining to my birth parents. I came across some information that said you placed a six-month-old baby into the welfare system twenty-two years ago. The age, sex, and eye color are a match for mine. I was hoping it may have been me.”


  Sister Vincenza stood and straightened her habit. She ran her hands over the fabric, smoothing it even though it showed no creases. “I’m afraid I can be of no help to you, young lady.” She walked to the altar and began undoing the ties on the bouquets.


  “Because it wasn’t you, or because you don’t remember?” Morgan asked softly. She was deflating rapidly. Feeling crushed. She hadn’t realized until this moment just how much hope she’d put into this being the breakthrough she’d needed.


  “Because I made a promise and I won’t break it.” The Sister didn’t turn to look at her, just continued her work.


  Morgan surged to her feet and ran to her side. She did remember. “Please, I need to find my birth mother. I have this … this part of me that needs to know who she was. Why she left me. Who I am.”


  Sister Vincenza put down the flowers and cupped Morgan’s cheek with her cool, rough hand. Morgan was a good ten inches shorter than the older woman and felt very much like a small child as the woman stared into her eyes.


  “You told me who you were. You’re Morgan Trent. Weren’t your adoptive parents good to you?”


  “They were, they are, amazing. My mother died six months ago. Despite the love shown to me I’ve always felt that I had something, some secret, buried deep inside of me and it’s waiting to be set free.”


  “That’s a child’s dream, a flight of fancy. Not the sort of thing you should cling to now that you’re a grown woman.”


  Morgan felt herself getting angry and frustrated. Her eyes burned with unshed tears, and she dashed a hand across her face to make sure none had spilled out. This woman was refusing to help her. Even though the sister had made a promise, if Morgan was the baby in question then she felt that she deserved to know.


  “Look, I don’t even know if I’m the baby we’re discussing. If I am, then I think I deserve to know all I can about my mother, and if I’m not, then the information will go no further. I promise. I have no wish to hurt anyone. I just want to know about my parents.”


  Sister Vincenza gasped and pulled her hand away from Morgan’s cheek. She was shaking her head and muttering what sounded like a prayer under her breath.


  “I thought it was you. You look very much like her, but I wasn’t sure until I saw your eyes.”


  Morgan was confused. “My eyes?” She reached up and wiped away the tears that were now running down her face.


  “They are glowing, just like hers did. You are the baby I held in my arms that night. You and your sister were so tiny, so cold and hungry. I will never forget the way it broke your mothers heart to leave you both with me.”


  Morgan’s head swam and she felt her knees begin to buckle as the Sister pushed her back onto the pew.


  “I have a sister? Well, shit and damn. I have a sister.”


  


  Chapter 4


  


  “Fuck no. Not now,” Michael said. He pinged the IP address and started another search. His fingers tapped on his desk as he waited impatiently for the result. “A cyber cafe, great.”


  He stood and ran down the hall in search of his brothers. He couldn’t believe a threat had surfaced now, not when Bethany could give birth any day. Samson was going to be beyond pissed.


  “Samson, Jason, where the fuck are you?” Michael skidded to a stop as his gorgeous mate stepped into the hallway directly in his path.


  “Michael.” Bethany laughed as he swept her into his arms instead of bowling her over. “What are you yelling about?”


  “I don’t want to tell you just yet,” Michael said. Their bond as mates made it impossible to lie to her, but he wasn’t lying. He wanted to talk to his brothers before he worried Bethany with this.


  “Is this another I-can’t-tell-Bethany-because-she’s-pregnant issue?” Bethany pursed her lips, her laughter evaporating. “I’m pregnant but I refuse to believe I’ve become fragile.”


  “After everything you’ve survived I would never make the mistake of considering you fragile, darlin’.” Michael kissed Bethany tenderly and walked with her into their kitchen. “I just need to speak to Jason and Samson first.”


  “You stink of fear and anger, Michael,” Bethany said. She pushed against his chest until he reluctantly set her on her feet.


  “This”—she rubbed her distended belly tenderly—“is my cub, too. Don’t you think I deserve to know if something is threatening him or her?”


  Michael had always thought Bethany to be the most beautiful woman alive, but now that she was pregnant with their child she looked like a goddess. Her white-blonde hair was longer than when they’d first found her in Tijuana. It now fell in soft waves to her shoulders, thick and lustrous. Her dusty-blue eyes were shining soft lavender now that her anger had roused her latent inner cat.


  She was a small woman, standing just over five feet tall with a slight build, except for the bulge of their growing cub.


  “I love it when you wear these tight tops and pants,” Michael said. He rubbed his hand over the other side of her belly, and smiled as his cub kicked and squirmed inside. “I love seeing how big our baby has grown.”


  “I’m not going to be distracted, Michael.” But she wrapped her arms around his waist, and sighed against his chest. “I’m so big I can barely hug you now.” He heard the pout in her voice and smiled, despite his fear and anger over her safety.


  “You win,” he said. “We’ll tell them together. Come on.”


  He was a sap when it came to his mate. He’d give her anything, and he didn’t care how whipped that might make him seem. He loved her. She needed to be told anyway. He had just hoped to vent his rage a little with his brothers before he told Bethany what had happened.


  “Jason is in his office,” Bethany said. She took his hand and they walked together to find Jason. “Samson is outside, I think. Do you want me to call him?”


  Michael didn’t know what she meant. She wasn’t carrying her phone. “Call him?”


  She smiled and patted his arm. “Samson. I need you,” she said, her voice no louder than normal. Michael didn’t hear or feel anything, but Samson was suddenly there beside Bethany. He picked her up and hugged her to his massive frame.


  “You’re squashing the baby, Samson,” Jason said. Michael hadn’t heard him come out of his office. His brothers were both huge, bigger than him by several inches, but they moved with complete silence when they wanted to.


  “Am not,” Samson said. He kissed Bethany before placing her back on her feet. “What is it, kitten? Are you in labor?” He placed his hand on the top of her stomach and frowned as he felt for a contraction.


  “It was me that needed to speak to you both,” Michael said. “The electronic alerts I set up have been activated. Someone is searching for Bethany.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Cameron stood panting as he watched the rest of the team scale the climbing wall in the huge barn next to their bunk house. The barn had been turned into a training complex with rope climbs, weights, and a basketball court. Samson had run out about twenty minutes ago and they had all undertaken a friendly wager to see who could scale the difficult wall in the shortest time.


  “Asher is going to win again,” Barrett said.


  “And he’ll still look as cool as if he’d just stepped out of a courtroom,” Cameron added.


  Asher Pollock had come home to the pride following a successful career as a defense attorney. No matter how grueling the day’s or night’s training was, Asher somehow managed to stay looking clean, neat, and unruffled.


  “He is one tough bastard, though. He’s faster, stronger, and more deadly than any of us Pollocks,” Barrett said.


  Cameron had to agree. Of the four Pollock brothers, the eldest, Asher, was the only one of the trainees who could match Samson in strength and guile. So far. Cameron wanted to make a place for himself in Finn’s pride. He wanted to be made an enforcer.


  “Don’t go telling him that,” Wes Pollock said.


  “Or there’ll be no living with the cocky bastard,” Troy finished. The two youngest of the Pollock brothers were identical twins, their bond so strong that they could communicate telepathically even when not in their shifted form.


  “He just beat Nash’s time by three seconds,” Ben said. “And I think he stopped at the top for a manicure.” They all laughed as Asher sauntered over.


  “You just have to let your inner cat take over,” he said, his tone absent of even an ounce of boastfulness. “It’s there to help you. You don’t need to be shifted to gain its assistance.” Cameron slapped him on the back. Asher was dressed only in shorts, as they all were, and Cameron was surprised to feel no sweat on Asher’s back. The rest of them were dripping wet. He really did seem to be onto something.


  Samson walked into the bunker, his stride determined and his face set in rigid lines of undisguised anger.


  “I need to send two of you out on a mission. To say it’s important would be an understatement.” Samson pinched the bridge of his nose and took a couple of deep breaths. The fact that Samson was showing any emotion at all had the hairs rising on the back of Cameron’s neck.


  “I’m sending Ben and Cam because their status in the sheriff’s department both here and in Pine Falls may help them on this. But I have a feeling we’re all in for a shitstorm and it’s coming fast.”


  “Anything we can do, Samson?” Asher asked.


  Samson nodded as his eyes glowed bright amber. “You can kill anyone who comes here looking to harm my mate.”


  “Done,” Asher said without pause.


  “Last year Michael set up some sort of computer alert that would notify him if anyone searched online for Bethany.” He gestured to Troy and Wes, who nodded.


  “Her name, age,” Wes said.


  “Hair color, work and medical history. We know the type you mean. Keywords plus modifiers,” Troy added.


  “Whatever. Until today it’s been quiet. Someone has started searching in Michigan. Lansing, to be specific, and Michael says he’s good. He’s using an Internet café and still bounced his location through several proxy servers. It took Michael a while to find him.”


  “Any security cameras in the café?” Troy asked. Samson shook his head.


  “We can get Ben and Cameron to Lansing within three hours,” Wes said. “Do you want one of us to take them or shall I notify our pilot?”


  “Get the pilot,” Samson said. “I want you two here in case the bastard has already sent people to Eminence. Jason is talking to Finn as we speak. Ben, Cam, we leave in five for the airfield.”


  Cameron was on his brother’s heels as they ran to their quarters to get changed. Wes and Troy Pollock had brought their company jet with them, building a hangar and airfield just north of town to house it.


  “I want to say be careful,” Evan said, “but I don’t want to sound like our mom.”


  “You do look a lot like her, especially around the hips,” Ben said.


  “See you when you get back.”


  Evan left them to get dressed. It felt strange having him here with them. He’d been away for a long time, but it would be good to get to know him again.


  Dressed in jeans and polo shirts, they were waiting for Samson at his truck when he arrived. It was hot, with rain clouds building ominously on the horizon. The air was thick with humidity.


  Once at the stairs to the plane, Samson handed them each a cell phone. “It has the Alpha’s and all of our numbers programmed in. Michael says they’re secure. I want hourly updates.”


  Cameron nodded and they each shook Samson’s hand as they climbed into the jet. The engines started and they secured the door before taking their seats.


  “It’s killing him not to be taking this mission himself,” Ben said. He watched out the small window as Samson’s truck disappeared.


  “He won’t regret sending us,” Cameron said. He hadn’t spoken to Ben yet about staying permanently in Eminence. The topic had just never come up.


  “We’ll make great enforcers, Cam.” Ben smiled at him and closed his eyes as he reclined the seat. They should sleep for the trip. Who knew what they’d find in Lansing? Cameron followed his brother’s example and tried to rest. He could feel the gun pressing into the center of his back and the knife snug against his foot inside his combat boot. They were prepared for all eventualities and would make Bethany safe.


  


  * * * *


  


  Morgan felt like screaming. She’d spent hours hunched over this same keyboard and was no closer to finding her sister. She kept hitting the same block no matter which of her hacking tools she used. Either her sister was long dead, or she had someone very clever hiding her.


  Morgan leaned back in the cheap plastic chair and looked around the deserted cyber café. She felt a tingle of unease slide down her spine. It had been busy earlier, and she’d felt more comfortable when it had been filled with the sounds of fingers tapping on keyboards. Looking over the top of the monitor and through the café’s dirty front windows, she saw it was growing dark outside.


  A glance at the time on the monitor told her it was only three in the afternoon. A storm was coming. “Poetic.”


  She pulled a hankie out of her jeans pocket and wiped at her eyes. Once Sister Vincenza had decided Morgan was indeed the baby she’d held in her arms over twenty years ago, she’d told her everything that had occurred that night. It was a tragic story and the information provided had enabled Morgan to find her mother.


  She rose and stretched her back. She’d arrived at the cyber café at seven that morning, bringing with her a large coffee, and she hadn’t moved all day. The young guy who’d signed her in was nowhere to be seen. She began to feel uneasy again.


  Stuffing the hankie back into her pocket, she followed her instincts and headed for the door.


  “Morganya Petrov?” said a heavily accented voice from behind her. She didn’t stop walking, just put her head down and focused on the door.


  “I know it’s you. You can’t hide your scent from me.”


  The door in front of Morgan opened and the doorway was filled by the tallest and widest person Morgan had ever seen. At five-foot-two, Morgan was used to most people being taller than her, but this man could be a circus freak.


  “Excuse me,” she said, stepping to the side to let the man enter the shop. He stayed in the doorway and tilted his head back, breathing deeply.


  “Definitely feline. Do you think it’s her?” The man looked over her head, his comment clearly meant for the man who had come into the store from the rear. Morgan had only one escape route now.


  “Do you see anyone else here? Bring her. Artur is waiting for us to contact him.”


  Morgan ran for the windows at the front of the store. She closed her eyes and put her arms over her face. I hope I don’t cut my damn throat on the glass.


  She made it only a few steps before iron bands clamped around her wrists. Her wrists felt like the bones were crumbling to dust as the giant in front of her dragged her against his stomach. He spun around and she was suddenly thrown backward out the doorway.


  “Politsiya,” was all Morgan heard before her head hit the sidewalk and her world went dark.


  Chapter 5


  


  Ben and Cameron took a cab from the airstrip and were approaching the cyber café some twenty minutes after landing. As the cab pulled to a stop in heavy traffic, the driver turned and pointed ahead.


  “There’s been some sort of an accident. Police cars are blocking the road. It’s going to be quicker if you walk.”


  Ben paid the driver and joined Cameron on the sidewalk. Cameron nodded to an alley leading away from the road block and Ben followed him between the buildings. It was just starting to rain and the drops fell heavily in the thick, humid air.


  “Can you see the cyber café?” Cameron asked as they exited the alley on the street they’d been heading for. Looking at the storefronts, Ben found the numbers and gestured back toward the way they’d come. More police cars blocked the street. One police car moved to let an ambulance pass, its sirens blaring as it took off in the opposite direction.


  “I have a bad feeling about this,” Ben said. He reached for his badge as he approached a young uniformed police officer.


  “Wait,” Cameron said. His voice sounded garbled and strained. Ben turned and roughly pushed Cameron back into the alley. His brother’s eyes were glowing amber and his canines had descended to pierce his bottom lip. Blood ran down Cameron’s chin and also from his fingertips where his claws now protruded.


  “Fuck, Cam. What the—”


  Then Ben smelled it. Sweet, rich, and alluring. The smell as decadent as chocolate and just as addicting. Blood. Not just any blood. His mate’s life blood had been spilled somewhere close. She was hurt and he had failed to stop it from happening.


  Ben held onto his cat with all of his will power. It snarled and roared. Hissing in anger to be allowed free, but Ben held tight to his control.


  “Soon. We’ll have her soon, but not if we lose control.” Ben spoke the words out loud, trying to soothe both his cat and Cameron’s.


  “I can scent more than one person’s blood,” Cameron said. His eyes blinked back to their human green. “This many police cars means someone has died. Our mate may have died before we fucking met her.”


  Ben wasn’t as good with scent trails as his brother, but his hearing was better. He held his finger to his lips and listened to the radio chatter and conversations amongst the police personnel at the scene.


  “Two fatalities. Both men. An injured woman was just taken to McLaren-Greater Lansing Hospital. Fuck it. We saw them drive off with her.”


  “We can’t go after her until we find out what happened here. Samson will need to know,” Cameron said. He wiped the blood from his face with the back of his hand and shook his hands. “Ready?”


  Ben nodded, not trusting himself to speak. If he spoke he would tell Cam that he wasn’t ready. That he wanted to shift and run to that hospital and confirm that it was his mate in that ambulance.


  “It may not have been her, Ben.”


  Ben raised his eyebrow in question at his brother. They both knew she’d been hurt and that they’d just missed being there to help her. Save her. Hold her.


  Ben walked stiffly out of the alley and focused his glare on the young officer. “Sheriff Harvey from Eminence, Colorado. We’ve tracked a suspect to this very cyber café. What’s going on?” He held out his badge and saw Cameron do the same.


  The officer paled even further and stepped aside to let them past. “Lieutenant Wilkins is the tall man in the suit, he’s in charge.”


  Ben nodded and walked toward the man in the suit. He heard Cameron’s growl begin as they approached a large pool of blood on the sidewalk. A bloodstained women’s blouse lay at the lieutenant’s feet. The scent of his mate’s blood was surrounding Ben in a haze. The rain was making the bloodstains spread and run in streams toward the gutter. Ben reined in his cat’s rage, reined in his own rage. He put his hand on Cameron’s arm and squeezed hard to stop him growling.


  “Lieutenant Wilkins, my name is Deputy Ben Harvey. This is my brother, Cameron. We’ve followed a person of interest to this cyber café. Can we ask what happened here?”


  Ben barely contained his cat as the officer told him of the murders. Two young men had had their throats cut. Apparently, a young woman had come out of the restroom at the back of the café and witnessed the entire event. The woman had then sneaked out the back door and called the police. The police had arrived just as the murderer was abducting one of the café’s other customers. She’d been injured in the attempted abduction and taken to hospital under guard.


  Ben and Cameron both contained their rage as they thanked the Lieutenant and went to hail a cab. “Our mate’s in danger, but at least she wasn’t the murderer,” Cameron said. “I was worried for a second there.”


  Ben nodded as they climbed into a taxi. “I know. Thank fuck for that.” Although Ben knew without a shadow of a doubt that he’d still want her. He would have lived on a deserted island with her if she’d needed isolating from society, but she’d be with him forever now. Of that there was no choice—she was his, and his possession of her had been set the moment he’d inhaled her scent.


  Ben called Samson as Cameron gave directions to the driver. Samson had been right. A shitstorm was indeed coming to Eminence, and it was of epic proportions. Not only was someone looking for Bethany, but someone was also after his mate. Whoever this nameless enemy was, they were in for a disappointment, because they weren’t going to get her. Ben and Cameron, as well as the entire pride in Eminence, were going to be protecting her from now on. Then there was Evan. She might be his mate as well.


  


  * * * *


  


  Artur Petrov had a stranglehold on his cat, and it was still threatening to break out. “You just let her go?” he asked, incredulously. “You actually had her in your hands, Yefim, yet you let her go because of the politsiya?”


  “Artur—”


  “Stop now. I land in a few hours and I expect to be taken directly to my daughter.” He disconnected the call in disgust. These men were supposed to be the best. They were, in fact, useless.


  “Ignaty, I want you to kill Yefim as soon as he takes us to Morganya. He is no longer who I need as my Beta.”


  “Yes, Alpha.”


  Artur had imagined he would have one of his daughters in his grasp when he landed in Michigan. His cat wanted to kill his newly assigned Beta just to assuage his rage. Twenty-one years was long enough for a man to wait. He was an old cat and had learned patience, but this situation would surely stretch the limits of even a saint’s patience, and Artur Petrov was no saint.


  He needed to get his daughters back. Abramov wanted his prize. The girls were now of childbearing age and Abramov was no longer willing to wait. To have come so close only to fail was almost beyond bearing.


  “Derr`mo,” Artur cursed.


  


  * * * *


  


  Samson strode into Michael’s office. He’d just heard from the Harveys, and he was not in a good mood. “The cyber café is now a murder scene,” he said, his cat making his voice vibrate with its growl.


  “I’m getting the news feeds now,” Michael said. “Where’s Bethany?”


  “She’s upstairs with Jason. I’ve told her that from now on she’s not to go anywhere unless she has one of us with her.”


  Michael raised his eyebrows and grimaced. “I bet that went down like a lead balloon.”


  “Our mate is not thrilled with me right now, but I will make certain she’s safe.” Samson couldn’t conceive of letting Bethany or their cub be harmed in any way. It was just too horrible a thought to consider.


  “I finally broke through his encryption and got a screen dump of everything that asshole looked at in that cyber café.” Michael rubbed at his eyes with the back of his hand. “He was good at hiding, but not great.”


  “And you are?”


  “I was highly motivated, seeing as it directly involved the love of my life and our child.” Michael’s smile was fierce and deadly. “Whatever information he had seems to have led him to the identity of Bethany’s parents.”


  “What? How the fuck did they find that? You’ve been searching for over a year for that information.” Samson sat down heavily on the edge of Michael’s desk. “How certain are you that this is her parents?”


  Michael rubbed his eyes again as he considered. “I’d need to talk to the fucker doing the searching, but everything seems to match up with what little we already knew of Bethany’s past.”


  “Shit. Do we tell her?”


  Michael shook his head. “It’s not good news. If the bastard’s information is correct, and we can only validate that once we find out where he got the mother’s name from, then Bethany’s mother died three days after Bethany was placed with social services.”


  “Fuck.” Samson hesitated. He just knew the answer to his next question was going to be bad. “How did she die?”


  “She had her throat slit and was thrown into a Dumpster outside of a greasy spoon in Grand Rapids. Her name was Marina Petrov. Her husband is a Russian mobster. He’s still alive and active in Russia. I’m still searching through his portfolio. It’s extensive, everything from casinos to illegal cage fighting.”


  “Anyone charged with the woman’s murder?” Samson knew the answer to this, too. If it was a mob hit then it would have remained unsolved. Michael just shook his head as he leaned forward and started tapping at his keyboard again.


  “We wait then. See what the Harveys can find out from the injured witness in Lansing. Did I mention that the witness seems to be their mate?”


  Michael sat back from his keyboard again. “No shit? Both of them?” Samson nodded and felt genuine happiness for Ben and Cameron. A mate was a wonderful gift and finding her was life altering. “Have they told Evan?”


  “I advised Ben to wait until they got to the hospital and could tell Evan about her condition.”


  “Are you sending him down there?”


  “No. I imagine Ben and Cam are going to bring their mate home as soon as she’s medically stable. She possibly witnessed two murders. She’s going to need the pride to protect her. I’ll send Asher and Barrett down to Lansing as soon as they get back here. They can continue the hunt for the bastard tracking Bethany.”


  “If this is Artur Petrov’s doing, then we’re going to need to alert Cooper. Petrov is major trouble.”


  “No one will get near our mate,” Samson said. “We can’t lose her.”


  Samson left Michael to his work and went for a run. He’d run to the Alpha’s home and notify him personally of what they knew so far. The rain had passed and the afternoon was balmy as he relaxed and let his cat run off its anger and worry. I’ll kill anyone I deem a threat to my mate and cub. Even Bethany’s own father.


  Chapter 6


  


  Cameron picked up the scent of his mate as soon as they entered the emergency room. Her sweet scent was easily discernible to him, even over the cloying aromas of disinfectant, disease, and blood that permeated the hospital.


  “She’s this way,” Cameron said. He stalked past curtained examination bays and stopped outside the one that held his mate. Her alleged police escort was nowhere to be seen, and Cameron had to suppress his cat's rage at her being left unprotected.


  He looked at his brother and pointed at the closed curtains. He was a cat, and all his senses were heightened. He could hear the rapid beat of his mate’s heart and the small pants of her breathing. Over her delicious natural scent he also smelled her fear and pain. She was feeling a great deal of both.


  She was also a cat. Her unique signature was identifiable only as feline, but not what breed. Not that he cared. She was his. His body’s aroused response to his mate was inappropriate at this time, but instinctual.


  Despite her fear and pain she would feel equally aroused as soon as she scented him and Ben. She would be drawn to them, be comforted by them. The mating bond amongst their kind made certain they recognized their mate and were then incapable of walking away from them. God bless the mating bond.


  “She’s alone,” Ben whispered. “What are we waiting for?”


  “Just savoring her delicious scent, and waiting for my erection to go down,” Cameron said, his voice below a whisper. He wouldn’t frighten his mate. She would be terrified enough after witnessing two murders and nearly being abducted.


  “Excuse me, miss,” Ben said. “My name is Deputy Ben Harvey. My brother Cameron and I need to ask you some questions.” They were met with silence but Cameron heard her heart rate increase further as she held her breath.


  Cameron searched for the gap in the curtain and slipped inside with Ben following on his heels. He gasped at the sight before him. He claimed the woman before him with his gaze. He catalogued each bruise and cut that marred the beauty of the young woman sitting on the hospital cot. His mate.


  “I’ll kill whoever did that to you.”


  Ben cleared his throat as their mate’s eyes grew wider and she stared directly at Cameron. Did she expect anything less from her mate?


  “I’m Ben. This is Cameron. We’re so sorry you’ve been hurt. May we come closer?”


  “You said you’re policemen, so you can probably do anything you want.” Her voice was soft but firm. The acrid scent of fear filled the space between them, and Cameron’s cat wanted to snarl its anger. “Do you have some sort of identification?”


  Cameron snapped his gaping mouth closed as he looked at Ben and reached for his badge. She wasn’t responding to them as a mate should. As she looked at both of their badges, she remained scared and was even becoming a little angry. He could clearly smell the mating musk in the confined space of the cubicle. His and Ben’s, not hers.


  “We haven’t been told your name yet, miss,” Cameron said. He stepped closer to the woman, testing the air with a deep breath. Definitely mate. Definitely cat. This vision of beauty was his, but she had no idea of it. She was responding exactly as a human would. All that they’d learned in Eminence of human mates told him this as a certainty.


  “That’s because I haven’t told anyone my name. I was unconscious until sixty seconds ago. What did that giant ape want with me?” She looked down at her bandaged arms and winced as she flexed her fingers. “I'm sorry. I’m in a lot of pain.”


  Cameron’s gut clenched as she winced and slumped back against the pillows. She was a small woman. Her heart-shaped face was fine boned, and her skin was pale. She had sky-blue eyes with thick dark lashes. Her platinum blonde hair was long, thick, and wavy. She was stunning.


  Ben walked to the side of the cot and took one of her bandaged hands in his. “Did he do this to you?” Cameron couldn’t stop the pull. He needed to touch her.


  He walked to her other side and gently picked up her other hand. He was zapped with a pulse of electricity as their skin connected. Both of them gasped, but neither of them pulled their hands away. She looked up at him, her expression confused as she turned her head to look at his brother. When she swung her gaze back to him, a low growl rumbled up from his chest.


  Her eyes. They were shining dimly in the bright light of the emergency bay, but they were illuminated nonetheless. The shade of lavender they had changed to was so beautiful and so unique that he’d only seen it once before on another shifter. He’d witnessed it when Bethany had been angry at Samson for carrying her from the house to their truck.


  Whoever this woman was, she was related to Bethany. Now that he looked closely at her, he could see the resemblance clearly. It was there in the shape of her face and eyes. Even her hair color was the same. Which meant both mates were probably in a great deal of danger.


  He looked at Ben and wished they could communicate telepathically when still human, like Wes and Troy Pollock could. Ben nodded at him. It seemed that they understood each other well enough.


  Cameron tried to keep his tone light, but his protective instincts were making his cat wild. “What’s your name, honey?”


  


  * * * *


  


  Morgan just stared at the man who had asked for her name. He was gorgeous. Beyond hot. Tall, well over six feet, with short cropped black hair and deep green eyes.


  “Morgan Trent,” she said. She looked at the other man holding her hand. He was not as tall as his brother, but just as solid. Thickly muscled with his shirt straining around thick biceps. He had short blond hair and the same beautiful green eyes as his brother.


  “Hello, Morgan. We’re sorry you’ve been hurt. But we’re going to make sure you’re safe now,” said Cameron. He bent and kissed her fingers, the only things exposed below the bandages that adorned both of her forearms.


  “I need to make a phone call right now, but I won’t be gone long.” He nodded to his brother and disappeared out between the curtains.


  She almost called Cameron back. Despite his behavior being bizarre, the feel of his soft lips pressed to her fingers had sent a jolt of heat from the point of contact straight to her pussy. She hadn’t ever felt anything like that before. Hell, apart from once a month she never even thought about her vagina.


  She was a geek of epic proportions. All her spare time as a teen and through college had been spent in front of a computer. If she wasn’t perfecting her hacking skills, she was playing her online games. She’d never even been out on a date. A shudder ran through her as the heat from Cameron’s kiss continued to warm her flesh.


  She dragged her gaze away from the curtain Cameron had walked through and tried to remember what she was doing here. She was in a hospital after someone had tried to kidnap her.


  “Not that I don’t appreciate the offer of protection, and you’re both big guys, but the men who attacked me were giants. I wasn’t exaggerating. They’ll annihilate you.”


  “Cam and I are stronger than we look,” Ben said. He rubbed his thumb over the backs of her fingers and a moan slipped from her before she could stop it.


  “Damn it.” Ben stilled and his green eyes seemed to glow. “Did I hurt you?”


  Morgan pulled her hand from his and brought both bandaged arms up to cover her face. She gasped loudly as pain shot through both of her arms. She felt the grind of her bones rubbing together.


  She felt like she was going to be sick as she fought against the pain that was overwhelming her. She felt herself shaking uncontrollably as the shrill sound of an electronic alarm sliced through her brain.


  “Morgan. Morgan,” Ben said. Her arms were lowered back to the bed and the pain subsided enough that she could draw in a shallow breath. “You need to breathe, Morgan. Take slow, deep breaths.”


  She did as Ben asked and the alarm silenced. Pain shot up both of her arms but it was lessening with each breath she took. The nausea was overwhelming her and she looked around frantically for something to throw up in.


  “I’m going to be sick,” she mumbled, holding the vomit in her throat. A plastic bag appeared in front of her face.


  “Here you go, honey,” a soft female voice said. Morgan’s body shook as she released the vomit and retched repeatedly into the bag. Her hair was pulled back from her face and a hand rubbed soothingly on her back.


  “I think you need to leave, deputy. I can’t have you interrogating Miss Trent while she’s in this condition.” Morgan glanced to the side and saw that a tall nurse in pink scrubs was holding the bag under her chin.


  “I’m not leaving her alone. Morgan, I’m so sorry if I hurt you,” Ben said. The anguish in Ben’s voice made Morgan glance up at him. She kept her mouth over the vomit bag, but could see his face as he leaned toward her. He looked pale and sweaty, his eyes shining.


  “It was agony when I moved my arms,” Morgan said. She took a deep breath, glad the nausea was subsiding.


  “You mustn’t move your arms, Morgan,” the nurse said. “The paramedics were fairly certain you have two broken wrists. You must stay still or you risk doing more damage.” The nurse twisted the half-filled bag and handed a clean one to Ben. “If she becomes distressed again, I’ll have security remove you. I don’t care who you are.”


  She swept from the cubicle and Morgan sagged back onto the pillows behind her. “She told you, Deputy Ben.” She glanced up as a deep rumbling growl filled the air. Ben had his eyes closed, and his jaw was set in hard lines as though he were clenching his teeth together. He ran a hand through his short blond hair.


  “I hurt you,” he said.


  It took Morgan a minute to realize what he meant. The moan. It had just slipped out as his small caress had sent pleasure thrumming through her body. She wanted to lie, to accept his apology and let him think that he’d hurt her. Surely that would be better than embarrassing herself with the truth. It wouldn’t matter to him. He was a stranger to her.


  “It felt good,” she found herself saying, as she drank in the sight of his pain. “When you rubbed my fingers it felt really good.” She swallowed as her cheeks heated in shame. “I was embarrassed about my reaction and was trying to hide my face. I hurt myself when I moved my arms.”


  As a loud sigh whispered from Ben’s mouth his body visibly relaxed. His eyes grew brighter and his lips twitched as he fought a smile. She wanted to close her eyes and hide, but his gaze held her transfixed.


  “I’m glad I didn’t hurt you, but I’m still upset that you’re in pain. Please try to keep your arms still,” Ben said. He brought his hand up and cupped her cheek lightly. “I don’t like you being in pain.”


  Even as her mind screamed at her that his action was inappropriate for a stranger, she rubbed her cheek against his large rough palm. It felt nice. He was nice. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the tingling thrill of his hand on her as the pain in her arms slowly faded away. This is one fucked-up day. Why not enjoy this small moment of happiness?


  


  * * * *


  


  Jason watched Samson sweep Bethany off her feet as she walked toward the refrigerator. She smacked him on the chest and protested at his pampering, but her smile was radiant. She was radiant. Samson looked more relaxed after his run, but Jason still saw the worry in his expression.


  “You’re going to have let me walk or I’ll get even fatter,” Bethany said with a sigh.


  One of her hands cupped Samson’s face. The other rubbed her distended belly. She was wearing black leggings and one of his T-shirts. Her pregnant abdomen was still obvious even under the too-large garment.


  “There’s not an ounce of fat on you, Bethany,” he said. He walked over and placed both hands on her baby bump. He smiled as their cub kicked at his hands. “If anything, you’re underweight.”


  “Have you gone blind?” Bethany said. She puffed air up over her face, blowing her long fringe from her eyes. “I’m massive.”


  He moved her hair and tucked it behind her ear. She had let it grow now she wasn’t institutionalized and the white-blonde waves shone under the kitchen light. His cell phone vibrated in his pocket. He reluctantly pulled a hand away from his kicking cub and dug into his fatigues to pull out his phone.


  He was surprised to see it was Cameron. “Is your mate’s condition stable?” He couldn’t conceive of any reason, other than a medical issue, for the Harveys to be talking to him and not Samson.


  “She is hurt but stable. We need to get her to you. Can you liaise with the hospital and make it happen immediately?” Cameron said without preamble.


  “Why the fuck is Cameron talking to you?” Samson asked, his eyebrows furrowing and his lips thinning into a sneer.


  Jason gestured for Samson to wait. “They won’t release her until she’s stable for the journey. What is her condition?”


  “She has a scalp wound that needs suturing, and her arms are probably both broken, but she is in danger here. I want her back in Eminence.”


  “Is she in danger from the person searching for Bethany?” Jason’s scalp prickled as anxiety speared through him. Bethany gasped and paled in Samson’s arms. The extended silence from Cameron began to piss him off. “Spit it out, Cameron, before I come down there and beat you.”


  Cameron sighed into the phone. “We don’t have any solid information yet, just our gut instincts, and now is not the time to interrogate Morgan.”


  “Your mate’s name is Morgan?” Bethany asked. “That's a lovely name. If Morgan’s in danger because of me, then she needs to come here, Jason.” Bethany may not have been able to shift but she still had enhanced senses, hearing being one of them.


  “I think our mate was the one searching for Bethany in that cyber café,” Cameron said.


  Jason felt as though his cat was clawing apart his guts. They twisted and heaved inside him. “You can’t come back here if she is a threat to Bethany.” Samson’s growl was loud and Michael’s roar from outside the kitchen window told them that he had also heard what Cameron had just said.


  “She’s definitely not the threat,” Cameron quickly replied. “A witness said Morgan was attacked by two men after they’d murdered two other people in the café. I think her abductors were there for the same reason we were.”


  Jason tried to calm his cat and understand what Cameron was saying, because it made no sense. If Morgan was looking for Bethany then she needed to be kept far from Eminence. The fact that she was mate to the Harvey brothers was the only thing stopping Jason from demanding her death.


  “You’re not making sense, Cameron,” Jason finally said.


  “I know. It’s difficult to explain. It’s just a hunch, but it’s her eyes, her hair, the way she looks,” Cameron said.


  Samson growled again and so did Jason. “I know how beautiful a mate looks to a shifter, Cameron,” Jason said.


  “Fuck,” Cameron said. “Her eyes are blue, a dusty pale blue, but when she got angry they changed. They glowed a lavender color.”


  Silence descended on the kitchen. Michael walked in through the back door, naked from his shift, and took the phone from Jason.


  “What color is her hair?”


  “It’s pale white-blonde. She looks just like Bethany. Small, with bones like a bird. Bones some huge fucker crushed with his bare hands.” Cameron’s growl filled the silent room.


  “I’ll call the hospital and get her transfer started,” Jason said. “But you need to ask her if and why she was searching for Bethany before you bring her here.”


  “Find out now, Cameron, and call us straight back.” Michael ended the call and they all looked at Bethany.


  “Do you think it could be true? Do you think I have a … what? A sister?” Bethany said.


  “We need to wait a little longer, sweetheart, then we’ll have some answers for you.” Jason reached for Bethany and Samson handed her to him.


  Jason buried his face in Bethany’s neck and let her sweet scent calm him. They hadn’t yet told Bethany all that they’d discovered, but if this Morgan was in fact her sister, then they had some bad news to tell her. He ran a hand over Bethany’s stomach, his feelings of protectiveness toward both her and their cub overwhelming him. No one would hurt them if Jason and his brothers still breathed. He’d die for them.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cameron had to make one more call before he went back and confirmed his suspicions about Morgan’s relationship to Bethany. He needed to tell Evan that they may have found his mate. If Morgan was mate to both him and Ben, then there was a good chance she would be Evan’s as well. If recent matings in Eminence were any indication, then it was a certainty.


  His brother was a fierce man. Scarred both physically and mentally by his time as a Marine and then a Navy SEAL. But regardless of any of his issues, he was still a shifter, and he deserved to be told about his mate. Cameron found Evan’s number and touched the screen to make the call.


  “Cam,” Evan’s rough voice said. “I’ve had a couple of beers, but if you and Ben need my help already, I’ll come straight down.” Laughter sounded and Cameron knew he was with the other trainees in the room that served as both dining and living room in the big bunker on Samson’s ranch.


  “We’re coming back as soon as Jason clears it,” Cameron said. He easily pictured Evan frowning at that statement. “We’ve found our mate.”


  There was no laughter now, just dead air. Cameron didn’t know if Evan had exited the room or if the other shifters had all heard him and were too stunned to speak.


  “Evan?”


  “I heard. I’m heading up to the main house now. She’s hurt or you wouldn’t have need of Jason.” Evan sounded angry and Cameron felt bad for not telling him about Morgan sooner.


  “Her name is Morgan Trent. She has a head wound and two broken arms. We aren’t certain of anything right now, we’ve barely spoken to her, but I’d bet our ranch that she’s Bethany’s sister. I think she was the one searching for Bethany and that someone else followed the same trail we did, only they got to her first.”


  “I’ll be with Jason until you get back here. Call me as soon as you know anything more.” Evan hung up and Cameron shook his head at his brother’s ability to stay calm. They should have called him sooner. They hadn’t given him enough credit. He was a hardened soldier, but so was Samson, and they’d witnessed what he was like around his mate. He adored her unabashedly.


  Cameron pushed open the curtain to find Ben sitting on the cot beside Morgan. She had her cheek nestled into his hand, her eyes closed and a small smile on her lips. God, I love the mating musk.


  Cameron cleared his throat so as not to startle her and Morgan’s eyes flew open. Her smile widened as she saw him and his heart squeezed in his chest. His mate was happy he was back. It was a small thing, but his cat was purring loudly in its joy. This woman could not be the enemy. It just wasn’t possible.


  “Hey there, honey. What put that smile on your face?” Morgan’s cheeks reddened as a blush crept up from the pale column of her neck.


  “Morgan hurt her arms, but she feels better now,” Ben said, his gaze never leaving their mate’s face.


  “I’m sorry your arms are hurting,” Cameron said, his body tensing at the thought of his mate in pain. “I’ve spoken to our doctor in Eminence and he thinks we should take you there for treatment as soon as it can be arranged.”


  Morgan looked at him and then at Ben as she started to shake her head. “I can be treated here, then go home. My father will look after me.”


  “We think that the men who attacked you are going to come after you again,” Ben said. “You need protection.”


  Cameron knew Ben was skating close to the edge of a lie. They couldn’t lie to their mate, but they also couldn’t tell her everything right now. There were too many humans in the hospital, and she was also vulnerable to further attack by the men who had already tried once to take her.


  “How do you know I’m in danger? The police haven’t even questioned me yet.”


  “Morgan, I need to ask you what you were doing in the cyber café today,” Cameron said. “Two men were murdered in the attempt to kidnap you.”


  Morgan’s already pale skin lost all color completely.


  “Killed? I didn’t know,” Morgan said softly, her eyes growing moist. “I just looked up and the place was empty. Then a big guy came toward me and another blocked the door. He grabbed me as I tried to get past him. That’s all I know. Honestly.”


  “We believe you,” Ben said. “There was a witness to the murders. You’re not a suspect. But we need to know what you were doing there. We think it may have some bearing on why those men wanted to take you.”


  Morgan shook her head again. “It can’t be. It must be a mistake. I was just searching for my sister. I was adopted as a baby, you see, and I’d recently started looking for my birth mother. I came here, to Lansing, looking for information on my parents. I found out early this morning that I had a sister I’d never even known about.” She closed her eyes and a stray tear ran down her cheek.


  “I have discovered that my mother is dead. She died a few days after … after giving me up. I then spent most of the day looking for information on my sister.”


  Cameron reached for his phone. The truth of what Morgan had just said was undeniable. Not just because her eyes were now a bright shining lavender color, exactly like her sister’s, but because she would be incapable of lying to her mates. Also, they would have easily scented a lie from her, had she even attempted it.


  Evan answered the call on the first ring. “Morgan was looking for her sister in the cyber café today. Hang on,” Cameron said. He directed the next question at Morgan. “What was your sister’s name, Morgan?”


  “I was told by … I was told her name was Bethany.” Morgan swallowed and looked down at her fingers. Ben gently took the wriggling digits in his hands.


  “It’s okay, Morgan. You can tell us the rest later, when you trust us,” Ben said. He turned and looked at Cameron.


  “Did Jason hear that?” Cameron asked his brother.


  “They all did. Bethany would like to speak to Morgan, but Jason has arranged for transport to the airfield for you and the pilot who flew you down there will arrive shortly. Morgan just has to sign the release papers and you can leave.”


  “Thanks, Evan. We’ll see you in a couple of hours,” Cameron said. Evan didn’t immediately hang up and Cameron could hear him breathing. “What is it, Evan?”


  “Her voice,” Evan said with a small groan. “She’s mine, Cameron. Thinking of her being hurt and so far away from me is torture.”


  “I’ll send you a picture. She’s banged up, but she’s going to be fine.” Cameron smiled. Evan was going to be a good mate to Morgan.


  He disconnected the call and took a picture of a confused Morgan. He’d just sent off the picture when the nurse came in with the release papers for her to sign. It was difficult with her arms being bandaged, but she scrawled enough of a signature to satisfy the nurse.


  His phone vibrated with an incoming message. Evan had sent a text saying the pilot was waiting for them in the emergency bay and to hurry the fuck up. He also said that their mate looked even more beautiful than she sounded.


  As the nurse exited the cubicle, Detective Wilkins entered to take Morgan’s statement. Cameron knew it wouldn’t take long. She hadn’t seen very much and the real reason behind her attack was not yet known to her. As soon as she’d finished, Ben gave the detective his contact number and Cameron wrapped a blanket around Morgan’s shoulders.


  “Let’s get this dog-and-pony show on the road.”


  Cameron got some stares as he carried his mate through the emergency department instead of using a wheelchair, but he didn’t care. Holding Morgan was a pleasure unlike anything he’d ever experienced before. He could hold her every day for the next couple of hundred years and still not get enough of her. She was his.


  Chapter 7


  


  Evan paced as he waited at the airstrip with Samson and Wes. He’d arrived there in his truck before Cameron and Ben had even taken off from Lansing, but this was his mate. He was waiting to meet his mate. After years of death and blood he’d been convinced that such a thing as this would be denied him. It seemed fate had other ideas, and he couldn’t be happier.


  “You were sure she was yours just from hearing her voice?” Wes asked. Evan turned and regarded the young genius. He was only a dozen years younger than Evan, but his life had been vastly different and it showed on his face. In his eyes. Even on his soul.


  “Hearing her voice sent shivers through my whole body,” Evan said. He closed his eyes and savored the memory of that feeling. “It was like my soul reached out and recognized its other half. It was unmistakable.”


  Evan opened his eyes and regarded the men standing with him. He expected mocking smiles to be on their faces. It would have been on his face not four hours ago. Wes, however, looked to be in awe and Samson was smiling wistfully. Evan raised an eyebrow in question at Samson’s expression.


  “I remember when Bethany finally regained consciousness and spoke for the first time. You explained the feeling well,” Samson said. He slapped Evan on the back and inclined his head to the south. “Here they come.”


  As soon as the plane stopped moving Evan was standing by the door. When the steps lowered he raced into the plane to find his breath ceasing in his lungs. He reached out and held onto a bulkhead as he stumbled. The sweet rich scent of his mate filled the entire cabin. It snaked through his body, sparking pleasure on each nerve ending it travelled past. His big frame vibrated with need. The need to touch her, to hold her in his arms and never let her go.


  “Who’s this?” said the voice of his angel.


  He opened his eyes, not sure when they’d closed, and saw Ben standing in front of him with Morgan in his arms. She was even more lovely than the photo had indicated. He growled as his gaze assessed her injuries with the speed of both his shifter genetics and his soldiers training.


  She had a blood-soaked bandage taped to her temple with black bruises marring the perfect, white, skin of her face and neck. A blanket was over her legs and her arms were both encased in thick bandages.


  “This is Evan,” Ben said, a smile quirking up his lip. “He doesn’t say much, just growls a lot.” Evan consciously stopped his growl, unaware when it, too, had started. He was losing it.


  “He is obviously your brother then. You both growl as well. Was your father a bear or something?”


  Morgan gave him a small smile as she shrank back into Ben’s arms. He didn’t want his mate to ever be afraid of him. He smiled widely, aware that the scar that ran from his temple to his jaw on the left side of his face made his smile lopsided. She is going to be looking at it for the next couple of centuries. No point in hiding it.


  “You’re close, love. But no, he is not a bear,” Evan said. He held out his arms and hoped that Ben didn’t notice they were trembling. He needed to hold Morgan or he’d go insane with the desperation coursing through him from his cat. “We’ll tell him you said that, though. He’ll bust a gut laughing.”


  Ben nodded his head once and gently passed Morgan to him. “God,” he said with a gasp. “You’re a tiny little thing.”


  He hoped he’d covered his reaction and not frightened her further. His cat threatened to explode out of him. He snarled silently at his beast and brought it back under his tight control. But what he really wanted was to shift and rub his scent all over this woman, claim her with his scent until the time came to claim her with his mark and his cock.


  She turned and rubbed her cheek on his chest, then blushed and lowered her head in an attempt to cover up her actions. He could smell the mating musk oozing from his pores, smell the musk his brothers had been releasing, and he could smell his mate’s arousal.


  It obviously embarrassed her, but it made him and his cat very happy. Samson had explained about Bethany being a latent shifter and he’d been prepared to treat Morgan as human if necessary. Her obvious confusion at her body’s instinctual reaction to its mates told him that it was, unfortunately, going to be necessary.


  “How tall are you, Morgan?” Evan said, as he shakily started walking from the plane. “You look to be a foot shorter than me.”


  “I’m five foot one and a half,” she said, her voice louder than before. “I’m not that short. You’re all just tall. Oh my God.”


  Evan chuckled as he stepped from the plane and followed her gaze to Samson. He was bigger than Evan and all muscle. “He won’t hurt you. In fact, you’re very special to that man and his brothers.”


  “Incredible,” Samson said. He stepped forward and held out his hand. “Hello, Morgan. I’m Samson and this is Wes.”


  “Hello,” Morgan said softly. She looked down at her hands and winced as she shrugged. “I’m sorry I can’t shake your hand right now. Are you going to tell me why I’m here and what the hell everyone is talking about? Those two refused to tell me anything. They said to wait until we got here. Well, I’m here, so tell me.”


  “Unmistakable,” Samson said as he gazed at Morgan’s glowing lavender eyes. “I can see why you were so certain, Cam. Even her scent is similar. All cat.”


  Evan laughed as Morgan closed her eyes and began to count. “Does that trick even work?” he asked. “I never bother. If I get mad I just hit someone.”


  Dusty blue eyes stared up at him. “That might work for you. I’d end up with a broken hand.” Her mouth dropped open as she realized what she’d just said. She looked down at her bandaged arms and started to laugh. “I swear I didn’t hit anyone,” she said between laughs.


  Evan stood still and stared at the woman in his arms. Her complexion had turned a creamy color when she laughed and her smile lit up her blue eyes. “You are, without a doubt, the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.”


  He walked to his truck and slid into the back seat, arranging Morgan on his lap so that she was comfortable for the fifteen-minute drive to Samson’s home. Morgan just stared up at him, her laughter gone, her scent now a mix of confusion and happiness.


  His mate was happy. She was in his arms and he’d made her happy. Evan’s heart swelled and some of the darkness the war had etched on his soul faded away. His mate was happy in his arms.


  


  * * * *


  


  Morgan sat on Evan’s lap and observed the three silent men in the truck with her. Ben drove, and his gaze flicked often to the side and rearview mirrors. Cameron looked alternately ahead and out the rear of the truck. Evan looked only at her. It was unnerving and made her feel uncomfortable. It made her feel aroused as well. Morgan wasn’t a hermit—she had friends and had attended classes in college—but almost all of her socializing had been done over the Internet.


  She’d never even met a man as ruggedly handsome as Evan before. His short dark hair framed a square face and offset his electric-green eyes. He was probably twenty-eight or thirty years old, and was obviously a military man. If the fatigues and T-shirt with the Navy SEALs emblem hadn’t given him away, his eyes would have.


  He had the cold, haunted look of a man who’d seen too much death, but who also wouldn’t hesitate to kill again if called to. She could now see why Ben and Cameron had brought her here for her protection. Evan and Samson alone would make the evil giants who’d tried to kidnap her think twice before attempting it again. Then there was Ben and Cameron.


  They were not as tall or as terrifying as Evan and Samson, but they were both easily over six feet tall and hugely muscled. They each moved with the predatory grace that came from combat training. They were coiled springs and wouldn’t hesitate to attack anyone who threatened them—or her, in this case.


  She sighed and relaxed a little into Evan’s hard chest, despite the events of this afternoon, she felt safe. As she breathed deeply, she was swamped with the musky, male scent of the man holding her on his lap.


  The brothers all smelled amazing. She knew it wasn’t cologne. She would have been sneezing madly had that been it. She was allergic to any and all perfumes. They made her nasal passages burn and her eyes stream with tears. No, it was just them. Their natural scents were woodsy and pleasant. She squeezed her thighs together as her pussy tingled. Pleasant, my ass. They smell so good I want to roll around on their hard bodies and I want to do it naked. And I don’t care that there are three of them. They all make me horny.


  Evan’s chest vibrated as he growled softly. She glanced up at him briefly and his heated gaze gave her the unnerving feeling that he’d just heard her thoughts. She was thankful he couldn’t. The rumbling in his chest was making her nipples go hard and begin to ache. And seeing as this is my fantasy, I’d like all of them naked as well. She was so glad they couldn’t read her mind. Sitting forward as the truck slowed, she winced at the pain in her arms. It was dark outside now, but still quite warm.


  “Careful, Morgan,” Evan said. “I’ll help you. This is Samson’s house. His brother Jason is the town doctor and he has a clinic here at the ranch. We’re going to get your arms X-rayed and set if necessary.”


  “So we’re here to see the doctor?” Morgan said. She felt less confused now. She’d imagined that they were taking her to a country jail, and that she’d be held in a cell with Evan and his brothers standing guard outside. “Are you taking me to jail after that?”


  Ben swiftly exited the truck and opened the back door next to her. He reached in and took her from Evan’s lap. She nearly laughed when both of them took a deep breath in at the same time.


  He looked down at her, his eyes hooded, as he settled her against his chest. “I like the way you smell, Morgan. You smell sweet and feminine.”


  “I like the way you smell, too. Like the forest after it’s rained. Fresh and woodsy.” Morgan hit her head on his solid chest as she groaned. “I said that out loud, didn’t I?”


  “You don’t have to be embarrassed. You can say anything to us,” Cameron said. He stood on her other side and boxed her in. The sensation of both of their hard bodies surrounding her overwhelmed her. She liked it, but it was too much. She struggled to get away, kicking her legs and pushing at their chests with her elbows. Agonizing pain shot down both of her arms, and she couldn’t stop her scream.


  “Step back, you’re overwhelming her,” a soft voice said.


  Cameron pressed closer to her, a growl rumbling through him. Her breaths were small pants now as her panic attack made her hyperventilate.


  “Listen to her and step back, Cameron,” said a male voice. “You know that I’m no threat.”


  As Cameron and then Ben slowly stepped back Morgan felt her panic subside. Her arms ached terribly, and she hunched over as she tried to slow her breathing. When the pain returned to a dull ache, she lifted her head and saw a woman standing in front of her. She’d never seen her before but her heart skipped a beat with the joy of recognition she instantly felt.


  “It’s you,” Morgan said softly. “I feel like I know you. You’re Bethany.” Tears filled her eyes and she screamed as she automatically went to wipe them away with her hand.


  “Please, Doc,” Evan said, “we need to get her arms looked at.”


  “No,” Morgan said, she looked again at her sister. She knew it was her. She felt as though she were connected to someone for the first time in her life. “Please don’t leave me.”


  “Morgan,” Bethany said quietly. She reached up and put her hands her on Morgan’s cheeks. “This is my home. Your home now.” She looked up at Ben and smiled. “For a while, at least. Jason is one of my husbands and he’s going to look after you.” She wiped Morgan’s tears away with her thumbs.


  Morgan just stared at her sister and nodded. The small woman had the exact color eyes and hair that she did. “We could pass for sisters,” Morgan said, then laughed at how ridiculous her statement was.


  “I know,” Bethany said. “I was about to say the same thing.” She lowered her hands and rested them on her protruding stomach.


  “You’re pregnant,” Morgan said. This was amazing. She had a sister and she was here in front of her. A pregnant sister.


  “I’m going to be an aunty. Did you say husbands?”


  “I’m Jason,” said a huge man standing beside Bethany. “I’m one of Bethany’s husbands and the doctor here in Eminence. Let’s get your arms seen to and your head stitched up. Then you and Bethany can talk.”


  The next hour went by in a blur. Morgan was placed on a cot and wheeled into a room with X-ray equipment. Then she was wheeled into another room and her head wound was cleaned and sutured. Ben, Cameron, and Evan remained at her side, apart from when she'd had the X-rays. They had been outside the door though. She’d heard them all growling and it had made her feel safe knowing they were close.


  “Your wrists and arms have several bad breaks. A brace won’t be sufficient support. I’ll need to apply plaster casts to both lower arms,” Jason said. “You don’t require an anaesthetic, but it will be painful. I’d like to administer something for the pain?”


  “Drugs for pain make me really sleepy,” Morgan said. “I’ll be fine.”


  As the procedure drew out, she had time to examine her feelings toward Ben, Cameron, and even Evan. She didn’t know when it had happened to her, but somewhere in the day’s events she’d become a clingy female.


  Prior to today she’d always preferred her own company, but apparently not anymore. Not when it came to the Harvey brothers, at least. She liked the way they touched her every chance they got. She liked the way they looked at her. She liked looking at them, too.


  She’d only just met them and she already felt like she was going to miss them when they left. Her eyes teared up at the very thought of going home and leaving them behind. She was an idiot.


  Cameron and Ben held her arms while Jason wrapped them in plaster bandages. Evan sat behind her with his muscled legs boxing her in and his arms wrapped protectively around her middle. She found that she’d snuggled into his chest again.


  He whispered in her ear how brave she was, but she didn’t feel brave. She felt stupid for having developed an attachment to law enforcement officers who were simply doing their job. They’d brought her here to protect her and because they knew her sister. That was the only reason.


  “I know I refused any pain relief, Jason, but I’ve changed my mind.” She’d initially wanted to stay awake to talk to Bethany, but now the pain in her arms and the rising despair over her ridiculous attraction to the Harvey brothers was making her wish for the temporary oblivion of a drug-induced sleep.


  “We’re all done,” Jason said. She looked down and saw he’d finished plastering both of her arms.


  “Oh. Well, I suppose that I don’t need Cameron, Ben, and Evan here anymore, so I’ll say good-bye. I’d like to thank you for bringing me here to meet Bethany.” She wriggled forward away from Evan’s chest only to have him draw her straight back.


  “And where would we be going, pray tell?” His deep, husky voice sent shivers down her back. Shit and damn, he was sexy.


  “I feel the same about you, love. You have to be the sexiest woman ever created.”


  Morgan gasped. “You can read minds. I knew it.”


  “No, honey,” Ben said. “You said those words for all of us to hear. I’ll admit I’m feeling a little jealous right now.” He stared at her with such intensity that her heart missed a beat. He was so damned hot he could be a god.


  “Now I feel better,” Ben said. His smile was wicked, and his eyes had darkened.


  “I said that, didn’t I?” When Ben nodded she shifted her gaze to Cameron. “I may as well just say that you’re gorgeous, too. I’m attracted to all of you, but I’m also fully aware that you’re just doing your jobs. I really am very sorry for behaving so inappropriately. I hope I haven’t made you feel uncomfortable.”


  Cameron lifted her chin with his finger until their eyes met. “We have a lot to discuss tonight, Morgan. But know this: None of your feelings are inappropriate. We are just as strongly attracted to you.”


  “I think the time has come for Morgan and Bethany to talk,” said a female voice. Morgan looked to the doorway and saw a tall woman with grey hair standing there. Behind her stood the biggest man Morgan had ever seen. He must have been seven feet tall with shoulders as wide as the doorway.


  “Hello, Morgan. It’s a pleasure to have you in Eminence with us. My name is Finn Frederick. This is Shana, our town healer.” He shifted his gaze to Ben. “Bring Morgan into the kitchen. Shana and the mates will speak to her first.”


  His tone had changed completely when he’d addressed Ben. This was a man used to being obeyed. He and the older woman left and Morgan was gently lowered to the floor by Evan. She looked down at the hospital gown she was wearing.


  “Bethany is the same size as you. Well, she was before she was pregnant,” Cameron said. “Once they’ve finished talking to you I’m sure Bethany will find some clothes for you to wear.”


  “Are you sure you can’t read minds?” Morgan asked.


  “No, they can’t.” Morgan looked up to see a small woman with long strawberry-blonde hair standing in the doorway. She was beautiful. “They just have a very good sense of smell. Now scoot, all of you. I’m here to help Morgan dress and use the bathroom.”


  The men all nodded at the small woman. They each kissed the top of her head gently as they filed obediently from the room without another word. Morgan wanted to ask them to stay, but they were gone in the blink of an eye.


  “My name is Melanie. You just met Finn. He’s one of my husbands, and he’s kind of in charge around here. We’re going to be great friends, Morgan. Bethany and I are best friends and we’re in business together. Can you cook?”


  Melanie was shorter than Morgan and she’d just said she was married to that seven-foot-tall man, plus he was only one of her husbands. Bethany had said that too. Was the town part of some cult?


  “Come on, let’s get you washed up and dressed. I can tell by the pained expression on your face that you didn’t understand half of what I just said.” Melanie opened a door to reveal a small bathroom. Morgan needed to pee, and she’d have loved to wash her face and hands. Well, her fingers, anyway.


  “I have two broken arms,” Morgan said pathetically.


  “That’s why you have me to help you,” Melanie said. She smiled and Morgan knew she’d been right. They were going to be friends. “Between me, Shana, and Bethany, we can answer all those questions you have. Believe me, I’ve been exactly where you are.”


  Morgan let Melanie guide her into the bathroom and began to relax. She was going to talk to her sister, her real flesh-and-blood sister. Then she was going to ask what they put in the water in this town because it sure made sexy-ass men.


  Chapter 8


  


  Artur swung his clawed hand and raked it down his Beta’s exposed chest. Blood sprayed over the hotel room’s walls, but Yefim remained silent. The fool thought bravery may yet save him.


  “What did you say?” Artur asked.


  “I said she was gone from the hospital when I went for her, sir.” Yefim’s voice was just above a whisper. His teeth were clenched and his eyes were wide as they stared into Artur’s.


  “You have failed me again, Yefim. I don’t think anyone has ever failed me twice.” Artur threw the useless feline across the room. He hit the wall and slid down to sit dazed and bleeding on the expensive carpet of the hotel suite.


  “Ignaty, go to this hospital and find where my daughter went.” A blur in the air told him Ignaty was serious in pleasing his Alpha and cementing his new position as Beta.


  “What shall I do with you now, Yefim? Death seems too easy a punishment.”


  Artur let his cat’s rage and frustration loose as he stalked across the room toward his prey. “No one will ever say that Artur Petrov accepts failure.”


  Chapter 9


  


  Morgan felt better for being clean and dressed. Melanie was a sweet woman who had her laughing by the time they walked into the kitchen to meet with Bethany and Shana. When Morgan saw her sister standing there, smiling, her happiness dissolved, and tears filled her eyes.


  “No, Morgan. Don’t be sad,” Bethany said. She walked to her and tried to wrap her arms around her, but with Bethany’s swollen belly her hands just managed to clasp her shoulders. “We’ve found each other now. The past doesn’t matter. We have the rest of our lives to be together now.”


  Morgan sniffed back her tears and held Bethany to her. The empty space that had always dwelled inside of her felt smaller now, like Bethany had always meant to be a part of her life. “This sounds ridiculous, because I only found out this morning that you even existed, but I feel as though I’ve been missing you my whole life.”


  “Now that I have you here, I feel the same,” Bethany said. She pulled back and looked at Morgan, her eyes roaming over her face. “I love you already. You can’t ever leave me again. We need to be together.”


  “That’s exactly the sensation I’m experiencing,” Morgan said. “It’s crazy, though. You have a life here. A husband and a baby on the way. You don’t need me hanging around.”


  “Husbands,” Melanie said softly. “Come and let’s have a cup of tea. Shana has made you one of her special brews.”


  “That I have, Alpha mate.”


  Morgan turned and looked at the older woman. She must have conveyed her puzzlement as the older woman just waved her hand dismissively and gestured to the kitchen table.


  “Soon, soon, Morgan. It will all make sense in a minute.”


  Morgan let Bethany lead her to a chair and she sat down, unsure of what was happening. “This special brew. It doesn’t have any booze in it, does it?” Morgan asked. She reacted badly to alcohol and had become violently ill from just one beer in her senior year of high school. She shuddered. “Alcohol and I don’t play well together.”


  “I would not give you anything harmful when you are already injured, young one,” Shana said. She smiled and placed a steaming mug in front of her before moving to take the seat across the table from her. “It contains nothing but healing herbs.”


  “It tastes like shit, but it will make you feel better,” Melanie said.


  “I can hear you, Melanie.” A loud voice boomed from the other room.


  Melanie smiled and sat down next to Shana. “Of course you can, Finn,” she said. “It’s because you have such big ears.” Melanie and Bethany both laughed, but Shana frowned at them until they stopped.


  Morgan picked up the mug with the fingers of both hands. It made the broken bones in her wrists throb a little, but nothing like the pain she’d felt before they’d been plastered. Sipping the warm brew, she found it to be a little bitter, but she was thirsty so she kept drinking.


  “Have you had a good life?” Bethany asked. “I know it’s too much to tell me all at once, but did you have parents who loved you?”


  “I did,” Morgan said, setting the mug down and reaching for Bethany’s hand. “My Mom died six months ago from cancer, and my dad is still really sad, but they always loved and cared for me. How about you?”


  “I was in a few foster homes over the years, but was placed in a psychiatric hospital when I was sixteen and was there for six years. I met my husbands only a few weeks after escaping.” Bethany released her hand and softly wiped a tear from Morgan’s face. “I’m happy now, that’s all that matters.”


  “You were all alone.” Morgan’s heart hurt for the loneliness she’d sensed when her sister spoke of her life. Morgan had been happy, had a family, a life. Bethany had had nothing.


  “You have nothing to feel guilty about, Morgan. You have found Bethany now, and you can see she is happy. You will be just as happy with your men,” Shana said.


  “But I do feel guilty.” Bethany wiped away another of her tears as Morgan turned to look at Shana. “Who are ‘my men’? And how did you know I felt guilty?”


  “She smelled it on you,” Melanie said. “Bethany probably did, too. And you know very well who ‘your men’ are.”


  Morgan opened her mouth to object to Melanie’s taunt, but found she couldn’t deny it. She did know exactly who her men were. “But I don’t even know them.”


  “That’s why Melanie and Shana are here to talk to you,” Bethany said. “Melanie and I know how confusing it is to find yourself inexplicably attracted to more than one man, men you’ve only just met.”


  “I wanted to meet Bethany’s sister, too,” Melanie said, bouncing up and down in her seat.


  “We are here to answer all your questions in regards to why you’ve been brought here, your feelings for the Harvey brothers, and to tell you more about ourselves,” Shana said. She looked at Melanie and smiled indulgently. She was so sweet, Morgan wasn’t surprised no one could get angry at her.


  “I know why I was brought here. I’m being protected from a kidnapper,” Morgan said.


  As she spoke the words, she realized how stupid she sounded. She didn’t need to go to another state to be protected. She’d gotten on a plane with two strangers because for some reason she’d wanted to stay with them a little longer.


  “It’s more than that,” Bethany said. “Cameron and Ben went to Lansing because that’s where someone was searching for me. They didn’t expect to find you. No one did.”


  “They were sent to assess the threat to Bethany,” Melanie said. “We look after our own, and we thought someone was looking to hurt our Bethany.”


  “They were sent?” Morgan looked at the smiling women and felt fear tingle down her spine.


  “Oh, don’t be foolish,” Shana said sternly. “We’re not some gang of thugs. We are a race of beings that needs our anonymity to remain intact and who holds the safety of our mates as its greatest tenet.”


  “Just breathe, Morgan,” Bethany whispered in her ear. “Open your senses and tell me if you feel threatened.”


  Morgan hadn’t realized she’d stopped breathing, but the burning in her lungs told her Bethany was right. A secret race of beings? Mates? What the hell have they put in my tea? As she took a few shallow breaths she looked at both of the women. They looked the same, calmly sipping their tea and smiling at her. She felt no threat, just her own fear.


  “Melanie and I were just as surprised as you were that we had stumbled into a world we never knew co-existed with our own,” Bethany said. “But when we met our men, we knew they were different. We felt things for them that were stronger than anything we’d ever experienced before.”


  “Melanie is human, and you and Bethany were raised as human, but your men and I are shape-shifters. Specifically, we can change our form into mountain lions, but there are many other species of shape-shifter in the world.”


  Morgan just stared at Shana. She didn’t appear to be senile. Melanie and Bethany were staring at her as though expecting her to run, or scream, or perhaps both.


  “I play a lot of online games and am aware of shape-shifters, but they’re just fictional characters. They make great fighters, but that’s simply a game.”


  “Legends and myths are often seeded from the truth,” Shana said. “We thought vampires to be a myth until recently. We won’t be so foolish again.”


  “Vampires? You’re serious about all of this.” Morgan watched as Shana rose and walked to the closed door that led to the living room.


  “I believe we have reached the point in our discussion where Morgan is in need of a demonstration,” Shana said softly.


  The door burst open and Ben, Cameron, and Evan spilled into the room. Morgan’s heart skipped a beat, and then it pounded furiously as they all stared at her.


  “That was too long away from you, baby,” Cameron said. His hands gripped her waist and he lifted her from the chair. She rested her casts on his shoulders and breathed in the smell of him. It calmed her and thrilled her at the same time.


  Ben pressed against her back. Pulling her hair aside, he trailed a row of soft kisses down her neck. “Let’s not do that again anytime soon,” he whispered in her ear. “My cat was going crazy.”


  A hand cupped her chin and turned her face. Evan smiled at her. “I won the coin toss.” He kissed her and she gasped as pleasure bloomed through her from the brief touch of his lips to hers. “I’m going to shift and show you we’re not all crackpots.” He smiled, and the scar down his cheek pulled his lips sideways, making his smile appear even more roguish.


  “If you change into a mountain lion then I’ll be certain you’re all crackpots,” Morgan teased back.


  “I like her,” Samson said. “She’s going to fit into our pride nicely.”


  Morgan looked over and saw the huge soldier holding her sister in his arms. Bethany had her arms around his neck and a contented smile on her face.


  “I thought you were married to Jason. The doctor, Jason, is your husband,” Morgan said. She had been told so much today and now she recalled that Bethany and Melanie had both kept saying husbands, plural.


  “I’m married, and am mate to, Samson, Jason, and Michael Reed. Michael is in the other room with Finn and Jason. We didn’t want to overwhelm you.” Bethany smiled at her as if it was the most natural thing in the world to be married to three men. Well, I’m attracted to three men, so I shouldn’t move into a glass house any time soon.


  “It’s not uncommon amongst shifters for siblings to share a mate,” Melanie said. “I’m mate to Finn and his three brothers.”


  “Search your heart, young one,” Shana said softly. “Can you understand how they felt after meeting their mates?”


  Morgan looked at Evan’s wickedly smiling face, then looked up at Cameron. He smiled and her stomach fluttered. Ben moved around to her side and smiled at her, too. “I can understand exactly how they felt,” she said. “But it’s very confusing. I’ve never even been on a date before. What do I do with three men?”


  Melanie’s laughter rang the loudest, but everyone was laughing, Morgan included. She didn’t know why she was laughing. Perhaps she was going crazy. That thought silenced her and she looked at her big sister.


  “Will you tell me one day why someone locked you up in that psychiatric hospital?”


  Bethany smiled at her, and Samson carried her to the doorway. “It’s part of the story we need to share with you tonight. Samson won’t let me stay for the next part, so we’ll see you in a minute.”


  “Come along, Melanie,” Shana said. “Finn will have to kill Evan if you see him naked.”


  Melanie left with Shana and closed the door after giving Morgan a smile and a wink.


  “He wouldn’t really kill you, would he?” she asked. Evan pulled the T-shirt over his head and smiled at her.


  “Maybe not kill me, but I’d be missing a much loved body part or three.” He raised his eyebrows as he gestured to his crotch. She laughed despite feeling scared about what was going to happen.


  “Why are you feeling scared, Morgan?” Ben asked. “We have enhanced senses, even in our human form, and can scent emotions. I know that you’re frightened. None of us would ever hurt you.”


  Morgan reached out and touched Ben’s cheek with her fingertips. “Damned casts. I’m scared that it’s not true and that you’re all insane. Then I’d have no reason for feeling the way I do about all three of you.”


  “How do you feel about us?” Cameron asked. He sat down on a chair and settled her on his lap. She had to twist her body to look at him, but she needed to see his face.


  “I feel like I’ll cry if I have to leave you. I don’t even know you, yet I feel like I’ve finally discovered something that had been lost to me forever.”


  “You feel complete,” Cameron said. She nodded and he lowered his head and gently brushed his lips over hers. “That’s because you are. You won’t understand this, but you’re a shifter like us, and you are feeling the pull of the mating bond. Your cat is now happy that it’s found its mates.”


  “We can discuss all this in a minute,” Evan said. “We need to show her we’re real. She won’t believe anything until we prove we even exist.”


  Morgan turned her head away from Evan as he popped the button on his fatigues. “No, Morgan,” Ben said. “You need to see him change. It’s magical and beautiful. You don’t want to miss it. Ignore the nudity. He hasn’t got that much to show you anyway.”


  Morgan laughed as Evan tossed his fatigues at Ben’s head. He stood naked for only a second before shimmering lights surrounded him. She heard popping and crunching as the lights grew brighter. Then a huge mountain lion stood where Evan had been. It shook its head and padded slowly toward her.


  “It’s true,” Morgan gasped. “I can still see Evan in his eyes. He knows me, doesn’t he?”


  “We remain fully sentient when we change,” Ben said, moving to stand next to his brother. He held out his hand and beckoned Morgan to come closer. “We just share our form with the cat, carrying parts of each form into the other, but our minds are our own, always.”


  Her fingers twitched below the casts, she wanted to feel Evan’s coat so badly. She wanted to see if it was as soft and lustrous as it looked.


  “I wish I could touch you properly, Evan.” Morgan smiled as Evan’s cat form chuffed and rubbed his massive head against her abdomen. She stumbled back a step before Cameron wrapped her in his arms.


  “Softly, Evan,” Ben said. “She’s just a tiny thing.”


  “Am not,” Morgan said automatically. She’d been defending her less-than-average stature her entire life. But to be honest, Evan could look her in the eye as his cougar. She held up her arm and moved it from the top of her head to Evan’s.


  “I’m taller than Evan.” Then she let her inhibitions drop and gave in to the irresistible urge to touch the big cat. She carefully wrapped her arms around his thick neck and burrowed her face into his fur.


  “He’s purring,” she mumbled, as his rumbling purrs vibrated through her. He still smelled like Evan and she breathed him deeply into her lungs. The craving to roll around on him naked rushed through her again and her body responded instantly. Her nipples tightened into hard peaks as her pussy clenched with need. She was so pleased that they hadn’t been lying. She wanted the attraction between them to be real and it seemed as though it was.


  “Jesus, Morgan,” Cameron said, his arms tightening around her. “Do you have any idea how fucking delicious you smell right now?” His growl rumbled along her spine, sending shards of pleasure to her already excited pussy.


  “We’d better take her back to Bethany or I don’t think I’ll be able to stop myself from claiming her,” Ben said. His voice was so garbled and rough that she had to look up and check that it was Ben who had actually spoken. What she saw startled her, but didn’t scare her.


  “Your eyes, they’re glowing, and they’re yellow now, not green.” She stepped away from Evan and touched a long white canine that was pushing into Ben’s lower lip. “What’s claiming?”


  Cameron picked her up with one arm and swept his other arm under her knees. His lips crashed down onto hers, his tongue demanding entrance between her lips. She opened for him and his tongue moved against hers as her body hummed from the thrill of her first kiss. He tasted wonderful, his distinct flavor one she’d never forget. His lips moved on hers as he moaned and sucked her tongue into his mouth. She repeated what he’d done, tangling her tongue with his, exploring his mouth, and swallowing his moans greedily.


  Warm lips pressed to her neck and she joined Cameron in moaning. Goose bumps rose where the lips pressed. The erotic pleasure of it surged straight to her nipples. It made them throb painfully.


  Cameron pulled slowly away, untangling their tongues and licking at her lips. “You taste even better than you smell, baby, and you smell divine.”


  Morgan went to ask what she smelled like but Ben turned her head toward him. His eyes were still shining brightly, but his canines had disappeared. If he was seeking permission for the kiss, she made it clear he had it by lifting her mouth to his and licking his lips as Cameron had done to her.


  Ben moved his hand from her cheek to her nape and held her to him as he deepened their kiss. He kissed nothing like Cameron. His mouth was gentle and coaxing, but it was hot as hell and he tasted just as good as his brother.


  Morgan found she was breathless when Ben slowly pulled his lips from hers. He rested his forehead gently on hers as he caressed her neck with his thumb. “You are so goddam sexy, Morgan. How did we get so lucky as to have you as our mate?”


  Morgan was about to ask what he meant when a growl made Ben release her and step back. Evan stepped up and took her gently from his brother. He had his pants back on, but his wide, smooth, heavily muscled torso remained bare. She could see that he had several long scars and a few puckered ones that could only be bullet wounds, but he looked magnificent to her. She thrust out her bottom lip in the first pout of her life. “You got dressed.”


  Evan smiled his crooked smiled and a deep chuckle rumbled from his chest. It sounded hoarse, and she suspected from all his wounds that he probably hadn’t had cause to laugh in quite a while.


  “You already saw me naked once. Wasn’t that enough for you?” She shook her head and he lowered his head to kiss her reverently on the lips. “There’s already too much mating musk in here. If any more pours off you I’ll be starting our mating on your sister’s kitchen table.”


  “I didn’t understand anything you just said, but if you’re implying that we’d end up having sex in Bethany’s kitchen, then ewww.”


  “Thank you, Evan,” Bethany said. “We have to eat here.”


  “We’re the only ones who get to have sex on our kitchen table,” said a tall man with short brown hair. He had his arms wrapped around Bethany, his hands possessively splayed across her baby mound.


  “Ewww,” Morgan said again, a laugh slipping out.


  “Hi there. I’m Michael. We have got to talk later.”


  “Don’t look so worried, Morgan, it’s nothing bad,” Cameron said. “Michael is a computer genius and was seriously impressed with your skills. I think he may even want to offer you a job.”


  Michael smiled kindly at her and she felt a warm feeling spread through her. She had a sister, three brothers-in-law, and who-knows-what with the Harvey brothers. Her life had changed completely in the course of one day and the emptiness in her soul had been filled. She reveled in the feeling of being fully alive and complete for the first time in her life.


  Chapter 10


  


  Ignaty released the human nurse and let her body fall to the landing. He left her in the dirty stairwell and moved at full speed to the bottom of the fire escape and out the door. From the amount of cigarette butts littering the ground outside the exit, he could see that this was a well-used area and he walked briskly to his car before anyone saw him.


  Relaxing back into the leather upholstery of the hire car, he reached for his cell phone. He was confident in the fact that his new position as Beta to Artur Petrov was now secure. He would not become complacent like his brother, Yefim. The idiot deserved to die for the way he had let Artur’s long-lost daughter slip away from him. Yefim was a spineless coward and he always had been.


  Artur answered his call on the first ring. “Where is she?” he demanded.


  “She was taken away by policemen who were also shifters. The hospital still carried their scent. They were from a town in the state of Colorado called Eminence. Morganya’s discharge papers state that she was released but offer no further information.”


  Ignaty had tortured the policemen’s identities out of the nurse. She’d been unwilling to share patient information with a stranger, but his form of persuasion always yielded results.


  “I will send Yefim ahead to do the reconnaissance while we await our friend Eamon’s arrival.”


  “He lives?” Ignaty couldn’t mask his shock that his brother was still breathing.


  Artur chuckled humorlessly. “He may not call it that. Once he has healed sufficiently he will be eager to please me. Eamon has been placed in a cage and is on the way here. I will see what Yefim discovers in Colorado before I risk moving Eamon again.”


  “Yes, Alpha.” Ignaty ended the call and snarled loudly at the thought of having to use the beast Eamon. He hated his Alpha’s fascination with the creature. With any luck, both Artur’s pet and his brother would both die in this town of Eminence.


  Chapter 11


  


  Evan held Morgan on his lap, her small body nestled tight to the bare skin of his chest. She was relaxed and trusting in his hold, something he never imagined he’d enjoy, but he did. Most people saw his scarred face and huge frame and felt intimidated, even if he wasn’t holding a weapon in his hands. But not Morgan.


  Then there was the way she had embraced his cat with such abandon. His cat purred as he recalled how wonderful it had been when she’d touched him. He knew the mating musk would have made her aware of him, but the way she responded to him was all due to her personality and her nature.


  She liked him, drew comfort and strength from his presence. He could scent it from her. No one in all his adult life had ever felt those emotions just from being in his company. It was a revelation and a joy to him. His mate was perfect.


  “And you’ve never seen a vampire either, Evan?” Morgan asked. She tilted her head up to look at him and his emotions were clogging his throat too much for him to speak, so he just smiled and shook his head.


  He watched her as she listened intently to her sister’s life story. She cried when Bethany spoke of her time being locked away in an institution and she laughed when Samson told them how Michael had shifted into a cougar and scared the pants off their mate.


  Morgan was stunning and he was amazed to realize that he loved her already. She was now his reason for living. He looked around at the way his brothers were regarding Morgan and how Samson, Michael, and Jason were gazing at Bethany, and knew that anyone coming to Eminence wishing to harm the sisters would find it was the last thing they ever did.


  “So you’ve never shifted either, Bethany?” Morgan said. “But you’re a cougar like your mates.”


  “Jason has done all kinds of blood tests. I am definitely a shifter.”


  “I can repeat them on you, if you wish,” Jason said. “But it’s unnecessary as far as I’m concerned. You have the same scent as Bethany and your eyes shift to the same color when your emotions are heightened. I don’t know why you are both latent shifters, but I suspect that one of your parents may have been the same.”


  “You can take Jason’s suspicions as certainties,” Ben said. “He saved a whole race of shifter/vampire hybrids from death three months ago. He’s touted as a medical genius by our pride in Pine Falls.”


  Jason ignored Ben completely as he handed Bethany a glass of water. Evan had initially thought Jason was arrogant, but he’d come to see his behavior was instead born of gross humility. He had no desire to be praised. He just wanted to do his job.


  “I still have to wrap my head around the fact shape-shifters are real, then I’ll deal with the vampires and demons,” Morgan said. “So if Bethany can’t shift and her husbands can, what will the baby be?”


  “Perfect,” Jason said. He smiled down at his mate and kissed her deeply. Samson moved swiftly and caught the glass of water Bethany was dropping.


  “We don’t care if our cub shifts or not,” Samson said. “But Jason said he’ll be able to test the cord blood once it’s born. Otherwise we would have to wait until puberty to find out.”


  “I’m human, and Finn says Matthew will shift when his time comes,” Melanie said.


  “Matthew’s growing so fast he may shift tomorrow,” Shana said. “I think he may even end up bigger than his daddies.”


  Evan watched as Finn and Melanie smiled proudly at each other. Their baby was only nine months old, but he was tall for his age and nearly walking already. He was a strong cub. Evan growled inadvertently as he pictured Morgan pregnant with their cub. It was a wonderful thought.


  “I think we can leave you in the capable hands of your mates and your sister, young Morgan,” Shana said. “Welcome to our pride.”


  Evan rose as the Alpha and his mate stood to leave. After everyone had thanked them for coming and Melanie had secured a day for Morgan to come and meet the other mates, Evan sat back on the sofa with Morgan still in his arms.


  “We haven’t discussed what being the mate of Evan, Ben, and Cameron involves,” Bethany said. She yawned as she leaned against Jason’s side.


  “I think you need to turn in for the night,” Jason said. He picked Bethany up and walked from the room with her.


  “We’ll talk tomorrow then,” Bethany called out.


  Morgan laughed and wriggled closer to Evan. “I can already see from the way their husbands look at Bethany and Melanie that being a mate is very different from being someone’s wife in a conventional marriage. It doesn’t even seem strange that they have more than one husband. The way they all love and cherish each other makes it seem natural. I’m so happy Bethany has found such love and happiness after the horrible life she’d had before.”


  “We will gladly answer any questions you may have,” Ben said. He sat on the coffee table in front of Morgan and reached out to clasp her fingers. “As mates we’re incapable of lying to one another. It’s why you’ve found yourself telling us highly personal things that you may not normally have been comfortable sharing.”


  “Like the fact that I’ve never dated? Yes, that was something I wouldn’t normally share with a room full of strangers.”


  Evan growled and was surprised to find his brothers did, too. None of their cats liked being referred to as strangers. “I hope we aren’t strangers to you now, Morgan.”


  “You don’t feel like strangers.” She furrowed her brows and chewed on her bottom lip. “But I’ve still only known you for a few hours.”


  “When a shifter meets their mates,” Cameron said, “they recognize them instantly from their unique scent. It makes our bodies release a special pheromone. We call it the mating musk.”


  “This musk ensures that the mates find it nearly impossible to ignore each other,” Evan said. Morgan shuddered in his arms. She knew the feeling they were trying to describe. “So we are compelled to be near our mate. To touch them.”


  “It’s more than physical, though,” Ben said. He sat next to Evan and ran his hand softly up and down Morgan’s thigh. She was wearing loose-fitting pants and a T-shirt Bethany had loaned her, Evan wished she were wearing his clothes instead. Or nothing at all would be even better.


  “I find I’m curious about your whole life. What you’ve done, where you’ve been. I want to know all about you.”


  “I feel the same about all of you. I’ve always been more comfortable with my own company. I’ve spent most of my spare time on a computer, escaping into one of my virtual personas for entertainment. But now that I’ve met all of you I feel like I’d lose part of myself if I ever left you.” Morgan looked down at her plastered hands and he scented her confusion.


  “A male shifter only has one mate born for them,” Evan said softly. “His mate is the only one who can carry his child. Some are not lucky enough to meet their mate, and they live their three centuries of life alone, never able to have children, never finding the other half of their soul. We feel incredibly lucky to have found you, Morgan.”


  Morgan looked at each of his brothers and twisted around to look at him. “You live to three hundred?” Her brows furrowed again as she stared into his eyes. “How old are you now?”


  “I’m nearly sixty, and Ben and Cam are both in their mid-forties. We just age very slowly. We aren’t immortal like vampires.”


  Evan noticed Morgan chewing on her lip again. He could guess at what was worrying her this time. “Once we are mated our mate ages at the same slow rate, even if they are fully human.”


  “We know this is a lot to take in.” Morgan nodded in agreement as her stomach rumbled loudly. Evan realized what terrible mates they’d been. They’d offered Morgan nothing to eat in the few hours she’d been in Eminence.


  “When did you last eat, honey?” Ben said.


  “I haven’t eaten today. I met Sister Vincenza before sunrise, and then I only took a coffee with me to do my searching at the cyber café.”


  “Who is Sister Vincenza?” Michael asked. Evan looked up to see that Michael was standing in the doorway that led to the kitchen.


  “She’s the nun who placed Bethany and me into care twenty years ago.”


  Michael’s face lit up. He ran to Morgan and picked her off Evan’s lap, disappearing with her before Evan had even had time to protest.


  


  * * * *


  


  Ben had reacted faster than his brothers, so it was on his lap that Morgan was now perched, her fingers flying across one of the keyboards in front of Michael’s bank of monitors. She'd complained about how slowly she was typing due to her casts. Ben couldn't even imagine how fast she'd be when her hands were fully healed.


  He'd never been inside Michael’s inner sanctum before, and found he was a little overwhelmed at all the information the twenty or so computer screens were displaying.


  “These computers are like a dream come true for me,” Morgan said. Ben felt her shiver as goose bumps rose on her arms. “They are truly incredible.”


  “So that’s how you got access to the original file from Children’s Services,” Michael said. “I never thought to go through local police servers to access it. Their firewalls are notoriously much easier to breach.”


  Michael was typing on another keyboard, his fingers just a blur. The information appeared and disappeared on the monitors at a rate Ben had trouble reading. Michael and Morgan, however, seemed to process the data easily.


  “Sister Vincenza said our mother’s eyes glowed, the same way mine do, on the night she left Bethany and me with her. Seeing my eyes glow was the only reason she told me the names of my sister and mother.”


  “I already accessed everything you looked at earlier today. I’m sorry your birth mother is dead,” Michael said.


  “Thank you. I know it’s stupid, as I didn’t know her, but I’m sad that she’s dead and that I’ll never get to meet her. Wait, you got through my program?”


  “It took him longer than he’ll ever admit,” Samson said, walking into the room and leaning against the bank of monitors. “Your midnight snack is ready.”


  “We need to tell Morgan about her father,” Michael said. Morgan tensed and Ben gave her a gentle squeeze of reassurance. He loved the feel of his mate in his arms. She was small and soft, and he would be happy to hold her forever.


  His cock hardened as he imagined holding her tonight in whatever bed Michael gave them all to sleep in. At least he hoped that they were given a room in the main house, because he certainly had no intention of taking her back to a bunk house full of other men.


  A red light began flashing on the monitor next to Samson’s head. “Does this mean you’re not going to be eating?” Samson said coldly, pointing at the flashing screen.


  “Fuck,” Michael said. His fingers sped over his keyboard. They all waited in silence as Michael worked. A few minutes later the large center screen showed the face of a solemn reporter holding a microphone. Michael turned up the volume and they all listened as the reporter told of the grisly discovery of a murdered nurse from the emergency department of McLaren-Greater Lansing Hospital. A picture of the deceased nurse flashed on the screen, as well as a number to call if anyone had any information regarding her brutal slaying.


  Ben’s cat went wild inside him. His claws erupted from his fingertips as his control over his rage slipped. He looked over at Cameron and saw he was also waging a similar battle with his cat.


  “That was the nurse who was looking after Morgan,” Cameron said. Ben knew Cameron was in better control of his cat than he was. Ben was still incapable of speech.


  “Then we can assume our location has been compromised,” Samson said. “I’ll alert Cooper.” Samson ran silently from the room.


  “Why was that nurse killed?” Morgan said, her voice barely above a whisper. Ben scented guilt and fear from his mate.


  “This is not your fault, Morgan,” Michael said. “I noticed you didn’t search for any information on your father today.”


  “No, I didn’t. Sister Vincenza said my mother was terrified of him. My mother had a cast on her arm and bruising on her face when she gave us to the Sister. She told the Sister that she needed to keep us hidden from him because he had evil plans in place for our future. Once I discovered my mother had been killed, I focused on finding Bethany. I needed to make sure she was safe.”


  Morgan lowered her head and shuddered as the scent of her guilt grew thicker still. “I got the impression my father was a bad person. I kept getting blocked when I searched for Bethany and it became a bit like a battle to me. I kind of got caught up in it. That was you?”


  Michael nodded. “You’re very good, but I managed to keep you from finding Bethany. I did, however, expand my search to include your father. His name is Artur Petrov and you were right in thinking he’s not a good person. He lives in Moscow and I suspect he arranged for your mother’s murder, even if he didn’t do it himself. I also fear he’s the one behind your attempted kidnapping and that nurse’s murder.”


  Ben steadied Morgan as she swayed on his lap. “You couldn’t have known he was searching for you, too,” Ben said. Her heart rate was now dangerously high, her breathing shallow.


  “I did this,” Morgan said, her voice so soft that Ben barely heard her. “I’ve put Bethany in danger, her baby, that nurse. I caused all of this when I went to Sister Vincenza for information about my mother.”


  “Would you rather not have found us?” Ben said. “Would you have us live our lives without our mate? Would you rather Bethany never met her sister?”


  “No,” Morgan answered immediately. She turned in his arms and lay her head on his chest. Ben relaxed as Morgan’s heart slowed and her panic subsided. “I’m very tired.”


  Ben stood, holding Morgan close. He had no idea where they could take her.


  “Is there somewhere we can all stay with Morgan?” Evan asked Michael. “We don’t want to leave her tonight.”


  “Bethany has already made up the guest room for you. It’s the third door on the left at the top of the stairs. It used to be Jason’s room. It has a big bed and its own bathroom.” Michael stepped closer to Morgan and tipped her chin up until she was looking at him. “I was searching for Bethany’s family, too. I would have eventually triggered the same alert you did and Petrov would still have come for her.”


  Ben knew that to be the truth. Michael was not merely placating Morgan. As he made his way upstairs, his blood ran cold as he considered what might have happened to Morgan had they not rescued her before Petrov sent his men to the hospital. He obviously wanted her badly and was willing to kill to get her.


  No matter what his plans were for his daughters, he was not going to succeed. Ben and Cameron had been training for months to be soldiers and, one day, enforcers for the pride. They would be all the more deadly now that it was their mate they were protecting.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cameron and his brothers left their mate as soon as she was asleep. She hadn’t spoken a word to them. She had simply let them tuck her into bed before quickly succumbing to her fatigue. Cameron considered himself lucky to be the one returning to spend the night in bed with her.


  Evan and Ben were preparing to go on patrol wherever Cooper directed them. They’d heard their pride enforcer arrive a few minutes ago, along with his brother Dane, and Cameron was anxious to hear if they had any new information on Morgan’s father.


  “I think we need to find out why this Petrov wants his daughters so badly,” Cameron said as he entered the large living room. He was surprised to find it filled with so many members of the Eminence pride. “The way his men manhandled Morgan in their attempt to take her from that cyber café seems to indicate that it’s not for a joyous family reunion.”


  “I’ve just been saying the same thing,” Jason said. “He certainly wouldn’t have sent men to abduct her or have his men murder people for information on her whereabouts if his purpose was simply to reconcile with her.”


  Cameron and his brothers were congratulated by the other men on finding their mate, and enquiries were made about her health before Cooper loudly cleared his throat. The room silenced immediately.


  “Even though Artur Petrov will be coming here looking for Morgan, Bethany is also in danger once he recognizes her scent,” Cooper said. “We now have two safe rooms in Eminence, the original one at our ranch and another that has just been installed at Gabe’s.”


  Cameron could see the sense in putting it on the Prentiss ranch. The Alpha’s home was in the far north of town, and the Prentiss ranch was on the southern border. Also, Jordanna’s blindness meant she functioned better in areas that were familiar to her.


  Cooper told everyone what they’d learned so far and the pride dispersed immediately to start their assigned patrols. Cameron went back up to the room they were sharing with Morgan and quickly stripped off his clothes. His body was humming with excitement as he stared down at his mate’s sleeping form. He couldn’t wait to feel every inch of himself pressed up against her soft, warm body.


  Shifting quickly, he stepped carefully onto the bed without disturbing Morgan and maneuvered his cat so that he was between her and the door. Even with the covers separating them, his cat purred with the simple pleasure of feeling his mate pressed against him.


  He could see the bruises on her face and neck had faded already to a pale yellow, and knew they would be gone by morning. He would like nothing better than to get his hands on the bastard who liked to hurt women.


  Cameron had no intention of sleeping. He planned on listening to the other pride members as they patrolled, and staying alert to any danger that may threaten his precious mate. Unfortunately it was only an hour later, at two in the morning, that Cameron’s worst fears were realized.


  “I have an unfamiliar shifter sitting in the diner,” Gabriel Prentiss said through the mental link the pride utilized when they were shifted. “He’s a huge fucker. As tall as Finn, but heavier all over. Definitely feline in species. He has healing bruises and cuts all over his face. Someone has recently worked him over.”


  “Has he said anything useful to Barry at the diner?” Cooper asked.


  Cameron had run into town on many occasions during their time in Eminence, and knew Barry, the night manager at the diner, was a human. He was also a nosy old bastard who liked to know everyone’s business.


  “Our visitor speaks English with a strong Russian accent. He told Barry he was in town looking for his niece, Morganya. Apparently she’s in an abusive relationship with her boyfriend and he’s been roughing her up.”


  “He sounds a lot like the man Morgan described,” Cameron said. “Ben and I would recognize his scent from the cyber café.”


  “Stay with Morgan, Cameron,” Cooper answered immediately. “Ben, shift and take a drive into town. Melanie delivered two of her delicious kaffir lime tarts to the diner yesterday. I believe there’s a piece left with your name on it.”


  “I’ll leave immediately,” Ben said.


  “If Ben confirms it’s the same man, then I want you to find out what he’s doing here, Samson,” Finn said. “No one else is to touch him until Samson has completed his interrogation.”


  Cameron snarled in annoyance at the Alpha’s edict. If this was the man who had already hurt Morgan, then he wanted to return the favor by breaking both of his arms. Then he’d tear his heart out.


  Chapter 12


  


  Ben walked into the diner only ten minutes after Gabriel had spotted the visitor. He didn’t have to take more than one breath before nodding a confirmation to Gabriel, who was waiting outside.


  Ben’s cat wanted to rip the man apart for brutalizing his mate, but Ben kept his beast in check. They needed to know what Artur Petrov’s plans were for his daughters. Knowledge was power, and Ben wanted all the advantages he could get when it came to protecting his mate.


  “Hey there, Barry. I hear that there’s a kaffir lime pie on the menu that’s to die for,” Ben said. He strolled over to the bar and dragged out a stool a few seats away from their quarry. Gabriel would be alerting the rest of the pride and Samson would be here momentarily to take the shifter to jail.


  “Sure is,” Barry said. “I think I ate nearly one entire pie myself last week.” He patted his ample stomach as he put a mug of steaming coffee in front of Ben before turning and entering the kitchen area. “A la mode as usual, Ben?”


  “Make it a double scoop,” Ben said casually. “I’ll run a few extra miles tomorrow to work it off.” As far as Barry was concerned, Ben was a deputy-in-training for the Eminence sheriff’s department. As were half the trainees in Samson’s combat course.


  The humans in Eminence would remain oblivious to the existence of shifters and still benefit from their protection. It was the way it had always been and Ben was here to ensure it continued that way. The safety of his entire race, let alone his mate and their future cubs, depended on it.


  “Sneaking out for more pie, Ben,” Samson said. Ben shook his head as he turned and smiled at the huge man. There was a bell over the door, the floorboards all creaked, and Samson probably weighed in at two hundred and fifty pounds. How the hell he managed to move with complete silence just defied logic. Samson hadn’t entered alone either. Gabriel, Cooper, and Hunter were all standing behind him. Ben knew he had a lot still to learn if he ever hoped to be as good as any of the shifters in front of him.


  “Caught me, boss,” Ben said. He held up his hands in a gesture of surrender.


  The stranger at the counter stiffened and stood so quickly that his chair tipped over. Ben went to intercept him as he raced for the door, but found the stranger was already in Samson’s grasp. Samson had one of his arms around the much larger man’s throat and his arm twisted up behind his back as Samson held him immobile.


  “Sorry, Barry,” Hunter said, picking up the stool and tucking it under the counter. “There’s a warrant out for this guy. He’s wanted for questioning over an attempted kidnapping in Michigan.”


  Ben saw Barry nod his head as he walked out from the kitchen with Ben’s pie in his hands and a puzzled expression on his face. Hunter kept the story close to the truth and Ben could see the sense in that. If Barry saw anything on the news of the kidnapping attempt or the murders in Lansing, he’d understand why they’d taken the man into custody.


  “You want me to box this for you then, Ben,” Barry said, his tone grave. “Hunter’s probably going to want you there to see how they question this fellow.”


  “Thanks, Barry.”


  Samson had the shifter outside before Barry had finished speaking. Ben waited impatiently for his pie and then left to meet the others before they started the interrogation on Petrov’s man. He didn’t want to miss a word of what the man had to say.


  Hunter and Dane had sent any human employees home for the night, so the sheriff’s station was now filled with only shifters. The man was held in the station’s steel-reinforced interrogation room with thick chains holding his manacled hands to a solid metal link that was cemented into the floor.


  Ben noticed the prisoner’s blazing yellow eyes as he joined Finn and Cooper in the viewing room adjacent to the interrogation cell. The shifter was furious at being caught, but the scent of his fear was also heavy in the air. Ben had followed the acrid smell from the diner. This man might work for Artur Petrov, but he was only loyal to him out of fear for the man.


  “Has he said anything?” Ben asked, squeezing the words out past his rage. His cat was close to breaking free, it wanted to hurt this creature who had treated his mate with such callous disregard.


  “Just growls and threats in Russian,” Cooper answered. “Samson has translated. Apparently he’s been questioning our parentage and feels we should be trembling in fear for what awaits us if we don’t hand over Petrov’s whelp.” Ben growled loudly as he lurched toward the door.


  “Stop,” Finn said, making Ben immediately halt. He trembled where he stood, unable to break free of the Alpha’s command. “You are a part of my pride now, Ben Harvey, and in joining me you pledged your allegiance to me. Do you wish to return to Caleb?”


  “No, Alpha,” Ben ground out between his clenched jaws. He would not leave Morgan, the very idea was anathema to both sides of his nature.


  “Then let’s see what information Samson can glean before we decide to kill him for his crimes against your mate.”


  Finn’s words rang in his ears as he moved to the viewing window to observe Samson’s interrogation. His cat was soothed that the man was not going to go free. He would eventually be made to pay for laying his hands so cruelly on Morgan.


  It was dawn when Samson called a halt to his interrogation, and the pride members who were not on patrol gathered in the station’s conference room. Ben swallowed the bile that seemed to still be burning in his throat as he looked across at Samson. The big man was talking to Finn, his demeanor appearing calm, and unaffected by the cruelty he’d had to use whilst questioning their prisoner.


  “Finn forbade Samson from killing the human who abducted and tortured Bethany,” Jason said. “His threats, however, so terrified the man that he managed to kill himself with a plastic knife his first night in custody.”


  “Jesus,” Ben said. “I don’t know how he remains so unaffected.” Samson turned and looked at Ben. Samson held Ben’s gaze for only a second, but it was imbued with enough sadness that Ben knew Samson did indeed suffered for the pain he inflicted.


  He did it only because it was necessary, and in this case, he did it to save Ben’s mate as well as his own. Ben knew Samson would sacrifice his soul, if necessary, to save Bethany, and Ben understood that emotion only too well. No one would again harm Morgan as long as he and his brothers still breathed.


  Finn cleared his throat and everyone moved to sit at conference table. “Samson has learned nothing from our unwelcome guest other than he’s terrified of Artur Petrov.”


  “His fear is stinking up the entire town,” Evan said. “I hate to think of Petrov ever getting his hands on Morgan or Bethany.”


  “We need to know what Petrov wants with his daughters,” Hunter said. “This all makes no sense.”


  “I did everything I could short of actually killing him,” Samson said, his voice harsh with his cat’s rage. “And we’ll get no answers from a dead man.”


  “I think that even if you took his testicles again, should they grow back, that he’d still remain silent,” Jason said softly. He rubbed his chin with his fingers as he stood. “I know someone who may be able to get us our answers without having to actually kill him.”


  “We could ask,” Finn said, his brows furrowing as he considered Jason’s suggestion. “Brody could have him here in an instant, so he wouldn’t be away from Kaitlyn for too long. I imagine he is loath to leave her for even a short period now that she is pregnant.”


  “It won’t take him long,” Jason said. “He could have the information for us in minutes. The shifter will have no idea that Aiden is a vampire, let alone what he is capable of.”


  Ben looked at Evan who was frowning deeply at him. “He really is that good?” Evan whispered.


  Ben nodded at his brother. Once Aiden had their answers, then he would ask to be left alone with the man. He had some arms to break. Just to return the favor.


  


  * * * *


  


  Aiden heard his cell phone vibrating and wanted desperately to just ignore it. Sean was still out on patrol, and Kaitlyn was fast asleep. Her upper body was sprawled deliciously over his chest and their baby was kicking lightly at his side. Sighing, he reached for the phone.


  “Am I to congratulate you?” Aiden asked, recognizing Jason Reed’s number.


  “We have a situation that requires your mind reading abilities,” Jason said. The man was blunt and to the point, as usual. Aiden actually liked that about him. “Bethany is in danger.”


  “I take it she has not yet had her baby?”


  “It’s a long story, Aiden. Can Brody bring you to Eminence? I wouldn’t ask if we had any other way of finding out the information we need.”


  “I can believe that. I imagine you are only asking me because Samson was unsuccessful.” He knew very well how good Samson Reed was at interrogation. If he’d failed, then Aiden really was their only chance of finding out what was in someone’s mind. “I will have Sean return from patrol and go directly to Brody’s cabin. I’ll be with you shortly.”


  He disconnected the call and reached for his partner. “Sean, I’m needed in Eminence.”


  “I’ll have someone cover the rest of my patrol and be home in five minutes. Don’t leave until I’m there.” Sean answered.


  Aiden didn’t take offense at Sean’s protectiveness over their mate. Not three months ago a vampire had come to take her from them. His plans to have Kaitlyn as his own private blood donor and concubine still made Aiden burn with barely controlled fury.


  The fact that the offending vampire was very dead did little to temper his feelings of rage. He would never forget how close they had come to losing her forever. Never forget to treasure each and every minute of his eternity with her.


  “Is Bethany well?” Kaitlyn asked. She rubbed at her eyes as she sat up. He felt the loss of her heat on his naked chest immediately, and mourned losing the feeling of their baby lying safely between them.


  “I’m unsure of what the threat to her entails, but someone seems to have come to Eminence to harm her. Jason has asked for my help in obtaining the information they need. As soon as I’ve discovered all that they need, I will return to you, my love.”


  She smiled at him and lowered herself back to his chest to kiss him chastely. “Jason has done so much for us, I’m glad we’re able to repay him in this small way.”


  Sean ran into the room and swept Kaitlyn into his arms. “Make Bethany safe,” Sean said. “Jason must be going crazy with worry. Her baby is due any day now.”


  Aiden kissed Kaitlyn before quickly dressing. He was at Brody’s home only a couple of minutes later, knocking loudly on the kitchen door to wake the sleeping bears and their mate.


  “I want your mate,” Aiden said.


  “You have your own mate, vampire,” Landon said, his booming voice rattling the windows.


  Aiden waited patiently, hearing the frustration in the minds of both Landon and his brother, Elliot, as Brody wriggled out from between.


  “We had plans for our mate this morning,” Landon said sulkily, directing his thoughts to Aiden instead of speaking them out loud. Brody was such a sweet person that he’d be horrified if Landon appeared reluctant to help his friend.


  “Come, in, Aiden,” Brody said as he opened the kitchen door for him. “Is everything okay with Kaitlyn?” Landon and Elliot were both standing protectively beside their mate and neither of them appeared to be happy.


  He quickly told them what little he knew and Brody immediately agreed to take Aiden to Eminence. The brothers flipped a coin to see who would accompany Brody. Elliot won the toss.


  Brody may be a powerful demon, but Aiden understood the deep protective need that drove the brothers to put their mate’s safety above all else. He felt exactly the same way about his Kaitlyn.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cameron watched as Morgan slipped from her deep sleep into wakefulness. She stretched and looked around, her confusion at her surroundings obvious on her expressive face. When her gaze finally settled on him, a huge cougar sitting on the end of the bed, he braced himself for her scream. She surprised him, however, by smiling widely as she threw off the light blanket and crawled over to him.


  “I half expected to wake up in the hospital, or in the cheap hotel I was staying at in Lansing.” She kneeled up in front of him, her head level with his chest, and stroked her fingers down his coat. He had never purred before in his life, but the rumbling sound his cat was making as the pleasure of his mate’s touch spread through his body, was definitely a purr.


  “I’m so glad it wasn’t all a dream, Cameron. I like the way I feel around you.” He rubbed his face over the top of her head, marking her with his scent. She was his. She wrapped her arms around him and rested her face against his neck.


  “I like having mates. I like having a sister. This may sound strange, but I feel whole this morning. Like I’ve been waiting all my life to find you, and to find Bethany.”


  His mate seemed to like talking to him while he was in his shifted form. She appeared to be more open and forthright than when he’d been human, so he resisted the urge to shift and let her say everything she needed to say. Once she’d finished, he’d shift and tell her everything he needed to say to her.


  “I’m scared, though. Scared that I’ve brought all this trouble to my sister. I’ve put her in danger just when she’s about to have her baby.” Morgan paused and took a deep breath before she continued. “But a purely selfish part of me is just so happy that I’ve found her. After wondering all my life who I am, I finally know. I know my mother loved me, and that she died to protect my sister and me.”


  Cameron had known all his life that he was a shifter and that he was loved by his parents, something Morgan and Bethany had never had. His anger toward Artur Petrov deepened.


  “I don’t know how to be either, you know?” She didn’t elaborate and he didn’t understand the sadness in her voice, in her scent. He stood, letting her arms fall from his neck, and shifted. His human arms then pulled her tight to his chest as her tears burned his naked chest.


  “What can’t you be?” he said, kissing her hair as he absorbed her pain.


  “I don’t know how to be a sister and I don’t know how to be a mate. So far all I’ve done is be a huge pain in the ass.” He growled softly, not liking that she didn’t understand the joy she’d already brought him just by being alive.


  “Then I’ve done a terrible job of conveying my feelings, Morgan, and I’m sorry for that. With your father’s man being here, and you and Bethany being in such danger, we haven’t devoted enough time to you.”


  She stiffened in his arms. “Someone has come already?” She tried to pull from his arms, but he liked her exactly where she was, so he held her a little tighter.


  “We are a strong pride, Morgan. Both you and Bethany are safe here. The intruder was discovered as soon as he entered the town. Samson has been questioning him half the night.”


  She relaxed against him and sighed deeply. He could almost hear her mind working. He knew that she would decide to leave, thinking she would lead the danger away from Bethany and her baby.


  “Do you understand from everything you were told last night about shifters mating for life?”


  She remained silent, but nodded her head. He felt her withdrawing emotionally from him. She unwrapped her arms from around him and wiped at her eyes. He let her pull back a few inches before tipping her face up so their eyes met.


  “Did Shana tell you what happens when a mate leaves or dies?” She shook her head ever so slightly and moistened her lips with her tongue. He hated to scare her with things she wasn’t ready to hear, but she was a shifter too, and she needed to understand the way shifters mated. The way shifters loved.


  “If you leave us, we will search for you until the day we die. Once we meet our mate, an irrevocable connection is made between us, and she is then the only one we will ever be attracted to. We are then physically incapable of ever being with another woman.


  “Once we are mated, if our mate dies, then so do we. Our hearts are so entwined and our souls so entangled that we can’t live without her. I know already that I would die without you, my Morgan. I can feel you inside me and you are now everything to me. I will always fight to keep you safe from any danger, not just this one. I fight for you, and for the cubs we will one day have. For our life together.”


  Morgan blinked and her eyes began to change. He watched the blue turn to soft lavender as they glowed with the depth of her emotions. He could scent clearly what she was feeling, but he waited for her to say it.


  “You can’t die.” She poked him softly in the chest with one of her fingers. “Just the thought of you, Ben, or Evan being dead makes me angrier than I’ve ever been in my entire life. You are not allowed to die. Do you understand me?”


  “Don’t hurt your wrist, baby,” Cameron said. He wrapped his hands around her casts. She was feeling protective and possessive of him, and his cat wanted to purr again.


  “Your cat has already claimed us, Morgan. Can’t you feel it?”


  She nodded slowly. “I think so. I wanted to leave. But it was only to stop my father from hurting anyone here, especially Bethany.”


  “And now?”


  Cameron smiled as he already had his answer in her glowing lavender eyes. She was theirs.


  Chapter 13


  


  Evan knew little about vampires or demons other than that they existed, so he didn’t know what to expect from the two people coming to Eminence. Jason had left a few minutes ago, saying that Brody had to go to the clinic. He couldn’t imagine what sort of help they were going to be if one of them was already injured.


  While he waited, he stared at the man shackled in the interrogation room. Blood coated what clothes remained on his body, yet he still looked arrogant and defiant. He was confident that he’d die without having betrayed any of Artur Petrov’s secrets.


  The interrogation room door opened and a tall, lean man with dark hair and pale grey eyes walked into the room. The man in chains immediately stiffened and rose to his feet, drawing as far away from the newcomer as the chains allowed.


  “He knows what Aiden is,” Samson said. Evan turned to see that Samson was now standing behind him.


  The open door to the viewing room grew dark as a huge man ducked under the door frame and stalked into the room. A bear. Evan recognized the scent immediately. It had to be Landon or Elliot.


  “You can come in now, baby,” Elliot said. He held out his hand, and a slight man with straight blond hair walked into the room and clasped Elliot’s hand.


  “This is Elliot's mate, Brody,” Samson said.


  “Thank you for bringing Aiden here to help us,” Evan said. “I’m Evan. Morgan, Bethany’s sister, is my mate.”


  “I won’t tell you anything, vampire. You may as well kill me right now,” the prisoner shouted, drawing their attention back to the interrogation room. He was pulling violently at the shackles around his wrists and blood oozed up from the deep cuts they were making in his skin.


  The vampire just stood there watching as the man pulled at his bindings and snarled insults at him in Russian. The vampire stared into the mirror and remained motionless through nearly ten minutes of verbal abuse from the prisoner. Then suddenly, he spun and stared at the man.


  “You know my friend, Eamon,” Aiden said coldly, “and you haven’t been treating him very well these past hundred years.”


  Evan watched the smooth features of the vampire’s face morph into something completely inhuman. His fangs grew long and sharp, looking as if they’d elongated nearly to his chin. The bones in his face thickened, sharpening his face as his eyes glowed red in their deep sockets.


  He reached for the man with hands that were now tipped with long clawed talons instead of fingers. The talons dug deeply into the man’s arms as he picked the shifter up and threw him against the wall.


  The chain holding the prisoner’s shackles to the floor broke with the strength of the vampire’s throw. The shackles then fell to the ground, snapped cleanly in two. The prisoner bounced off the wall and dived for the mirrored glass of the viewing window.


  Evan instinctively stepped back as the man broke through the window and it shattered from the impact. The man rolled as he landed on the viewing room floor and was on his feet with Brody held against his chest before the first of the window’s glass shards began to hit the floor.


  “Step back or this one dies,” he said. He snarled as he stepped back toward the door to the hallway.


  Brody disappeared from the man’s hold at the same instant as Elliot took a step forward and grasped the man’s head in his massive hands. He twisted it sharply, then dropped the head onto the glass-strewn floor as he turned toward a soft growling noise that emanated from a corner of the room.


  Evan tore his gaze from the prisoner’s body as it slid to the ground to join its severed head. What he saw made no sense. Elliot stooped over and lifted a small cream-colored bear cub into his arms as he whispered reassurances of safety to it.


  Aiden appeared beside Elliot, his features once more human, as he stared in wonder at the bear cub that was now shaking in Elliot’s gentle embrace. “I’m so sorry I lost control, Brody. Are you hurt?”


  The bear cub shook his head and snuggled against Elliot’s chest. Evan was confused, and by the looks on both Samson’s and Aiden’s faces, he wasn’t the only one feeling that way.


  “What the hell just happened?” Evan asked, his voice barely above a whisper.


  “I lost control when I learned something horrific from that creature’s mind,” Aiden said. He gestured absently at the decapitated corpse with one hand.


  Aiden looked at Samson, and Evan could scent pain radiating from the vampire. Evan shuddered as he wondered what his mate’s father had done that had so enraged and pained the vampire.


  “I also learned what you needed to know about Artur Petrov. Once Elliot has calmed his mate I will tell you everything I leaned.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Ben watched Aiden pace the length of the conference room, as he waited for Brody and Elliot to join them. He was clearly not happy that Brody had been placed in danger. Ben had been standing guard in the corridor, and had not witnessed the attack, but he could see how angry Aiden was with himself..


  “Stop berating yourself, my friend,” Finn said. He stepped in Aiden’s path and placed a hand on his shoulder. “I’d say ‘you’re only human’ but we all know that’s not the case. Brody is unharmed and you said that Elliot no longer wishes to kill you.” Finn smiled at Aiden and Ben saw a smile tugging at his lips. “Elliot is an interesting man.”


  “I may not be human, but I’m old enough to know better, Finn. Had Brody been anything but a demon—”


  “But I am a demon,” Brody said. He walked up to Aiden and hugged the vampire around the waist. Elliot’s growl made the glasses on the conference room table rattle loudly as they shook on their tray. “Hush, Elliot. It must have been something truly awful to have made Aiden lose control like that.” Brody released him and smiled up at him. “I’m sorry for your friend.”


  “Thank you, Brody,” Aiden said. He sat in the nearest chair and watched as everyone followed suit.


  Evan remained standing by the door. Ben could see by the wary looks he was giving both Aiden and Brody that he did not trust the creatures he’d just met. Ben knew them both to be loyal and good friends to their Alpha, Caleb, and he trusted them both implicitly. They had not yet, however, earned Evan’s trust.


  “First of all, be assured that I learned everything you needed from Artur’s Beta,” Aiden said. “And please accept my apologies for losing control. I will explain it all to you once I have one question of my own answered.”


  Ben watched everyone turn their gazes to Brody when Aiden stared at the demon. “My young friend, might I ask what the hell just happened to you?” He smiled to soften the question, but it was obvious he was clueless as to what had happened to the demon.


  Ben knew enough about his race to know that he should not have been able to turn into a bear. It was simply against the laws of nature. Shifters were born, not made.


  “It happened not long after we were mated,” Brody said. His cheeks grew red and Elliot picked him off his chair and placed him on his lap, wrapping his small mate in his huge arms.


  “We were as shocked as you all are,” Elliot said, kissing the top of Brody’s head. “We went to sleep with our little Brody snug and warm between us, and woke up with a bear cub in his place.”


  “I’m not a cub,” Brody said. “I’m an adult. I’m just not as huge as you, that’s all.” His blush deepened and Elliot’s smile widened.


  “You’re the most beautiful man, and cub, I’ve ever laid eyes on.”


  “My mates don’t know why it’s happening,” Brody said. “It doesn’t seem to occur often, just if I’m sacred or worried. Then … wham, I’m a ball of fur. It’s very disconcerting. It took me all day to change back the first time I woke up like that.”


  “It’s fascinating,” Jason said. “Can I take some blood now and then again when you’re shifted?”


  Elliot growled loudly.


  “It’s not just fascinating, Jason,” Aiden said. “I think it’s also unique. Although I think a demon mating a shifter is probably also unique. Why didn’t you tell us, Brody?”


  By the blush that was making Brody’s normally pale face look almost scarlet, Ben could guess why the demon had not wanted to share his new-found gift with any of them.


  “It’s embarrassing,” Brody said. “If I’d changed into a dragon, or a huge dinosaur, that would have been something to boast about. But a small furry bear the size of a house cat?”


  “You’re adorable,” Elliot said. He opened his mouth to say more, but Brody turned a glare on him that kept him silent.


  Ben saw Aiden and Finn exchange worried looks before Aiden shook his head. They were obviously concerned about the laws of nature Brody seemed to have broken.


  “I’m sorry. I will tell you everything I learned from the prisoner,” Aiden said. All eyes turned to him as he took a deep breath. “The details of Artur Petrov’s depravity, both toward his daughters and to my friend, Eamon Doyle, are not going to make easy listening.”


  Ben braced himself for the worst and still found he was unprepared. Nothing he’d ever encountered in his time as a deputy came close to making him ready to hear what Aiden shared. Evan had slumped to the floor in a state of shock by the time Aiden had finished.


  “He cannot be allowed to get his hands on either Morgan or Bethany,” Ben said softly.


  He looked at Evan and saw his brother was barely leashing his inner cat. He’d almost executed a half-shift that was similar to that of Shane and Josh Walsh, the twin wolves from their home town of Pine Falls.


  “Go and let your cat run off some of its anger, Evan,” Finn said. “You’ll be of no comfort to your mate in your current condition.”


  Evan left without a backward glance and Finn walked over to wrap Aiden in a one armed embrace. “Thank you, Aiden. We’d know none of this if you hadn’t come to help us. I can’t even imagine how hard it was for you to leave Kaitlyn, and then to learn of Petrov’s treatment of your friend.”


  Ben left the other members of his pride to iron out the details of Morgan’s and Bethany’s protection. He needed to get home and hold his mate. Hold her and make certain that he never lost her to her father. What he had planned for his daughters was not a life Ben would subject even his worst enemy to.


  


  * * * *


  


  Evan felt Cameron's mind touch his the instant that he shifted. Cameron was surprised and concerned at the depth of his rage and began asking him questions immediately.


  “I need to run. Morgan and Bethany are both safe for now. Ben will be with you soon and I’ll come home when I’m calmer. I don’t want Morgan to see me like this. We’ll tell you what we’ve learned together. All of it. Morgan needs to know why her mother risked her life to keep her safe. Why she ultimately died.”


  Both of his brothers abided by his wishes, and while he remained linked to them as pack mates, they left him alone to work through his tumultuous feelings of rage and possessiveness. He would extend Cameron the same courtesy once he’d been told of Artur’s plans for their mate.


  Having left his car parked at the sheriff’s station and walked to the edge of town before he’d shifted, he then ran for hours. The sun was high in the sky as he eventually made his way down the hill behind the Reed’s home.


  The ranch had extensive forested areas surrounding it, as did all the properties belonging to the shifters in Eminence. He crossed the stream below the lower paddock and lingered for a few minutes. He allowed the cool water to rinse the sweat from his coat and cleanse the lingering taint left in his mind by the information Aiden had shared.


  Evan shuddered as he leaped to the shore and shook the water from his coat. How could anyone do that to their daughters? Especially a shifter. They are usually ferocious in their protectiveness of their children.


  “I think you need to return now,” Ben said. “We’ve tried to shield our emotions from Morgan but she’s become increasingly withdrawn. We can’t get her to eat or drink anything. Cameron is about to call Doc and ask him to come and see her.”


  “I’m in the lower paddock. I’ll be with you as soon as I’ve dressed.”


  Evan felt guilty for indulging in his anger for so long. He had a mate to care for now and her well-being should always come first to him. He would have to become a better mate because he’d made a very poor start.


  Of course she was worried about her father’s plans for her and her sister. He roared as he ran across the paddock behind the house. The horses in the neighboring field whinnied softly but didn’t flee. They’d grown accustomed to all the cats that were now residing within the training complex beside the Reed’s home.


  As Evan approached the bunkhouse that still held all his clothes, he took in the tranquility of the ranch. It was not going to remain like this. Petrov would be coming for his daughters and he was going to find a whole pride of shifters standing in his way.


  Chapter 14


  


  “Eamon, my friend, why the sad face? Was the service on the flight over not to your liking?”


  Artur laughed at his own joke and glanced around the hangar to make sure all of his men appreciated his sense of humor. They were all laughing as they stared at the caged vampire.


  “Has he been bled today?” Artur asked the doctor in charge of keeping his pet docile.


  “I did it personally,” Dr. Parran said. He handed Artur the key to the cage and stood back to let Artur observe their captive.


  “I have a job for you, vampire. If you get me the information I need, I may let you feed.”


  The vampire didn’t respond. He sat chained to the chair at the center of the cage, his head slumped to his chest, his heart beating so faintly that even Artur’s shifter hearing found it hard to perceive.


  Artur wasn’t worried he’d die though. He’d begun to think nothing could kill the vampire after keeping him like this for nearly a century.


  “Load the cage onto the truck. I want to be on the road as soon as possible.” Artur walked to his black SUV. “Still no news of Yefim?”


  “He has either failed to find your daughter or he is dead,” Ignaty said coldly.


  “Better he is dead than I find out that he has failed me again,” Artur said.


  He waited momentarily by the rear door of the SUV until Ignaty appeared beside him and opened the door for him.


  Inside were his usual prerequisites for an extended road trip. Caviar, Cristal, and two eager young men. He inhaled deeply, drinking in the aroma of food, wine, and sex. The two young shifters were ready and waiting for him to join them. He growled softly in anticipation as he arranged his large body into a comfortable position in the rear of the roomy vehicle. The long journey was going to be an enjoyable one.


  Chapter 15


  


  Morgan paced the bathroom. Her injured wrists throbbed painfully as she curled her fingers in agitation. “Shit and damn, that hurts,” she said, hissing in pain.


  The bathroom door banged loudly against the wall as an enormous cougar stalked into the small room. She should have felt scared. The cougar was as tall as her and would be much heavier. He growled loudly and the sound reverberated in the enclosed space of the bathroom, vibrating against her and surprising her as it ignited her senses. She strangely felt no fear. Only wonder and arousal.


  “You are huge and inconsiderate. What if I was on the toilet?” The cougar chuffed and licked the side of her face. The touch of his tongue was gentle, but the rough texture still felt like sandpaper had rubbed against her skin.


  “You must be Ben. Cameron is much too polite to barge in here like that.”


  Ben lowered his head and rubbed it against her side, much like a domestic cat would do. Only this cat was so large that it made her stumble to the side.


  “I told him to wait outside,” Cameron said.


  She looked up to see him leaning against the door frame, his muscled torso on display with his fatigues riding low on his slim hips. She licked her suddenly dry lips as she tried to pull her gaze away from his beautiful body.


  “I’m flattered, baby. But can men be described as beautiful? Shouldn’t that be ruggedly handsome or god-like?”


  “Are you selling tickets?” Morgan said softly, feeling her cheeks heat as she realized she’d spoken her thoughts again. “Too arrogant,” she whispered, lowering her head and feeling a little foolish.


  “No, baby. I was just pleased you found me appealing.”


  Cameron was suddenly in front of her, his palms cupping her face as he raised her head gently until their eyes locked. “You’re a goddam vision, Morgan. So fucking gorgeous that I know I’m not even close to being in your league.”


  “That’s ridiculous. You and your brothers are seriously hot. You must have to beat the women off with sticks when you’re in uniform.”


  Ben growled and leaned against her legs, pushing her against Cameron. She gasped softly at the thrill she felt when her breasts were squashed against the hard planes of his chest. Her thin T-shirt and cotton bra were no barrier to the heat radiating from him.


  “It’s the mating musk that makes you think that, and I’m glad it does, otherwise we wouldn’t stand a chance with someone like you.”


  She looked up, expecting to see him smirking as he teased her, but he was staring intently at her with his startling green eyes shining in absolute sincerity. With his dark hair, square jaw, and full lips, he was a certified stud. She was the one out of his league.


  “No, you’re not, Morgan,” Cameron said, lowering his face until his lips brushed hers when he spoke. “You were made for us and no one else can have you now.” His eyes changed color and began to glow.


  Her hardened nipples ached, and she needed more contact with him. Needed to be closer to him somehow. She moved her body against him without thinking and moaned softly. Being closer against him eased the ache in her nipples. He licked along her parted lips, his breath smelling of coffee and Cameron.


  A hot, hard body pressed against her back, pushing her so tightly against Cameron’s body that she felt the hard length of his cock brand her stomach. She wrapped one arm around Cameron’s waist and held him to her. The other she reached behind and found the naked skin of Ben’s hip and ass. She pulled him closer, her clothes suddenly an unwelcome barrier as she wriggled her ass against his equally firm erection.


  “Are we overwhelming you again, honey?” Ben asked. His breath was warm and sweet as it breezed over the side of her face.


  “No,” she breathed as Cameron pressed his lips to hers. His tongue swept into her mouth to twist with hers. Her long hair was pulled aside and Ben’s mouth travelled down her neck in soft caresses. He sucked and licked her skin, making her flesh burn and her whole body vibrate with constant shudders of pleasure.


  “Is this a private party?” Evan asked.


  Morgan gasped as Cameron’s lips left hers. They felt cold for just a second before Evan’s crashed down on them. He kissed with the same power and strength that his body displayed. His lips moved with purpose, his tongue teased hers as it stroked and coaxed hers into his mouth. He held her face in his hands and tilted her head to the angle he wanted, moaning as he deepened their kiss.


  Cameron’s hands gripped her ass, pulling her tighter to his hard frame and spreading her butt cheeks so that Ben’s erection rubbed between them. Her pussy started to clench and grow warm. Her clitoris was throbbing in time with her rapidly beating heart when Ben’s hand circled her hips and unerringly found the throbbing nub with his fingers. He gently stroked over it and she moaned into Evan’s mouth.


  She felt Ben’s other hand push between her and Cameron until he found her breast. He pinched her hardened nipple at the same time as he lightly pinched her clit and she exploded into the biggest orgasm of her life.


  Evan swallowed her scream as he gently ended their kiss. Ben’s finger circled her clit, drawing out her orgasm as she slowly came back to her shuddering body.


  “I’ve never. Not with anyone,” she said between gasps. “That was wonderful.”


  She opened her eyes and saw Evan’s glowing brightly as he stared at her. His expression was fierce. His mouth set in a hard line.


  She tensed and was about to pull away when he spoke. His words undeniably true. “You are the most beautiful creature ever created and I can’t believe you're mine. Mine forever.”


  Her heart soared. She felt exactly the same as she gazed at him. She felt it to her very core. He was hers. She looked up at Cameron and saw the same possessive look on his face. Twisting around to look at Ben, she found he had a wicked smile on his face, his eyes shining amber as he again stroked her clitoris. She wriggled her butt and smiled as his eyes closed on a groan.


  He smiled wider as he rubbed his erection against her ass. “Tease. You are so beautiful when you come, Morgan. I can’t wait to see you look like that over and over again.”


  “Bethany and her mates are waiting for us downstairs,” Evan said. “We need to tell Morgan and Bethany everything that Aiden discovered.”


  Ben kissed her lightly and walked from the bathroom. She leaned around Cameron to watch him walk away. His ass was firm and pale, his thighs thickly muscled. The muscles in his back rippled as he walked and Morgan’s fingers twitched to trace over every inch of his wide shoulders. A small growl erupted from her mouth.


  “Keep thinking those thoughts and we’ll never leave the bedroom,” Cameron said. He lifted her into his arms and kissed her firmly. “Your pussy smells delicious right now. I can’t wait to taste you.”


  She knew she was blushing. Her face had never felt so hot. No one had ever seen her come before or seen her naked. She’d never wanted anyone to. Evan kissed her lips lightly and followed Ben from the room.


  “Please wait for a moment,” she said softly, and Cameron stopped walking. “This is completely new for me, Cameron, and the way my body is responding to all of you is a little frightening for me. Overwhelming, even. I’ve been loose on the Internet since I was twelve and I’ve seen enough porn to know the mechanics of having three men as lovers, but I’d never even kissed anyone until yesterday.”


  Cameron raised an eyebrow as his mouth thinned into a hard line. “Do we need to organize an intervention for your Internet porn addiction?”


  She felt mortified and opened her mouth to vehemently deny the accusation when she saw his lip curl into a smile.


  “Ours will be the only naked bodies you ever see from now on. I’ll have Michael install firewalls before you’re given any further access to the Internet.” She smiled and relaxed against his warm chest. “We’ll go as slow as you need, Morgan. We would never force you, or hurt you. Your happiness means everything to us.”


  As Cameron carried her downstairs, she feared what she’d learn about her father and his plans for her and Bethany, but she felt no fear of the three big men who were now her mates. Despite never having been in a physical relationship before, she’d already trusted them with her body. She’d enjoyed what they’d just shared and if she was honest with herself she was excited to see and feel more of their bodies.


  She wanted very much for them to be hers. She needed to find out what claiming was, because she liked the sound of claiming them.


  


  * * * *


  


  Ben entered the kitchen with Evan after having quickly dressed in the clothes that Cameron had brought up to the room they were now sharing with Morgan. He had no intention of ever sleeping in their cots in the bunkhouse again. He couldn’t conceive of sleeping without Morgan in his arms ever again. She was that vital to him already.


  Bethany sat on Michael’s lap, her face pale and her scent betraying her anxiety. Samson and Jason stood by the kitchen counter. They each held a mug of coffee in their hands and their faces wore grim expressions. This was not going to be a pleasant discussion.


  “I’m getting coffee,” Ben mumbled as he went to the pot and poured himself a mug. Evan sat opposite Bethany, facing the door to the porch. His gaze constantly swept from the door to the window, ready for any assault should it come.


  When Cameron carried Morgan into the room, his relaxed smile disappeared as he absorbed the somber mood of the kitchen’s occupants. “So what the fuck does Artur Petrov want with our mates?”


  Evan glanced at Samson and Jason and nodded his head. “When Morgan was born he sold both of his daughters to a business colleague called Marat Abramov,” Jason said.


  “He sold us?” Bethany asked, her cheeks coloring as she sat forward with her hands clenched into fists. “You can’t sell a human being.”


  “You do in Petrov’s world,” Samson said. He ran a hand through his short cropped hair. “He sold his daughters for their breeding capabilities.”


  “But …” Bethany started. She stopped talking and wrapped her arms protectively around her stomach.


  “We all know shifters can only breed with their mates,” Ben said. “Petrov can’t have believed that both of his daughters would one day be the mate of this Abramov person.”


  None of this was making any sense to Ben. Petrov was a shifter. He’d know you could only have cubs with your mate.


  “Petrov has a very ingenious doctor working with him. This doctor is nearly four hundred years old despite still looking like a man in his thirties,” Jason said. “As well as discovering a way to further slow shifter aging, he has discovered a way to manipulate IVF techniques to create offspring from two shifters who are not mates.” Jason’s voice was strained and the air was thick with the smell of his abhorrence.


  “That’s not the worst of it,” Samson said. “He is a taint on the shifter race.”


  “We learned that Artur Petrov is very wealthy, and very old,” Evan said. “He has earned a large part of his wealth by running an underground shifter fighting ring that has fighters coming to his base in Moscow from all over the world to compete. The fights come with big prize money, and large crowds come to watch the shifters compete.” Evan swallowed and gritted his teeth to spit out the last sentence. “They fight to the death.”


  Evan walked over and sat next to Cameron. Morgan began to climb awkwardly into his lap, her broken arms hindering her. Evan picked her up by the waist and deposited her on his lap. He settled her comfortably against him and wrapped his arms around her tiny frame.


  “Apparently they stream the matches live, with Petrov taking a cut of all the online betting as well,” Samson said. “The participants may fight in any form they wish: shifted, half shifted or fully human. There are absolutely no rules.”


  “We never knew what sort of shifter Bethany was,” Jason said. He moved to stand beside Bethany, taking the hand she stretched out to him and kissing it gently. “Only that she scented of cat. We assumed she was a cougar like us.”


  “We’re not cougars like you?” Bethany said. She looked at Morgan, who shrugged.


  “I only just found out I’m supposed to be a shifter at all.”


  Evan nuzzled her neck and growled softly. “You are most definitely a shifter, my love.” Ben inhaled the sweet scent of Morgan’s mating musk mixed with the lingering scent of her arousal. She was his cat and he joined Evan in growling.


  Ignoring the growling, Jason caressed Bethany’s face and continued. “Petrov shifts into a Siberian tiger. Your mother, Marina, was also a shifter. She was a rare breed of white tiger. Apparently all the females of that breed are unable to shift, while the male’s ability to shift remains unaffected. Aiden said that the males are extremely rare, but are also known to be the largest shifters in existence.”


  Ben looked in wonder at his tiny mate. It seemed impossible to believe that she was a tiger, or that she could give birth to something that would be even bigger than Finn. The Alpha of Eminence stood nearly seven feet tall as a human and his cougar was over five feet high at its shoulder.


  “Abramov and Petrov intend to keep the women in cages,” Samson said. He turned and looked out the window, the muscles in his shoulders bunching as the kitchen bench he was gripping shattered in his hands. “They plan to harvest their eggs and then use Bethany and Morgan’s wombs to incubate the monsters they create with Abramov’s sperm. Abramov wants his sons to be strong. Wants them to be blooded in the fighting rings before they one day take over his and Petrov’s merged empires.”


  Bethany made a choking sound and Samson was at her side an instant later, a basin held close under her chin as Michael caressed her back.


  “It’s not happening,” Michael murmured reassuringly. “He won’t take either of you from us.”


  Evan rose and carried Morgan from the room. Ben followed, as did Cameron, giving the Reed men some privacy with Bethany. Evan didn’t stop walking until he was sitting on the bed in the room they had left earlier.


  “One of us needs to be with Morgan at all times,” Evan said. Kissing Morgan’s cheek as she straddled his lap, her face buried in his neck.


  “I’ll call Cooper and make sure he accounts for that when he draws up the schedule for patrols,” Cameron said. He looked out the bedroom window at all the other trainees filing into the bunkhouse. “Is Aiden still questioning that big guy we caught this morning?”


  Evan and Ben both tensed. Morgan pulled away from Evan’s neck to look up at him. “What is it? Did he escape?”


  “No, honey,” Ben said. He looked at Evan and Cameron, unsure how to answer.


  “You need to tell her,” Cameron said. “No secrets between mates, Ben. Not in our mating.” Cameron and Morgan shared a look and Ben wanted to know the secret they shared. His cat roared and he had to swallow and take deep breaths to calm his cat and halt the shift. He needed to trust that they’d tell him soon. If it’s important to Morgan, then one of them will tell me soon.


  


  * * * *


  


  Morgan was lost in a sea of confused and conflicted emotions. She was now far removed from the controlled virtual life she had led two days ago. She was no longer using avatars to navigate through dangerous online scenes. This was flesh-and-blood people who were being hurt, tortured, and killed because she had wanted to find her parents. Ben’s gaze bored into her, heaping more guilt into her already remorse-filled soul.


  “Morgan, it’s going to be fine. You have nothing to fear,” Ben said. She couldn’t answer him. She was too busy listing her transgressions.


  She needed to share her fears of intimacy with both him and Evan. She needed to say sorry to Bethany for bringing their father to her very doorstep. For endangering her, her mates, and their baby.


  She needed to apologize to Melanie for putting her and her husband’s lives in danger. Then there was the nurse at the hospital. She’d already died, so Morgan was unable to tell her how sorry she was. What about Marina, the mother who had died twenty-two years ago in order to keep her daughters safe? Morgan’s selfish actions had now made her sacrifice worthless.


  “Should we slap her?” she heard Ben ask.


  “Only if you want to die,” Evan said. She felt movement and then cold water was streaming over her. It ran into her mouth, making her cough as she tried to scream in protest. She wrapped her arms and legs around Evan, clinging to his warmth as the cold water continued to wash over her. She continued to cough it from her airways.


  “Are you back with us, Morgan?” Cameron asked. She coughed and tried to nod as her body started to shake.


  “It’s cold. Please. No more.” The cold water stopped and Evan’s arms released her. She continued to cling to his warmth. He gently unwrapped each leg from around his waist and stood her on the cold tiles of the shower.


  “Let’s get these wet clothes off and then you can tell us why you had a panic attack,” Evan said softly.


  A dry towel was wrapped around her as her wet clothes were removed. She just stared at the floor, her mind as numb as her body as the brothers dried her and pulled a T-shirt over her head. A towel was wrapped around her wet hair and Evan turned her around and patted her on the ass.


  “Take her back to bed while I go and grab some clothes.”


  “Come on, honey,” Ben said. He took her hand and led her back to the bedroom. Cameron was sitting on the end of the bed and he opened his arms wide. She walked into his arms and laid her head in his shoulder.


  “You smell so good,” she said with a sigh.


  He did smell good. They all did. She breathed him deep into her lungs and felt something lock into place. A feeling of contentment and peace flooded through her. She opened her heart and let the feeling pour in. Ben stood behind her and rested his hands on her shoulders.


  Evan sat on the bed beside Cameron and cupped her face, directing her gaze to him. She was right where she was always meant to be. She had felt it yesterday when she’d met them, but had refused to accept the instinctual bond because she hadn’t understood what it was. She wouldn’t deny it again. She couldn’t. She felt it too strongly now.


  “I belong with you, with the three of you,” she whispered, afraid they would deny the connection she could no longer ignore. Growls surrounded her, washing over her skin and vibrating her bones.


  “You are ours,” Evan said. “If you hadn’t gone looking for your family, your sister, we would never have found you and we’d have wandered the earth for three centuries alone. Forever searching for the mate that Artur Petrov had stolen from us.”


  “But I caused all of this,” Morgan said hoarsely, reluctantly giving voice to all her guilt.


  “Aiden learned that Petrov has been looking for his daughters for years. He’s had limitless funds and teams of men dedicated to the search. That was why he reached you before we did. It was inevitable, Morgan. He would have eventually found you both. I have no doubt of that.”


  “Now you have your mates to protect you, as does Bethany,” Ben said, squeezing her shoulders gently.


  “You both have the protection of the entire Eminence pride,” Cameron said. “We will neutralize the threat to you and Bethany and also eliminate some vermin from the shifter race. Petrov and this doctor need to be stopped.”


  “We also have Aiden to help us,” Evan said.


  “He didn’t return home with Brody?” Cameron asked. He sounded shocked.


  “Brody and Elliot have returned to Pine Falls alone. I need to tell you what happened today,” Evan said.


  Cameron rose and pulled the covers down. He sat with his back against the bed head and settled Morgan between his legs. With her back against his chest and his arms holding her tight, Morgan felt surrounded by him. It felt good.


  Ben came and sat next to him, taking Morgan’s casted hand in his as he gestured for Evan to continue his explanation. Morgan noticed that both casts had been ruined by the shower, the plaster now soggy and useless.


  “During his exploration of the tiger’s thoughts, Aiden learned something that upset him so much that he lost control and attacked the prisoner. The tiger’s restraints broke in the assault and it attacked Brody as it tried to escape.”


  “God, how long was it before Elliot killed it?” Cameron said.


  “About two seconds,” Ben said with a small laugh.


  “Elliot was extremely protective,” Evan said. “I’m happy for him and Landon. Brody seems like a nice guy.”


  Cameron smiled and shook his head. “Wish I’d been there to see it. Brody wasn’t injured, was he?”


  Evan shook his head. “He’s fine. He shifted into a tiny bear cub and did a disappearing trick that had him immediately out of the vampires hold.”


  Morgan felt Cameron stiffen behind her. “What is it?” she asked. She knew little about shifters and less still about vampires and demons, but they’d told her that this Brody person could move from his home in Wyoming to any place on the planet in one step.


  “He shifted?” Cameron said slowly.


  “Shocked the shit out of Aiden, too,” Ben said.


  “Jason wanted to make him a laboratory rat,” Evan said. “But Elliot just roared loudly and Jason backed right off.” Evan’s face changed completely as he smiled and Morgan’s heart skipped a beat. He was so beautiful.


  “What did Aiden learn that had our cool, calm, and collected vampire so upset?” Cameron asked.


  “He learned that Petrov has been keeping a vampire hostage for nearly a century,” Ben said. Morgan felt him shudder. “He’s keeping him on the brink of exsanguination so he can’t escape and using the vampire’s mind-reading powers to keep him on top in all his business dealings.”


  “That’s horrible,” Morgan said on a gasp. “He’s been using someone like that for a hundred years?”


  “Aiden said that being so depleted in blood like that is extremely painful for a vampire,” Evan said. “Aiden also knows the vampire in question. He was one of Aiden’s friends.”


  “My father is not a good person, is he? What he has planned for Bethany and me is just one in a long list of despicable acts. No wonder my mother fled from him.”


  “She was a brave woman,” Cameron said. “Your life would have been very different if she hadn’t loved her daughters so much.”


  “We won’t let her sacrifice be for nothing,” Ben said. “We’ll keep you and Bethany safe and put an end to all of his depraved practices. The fights, the torture of this vampire, all of it has to stop.”


  “We also risk exposure to the human population the longer he is allowed to continue like this,” Evan said. “It’s a miracle he hasn’t exposed us already.”


  “It’s a whole new life for me now, isn’t it?” Morgan said. “Do I have to stay here in Eminence forever now?” Morgan hadn’t really considered moving here, but she knew she could never leave these three men. The thought of returning to Charlottesville and leaving them behind made her stomach lurch. However, her father was there, and she was now all the family he had.


  “Of course not,” Cameron said. He squeezed her a little tighter to his hard chest. “You can go anywhere you want. You just have to take the three of us with you.”


  She looked up at him to see if he was teasing her, but his expression was serious. “My father,” she whispered.


  “We would go with you and live wherever you want, Morgan. You are more important to us than the pride,” Ben said. She saw Evan was nodding, but even in the two days she’d been here she’d seen how strong the ties between members of the pride were.


  Now that she considered leaving, she realized she felt tied to Bethany already. She could never leave her sister, not now that she’d found her. Her father could decide to move here, or he could choose to stay in Virginia. The choice would be his. She was able to do her computer work anywhere and Michael had incredible computers. Her decision was an easy one.


  “I can see that you all would and I’m grateful to you for that. I love my father, but I’d like to stay with Bethany. I don’t want to live in her house though.” She smiled and looked at each of them. “I’d like our own kitchen table.”


  Chapter 16


  


  Cameron glanced in the rearview mirror at his gorgeous mate. The sun was low in the sky and the pink and orange hues of the magnificent sunset were reflecting off Morgan’s shining platinum hair. Her blue eyes were bright as she laughed at Ben’s description of some of Brody’s many talents. He and Ben had just started to tell Evan and Morgan about Brody and Aiden’s abilities, and how they differed from shifters, when Cooper had called to say they were needed at the Prentiss ranch for a meeting.


  “He just makes fire from the air? Just like that?” Morgan asked, grimacing as she attempted to click her fingers together. “Ouch. I can’t wait for these to heal.”


  Jason had replaced her ruined casts with splints. Her latent shifter DNA had healed the breaks to such a point that the splints were now adequate. Morgan had never really noticed that she’d had extraordinarily good health her whole life. She’d just always assumed that her solitary lifestyle exposed her to fewer infections.


  Cameron looked across the cabin at Evan. Should they tell her that the breaks would heal in a matter of minutes, not days, if they were mated? Evan shook his head slightly, correctly reading the question from his expression, and Cameron knew he was right. They needed Morgan to mate them when she was completely ready. They’d regret it for hundreds of years if they felt they’d coerced her in any way.


  “How he does what he does is a mystery to us,” Ben said. “He just explains it as being able to manipulate the elements. We’ve seen him turn solid rock into lava, and freeze people from the inside, as well as use his ability to travel anywhere in an instant.”


  “But Aiden is more like a shifter,” Morgan said, her brows creased as she attempted to understand things that she’d believed were all simply myths only two days ago.


  “Nothing like one, really,” Evan said. Cameron saw him shudder and raised an eyebrow at him.


  “Have you seen him angry?” Evan asked.


  “He’s fucking scary when he changes like that,” Ben said. Cameron swallowed, thankful he’d never been on the receiving end of Aiden’s anger. He’d try his hardest to make sure he never was.


  “He moves so fast even we can’t see him,” Ben said. “He’s much stronger than a shifter and he lives forever.”


  “But has no problem with sunshine and garlic?” Morgan said, her face relaxing into a smile.


  “Will I wake up tomorrow and find I’ve been dreaming? I can’t believe I’m having this conversation.”


  Cameron pulled up in front of the large two-story home. There were several trucks already in the drive. “Looks like we’re the last to arrive,” he said.


  He ran at preternatural speed to Morgan’s door, opened it, and had her in his arms and on the porch before his brothers had exited the truck.


  “How can anything move faster than you?” Morgan said, her smile wide as she pushed against his chest and tried to wriggle from his arms. “I don’t want to be carried inside. What would the other mates think of me?”


  Booming laughter from inside the house halted her struggles. “Good luck with that fight,” Melanie said, opening the door for them. “I sometimes wonder if I’ll forget how to walk.”


  “We like the way you feel in our arms, little one,” Dane said. “Hi, Morgan. I’m Dane, one of Melanie’s mates. You may as well relax and save your strength. They’re going to want to carry you around for the next few years at least.”


  “Hello,” Morgan said. “I’ll have to talk to them about that. Hi, Melanie, it’s great to see you again.”


  “Put her down, Cameron. I want her to come and meet the other mates. My Matthew is here and Peata’s daughter, Lily, is crawling around everywhere. Her daddy, Calder, is lifting all the furniture out of her way. It’s hilarious.”


  Cameron ended up ignoring Melanie’s request, deciding Morgan needed to get used to being carried everywhere because, he personally, loved having her in his arms, and if his brothers weren’t holding her, then he would be.


  The only time she was out of their arms all evening was when they had to leave her in the care of the other mates while Cooper spoke to them all outside. There was a great deal to discuss concerning the changed patrol schedule and the increased security measures now that they knew for a fact that Petrov was on his way.


  “You really should have warned me that Jordanna was blind,” Morgan said. Cameron looked at her, snuggled in Evan’s arms for the drive home, and found it hard to breathe. She was stunning. “I could have said or done something to offend her.”


  Cameron found that impossible to believe. Morgan had stated she’d spent most of her free time alone, but she’d made fast friends with the other mates and had already made arrangements to see them again as soon as the danger was over.


  “I can’t see you offending anyone,” Evan said. “You’re just too adorable.”


  “You were amazing tonight,” Ben said. He turned in his seat to gaze lovingly at their mate. Cameron was sure he had the same expression on his own face. “You met all the mates and their husbands tonight, as well as two sets of grandparents, and you remembered all their names when we said good-bye.”


  “I need a good memory to play my online games, that’s all.” Morgan shrugged as her expression turned serious. “You all looked very solemn when you came back inside. Is everyone in danger because of what I’ve done?”


  “We won’t ever lie to you,” Cameron said. “You and Bethany are to be protected, and each member of our pride will do everything they can to that end.” Morgan closed her eyes, her distress obvious.


  “Would you want us not to protect Bethany?” Evan asked.


  “Of course not,” Morgan said, clearly horrified at the question.


  “What about Jordanna, or Peata and Melanie? If they were in danger would you want us to stay home and not help protect them?” Ben asked.


  Ben’s eyes were glowing with his cat’s growing anger and Cameron felt his own eyes beginning to burn. Morgan wasn’t raised as a shifter and didn’t fully understand what she meant to them. As soon as they got home he was going to show her.


  “No! But they’re—” Morgan started, but Evan put his finger over her lips to silence her.


  “We may have only just met you, and have not yet completed the mating,” Evan said, his voice rough with his cat’s presence. “But we feel just as strongly for you as all the other men do for their women.”


  “Did you know that Aiden searched for his mate for a thousand years before he found her?” Ben said softly. “We may only have been alive for a fraction of that time, but we were always hoping that one day we’d find you. You are everything to us now. Our reason for living.”


  “We’ll gladly die when you do, Morgan,” Cameron said, his hands clutching tightly to the steering wheel, hoping she soon understood her true worth to them. “Life holds no appeal if I don’t have you to love.”


  He heard her sharp intake of breath, but kept his eyes on the road. His cat didn’t want to see the fear in her eyes. He knew he’d frightened her by stating that he already loved her. But she needed to open her heart to that fact so she could also accept that she was growing to love them.


  


  * * * *


  


  Morgan watched Cameron’s eyes in the rearview mirror. They blazed brightly, as did Ben and Evan’s.


  “Why do your eyes shine like that?” she asked, almost afraid of the answer. Afraid that Cameron was disappointed that she had not returned his expression of love.


  “They shine when our emotions are heightened,” Evan said. “Yours do it as well, only yours turn a lovely shade of lavender instead of amber.” He turned her face so she was staring up at him. “Yours are shining now. What are you feeling?”


  “I’m scared you’re all angry with me. It hurts inside.” She pressed a splinted hand against her stomach, the other gripping Evan’s arm for support.


  “When I think of you being taken from us, my cat grows enraged and tries to break free,” Evan said. “It wants to hold you close, wrap itself around you, and keep you with it always.” Evan smiled at her, his eyes shining so bright in the dark interior of the truck. “I think your cat knows how you feel about us.”


  “We’ve had all our lives to get to know our cats,” Ben said. “You only just found out about yours. Remember, that’s why Bethany was institutionalized. She didn’t understand that the other half of her nature was communicating with her.”


  “We’re never letting you go, Morgan. You’re ours forever now,” Cameron said. She felt the truck stop and Cameron turned around in his seat to look at her. “I love you, Morgan. How does your cat feel now?”


  There was complete silence as they all stared at her. She released Evan’s arm and rubbed at her stomach. The pain was gone. She felt warm and languid, like she’d just stepped out of a hot bath.


  “Better. I feel better now. I don’t know what my cat feels, though.” They all smiled at her and she almost felt like purring in contentment. Maybe I do know what my cat’s feeling? They weren’t angry with her, and Cameron loved her. Damn.


  Ben reached her door first and lifted her out of the truck to stand on the grass in front of him. “Cam and I have to go out on patrol tonight, as do Samson and Michael, so I won’t see you until morning.” He wrapped his arms around her and bent to kiss the top of her head.


  “I need more,” Morgan said, surprising herself with her honesty.


  “We have to patrol, honey,” Ben said. “We know he’s coming and need to be constantly watching for him.”


  “No. I mean I’d like more of a kiss.” She reached for Ben’s face and saw the happiness in his eyes for just a second before his lips melded to hers and she closed her eyes to savor the feel of his kiss.


  His thickly muscled arms held her firmly against the hard planes of his body. His tongue was licking hers and thrusting in and out of her mouth in an intimate rhythm. A growl rumbled in his chest, making her nipples harden in pleasure as she wrapped a leg around his thigh. She needed to get closer to him.


  He lifted his thigh and rocked it against her core. Her pussy clenched and her clitoris throbbed in response. She’d never felt such hunger. She ached for Ben. She ran her hands down his neck and under the collar of his shirt. She craved the feel of his naked skin against hers.


  “My turn for a kiss good-bye,” Cameron said. Ben released her mouth and spun her around to face his brother. He pressed against her back as Cameron tenderly held her face and molded his mouth to hers. He licked her lips and sucked her tongue into his mouth as Ben massaged her ass with one hand and reached around to cup her pussy with other hand.


  “So hot and wet for us, mate,” Ben whispered in her ear.


  Cameron broke their kiss and rubbed his thumbs over her tingling lips. “We’ll be back before dawn, Morgan. Don’t be scared of how we make you feel.”


  Ben and Cameron moved away and stripped off their clothes. They threw them into the truck and a shower of light surrounded each of them. The hairs on Morgan’s arms rose as the air sparked with electricity for just a second before a warm wet tongue licked her hand. Evan came to stand behind her, his hands on her shoulders as she stroked Ben’s soft furry head, and then Cameron’s as he padded over to rub against her. They both turned and ran, jumping the fence to the paddock and disappearing into the darkness.


  Morgan shuddered as Evan moved her hair aside and kissed her softly below the ear. He smoothed his hands down her shoulders and arms to clasp her splinted hands in his. Cameron had read her mind again. She was confused about her feelings for them. She had never in her wildest dreams imagined she’d take three men as lovers. Yet there was no denying that their hands on her felt good, felt completely right to her. They were right for her. They had been made for her.


  “Let’s get you inside, love. You’ve had a long day. You need to sleep and allow these broken bones to heal.”


  Evan lifted her into his arms and cradled her to his chest as he carried her through the dark home. After leaving her in the bathroom, she took care of the demands of nature and brushed her teeth. She thought about showering but suddenly felt so weary that she just wanted to lie down and sleep.


  Evan opened his arms as she approached the bed. He was lying on his back and she didn’t hesitate to take off her borrowed jeans and climb in next to him. She wasn’t so tired that she didn’t notice how great he felt as she aligned her body to his and rested her head on his shoulder. She took a deep breath of his scent. He smelled woodsy and was lovely and warm.


  She closed her eyes with a contented sigh. “Will you be here when I wake up, Evan?”


  “I won’t leave you. Sleep, little mate.” His big hand caressed down her back and settled possessively over her hip. It felt nice.


  When Morgan turned over, still half asleep, she saw the full expanse of Ben’s naked torso lying beside her. The dim morning light filtering in from the curtained window illuminated the room just enough for her to see him.


  He had no hair on his chest, just a small trail of blond hairs that led from his navel down to the top of his boxer briefs. Morgan’s mouth watered and her pussy clenched as she was compelled to feel if the clearly defined muscles were as hard as they looked.


  She softly traced the curve of Ben’s bicep with her ring finger. Even with this slight contact her body came alive with desire for him. His eyes remained closed, his breathing even. She moved her hand to his chest and slid her fingers over each muscle of his chest and ribs, then down to his firm abs as they tapered to his slim hips. He was pure male perfection. All of them were.


  “You don’t have to stop there, Morgan,” Ben said. She froze, her gaze darting up to see that his eyes were now open as he stared at her with raw need. “You can touch all of me. I’m yours.”


  She swallowed, and ran her hand lower, under the top of his briefs and over the course hairs to the silky soft skin covering his rigid penis.


  “It’s so soft,” she mumbled, truly amazed that the skin felt so delicate while his pulse hammered through his rigid cock. She looked up at him again, unsure what to do next and not wanting to do something wrong. “I’ve never done this before.”


  “Good,” Evan’s husky voice growled. “Are we the first to touch you, too, my love?”


  Morgan nodded. Her throat was suddenly dry and she didn’t trust that her voice wouldn’t crack if she tried to speak. She wanted these men, but was afraid she’d make a mess of things with her inexperience.


  “If you keep touching me like that, I will come,” Ben said.


  She froze. She’d been unaware that she’d continued to stroke his cock. He gripped her arm and gently removed her hand from his boxers.


  “Nothing has ever felt as good as your hands on me. Can I show you how exquisite it feels when you touch me?”


  She nodded again and felt Evan roll her onto her back as Ben pulled the T-shirt over her head. She hadn’t taken off her bra the night before, so she was still covered by that and her panties. Both of which now seemed to scrape against her sensitized skin.


  Ben sat up onto his knees beside her and ran his fingers up her arms to her shoulders. She felt goose bumps rise in the wake of his touch. Her skin tingled, sending pleasure straight to her nipples. As he ran his fingers over her collar bones and down to the mounds of her breasts, she arched her back into his touch. Shocked by her reaction, she started to pull away.


  “Don’t hold back from us, Morgan,” Ben said. “Our response to our lovers is the very essence of making love. It thrills me to see that you enjoy my touch. Your excitement is beautiful. It shows us you’re aroused by us. We want you to feel free to enjoy our lovemaking. We will always show you how much pleasure you bring us.”


  Evan sat on the other side of her and slid his hands under her bra straps. Pulling them off her shoulders, he reached one hand under her back to release the hooks. She sighed as he slowly pulled the bra free, her nipples peaking harder as they were exposed to the air.


  “So beautiful,” Cameron said. His black hair was damp and stuck out in all directions, like he’d simply shaken his head after stepping from the shower. He knelt on the bed at her feet, and caressed up the outside of her legs to her hips and smoothly pulled her panties down and off. He lifted one leg and kissed her foot as he tossed her underwear over his shoulder.


  Her skin seemed to burn everywhere they touched her. She moaned as Ben bent his head to lick one of her nipples and Cameron licked the inside of her thigh as he lay down between her legs.


  “Evan, it’s not enough,” she said, finding him with her eyes and begging for him to touch her, too. “I need to feel you.”


  “That’s what it’s like when you touch us, Morgan.” Evan stroked his fingers around her neglected breast and tweaked her aching nipple. It stung, but only for a second, then it tingled and a wave of pleasure made her clitoris throb and her pussy clench.


  Her moan was swallowed by Evan as his mouth melded to hers, his tongue stroking into her mouth at the same instant as Cameron’s stroked over her clit. She thrust her pelvis up, his hot, wet tongue a delicious shock.


  Ben sucked her nipple into his mouth with a growl, his arm moving over her waist to anchor her to the bed. Evan released and pinched her nipple again, applying more pressure while he placed small biting kisses down her neck, driving her arousal higher. Cameron licked over the lips of her pussy, parting them with his thumbs and licking at her entrance.


  “You taste incredible, Morgan,” he moaned. His tongue began to slowly circle her clit as he inserted a finger inside her, pumping it slowly as she rocked herself against his mouth. She felt herself let go and submit fully to the slowly increasing torment of their love making.


  “Yes,” she said, her voice rough. She felt her skin heat everywhere they touched her. Their hands branded her, their lips scorched her. Her body burned for them. She needed her mates or she’d never survive.


  “Please,” she begged, as she felt flames lick over her skin. She raised her arm to see if she was alight. “Please, I’m burning.” She began to writhe in pain as they suddenly stilled around her.


  Chapter 17


  


  Cameron froze, scared he’d somehow hurt his precious mate. Her sweet honey was covering his lips, and her pussy was pulsing around his finger. She was hot and wet, and close to coming. His cock was crushed beneath him, aching to be inside this beautiful woman forever.


  “We’ve started the mating bond,” Evan said. “Your body is making sure you don’t change your mind.” He growled loudly and nibbled down the column of Morgan’s neck. She tilted her head away from him, exposing more of her flesh to him in an instinctual invitation.


  Ben sighed heavily in relief. “Thank fuck. I thought I’d hurt you, Morgan.”


  “You need to be sure, Morgan,” Cameron said, gentling her thrashing with the weight of his body as he stretched out over her. “Once one of us makes love to you, the process can’t be stopped or you’ll die.”


  Her eyes met Cameron’s and her breathing slowed. “I’m sure I want you. I want all of you,” she whispered.


  “This is forever,” Cameron said. He tilted his pelvis and felt his cock nudge the wet heat of her pussy. He nearly cried out in relief, he wanted her so badly.


  “I already want you forever,” she said. She lifted her pelvis and pushed the head of his cock inside her.


  “So tight, Morgan. We need to go slow.” Cameron rocked into her, pulled back and went a little deeper. His balls drew up tight, his orgasm threatening to break free. His canines descended and his mouth watered as his cat hungered to mark its mate and seal their claim on her body and soul.


  “Cameron,” Morgan moaned, as her body stretched to take him inch by torturous inch.


  He tried to go slowly, but she moved against him, impaling him deeper and deeper with each thrust of their hips. He felt the fluttering of her pussy and licked the side of her neck, choosing the spot to bear his mark forever.


  “We claim you when we bite you, Morgan. The wound will forever be a mark of our bond.” Cameron let his teeth sink into her porcelain skin, and she screamed her release. He swallowed her rich, sweet, blood as it splashed into his mouth. Her taste evaporated his control and his own orgasm pulsed as he rapidly pumped his hips, prolonging both their orgasms until their bodies relaxed.


  “You’re mine now,” Cameron said. He licked over the punctures, stopping the trickle of blood and sealing it into a lasting mark. With a tiny growl Morgan bit into the side of his neck, her two rows of blunt teeth still managing to puncture his skin. His cock pulsed anew as cum shot from him, bathing her pussy as it tightened around him. Morgan moaned as another orgasm shook her tiny frame.


  When Morgan released his neck she was panting. She looked so beautiful as she smiled up at him. “I was going to ask what claiming was. Now I know.”


  “I’m honored to wear your mark, Morgan. You have to lick the wound closed or it will heal and leave no scar.” Cameron groaned as Morgan licked over her fresh mark.


  “I’m sorry. Does it hurt?” Her eyes were wide and her concern humbled him.


  He answered her by licking his mark on her neck. She cried out and her pussy clamped tight around him as she shuddered through another small release.


  


  * * * *


  


  Evan returned from the bathroom with a warm cloth and gazed in wonder at their magnificent mate. His cock leaked as he took in her beauty. He wanted her so badly. Cameron slowly pulled from Morgan’s body and moved to the side, kissing his way up her body. Evan noticed the rosy flush returning to Morgan’s usually pale skin as he gently cleaned her.


  “Are you ready for me, Morgan?” Evan sat beside her and pulled her onto his lap, her legs straddling his hips, his hard cock, pulsing against the folds of her pussy. “We don’t want to rush you, but the pain will return if we wait too long.” He wrapped his arms around her and cupped her ass as he kissed her soft pink mouth. He groaned at the way she tasted. “You are so delicious.”


  “You haven’t tasted her blood,” Cameron said, “or her pussy.”


  “Cameron,” Morgan said in censure. Evan saw her blue eyes turn lavender as she watched Ben move to stand beside them, caressing Morgan’s long hair as it fell down her back. “Ben, I haven’t tasted you yet.”


  Ben made a pained sound, his voice rough with the growl of his cat. “My cock is going to drop off if you keep teasing me like that,” he said.


  Evan’s cat snarled in warning as Morgan’s body grew hotter by the second. “Now, love. I need you.”


  He moaned and released one hand from her ass to guide his cock to her entrance. She sunk down his length, taking half of him inside her before he caught her hips and slowed her progress. As much as he wanted her, he could never abide hurting her.


  She brought her feet under her and took up the rhythm of his rocking. Their bodies came together slowly, the slide of her hot pussy so wonderful that he thought he would go mad with pleasure.


  A fine sheen of sweat coated her body as her mating heat cooled, their joining satisfying the bond. She lifted her arm from his shoulder and reached for Ben’s straining cock, stroking it gently with her fingers as he moaned in pleasure.


  Evan started to thrust harder. Morgan’s pussy quivered around his cock as he tried to hold his orgasm off. His mate felt so good, he didn’t want it to end too soon. Ben softly roared, grasping Morgan’s head in his hands as she licked around the head of his cock.


  “It’s so sweet and musky,” Morgan said, gasping as Evan ran his thumb over the tight rosette of her ass. “Evan.”


  The rest of her words froze in her throat as he tilted her pelvis, rubbing his pubic bone against her clitoris. Massaging her anus until it relaxed, he then stroked his thumb inside her dark hole in time with his pumping cock. His canines descended as her pussy spasmed.


  She screamed as she came, and he let loose his control over his cat and his cock. He came hard, roaring before striking his extended teeth into the soft curve of her shoulder. Her blood sprayed into his mouth as his cum sprayed deep into her hot pussy, bathing each of them in their claiming fluids.


  He released her skin and roared again as she bit into his shoulder, unerringly finding the identical spot on his body that bore his mark on hers. His cum sprayed again as he peaked a second time, his mate drinking his blood as she absorbed his seed.


  His cat reveled in the animalistic abandon that sealed them together as mates. It purred, the vibrations making her nipples peak and harden against his chest.


  “My cat is very happy to be mated to you, my adorable Morgan.” He licked over his mark, mopping up the small stream of blood that ran to her breast. “Delicious. I can’t wait to feast some more on your body, but we have to finish before you feel any pain, my love.”


  She licked over his shoulder, and his purr rumbled loud. His cat was incredibly happy to be marked as hers.


  


  * * * *


  


  Ben had never felt anything better than his mate’s mouth on his tortured cock, but as he lifted Morgan from Evan and laid her on the bed, he knew he’d been wrong. Looking at her pink swollen pussy his cock throbbed, he needed to be inside his woman, his mate.


  A warm cloth was placed in his hand, but he couldn’t take his eyes off the vision in front of him, to see who had placed it there. He nodded and smiled at the woman he was going to sharing the rest of his eternity with.


  “Are you feeling well, Morgan? I burn for you, but I won’t cause you pain. Never pain.”


  She took the cloth from his hand and he watched her move it over her folds. She tossed it aside and held out both splinted hands to him. “I feel wonderful.”


  His gaze snapped to her face, wanting to see the truth of her words for himself. He might want her desperately, but he would die before causing her pain. Her eyes blazed bright lavender, her irises dilated with desire.


  “I’m sorry I couldn’t tell you earlier that this was my first time.”


  “All that’s important is that you are mine forever now, Morgan.” Ben smiled, glad that he now knew everything about his mate.


  He kissed her soft, flat stomach, growling as the taste of her skin drove his need higher. He licked each taut nipple as he lowered himself over her small body. “You are more beautiful than I ever dreamed my mate would be.”


  “I would have dreamed of you had I known what I was missing. All I felt was an emptiness inside me. I felt incomplete.” She kissed his lips softly, her hands roaming over his shoulders and down his side, pleasuring arced through him intensely. Her touch alone was making his balls draw up tight to his body.


  “And now?” he murmured, kissing her back.


  “Now I feel all of you inside me, even Bethany. Now I feel whole.”


  He kissed her, pouring his heart into the kiss, opening his senses to her. She smelled of sweet chocolate and wild sex. He supported his weight on one arm, not wanting to crush her, and moved his other hand to cup her ass.


  “We will be with you forever, Morgan,” he whispered, moving his mouth to the unmarked side of her neck. “You will not even be alone in death. We’ll follow you there and love you into eternity.”


  She gasped as he tilted his pelvis and lifted her ass, bringing his cock to the entrance of her pussy and plunging deep in one smooth stroke.


  “Yes,” she cried. Her eyes closed as her hands found his ass and pulled him deeper.


  He knew he’d come in seconds, but held his muscles tight, fighting his orgasm as he enjoyed their first joining.


  “So beautiful, Morgan, and you feel incredible.”


  He rocked into her, moving deeper and faster with each thrust of his pelvis. He rubbed against her clit as their pelvises met. She moaned softly, her small fingernails scoring his butt in a burning brand. He wanted those marks of her pleasure to be permanent, her ownership of him to be indisputable.


  She was meeting each of his urgent thrusts, her breath panting as her mouth lowered to his neck. Her teeth gripped his flesh as her pussy began to flutter around his cock.


  “Yes, Morgan. I want everyone to know that we are forever joined.” He let his cat free, his canines descending and piercing her skin as his cum shot from his balls. His neck burned as she bit hard into his flesh.


  His body ignited in pleasure as the lush flavor of her blood bombarded his taste buds. He came until his balls ached with the strength of his orgasm. He withdrew his teeth from Morgan’s neck and sealed the mark, watching her face relax as her pussy slowly relaxed around him.


  “I didn’t know sex felt like this,” Morgan said, her lids fluttering open to meet his gaze.


  “It’s only this good because we were made for each other,” Ben said. She questioned him with a tilt of her brows.


  “I’m serious. I won’t discuss past bed partners while I’m buried deep inside you, my mate. But I’m not lying. Sex has never felt like this. I’ve never felt so aroused and now so fulfilled. That was mind-blowing, and I could do it all over again.” He tensed his muscles and twitched his hard cock inside her. She smiled and his cock pulsed harder.


  “Was it good for all of you?” She looked at Evan and Cameron as they lay on either side of her, caressing her legs as she untangled them from around his thighs.


  “No, love,” Evan said. “That was incredible.”


  “It was so good that I can think of doing nothing else but making love to you for the rest of my life,” Cameron said. “But we would all waste away from starvation.” Morgan laughed as she caressed over his back with her hands.


  “I love you, Morgan,” Ben said, “We are so blessed to have you. Never doubt our joy at finding you.”


  She looked up at his, her eyes now their natural smoky blue color. They shone with happiness. “I feel like I’ve put everyone in danger.” She pressed her hand over his mouth as he went to protest her statement. “But I feel like I’m finally where I was always meant to be. I can feel you all inside of me. Even stronger now we … now we’re mated.” Her cheeks were rosy with a blush.


  He pushed his cock a little deeper to make his point. “We made love, Morgan. And we’d be doing it again if I didn’t think it would make you sore.” He withdrew his cock, knowing she needed a bath and some time to heal. Their mating bites would make her naturally rapid healing powers work even faster, but she still needed time to recover from having made love for the first time.


  He wrapped his arms around her and sat up, holding her close and caressing down her back to her small ass. “Let’s get you in a bath. It will soothe your aching pussy.”


  “Ben.” She slapped his butt, then kissed him softly on the lips. “A bath does sound good.”


  Chapter 18


  


  Eamon felt the truck begin to slow and finally stop. He hated the shudder that ran through him. He loathed the weakness his feelings of dread and helplessness signified. As soon as they stopped, the bastard would come.


  He tugged again at the chains binding his hands to the chair. He was just too weak to break them. Despite the fact he’d been trying for over two days, he continued his futile attempts at freedom.


  “I won’t ever make it easy for you, you sick bastard.”


  He tried to block the mad scientist’s thoughts as he approached the truck bearing Eamon’s cage. However, even Eamon’s mental powers were weak from his blood loss and it made his ability to filter out specific thoughts erratic. Instead he heard everyone within range. The cacophony of noise was a constant deafening roar that only added to the pain in his entire body.


  The door at the side of the huge truck creaked open and Eamon was blinded by the bright sunlight that blazed into the dark interior. He scented the evil fuck, Parran, as he slid into the truck and closed the door, plunging Eamon back into darkness.


  The truck was refrigerated, its seals airtight. It would be soundproof to any humans but not to the shifters assembled outside. Eamon heard their thoughts and he physically gagged at their collective depravity.


  “Getting excited for our time together, pretty one,” Parran crooned.


  Eamon heard the rustle of the man’s clothes as he rapidly stripped and let them fell to the floor of the truck. He knew from the doctor’s thoughts that he hungered for more than just Eamon’s blood.


  He had not touched Eamon on the flight to this country and Eamon’s wounds had only just finished healing. Being kept so poorly nourished made Eamon’s mind dull and his thoughts hazy. His bones ached constantly as they attempted to produce his life-sustaining blood.


  His healing was delayed and his nerve endings were overly sensitive, making even the lightest touch cause him agonizing pain. The German bastard never used a light touch.


  Eamon knew why they were here. He knew what the doctor had planned for Petrov’s spawn, and knew he could only hope that the bastard went too far and bled him dry one day. He had no desire to play the sick fuck’s games any longer. He desired only for a release from the pain.


  “It feels like so long since you’ve screamed for me. Perhaps I will let you feed from Thierry if you show me how much you enjoy our time together.


  Eamon gritted his teeth as Parran’s mind played over what he had planned for his ‘entertainment’. The cage door opened and Eamon’s body stiffened in a Pavlovian response. Eamon saw it as further evidence of his weakness and tried to numb his mind and take his consciousness somewhere else. Anywhere else but here in this moment.


  He heard Parran grunt as he injected himself with morphine, then felt the pain as the doctor’s sharp teeth sank into the side of his neck. He scented the man’s arousal heighten as his vampire blood reacted with the drug.


  Petrov was a stain on humanity but he at least took his drugs and then drank Eamon’s blood from a glass before fucking his little shifter friends through his ensuing high. Not Parran. He enjoyed the added thrill he got from torturing Eamon’s mind and body.


  When Parran’s teeth withdrew he was panting with desire. Using his shifter speed and strength, it took Parran only seconds to unchain Eamon from the chair and secure his shackles to metal hooks welded to the floor of the truck.


  As Eamon lay facedown and naked on the cold steel, the small disgusting shifter stretched over his back. While the doctor tortured his body, Eamon tortured his own mind with impossible thoughts of feeding and finally being able to end Parran’s and Petrov’s miserable lives.


  


  Chapter 19


  


  “No more, Ben, please. I’m full.” Morgan had eaten until she thought her stomach would burst. She moaned and leaned back against Ben’s warm, hard chest. He pushed the plate of eggs and bacon away and lifted her to sit on the table in front of him.


  “You’ve eaten virtually nothing. How can you be full?” He scowled at her, but she saw the way his eyes darkened with his pupils dilated as his gaze roamed over her body. She was wearing one of his T-shirts and it was like a dress on her.


  After her long soak in the hot bath, Morgan had come out to find the bedroom empty and the bed neatly made with fresh linen. The T-shirt she was now wearing was folded neatly on the corner of the bed. She liked that her men knew how to keep house and cook, things she knew little about.


  “I’m not as big as you, so I don’t need a dozen eggs and half a pig to fill me up.”


  Her eyes roamed over his naked torso and she felt unfamiliar tingles of pleasure in her pussy and clitoris. Ben’s eyes began to change, the deep green morphing to amber and glowing faintly in the bright light of the kitchen.


  “What are you feeling?” she asked. She hoped it was lust for her, because she was definitely feeling that for him. Her pussy clenched and ached.


  “I’m feeling that I’d like to have some dessert after eating half a pig.” Ben released her clenched fingers from the table’s edge and cleared the table behind her with a sweep of his hand. He lowered her back to the table and sat on the chair, drawing it up close and lifting first one foot, and then the other to rest on his shoulders.


  “But what about the others?” Morgan whispered, unsure that Bethany or one of her husbands wouldn’t come into the kitchen at any moment.


  “There will be times when my brothers and I will take you together.”


  “Oh, God,” she whispered.


  “And times each of us will make love to you alone, as we will now. There is no jealousy when we all love you so much. We all want nothing but your happiness.”


  She could felt the absolute truth of his words. These men loved her and would never demand anything of her. They just wanted her to be happy. Wanted her to be theirs, and she was.


  She shook her head and tried to and focus her thoughts. “That’s wonderful, Ben. I mean, that’s good, but I meant Bethany and her husbands.”


  “Jason is at the clinic in town with Bethany, and Samson is on patrol with Cameron and Evan. Michael has taken the rest of the trainees on a wide patrol in the forest. We’re all alone, little tiger.”


  Ben’s voice rumbled with a growl as he lowered his mouth to her thigh, licking and kissing his way up her leg. His hands pushed up his T-shirt, exposing her breasts to his exploring fingers. He circled her nipples, then plucked at them, his breath washing over her excited clitoris and making her squirm. She never imagined she’d enjoy being touched this much.


  “I love your hands on me,” she said. “I love the way my skin sends tingles through me when you stroke me. It makes my nipples ache and my …”


  She stopped, unfamiliar with talking about sex. “I’ve never talked like this with anyone,” she said honestly, hoping he understood how she felt.


  “Morgan, you’re so fucking sexy that I’m about to come in my pants.” Ben licked over her clitoris and she screamed his name as a small release rocked her body.


  “Fuck.” Ben licked over her pussy and moaned loudly. “You taste like heaven.”


  She didn’t want sweet words. She wanted him, and she felt her chest rumble with a growl. Her pussy throbbed and clenched, making her cry out at the empty feeling. “Ben, please.”


  “Morgan.” Was all she heard as he then roared loudly, making the table shake beneath her. He moved so fast she couldn’t see him and he was suddenly between her legs with his fatigues gone. His cock was hard and red, the end weeping as it reached for her. She wrapped her legs around his hips, her skin beginning to burn with her desperate need for him.


  He pushed his cock inside her with one slow continuous thrust until his balls pushed against her ass. As his cock touched a place deep inside her, she gasped at the foreign feeling, and he pulled back immediately.


  “No, it didn’t hurt,” she reassured him. He pushed back inside her more slowly and she held him tight with her legs, not wanting him to ever stop. He stroked faster and faster, his eyes boring into hers.


  “Touch yourself, little tiger,” Ben said, a wicked smile on his handsome face. She closed her eyes, too embarrassed to do it, even though her clitoris throbbed with the need to be stimulated. Ben plumped her breasts in his hands, caressing the globes and moving his fingers to gently pull and twist her nipples. “Please, Morgan. I’m so close.”


  Her eyes snapped open at the pain in his voice. She saw his gaze fixed on the spot their bodies met and she lifted her head to see his cock plunge into her pussy over and over again. Her pussy leaked in reaction to the erotic image and she reached up a hand to run her fingers over the clenching muscles of his stomach. He was beautiful. The fingers of her other hand circled her clitoris and Ben growled deep in his chest, the rumble vibrating through her.


  “So sexy, Morgan. I’m coming.” As Ben stilled inside her, she felt the heat of his semen shooting into her with the pulsing of his cock. She pinched her clit, her orgasm making her entire body shudder with pleasure. Ben stroked into her slowly, teasing her nipples until her orgasm finally ended.


  “I love you, Ben.” She wrapped her arms around his neck as he picked her up and carried her upstairs, their bodies still intimately connected.


  She couldn’t imagine life without him, without any of her men. She could feel the love Ben felt for her seep into her as he held her close. The guilt she harbored for bringing her father close to Bethany warred with her happiness. She was so confused.


  “I’m still sorry for all this mess I’ve caused.”


  “I know, honey, and I understand. But I can’t lose you now and I can’t be sorry I’ve found you. Don’t ask that of me. Don’t ask it of any of us. Do you think Bethany is sorry you found her and told her about her mother? That you told her who she is after her lifetime of wondering?”


  “She might be sorry if she discovers we had sex on her kitchen table.” Ben’s chuckle made his cock slip from her and she moaned at the loss.


  Ben walked them into the bathroom and started the shower. She could see how happy Bethany was that they had found each other, but if anything happened to Bethany or her baby then Morgan would never be able to live with herself. She would do everything in her power to keep her sister safe.


  


  * * * *


  


  Evan ran beside Samson, their cats stretching out as they ran easily over the dry leaves of the forest floor. They were thirty miles from Samson’s home now and Samson had said he wanted to show him something before they returned to their mates.


  Samson stopped on a rocky outcrop that looked out over a small valley between two hills. The valley was secluded with a solitary dirt road winding through it to a log cabin that sat nestled in a grove of tall spruce trees.


  “This cabin belonged to our grandfather. It hasn’t been used in over a hundred years,” Samson said through their pack link.


  “It’s nice and quiet here,” Evan said. He wondered if Samson thought Petrov might come here. “It’s defensible. Do you think it’s a possible hideout for Petrov or his men?”


  Samson snarled softly. “If you like the valley, you can build a home here so that you and your brothers can live permanently here in Eminence with Morgan.”


  Evan looked at the picturesque valley again. It was perfect. A small stream ran through the bottom of the valley and the woods were thick. His cat growled at the thought of being free to run in such a place whenever it liked. He’d served for more than a decade in the navy and been forced to cage his cat for extended periods. Living here with his mate would be like living in heaven.


  “I know it’s not much, but if you built a new house ...”


  Evan didn’t know what to say, how to begin to thank Samson and his brothers for such a gift. “It’s beautiful, Samson. I have no words.”


  “Don’t get all gushy and shit. I had Bethany in my arms half the night crying about Morgan going to Pine Falls to live with you three. I’m being a manipulative prick and trying to get you to stay so she’ll be happy again.”


  “Can I call you ‘bro’ when we marry Morgan?” Ben chuffed at Samson’s answering growl.


  “I’ll take the house, and say thank you. But we’d already decided to stay in Eminence. Morgan shouldn’t be parted from her sister after only just finding her. We were going to ask Morgan’s father to come visit. Maybe even move here.”


  Samson turned and started running back toward his home, Evan had to push himself to catch up to the huge cat. “That was nice of you,” Samson said. “To move here for Bethany. Thanks.”


  “So I do get to call you ‘bro’?”


  


  * * * *


  


  Jordanna shrieked as a huge, cold hand suddenly enclosed her wrist. She pulled, but wasn’t able to dislodge the hand. The touch was unfamiliar, the size and feel completely different than any of her mates’. Fear sizzled through her in an instant, her feelings of safety immediately charged with a need to flee. She swung with her free hand and it bounced painfully off a muscled back.


  “I can tell my little prey has been here, but you are not her. Where is Morganya Petrov? Tell me and I may decide to let you live.”


  The voice confirmed that he was a stranger to her, so she didn’t bother trying to focus her poor vision enough to look at him. She needed to get to the safe room. Drake had been at home with her while Caine, Rowan, and Gabriel were all on patrol somewhere.


  Where was Drake now? He would never let a stranger get close to her. Her baby kicked strongly, reminding her that she needed to keep fighting. She had been in a similar position before. She was blind, but still had her brain.


  “I don’t know where she’s gone. They had her here yesterday but I believe they decided to take her to our cabin in the woods.” Jordanna imagined there was a cabin in the woods somewhere.


  “What woods? You come with me and show me.”


  The man smelled of onions, and spoke in heavily accented English. He still held firmly onto her wrist and was using it to drag her roughly out of the kitchen area where she’d been preparing lunch for her men.


  “Wait. I need my shoes,” she said.


  She’d thought having a safe room installed was a ridiculous over reaction on the part of her men to her abduction last year by Aiden, but now—


  “No. Come.”


  He pulled hard on her arm and her belly banged painfully against the wall to the study. She gasped and let herself go limp, her knees hitting the hardwood floor heavily. The tears that sprang to her eyes were completely genuine.


  “I can’t walk through the forest with no shoes. The cabin is a long way from the road.” She pulled on her arm, the bones aching painfully in his strong grip.


  “Fine, get your damned shoes.”


  He released her hand and she hugged it to her chest, trying to ignore the throbbing pain. Jordanna pulled herself up, wobbling a little from the shock, and moved down the hall to the study on her shaking legs. She heard his heavy steps following, but not too closely.


  He must be certain he’s incapacitated Drake. Please God, let him not be dead.


  She reached the study and opened the door to the safe room a scant inch or so. She was so close to safety. She just needed to close the door before he could follow her inside.


  “My boots are just in the closet,” she said, praying he wasn’t close enough to see there was a whole room behind the door when she opened it.


  His grunt of an acknowledgement came from across the room. Jordanna flung open the wooden door and stepped inside, slamming her hand down hard on the panel that sealed the steel door of the safe room.


  It hissed shut in less than a second and she felt along the edges with her hands to make sure that she was free from danger. She was alone inside with nothing but silence and darkness. The door was sealed tight. She wrapped her hands around her belly and thanked the men she loved for giving her this safe haven.


  She let her emotions swell. Her fear and panic for Drake and their baby reached out across the mating bond. She needed her men to hear her. To feel her. Know that she was in danger.


  “Or I can use the bloody phone. Argh.” She screamed as pounding on the door startled her. It shook, but didn’t open. Gabriel wouldn’t have installed a useless door. It was supposed to keep vampires out, let alone shifters.


  “Jordanna, we can feel your panic. Is it the baby?” She jumped as Gabriel’s voice sounded in her mind. They’d heard her.


  “I don’t know where Drake is. A man tried to take me.” Swearing and snarls filled her mind.


  “Are you hurt, sweetheart?” Rowan asked.


  “Where are you?” Caine asked.


  “I’m in the safe room. I’m sore, but I’m fine. So is the baby, I think. I need Jason. I was knocked heavily against a wall.” More growling and snarls filled her mind. “Please. Where is Drake?”


  She hugged her stomach and slid down the wall. Now she was safe and there was no doubt her men were on the way, she was feeling the effects of her fear and shock. Her baby was still inside her and she prayed it was alive and well. She needed Drake. She didn’t want a life without all of her mates.


  


  * * * *


  


  Aiden was on patrol in town. Cooper assigned him the task because his speed made it impossible for the human population to see him and his ability to read minds made it possible for him to hear any hostile thoughts. The thoughts that suddenly filled his mind, however, came from the shifters of Eminence.


  They feared for the sweet, blind Jordanna. Someone had attacked her. She had made it into the refuge purpose built for her, and her mates were on their way. Aiden was going to get there before them.


  As he approached the home he saw the huge assailant running for the woods. Aiden smelled hyena. The thugs of the shifter world. He also scented blood, and heard the confused thoughts of an irate Drake Prentiss. Jordanna was unassailable in her room, so Aiden chose instead to chase the dog.


  “I am following the man who hurt Jordanna and came for Morgan.”


  Aiden directed his thoughts to Cooper. The enforcer of the Eminence pride would convey the information to the Alpha. He didn’t have the same blood bond with Finn that he shared with his own Alpha, Caleb, and it was proving very inconvenient.


  “Can you discern whether he has come alone?” Cooper’s reply was immediate, his tone conveying the steely calm of the warrior Aiden knew him to be.


  “He is an advanced scout who chose to show his hand in the hopes of capturing Morgan. He meant to impress Petrov and improve his standing in the pack of hyenas that serve him. It seems Petrov is killing anyone who fails him, including his oldest and most trusted pack members.” Aiden sneered in disgust at the things the hyena’s mind continued to reveal as he followed silently behind the man.


  “Bring him to the jail alive. Finn will await your arrival.”


  “Is Jason on his way? Drake is hurt, as is Jordanna. She also fears for her cub.”


  “Jason is in town with Bethany and I won’t ask him to leave her. I will have Gabe bring Jordanna and Drake to the clinic.”


  Aiden pulled his mind free of the cats in Eminence as they reinforced the town and made sure their mates were all protected. He increased his speed slightly and reached out to grasp the shifter as he ran toward a van parked at the edge of the Prentiss property.


  He wrapped his taloned fingers over the man’s shoulders and used their combined speeds to ram the hyena’s head into the trunk of a massive pine tree. Hyenas were strong and vicious shifters. He wouldn’t risk the town’s safety by taking the man to jail while he was still conscious. He dragged the limp body to the van and threw it in the back.


  Aiden used the rope and masking tape—intended no doubt to restrain Morgan—and bound the man, although he doubted he would wake until his fractured skull had sufficiently healed. He drove back to town, his thoughts troubled by what he had discovered from the hyena’s mind. Petrov was coming with more than a dozen of his men and he would be here soon.


  Chapter 20


  


  Cameron ran as fast as his cat was able, and the trees flew past as he sped home. His vision was acute and his mind focused as never before. His instincts were honed by the strength of his protective rage.


  They had come for his mate, hurt another of the pride’s precious mates and injured one of their own. As much as Cameron’s cat demanded he seek out the threat and tear him limb from limb, he also needed to definitively secure Morgan’s safety first.


  He also needed to hold her and see for himself that she was unharmed. Aiden was good, but their pride had discovered how to deflect their thoughts in order to slip past the mind-reading abilities of vampires. Therefore it was not beyond the realms of probability that others may have discovered that same weakness and be utilizing it to get to Morgan.


  As he ran across the paddock to the house he saw Evan approaching from the opposite direction. Samson was going directly into town because that was where Bethany was.


  “Ben and Morgan haven’t been told of Jordanna’s assault yet,” Evan said. “Samson has left it up to us to inform them.”


  Cameron growled as he ran up the back steps and shifted. He knew he needed to find a way to appear calm so as not to immediately scare Morgan, but his cat was riding him hard to find her.


  Evan ran through the door ahead of him, not bothering to shift in his haste to see if Morgan was unharmed. Evan skidded to stop by the kitchen table and Cameron ran into his rump, his head reeling.


  “Fucking hell,” Cameron said. He inhaled deeply and it was not due to any sort of exertion. He simply wanted a bigger dose of the delectable aroma of his mate’s arousal.


  “Fucking is right,” Evan said, growling deeply. Evan smiled at Cameron as he stalked toward the stairs, naked and erect as he followed Morgan’s scent trail.


  Cameron hadn’t even seen his brother shift. He shook his head in an effort to try and clear his mind before running up the stairs behind Evan. They needed to get Morgan to safety, not ravish her, as he hungered to do.


  “She fell asleep about an hour ago,” Ben said, meeting them in the hallway outside the room they shared with Morgan. “What’s going on? You both smell furious.”


  Cameron left Evan to explain what had occurred and moved silently into the bedroom. Morgan looked like a vision. Her thick hair flowed over the pillow in silken waves, and her breasts were bare above a sheet that covered her to the waist. Her eyes sprung open and she blinked several times before smiling at him. He breathed deeply and relaxed as her fresh, clean scent calmed his raging cat.


  “You are the most beautiful creature on earth,” Cameron said. He was across the room and climbing over her small frame before her next heartbeat. “I can’t believe you’re mine.” He kissed one pale pink nipple before kissing her soft, plump lips. “Do you know how much I love you?”


  “I do, Cameron. I love you, too.”


  His heart swelled and ached with his happiness. He’d felt her love for him through their mating bond, but to hear it was still a wondrous thing. If his cat wasn’t so stressed and angry he’d be purring right now.


  “We have to go, Morgan. One of your father’s men has made it here and he has hurt Jordanna.” He wished he could have spared her this pain, but he couldn’t. Not and keep her safe. “We need to get you to the safe room at the Alpha’s now. Peata and her baby are already there.”


  “No,” Morgan said, shaking her head as she tried to get out from under Cameron’s body.


  “Morgan, we all die if you do. You can’t fight us on how to best protect you,” Cameron said, his voice rumbling with the growl of his enraged cat. Its calm at finding her safe had dissolved as soon as she’d tried to oppose him.


  “Yes, I’ll go to Melanie’s. Of course I will. I just meant that I can’t believe Jordanna has ended up being hurt because of my father.” Her eyes had fired up to bright lavender, adding to her beauty and driving him wild.


  He kissed her, his lips claiming hers as he pulled her close and absorbed the heat of their naked bodies being pressed together. The feel of her soft skin against him and the way her small hands ran over his chest made him ache for her. He’d never felt such deep need before. He needed this woman. His mate.


  “Don’t start something we aren’t able to finish,” Evan said. He growled loudly until Cameron ended his kiss. “We’re sorry to have to share such news, Morgan. But we need to act before the rest of your father’s men arrive.”


  “It will be too late if we don’t get you there now,” Ben said.


  Cameron stood with Morgan in his arms and watched as Ben and Evan found them all some clothes.


  “Are Jordanna and the baby badly hurt?” Morgan asked. “Is Jason with her now?” Cameron placed Morgan on her feet and removed the splints from her wrists.


  “Gabe is taking Jordanna to the doctor now. She’s only badly shaken, as far as we know,” Cameron said. He tried to smile in reassurance, but knew he’d failed when Morgan’s eyes filled with tears.


  “How do your wrists feel now?” Evan asked. He held out a pile of Bethany’s clothes and Morgan flexed her fingers experimentally before taking them from him.


  “They don’t hurt at all now. Is that normal? I mean, isn’t it too soon for them to have healed?”


  “The mating speeds up the healing of any injuries in shifters and humans,” Evan said.


  “We need to leave,” Cameron said. He took the clothes from Morgan and handed her each item in turn as she quickly dressed. His cat wouldn’t feel easy until they were at the Alpha’s and she was within reach of that safe room.


  Once they were all dressed he carried Morgan to the truck and held her in his arms as Evan drove to the Alpha’s. Asher and Barrett Pollock had been the only two recruits to stay behind and they acted as their escorts. They followed closely behind them in one of the Samson’s big armored Humvees.


  Once they had left the road and made their way up the long drive to Finn’s home, Cameron saw that the ranch was in the process of being prepared for a siege.


  “As much as I hope all this preparation isn’t going to be necessary, I’m glad that Cooper has arranged it,” Cameron said.


  “Are all of those people shifters?” Morgan asked, as she stared out the window at the people working to bring the horses into the barn.


  “Those are Finn’s parents, Theo, Paul, Chris, and their mate, Connie. His dads will be out patrolling and Connie will be in the safe room with you and the other mates,” Evan said.


  “Cooper will tell us all where we’re to go,” Ben said. “He is the pride enforcer, and he will make sure everyone is well protected.”


  “You aren’t all going to be staying with me, are you?” Cameron felt the fear in Morgan and wished he could tell her not to worry, but he couldn’t.


  Cameron kissed the top of Morgan’s head, holding her close as he tried to reassure her. “It’s a certainty that your father is on the way, Morgan. We can’t let him take either you or Bethany, but we also can’t let him use any of the other mates or their cubs as leverage. We are all going to be needed in this fight to keep you safe.”


  “I can guarantee that one of us will remain here with you,” Evan said.


  Morgan sighed as Evan stopped at the top of the drive and he appeared at the door an instant later. Cameron released Morgan to his brother. They didn’t know yet which of them would remain with her at the ranch, but he knew all of them would need to hold her for as long as they could before having to leave her.


  The Alpha’s living room was packed with shifters, only a few of whom Morgan had previously met. “I think nearly the entire pride is here,” Cameron said. He refrained from voicing his next thought. The Alpha may be anticipating a large number of shifters to be coming, but Petrov will not be taking my mate. She’s mine.


  


  * * * *


  


  Morgan watched as the assembled shifters parted for them. They all stared at her, their faces devoid of any emotion, as Evan carried her into the kitchen. Morgan’s scalp prickled as she felt the weight of their continued gazes.


  “They all hate me,” she whispered, wrapping her arms around Evan’s neck and inhaling the comforting smell of the forest from his skin. Cameron and Ben kissed her cheeks and returned to the living room.


  “No, they don’t, love,” Evan said. “I would be able to scent that emotion were it there, and it’s not. They are all angry at the atrocities your father has planned for his own children. They are holding back the rage of their cats. Keeping them calm with the promise of an upcoming battle.”


  Morgan heard the words, but didn’t believe Evan. She knew the truth. She was the one responsible for this. For not just Bethany being in danger, but all of the mates. Hell, the whole damned pride could be slaughtered because of me. Morgan was sure of only one thing. Her father was now coming and she had started it all.


  “Don’t, Morgan,” Evan whispered in her ear. “I can feel you in my heart, love. Don’t pull away from me. Not now that I will probably have to leave you here.”


  She pulled back and looked at him. “I’m not, Evan. I’m just scared.”


  “I’ll be scared every second I’m not holding you safe in my arms. But I have to make you safe. Your father’s scheme is an atrocity against everything a shifter lives for.”


  “I know. I’m sorry, Evan. I’ll stay strong. Just come back to me.”


  Morgan spoke the words she knew he needed, and wanted, to hear. He squeezed her tight before lowering her to stand in front of him. She didn’t know how she’d accomplish it, but she’d make her sister and this wonderful group of people safe if it was the last thing she did.


  “Morgan, I’m so glad you’re here,” Peata said. Peata moved toward her, then stopped, her gaze fixed on Evan.


  “I’ll come and say good-bye if I have to leave,” Evan said. He kissed Morgan’s cheek and went back into the crowded living room.


  “Why don’t we have some tea?” Peata finished crossing the room and took Morgan’s hand in hers. “I see you’ve completed the mating. Your hands are all healed.”


  Morgan blushed and nodded. She looked around at the women assembled in the kitchen. Melanie was there, feeding Matthew his lunch, and a tall woman with long black hair was feeding Lily.


  “This is my mother-in-law, Neva,” Peata said. “Her husbands are out helping Finn’s father’s with the horses.”


  “We’re going to be told what’s happening in just a few minutes,” Melanie said. “Cooper is outside telling the members of the pride that are already shifted where he needs them to go. Then he’ll come in to inform everyone here.”


  “I’m so—” Morgan started, but Melanie furrowed her brows and stood up with her hands on her hips.


  “You’re a mate to three members of this pride, Morgan. That makes you more precious than anything on earth to them.” Melanie picked Matthew up as he started to cry. “Shh now, baby. Mommy’s not mad at you.”


  Morgan went to the sink and began rinsing the dishes and mugs stacked there and placing them in the dishwasher. She looked outside and saw five big men walking toward the house. What would I do if this was a game of Close Combat? How would I get from the house to one of the vehicles while remaining undetected?


  So as Morgan performed the innocuous task of clearing the kitchen, she began planning an escape. She would intercept her father before he made it to Eminence and make sure he never even came here. She would tell him she only came to visit Bethany’s grave.


  She needed to get access to a computer before she left. It would be easy to hack into the Eminence sheriff’s department’s database and plant the report of Bethany’s death in a motor vehicle accident two years ago. He would have no need to come here if Bethany was already dead.


  “Has anyone heard how Jordanna is?” Morgan asked.


  “Jason is with her now,” Melanie said. “Finn said he’d call as soon as he’s heard from him.”


  She could make sure Jordanna and her sister were safe forever. She’d make the whole town safe forever. Her heart ached and her head pounded at the thought of leaving her men, but she felt sure she was doing the right thing. None of these people had asked for or deserved the pain of losing any of their number.


  It was only the women who were going to be in the safe rooms, but the men were in no way expendable. They were just as important as the women, something this pride of shifters seemed to overlook. Morgan couldn’t imagine the pain her sister would suffer if one of her husbands died trying to protect her.


  She shuddered. “It’s just too horrible to even consider.”


  Peata wrapped an arm around her waist. “Jordanna will be fine. Jason is a wonderful doctor.”


  Morgan nodded and let her believe that that was what she’d meant. She had to get out of here.


  


  * * * *


  


  Evan was pleased that he had been assigned to guard the town. Despite the fact it meant he was twenty minutes away from his mate. It meant he would be joining Samson and Aiden in the interrogation of Petrov’s henchman when he awoke.


  “I’ll keep Morgan safe,” Cameron said.


  “I know you will,” Ben replied. “We’ll end Petrov and his whole organization, then we’ll be able to get to work on our new home.” Ben’s smile was strained, but Evan appreciated how he felt. Until Morgan was safe, none of them would feel happy.


  “I know the valley you mentioned,” Cameron said. “It’s beautiful there. Morgan will love it. Our cubs will grow strong running through the forests there.”


  “I spoke to the dads this morning,” Ben said, surprising Evan.


  “I wouldn’t have thought you’d had time to do that with all the lovemaking,” Evan said. Ben’s smile was genuine then.


  “They’re coming down to see us,” Ben said. “Knowing Mom, they’re probably already on the way.”


  “Watch Morgan, Cam,” Evan said. “I felt her withdrawing as soon as we arrived here. She thinks this is all her fault. I’m certain she hasn’t believed any of our assurances that it isn’t the case.”


  “I’ll watch her. Stay safe, you two.”


  Evan and Ben both went directly to the kitchen in search of Morgan. They watched her absently washing the same dish for a couple of minutes as she stared intently out the kitchen window.


  “You’re right, Evan. I can practically hear her plotting her escape,” Ben said. "She'd make a terrible spy. She has been looking at all the doors while washing the same dish for the last five minutes.


  Evan watched Ben stalk toward their mate and catch the dish before it hit the floor as she dropped it in surprise when he hugged her.


  “I didn’t hear you,” she said. “Is everyone leaving?” Evan saw her looking around him at the people filing out of the living room.


  Cam growled softly as he came to stand beside Evan. “What can we do to make her believe us?” Cameron spoke softly so that only Evan would hear.


  “It will take time. She wasn’t raised a shifter, so this is all too new to her,” Evan said, his own cat growling its displeasure.


  “We don’t fucking have time,” Cameron said.


  “Then we keep her safe from herself as well as from her father.” Evan moved closer to pluck Morgan from Ben’s arms. Their lips broke apart noisily. “I love you, Morgan. Believe that, if you believe nothing else I’ve ever said.”


  Their kiss was a clash of lips, tongues, and teeth. She seemed as desperate as he was to convey her love in the brief time they had.


  “So you and Ben are leaving?” Morgan asked when he released her lips and allowed her some time to breathe.


  “Ben will be on patrol at Jordanna’s and I’ll be in town. The pride is pretty much split evenly between the three places. Aiden is basing himself in town so he can go to wherever he’s needed most.”


  “I love you, Ben,” Morgan said. She smoothed her hand down Ben’s face, his growl sounding loud in the quiet, now deserted, kitchen. The other women had left to farewell their own mates.


  “I love you, Evan.” He kissed her palm and ran at full speed from the Alpha’s house. Ben met him at their truck a few seconds later.


  “I’ve left on more dangerous deployments than I care to number, but leaving Morgan just then was the hardest and most frightening thing I’ve ever done,” Evan said.


  He started the truck and followed Max Wilder and Barrett Pollock as they drove quickly down the road toward town. Max’s face showed his pain at leaving Peata and their baby behind, even though he knew they would be untouchable once they entered the safe room. Evan wouldn’t have understood that pain a few days ago. Now he did.


  “I’m glad Asher is there with Calder. Those two are fucking deadly,” Ben said.


  Evan merely nodded. Cooper had done a great job of dividing the men. Each group had a combination of fighters and trackers that made them forces to be reckoned with despite the decreased numbers that was necessary when dividing the pride between the multiple locations.


  They pulled up at the sheriff’s station to see Hunter leaving to return home. His brother, Dane, was his deputy and his presence was needed in town to keep up a semblance of normality for the human population. Max parked beside them and he and Barrett entered the station.


  “Stay safe, Ben,” Evan said. “See you later tonight.”


  Ben got behind the wheel and started the engine. “I hope it will be over quickly. I need to hold her.”


  Evan nodded and made his way inside. He wanted to start the interrogation of the hyena. They needed to find out everything they could from him.


  When he neared the interrogation room he found Samson and Aiden looking thunderous. Max and Barrett were stepping away from them as though they were in danger of being caught in the conflagration if they actually exploded.


  “What happened?” Evan asked, his voice barely audible. He worried for the safety of the building if the two supernaturals in front of him got any angrier.


  “The hyena recognized Aiden was a vampire the minute he stepped into the room with him,” Barrett said. “We had only just arrived in the viewing room.”


  “The fucker slit his own throat with his claws before Aiden could stop him,” Max said. “He’s a little upset that the shifter knew how to shield his thoughts from him, plus that he wasn’t fast enough to stop him killing himself.”


  “I still found out a great deal as I followed him after his attack on Jordanna,” Aiden said. He sounded calm, but his eyes still blazed a fiery red. “He was unaware of my presence at that time and was therefore not guarding his thoughts.


  “The other man didn’t do that,” Evan said. He looked at Samson and saw the big solider pulling his cat back under control.


  “Did you get any information on where this useless sack of hyena stood in Petrov’s hierarchy?” Samson asked. He ran his hand over his newly shaved head. The fresh buzz cut combined with his massive build made Samson look more imposing than ever.


  “I got the impression he was hired help,” Aiden said. “Brought here just for this job.” Aiden rubbed a hand over his eyes as though the burning red of them was causing him pain. “He travelled here on the same plane as Eamon, and the doctor, Otto Parran.”


  “So the doctor may not be sharing everything he knows about vampires with his employer, Petrov.” Samson said. “I don’t know if that helps us or not.”


  “The tiger shifter I killed was Petrov’s man,” Aiden said. “This hyena and his dozen or so comrades are here to guard Eamon Doyle. I think their loyalties lie with the doctor, not Petrov.”


  “What else aren’t you telling us, Aiden?” Evan asked. The vampire’s scent was usually hard to discern, but right now his disgust and rage had a very strong smell.


  “They have been given time with the vampire.”


  “What the fuck does that even mean?” Samson said. “Is this something that we need to know in order to defend ourselves?”


  Aiden sighed and rested his back against the wall. He slid down the wall until he was sitting with his head slumped forward on his knees. “Eamon is my friend. It was difficult to hear some of what has been done to him over the last century. I’m finding it even more difficult to speak of.”


  Evan felt sympathy for the vampire, but they needed to know everything they could in order to fight the shifters coming for his mate and Samson’s. Hard or not, the vampire needed to share what he’d discovered.


  “The doctor has been doing more than experimenting with IVF techniques in the time his work has been funded by Petrov.” Aiden looked up, the fiery red in his eyes gone. It was replaced by a cold grey that seemed devoid of anything but ice. “He’s been experimenting with ways in which vampire blood can be used to enhance all the inherent abilities of shifters.”


  “Has he been successful?” Samson asked.


  “With the hyenas, yes.”


  Chapter 21


  


  Ben was stationed on the porch of the Prentiss home. He’d been there for the last half an hour, and they were expecting Bethany and Jordanna to arrive shortly. Finn’s roar sounded from inside the house. It signaled to all the men who had not yet shifted that he wanted to see them.


  “Jordanna and Bethany will arrive momentarily,” Finn said as the last man, Fergus Willis, arrived. They had all assembled in seconds, attentive to the call of their Alpha.


  “I have just received word from Samson that the captive ended his own life without divulging any further information. We do, however, know that the hyenas work for the doctor, and know how to fight, and kill, Aiden. They have also been given regular doses of human growth hormone mixed with vampire blood.”


  “I assume this does something to them that means we’re in for one hell of a fight,” Ben said. The look on the Alpha’s face said it all. It was bad news for them.


  “Jason can explain it when he gets here. The good news is that none of the tigers working for Petrov has been given any of the drug.”


  “So Aiden should stay away from any hyenas,” Nash Willis said simply.


  “But it is the hyenas who will be guarding his friend, Eamon, his main purpose in staying here in Eminence,” Finn said.


  “Then we help him free his friend,” Axel said. “I would have done it anyway. A hundred years as a prisoner …” Axel shuddered and Ben shared in his horror. They needed to free the man.


  They heard trucks approaching and Ben moved to the door to check who it was. He was back in seconds, confirming it was safe with a nod to the Alpha. Jason held the door open a scant minute later, and Michael carried their mate, Bethany, into the room.


  “Are you well, Bethany?” Finn asked. Bethany looked pale, with her mouth drawn down in a grimace.


  “She’s gone into labor,” Jason said. “It’s early labor, but as you can see, it’s a big cub. She’s going to have a hard time of it.”


  “I’ll be there to help,” Jordanna said. She was led into the room by Gabriel, and Drake was only inches behind her. “Not that I can do much.”


  “I need you there, Jordanna,” Bethany said. She took a deep breath. “One less contraction now until I hold our baby.” Ben saw her try to smile, but it looked more like a wince of pain. She was trying not to scare her mates with how much pain she was in.


  “Jordanna, how are you and the cub?” Finn asked.


  “She has a sprained wrist and lots of bruising. Some of it to her abdomen,” Gabriel said. “Jason has assured us that the cub is healthy.” Ben saw Jordanna smile as she rubbed a hand over her small pregnant belly.


  “If the fucker wasn’t dead already I was going to kill him myself,” Drake said.


  “You will need to stay with Bethany now, Jason,” Finn said. “Michael will take your position on the roof of the barn. That way he’s close if you should need him.” Michael nodded and squeezed Bethany’s hand reassuringly.


  Ben imagined he wanted nothing more than to be by her side while she labored, but he said nothing to counter the Alpha’s command. “What do we need to know about the hyenas?” Ben asked as Jason went to leave the room with Bethany still in his arms.


  “Yes, the growth hormone.” Jason was quiet for a minute and Ben knew he was trying to think of a way to dumb it down for the mere mortals that they were. “The sick fuck of a doctor has mixed vampire blood with human growth hormone and injected it into his men. In humans the hormone has some use as a performance-enhancing drug for athletes, but mixed with vampire blood it has exactly that effect on shifters.”


  “So bigger, stronger, and faster,” Michael said. “Come on, darlin’. Let’s get you settled in the safe room before I go sweat my balls off on the barn roof.”


  Bethany wrapped her arms around his neck as he took her easily from Jason and disappeared down the hallway. Jordanna and Gabriel followed, but not until Drake had whispered to Jordanna that he loved her and kissed her belly.


  “They will be a match for Aiden if they attack him in numbers,” Jason said. “One on one, he should be able to best them. I believe this doctor’s end game is to make shifters stronger than vampires.”


  Jason left them and Finn cleared his throat to draw their attention back to him. “From what Aiden learned from the hyena, Petrov’s men are all veterans of his fighting ring and are very strong, but they have not been given the serum. They are all tigers, so you will know which you’re up against by their scent.”


  “Does Samson know Bethany is in labor?” Finn asked as Michael returned to the room.


  “Of course. He’ll come when he’s able. Our mother is here, and Gabe’s mother, Anne, will be here shortly. Bethany is in good hands.”


  Finn nodded and they all left to take up their assigned positions. Ben couldn’t conceive of how hard it must be for Samson, or even for Michael, to not be at their mate’s side as she prepared to give birth. But the alternative was unthinkable … to lose both her and the cub to her father.


  


  * * * *


  


  Morgan watched as Melanie and Peata settled their babies into their cots in the safe room for the night. It made sense. No point trying to move five women and two babies downstairs and into the safe room in the middle of the night if a battle was underway outside. If Morgan had been planning to stay, that was where she would have gone, too.


  Morgan had slipped away undetected while Melanie and Peata had both been breastfeeding, and used the Alpha’s computer to plant the false trail of Bethany’s demise two years ago. Now all she had to do was get across the yard to one of the trucks.


  “Would you like a thermos of coffee to take with you?” Neva asked. “You look tired and may need it to keep yourself awake.”


  She turned to Peata’s mother-in-law with a genuine look of surprise on her face. Not at the content of the question, though. She couldn’t understand how the woman had guessed what she’d been planning.


  “I’m sorry, Neva. I don’t know what you mean.”


  “Now I can smell the lie, little one,” Neva said, a sad smile on her beautiful face.


  “Who’s lying?” Peata asked. She came to stand next to Neva and looked questioningly at Morgan. “Well?”


  “I don’t know what Neva means,” Morgan said. She heard the hitch in her own voice and wanted to scream in frustration. She had always been terrible at lying.


  “Morgan is planning on leaving. I’m sure her plan is to sacrifice herself in the hopes that no one will get hurt.”


  “What?” Melanie said. She was whispering, but her eyes were sparking with anger.


  “Neva is mistaken. Let’s all go and have some hot chocolate. I’m nearly ready for bed,” Morgan said. She turned and slammed straight into the solid wall of muscle that was her mate, Cameron.


  “I have some sad news for everyone,” Cameron said.


  He didn’t look sad, the way he was glaring down at her. She had a sinking feeling that she knew exactly what the sad news was. Shit and bugger, how did they find out what I’d done so quickly?


  “Cameron!” Melanie said. “Neva says Morgan is planning to leave.”


  “If Neva says it, then it’s a fact,” Peata said. “She’s so spooky.”


  “Without paying her respects to Bethany?” Cameron said. He glared down at Morgan and she tried to speak but found no words would come out.


  “You can’t lie to your mate, baby. Try again with the truth, and it should come out just fine.”


  Morgan did something she’d never had to do before. She turned and ran. She’d done it plenty of times in games. How much harder could it be in real life? I’m a shifter, apparently, so I must be fast.


  Before she’d taken her second step, Cameron had her restrained in his arms as he ran up the stairs with her. “I think we need to have a talk,” he said with a growl.


  When he’d closed the door behind them, he immediately released her. She spun around and wanted to yell at him for stopping her, but the look on his face robbed her of speech. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t even sad. He was hurt. The pain pulsed off his whole body and she felt it resonate in her bones.


  “How did you discover what I’d done?” It was lame, but she didn’t know how to assuage the depth of pain she could see she’d inflicted, so she was deflecting in the hope of finding the words she needed.


  “I didn’t,” he said. Ice spread through her veins at the distance she felt growing between them. “Wes Pollock phoned me as soon as he discovered it.”


  “I’m sorry.” It was pathetic and inadequate and she wasn’t sure if she was saying sorry for doing it, or for hurting him so deeply.


  “We told you everything, Morgan. We told you exactly what would happen to us if you left, or if you died. Did you think we were lying?”


  It all came back to her then in a rush of memory that had her doubled over and screaming in pain. They would scour the globe looking for me. Forever alone. Forever wanting me. Never to take another mate or lover. They will die if I die.


  The twisting pain inside her threatened to tear her open. Her brain felt like it was being ripped apart. She heard growls and snarls as the pain continued and she screamed and screamed until the darkness dragged her under.


  


  * * * *


  


  Samson lay on the roof of the petrol station and Evan was lying on the roof of the sheriff’s station directly opposite. Samson gave the signal that showed two vehicles coming in from the north, and Evan turned his attention toward it. Pain coursed through his body, making his cat snarl in rage. His claws slipped free as he fought to control his cat and identify the source of the pain.


  He saw stars. Not the kind in cartoons, the ones in the sky. He didn’t know how he’d ended up on his back, but he had, and he’d shifted. “What the fuck?”


  “You’re not wrong,” Ben said. “Did you feel that?”


  “I did, but now I just have a dull ache in my chest,” Evan said. “Are you hurt, Ben?”


  “No,” Ben said, his concern evident. “It wasn’t my pain.”


  “It was Morgan,” Cameron said. “She’ll be okay. I’m with her.”


  “What the fuck do you mean, Morgan’s pain?” Evan said, his cat snarling as he stood to see Samson glaring at him from the roof across the street.” He shook his head and tried to stop his cat from running to Morgan.


  “I caught her trying to leave and when I tried to talk to her she started screaming in pain. She was doubled over with it until she finally passed out.”


  “Fuck,” Ben said. “We knew she’d try.”


  “I’ve got her,” Cameron said. “I’m shifting back now. I just needed to tell you what had happened.”


  “Thanks, Cam,” Ben said.


  Evan heard nothing further from his brothers and shifted back. He could still do his job. He just had to do it naked now. A pair of sweat pants hit him on the head. He spun to see Samson standing a few feet behind him.


  “Is everything all right with your mate?” Samson said softly.


  “How the fuck did you get over here so fast?” Evan pulled on the sweats and nodded. “She tried to run and when Cam confronted her, she started screaming with pain.”


  Samson frowned. “Bethany experienced something similar when her cat was in distress. Being latent, they can’t shift and let their cats free to run off their pain. I’ll never forget the sounds of her screams.”


  “Fuck,” Evan said.


  “I know,” Samson said. “Bethany is in labor.”


  “Fuck,” Evan repeated.


  “Let’s go and see who’s come to town.” Samson turned and disappeared silently down the fire stairs.


  Evan followed Samson through the dark streets. He was glad he had sweatpants on, but he was still conscious that he was wearing no shirt in the middle of town. Two large black SUVs had stopped outside the hardware store. Being just after eight on a Thursday night, the store was closed. The cars were still idling and the occupants remained in their cars.


  “I hear you need a new shirt,” Max Wilder said. He handed Evan a T-shirt. “My mom called and told me to bring you a shirt. I know better than to question her. She was right again, it seems.”


  “Quiet, ladies,” Samson hissed.


  They stilled and watched as a large refrigerated truck pulled to a stop behind the SUVs. Samson began texting on his phone, his eyes never leaving the truck.


  Aiden appeared at Evan’s side. “Eamon is in that truck. Shield your thoughts immediately. He’s very weak, but he’s still capable of hearing you. He will also know there is another vampire in town.”


  Evan had more to ask the vampire, but needed to think of ways to turn dam water into drinking water in an effort to keep the vampire from learning their true purpose.


  “We cannot read the minds of other vampires, just detect when they are close. He will not know it is me until he sees me.”


  Aiden disappeared as ten huge men poured from the back of the refrigerated truck. The stench of hyena wafted down the street before the men. Water, water, water.


  Evan nodded to Samson as they moved to surround the vehicle.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cameron took a deep breath in as Morgan’s eyes fluttered open. They were a clear blue, and her expression was relaxed. She was no longer in pain. Thank God. He wished he could shift and tell his brothers she was fine, but from the update Samson had sent via text to Cooper, Evan was now busy and he wouldn’t risk endangering Ben either.


  “I’m so sorry, Cameron,” Morgan said. “I hurt you so badly and I’m so sorry. I was an idiot. Please, please try to forgive me. I won’t do anything to hurt you ever again.”


  “Morgan, stop. You’re shaking, baby. I won’t ever hurt you. Don’t be afraid of me.” He went to pull her into his arms, but she stiffened her arms against his chest.


  “I’m scared you don’t love me anymore. Did I hurt you too badly? Can you forgive me, Cameron?”


  The fear he scented was for him, not because of him. She’d felt every bit of his hurt and pain at her trying to leave them. He’d needed for her to see how much he cared for her, so he couldn’t regret that he’d shown her. But he regretted that it had hurt her as well.


  “I can if you promise me, and I mean truthfully this time, that you’ll talk to us instead of just leaving. We can’t live without you, baby.”


  “I promise, Cameron. When I saw your pain, saw how much I’d hurt you, I knew then that you meant it all. Everything you’ve all told me came back in a rush. You literally can’t live without me. I understand now and I will never hurt you like that again. I just couldn’t.”


  He saw the truth and scented her pain. She would never leave them now. “Are you in pain still, Morgan? I don’t want you hurting.”


  She sat up and threw her arms around his neck, hugging him tightly. Well tightly for the tiny little thing she was. He wrapped his arms around her and felt her sink closer still. He hated to leave her right now when he desperately wanted to mark her with his cock and his teeth. But the fight had begun. He licked his mark on her neck and indulged himself a second longer, enjoying her moan and the delicious smell of her arousal.


  “Soon, baby. Soon we will be safe to enjoy each other.” She sighed and suddenly bit into his neck, hard. His cock erupted as his orgasm overwhelmed him in an instant. He growled as his cum shot from him in hot pulses.


  “So sexy, baby. Wait until I have you naked under me. I want you to come all over my tongue. Then you’ll come again with my cock buried deep inside you.”


  Morgan moaned, the scent from her pussy betraying how much she wanted him. “I’m so sorry, Cameron. I love you so much.”


  “I know you do, baby. Is that why you made me come in my pants?” She looked surprised as she pulled away slightly and stared at the damp stain on his crotch.


  He had only minutes before he was needed back on patrol of the Alpha’s property, but he needed to taste her lips. Needed to swallow her moans. He pulled her close again and kissed her with the certainty that she would never leave them sending joy into their bond.


  He pulled away from her lips as his canines descended. The sharp points sank effortlessly into the soft skin of his mark and he nearly came again as her sweet blood washed onto his tongue.


  She cried out as an orgasm rocked through her. He released her tender flesh, licking the wound closed and rocking her until her orgasm waned.


  “Wow. That was amazing.” She smiled up at him, but her smile faded as he gazed at her solemnly. “You have to go now?”


  “I do, baby. But I’ll be back as soon as we make you safe.”


  “I’ll be here, Cameron.”


  He stood and set her on her feet, looking around for the first time to see what room he’d rushed into. They’d just made out in the baby’s new nursery. Gabe is going to kill me.


  Chapter 22


  


  Ben watched as the big shifter crouched behind the tree he was perched in. He remained still, opening his lower jaw, his tongue protruding to allow him to better assess the scents in the air around him. His whiskers flattened as he scented more tigers approaching. How many damned men did Petrov bring with him? Three more men came into view around him. Too fucking many.


  A load roar sounded from the house. The Alpha had just shifted. “There are three men in the trees behind the barn,” Ben informed him. “All tigers.”


  “I have four hyenas directly behind the house,” Axel said. “Twitchy bastards, too.”


  “Axel?” Finn asked coolly.


  “Whatever stuff their doc has given them may make them strong and fast, but the downside for them is they are fucking noisy. They can’t seem to keep still. They’re constantly moving around like they’ve got bugs up their asses.”


  “That’s just normal hyena behavior,” Finn said, his distaste apparent. “As stealthy as elephants.”


  “Three more tigers approaching from the south,” Fergus said.


  “The east is clear,” Gabriel said. “Drake is running out a bit farther to see if there are any stragglers.”


  “They’re making their move,” Michael said.


  Ben watched the men behind the trees strip off their clothes and shift. They were all huge Siberian tigers. Even in the dim light of the moon he could see the many scars shining silver on each of their coats. These men were seasoned fighters and were not going to be easy to kill.


  Ben landed silently behind the men as they stalked toward the Reed home. With Samson and Gabriel’s fathers’ both out here with them, it made them even in number to the intruders. The extent of the hyena’s drug-induced enhancements, however, remained an unknown factor until they engaged them.


  The distinct sound of hyena cackle rose like an alarm through the still night air. The snarl of a cat followed. They were about to see how big a threat the hyenas were going to be.


  


  * * * *


  


  Evan stood beside Aiden as they watched the hyena’s disperse through the town under the directions of a slim man with dark hair. The man stayed at the side door to the truck and looked to have no intention of joining the fight. As the distinct sound of a skull hitting a brick wall reached Evan, Aiden vanished. He reappeared at the rear of the truck a heartbeat later.


  A snarl sounded behind Evan and he ran back down the lane he’d been hiding in to see Caine Prentiss being held aloft by a huge man in a black fatigues. One of the hyenas.


  “You’re clear,” Evan shouted. There were no humans in the street and Caine needed to know that it was safe to shift if he needed to.


  Evan felt like he’d been hit by a percussion grenade as he was thrown to the ground with such force that he felt a few of his ribs snap. As he tried to draw in a breath he was lifted from the ground by his leg and hurled through the air.


  Only the agility of his cat saved him from a fractured skull. As he completed the shift his cat pushed off the wall of the building and leaped back on the hyena who had attacked him.


  Caught by surprise, the man was thrown to the ground by the combined force of Evan’s weight and speed. Evan didn’t hesitate in gripping the thick skull in his jaws and swinging his body around in a one-hundred-and-eighty-degree turn that pulled his attacker’s head free of his neck.


  Dropping the head to the ground, he bounded to the hyena now holding Caine immobile on the ground. The man had a knee in Caine’s spine and his arms bent behind his back at an unnatural angle. Evan lowered his head and ran at the man’s abdomen. As the assailant fell backward off Caine’s body, Evan bit into the man’s stomach and tore deep into the flesh.


  The man screamed in pain and batted Evan easily away with a single swipe of his arm. The blow was so hard it felt to Evan like he’d been hit by a car, but he’d already locked his jaws tight before the blow sent him flying.


  When he landed with a heavy thud, he struggled to rise. His ribs were still aching from the first blow and now his spine was groaning from the second. But he did rise. These men would not have his mate.


  He spat the chunk of flesh from his mouth as he turned to continue to battle the man. Caine had risen from the ground and moved to stand behind the man as he knelt, stunned, his intestines spilling out around him. Caine grasped the man’s head and twisted, snapping its neck. They ran to the end of the lane where the sounds of more fighting were growing louder.


  “I’ve killed two of the hyenas who had remained behind to guard the truck,” Aiden said. “I’m going to free Eamon now.”


  Evan continued to run the other way and left Aiden to deal with the doctor and the rescue of his friend. They still had six hyenas to contain without alerting any humans to their existence. They had quite enough to deal with before they could offer Aiden any assistance.


  “Dane has killed one behind the sheriff’s office,” Caine said. “Thanks for the assist, Evan.”


  Evan just snarled and stuck to the shadows as he followed Caine through town in his cougar form. The hyenas left an overpowering smell of sweat in their wake. It meant that even if they proved hard to kill, they were not going to be difficult to find. Five more to go.


  A huge boulder landed on Evan’s back and his cat howled in pain as he was smashed to the pavement.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cameron had only just made it to his position on the porch when Cooper’s distinctive roar sounded across the ranch. A big black SUV skidded to a stop behind the barn as Cooper, in the form of his huge cougar, landed on its roof.


  With no humans in the vicinity they were not restricted to fighting as human, which the members of the pride in town were. Cameron shifted as he ran. He was glad to be shedding his human skin as his cat hungered for a fight with anyone bent on harming his mate and members of his pride.


  “Four tigers are coming up behind the house,” Calder said. “Asher and I could use some help if anyone’s free.”


  Cameron heard the rage in Calder’s voice. The tigers must be huge if Calder was asking for assistance. But with Calder’s mate and cub inside the house it was a certainty that he wouldn’t risk their safety by being reluctant to ask for reinforcements.


  “The house is empty,” Tanner Willis said. “All the mates are now in the safe room. I’ll come out the back door.”


  With that threat secured, Cameron focused on the men exiting the SUV. The huge men all wore black fatigues and heavy boots. Cameron could scent tiger, bear, and hyena coming from the group of six men.


  The men formed a loose circle around one large man. His shaved head gleamed in the moonlight. Cameron would bet his left nut that Artur Petrov was that man.


  “I will leave you all alive if you surrender my daughter to me now,” the bald man said. He gestured to his men to pull closer around him and they obeyed immediately.


  Cameron had guessed right. Petrov had found Morgan. His growl rumbled out of him, drawing Petrov’s gaze directly to him.


  “She and her sister are useless as shifters.” His eyes were cruel and totally devoid of humanity. He would kill them all as soon as he had Morgan and Bethany.


  Cooper kicked off from the roof of the SUV and leaped for the man in the center of the ring of men. Cameron began running and had nearly reached them when one of Petrov’s guards plucked Cooper from the air and tackled him to the ground. He’d moved so fast that Cameron had seen nothing but a blur. Hyena.


  Asher Pollock, who had still not shifted, moved like lightning and dislodged the man from on top of Cooper. Cooper rose immediately and joined Asher in trying to incapacitate the hyena. Cameron was now in reach of the group and saw Rowan Lonnigan, Jordanna’s mate, streak across the yard to join him.


  Cameron leaped for the man in the front of the group, his jaws wide as he aimed for the huge man’s thick neck. He doubted he’d be able to wrap his jaws completely around it, it was just too wide, but he only needed to rip out his carotid. Then the man would die.


  He was punched in the chest by fists that felt more like battering rams before he’d made contact with the man’s neck. He flew back a good ten feet before he managed to twist in the air and land back on his feet. The man was on top of him before he’d drawn a single breath into his damaged lungs. The man wrapped his massive arms around Cameron’s chest as he lifted him from the ground and squeezed so hard that his ribs began to snap like twigs.


  Cameron was held immobile as the sounds of roars and snarls began to grow quiet. The battle wasn’t ending. Cameron knew he was losing consciousness. As his vision began to dim he felt fear for the first time in his life. Fear that Petrov might actually succeed in stealing his daughter away from them.


  Chapter 23


  


  “Is anyone in the town aware of our presence?” Parran asked. “Artur wants to know if we are going to meet any opposition.”


  Eamon kept his head down, his mind mired in pain and confusion. The doctor had left him so damaged and drained that Eamon had thought he’d finally die. When the doctor had woken him a few moments ago he was crushed to find he was still alive and also dumbfounded by the thoughts of the people around him.


  “I know you’re awake, my pet. I just gave you enough adrenaline to jump-start a corpse.”


  That explained why he was awake when he felt like he should be dead. But he still struggled with what he was hearing from the minds of the shifters outside. They had a vampire helping them, a vampire that was apparently here for him.


  He shook his head in an attempt to wake up and clear his thoughts. The pain from the deep bite wounds on his neck made him cry out with pain. He felt blood trickle down his chest from the gashes he’d just torn open. His weakened body was unable to heal even those relatively minor wounds.


  “There are shifters in the town,” Eamon said slowly. He hoped to stall Parran until he could determine if what he was hearing was true, or if it was just an imagining of his mind as he finally went toward death.


  “I know there are shifters, you useless sack of blood. I can smell their feline stench for myself. I need to know what they are thinking. Why else are you here?”


  “I believe you have brought him with you for your own sick and perverted purposes, Mr. Parran.”


  Eamon gave up the charade of subservience and lifted his head at the sound of that voice. He knew that voice. In another time, in another life, that man was his friend.


  Eamon felt the cold steel at his throat even before he’d focused on Aiden’s approaching form. “Take another step and this one dies at last,” Parran said.


  Eamon watched as Aiden halted, his hands held up in a gesture of surrender. The doctor relaxed the blade slightly and Aiden was gone. Eamon heard only the brief grinding of metal and the clink of chains behind him, then silence. He’d imagined it all. Are hallucinations a sign that I finally get to die?


  “I will leave his fate to you, my friend,” Aiden said. “What little I know of the torments he’s subjected you to makes me certain that his death at your hands is the justice he deserves.”


  Eamon was released from his restraints in the next instant and Aiden’s strong arms were holding him as he was carried at vampire speed through the town.


  “Let’s find you some nice tiger’s blood so you will be strong enough to mete out your well-deserved vengeance.”


  Chapter 24


  


  Evan briefly struggled to move, then the weight was suddenly gone. He let the air rush back into his lungs as he turned to see Samson standing behind him. He had his arms locked around the throat of a hugely muscled man.


  The man growled low in his throat and reached up his clawed hands to tear at Samson’s constraining arms. Evan rushed forward and sunk his teeth into the man’s exposed abdomen. His scream was cut short as Samson jerked one of his arms and the crunch of snapping vertebrae filled the now silent air.


  “This was the last one,” Samson said. “He was perched on the roof of the department store. I nearly had him when he dropped down on top of you.”


  Evan shifted back, his body protesting as bruised, or broken, bones snapped back into place in his human form. “Thanks. I thought a truck had fallen on me.”


  “Must I keep bringing you clothes?” Max asked. He threw him a bundle of clothes. Evan unwrapped the bundle and pulled on the pair of shorts and T-shirt.


  Caine jogged back toward them. “All’s quiet out there now.”


  “Robert, Bart, and Austin Willis are collecting all the bodies, and body parts,” Samson said. “Wes Pollock will stay here in town with them. He’s remained in constant contact with Troy, and they need more men out at the Alpha’s. Troy’s certain that Petrov is there, as well as over a dozen shifters, some of which are hyenas.”


  Evan wanted to go to the Alpha’s more than he wanted air to breathe. Morgan was there and he didn’t want Petrov getting to her, but he awaited Samson’s command. Samson was not a named enforcer for the pride, but he might as well have been. He just kept declining Finn’s offers.


  “Evan, you and Max go straight there. Caine, find Barrett and the two of you head home. I’ll join you as soon as I contact Dane and tell him he’s needed back at home.”


  Evan didn’t wait. He ran at full speed to the sheriff’s station where he’d parked his truck. Max climbed into the passenger seat as Dane opened the rear door.


  “Go,” Dane said. “Samson sent me a text.” Evan wondered how they’d coped before they had mobile phones, but he was glad they had them.


  “Has anyone heard from Cooper recently?” Evan asked.


  As he sped out of town both Max and Dane shock their heads. If their Beta hadn’t been able to coordinate the fights as he usually did, shifting between human and cat to keep in contact with every member of the pride, then it meant he was injured or still fighting.


  Evan drove as fast as he dared through the darkness. His cat paced and snarled in fear for its mate. The life her father had planned for her was the worst sort of hell. He just couldn’t let Petrov have her.


  


  * * * *


  


  Ben moved stiffly away from the body of the tiger he’d been following. Gabriel shook his head, sending blood flying from the deep gash that ran down his cheek and into his mouth. “They outweigh us by a good fifty pounds,” Gabe said.


  “They fight dirty, too,” Ben said. His side throbbed and was bleeding heavily from the deep bite the tiger had inflicted before Gabriel had knocked it free. Gabriel had then torn out its throat before Ben had managed to stand.


  The sounds of roars and cackles filled the air as he and Gabriel turned from the corpse and ran toward the house. The bodies of two men and a tiger lay in the yard. When Ben saw the door to the house open, his mind filled with the rage of both of his natures.


  “Are we sure the safe rooms will keep out one of these hyenas?” Ben asked.


  “They will keep out all creatures but a demon,” Finn said. He moved to stand in the doorway, his massive cougar form too wide to fit through. “The tiger that entered is dead.”


  Ben and Gabriel left the continued security of the house to their Alpha and ran around the house to where they could hear the sound of fierce fighting. Ben took a running leap and bit into the thick hide of a hyena that was standing on a prostrate Drake.


  The coarse hairs of the hyena’s coat made Ben want to gag as they dug like quills into the back of his throat. The bitter, metallic taste of its blood made the urge to vomit nearly impossible to overcome.


  He swung his head to the side, tearing out a chunk of its rump. Its howl of pain released its jaws from Drake’s neck. Gabriel ran into it with his head down, knocking it free of Drake and sending it rolling across the grass.


  Caine Prentiss appeared from nowhere and leaped on the hyena’s rolling body, stopping its progress and tearing out its throat with one bite.


  “Drake, are you alive?” Caine asked.


  Ben was knocked to the ground as another hyena landed heavily on his back. Ben refused to be pinned down again and twisted his body to gouge at the hyena’s stomach with all four of his clawed paws.


  Blood rained down on him as the hyena squealed. Ben wrapped his front paws around the thickly haired scruff, pulling it closer to his jaws until he had the beast’s throat punctured with his teeth. With his back paws he continued to gouge away at the soft abdomen. The hyena went limp as the wet gush of intestines landed on Ben, and the last of its blood pumped from its punctured neck.


  Tossing the hyena aside Ben twisted to his feet and shook the blood and gore from his coat. He saw Caine standing protectively over his brother’s unmoving body, as Gabriel ran toward the continued sounds of fighting.


  “He’s alive. I’ll watch out for him,” Caine said.


  Ben took it as a good sign that some of the pride from town were now here to help. It meant the town was secure and the pride was now only divided in two. As he ran into the trees he was again knocked from his feet. With a snarl, he quickly rose. He bared his teeth as he turned to face his attacker.


  “You need to remember to look up, Ben,” Michael said. He ran deeper into the trees with Ben following closely behind him. “Tigers climb as well as we do.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Cameron snarled as the pain of breathing made his cat twitch as he struggled to rise.


  “I suggest you stay still, boy,” said Theo Frederick, Finn’s father. “You don’t look so good.”


  Cameron refused the suggestion and stood, leaning heavily against the big man squatting next to him. His head swam and he snarled at the continued pain that seemed confined to no specific area of his body. His entire body was throbbing in time with his rapidly beating heart.


  “You’re a stubborn fucker,” Theo said. “The fight’s still going on out front if you’re determined to try to kill yourself.”


  As Theo stood, Cameron swayed on his feet before limping forward. He could now hear the snarls and roars over the pounding in his head, so he quickened his pace. Petrov would not succeed in getting to Morgan as long as Cameron drew breaths, even painful ones.


  Theo followed him around from the side of the house. The Alpha’s father must have dragged him there so he’d be out of harm’s way once the hyena had released him. His attacker must have assumed Cameron to be already dead, or he would have done a better job of killing him.


  “So you're alive?” Evan said.


  “Fuck off,” Cameron answered, the snarl that rose from his throat sounded more like a pained groan than he would have liked.


  Cameron’s vision finally focused and he saw cougars and men from his pride still engaged in a heated battle. All the bodies lying still on the ground belonged to the intruders.


  A huge bear, its thick black coat slick with blood, batted away first Rowan, and then Hunter, as they leaped for its throat.


  “They have no idea how to take down a bear,” Evan said. “I’d have never thought our training with Landon and Elliot would one day be useful.”


  Cameron didn’t know of how much use he’d be, but he knew that it took two people to bring down a bear. This fellow was not as big as either Landon or Elliot, but the cats here in Eminence were not going to bring him down if they continued with their current plan of attack.


  “I’m with you,” Cameron said. He shook himself and stepped up behind Evan, his movements coming easier with each minute his body had to heal.


  “I’ll take out his legs,” Evan said and ran at full speed toward the bear.


  Troy Pollock had already launched himself at the bear and it swung its massive paw and sent Troy flying. Evan swung himself sideways as he neared the bear, his speed adding the necessary momentum to knock the bear off his feet.


  The bear crashed down onto all fours and Cameron was there to leap on its back. He dug his claws deep into the massive bulk of the bear’s shoulders and closed his jaws around the side of its neck.


  The bear roared, the sound shaking the night air like a thunderclap. It threw its head to the side and reared up in an instinctual move to throw off its attacker. Cameron held onto the fur-covered flesh for as long as his jaw muscles were able.


  The massive size of the bear meant that Cameron’s smaller body was inevitably shaken off, but Cameron took the flesh in his mouth with him. It effectively tore away half of the bear’s throat.


  The bear roared again as it staggered and fell to the ground before shifting to human. The man pushed both hands against the gaping hole in his throat, but it did nothing to staunch the flow of blood his heart continued to pump onto the ground.


  Cameron roared loudly as he shook the bear’s blood from his coat. “That’s how you bring down a bear.”


  


  * * * *


  


  The huge tiger stood panting and alone as Ben and the rest of the pride surrounded it. Their Alpha walked inside the circle and halted six feet from the lone survivor.


  “If he looks like he’s attacking, I will be the one to kill him,” Finn said. “Otherwise I will hear what he has to say.”


  Ben’s growl joined the chorus emanating from Finn’s assembled pride members. Blood ran from a deep gash in the Alpha’s neck to pool at his feet. Gabriel Prentiss came forward and stood beside Finn. He licked over the wound in the Alpha’s neck and stepped back a little so that their Alpha still faced the tiger alone.


  Gabriel would not disrespect their Alpha by making him appear weak to their enemy, but he would also not leave him bleeding.


  The tiger threw back its head and roared. The echoes bounced through the surrounding trees until the night fell silent once again. The tiger shifted restlessly in the ominous silence. It kept its gaze fixed on the Alpha as its wounds bled freely and it twitched in obvious pain.


  Finn stood immobile, his blazing amber eyes fixed on the tiger. The stand-off lasted nearly five minutes and ended when the tiger decided to try and save his worthless life. He shifted.


  “I am Ignaty Kachinkov. Beta to Artur Petrov of the Petrov streak.”


  Finn did not shift back to speak to the man.


  “I have been with the streak a long time and know you have one of Petrov’s daughters here. I have followed her scent directly to this place.”


  He spun around and stared at the huge cougar that broke from the circle to approach him, its growl an ominous rumble in the quiet of the yard.


  “Michael,” Finn said simply. It froze Michael in his tracks, but his growling grew louder.


  “She is of no use to you. I know this. I will take her and leave. I will not return to avenge the deaths that have occurred here. The bitch will become the payment for those deaths.”


  Ben was amazed at the lack of fear the man was displaying. He truly was arrogant. He thought he still had the power to leave unharmed if he so wished.


  Samson moved from his place in the circle. He stalked toward the man with murder gleaming clearly in his eyes. Before Finn had ordered Samson to stand down, the man in front of them disappeared. The faint scent of earth and flowers was the only indication that a vampire had just been there.


  “Ben and Axel, follow them and make sure Aiden kills him,” Finn said. The Alpha shifted and ran at full speed toward the trucks. “I have still heard nothing from Cooper. I will contact you when I know something.”


  Ben tried his hardest to calm his cat. As the Alpha went home, Ben ran in the opposite direction. He followed the faint scent of vampire instead of running to his mate. With the town secure, more shifters would have gone to the Alpha’s.


  She is safe. He attempted to reassure himself.


  “She is indeed safe and well, Ben,” Aiden said. “We are at the river.”


  Ben looked across at Axel.


  “We?” they both queried.


  Aiden remained silent, so they followed the scent trail to the river that ran behind the Prentiss home. What they saw when they arrived was defiantly not what Ben had been expecting.


  Aiden stood leaning against a tree as a bedraggled-looking man sat in the dirt with Petrov’s Beta lying across his outstretched legs. The Beta was lying quietly with a peaceful smile on his face as the vampire fed directly from his neck.


  “Is this your friend?” Ben asked. Aiden nodded, his eyes flared a bright red and the scent of the vampire’s rage filled the space between them.


  A few minutes later, Ben heard the tiger’s heart stop beating. The dead man wore the same peaceful expression in death.


  “He certainly didn’t deserve a peaceful death,” Aiden said. “Eamon was too weak to fight the tiger, so I placed him under my control.”


  Ben knew his jaw was hanging open slackly, in a most un-catlike manner as he watched the transformation of Aiden’s friend take place. As each second passed, the vampire’s appearance changed. His wounds sealed, shrank and then disappeared completely. His skin tone changed from a deathly grey to a shining white. His eyes emerged from their deeply sunken sockets and shone a vibrant cobalt blue.


  He tossed the tiger’s carcass from his lap and rose in a lithe move that spoke of his strength and grace. “I need more, my friend. Much more.”


  Ben growled and took an instinctive step back when the vampire’s eyes blazed red as they settled on him.


  He heard Axel growl and bump against him. “We should leave them.”


  “Have no fear, strange cats. I hear that you are good friends to Aiden. I can also hear where there are still some tigers alive.”


  Ben gasped as he found himself flying through the forest at a staggering speed. By the time he had looked up to see that it was Aiden’s friend carrying him, he was placed back on the ground. He wanted to snarl and swipe at the vampire for subjecting him to the indignity of being carried like a cub, but the sounds of fighting stopped him.


  “They need our help,” Aiden said. He and his friend disappeared into the trees.


  Axel growled as he followed them. “Fucking vampires.”


  Chapter 25


  


  Evan and Cameron were both standing over Cooper’s unmoving body. Their Beta had been attacked by two of Petrov’s hyenas. Evan had helped Asher kill one, while Rowan, Troy and Cameron had dispatched the other.


  Evan watched as the three massive tigers circling them drew ever closer. “Are you going to be able to fight?” he asked Cameron. His brother was panting, his breathing labored as it rattled out of his open mouth. “Stupid question. I don’t know how you’re even still standing.”


  Cameron growled at him. Evan couldn’t turn around and assess his brother’s condition, but the fact he hadn’t sworn at him was a sign of how bad it was.


  “Fuck,” Evan said to no one in particular.


  “We still have two hyenas back here,” Calder said, “and Hunter is down.”


  “We’ll come as soon as we can,” Cameron said. Cooper was still not moving, but Evan could hear his heartbeat for reassurance that he still lived. They wouldn’t leave him to these tigers.


  Two of the tigers suddenly disappeared. The third one snarled once before Axel ran from the trees and leaped on its back. Ben followed on Axel’s heels and went directly for its throat. Evan joined in their attack and the tiger was soon neutralized.


  Evan was about to ask what was happening when the scent of vampire tickled his senses. It was faint over the coppery smell of so much spilled blood—some his own—but it was there. Aiden.


  Evan left Cameron with Cooper and followed Ben and Axel to where Calder was still fighting. He hoped that Cameron was still capable of protecting Cooper, because he’d looked ready to drop.


  


  * * * *


  


  Dane came to stand beside Cameron and nudged his brother’s unconscious body with his head. “I’m in contact with Melanie through our mating link and she’s beside herself. Both Cooper and Hunter are unconscious.”


  “Is Hunter alive?” Cameron asked. He prayed he was. Dane nodded and turned toward the sound of an approaching truck. Cameron tensed in preparation for it being more of Petrov’s men.


  “It’s Finn,” Dane said, his relief evident.


  They heard the truck pull to a stop and Finn was standing before them a second later. “Hunter too?” Finn asked as he squatted down beside Cooper and assessed his brother’s injuries. “Our mate is very worried. Stay with him. I’ll go and get Hunter.”


  Cameron was struggling to remain standing by the time Finn returned five minutes later with Hunter in his arms. He placed him gently on the ground beside Cooper. Hunter was not a small cougar, but Finn had carried his weight easily. Their Alpha had several healing wounds on his torso and his sweatpants were streaked red with his and Hunter’s blood.


  Ben and Axel had followed Finn as he returned from the rear of the house. Cameron saw Ben had a deep wound on his side, but it had already stopped bleeding. Cameron hoped his own wounds would soon be healed because he felt like shit.


  They all turned as the scent of tiger reached them. One tiger was limping across the yard toward them. The tiger was massive, with old scars and new wounds marring the orange and black of its coat.


  Aiden and a tall, blond-haired man appeared behind the tiger as it continued its slow progress toward Finn. The Alpha roared when the tiger was within a few yards of them. The tiger froze.


  “Is this Petrov?” Finn asked Aiden.


  “Yes.”


  Members of their pride silently emerged from the trees around them. Calder had shifted back and was carrying an unconscious Troy Pollock in his arms. Axel had also shifted and stood beside his brother with Asher leaning heavily on him. Blood stained the pristine white of Asher’s shirt.


  “Fucking hell. Asher got dirty,” Cameron said.


  Cooper’s and Hunter’s fathers padded from the trees and surrounded their unconscious sons. “I think you should sit down before you fall, Cameron,” Theo said.


  Cameron merely growled and returned his gaze to Petrov. He would not relax until the last threat to Morgan had been neutralized.


  “He wishes to bargain for his daughters,” Aiden said.


  Finn’s lip curled into a snarl. “And what, pray tell, does he have to bargain with?”


  “He says he will let you live if you surrender Morganya and Bethany to him.”


  Finn’s glare was fixed on Petrov as he stood before them and allowed the vampire to translate his thoughts.


  “Will more men be coming for them?” Finn asked.


  “He has a great many men back in Russia,” the blond vampire answered.


  “Alpha, I’d like to introduce my friend, Eamon Doyle,” Aiden said.


  “I know everything about his empire,” Eamon said. “I will make sure his daughters receive their inheritance once I have destroyed his operations completely.”


  Petrov turned and leaped for Eamon, but the vampire moved too fast and the tiger was in a stranglehold in an instant. Aiden put a hand on his friend’s arm and stopped him from sinking his fangs into Petrov’s neck.


  “Alpha, does my friend have your permission to end the life of his captor?”


  “Where is the doctor who was travelling with Petrov?”


  “He is incapacitated. I was waiting for Eamon to regain his strength before he sought suitable retribution for his years of torment.”


  “I’m only sorry we didn’t find you sooner, Eamon Doyle,” Finn said. “Their lives are yours to do with as you see fit.”


  Eamon nodded once to Finn before he turned and ran, his form a blur as he took the tiger with him through the trees.


  “Thank you, my friend,” Aiden said. “I think punishing Petrov and his doctor will be of great benefit in Eamon’s recovery from his abuse. There are no more of Petrov’s men in the area. He was the last one left alive.”


  “I ask only that you ensure Petrov and that abominable doctor cease to live before you leave Eminence.”


  Aiden nodded before he moved back into the trees after his friend. Cameron gave in to the pain and fatigue and sat down beside Cooper. It was over. Morgan and Bethany were safe.


  Cameron opened his eyes and saw Evan bend and lift him into his arms. When had Evan shifted? When did I close my eyes? Cameron thought only of Morgan as the swaying of Evan’s strides rocked him to sleep.


  Chapter 26


  


  Morgan thought she was going to die from worry. Her heart was pounding in her chest and her breathing was painful. Her skin had become slick with sweat as she’d listened to the fight through the link Melanie and Peata had with their mates.


  “Calder says that only Petrov remains alive,” Peata said.


  Melanie had become silent as soon as she’d told them that she no longer heard Hunter or Cooper. She didn’t cry. She simply held a sleeping Matthew in her arms and rocked the child. Morgan knew how terrified she was, and was in awe of the strength the small woman possessed.


  She couldn’t hear any of her men through their mating link, and Peata had told her that neither could Bethany. Morgan saw that it was both a blessing and a curse to be linked in such a way to your mates.


  Neva, Peata’s mother-in-law, had her arm around Connie, Hunter’s and Cooper’s mother, and was helping to keep her calm.


  “Dane’s coming,” Melanie said as she ran to Connie and gently placed Matthew in her arms.


  “Go. I’ll take care of him,” Connie said softly. She stroked the baby’s curly blond hair as Neva stood to take Lily from Peata. “Go and hug my sons for me, Peata.”


  As soon as they heard the door start to open all three women moved to stand directly in front of it. Morgan took a step back. What if none of her mates was on the other side of that door? What if they were all dead? Melanie and Peata may not have been told that all of Morgan’s mates had died.


  Dane’s bloody body was the first thing they all saw. He reached for Melanie and then all Morgan saw was a blur as he took her away. Morgan hoped everyone was alive, if her father had been the cause of any deaths she would have to leave. She just couldn’t remain here and bear witness to Melanie’s or Peata’s pain for the next two centuries.


  “Fuck, what about Jordanna and Bethany’s mates?”


  “Everyone is alive,” Calder said. Morgan hadn’t realized she’d put her hands over her face, but as she lowered them she saw Calder holding Peata. She had her arms tight around his neck as her shoulders shook with silent tears.


  “Thank you,” Morgan said. Calder nodded and walked away with Peata.


  “Axel and Max are outside, sugar. I promised I’d bring you right out.”


  Morgan hesitated as the door way to the safe room remained empty. “I can scent Evan coming,” Neva said softly. Morgan gave her a smile and walked into the closet that housed the entryway.


  “I wished for you,” Evan said. “And here you are.” He wore a pair of sweatpants, his torso naked and blood-smeared. His smile was crooked as the scar that ran down his left cheek pulled it sideways. His black hair was a mess. He looked like a damn god. He was gorgeous.


  “Thank you, love. I missed you, too.” She launched herself at him and buried her face in the side of his neck as he pulled her against his hard, warm body.


  “Cameron and Ben?” Morgan mumbled. She kissed his neck softly and marvelled at having him back in her arms.


  “Waiting outside for us,” Evan said. “Ben wouldn’t leave Cameron.”


  Morgan’s blood froze at that statement and she knew without a doubt that Cameron was hurt badly. She didn’t realize she’d bitten into Evan’s neck until the salty sweet taste of his blood tinged her taste buds.


  Evan shuddered and held her tighter. “He’s going to be fine as soon as he heals, Morgan. Then I will make you pay for torturing me like this.”


  She remembered to lick over the small punctures her teeth had made before pulling away to look at his face.


  “Torture?”


  His smile eased her panic over Cameron. It was wicked, and his gaze was heated with his desire. “I want nothing more than to take you away and bury myself deep inside you right now.” She couldn’t believe it when her clit began to pulse with her excitement. “But the Alpha has need of me for a while longer.”


  Evan kissed her and she gasped at the need that ignited inside her. She ground her pussy against his naked torso and moaned softly into his mouth.


  Evan broke their kiss and sighed deeply. “Oh, Morgan. What will I do to punish you for this?”


  Morgan shook her head as she attempted to clear the fog of desire from her mind. Her entire body ached for her mates.


  “I think I’m suffering enough, thank you.” She tried to smile, but just couldn’t. “Are they really going to be okay?”


  His green eyes sparkled with joy and she knew his brothers would be fine. They were all going to be fine.


  Evan carried her from the house, and she got her first look at the carnage on the lawn of the Alpha’s home. She barely had the strength to speak.


  “Is my father dead?”


  “Not yet.” She tensed again, her joy beginning to evaporate. “But he is now in the hands of the vampire he held captive for the last hundred years. He won’t be alive for much longer and he’s no longer a threat to either you or Bethany.”


  "I'm not sorry, Evan. He's hurt so many people. My real father is Frank Trent, and he's a great man. He'd never harm anyone."


  "I can't wait to meet him, love."


  “But none of the pride died?”


  “We are all alive, Morgan.”


  They may have suffered no fatalities, but it was a hard fight and there would undoubtedly be casualties other than Cameron. She owed this pride her life and she would spend the rest of it trying to repay the debt.


  


  * * * *


  


  Ben sat beside his brother’s unconscious cougar on a cot in the clinic in town. Cameron had just returned from being x-rayed and Ben was waiting for Charlie to come and tell him the results. Ben scented the sweet and delicate scent of his approaching mate and his cougar growled softly with impatience.


  “Ben,” Morgan cried. She dropped Evan’s hand and ran over to the cot. Ben lowered his body as his mate stood on her toes and wrapped her arms gingerly around his neck. “I don’t know where is safe to touch you.”


  “I’m sure anywhere you put your hands on him will feel good, Morgan,” Evan said. He pulled a chair to the side of the cot and sat down, his eyebrows furrowed as he ran his gaze over Cameron.


  “Has Cameron woken yet?” Morgan asked. Ben chuffed softly and rubbed his head against the long soft waves of Morgan’s hair. He needed to reclaim her. He noticed that his scent had faded from her body and his cat was not pleased.


  “Did I hurt you, Ben? You're snarling at me.” Morgan lowered her arms from his neck and ran her hands gently over Cameron’s coat. “I like it better when he’s awake and teasing me.”


  “He’ll sleep until tomorrow,” Charlie said. She walked over to Cameron and removed a syringe from the tray she was holding. She injected something into Cameron’s rump and turned to look directly at him.


  “You need to stay shifted until morning as well or that wound will need suturing.” She gestured to his side and Ben settled farther down on the cot, making it clear he was going nowhere. “Good, otherwise I would have sedated you as well.”


  “Has Bethany had her baby?” Morgan asked Charlie.


  Charlie had been brought into the clinic in town as soon as the battle had finished. Jason had arranged it because he needed to stay with Bethany while she was in labor. Charlie had been run off her feet for the last three hours treating all the wounded.


  “Actually, I’m about to go there now,” she said. Ben growled as her scent betrayed her fear.


  “What’s happening?” Evan asked. He had obviously detected the change in the wolf’s scent as well.


  “I’m here to take you to Jason,” Aiden said. The vampire appeared beside the doctor and picked her up in his arms. Charlie growled loudly, her eyes changing to a deep red as they glowed.


  “What the hell?” Charlie said. They both then appeared to vanish as Aiden left the room at vampiric speed.


  “That was fucking strange,” Evan said. “Charlie must have met Aiden before from working in Pine Falls.”


  Ben couldn’t enlighten Evan any further right now as he was not allowed to shift. He had also recognized the scent of arousal that had suddenly emanated from Doc Charlie. She was indeed well acquainted with Aiden and knew he was not her mate. So it begged the question: Who had Aiden been in contact with that was?


  “I’m so tired,” Morgan said. “Will I hurt you if I snuggle up behind you and Cameron on the cot?”


  Ben purred loudly, his cat was so happy that Ben wouldn’t have been surprised if it was actually smiling. Evan helped to lift Morgan up onto the custom-made hospital cot. They were designed by Jason to accommodate the town’s largest shifter, Finn. So there was plenty of room for Morgan and Cameron to be comfortable.


  Ben just fitted himself in as close as he could to his mate. He didn’t care if he was uncomfortable or not, he just wanted to be touching Morgan. That would do him more good than anything. He closed his mind to the voices of his pack mates as he let his exhaustion send him to sleep. The town was safe for tonight while he completed his healing, and his mate was safe and warm by his side.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cameron woke with the smell of his mate filling his senses. He took a deep breath in and tasted her in the air. He blinked open his eyes and saw why his mate’s scent was surrounding him. He had his head resting on her stomach and her arm was draped over his neck. She was, in fact, surrounding him.


  He didn’t wait to assess how he was feeling. He didn’t even think. He just shifted and pulled Morgan down his body until her head was resting on his chest, her warm, soft, body pressed fully against his naked skin.


  “I’m guessing you feel better,” Evan said softly.


  “I do now,” Cameron said. His voice was rough and his throat felt dry.


  “Here.” He turned his head and saw Evan was holding out an open bottle of water to him. He was suddenly aware of how thirsty he was. He held Morgan close to him with one arm and took the offered bottle with the other. After he’d drained the contents he felt a little less thirsty, but his mouth was still dry.


  “Did Jason drug me?” His tongue still felt like sandpaper as he ran it along his teeth.


  “Charlie did,” Ben said. “She didn’t trust you to stay shifted once you’d woken up.”


  “It proved a wise move, seeing as you shifted the second you opened your eyes,” Evan said. Cameron threw the empty drink bottle at him. “Why is Charlie here?”


  “Are you feeling better, Cameron?” Morgan asked. She hadn’t moved in his arms and her voice was husky.


  “I’m holding you in my arms, baby. I feel fabulous.” She wrapped her arms around him and he felt her relax back into sleep.


  “Why did Charlie come?” Cameron asked again. He kept his voice at a level Morgan probably couldn’t hear but his brothers easily could.


  “Jason couldn’t leave Bethany while she was in labor, so he arranged for Brody to bring Charlie here to treat the injured.”


  Cameron watched Evan’s gaze wander to Morgan. “Did Bethany have the baby yet?”


  “Her labor became complicated and Jason had to ask Charlie to assist him,” Ben said. “That’s all we know. Charlie hasn’t returned and no one has heard from Jason yet.”


  “Shit. I hope Bethany and the baby are both okay,” Cameron said. He tightened his hold on Morgan. His friends must be going through hell. “What time is it now?”


  “The sun just came up. It’s seven in the morning,” Evan said.


  “Let’s take Morgan home,” Cameron said. “Morgan will want to see Bethany as soon as possible.”


  Evan went and found some scrubs for him and Ben to wear and once he’d dressed, Cameron carried Morgan to Evan’s truck.


  “I didn’t dream that it was all over, did I?” she asked, rubbing at her eyes as she snuggled closer to Cameron in the back of the truck.


  “No, honey,” Ben said. “It’s all over and you and Bethany are safe.”


  “Oh shit. Bethany!” Morgan cried. “Has she had the baby? Am I an aunty yet?”


  “We don’t know yet,” Ben said. “We’ll find out as soon as we get you home.”


  “It’s not our home,” Cameron said. He heard the growl in his voice and felt Morgan stiffen a little. He didn’t know what was wrong with him, but he didn’t like Ben referring to the Reeds’ house as Morgan’s home.


  “A little territorial there, Cam?” Evan said, his tone light.


  “I guess so,” he said. “I just didn’t like it. Morgan belongs with us.”


  “We can move into the cabin as soon as we clean it up a little,” Evan said. “Then we can help Morgan design her dream home and have it built for her.”


  “What cabin?” Morgan said. “What dream home?”


  Cameron wiped away Morgan’s tears as Evan told them about the cabin and the beautiful valley Samson had offered them. It really did sound perfect and his cat was a lot happier with them having a place of their own to call home.


  “That sounds so perfect,” Morgan said “And I’ll be close to Bethany forever.”


  “Your dad can then have the cabin for when he comes to visit,” Evan said. “He’ll have a place of his own and won’t ever feel like he’s intruding on us.”


  “That sounds perfect,” Morgan said. She sniffed back some more tears as Evan pulled to a stop outside the Reed’s house.


  It was quiet and serene with the sun still rising in the cloudless blue sky. It was going to be a warm day. Cameron could still smell the metallic aroma of blood, but could see no signs of the fight that had occurred here only twelve hours ago.


  The sound of the front door opening drew their attention to the porch. Samson stood in the doorway with his black T-shirt torn and his face pale.


  “It’s a boy,” he said, and a huge smile spread across his face.


  “How is Bethany?” Morgan asked. Cameron lifted her from the truck and she ran up the stairs to embrace Samson. “Congratulations, Daddy Samson.”


  “Thank you, Aunty Morgan,” Samson said. He shook Evan and Ben’s hands and then Cameron’s as he held the door open for them. “She’s feeling a whole lot better now the labor is over.”


  Cameron could smell the scent of fear that lingered on Samson’s skin. Bethany had had a hard time. Maybe Morgan should never get pregnant if it was going to cause her pain and endanger her life.


  “Can we see Bethany and the baby?” Morgan asked. Samson ushered them toward Jason’s home clinic. Cameron’s feelings were in turmoil as they approached the sound of softly murmuring voices. Surely nothing was worth endangering Morgan’s life.


  


  * * * *


  


  Morgan knocked softly on the door before entering, even though Samson had told them to go in. She felt awkward and unsure of what to expect. When she looked around the room, she saw Bethany lying on a cot with tubes everywhere and wide smile on her beautiful face.


  “Come and meet Stephen Reed,” Bethany said.


  “Congratulations, Bethany.” Morgan approached slowly. All the medical paraphernalia attached to Bethany reminded her of how her mother looked just before she’d died in that hospital bed.


  “She’s doing fine,” Jason said. He walked over to Morgan and took her hand. He squeezed it reassuringly and smiled at her. “She just needed to have a Caesarean section because Stephen was so big.”


  “Everything is great,” Michael said. He was standing on the other side of the cot, his hand resting on the baby’s head. “Bethany will be up and about later today.”


  She gulped and looked over at Bethany’s smiling face.


  “Honestly,” Bethany said. “Do you think Jason would let anything happen to me or our cub?”


  Morgan felt her body relax. Bethany was really okay. She moved to the side of the bed and felt herself lifted by the waist.


  “There you go, love,” Evan said.


  Evan held her against him as she gazed down at her nephew. He was fast asleep, his face pink as he lay on Bethany’s chest. He didn’t look very big to her.


  She had a family here in Eminence. A flesh-and-blood family. Her new nephew would grow up always knowing his Aunty Morgan. Happiness swelled inside her.


  “Thank you for everything,” Morgan said.


  “You have nothing to thank me for,” Bethany answered. “I’m just so happy that we've found each other.”


  “Me, too,” Morgan said. “Mom would be happy we’re together and that we’re mated to such loving men. She really did save us, didn’t she?”


  Morgan kissed Bethany’s cheek and told her she’d be back later and left the new family to bond. It wasn’t that she no longer felt welcome. She just felt like she was intruding.


  “What is it?” Cameron asked, as she led the way out onto the verandah. He picked her up and sat her on the railing. “We can smell the fear on you, baby.”


  “I’m not scared. I just don’t want to stay here. I feel like I don’t belong here now.”


  “In Eminence?” Evan asked. She reached out and smoothed out the furrows between his eyes.


  “No. I love it here in Eminence. These people have risked their lives for Bethany and me. I will be trying to repay them my entire life.”


  “Then where don’t you belong?” Cameron asked. He moved between her thighs and she locked her heels together behind his back. She wanted him in no doubt that she wasn’t thinking of leaving him.


  “I just feel like the new family needs the time to be together and not worry about having us all underfoot.”


  “Ahh,” Ben said. A smile spreading across his face. “Afraid all our noisy lovemaking will wake the baby?”


  She giggled and tried to glare at him. “I’m serious. I can’t stay here anymore. It just feels wrong.”


  “We thought you might feel like that,” Rose said. Bethany’s mother and father-in-law walked up the front steps hand in hand. “So these past few days Connell and I have enlisted the aid of any of the pride not on patrol and we’ve made my father’s old cabin habitable again.”


  Morgan’s hand flew to her mouth as she gasped. “But …” How would she ever repay these people? They were simply wonderful.


  “’Thank you’ is payment enough,” Connell said, his smile wide.


  Morgan was embarrassed she was still blurting things out, but was glad they knew how she felt about them.


  “Thank you so much,” she said, her tears overflowing her eyes.


  “Don’t thank us too soon,” Connell said as Ben, Cameron, and Evan each shook his hand and murmured their thanks. “It still needs work, but at least it’s got the necessities now.”


  “So it just has a bed,” Cameron said. Morgan buried her head in her hands, her cheeks burning with embarrassment.


  Evan drove as he was the only one who knew where the cabin was located, and Morgan sat in the back with Ben. She’d made Cameron sit up front for embarrassing her. But she didn’t think he looked very contrite. He just stared at her with his glowing amber eyes and she knew he was thinking of that bed.


  The valley was just as beautiful as Evan had described. The cabin was more like a ranch-style house than any cabin Morgan had ever seen. It was huge. It had a front porch with a wooden swing and the cushions on the swing looked new.


  “They’ve gone to a lot of trouble for us,” Morgan said. “It looks beautiful.” The view down into the valley was spectacular and the forest surrounding the house looked perfect for her cats to all go and run in.


  Morgan was in Evan’s arms before she’d even realized the truck had stopped and he ran up the steps to the porch with her. “How are all three of us going to carry you over the threshold?”


  “We didn’t get married,” Morgan said with a laugh. Her men all growled.


  “Will you marry us, Morgan?” Ben asked. He took her hand and kissed it gently.


  “Marry us, baby,” Cameron said. “We’re never letting you go.” Cameron leaned in and kissed her until she was breathless.


  “Please marry us, Morgan,” Evan said. His bright green eyes sparked with little amber lights as he stared down at her. She tried to imagine how her father would feel about her living with three men. Being married would certainly make more sense to him.


  “But I can only marry one of you and I could never choose.”


  “You marry Evan on paper,” Ben said, “because he’s the old one. But we have a private ceremony that binds you to all three of us in the eyes of the pride.”


  “That sounds perfect. Can I have Bethany, Melanie, Peata, and Jordanna as bridesmaids?”


  Evan carried her into their new home with his lips pressed firmly against hers. She ran her hands over his wide shoulders and felt the heat spread through her body. She wanted her men. Her fiancés. She just hoped their new home had a big bed.


  


  * * * *


  


  Evan entered the house with his mind lost in the feel of his mates lips on his. My mate is the sexiest woman on the planet. Just the feel of her small hands running over his shirt was making his cock throb and leak. When the scent of her own growing arousal swept into his lungs, he was lost.


  “Bed,” he said, his voice a deep growl.


  He felt Ben pull on his arm and he followed, his eyes closed as he let himself bask in the joy of knowing he had centuries to be with his beloved Morgan. He let the problems of building a new home, and relocating to Eminence permanently, wash over him. Today they were free to celebrate finding each other and being safe from any threats.


  Morgan’s small hands began to tug at his shirt. He set her on the bed before him and reached down and tore it from his body. Her eyes sparkled, the lavender glow of her cat surfacing as her arousal grew.


  “You are a vision, Morgan,” he said. He growled as he kissed her and reached for the hem of her T-shirt. She gasped as he tore it in half and pulled the remnants down her arms.


  “Wait, this is the only one I have that fits.” She reached down and unhooked the front of her bra, baring her naked breasts to him.


  “Then I should have destroyed it so you will always be like this.” He wrapped one arm around her back and tore her jeans down the center seam with an extended claw. With his other hand he caressed down to her breast and ran his thumb over her hardening nipple.


  “Let me help with these,” Cameron said. There was a loud tearing sound as Morgan’s jeans fell from her body. “I love the way you feel against my body.”


  Cameron moved Morgan’s long hair to the side and kissed down her neck as he pressed his naked body to her back.


  “I need you,” Morgan said. She held Cameron’s head to her neck and undid the button of Evan’s jeans with her other hand. She moaned as she fumbled with his zippered fly.


  Evan lowered his mouth to one of her pale pink nipples, licking the tip and teasing it with his tongue as he used both hands to remove his jeans.


  “Can we love you together?” Evan asked as Ben moved to Morgan’s other side and ran his hand down her side to the curve of her ass.


  “You feel so good, Morgan,” Ben whispered.


  “Yes, I need you all,” Morgan said. She was writhing between them now, her body pink and coated in a fine glow of perspiration.


  Evan pulled Morgan to his chest and Cameron removed the comforter. Evan sat on the bed, taking Morgan with him and reclined until she was straddling his hips. She growled and took his throbbing cock in her hand. She didn’t hesitate, just lined it up with her entrance and lowered herself onto him with the sexiest moan he’d ever heard.


  “Fuck,” Evan said. “Don’t move, angel.” Evan pulled her against his chest and clamped a hand on ass to keep her still. “If you so much as breathe I’ll come.”


  Morgan moaned and her pussy pulsed around him. She felt so hot, so wet, and so fucking good.


  “Just a little cold,” Cameron said. Morgan gasped and Evan took her mouth in a deep kiss as he felt the bed dip and sway as Ben joined them.


  “I need those lips on me,” Ben said.


  Evan released Morgan from their kiss and she reached up to guide Ben’s cock to her lips. He sighed and growled softly as she licked and stroked him, taking his cock gradually into her mouth.


  Morgan shuddered as Cameron slowly slid his cock into her ass. Her pussy grew tighter around him and Evan groaned as she managed to rock her hips and slide his cock a little deeper.


  Cameron withdrew his cock and they set up a gentle rhythm. The pleasure was intense and he swore his whole body was tingling. Ben’s groans grew louder and he roared as he came in Morgan’s mouth.


  Morgan’s body reacted to the taste of her mate, her pussy fluttering with her imminent release. Evan knew he couldn’t last and thrust his hips harder, plunging deeper into her velvet heat.


  Morgan cried out with pleasure as she rocked between him and Cameron. Cameron roared as he stilled and came. Evan brought his head up to Morgan’s neck and sank his canines into her neck. He came with a burst of intense pleasure, her blood coating his tongue as he pulsed hot and hard inside her.


  Cameron lowered himself to her back and bit the other side of her neck. Morgan moaned as another orgasm rushed through her. As soon as Cameron had released Morgan’s neck and licked over the wound, Evan rolled to his side. Moving fully onto the bed they arranged themselves around Morgan and dozed in the aftermath of their love making.


  “I hope we start every day like this,” Ben said. He was lying across the top of the bed, his face close to Morgan’s as he lazily stroked his fingers through her hair.


  “I hope we end every day like this, too,” Morgan said.


  “We’ve created a monster,” Cameron said with a growl.


  “Are you complaining?” Evan asked. He had never felt this happy in his life. With the threat to their mate gone he was free to just enjoy her being in his life now. The fact that he shared her with his brothers may have been a surprise to him, but it was not an unwelcome one. It felt right.


  Morgan had said that she felt like a piece of her had always been missing and that they’d completed her. He felt the same. With her in his life, he finally felt complete and at peace. Loving this woman was now his purpose in life. He could even imagine having cubs with her. Their cubs would run free in this beautiful valley with the Eminence pride to keep them safe. His life was now perfect.


  Epilogue


  


  “Thank you for a beautiful day,” Morgan said. She kissed him, then leaned forward to kiss Evan and Ben.


  Cameron looked at the people sitting at the surrounding tables and at those moving gracefully on the dance floor. Wes and Troy had closed Mountain Air to the public and they had the club to themselves for their wedding. It had been a wonderful day. It had been a wonderful four weeks.


  Their house would be ready to move into by the time they returned from their honeymoon. He had never seen an all-shifter construction crew before, but they did fast work. So he had a new home and the most beautiful wife on the planet.


  He saw Doc Charlie sitting at the bar talking to Caleb. Caleb and his brothers had brought Meg down to Eminence for the wedding, and it had been great to have some of their original pride here with them.


  “Charlie doesn’t look very happy,” Ben said.


  “I don’t think she found who she was looking for tonight,” Evan said.


  “Thank you for marrying us,” Cameron said. He couldn’t think of Charlie not finding her mate when he had Morgan here in his arms. He nuzzled Morgan’s neck absently, his canines descending as he thought about the honeymoon starting tonight.


  “Ouch,” Morgan said, and Cameron licked up the drop of blood. He had accidentally pierced the delicate skin of Morgan’s neck with his canine.


  As she shuddered in reaction to his tongue stroking over the small hurt, Cameron froze. He grasped Morgan’s arms and drew her back against his body. He sunk both elongated canines into his mating mark and drank a little more of her blood.


  “Cameron, stop. Every shifter here will be able to scent Morgan’s arousal,” Ben said. “I don’t want anyone to know how fucking fantastic she smells.”


  Morgan’s eyes had turned lavender and she rubbed her ass against Cameron. “Are we leaving now?”


  “No. We can’t,” Cameron said. He looked at Evan desperately. He needed his brother to do something. He had completely forgotten his fear until this moment, but now it all came rushing back. “What if something goes wrong? She has to stay near Jason.”


  Morgan pulled from his grip and rubbed absently at her arms where he’d gripped her too tightly.


  “Jesus. I’m so sorry, Morgan.” Cameron rubbed at the red finger marks on her arms, but he was still in a panic and he stood, knocking Morgan off his lap. Luckily Evan caught her before she fell to the ground and hurt herself.


  “Cameron,” Evan said sharply. “What happened? You’re terrified.”


  “What?” Morgan asked, looking from Cameron to Evan with obvious confusion.


  “We can tell by his scent,” Ben said. He wrapped an arm around Cameron’s shoulders and pushed him back into the chair. “Jason. Do you have a minute?”


  Cameron saw Jason approach a second later, his baby a tiny bundle in the man’s massive arms. He frowned as he assessed them all staring at Cameron.


  “What seems to be the problem? It’s too late to get cold feet, Cameron. You’re already married.”


  “It’s Morgan. I’m sorry I hurt you, Morgan.” He knew he was babbling, but his brain was racing as it tried to consider all the things he had to do to keep Morgan safe.


  “One of you needs to address that,” Jason said. He pointed to the trail of blood that was running down Morgan’s collarbone and approaching the delicate white lace of her dress. “Oh. Now I understand.”


  Evan moved Morgan’s hair aside and licked over the wound Cameron had placed on Morgan’s neck. She shuddered slightly and her eyes flared brighter lavender.


  “Well, I wish you’d explain it to me,” Morgan said. She sounded hurt, and Cameron realized he was hurting her by not telling her how he felt.


  “Shit,” Evan said. He turned Morgan around and smiled at her before kissing her delicate pink lips. “I love you, Morgan.”


  “That’s what I should have done,” Cameron said. “Is she going to be all right, Jase?”


  “Does Bethany look like it broke her?”


  He nodded his head toward the dance floor, and even in the dim light of the club Cameron could see the trio Jason was referring to. Bethany was wedged between Samson and Michael as they danced to the slow tune the band was playing. She had an arm wrapped around each of them and a happy smile on her face.


  “No. She looks happy and beautiful. Perfect, even,” Jason said. “Calm down. Everything will be fine. I’ll take good care of her the entire pregnancy.”


  “Pregnancy?” Ben said. “Cameron, is Morgan pregnant?”


  “Yes, she is,” Evan said, hugging Morgan.


  “Congratulations,” Jason said. “I suggest you don’t tell anyone until after the honeymoon or you’ll never get away tonight.”


  Cameron looked over to see their parents were staring at them. He smiled and watched their concerned expressions ease a little. When he looked back at Morgan he saw her looking sadly up at him.


  “Aren’t you happy, Cameron?”


  “I’m happy, baby. I was just remembering how scared I felt when Bethany had Stephen. I don’t want anything to ever hurt you.”


  She smiled at his open and honest expression of fear. “I love you, Cameron.”


  “I love you, baby.” She walked into his open arms and he spun her around so he could place both hands on her firm, flat, stomach. “I’ll love our cub, too.”


  “I love you, Morgan,” Ben said. He clasped Morgan’s face in his hands and kissed her as a squeal could be heard from across the club.


  “Did you see that, Roger? I told you she was pregnant,” Cameron heard his mother, Iris, tell their father.


  “Should we make a break for it?” Evan asked. “Mom and dad have just told your dad, and they’re all heading this way.”


  “How long has your Mom been waiting for grandchildren?” Morgan asked. She smiled at her father as he came rushing toward her, a huge smile on his face.


  Cameron was pleased Morgan’s father had accepted their ménage marriage so fully. He was just happy to see his daughter so loved and didn’t seem concerned about anything else. He had already made the cabin his second home and was planning on moving permanently to Eminence when he retired in a few years.


  Bethany was smiling at them as she waved at her sister. Cameron knew that Morgan still felt she’d brought trouble and pain with her to Eminence, but she was wrong, and the joy and happiness on the faces of all who knew her was the proof. He would now spend eternity thanking her for the love she had brought to him and his brothers. She was the beating heart of their new family.
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