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Dedication
 
For those who were angry that the Beast became a prince. For those that wished they could have been Beauty for two seconds to change that ending. Here’s a Beast worthy of love, even if he doesn’t think so.


Chapter One
 
Andrzej could feel the bile rising from his stomach into his throat. He could taste it on the back of his tongue as though it was already filling his mouth and spewing to the floor. Inside he was screaming, tearing himself apart until only shreds of him remained. He did not care. The silent, beautiful woman in front of him dying before his eyes was worth it. Pain and terror swelled in her violet gaze, but she never waivered, never cried out as the blade sliced through her flesh. She watched him, coached him how to survive, to live. She taught him what it meant to have courage to face even the greatest pain. Her whispered words echoed in his ears even as her last breath faded from her ravaged body.
“Live, můj syn. You must live. They cannot take your soul, do not let them.” My son, she called him. She had been so beautiful.
The Zealots had been on them before they could escape. Searchers and destroyers of Shifters, they skinned their adversaries for sport. The Shifters feared few things, but the Zealots were one of them. Shifters had learned to run or defend themselves to stay as hidden as possible. It was not always the case. He found that out in the worst way imaginable. Not yet at puberty, Andrzej couldn’t shift, and it saved his life. Dirty and ragged from rolling around on the ground with his father in play, he’d looked like a street urchin when they found his family. His mother had used that and her teeth to make it appear he was not a Shifter child. Snapping at him, tearing the flesh with her canines, she’d made the Zealots look to save him instead of destroy him.
For the perceived offense of stealing a sacred human child they’d skinned her mate in front of her and then taken her. He’d watched, never shedding a tear, remembering her words, as his parents perished. When Soren, executioner for the Zealots, had swept him up in his massive arms and carried him away, he never took his eyes off his mother. He stared into her cold dead ones with all the anger and hatred in his soul for the ones who killed her. Let them think the anger in his eyes was for the beasts they killed. Let them think he was thankful to them. He would destroy them. Tear into them, and obliterate all they ever were.
Andrzej shot up in his bed, cold to his core. He hadn’t thought of his parents’ deaths in years. The quake in his limbs angered him. He’d studied for so long to hide any outward weakness, to squash within him any sense of softness. He needed it to survive. To live long enough to kill every man involved in his parents’ deaths. Some had fallen to his blade, and for that he was happy, but unsatisfied. He slid from his bed, padding naked to the long mirror on the back of his bedroom door. With cold, nearly lifeless coal eyes he marked every scar, every nick in his body. They were his personal badges of honor. Each scar a mark of a whip, a staff, or a knife until nearly every inch of his body had the puckered flesh. Only one side of his face was bare of a single scar. A hint of perfection he may have had were he not under Zealot control. Piercing black eyes giving way to a narrow nose and full lips above a strong jaw unmarred showed what he might have been. The military cut of his midnight hair threw in stark relief his rippled flesh. He knew he was a monster. Knew he was something to fear. A beast that stalked at night and the tale for young Shifter children who refused to follow the rules. He was the bogeyman of his kind, and it suited him. Let them all stay away. Let him never have to feel the pain of another loss. It was fine enough with him.
He no longer thought of the man he may have been. It was a waste of time—and a forgotten dream. Who he was now was what was necessary to protect his Clan, and he was fine with that. No complications. No worries. No anything but the safety of his people. It allowed him to focus entirely on tracking the men who had destroyed his family and posed a present threat to Shifters. Soren was still out there somewhere, stalking in the shadows and taking Shifters away into the darkness. The scars Andrzej had left on Soren hadn’t killed him, but they’d made him meaner. Andrzej found himself relishing the challenge. Let him come.
Slowly he dressed. It was like a ritual slipping into the dark Kevlar® fabric pants and formfitting body shirt. Every movement was done meticulously so he made no sound in the moonlight and silence of the Haus. Last he strapped every blade into its given spot. Four slid in sheaths under each of his arms down his sides, four more on the outside of each thigh. Two more dirks, thrusting daggers about as long as his thigh, tucked into the tops of his high military boots were his deadliest at times. Finally, across his back he placed two short swords, the hilts available right over his shoulders. He was never without, save in his animal-soul form, his weapons, his only friends. The cold steel calmed the remnants of his dream more than anything else could. Since he was up already, it was only right he went about his job. Quinn and Rion, Alpha and Beta to the South Texas Clan, were busy enough enjoying their very new mated status. Someone had to watch over them and keep the Clan safe. As head of their security, Andrzej was happy enough to oblige. As he slipped silently down quiet halls and closed doors, he let his animal soul push through until he could see in the dark as if it were high noon. He could scent nothing that shouldn’t be there or hear anything that was amiss. The only scent out of ordinary was one he recognized. One sharp scent that masked all the others. He growled low in his throat, trying his best to ignore that scent signature filling his nostrils and curling around his cock. He could feel it tighten, pulse with blood with just the smell of that godforsaken woman.
Zelina, mate of Tarquinn and Centurion Vespillo and Lunar to the South Texas Clan, had brought with her another human interloper. Andrzej was still trying to come to terms with the fact that his Lunar he must bow to was not a Shifter, but a weak and pathetic human. Yes, now that she was mated to a Shifter she would live as long as they and would be stronger than an ordinary human, even though she was still human. She still held no animal soul to keep her safe. Still so much like the Zealots who hated the Shifter race. To add insult to injury, her adoptive sister, Jezzie, had come with her—and his libido had gone from zero to one hundred in a matter of seconds. Thick and curvaceous the way that women were supposed to be, Jezzie had stormed his senses like a practiced Sun Tzu follower. Her warm brown eyes snapped at him with determination and confidence, something he wanted inside to shatter and mold. Thick hair, as dark as his own, fell in layers around her café au lait shoulders, all above a chic, prim wrapping of business skirt and blouse. A part of him wanted to rip it all away, see her bound and tussled in front of his waiting cock while he made her beg for a taste. Another part of him wanted to turn her away, destroy any thought she had that he would ever claim her. That side won out, every time. He was not made for a mate, and he knew it.
He knew he would kill her.
Still tight and worn from the dream and his thoughts of Jezzie—and no outlet in an intruder—he padded steadily outside. The night air caressed his warm flesh, and he welcomed it. He rarely shifted into his animal form, for it left him without his knives and he enjoyed them too much, but tonight he felt he had to. He couldn’t stop the memories from clamoring in or stop the scent of Jezzie from affecting him. He could not afford them either, and he would bury them back in the darkness where they were safe. As painstakingly as he’d put on his knives and security garb, he peeled it from his form. With quick, efficient movements, he folded his clothes and tucked them away. As he stretched, he felt the tension easing through his muscles as his wolf soul took over.
Mile after mile disappeared as he ran through the forest. With each tree whipping by the memories faded, more and more, until his heart felt lighter. Until the age-old guilt wasn’t crushing his soul as it had since the day he watched Bohdan, whose name meant Gift of God, and Libena, who was love itself, die in front of him. Neither love nor God saved them. Until the love in that dying woman’s eyes didn’t burn his insides and he’d have to admit he just may be half a man. He ran until the night became twilight and the sun was struggling to come up over the horizon. He raced the darkness, uncomfortable where he could be seen so easily. He tried to outrun the encroaching memories that clogged his throat and had him gasping for air. Andrzej tried hard to bury his weakened state under the steel of a man the Zealots created in him. He kept running and kept running until trees gave way to a yard and that yard gave way to a ranch-style home on the edge of town. He ran until he was looking into a window and in on a silhouette under mauve covers. When that form rolled over he howled to the moon, anger, frustration, and hurt mixing until he hated the woman who had drawn him even in his pain, even while he had tried to run away.


Chapter Two
 
“You messing up my glass of wine, Darren, and you really don’t want to do that,” Jezzie replied to the very irritating man in her ear over the phone. Considering the man was her boss, she supposed she should have a little more care, but he knew how she was. If she was working on a project, she’d get it done, no matter what. Just because said author was some star didn’t change the fact that the woman couldn’t spell to save her life and had a penchant for putting an adjective before every damn noun.
“We need this last round of edits done by the end of the week,” Darren chimed in. Jezzie took another sip of Château Lafite Rothschild Pauillac 1996, a very good year and wine, and swirled it over her tongue. Mint and black currant drifted to her nose from the glass, and she could feel the silk of it over her tongue. She was not going to let him mess up a glass of really good wine. She just refused to let it happen.
“It will be. Is there anything else?”
“Did you read the paper on Brian?”
Jezzie’s heart stopped. When it started again, anger roared through her. Brian, the newest model for some of their book covers on the side, as well as playboy extraordinaire with old money, had gone missing. It was circulating in the papers now that he had run off with one of his most recent conquests. Jezzie, however, knew the truth. He had been a vampyre, an honest-to-god vampyre, who had tried to drain her best friend and adoptive sister when Jezzie had set them up on a blind date. Thanks to the amazing nose of Zelina’s future mate, he’d saved her when he’d scented her in trouble. That was the only thing that had saved her friend’s life, and it had introduced her to the paranormal world outside of books. Now she was the keeper of Brian’s death by Quinn’s teeth, Zelina’s new extended life, and the fact that a whole Shifter clan resided all of thirty minutes outside of her hometown.
“Yea,” she responded finally, “I read the paper. Guess whoever he’s with now . . . he’ll get just what he deserves.”
“Oh, come on, Jezzie, just because he didn’t choose your friend doesn’t mean he’s a bad guy. A man’s a man at the end of the day.”
“You would say that. You think I care? Z is much better off right where she is.”
“I am starting to find that out. Well, you tell her if she keeps belting out these hot romances, we’ll all need to know her secret.” Shit, I’d like a mate, too, who can’t get enough of me. She’s got two; I’d just like one! Jezzie thought to herself.
“The secret makes it fun. Anyway, I will be done with the edits on time, Darren; there is no need to worry about that. So let me get back to it.”
“Fine, Jezzie. Get it done, and I’ll talk to you at the end of the week.”
Jezzie tossed the phone on her bed after she hung up, already shaking off that conversation before trying to get into the book she was working on. Her neck was aching, pulsing under her fingers when she reached up to touch the spot. She slid the laptop off her lap and walked to her bathroom, pulling her T-shirt aside and looking at the bite mark. Smooth now to the touch, it was more like a tattoo on her flesh than a wound. Every swipe of her fingers brought a chill over her flesh. The man responsible for the mark scared her to death. Something in him was darker than even her hellish upbringing, and that was saying something. She could feel it in him when she was close to him. Even seeing it, though, something in her wanted to soothe it, to take the darkness away from his gaze. She must be fricking crazy to even want to do it.
Still, she could feel his mouth on her flesh. Remember the first time he touched her. She had felt fear and wonder both. Felt like her world was just him. He was terrifying, powerful, and rough against her. She’d felt her chest seize, her most hated tormentor making her feel as if she couldn’t breathe. Then, he’d breathed for her, opened her lungs, and kept her heart pounding. He’d done all of that, even as he chased her away. It wasn’t until she’d reached the safety of her own bathroom that she could look at herself and the mark that he had left behind.
He’d left a piece of him inside of her, and she couldn’t get it out.
Bracing her hands on her sink, she tried to still her quaking knees. The fear had torn at her in the Haus, but now she could only feel desire running through her. Desire for the dark strength that he held in just his hands. He’d controlled her entire body as if she were nothing but a feather. Something in her loved that, wanted him to control her as he took her. She must be losing her damn mind. That man didn’t want her to be his mate, despite the bite he’d given her. She knew it, and it sickened her that she still wanted him. She had never been a weak woman, and she wasn’t about to start now. Stomping out of the bathroom she flipped the light off as she passed it and went to sit back on her bed. She must be going crazy. Looking at the clock, she noticed it was nearly two o’clock in the morning according to blazing-red numbers. She wasn’t going to get any sleep tonight with all the work she had to do. She scooted back, plumped the pillows behind her, and lifted the laptop and put it back on her lap. At least reading the insane drivel would take her mind off a man she would never have.


Chapter Three
 
She was screaming. Wailing to the top of her lungs as the belt came down again and again on her bare bottom. Fire blazed over her nerve endings with each strike, and tears streamed down her face. She’d tried to stay quiet, but Rashaad was determined to break her. He was resolute to crumble her into so many pieces she would never survive it. All because a streak had been on one of the plates, because she’d dried it wrong. A string of “fathers” had toyed with her in one way or another in her ten short years of life, but her mother didn’t care. As long as that man gave her what she wanted and kept her high, she was happy. Jezzie bore the brunt of it. Jezzie always bore the brunt of it.
“Next time I tell you to do something you better do it!” Rashaad hollered, punctuating each word with a fierce whack. She didn’t call for her mother; she knew she wouldn’t come. She knew she was all alone against a man so much larger than her. “Answer me when I’m talking to you!” He blew a thick cloud of smoke in her face from his cigar. He knew the smoke scared her even more than his beatings did. The smoke could bring death so much quicker than he would dare to with his hands.
“Yes, sir!” she stammered, trying to catch her breath. Jezzie could feel her chest tightening and seizing into a wheeze as her lungs labored to work. She couldn’t breathe; she couldn’t think. Why couldn’t she get away? Why couldn’t someone come for her? Why couldn’t she be saved?
Jezzie awoke, still smelling the acrid smoke, chest tight, and scrambling across her bed to her dresser. In the top drawer was her lifeline. If she could just get to her inhaler, she’d last long enough to make it to the phone. She had to get there. She fell off the bed, trying to drag herself up the bedside dresser, the exertion taking what precious oxygen she had left. She grasped one handle on the chest and could finally pull herself up and something fell and hit her in the head. She reached around for it until she felt the weight of her cell phone. She pressed the screen blindly, sure it would dial Z. She let it ring, not even bothering to try to talk into it. Z knew her, knew an empty call meant she needed help. They’d been doing it since they’d met in the orphanage after her mother died when she was twelve. Her sister would come for her, get her help. She wasn’t alone. A few minutes later, glass shattered, but she didn’t have the energy to look up. She was dying; she could feel it. If she could survive, she’d make a point to put her inhaler in her bottom drawer. The top was killer on her. A wet nose brushed her leg before resting on her arm so a furry ear was pressed to her chest. She fell back into human arms as golden sprinkles exploded around her.
“Andr . . . zej,” she whispered.
“I am here. Breathe for me, baby. Breathe.” He placed his big hand over her heart, the weight warm and soothing, before connecting their mouths. Hot, life-giving breath once more pushed into her lungs. She swallowed it, unsure of how he was able to breathe for her but not caring. She swallowed his air, taking a piece of him inside of her until her chest was rising and falling smoothly. She wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and held on tight. He wrapped one of his arms around her, pulling her tightly against him as the other braced her shoulders, and his hand palmed her head. She could feel the rivulets over his flesh against her, his heat seeping into her flesh. Suddenly she wasn’t clinging to him as he breathed for her, but she was instead feeling the rough texture of his lips sliding over hers.
His fingers dug into her scalp as his tongue pierced the opening of her mouth and dueled with hers. Slick and warm, he dominated her, licking every spot of the cavern until she felt he was memorizing her. Her breasts felt tight, her pussy plumping and moistening from only one kiss. She wanted him to touch her. To take her here on the floor, all thoughts of her weakness and close call vanishing under his mouth. Running her hands over him, she could feel protrusions under his arms and stroked over them, moaning as he sucked her tongue into his mouth. Andrzej froze against her.
“Are you okay?” he asked roughly, mouth wet.
“Yes,” Jezzie finally answered as she rested her head against his chest, feeling the reassuring pound of his heart.
“Then my job is done.”
“Really?” She traced the myriad of scars across the right side of his face until her hand palmed his neck. She then pulled him back toward her lips.
“Yes,” he answered, pulling her hands away from him and depositing her on the bed, “my job is done. Lunar said you were in trouble. As I was the closest Shifter to your location, I came to your assistance. I will now be able to report back to the Lunar you are okay.”
“I suppose it pays to have friends in high places,” she muttered. Andrzej ignored her, pulling out a slim black phone and dialing quickly.
“Alpha, the Lunar’s sister is fine. Her attack has been averted. Yes, Alpha. We will have to have her window fixed. I jumped through it when I saw her slumped on the floor. Yes, Alpha. Okay.” He turned to her then. “Lunar wants to talk to you.”
“Z?”
“What the hell happened?”
“It was another dream, Z, that’s all.” Andrzej shifted at that, but she ignored him. Her body was still on fire from his touch, and he was standing there like it wasn’t doing a thing to him. Damn bastard. Oh, that was not nice. She had promised Z she’d do better with cutting out swearing.
“Which Dad?”
“Rashaad,” Jezzie answered. Z knew everything about her. They’d hidden nothing from each other as they’d bonded. Z had a life as bad as Jezzie’s, and it made them closer than any blood could have achieved.
“Did he contact you again?”
“No.” Of all of Jezzie’s fathers only one of them was still alive. Rashaad, the worst of them to be sure, was still sitting on top of a very powerful crime organization. He’d only been thirty when he’d been dealing with Sharnie, but he had made a name for himself. Now, at forty-seven he sat back and delegated to others. When the mood struck him, he’d find a way to get a message to Jezzie and ask her if she wanted to be his again. She was never safe from him.
“This man is still alive and contacts you?” Andrzej asked then. She’d forgotten the excellent hearing his kind had. She chose to ignore him.
“I’m okay, Z. Just a dream.”
“Why won’t you just come stay at the Haus? The boys and I have been trying to get you here for a year.”
“I don’t want to be kept, Z. Plus, I’d be in the way. You guys are still technically newlyweds, and I wouldn’t want you put out.”
“Jezebel Ayana Thompson, don’t you ever say that again or I’ll kick your ass myself. Hand Socha the phone.”
“Oh, it’s Socha now, huh?” Jezzie yelled, then tossed him the phone, remembering very well that he’d refused to allow her to call him Socha, the diminutive of his name, when he’d met her. She supposed she could have made him call her Jezebel, but she refused to be called a whore every day. Her mother had a sick sense of humor, God rest her soul.
“Already done,” he was saying as Jezzie gaped at him. In front of him was her carrying case zipped and full of clothes and her laptop tucked neatly in its case. She hadn’t even seen him moving while she talked to Z. He was hanging up the phone before she even had the mind to speak.
“The Lunar wants you at the Haus.”
“I already said no. It was just a bad dream. Rashaad hasn’t reached out to contact me in months.”
“But he can and he will. You nearly died here in this house alone,” he roared at her, stalking toward her. She couldn’t stop the tremble that ran over her. God, the man was sex on wheels. “You will come to the Haus the easy way or the hard way. I don’t care which one you choose. In the daylight more Shifters can come and pack up the rest of your house and set you up in a wing of the Haus.”
“I am not going anywhere.”
“The easy way or the hard way?”
“I am not going, Andrzej.” He was standing in front of her, his body so close that every time she breathed her breasts touched him. With narrow eyes he grasped her throat, his hold gentle but unflinching. He stepped farther into her until their mouths were nearly touching.
“The easy way or the hard way, dítě?”
“Andrzej,” Jezzie began.
“The hard way it is, then.”


Chapter Four
 
“You must have lost your ever-loving mind! Get Zelina in here now!” Jezzie kicked the door with good measure while Andrzej watched her in silence. So much fire burned within her he could fairly taste it. She’d fought him the entire time he’d driven her to the Haus. They’d taken her vehicle since he’d run to her when he’d felt like she was in trouble. By the time the Lunar had sent him word that she was in danger and he would have to send one of the men who patrolled her area to her, he’d nearly been there. When he’d made it to her house he’d almost ripped it apart to see her on the ground. Another woman, lost before his eyes. Now he enjoyed seeing her throw fire at him.
“The Lunar will be in shortly. It is by her direct order you are here.”
“What!” If she had an animal soul, he was sure that she would have leapt on him. His cock twitched at the thought. She would make strong cubs to run beside him, of that he was certain. “Get her in here now!”
“Hold your horses, I’m here.” Andrzej turned at the voice to see his Lunar walking into the room with her mates at his side. He bowed to them as they passed him, the royalty of the South Texas Clan. Zelina’s natural locks were curling around her shoulders, the golden and brown streaks warming her features. A chocolate, heart-shaped face with full lips and a sharp chin was an enchanting picture. Though it was not nearly as desirable as that of the woman she faced off with. Her mates, Centurion and Tarquinn, surrounded her like blond and midnight Roman gods. As they were originally from Rome he figured it was fitting.
“We’ve seen each other under much better circumstances, Z,” Quinn said in greeting, smiling at Jezzie.
“Much better,” Rion agreed.
“You guys I still like, so, hello. It’s the other two hoodlums that I don’t like. Why did you order that slave driver to bring me here? You know I was okay, Z.”
“Jezzie, I almost lost you. If Andrzej hadn’t gotten there in time, this attack would have taken you from me. That stupid inhaler was still in the top drawer, wasn’t it?”
“Yeah, but I said I’d move it. This Neanderthal made sure I brought it with me, and it’s on the nightstand to make sure I can get to it. Real cute. But I won’t be staying here for long. I have a job to do, Z.”
“And you and I both know you can do it from home. You choose to go to that building every day. I want you safe. If Rashaad contacts you again, it won’t be for games. You know he already said so.”
“What is she talking about?” Andrzej asked then, eyes zeroed in on Jezzie. This Rashaad was bothering him. The man still lived after something he’d done was bad enough to give Jezzie nightmares strong enough to send her into an attack. He still lived to torment her and had wanted to bring her back to his side.
“Nothing,” she responded.
“Rashaad is one of her stepfathers. Nasty bastard who wants her to this day. He beat the living daylights out of her for a couple of years before he moved to worse tortures. Then she was removed from the home when her mom died. Every couple of months he contacts her to come to him. This last time he said if she didn’t, he’d come get her.”
“Z!” Jezzie hissed, turning on Zelina with steel glittering in her eyes. She was vibrant with life, it seemed, but he could see the tremble in her weakened limbs. If he had to guess, he would say she was fighting just to stand.
“What? What is the damn problem with me wanting you safe? What is wrong with wanting to know you will always be with me? Huh? You are too stubborn for your own good. That man is a murderer and a torturer. You know it better than anyone. He nearly destroyed you, Jezzie. You didn’t talk for a year when you finally got away from him, do you remember? I was the first one you talked to, and it felt like that was pulling teeth.”
“It is not for them to know,” Jezzie hissed. “What I went through is something we have shared, Zelina. Our family.” She didn’t look at him, but Andrzej could feel her animosity clouding around her. Her face turned red, and he wondered if it was embarrassment or anger, or some combination of both. To have one’s soul bared in front of others was something he knew was difficult. He felt for her pain.
“They are our family now, Jezzie. It doesn’t have to be just us against the world anymore. It doesn’t.”
“You are mated, Z. You have their undying protection. I am not. I am human. I will die long before you ever think of fading. They are your family.”
“They are our family. I want you safe.”
“Why does he want you, Jezzie,” Andrzej broke in, trying to quell his anger. She’d said they weren’t her family. That she didn’t belong with them. He did not want a mate. He would not have her as his mate, but he would never let anything happen to her. He would never fail his Lunar or her mates.
“It’s none of your damn business.”
He couldn’t stop the growl. He saw Quinn moving Zelina behind him as Rion stepped in front of them both. Zelina’s soothing hand on their arms stopped them from turning on him. He ignored them all. He leapt, clearing the room, and landed on the balls of his feet in front of Jezzie. He grabbed her, turning her until she was facing his Alpha, and ripped the neck of her shirt open. “This,” he hissed, locking her arms at her side when she started to struggle, “makes it my business. As Gamma, I declare this female my mate.”
“As Alpha, I acknowledge it.”
“As Lunar, I acknowledge it.”
“As Beta, I acknowledge it.”
“Well, I don’t. He doesn’t want me. He doesn’t want to be a mate. This is high-handed. Z, don’t let him do this.”
“I love you, Jezzie. You know I do. I also know you. Even now you are thinking it’s you all alone now that I am mated. You won’t let me help you because we’re both not alone anymore. I know you, sis. You know I do. I won’t let your mind stop me from keeping you safe.”
“He doesn’t want me, Z.”
“Jezzie, this is only for your safety. Who the hell said he had to have you? You are just acknowledged packwise and, as such, even more so have their protection. This is keeping you safe from Rashaad. And, maybe later, you’ll get what I got. Jezzie, there are no men in the world I love more than my mates.
“Unless we have cubs,” Rion added, kissing Zelina’s left shoulder lightly. He was never far from his mate whether she was in the Haus or not.
“Yes, then she will love them more and we’ll suffer,” Quinn finished, smiling softly at Jezzie. As Alpha of the Southern Clan, his very position made it harder to be at Jezzie’s side all of the time, but the love he had for his mate was evident in his every action. Andrzej knew he would never be lucky enough to have that. He wasn’t soft enough for that.
Andrzej could feel his mate’s tension. Feel that she was holding her body so still she would break if she didn’t move. He wanted to soothe her, take away the pain, but this was not the point of what he was doing. He was trying to do what would keep her safe. He was following his Lunar’s whispered order on the phone.
“Keep her safe, Socha. She doesn’t want to be alone, but she can’t let anyone in. She’ll die because she refuses to ask for help. I saw your reaction to her. I know what she is to you. You cannot deny her at least your protection.”
He would do it even if it killed him.
“Don’t do it, Z. I can’t handle the loss of being able to choose.” He could hear the tears in her voice even though she didn’t let them fall. He wrapped her in his arms, pulling her into his warmth and then nuzzling her neck.
“Be calm, dítě. Be calm,” he whispered into her mind. His bite made them connected enough that she would be able to hear him. She stiffened before she relaxed into his hold. He caressed his bite with his lips, warming it for this moment. At least for this moment he could show her the softness of a mate. He could pretend he was a man who could be mated. That he could be soft. The man she would need in a mate. He knew that what he wanted from her and to do to her would break her. With her history of abuse and pain, she wouldn’t be able to take what he would need. His passions would be too dark, too rough, too much more than anything she had ever known. If he took her, she wouldn’t be the same woman ever again. He knew it and would save her, even from himself. But, for this moment, they could be as they should be.
“I will protect you, mate. I will demand nothing else of you. Just let me keep you safe. That is all I ask. I know pain. I know loss. I see it in your eyes. I cannot abide a threat to you. Just let me keep you safe.”
She sighed, softening against him in near defeat. The bite of it angered him. He didn’t want her defeated. He didn’t want her to feel like she didn’t have a choice, even if that were the way of things. He wanted her to trust him. To trust Zelina and know they had her best interest at heart.
“Trust me.”
“Trust is earned.” She responded so quietly only his preternatural hearing was able to catch it. He took her warning to heart.
“Okay, Z,” she finally said to her friend. “I can stay here for a couple of weeks. Just long enough for me to find a new place that Rashaad doesn’t know yet. I can commute or work from here. After that, though, I am leaving.”
“Fine,” Zelina said, eyeing him before she turned to leave. He knew her warning without her saying. She would not be letting Jezzie leave the Haus, and she wouldn’t expect him to let her either.
“Good night,” she said then, waving as she walked out the door with her mates.


Chapter Five
 
“How bad is it, Socha?” Quinn asked, resting back against his chair with Zelina tucked next to him. Rion was on patrol in Andrzej’s stead, a decision he was sure his Beta, Hideki, would be angered by. He’d have to deal with him later. The Lunar had refused to be absent from this conversation, as it pertained to Jezzie.
“Now that I know she has Rashaad after her, the things I noticed approaching her house make sense. There was a scent there I didn’t recognize. I’ll go back today when I pack the rest of her things with a squad to see more. There was also a light trace of cigar smoke in the air.”
“Rashaad smokes cigars. He would always blow smoke in her face because he knew her asthma would act up. The asshole would watch her wheeze and struggle before finally giving her the inhaler she needed. Her mother was too high to care,” Zelina said then, fists bunching at her sides.
“Then she had the nightmare because she smelled it in her sleep,” Quinn concluded.
“He was there. That bastard was right there. He could have taken her.”
“She is safe, Lunar. He won’t come for her here. He wouldn’t be able to track her. I made sure of it.”
“How can you be certain? He’s been able to track her here, and he is miles away.”
Andrzej tapped his nose. “Scent. I packed things quickly, but I could only smell her on them. Anything handled by someone else would have a lingering signature on them.”
“But you didn’t know about Rashaad when you packed.”
“I am still Gamma of this Clan. I would not endanger us by being careless. When we return to her home to pack the rest of her things, we will do a thorough sweep before we move anything.”
“She can’t leave the Haus then. It is clear that Rashaad wants her, for whatever his sick reasons may be. I will not have my mate worrying about her sister.”
“It will be as you wish, Alpha.”
“She is your mate, Socha, so I know you will protect her. She may not understand it. She may fight you, but your primary order is always to protect your mate.”
“Always, Alpha. I’ll gather my men now. It will be light by time we get there, and we need to do it quickly.”
“Do as you must.”
Andrzej left the room behind and walked steadily toward the barracks. He’d take his best trackers with him to Jezzie’s home. Once he removed Rashaad he could deal with her and their mated status later. If she chose then to leave and be on her own, it would be fine. He would make sure that happened.
“Socha.” He turned to see Zora sauntering his way. Her slender form was whipcord-lean. Slanted green eyes looked at him with barely contained desire. She’d worn her blonde hair down, long and loose down her back as he always ordered her. The sight should have sparked him into action, but it failed. As Gamma he always had to deal with lower females of the Clan looking to sweeten their place. It did not matter that he was scarred or rough. The chance to be higher in the hierarchy drove them to even seek him out. Since his Alpha and Beta had mated, the masses had come to him more than ever. As third in command, it wasn’t a bad place to be. This woman, though, left him flat.
“Zora,” he acknowledged, passing her. She grabbed his biceps as he passed, rubbing the hard points of her breasts on his arm.
“I’ve been waiting for you all night. I couldn’t wait anymore.” The coy look under her lashes, asking for punishment, should have sparked his interest at least. He felt no stirrings in his loins. No pull to take her. No pull to have her screaming under him as he forced her to climax over and over again. He felt nothing.
“I am busy, Zora.”
“She is human, Socha. She can never take you. She doesn’t know how to please you the way I can. She can’t take you when you let go—the way I have so many times. She doesn’t have to know.”
“Zora—” The soft gasp he heard behind him stopped him in his tracks. He turned to see Jezzie standing outside the door watching him with anger in her eyes. She swung her gaze to look at Zora and curled her lip in a silent snarl. The vision of her standing there, hair loose around her, chest heaving under her white tank top and legs hugged with skinny jeans, made her look like a she-wolf ready to fight. He had never seen anything more beautiful in his life. His mark was prominent on the curve of her neck, and he felt pride swell.
“Jezzie.”
“I see now why you were so against a mate. Bitch, you don’t know what I can take and what I can’t. But you can have him. He couldn’t get me if he tried.” After flipping her hair over her shoulder she folded her arms across her chest.
“You filthy human.”
“Come and get some if you want it. There’s nothing but space and opportunity here. I don’t back down from anything,” she hissed, stepping farther into the hall.
“Remember, she is my mate,” Andrzej snapped at Zora’s advancing form and then blurred to Jezzie’s side.
“Get away from me,” Jezzie growled.
“No.”
“I said move or I’ll knock you on your ass,” she snapped at him. Andrzej felt passion lick over him like a fire. She challenged him. She stood flat-footed and challenged the third-strongest male of the Clan as if it were nothing. His cock lifted to her attention, intrigued by the statuesque woman who could defy him.
“The hard way or the easy way?” He watched her eyebrow hitch at his repeated statement from earlier, and he could swear he could see the steam rising from her ears.
“Go get your little ho, Andrzej. I’m not in the mood, and I have work to do.”
She turned on her heels and strolled away from him, not even hesitating when his growl filled the corridor. He could hear Zora’s whimper, taste her weakness. The fire in his loins was the saucy woman in front of him. She was driving him nearly out of his mind. He couldn’t stand it. He couldn’t stand her. But he’d be damned if he’d let her walk away from him. Defy him. In front of a lower member of the pack, no less. She would have to submit to him, no matter what. Running his tongue over his lips with anticipation, he found he was enjoying too well the thought of placing her tight ass right under his hands where it belonged.


Chapter Six
 
Jezzie could feel her body on fire. Something was happening to her. Her clit was pulsing and so tight she could barely move her legs without moaning. She needed something, something her own fingers couldn’t give her. She had never challenged someone so much stronger than her in her life. After her “fathers” had nearly beaten her spirit out of her, she’d learned to make a wide space where it was necessary. She only became assertive in her last few years, with a lot of work and training. Andrzej brought something else out in her every time he came closer to her. She wanted to fight him, scratch at him, mark him with her teeth until everyone knew he was hers. Until she knew she had him.
She was losing her damn mind, and she knew it!
Even now, sweat dotted her brow, her teeth were nearly chattering, and her joints were aching. She couldn’t tell if she was sick or wanted the best pounding of her life, but she needed Andrzej. Her body told her as much, and she was sick about it. How could her body need a man so much, a man her heart knew would destroy her? She kept moving away from him, farther away from the bitch she’d seen rubbing up on him in the darkness. Farther away from the evidence that she was nothing like the woman he normally had or wanted. Farther away from the thought that she wasn’t good enough for him.
She just had to get away.
“Jezzie.”
His voice rolled over her. The heat spiked higher, her pussy lips plumping and thickening. She could feel the moisture dripping down. Her nipples tightened to fierce points. She groaned low in her throat.
“Get somewhere. I’m not in the mood for your little games. I have work to do.”
“Do you think as Gamma here I will let you talk to me as such?”
“I don’t give a damn if you thought you were the Alpha and Omega, I still have other things to do with my time than deal with you and your tramp. Go rub one out with her or something.”
“Jealous?”
Eaten with it!
“Not even,” she responded instead. She never lied to herself, but to him, what was the harm? He chuckled, and her knees buckled. She gripped the dresser in her room to hide the weakness, and she turned to face him. “You got me where you want me. Your job is done. What else do you want?”
“Submission.”
“Get a life.”
“Have one. I want yours.”
“Tough shit, buster.” Jezzie crawled on the bed, over to her laptop bag, unsure her legs would hold her up any longer. A hand gripped her ankle, yanking her down the bed and then flipping her over as if she weighed no more than a feather.
“The hard way then.”
Suddenly he filled her world, his face swimming above hers before his mouth clamped down on her. He devoured her, his tongue dueling with hers for supremacy. The heat of him touched every crevice of her mouth as one of his hands grasped her wrists and pinned them above her head and the other gripped her chin so she couldn’t move. He pressed his hips into hers, forcing her legs apart and grazing his cloth-covered cock against her. She moaned into his mouth as she felt the broad rod of his cock kicking her into overdrive. She bucked against him, rubbing against him harder. Her clit throbbed more and more.
Each jerk brought her tighter and tighter against his body. His essence consumed her. Some part of her, among the broken pieces she so desperately tried to hide, cried out for him. This man. What he represented to her. If she would give in, he could breathe life into her. She could feel it. But she knew just as surely that if he chose to walk away, she wouldn’t recover. She tried to fight her reaction, but she wanted him inside her. Wanted to pull him deep within her where she was slick inside. She could feel that he would stretch her as she had never been stretched before. Make her crave his touch. A part of her needed that.
“Let go.” His voice in her head shattered what was left of any resistance she thought she had. For this moment she would give in. For this time she would allow herself to take what she craved with both hands and revel in it. It was her time, and she would make sure he gave it to her.
“Yes,” she cried out. His mouth had left hers to trail over her throat and lick at her mark, sending her senses haywire. She had never felt like this in her life. He consumed her. She enjoyed sex in her life. She was a sensual woman who enjoyed many things, but Andrzej was something more than she had ever had.
“Much better,” he growled, pulling at her shirt with his teeth. She felt the fabric give under his canines and then the warmth of his tongue over her nipples. As he sucked one into his mouth, he let go of her chin and then lifted one of her knees. She arched her back, pushing her nipple farther into his hot, suctioning mouth, loving the abrasion of his fierce cock on her leaking flesh. He was going to make her come. Wind her up and then blow her away with his jerking movements.
The sting of the slap echoed in the room. Her nipples stung with the bite. She blinked her eyes to clear the confusion, and it took a moment before she could focus on him.
“Don’t move unless I tell you to.”
“What?”
The sting came again, the moisture from his mouth pinpointing it. She couldn’t fight the moan that escaped her mouth. She jerked again, wanting his slap, wanting the sting of his touch. He swatted harder, her breasts bouncing under his fingertips. Redness spread over the tips, and she was taken with the thought that she had never seen a sexier sight in her life. She moaned again, twisting against his wrists, begging to be punished, begging for him to make it harder.
“You like this,” she heard him whispering.
His hands became rough, insistent, as he tore at her clothing. Her jeans, underwear, and bra became victims to his claws. The edge of his claws grazing her skin heightened her awareness of him. His gaze blazed a trail down her naked flesh, raising goose bumps as he went. When his gaze rested on her bare pussy lips, she felt more than heard his growl. He clawed at his own jeans, revealing a thick cock straining toward his navel. Covered with rippled flesh, the underside had two metal piercings. He stalked back toward her, crawling between her thighs much more.
“You aren’t going to take off the rest?” she asked, licking her lips, eyes still on his dick like it was the best piece of white chocolate she had ever seen. He stared at her and then his hand slapped in an upward motion right between her legs. His fingertips stung at her clit, jerking her hips off the bed.
“Do not speak again unless I tell you. Do not move unless I tell you. Do nothing unless I tell you.” She quieted everything to get him to touch her again. She wanted his hands on her. She wanted him inside of her. More moisture leaked from her and down her thighs in a warm slide. He hitched her legs over the crooks of his arms and poised his cock at her entrance.
“Tell me you want me to fuck you.”
“I want you to fuck me.”
“Good girl. Rewards come to those who listen.” With that he pushed into her, slowly, oh so slowly. She tried her best to hold still, to keep her body in line, within the rules. She feared he would stop if she disobeyed. Inch by delicious inch he pierced her sensitive flesh, and she felt her body quivering to hold still.
“You are being so good. That’s it. Tell me it’s mine.”
“It’s yours.” He pushed deeper, hiking her legs higher so he could get farther inside of her. She could feel each ripple of his scars on her walls. The semicold of his piercings rubbing the bottom of her pussy like knuckles. Finally his cock slid all the way into her and she groaned. Her clit was on fire again with another slap.
“I told you do nothing unless I tell you. Punishment for those who like to disobey.” The warning in his tone didn’t prepare her. He pushed her knees into her chest. “Hold them there with your hands and do not let go.” She clamped on to them with a viselike grip as he lifted her ass onto his lap. He pushed into her harder, over and over again.
“Now we begin again. You will make not a single sound until I tell you. Do you understand?”
“Yes.”
He hit her clit again. “Yes, what? Try harder.” He punctuated his words with digs into her. She bit her lip, trying to keep all sound from escaping. He felt so good in her. He wanted her to call him something, but she didn’t see herself calling him master. It did not fit to her. She wanted something she could call him that meant something. That told him she was giving him the gift of controlling her. She thought as he patiently drove into her, waiting. Then it came to her. The name she had wanted to call him from the day she met him and he never allowed her to.
“Yes, Socha.” She saw his nostrils flare and figured she hit the right spot.
“Now your punishment may begin.” He drove into her again and again, harder and harder until he was kissing her womb. She could barely hold on to her screams. He felt so good inside of her, and she could make no sound. Could make no movement. All she could focus on was the feel of him slamming into her. He lifted her higher and palmed her ass. Her knees forced her breast under her chin and she could barely breathe. Everything was focused on his cock gliding steadily into her.
“We will begin with thirty.” In confusion she couldn’t understand his words. Then his hand came down on her ass with a resounding slap, and she understood. “One,” he counted aloud. Her ass was already on fire with one, and she had twenty-nine more to go. She didn’t know how she was going to be able to stand it. Another crack had heat flaring through her system. “Two.”
On and on he counted as he slammed into her. In her mind she was screaming, thrashing about the bed, clawing down his back with pleasure. Inside she was losing her mind with every movement of his hips.
“Too easy,” he said then when he reached twenty. He slid out of her, and she cried out at the loss. “Ten more added as punishment.” He flipped her over, pulling her up to her hands and knees. She barely took a breath before he slid back into her. The shift had the balls of his piercing rubbing against the top of her pussy, right over her G-spot. She bit the inside of her cheek. Being quiet was so contrary to her nature she could barely think straight. He felt so good inside of her. Better than any man who had passed before, and she couldn’t let him know it in any way. He pulled her hips closer to his and pounded into her steadily. The silence was deafening, and each slap of his flesh against hers seemed louder because of it.
A slap came down on her ass as he pinched a nipple at the same time. She came apart around him. No longer able to remain quiet, her scream ripped through the silence. Everything in her let go finally. Her body shook with the force, her legs giving out and relying on his strength to keep her upright. Socha rode her through it, pounding in her harder and harder until her climax was getting stronger and fear took over. She had never had something so strong in her life. Every muscle clamped down tight and she was blind, deaf, and dumb to the world.
The strike that came down this time was different than the others. A hand fisted in her hair and jerked her neck to turn her head sideways. Socha was there, his body curled over her back. He was rougher, his eyes clouding to darkness, nostrils flared, and his canines exposed in a fierce snarl. She’d disobeyed again. She got no warning that he was going to strike until his teeth clamped once more over his mark. The pain flared through her, but so did desire. Each of his thrusts was punctuated by a slap on her ass and between the three she was lost. She couldn’t think, couldn’t move, or look away. Socha moved with complete control, bent on submission. Something inside of her told her not to challenge him now. That to go against him in this state would be more than she could handle. She held on for dear life, taking his thrusts as the pleasure spiked and finding herself loving what he was doing to her.
She loved his roughness.
She was a dominant woman. She had learned to be in her life. She never wanted to be weak again for some man. She wanted always to be in control. Socha forced her to lose that, and it freed her of any chance to think of herself. She only wanted the pleasure, and he could provide it in spades. Tears came to her eyes. She could love this man so very easily. Rough exterior and all, he was the man who could match her in every way. If only they could give themselves up to the chance. He pushed harder into her, and all thoughts scattered. His teeth ripped deeper, his hand swung harder until fire blazed over her ass, and his thrusts rocked her body nearly into the headboard. She broke the silence, for she couldn’t fight it anymore.
“Yes. Again, Socha, again,” she whimpered.
“Gods save me.” Slowly through the cloud of desire she realized he wasn’t moving. That he had released her. He watched her with a look of pure confusion that slowly faded to a mask of indifference. “My name is Andrzej,” was all he said before he stood, pulling from her, and walked away, out of the room.
She couldn’t believe her eyes. Her body was close to climax, her limbs moist with sweat and trembling with need. She’d begged him, let him know his touch was what she wanted. She’d made herself a complete fool for a man who did not want her, again. That made twice in one damn night. She must have blown a gasket when she’d had that attack. What the hell was wrong with her? She had to be losing her mind. That bastard had another thinkcoming if he thought she was going to take this lying down. She’d show him that a bite on her neck didn’t make her his, no matter what her body wanted. A bite that was bleeding . . . again.
Getting up with new determination, she stood as gingerly as she could. His attentions had been rough, but she’d loved every minute of it. Loved the strength in his arms. With a sigh of disgust she ignored the pulsing between her thighs and dug out a shirt, jeans, and underthings in her carryall bag. Underwear went on softly and jeans even softer, but the need to do so without an end coming satisfactorily pissed her off even more. Tucking the red T-shirt around her made her feel better. Embroidered with a heart encased in ice, compliments of one of her favorite bands, it acted as a shield. Maybe having a heart of ice was exactly what she needed to deal with Andrzej.
Asshole!
Sorry, Z, I know I promised I’d get better. Maybe I need an intervention for my swear words, she thought to herself as she grabbed her laptop bag and her keys. She was going to get the hell out of here, and she didn’t give a damn what any of them said. She ignored the door, sure that someone would see her going that way, and instead went straight for the large bay window at the back of her suite. With a little elbow grease she was able to get the window to open relatively silently and slip out over the ledge. Got to love ranch-style homes of good ol’ Texas. No worries of falling to her death here.
She stopped for a moment to get her bearings. The darkness made the land look different, and she realized that she hadn’t spent much time outside the Haus in the year that Zelina and her mates had been together. She’d only been able to come to the Haus a few times to stay a couple of days, and in those instances Zelina had been spiriting her to crazy places thanks to her husbands’ large bank accounts. The spoiled twit didn’t want for a thing, and Jezzie was happy that she finally got that. She deserved it. Shaking away the thoughts she turned left and headed around the Haus to the garage where her car was parked. She kept to the side of the building, starting and stopping at the slightest sound. By the time she reached the garage she was sweating like she’d run a marathon. There was no reason she should have had to sneak out of her sister’s home like a thief in the night.
Dumb dogs! Damn, that wasn’t nice. She had to do better.
Finding the garage, she slipped inside and into her car. She was from the drug-infested streets of Queen’s Bridge. She knew how to get a car moving and make no sound. She’d always driven manual cars for this reason. She never knew when she was going to have to run away. She just didn’t have to use that knowledge in this way. But she had to get away; she had to get her own space so she could escape Andrzej and everything he represented. She hit the gearshift into neutral and then began pushing the car until it started rolling. Using its momentum and keeping a steady hand on the wheel, she pushed the car past the main drive. She hoped Andrzej was busy doing . . . whatever the hell he was doing so that he wouldn’t notice her.
So far, so good.
Once she passed the main gates she jumped in the car, hit the ignition, and shot it into first gear. The lights flared, and she pushed the pedal to the metal. She sped to the main highway and then slowed the car down. She was clear now. Her nerves settled, and her heart slowed. She was free. Nothing made her feel better than being free. Nothing.


Chapter Seven
 
Andrzej couldn’t stop his hands from shaking. What had begun as a time of pure dominance had become a mutual give-and-take of the best pleasure he’d ever known and he hadn’t even finished inside of her. The scent of her pussy moistening just for his touch had driven his senses wild. She’d been so beautiful—perfect, in every way. He understood why mates were inseparable. She fit to him like a missing puzzle piece, and it scared the shit out of him. He’d lost himself in the taste of her. Of toffee and butterscotch nipples on his tongue. Of her blood coating his tongue as he bit her, marked her again for all to see. He’d wanted to rip into her again and take her until she came. Fall between her legs and suck her until she was dry. Until her very juices coated his taste buds so that he would always taste her. When she’d disobeyed his orders, his natural need to control took over and he’d reacted.
The sight of his palm over her caramel breast made him want to pound his cock into her until she couldn’t walk again. Take her until her voice was lost due to screaming and his back had new scars from her nails. He wanted to make her irrevocably his, and he knew he couldn’t do that.
But she liked it, a dark voice said. He leaned against the wall of his room for support, unable to face his men just yet and return to Jezzie’s house to scent out her enemy. His legs just couldn’t take him that far. He knew the voice inside of him was telling the truth. Jezzie had loved what he’d done to her. The first strike had surprised her, he knew, but she had found her rhythm soon enough. Then she was antagonizing him to punish her. She wanted to feel the sting of his slaps, the bite of pain to her breasts and ass as his cock ground into her. She wanted the strength of his dominance and knew it. He fell to his knees. She instinctively wanted something that could reflect so much of her youth. The same dominance, control, and unequivocal compliance were what he wanted from her much as her abusive fathers had demanded from her. Their reasons were vastly different, and he would never hurt her lastingly, but she would know the edge of pleasure and pain to be with him . . . and she wanted it.
She wanted his darkness. He could take her. He could mold her to his needs. He’d given her but a taste tonight, but she’d stayed with him the whole way.
The growl spread low in his throat and filled the room. When Soren of the Zealots had taken him as one of his own, Andrzej had learned what it meant to be a sadist. Soren was obsessed with what caused people pain and how much of that pain could be conditioned to pleasure. He’d taught Andrzej, his protégé, much. Andrzej may not have taken with him the need to harm any and everyone he met, but he did take with him the need to mix pain with pleasure. Soren had literally beaten that lesson into him, and it was writ on his flesh. By the time his face had felt the sting of the whip, he’d learned that his cock loved things dark and heavy. He’d matured from senseless pain to controlled measures on a St. Andrew’s Cross and with ropes that bind. His hand replaced the whip, and he’d become an expert in delivering precise punishments. Who better when he knew how to endure it?
She wanted his darkness.
When he’d finally escaped Soren as a grown man, marking him with his claws in their battle, Soren promised one day he would kill him. The hatred and rage he’d seen in his face had been satisfying. Andrzej had shifted in front of him. Made sure that he knew that he had raised, cared for, and loved the very thing he set out to destroy. The only thing that would have made it better would have been if he’d been able to snap his neck between his canines. But he’d made it out with his life, and he could be happy for that. One day, he would kill Soren. He would have to. The Zealots could prove a very real threat to the Shifters one day. It was even being said that a new breed was thinking of going public. A breed of Shifters that were created by human scientists. If that was the case, natural-born Shifters would have to find their place among them, and they would all have to face the Zealots.
He wanted Jezzie to see that with him. She’d probably send herself to damn law school so she could fight in court for them or become a lobbyist for legislation. He could see it in her. Now that he knew she wanted what he could give, a part of him wondered what it could be. What it would be like to have a mate. To share what his Alpha and Beta were sharing. He may have found his chance.
“Sir.” The voice brought him out of his thoughts and back on his feet. Hideki was standing at his door, Kevlar® suit–equipped with as many weapons as Andrzej himself wore. Hideki was a native of Japan, and Andrzej was sure Bushidō, the way of the warrior, came before even that man’s animal soul. His penchant for wearing his samurai knot, no matter the fads of the world, made him look Old World. His almond-shaped dark eyes were rimmed with some of the thickest lashes Andrzej had ever seen, something the rest of the guys tended to pick at him for. That is until he picked up a weapon, and then all bets were off. Kinda hard to joke a guy who can slice you three ways to Sunday in the blink of an eye. Andrzej was lucky to have him as a Beta and a brother-at-arms.
“What is it?”
“Your woman is gone.”
“Gone?”
“Yes. She just made it to the highway. I was searching for you. I suppose it would have made more sense to come to your room first, but I thought perhaps you were tied up with Zora.” Andrzej blurred across the room before he could stop himself. Grasping Hideki by the throat, he dragged him to eye level. There wasn’t much difference in their heights, but the action was noted. Hideki sat calmly, as was his way, and accepted his punishment from a more dominant male. Andrzej could feel the struggle in his limbs not to react, and it pleased him.
“Do not ever say again that I would betray my mate in such a way.”
“It is known you do not want the human. Zora has been yours for a time. I assumed wrong.”
“Zora is of the past.”
“You may want to tell your mate that.”
“I suppose I have to go get her for that first,” he said and, with a smile, he released Hideki. They were a good fighting pair. Hideki never seemed to get ruffled. He was a placid sea of cool.
“Tobias is trailing her now. She is going to her home.”
“I’m on my way. Tell Tobias I am going straight for her home. Follow her there but stay far enough back so she doesn’t notice him.”
“How would she notice one of us?”
“That woman is full of surprises.”


Chapter Eight
 
Jezzie sang along with her CD. The crooning of one of the sexiest men she’d ever seen filled her car. She’d had a thing for Phillip Phillips Jr. after watching him walk onto American Idol, and she’d been a big fan ever since. Was she the only one who loved that foot thing he did when he sang? Probably. There was something about someone’s voice sounding like sex. The man was absolutely ridiculous!
Not that she didn’t know a rather delicious man who could knock her socks off if he’d get his head out of his ass, but she was determined not to think about him!
So she continued down the road, waiting for her upcoming exit. Soon enough she’d be home and could curl up in her own bed with B.O.B. He didn’t argue. He didn’t run away. He always hit the right spot, and she could toss him away when she was done with him. Right now a battery-operated boyfriend sounded much better than a ragtag not-really mate. Taking her exit with a little more force than necessary, she put “Volcano” on repeat until she pulled up to her house. She’d forgotten that Andrzej’s animal soul had broken through her window to get to her. In the dusk of a new night it looked eerie. Everything was quiet. She had been so set on getting away that she hadn’t thought about the damn window or how open it left her house.
Slower now, some of her exuberance gone, she opened the door to her home and stepped inside. The smell of cigar smoke filled her lungs. Fear, undiluted, crept through her system. She knew that scent. Knew who they belonged to. Her body was frozen in the foyer of her home as a single lamp turned on. Rashaad sat in her recliner watching her. He had aged well, sickeningly enough. His superbly cut hair had perfect waves in them, and she could imagine he brushed his hair countless times until it was exactly how he wanted it. Rashaad had always been like that. He looked so much and yet not like the man she had known so many years before. The same chocolate eyes that she had thought so warm at one time watched her now with desire, malice, and confidence wrapped all into one. Framed by a healthy set of eyelashes and a slim nose over full lips, Rashaad was still a very attractive man. The bad boys always were. That was where the similarities to the old Rashaad ended.
He was in the money now. Armani was treating him well, if the Collezioni “Giorgio” suit was anything to go by. He sat in it comfortably. Like a man who knew if he needed to get another one he could, the same day, no need to stop at the bank or to think about it. He carried himself with the air of a man who everyone listened to and no one could stop. This was the man who held in his left hand, his trigger hand, he used to call it, a GLOCK Model 30 .45ACP. It saddened her that she remembered his gun. That she remembered cleaning it for him, just so he could beat her with it. She knew the look, feel, taste, smell, and sound of that weapon better then she thought she knew her own body at times. He had come for her, just as he’d said, and she’d walked right to him. She should have never left the safety of the Haus. She should have never argued with Zelina about her safety. No call was going to save her now. Zelina’s mates or others of her Clan would never make it in time. Still, out of habit, she fingered the buttons on her phone in her pocket and hit Send. At least Zelina would hear what was going to happen.
“You still do that silent-call thing to Z?” he asked her then, a crooked smile turning his features cold.
“What are you doing here?” She chose to ignore his question. She had no idea how he knew about the call to Z as that came later on in her life. Yeah, he followed her and kept an eye on her, but to know about her trick call to Z? The man had been stalking her. She’d only thought she was safe all this time. He could have taken her at any time, and she wouldn’t have been able to do a thing about it. She cursed her mother again for the addiction that was still affecting her child’s life.
“You know what I am doing here. I want Daddy’s girl to come back home where you belong. You can handle everything I can give you now. I’m not going to let all of my good training go to waste. But don’t worry about calling Zelina, among other things; the cell phone jammer in place won’t let you contact her.”
“I’m not going with you, Rashaad,” Jezzie said instead of responding to his taunt. Something he knew nothing about was her mated status. Her mate would feel something was wrong with her. No doubt as soon as he realized she was missing, he’d come after her. Right to her home. She believed in that, if nothing else. He’d be too mad that she disobeyed his order not to.
Ha! Take that. My stubbornness did something for me, she thought to herself, desperate to soothe her fraying nerves before an attack tried to take away her life.
“You are Jezebel, and you know it.”
“You can shoot me, beat me, whatever, but I am not leaving this house with you.” He stood and stalked to her, gun clicking off safety as he stepped. The sound was loud in the darkness.
“Ain’t that a bitch? You got a mouth on you. What, you think because you got away from me before, I’m going to let you do it again? You don’t think I’d have a little insurance? At least you got fire in you now. I like a little spirit in my woman. Makes the nights go by better.”
“You sick—”
“Ah, ah, ah. Watch your mouth. You’re supposed to be working on your swearing. Plus, it’s not ladylike, and I don’t like it.” She could hear the warning in his voice and immediately went quiet. She knew what that meant. If she kept it up, he would beat her on general principle—and she needed her wits about her.
Someone else took a step into the room when he finished speaking. Rashaad signaled with his hand behind him, and a wall seemed to move. She could only see his shadow at first behind Rashaad, but he was huge. There was something familiar about his gait. He moved with an ease that said he could kill and would do it. His steps were so silent if she hadn’t been looking at him she never would have thought he was in the room. Something about that was so very familiar. At least six foot seven, he stepped into the lit room, salt-and-pepper hair thick around his ears. He had chiseled features with slate-gray eyes and a thin mouth and nose. The only thing that marred his face was four deep furrows that spanned from his left temple to his right chin. Completely white, the scars looked like they pinched and pulled the skin tight at times. At the base of his throat, on the left-hand side, he had what looked like an infinity symbol, but one of the loops was left open with a dot inside the opposite loop.
“I don’t know him,” she whispered then. She didn’t know him. But something about his stillness called to her. She should know this man. She should know something. But the fear was eating at her. She was fighting just to breathe.
“But you will know her,” Rashaad said, a cruel smile on his face. Rashaad signaled again, and the man pulled a rope, and on the other end a woman limped and fell to the floor.
The natural, curly hair broke Jezzie’s heart. The shoulder she always cried on was bruised, and it bruised her soul. The lips that always yelled at her and loved her with equal measure were cracked and bleeding. She knew she was screaming inside, but no sound could come out. As the wind left her lungs, Jezzie unconsciously reached for the mark in her neck to soothe her pain. She hugged her hand around it and felt the pulse under her fingertips, and for a second it felt as if Andrzej was there. He was beside her, propping her up through her pain.
“She’s a mate, too. It seems someone has plucked that rose,” the unknown man said to Rashaad.
“She’s mine now. And when you skin the hide off his back, I’ll use it as our carpet in the bedroom. It’s irrelevant who went before. Only that I’m here now,” Rashaad replied, shrugging his shoulders and then briefly looking at the man beside him
“If she’s breeding?”
“Then I’ll give the mutt to you as promised.”
“Good. This one is breeding, and as she has two bites, she has two mates. Most likely she is having twins. If yours is breeding, too, then that will be three pups to have.”
“God, no. Please, God, no,” Jezzie whispered, her blood freezing as she watched Rashaad and the other man discuss their fates as if she and Zelina weren’t important. Through tears she looked up and found Zelina looking at her. Her sister. Her heart. Rashaad had taken her, too, and given her to this man. Suddenly, the conversation clicked and something made sense.
“Zealot,” she whispered, and Zelina nodded her head.


Chapter Nine
 
Something did not feel right. There was an ache inside Andrzej’s chest that he couldn’t assuage. All he could think about was that Jezzie had left. She’d run from him, and he was determined to get her back. He never quite understood what effect a mate would have on him. When he’d bitten her, he hadn’t lain with her. He hadn’t known the pleasures of her flesh. Now that he had, he needed to have her. He had to have her at his side. Nothing else mattered. He turned quickly and ran for the door. Tobias was still keeping watch on her, so she would be fine until he got there. When he did, they would finish what they started and she would never leave again.
“Gamma, we have a problem.” Hideki’s face showed an ounce of worry, and that froze Andrzej’s heart. Hideki never showed anything.
“What is it?”
“Your mate and the Lunar have been taken.”
“Son of a bitch.” He doubled his efforts, making a beeline for his Alpha and Beta’s door. He came to a screeching halt when Rion came storming out the door. It was in that moment that Andrzej could feel power leaking off of his Beta. He realized that Rion could have been Alpha to his own Clan if he chose and was Beta to his brother by choice. The added pleasure of a mate shared between them sweetened the pot. Andrzej had never seen his Beta so wild.
“Socha, there is something wrong with Z.” Andrzej now regretted not marking Jezzie with his seed. If he had, he would have been more connected with her to know something was wrong. He’d attributed the ache in his chest to missing her and not to trouble because of the weaker connection. He had made so many mistakes with his mate. Mistakes he intended to correct the minute he tore apart the person who took her.
“She has been taken with Jezzie, Rion.”
“She is hurt,” Rion said with certainty.
“Tobias called in that Zelina must have already been in the house because she didn’t come there after Jezzie. Two males, one white and one black, escorted them out of Jezzie’s home and into an armored vehicle. Both women were at gunpoint, and he feared moving in alone would have put one of them in danger. The black male had a cigar, the other a Zealot tattoo.”
“Rashaad came for her,” Andrzej hissed.
“Gamma, watashi no tomodachi,” Hideki said then, quietly. Hideki had called him his friend. Andrzej was happy he had a friend like him in his corner. “It was Soren. Tobias said that the Lunar is pregnant and Soren wants the children.”
“She’s going to have pups?” Quinn melted in from the darkness. His very stillness, such a part of him, marked how angered he was. Behind him was Zelina’s personal quartet of guard Shifters. He knew this because they bore an armband with a full moon on their arms. Quinn had not waited to gather her team. He was positive the Lunar would never again go anywhere without them.
“Brother,” Rion moaned, his head falling for a moment.
“We are going to be fathers, Rion. We will get our family back. That includes our sister Jezzie.”
“I will kill him this time, Alpha,” Andrzej promised.
“Pick one. You can’t have all of the fun. We are more than Clan now, Socha. We are family. Your mate is sister to ours, and, as such, you are our brother. We will get them back, and we will face the Zealots later. This will not be forgotten.”
“Alpha,” Andrzej said, his heart warming. He’d been alone so long, even among Clan. Now he was joining with his brothers to keep them all safe. All because of Jezzie. She was the glue that linked him to his family, and he would always be grateful to her for that. He would never again turn her away. He must have been out of his mind to have even tried.
“Is there any chance Jezzie is pregnant as well?” Quinn asked then.
“No, Alpha,” Andrzej answered, a part of him glad for the purpose. She would be in so much more danger because of it, but at the same time it reminded him he hadn’t done his duty as well. Still, if Soren thought she could be pregnant, then she would be safer in his care. They would want her alive for the pup.
“Hideki, call in the teams; we are going to get them now. Tell Tobias he did the right thing and to maintain a visual. He is our eyes.”
“Yes, Socha. I will prepare.”
Andrzej’s security comprised four teams. Alpha team was led by him, and they ran with the wolf more than anything but were vicious fighters when necessary. They also served as his extraction team. Bravo was led by Hideki, and its members drove the armored vehicles as well as maintained weapons, medical equipment, and changes of clothing for the Alpha team. They also acted as the communications unit for security. Charlie team ran in their human forms and acted as the snipers. Charlie team could find vantage points anywhere on a terrain, and Andrzej relied on them to keep his back covered and anyone from ambushing him. Delta team, which was also the largest, stayed with the Clan at all times for protection. Alpha, Bravo, and Charlie would blend into them when not on mission. It was a well-oiled machine he’d taken his time perfecting. He was glad for it. It meant everything to him now.
The Alpha and Beta followed him swiftly out the door, but he didn’t care if they did or not. He had to get to Jezzie, and that’s all that mattered. He had to save her from that bastard Rashaad. He wondered how she was doing. How she was dealing with her fear. It clenched his heart to think that she could be having an asthma attack even now and he wouldn’t be there to make it better. He glued a small radio to the side of his neck so that it would stay on after his shift so that he could hear Tobias’ directions.
I am coming, Jezzie. Hold on, baby. He hoped against all hope that his message got to her.
Andrzej shifted into his animal soul on a dime, and his knives and clothes hit the ground with dull thuds. He was sure Hideki would pick them up and he’d retrieve them when he got into position. Tobias’ voice sputtered over the radio, changing his direction here and there. His sense of smell was much better as the wolf; it was why Alpha team ran as the wolf. They could track much better that way, and move faster. The miles disappeared behind him as he ran. Ever closer to his mate. As they got closer to the town, they had to skirt around it for safety, eating up precious minutes, but he was coming. As civilization vanished around them into the open spaces of Texas he let his animal soul push forward more to double his speed.
Slowly he realized that he knew the territory that he was in. He knew where Soren was directing Rashaad to go, and his blood ran cold. While howling to signal to the others, he ran full-out, no longer needing Tobias’s words. He knew where they were taking the women. Soren so loved his compound. The same one that Andrzej had escaped so many years ago. It had taken him three years to open up to the Southern Clan after he’d run to them for asylum. In the beginning he only dealt with the Alpha and Beta. He’d never told a soul, save them, what he went through there. Even that had taken a direct order from his Alpha to happen. He was sure, after he had finished speaking, that they wished they had never asked, but it proved beneficial for them all. He had been given a chance to begin to heal, and they understood and bonded with him on a level few shared with him. Now that they were family, the bond was something he was grateful for. As the final line of forest before Soren’s compound came near, he stopped to let the others catch up. His Alpha and Beta were at his side in seconds. Z’s quartet was close behind. They shifted back to human form to coordinate.
“Location,” Andrzej barked into the radio at Hideki.
“A hundred feet on your six. Your clothes and knives are on the way. Charlie team is getting into position.”
“10-4.”
“You know where we are?” Quinn asked, his dark features making him barely discernible in the darkness. Rion, his blond twin, stood next to him.
“Yes. This is Soren’s compound.”
“The one you escaped from?” Rion questioned.
“Yes. Right after this line of trees is an open field about a quarter of a mile long. It then meets a twelve-foot cement wall surrounding it like a pentagon. At the five corners are guards in towers to snipe and then five rovers on the straightaways. Inside is the main building that is surrounded on the four sides by rovers sweeping constantly. His security inside is similar, with checkpoints. That is unless he’s beefed up after my escape. If I know him, he is keeping the women in the basement. It’s where he feels safest.”
“How the hell did you escape?” Sloane, one of the quartet, asked.
“Killed everyone in my path,” Andrzej responded.
“He was not himself then,” Hideki supplied over the radio, letting them know he was close. They turned just as he and the ten Shifters in Bravo came up. They took their clothes from the men and dressed. Andrzej was happy to have his knives once again.
“How do you want to do this, brother?” Quinn asked. It heartened him that they trusted him enough to take point on such an important mission, and it gave him more to be thankful to Jezzie for. He would make everything up to that woman the minute he had her back, he thought as he dressed, trying to get the best possible plan to get his mate saved. When it hit him, he smiled cruelly.
“This is how we are going to go in.”


Chapter Ten
 
“I have been remiss not to introduce myself. My name is Soren, and your friend and her whelps shall be mine for the foreseeable future. It is to be seen if I will be holding you for some time as well. You keep looking at my scars. As a human you should be afraid of them, and yet you whored yourself to a devil’s spawn.”
Jezzie ignored most of what he said. His name was Soren. That was why he seemed so familiar. Quinn had told her that a Zealot had killed Andrzej’s parents in front of him. That he had been raised among Zealots before he was able to get away. Andrzej then told her he left his mark on the man and would one day kill him. The man who took her was one and the same. She felt the anger well up inside of her. This man had destroyed the man Andrzej could have been. Destroyed the man who would have been happy to have her and love her the way she loved him. . . . Loved. She loved Andrzej, and she hadn’t known it until this moment.
She looked over at Z then. Her sister had passed out while they were in the car and had yet to revive. She hoped that she and the babies were all right. Rion, Quinn, and Z would never be the same if something ever happened to them. She would never forgive herself for putting her children in jeopardy by leaving the Haus without an escort. Jezzie didn’t wish that on her for all the world. She refocused on Soren and realized he was still spouting bullshit at her for lying with a devil’s spawn.
“I’m coming, Jezzie. Hold on, baby.” The words were faint, so faint she almost missed them. But when she heard them, her heart swelled in her chest. He knew she was in danger and was coming for her. Instantly her body relaxed. Andrzej would come for her. She had no doubt in him. She just needed to make it until he got her. Bring no unnecessary attention to her or cause problems. If Rion or Quinn had tried to contact Zelina, she knew they wouldn’t be able to get through with Z being unconscious.
“We’re going to do a blood test and then, if you are not breeding, you will be going with Rashaad. If you are breeding, you will stay here until you have delivered.”
“That wasn’t part of the plan, Soren. She comes with me tonight, after the test. If she is having that shit’s baby, you will have the baby delivered to you.”
“Most likely in pieces. Do not mistake my kindness for weakness. I helped you for my own agenda, just as I told you. I will have what I need before you.”
“She is mine.”
“Stick with the plan, or you will get nothing,” Soren said quietly. Jezzie knew that tone. She slowly snuck to Zelina’s side. If something were to happen, she would protect her sister, like she always had. She was going to be an auntie, and she was going to make sure those children survived. That’s what family was for.
“Is that a threat?” Rashaad questioned, his men standing up at his side. The three he had, Jezzie did not recognize from times before, but they were buttoned down with AK-47s and 9 mms on their sides. Soren, however, was not unprotected. He had two guards with him as well, and this compound was his. Rashaad was stupid for arguing.
“No threat. A promise. You couldn’t make it out of here if I didn’t want you to. Take the gift you are getting. As it is, she may not be breeding and you will get her anyway. Prepare her.” His two guards moved with purpose and yanked her from Zelina’s side. After lifting her struggling form they put her down on a freezing metal slab and strapped her wrists, head, elbows, hips, knees, and ankles to the metal. She could do nothing but wither against the straps. She felt the fear seize her chest. She couldn’t move. Couldn’t fight. They were going to take her. She couldn’t let them.
“She has asthma. She’s about to go out,” Rashaad said then. He would know. He had tortured her that way enough times.
“We are aware of her condition. That has been taken care of,” Soren replied. At the tilt of his head a nurse came in, quick and efficient, placing oxygen in her nose and a breathing treatment mask over her mouth.
“Breathe if you want to live,” was all she said before walking away. With blue eyes and graying hair the woman should have been warm and friendly. She was colder than ice, and Jezzie was terrified. She came back toward Jezzie with several color-coded tubes, an alcohol pad, cotton ball, BAND-AID®, and syringe. With little fanfare she cleaned the area on the inside of Jezzie’s elbow and punctured her vein with little care of how it felt. After she’d pulled enough blood out, she put on the BAND-AID® and then pushed blood into every tube until they were filled.
“Sir, give me about forty-five minutes for the pregnancy test. The rest I will get to you later.”
“Very well,” Soren answered, nodding at the retreating nurse. “Now, for a little fun. As it is your friend has two bites, we need to see if you do as well before we put you into your cell. I will do the honors of course.”
Jezzie froze as she watched Soren come toward her. On his way he took a knife away from one of his guards and came closer. Her heart went wild, but her lungs were clear. The oxygen kept her open and, for once, Jezzie wished it hadn’t.
“You are something to be greatly desired, even aside from your mark. Curvy where women today want to be like sticks. Such full, pouty lips,” he added, rubbing the point of the knife over her lips. He let it trail, touching every spot he complimented. “Such plump breasts. Did you let him touch you here?” With that he cut the fabric of her shirt away, grazing the blade against her skin and forcing her to expel her breath roughly. He continued downward, cutting the fabric from her body until it was left in shreds. “Remove the other one’s, but be careful; she has proven to have whelps forming.”
“No!” Jezzie jerked against the straps so violently the blade sliced over the edge of her forearm.
“Idiot!” Soren exclaimed, calling for the nurse again, but Jezzie didn’t care. Z was defenseless. She wasn’t even conscious. She couldn’t fight them. She could do nothing.
“Leave her alone!” she screeched again, oblivious to the nurse trying to work on her arm. Like a rising phoenix, Zelina suddenly came to life. Her scream was one of pure rage and power. She swung at one guard, throwing him away from her before reaching to grab the others. Quinn had told her that when a mate was completely connected with her mate, even as a human, it enhanced her lifespan and strength. Z was no longer completely human.
“Settle her! If she gets hurt, we will lose everything. Tranq her if you have to!” Soren yelled, bringing more men into the room. Z stood her ground, with her body heaving and sweating. She never stopped. Her gaze swung wildly until they fell on Jezzie. She angled herself toward her, struggling against the men to get to her sister.
“I am okay, Z. Stop before you hurt the babies,” Jezzie yelled over the ruckus, afraid for her friend when one man struck her in the chest with the butt of his gun, knocking her to the ground. In seconds she was shackled and pinned, her clothes shorn like Jezzie’s. They carried her gasping body over to Jezzie and lay her next to her. Jezzie knew the small kindness was only to soothe the pregnant woman. They wanted her children more than anything.
Andrzej! As cold fingers reached for them again, Jezzie let herself fall into her mind. She needed Andrzej. She was so very tired.


Chapter Eleven
 
Andrzej!
Andrzej ran harder. “They are calling for us,” he yelled over the radio. They’d decided not to go in quietly. It would take much too long. The snipers had taken out all ten guards roaming the perimeter walls. That allowed the teams, excluding Charlie, of about forty Shifters to rush the grounds. Hideki had infiltrated to the wall, planting explosives at every wall. From there they separated into five eight-man teams to go in at the weakened holes. There would be hell to pay for everyone in their way.
“Z is blocked again. I do not know what they are doing to her, but I cannot reach her. For a second I could, and all she could think of was getting to Jezzie and protecting her babies. She went black again after that.” Rion’s howl was so pain-filled it sounded like agony. Andrzej could not imagine how hard it was for the completely bonded trio with a new pregnancy. He could barely breathe now.
“We will save them,” he promised. After taking a breath, Andrzej tossed a knife, embedding it into a man’s throat to the hilt. He moved quickly, then leaned over to take the knife out and kept going, tossing another at another guard. Beside him Rion shifted into a half wolf and crunched at the head of a man trying to ambush them. Bullets whizzed past them as they continued in.
“Hideki, fade into the lower levels and clear them out. I need to get right down to the basement.”
“Hai. I’m on it now.”
“Tobias, pull in your team. I need the walls guarded. This can be our fortress if necessary.”
“On it, Gamma.”
“Push in,” Andrzej commanded, and they moved forward. As one team they closed in a tighter circle around the basement. Every inch put him closer to their goal. They broke into the home, tearing apart men as they went. He ignored the screams and the blood. He ignored the metallic taste in his mouth and the memories that were crowding in. He needed to get to Jezzie. He had to keep her safe. As the smell of death, destruction, gunpowder, and mortar permeated the air he sucked in the air that passed to find Jezzie. There. Under all of the darkness was her light. He followed it, ripping away anything in his way and even plowing through walls. Out of the corner of his eye he saw a man whose scent he knew. A scent that had taken Jezzie into a tailspin.
“Rashaad,” he growled. Roaring, he leapt at the firing man, ignoring the bullet that grazed his flank. Shifting in midair, he allowed his gaping jaws to search for Rashaad’s neck. Clamping down and digging at his chest and belly with his claws he held on as tightly as he could. His nails dug deep gouges into the screaming man’s body. He let go of his neck, shifting his face back to his human form.
“You should never have taken her. She is mine,” he growled. He shifted again and snapped at his neck, feeling the pleasure of shattering it between his teeth.
“We are going on, Andrzej. Come if you want your chance,” he heard Rion say above him. His Beta placed a calming hand on his neck and soothed him. Shifting slowly he spit muck from his mouth and followed his Beta into the basement.
Quinn was quivering at the door, all other movement lost. Rion walked up silently behind his brother and stopped. With a hidden hand he signaled for Andrzej to stay back. He took the signal, looking for a way to get in without going through the first door. He slipped around the corridor on silent feet and found a vent. He slipped inside of it and crawled toward a lit bottom vent. When he reached it he saw what stopped his Alpha and Beta cold. Soren had both of the women chained to a wall by their wrists, necks, and waists. In each of his hands he held a gun to the women’s heads, watching the Alpha and Beta with cold eyes.
“Twins, I see. So I assume you dogs are the bitch’s mate that’s breeding. Where is the last one’s mate? She does not seem as strong as the other. Her mate must be weaker, too.”
“Do you think it so, Soren of the Zealots?” Quinn asked.
“Ah, so my introductions don’t need to be made. As strong as your mate was when she awoke I believe you guys are higher up the food chain. It doesn’t matter. She will die before you can reach me.”
“Perhaps,” Rion said, poised to leap. Andrzej saw the signal and used it. He couldn’t think that he would fail any of them. He had to simply act; there was nothing else to do. He shot through the vent as fast as he could. Soren looked up at Andrzej, and, for a moment, his skin paled to ashen white and his hands dropped to his sides for long enough to allow Rion and Quinn to meet Andrzej in the middle.


Chapter Twelve
 
Jezzie watched Andrzej as he pulled off his clothing in his room. He hadn’t wanted to touch her covered in blood and flesh from his enemies. He’d waded through everything to get to her, and she loved him for it. Zelina was safe. The babies were safe. She was safe. And Andrzej had come for her. He kissed the top of her head softly, and then disappeared into his shower. It worked for her. She’d cleaned already, and she thought it was time that she showed him how much she wanted him. How open she was to having a relationship with him, with all the darkness and light that they could create. She wanted to show him she was his. He must have feelings for her. He would not have fought so hard to get to her if not. She had seen the viciousness that Rashaad was torn apart with. He’d let her see it when she wanted to make sure that she would never have to fear him again. She knew that the only way to unlock what he kept so close to his heart was to give herself. He was worth it.
Looking over at the right wall in his room she saw a larger door that led to nothing and guessed, with the control that her lover enjoyed, that he kept what he used away. She tiptoed over to it and opened it up. The well-oiled hinges made no sound. On the wall, bolted into the stone, was a St. Andrew’s Cross, complete with sterling steel cuffs for the wrists, ankles, and waist. Next to it was a selection of whips, collars, gags, and toys. Jezzie realized he was much more advanced than she had ever had. Yet she wasn’t afraid. She could feel her nipples hardening, her pussy clenching as she ran her hands over the toys. She touched a thick leather collar and took it off the wall. She clipped it around her neck, feeling its weight in more ways than one. At this moment Andrzej was Socha, her controller, her Dominant, her master. She would show him that she could please him.
With shaking hands she grasped a leash and latched it to the back of her collar and let the chain trail down her back. The coolness of the metal made goose bumps rise on her flesh. Then she grabbed a plug vibrator and his tube of lube. Licking her lips she spread the lube on the vibrator and then knelt near the bathroom door, legs spread, and pushed the plug into her pussy. One press sent a low hum through her body, and she groaned against it. Her clit stuck out of her hood, ready for a touch. Her nipples, so pretty and tan, waited for a mouth. This was what Socha meant to her. This was what loving him made her willing to do. Thinking of a scene she read in a book she had edited, she grasped her collar and didn’t let go. She spread her thighs farther until the plug was tight into her pussy and her thighs were shaking with the strain. She tilted her head back, eyes closed, and waited for him to exit the shower.
The water turned off, and the sliding door opened in the bathroom. Jezzie waited with bated breath. This would be the most vulnerable thing she had ever done in her life. Her body shook with desire as she heard the door open. She heard nothing. With her eyebrows clenched, she tried to hear something in the silence. Footsteps sounded around her body, and she held still. Hands threaded through her hair and straightened it down her back.
“Don’t pin it up again.”
“Yes, Socha.”
“Good girl. Spread your legs further. I can hear the vibration. Push your ass to the floor until the butt of the plug is forced tighter into your body by the floor.” She followed his orders, her legs straining. She bit her cheek against the sound that tried to escape. It felt as if the plug was rubbing against her G-spot.
“Wind your hips, make it feel good. You will not stop until I tell you. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Socha.” She thought of her favorite reggae song and winded her hips, trying hard to keep her butt as close to the floor as he commanded. His footsteps sounded around her again, and soft, buttery leather touched the crest of her ass.
“You are so beautiful. So priceless to me. It is a great gift to give over such control to someone, and I thank you for it. Lift up a little, but hold the pose.” The first lash of the whips touched the top of her ass. The second struck the underside. The third hit in the center. With precision and ease Socha spanked her over and over again. The fire spread from her ass to her clit and then upward. Her body felt so hot it was as if a heater had been put near her. Her nipples were aching, her lower back straining to maintain the motion, and she felt . . . free. She felt so free in his care. He would provide her pleasure, suck it from her. All she had to do was listen. She relaxed into it.
“Good girl. Now we can begin.” He gripped her leash. “On your feet. Don’t let go of the collar. Walk to the cross and stand before it, facing me. From now on you will no longer close your eyes when you come to me. You will see everything I am going to give to you.”
She did as he commanded, standing as carefully as she could and opening her eyes. She walked behind him to the cross, marking every one of his scars. She wanted to kiss them, trace each path. Her scarred warrior. Her Socha, who came for her. Her mate and lover for all time. He was hers. Her perfection. She stepped up to the cross and then turned around, awaiting instruction.
“Spread-eagle.” She did as ordered, and he locked her wrists, ankles, and waist in. He placed the whip back and picked up a thinner solid strap of leather. With his other hand he hit the vibrator’s button to the next speed. Her limbs tightened, as she tried hard to remain silent.
“Your pussy is so pretty. Let’s see if I can get you to scream and get punished.”
He smiled then. He struck with the leather in an upward motion, nudging the plug and hitting her throbbing clit. Her toes curled. He chuckled and then leaned forward and sucked a nipple into his mouth. Her head fell back, and she struggled to keep her eyes open. He sucked until his cheeks were hollowed out. The blows on her clit rained over and over again. It felt so good. She could feel the pleasure twisting and turning up in her belly. Moisture leaked from her pussy and down her thighs. This was pleasure. This man. This time. This place. He was hers.
“Ah, I should try harder, it seems.” He pulled away from her then and knelt. Warmth caressed her, and then the fire of his tongue was burning a trail up her thigh. He licked at her moisture and then sucked her clit into his mouth, then nipped on it.
“Socha!”
“Punishment,” he said then. He lifted his arm, never releasing his play on her clit. Each bite twisted her body closer and closer to climax. She wanted to come on his face. To make him shiny with her juices. To see him swallow it down and drink of her. She had never been so wild. When the leather dropped again, she ignored any command he gave her to remain quiet. She wanted the pain. Each slap of the leather stung across her nipples. The bite of pain, the pleasure of his sucking and biting mouth threw her closer and closer to the edge.
“Yes, Socha, make me come. Yes, Socha!”
“Noncompliant. Now that isn’t a very good slave.”
“Socha, you belong to me as well, don’t you know?” she asked then, tears coming to her eyes. He unlocked her ankles and stood slowly then, to look into her eyes.
“You are right. I am yours as much as you are mine. I command here because you want me to. I know this.” He gripped her knees, lifting them for her. “Still, the punishment is mine to give.” With that he slammed into her pussy, his piercings and ribbed flesh throwing her into overdrive. He pushed into her harder and harder, skirting pain with each stroke.
“Take it. Take it all.”
Jezzie clinched her hands, wanting desperately to touch him, to taste him, or to hold him. Anything to bring him closer. Her body could do nothing but accept his movements. She needed it as much as he.
“Don’t stop,” she whispered.
“Not this time,” he promised, and his mouth crashed into hers. It was not pretty. It was not soft. Theirs was a need for fire upon fire. His tongue roamed the cavern of her mouth, dueling with hers. She turned her head, wanting him closer, sucking his tongue into her mouth and milking it. He pushed into her pussy harder and faster, each stroke sending her heart faster, her clit tighter, and her body into the stars.
“Yes! There! Oh my God, ohmygodohmygodohmygod!” He pushed harder, placing his hands on the wall flat behind her, forcing her knees higher. He dipped his knees slightly to get a better angle and slammed upward.
“Follow me, mate. Follow me.” He bit his mark again, clamping down as he rammed one last time, and she flew into the stars. She could feel his flesh pulsing as his come bathed her insides. A lock seemed to fall away from her mind, and she didn’t know where Socha began and she ended. Memories and visions from both of their lives flashed in front of her, almost too fast to see, but her mind grabbed every essence of it. Somehow she understood.
“Jezzie,” she heard in her mind, much stronger than it ever was before. Before her eyes a small child she knew must have been Socha stared with dead eyes as a woman died before him. Soren, unscarred, carried him away. The years and the trials flashed, and she saw everything. She knew, too, that he must have been seeing everything she had ever gone through. Tears leaked from her eyes. What a bond mates had.
“I am here. I love you, Socha. I will always be here.”
“I love you, mate—more than you will ever know,” he groaned. Her body seemed to fall away from the cross. She hadn’t even realized that Socha had released her. She wrapped around him, unwilling to let him go.
“We are mates in every sense. We will never be separated again.”
“This is our family, Socha. We have our brothers and sisters. We will be uncle and aunt soon. We have a life here. We will never be the children we were before.”
“Destiny is never wrong, my love.” He touched her face as he spoke, rubbing away her tears with each touch. “You are priceless to me in a world of darkness. It was all I knew. You changed that.”
“Socha, you saved me as well. Do not forget that. You saved all of us tonight,” Jezzie whispered then, taking his mouth softly. “Now,” she said, then smiled, “come burn me again.”
“You like playing with fire.”
“Always and forever.”
 
 
The End
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