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  DEDICATION


For the ones who ran with us from the first howl to the darkest hunt, you’re the heartbeat under every chapter, the reason the pack never broke, never bowed, never stopped tearing its way forward. 
If you’re holding this book, then you already know: once you run with wolves, you don’t walk anywhere ever again.
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  PROLOGUE


Three hundred years have passed since the Fearless Six and their women tore themselves apart to save every realm that still dared to breathe. 
Three centuries since wolves became myths, since their names were swallowed by time, since the world forgot the night the sky cracked open and the pack chose separation over annihilation.
But time is a poor eraser, and legends, true legends, never stay buried.
Wolf, once the fiercest of the Six, has lived more lifetimes than any creature should. Just like the others. He has worn new faces, new names, new sins. He has watched empires rise like wildfire and crumble into dust. He has loved, lost, and loved again, though none of it ever touched the place inside him carved by the woman he once called his mate.
Immortality did not soften him. It sharpened him.
Because he remembered the vow they all made the night they scattered:
If the darkness returns, so will we.
For centuries, the world slept under a fragile peace. Magic dimmed. Monsters hid. The old prophecies quieted.
Until now.
Wolf feels it first; a tremor beneath the skin of the world, a pulse in the ley lines, a whisper in the wind that tastes like ash and memory.
The darkness they once defeated is stirring again. Older. Hungrier. Smarter. And across the world, the others feel it too. Wolf, the one who leads by instinct and fury.
Six‑Gun, whose rage once split mountains and whose aim never missed.
Ace, the Seer whose visions carved the future.
Orion, the Silent One who killed shadows with shadows.
Thunder, the Wild One whose laughter could summon storms.
Young‑Gun, the Lone Wolf who defied fate itself.
And the women, gods, the women, the heart of the pack, the fire behind every victory, the reason the Six ever became more than beasts.
They have lived entire human lifetimes since the parting. They have built worlds of their own. They have forgotten the shape of the men they once loved… but not the bond. Never the bond.
Now, as the veil thins and the first scream of the coming war echoes through the realms, Wolf lifts his head to the blood-red horizon.
His bones remember. His magic remembers. His soul remembers.
It is time. Not for who they were; but for who centuries have forged them into. Stronger. Stranger. Marked by loss. Made by love. Bound by destiny.
The final battle between good and evil has begun and with a voice that once commanded armies, gods, and monsters alike, Wolf sends the call that will shake every realm awake:
“Pack… return to me.”






  
  CHAPTER 1


Logan hadn’t meant to stay in Mapleford. 
It was supposed to be a pause. One more temporary stop in a long line of temporary lives. But the town had a way of settling around him. Quiet streets. Predictable rhythms. A place where people waved at strangers and believed the world was exactly as ordinary as it looked.
After centuries of drifting, that kind of stillness could feel like mercy.
He lived on the edge of town, where the houses thinned and the trails cut through long stretches of trees. It gave him space to run when the wolf in him grew restless, and space to think when the man in him grew tired. He worked enough to blend in, spoke little, and let the world assume he was just another solitary soul who preferred silence.
But Mapleford wasn’t home. It couldn’t be. Not while she was still missing.
His mate. His soul‑tie. The one bond even time couldn’t sever.
The separation had scattered all of them, each of the Six forced into different corners of the realms, each carrying their own burden, their own grief. Logan had survived it the only way he knew how: by moving. By refusing to let roots take hold. By pretending the ache in his chest was something he could outrun. He couldn’t.
Every lifetime he lived, every face he wore, every city he passed through—she was the constant. The absence that shaped him. The promise he hadn’t kept.
He didn’t know where she was now.
Only that she was alive. Only that the bond, faint as a breath, still tugged at him in the quiet hours.
Mapleford had given him a place to rest, but it had never dulled that pull. If anything, the stillness made it sharper. Some nights he felt it like a thread tightening beneath his ribs, urging him onward. Other nights it was a whisper, soft and stubborn, reminding him that wolves didn’t get to forget their other half.
He would find her. He had to. But for now, he waited, watching the horizon, listening to the world, sensing the shift he knew was coming. Something old was stirring, and when it rose, it would drag every buried truth back into the light. Including hers. Including his and when that happened, Mapleford would no longer be quiet.
For all the ways Mapleford felt too small for him, there was one thing in this town that fit him perfectly.
Beowolf Security.
His company.
His creation.
His way of keeping the world in check while he searched for the one person who could steady him.
Most people assumed Beowolf Security had risen fast because Logan was smart, disciplined, and relentless. Those things were true, but they weren’t the reason it became the most dominant security agency in the country. The truth was simpler: Logan built it the way wolves built anything; by protecting what mattered and destroying anything that threatened it.
Beowolf handled everything from high‑risk extractions to corporate protection to the kind of off‑the‑books operations governments pretended not to know about. When other agencies failed, when law enforcement hit a wall, when billionaires panicked, when politicians whispered about “a situation”, they called him.
And he always answered.
His team was the best because he trained them himself. Veterans. Specialists. People who understood discipline, loyalty, and silence. They didn’t know what he was, not fully, but they knew enough to follow him without hesitation. They’d seen him walk into situations no human should survive and come out steady, unshaken, eyes sharp as a blade.
Beowolf’s headquarters sat on the north side of Mapleford, a sleek, modern fortress disguised as a corporate office. Glass, steel, reinforced everything. The kind of place that looked expensive because it was. The kind of place that made enemies think twice.
Inside, the walls hummed with tech, surveillance feeds, encrypted comms, and the quiet efficiency of people who understood that their boss didn’t tolerate mistakes. Logan ran it with the same precision he used to run with his pack centuries ago; swift, decisive, unyielding.
But even with all its power, all its reach, all its influence… Beowolf couldn’t find her. Not yet.
He’d used every resource, every contact, every whisper of information. He’d tracked rumors, followed threads, chased shadows. But the bond—faint, stubborn, alive—kept pulling him in circles, as if she were just out of reach.
Some days he wondered if she was hiding. Other days he wondered if someone was hiding her.
Either way, he would find her.
He wasn’t built to fail his mate.
And lately… the bond had begun to stir. Not enough to guide him. Not enough to follow. But enough to make the wolf inside him lift its head and listen.
Something was shifting. Something was waking.
Logan stood in the quiet of his office, the city lights of Mapleford glowing below him, and felt it again, a flicker under his ribs, a pulse that didn’t belong to him.
His soul‑tie. Alive. Reaching. Calling.
He closed his eyes, breathed deep, and let the truth settle through him like a storm rolling in.
She was closer than she had been in centuries, and when he found her, nothing; no enemy, no realm, no force, would keep them apart again.
The operations floor of Beowolf Security was never loud. It didn’t need to be. The hum of servers, the soft clatter of keyboards, the low murmur of analysts trading intel—those sounds were the heartbeat of the building. Controlled. Precise. Efficient.
Just the way Logan demanded.
He stepped out of his office and the shift was immediate. Conversations thinned. Postures straightened. Eyes sharpened. Not out of fear—though there was some of that—but out of instinct. His presence changed the air, and everyone felt it.
“Boss on deck,” someone muttered under their breath.
Logan ignored it. He always did.
To his team, he was a legend wrapped in a man’s shape. They didn’t know the truth, but they knew enough: he saw things before they happened, moved like he’d been trained by ghosts, and made decisions with the kind of certainty that came from surviving more than any human should.
He walked the floor, scanning the screens as he passed. His people pretended not to watch him, but they always did.
“Morning, sir,” said Mara, one of his senior analysts. She was sharp, unflinching, and one of the few who dared meet his eyes directly.
“Status?” Logan asked.
“Quiet,” she said. “Almost too quiet.”
A corner of his mouth lifted. She wasn’t wrong.
Behind him, two newer recruits whispered.
“That’s him,” one said. “The Logan.”
“Thought he’d be taller,” the other murmured.
“He is,” the first whispered back. “You just don’t realize it until he looks at you.”
Logan heard every word, but he didn’t react. He never did. Let them speculate. Let them build their own myths. It kept them sharp.
He paused beside the tactical planning table where his field leads were reviewing a recent extraction. They straightened immediately.
“Everything good?” Logan asked.
“Better than good,” said Rafe, his second-in-command. “Team moved clean. No casualties. No loose ends.”
“Good,” Logan said. “Keep it that way.”
Rafe nodded, but his eyes lingered on Logan a moment longer than necessary. Respect. Loyalty, and something else, an unspoken understanding that their boss was carrying a weight none of them could name because they all felt it, even if they didn’t understand it.
A shift in the air.
A tension in the world.
A storm building somewhere just out of sight.
Logan felt it strongest, a pull beneath his ribs that had nothing to do with Beowolf and everything to do with the bond he’d been chasing for centuries.
His mate. His soul‑tie. Closer than she had ever been.
Rafe cleared his throat. “You expecting trouble?”
Logan’s gaze drifted toward the windows, toward the city beyond them, toward the horizon that had been whispering to him for days.
“Yes,” he said quietly. “And when it comes, we’ll be ready.”
His team exchanged glances—alert, focused, bracing themselves without even knowing why.
Because that was the thing about Beowolf Security: They didn’t just follow Logan. They trusted him. They believed in him.
Some of them would die for him, and none of them had any idea that the storm he sensed wasn’t coming for the country. Not yet.
First, it was coming for him.
Logan’s house sat at the edge of Mapleford like it had been dropped there by accident, quiet street, wide yard, the kind of place meant for someone who believed in rest. He didn’t. Not really. But he’d learned to mimic the shape of a life, and this house was part of that illusion.
He stepped inside, locking the door behind him out of habit rather than need. The lights were low, warm, steady. Human. He’d chosen them on purpose. Wolves didn’t need brightness to see, but he’d found that soft light made the silence feel less like a weight and more like a choice.
He shrugged off his jacket, draping it over the back of the couch. The living room was neat—too neat, some would say. Everything in its place. Everything controlled. The only sign of life was the faint scent of cedar and the stack of files on the coffee table, each one stamped with the Beowolf Security insignia.
He ignored them.
For tonight, he was supposed to unwind. Like that was ever possible.
Logan moved into the kitchen, opened the fridge, and stared at the contents as if something inside might surprise him. It didn’t. He grabbed a bottle of water, twisted the cap, and leaned against the counter, letting the coolness settle into his palm.
The house was quiet. Too quiet.
He could hear the distant hum of traffic, the rustle of wind through the trees, the heartbeat of the world outside. But beneath it all, beneath the layers of Mapleford’s calm, he felt the tug again—soft, insistent, threading through his chest like a reminder he couldn’t ignore.
A thread tugged at him from somewhere beyond the horizon, delicate, ancient, unbroken. It pulled with the unmistakable gravity of the one woman fate had carved for him.
He closed his eyes, letting the sensation wash over him. It wasn’t painful. It wasn’t pleasant either. It was simply… there. A truth he carried, a promise he hadn’t fulfilled.
He pushed off the counter and walked to the back door, stepping out onto the porch. The night air was cool, sharp, threaded with the scent of pine and distant rain. He inhaled deeply, letting the wolf inside him stretch, listening for anything out of place.
Nothing and yet everything.
He sat on the porch steps, elbows resting on his knees, a glass of Cream Bourbon dangling loosely from his fingers. The yard stretched out before him, dark and still. A perfect place for someone who wanted peace.
He didn’t want peace. He wanted her.
He’d built Beowolf Security to keep the world in order, but he’d built this life, this house, this quiet, this routine to keep himself from unraveling while he searched. Some nights it worked. Tonight it didn’t.
The bond pulsed again, faint but unmistakable.
Logan exhaled slowly, a low sound rumbling in his chest. Not a growl. Not quite. Just the wolf reminding him that stillness was temporary. That fate was shifting. That the world was moving toward something he could no longer outrun.
He lifted his head, eyes narrowing toward the horizon.
She was out there and the night felt like a promise.






  
  CHAPTER 2


The moment Maya stepped off the plane, the air hit her like a wall; thick, humid, and carrying the faint scent of jet fuel and something else she couldn’t name. Something old. Something wrong. 
“Welcome to Indiana,” she muttered under her breath, adjusting the strap of her carry‑on as she moved into the terminal.
Behind her, Allyson practically bounced down the jet bridge, her hair sticking to her face like it was trying to escape the climate.
“Oh my god,” Allyson groaned dramatically, fanning herself with a brochure she’d stolen from the seat pocket. “Why does the air feel like soup? Is this normal? Is this what the Midwest is? Just… wet?”
Maya didn’t smile, but the corner of her mouth twitched. “It’s summer. Humidity happens.”
“Humidity shouldn’t feel like a punishment,” Allyson insisted, catching up to her. “This is my personal hell.”
Maya didn’t say it out loud, but she agreed.
She’d taken jobs in worse places. War zones, corporate boardrooms, political negotiations that made war zones look friendly, but something about this assignment felt different. Heavy. Like the air itself was pressing against her ribs.
She chalked it up to nerves.
New job. New city. New expectations, and Beowolf Security wasn’t exactly known for being warm and welcoming. She’d read the files. She knew their reputation. She knew what kind of people they hired, and she knew exactly how they would see her.
A civilian. A negotiator. A wildcard. Someone who didn’t belong.
Allyson looped her arm through Maya’s as they walked. “Okay, so tell me again why you agreed to this? Because from where I’m standing, this looks like the beginning of a horror movie.”
“It’s a job,” Maya said simply.
“A job,” Allyson repeated, unconvinced. “With the most secretive, elite, borderline‑mythical security agency in the country. Totally normal.”
Maya didn’t respond. She didn’t have a good answer anyway.
The truth was… she didn’t know why she’d said yes.
The offer had come out of nowhere, a liaison position with Beowolf Security, of all places. She’d assumed it was a mistake. She was a negotiator, not a soldier. She handled tense boardrooms, not extraction missions. She talked people down from metaphorical ledges, not literal ones. But the moment she’d read the email, something in her chest had tightened.
A pull. A whisper. A sense of inevitability she couldn’t explain.
She’d ignored it, of course. She always ignored things she couldn’t explain.
Now, standing in the middle of the Mapleford Regional Airport, she felt it again, a faint tug beneath her ribs, like a thread being pulled taut. She pressed a hand to her sternum, frowning.
“You okay?” Allyson asked, noticing immediately.
“Fine,” Maya lied. “Just tired.”
Allyson didn’t believe her, but she let it go. “Well, tired or not, we need caffeine. And maybe a map. And possibly a priest.”
Maya blinked. “A priest?”
“I’ve been reading about the urban legends here,” Allyson said, lowering her voice like the walls might be listening. “This place is weird, Maya. Like… weird, weird. Disappearances, sightings, old folklore that predates the state itself. And don’t even get me started on the ley lines…”
“Ley lines aren’t real.”
Allyson gasped. “You take that back.”
Maya didn’t. She kept walking. But the truth was… something about the word ley lines made her stomach twist. She ignored that too.
They reached the baggage claim, and Allyson immediately launched into a rant about the carousel being too slow, too loud, too everything. Maya tuned her out, scanning the crowd instead.
Old habit. Negotiators learned to read a room before they ever stepped into it.
Families reunited.
Business travelers checked watches.
A toddler screamed like he was being murdered.
A man in a suit argued with someone on the phone.
A woman dropped her coffee and swore loudly.
Normal. Ordinary. Human. So why did she feel like something was watching her?
Her gaze drifted toward the far end of the terminal, where a group of men in dark uniforms stood near the exit. They weren’t airport security. They weren’t police. Their posture was too sharp, their attention too focused.
Beowolf Security.
She recognized the insignia on their jackets, the stylized wolf’s head, silver against black.
Her stomach tightened. They were here for her.
Allyson followed her gaze and whistled softly. “Well. They look friendly.”
“They’re not,” Maya said quietly.
“How do you know?”
“I read the files.”
Allyson snorted. “You read everything.”
“Someone has to.”
The men didn’t approach. They simply watched her, assessing, measuring, deciding what kind of threat she might be.
She lifted her chin. Let them look.
She’d spent her entire career walking into rooms where she wasn’t wanted. She could handle a few judgmental stares.
Her suitcase finally appeared on the carousel, and she grabbed it, rolling it behind her as she headed toward the exit.
Allyson trailed after her. “So, what’s the plan?”
“Meet the team,” Maya said. “Get settled. Start work tomorrow.”
“And try not to die,” Allyson added cheerfully.
Maya didn’t laugh because for the first time since accepting the job, she wasn’t entirely sure Allyson was joking.
The men in black jackets didn’t move as Maya and Allyson approached the exit. They simply watched, their expressions unreadable, their posture too controlled to be casual. Beowolf Security didn’t do casual. Everything about them was deliberate.
Maya kept her stride even, her chin lifted, her expression neutral. She’d learned long ago that the best way to handle people who underestimated her was to let them. Underestimation was leverage. Underestimation was power.
Allyson, on the other hand, slowed to a near‑stop.
“Okay,” she whispered, “I know you said they weren’t friendly, but I didn’t realize you meant statues carved from pure intimidation unfriendly.”
“Don’t stare,” Maya murmured.
“I’m not staring,” Allyson lied, staring directly at them. “I’m observing.”
“Same thing.”
“No, staring is rude. Observing is academic.”
Maya didn’t bother arguing. Allyson could justify anything if she tried hard enough. One of the men stepped forward as they reached the sliding doors. He was tall, broad‑shouldered, with a 
jawline sharp enough to cut glass. His eyes flicked over Maya, assessing her in a single sweep.
“Maya Carter?” he asked.
“Yes.”
“I’m Rourke. Transport for Beowolf Security.” His gaze shifted to Allyson. “And… guest?”
“Allyson Pierce,” she said brightly, sticking out her hand. “Professor of Ancient History at Stonemoor University. I’m here to study the urban legends of Indiana.”
Rourke stared at her hand like it was a foreign object. He didn’t shake it.
Allyson slowly lowered it. “Right. Not a handshake crowd. Got it.”
Rourke turned back to Maya. “We’ll take you to headquarters. Your orientation starts in the morning.”
“Orientation?” Allyson whispered. “Like a college campus tour but with guns?”
Maya shot her a look. “Not helping.”
Rourke gestured toward the exit. “This way.”
They followed him outside, where a black SUV waited at the curb. The windows were tinted so dark Maya couldn’t see inside. Of course they were. Beowolf Security didn’t do transparency either.
Rourke opened the back door for them. “Carter, you sit behind me. Professor, you sit behind Cole.”
“Who’s Cole?” Allyson asked.
The passenger door opened, and another man stepped out. He was younger than Rourke, but no less imposing. His expression was flat, unreadable, and he didn’t bother introducing himself.
Allyson blinked. “Oh. That’s Cole.”
Maya slid into the SUV, Allyson climbing in beside her. The doors shut with a heavy thud, sealing them into a cocoon of leather seats and cold air conditioning.
The engine rumbled to life.
Rourke glanced at Maya in the rearview mirror. “We were told you’d be arriving alone.”
“I wasn’t aware that was a requirement,” Maya said.
“It’s not,” he replied. “Just unexpected.”
Allyson leaned forward between the seats. “Hi. Yes. Unexpected is kind of my brand.”
Cole didn’t turn around. “Sit back, Professor.”
Allyson sat back immediately. “Okay. Rude.”
Maya hid a smile.
The SUV pulled away from the airport, merging onto the highway. Mapleford stretched out around them, a mix of suburban sprawl, commercial strips, and pockets of dense trees that looked older than the town itself.
Allyson pressed her face to the window. “This place is adorable. Like a Hallmark movie but with more corn.”
Maya didn’t respond. She was too busy watching the landscape blur past, feeling that strange tug in her chest again. It wasn’t painful. It wasn’t even strong. Just… present. Like a whisper brushing against her ribs.
She pressed a hand to her sternum again.
Rourke noticed. “You sick?”
“No,” Maya said quickly. “Just adjusting to the humidity.”
Cole snorted softly. “Humidity doesn’t make people grab their chest.”
Maya’s jaw tightened. “I’m fine.”
Rourke didn’t push, but his eyes lingered on her in the mirror a moment too long.
Allyson, oblivious to the tension, pointed out the window. “Is that the mall? Oh my god, it’s huge. Maya, look. They have a carousel inside. I love it here already.”
Maya didn’t look. She was too aware of the men in the front seats watching her, judging her, deciding whether she was worth the trouble.
She knew what they saw. A civilian. A negotiator.
A woman with no combat training, no military background, no tactical experience. Someone who didn’t belong in their world. Someone who might get in the way. Someone untrustworthy.
She’d seen that look before, in boardrooms, in crisis meetings, in every room where she’d been the only one without a badge or a weapon.
She’d learned to live with it.
But something about the way these men looked at her felt different. Sharper. Like they weren’t just questioning her competence; they were questioning her presence, as if she were a threat.
The SUV turned off the main road, heading toward a cluster of modern buildings surrounded by tall fencing and security checkpoints. Beowolf Headquarters rose ahead of them, sleek, imposing, and unmistakably fortified.
Allyson let out a low whistle. “Wow. This place looks like the Pentagon and a tech startup had a very intense baby.”
Maya swallowed hard. This was her new workplace. Her new life. Her new beginning. So why did it feel like she was stepping into something she wasn’t meant to survive?
The SUV slowed at the gate. Guards scanned their IDs, checked the vehicle, and waved them through.
Rourke parked in front of the main entrance and turned in his seat. “Carter, you’ll meet with Director Hale in the morning. Until then, you’re free to settle in.”
“Director Hale?” Maya asked.
“Your supervisor,” Rourke said. “He’ll explain your role.”
“And Logan?” Allyson asked before she could stop herself.
Both men froze.
Rourke’s expression didn’t change, but something in the air did, a subtle shift, like the temperature dropped a degree.
Cole turned slowly, his eyes narrowing. “Who told you that name?”
Allyson blinked. “No one. I just… I read the company roster. He’s the founder, right?”
Rourke’s jaw tightened. “You won’t be meeting him.”
Maya frowned. “Why not?”
“Because he doesn’t meet with civilians,” Rourke said. “Ever.”
A strange chill slid down Maya’s spine.
She didn’t know why the name Logan made her stomach twist. She didn’t know why the air felt heavier. She didn’t know why her pulse picked up. She didn’t know him. She didn’t remember him. But something inside her reacted anyway.
Allyson nudged her. “You okay?”
Maya forced a breath. “Yeah. Just tired.”
Rourke opened the door. “Let’s get you inside.”
Maya stepped out of the SUV, the weight of the building looming over her.
She had no idea that the moment she crossed that threshold, her entire world would begin to unravel.
Somewhere deep inside Beowolf Security, Logan felt the bond shift, sharp, sudden, undeniable. His soul‑tie had arrived.
The lobby of Beowolf Security felt nothing like the outside of the building. Outside, it was all steel and intimidation. Inside, it was quiet. Too quiet. The kind of quiet that made Maya’s instincts prickle.
The floors were polished concrete, the walls lined with screens displaying rotating security feeds, maps, and encrypted data she couldn’t begin to decipher. Everything smelled faintly of metal and ozone, like the air had been scrubbed clean of anything human.
Allyson stepped in behind her and whispered, “This place feels like NASA and a bunker had a baby.”
Maya didn’t disagree.
Rourke led them toward the front desk, where a woman in a dark suit looked up from her tablet. Her expression didn’t change when she saw Maya. No smile, no welcome, just a cool once‑over that said civilian louder than words ever could.
“Carter,” the woman said. “You’re checked in. Your badge will be issued in the morning.” Her gaze flicked to Allyson. “The professor will need a visitor pass.”
Allyson beamed. “I love passes. They make me feel important.” The woman did not beam back.
Rourke cleared his throat. “I’ll take them to housing.”
Housing. Right.
Maya had been told she’d be staying in one of the on‑site apartments until she found a place of her own. She hadn’t realized “on‑site” meant inside the fortress.
They followed Rourke down a long hallway lined with glass offices. People inside paused to look at her. Some curious, some skeptical, some openly unimpressed. Maya felt each stare like a pinprick.
Allyson leaned close. “Wow. They’re really giving you the ‘who let the civilian in’ look.”
“I noticed.”
“You’d think they’d be nicer. You’re their new liaison.”
“No,” Maya said quietly. “I’m their new problem.”
Rourke stopped at an elevator and pressed the button. “They’re assessing you,” he said without turning around. “That’s what we do here.”
“Assess or judge?” Maya asked.
“Both.”
The elevator doors slid open. They stepped inside.
As it rose, Maya felt that strange tug in her chest again, sharper this time, like a thread pulling taut. She pressed a hand to her sternum, breath catching.
Allyson noticed immediately. “Maya…”
“I’m fine.”
She wasn’t. Something was wrong. Or waking.
The elevator opened onto a quieter floor, residential, with soft lighting and carpeted halls. Rourke led them to a door marked 3C.
“This is you,” he said. “Professor, you’re next door.”
Allyson clapped her hands. “We’re neighbors! This is adorable.”
Rourke ignored her. “Carter, Director Hale will meet you at 0800. Don’t be late.”
He turned to leave but paused. “And one more thing.”
Maya met his eyes.
“Don’t wander tonight. Certain areas are restricted.”
“Restricted how?” she asked.
“Restricted as in… don’t.” Then he walked away.
Allyson exhaled. “Well. He’s fun.”
Maya unlocked her door and stepped inside. The apartment was clean, modern, impersonal. A temporary life in a temporary space but the moment she crossed the threshold, the tug in her chest flared, sharp, electric, undeniable. 
She gripped the doorframe, breath stuttering.
“Maya?” Allyson asked, alarmed.
Maya forced a steady inhale. “Just tired.” But she wasn’t tired. 
Something was calling to her.
Something she didn’t remember. Something she didn’t understand, and somewhere deep in the building, Logan felt it too.






  
  CHAPTER 3


Maya woke with the distinct feeling that she’d been fighting something in her sleep. 
Her sheets were twisted around her legs, her pillow was on the floor, and her heart was pounding like she’d run a marathon. For a moment she lay still, staring at the ceiling of the unfamiliar apartment, trying to remember what she’d dreamed.
Nothing came. Just a lingering sense of being chased.
She exhaled slowly, rubbing her hands over her face. “Great start,” she muttered. “First night on the job and I’m already losing it.”
A knock sounded on the adjoining door.
“Maya?” Allyson’s voice drifted through, muffled but bright. “Are you alive? Because I made coffee and it smells like burnt sadness, but it’s technically drinkable.”
Maya groaned and swung her legs out of bed. “One second.”
She pulled on jeans and a clean shirt, ran a hand through her blonde hair, and opened the door between their apartments.
Allyson stood there holding two mismatched mugs and wearing an oversized Stonemoor University sweatshirt. Her hair was a chaotic mess, and she looked far too awake for someone who’d flown across the country yesterday.
“You look like you wrestled a ghost,” Allyson said cheerfully, handing her a mug.
“Feels like it,” Maya admitted, taking a sip. She winced. “What did you do to this?”
“Science.”
“It tastes like regret.”
“Regret is a flavor profile,” Allyson insisted.
Maya shook her head, but the banter helped. It grounded her. Made the strange heaviness in her chest feel less suffocating.
They sat at the small table in Maya’s kitchenette, sipping the world’s worst coffee while the morning sun filtered through the blinds.
“So,” Allyson said, tucking her legs under her. “Big day. Meeting the director of the most intimidating security agency in the country. No pressure.”
Maya stared into her mug. “I’m not sure they want me here.”
“Of course they do. They hired you.”
“People hire negotiators when they want someone to fix a mess,” Maya said quietly. “Not when they want someone to belong.”
Allyson’s expression softened. “Hey. You’re good at what you do. Better than good. They’ll figure that out.”
Maya didn’t respond. She wasn’t convinced, because the truth was… she didn’t feel like she belonged here. Not in this building. Not in this job. Not in this town that felt too quiet and too loud at the same time, and definitely not in the strange pull beneath her ribs that had kept her awake half the night.
She pushed the thought away. “We should go. I don’t want to be late.”
“Right,” Allyson said, hopping up. “Let’s go meet the wolves.”
“Don’t call them that.”
“I’m calling them that.”
Maya sighed.
The elevator ride to the administrative floor was silent except for the soft hum of machinery. Maya smoothed her shirt, trying to look composed. Allyson hummed under her breath, completely unbothered.
When the doors opened, they stepped into a hallway lined with glass offices and framed commendations. Everything smelled faintly of disinfectant and expensive technology.
A woman in a charcoal suit approached them. “Maya Carter?”
“Yes.”
“I’m Assistant Director Rowan. Director Hale is expecting you.” Her gaze flicked to Allyson. “And the professor?”
“Here for research,” Allyson said, waving. “Urban legends. Folklore. Spooky stuff.”
Rowan blinked once. “Right. This way.”
She led them to a large office with floor‑to‑ceiling windows overlooking the training grounds. Inside, a man in his fifties stood behind a sleek desk, reviewing a tablet.
“Director Hale,” Rowan announced. “Ms. Carter and Professor Pierce.”
Hale looked up.
His eyes were sharp. Calculating. The kind of eyes that saw everything and judged half of it.
“Maya Carter,” he said, stepping forward to shake her hand. “Welcome to Beowolf Security.” His grip was firm. Controlled. Testing.
“Thank you for having me,” Maya said.
He nodded once, then turned to Allyson. “Professor.”
“Hi,” Allyson chirped. “I promise not to touch anything important.”
Hale didn’t smile. “Everything here is important.”
Allyson’s smile faltered. “Right. Noted.”
Hale gestured for them to sit. “Ms. Carter, your role here is unique. You’re not military. You’re not law enforcement. You’re not one of us.”
Maya stiffened.
“But” Hale continued, “your negotiation record is exceptional. You de‑escalate situations most people can’t walk into. You read people well. You see angles others miss. That’s why you’re here.”
Maya nodded slowly. “I understand.”
“I hope you do,” Hale said. “Because some of my staff don’t agree with your hiring.”
Allyson bristled. “Why? Because she’s not one of your soldiers?”
“Because she’s unpredictable,” Hale corrected. “And unpredictability is dangerous.”
Maya held his gaze. “Then let me prove I’m not a liability.”
Hale studied her for a long moment. “We’ll see.” Before he could continue, his tablet chimed.
He glanced at it then froze.
Rowan leaned in. “Sir?”
Hale’s jaw tightened. “He wants a meeting.”
“Who?” Maya asked.
Hale looked at her, expression unreadable.
“Logan.”
Allyson’s eyes widened. “The Logan?”
Hale ignored her. His attention was fixed on Maya.
“He doesn’t meet with civilians,” he said. “Ever.”
Maya’s pulse kicked.
“Why me?” she asked.
Hale didn’t answer because he didn’t know. Because no one knew. Except one man and he was already on his way.
The room went still. Not quiet. Still. Like the air itself paused to listen.
Maya didn’t know who Logan was beyond a name on a roster and a reputation that read more like myth than biography. But the way Director Hale’s expression shifted; controlled, but undeniably tense told her everything she needed to know. This wasn’t normal. This wasn’t expected. This wasn’t good.
Hale set the tablet down with deliberate care. “He’ll meet you in Conference Room Three.”
Maya blinked. “Now?”
“Yes.”
“But I thought you said…”
“I did,” Hale cut in. “Logan doesn’t meet with civilians. He doesn’t meet with new hires. He doesn’t meet with anyone unless he chooses to.”
Allyson leaned forward. “So… he chose her.”
Hale’s jaw tightened. “Apparently.”
Maya felt that strange tug beneath her ribs again; sharp, insistent, like a hand closing around an invisible thread. She pressed her palm to her sternum, trying to steady her breathing.
Hale noticed. “Are you ill?”
“No,” Maya said quickly. “Just… overwhelmed.”
“Understandable,” Hale said, though his tone suggested he didn’t understand anything about her. “Rowan will escort you.”
Allyson stood. “I’m coming too.”
“No,” Hale said. “This meeting is private.”
Allyson opened her mouth to argue, but Maya touched her arm. “It’s fine. I’ll be okay.”
Allyson didn’t look convinced. “Text me the second you’re done.”
“I will.”
Rowan gestured toward the door. “Ms. Carter.”
Maya followed her out, her pulse thudding in her ears. The hallway felt longer than before, the lights too bright, the air too thin. Every step made the tug in her chest tighten, like she was walking toward something she’d forgotten but her body remembered.
Rowan stopped outside a glass‑walled conference room. “He’ll be here shortly. Wait inside.” Maya stepped in.
The room was minimalist, long table, sleek chairs, a wall of screens displaying muted security feeds. The glass walls made her feel exposed, like she was on display. She sat at the table, clasping her hands to
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