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 When her feet hit
the floor, the devil says “Oh shit, she’s up.”

Highly Qualified

Mae
Hamilton

Scarlett
Taylor leads a very chaotic life. One that has hardened her heart
to everything the Pack stands for. In her line of work, she doesn’t
have room for mercy. She runs a highly trained group of top-notch
shifter protectors. When she takes her team to Good Hope, she ends
up butting heads with the Pack’s security team. This time she’s
earning every penny she charges.

Logan
Anderson is best friends with a big Bear. He protects his Alpha and
his pack from the moment he hit puberty. In comes a woman so sharp
and deadly that he finds himself dodging her barb wires more than
once. Worst of all, the Lone Wolf turned Pack finds the last thing
he ever wanted to. His Mate.






Warning: If you
are easily intimidated by a tough-as-nails heroine that has long
since belonged to a Pack, a Hero that has just a tad too much
testosterone in his blood for his life to be normal, and a whole
lot of hunting that takes place in and out of the
bedroom… then this book is not for
you.
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Dedication






To my
Mom,

Thanks for
telling me to get my ass in gear.

I might be a
procrastinator but when it comes to remembering those little things
you did for me. I have no problem remembering.






You have more
patience then you will ever know.

And even though
we yell and fight I know it’s because we care.

I will always
love you.
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Prologue

 Scarlett Taylor held
her head high while dealing with her Pack Elders. She was a true
Alpha, born and raised. Her father was an Alpha, and her fathers’
father before him had been the Alpha. She had a small family for a
Canine, but her mother had complications during childbirth. Scar’s
father didn’t want to risk his Mate to have any more pups, no
matter how much she had wanted a big family.

That left Scar as an only child, she didn’t mind. She had more
cousins than she could shake a stick at, and she had done just that
on more than one occasion. Besides, she would always have the Pack.
Her Pack. Her kin, in her mind, and they were one hell
of a wild ride. But that wild ride ended all too
quickly.

In the course of one twenty-four-hour period, Scar lost
everything in her life. The normal sixteen-year-old Coywolf had her
own worries. She was learning from her father, and
her arranged Mate’s father, how to run the biggest Pack in the
South.

The
secret, they had taught her, was about the friendship between an
Alpha and their Pack members. A Pack was the same as family, and no
one could choose their family. Learning to deal with what you were
handed was high on Scar’s training schedule. Expect the unexpected,
but never accept it.

Scar’s
father had gone out hunting early with three of the Packs deadliest
predators. They were in charge of killing enough meat for the Pack
BBQ they shared on every full moon. But something had gone horribly
wrong, and the Predators had cornered and killed their Alpha. Her
Alpha. Her Father.

Sam Taylor, her father, the Pack Alpha was murdered by members
of his own Pack. For what? Nothing.
That was only the beginning to a horrible day.
Once the three sneaky, slimy, no-good-for-nothing Wolves had
finished with her father, they came back and started in on
her mother.

Sara Taylor, her mother, was the sweetest, most respected
female any Wolf could Mate. She cooked, she cleaned, and she made
life worth living. The three Wolves that had murdered her father
had come home to the Alpha’s house to find Scar’s mother at home,
alone. Like any typical Coyote, she was always friendly to
family.

Sara had greeted them with a smile, made them lunch and as
they were heading out the door, she smelled blood on them.
Her Mate’s blood. When
questioned, they turned on her. At first, they tortured her till
she couldn’t scream anymore, then they took turns raping
her.

They
didn’t kill her, but she didn’t have the will to live after that.
Once she found out her Mate had died, she took her own life like
all Coyotes did when they lost the thing that meant the most to
them. They were wily creatures when alive. When they didn’t have
anything to live for, when all their humanity was lost, they did
the respectable thing and died quietly.

Scar hadn’t been home, she had been visiting the
Jackson Pack in Good Hope. Only a couple of towns over in the
Alabama State line, but far enough to miss the whole event.
Blissfully unaware of the morning’s event, the Hybrid drove home in
a Pack vehicle singing to the Southern Rock that blasted from her
speakers.

The
moment she drove up the laneway Adam, her father’s Second, was
there to break the news to her. The ice in Scar’s blood ran deep,
she wanted to go into her den and never come out. She wanted
revenge for her loss, but she held back her tears like any Alpha
should. She petitioned the Council and the Elders to take over the
Pack.

Adam had stood next to her. He was faithful to both her and
her father all his life. He promised the Council he would help her
until she was older. They took his word as a vow and pushed for
her immediate takeover. All she had to do was sit and wait
patiently for the orders to come through.

The Elders were trying to pull strings in her direction. The
problem was simple. She was a lone female, with no Mate, and no
pups. Which wouldn’t normally affect the Elders decision, but she
had the H-word on her side. Hybrid.
She was a Mutt, and although she was
strong and smart, they saw her mixed blood as a weakness. Even
though she had more than enough training to run the Pack, it didn’t
belong to her. It never would.

Pack rule number one was the first lesson you learned in the
Shifter Verse. You keep what you kill. The eldest of the Wolves who
murdered her father had earned the right to govern a
Taylor Pack. A Wolf Pack he had no idea what to do with. He would
run it into the ground or force everyone to go
crazy.

Hank
Taylor, her cousin, had claimed the final blow on Scar’s father.
His friends backed up his story that it had been a fair fight, that
they had challenged the position for Alpha and won. Scar had been
to the kill zone. She had seen her father’s body… or what was left
of it. Her father was strong and smart. He would never have lost to
someone like Hank Taylor.

The
Council had offered a curt apology and quickly dismissed her from
their sight. Scar felt no better about what life had dealt her. She
wanted revenge. Revenge for her father, revenge for her mother, and
revenge for her Pack.

Her mind raced. If she killed the new Alpha, she would become
an Outsider. She would have no Pack, no family, and no one to turn
to. As good as the Jackson Pack was to her, there was nothing they
could do for her now. She only had one logical option. She wouldn’t
stay, she couldn’t. It reminded her of what she lost, the life she
had worked so hard for.

“Scar, they’ll kill you if you stay. You’re too strong to
submit to anyone besides your daddy. Hell, even then he almost had
to force you to show your neck.” Adam smiled at the memory of his
best friend, his thick southern accent made him seem more charming
than he really was. “He came to me every night at dinner with the
same smirk on his face, he was proud of you baby girl.”

Scar couldn’t help but look at Adam like the doting Uncle she
had come to love and trust. The thought that he actually
cared about
her safety touched her heart. She knew she
would be okay alone, but she wanted to make sure Adam knew how much
he had meant to both her and her family.

“Adam, you already know what I’m going to do.” She spoke
solemnly. She knew in her heart that she could not leave the three
crazed lunatics in charge of her Pack. “I want you to take over as
Alpha.” She leveled her eyes to his so he could see how serious she
was.

“Scarlett, you can’t just...”

“I can do whatever the hell I want to. You’re not the boss of
me.” She let a smile slip through the hurt that surrounded her
world, cutting him off. It wasn’t fake, but it held a coldness she
couldn’t shake from her bones.

Adam shook his head at the little Coywolf he had a hand in
raising. On more than one night Adam had been the perfect
babysitter while her parents had gone out on one of their
runs. His deep brown eyes
turned sensitive, but she didn’t want him to start getting teary
eyed. She would never live it down if she were the one that made
the grumpiest Wolf cry over her.

“You’ll always be family Scar, even if you aren’t Pack.” Adam
blubbered as he came towards her with a speed she never expected
from the big Wolf, wrapping his arms around her in a tight hug. She
had seen pictures of him when he was in his youth, but he had
filled out more than she expected him to over the years.

He would
be alright. They all would.


Chapter One

 Scar came awake at the
sound of ringing. She reached out, her eyes not even open yet to
hit the alarm. When the ringing didn’t go off, she pounded her fist
down on her alarm and heard the telltale snap of plastic. What a
perfect start to her day.

She grumbled into her pillow, stuffing her face deeper into
the softness of it. The ringing still persisted. With a strong tug,
she pulled her alarm from the wall and threw it across the room.
With a loud crash of destruction, she listened for anything else to
annoy her. It was silent.

She
rolled over, satisfied at the silence as she half opened her eyes.
It was still dark out, pitch black inside her one-bedroom
apartment. She had just gotten to sleep a little over an hour ago.
She needed more sleep, at least until the sun came up. Then she
would proceed with her morning ritual, a hot shower and a fresh
gallon of coffee to start her hellish day.

The blissfulness of silence only lasted a moment before the
ringing started again, this time though, she recognized the sound.
Her phone vibrated and rang on her nightstand. She struggled,
exhausted from her previous night and still fully clothed. All she
had wanted when she walked into her quiet apartment was to go to
sleep. She was more than exhausted. She had worked security detail
for a Pack of Hyena’s. They loved their late
night parties,
and everyone knew those Hyenas started more shit
than they could handle.

She picked up her phone, not recognizing the number that
showed on her screen. Her cell phone didn’t get telemarketer calls
after she installed the phone company a new security system. No one
but her teammates knew her number, and they were all fast
asleep. Hopefully.
She really didn’t want to bail anyone out of jail,
again. She answered it
with a gruff mumble that even she didn’t recognize. She hoped it
was a hello, but it sounded more like a fuck off grunt to her than anything
else.

“Scar? Damn girl, you sound sexy with a hoarse voice.” The very
male, appreciative voice caught her attention. She would recognize
that voice anywhere, hell… she had grown up with that deep voice
barking in her ear.

“Aaron?” She asked, confused for just a moment. “Good Lord, you
sound like your daddy.” She couldn’t help but smile at the memories
from her younger days. Her memories turned to the one day she had
long tried to forget.

All the
blood, her body had taken quite a beating from the three Wolves
that killed her father. Once she was finished, she ran, as far and
as fast as she could. She had a messed up past, and it brought her
to a group of people that she loved more than she ever thought she
could love again. She would do anything to protect her new family.
That made her thoughts turn back to the Jackson Pack, a Pack that
she had always thought of as family.

The silence greeted her. Her mind cleared from the sleep
deprivation she had endured as she remembered about Aaron’s
parents. They had been Moon Mated a process that linked two
Shifters together. The only thing about Moon Mating was if one of
the pair
died, their Mate dropped dead within the
hour.

“Sorry to hear.” She spoke softly, remembering only good
thoughts about Bubba Rae and Mary Beth Jackson. She’d been at the
funeral, well… sort of. She’d been hiding behind a tree the
whole time,
but she saw everyone from the Jackson Pack
again.

“I heard you had a little business going for the Shifters.”
Aaron changed the topic quickly before it could bring up even more
bad memories. She had lived with those memories. Obviously, they
were a new feeling for him to overcome.

She
didn’t know what he was getting at. Honestly, she hated talking
about it over the phone. So she gave a reassuring grunt, which
Aaron obviously took as a yes. As Scar pulled her long legs out
from under the sheets, which had tangled around her from the
nightmare she had been reliving, Aaron let out a long sigh. She
could hear how much weight that sigh carried, it was full of
relief.

“Great, I need you to come. I’ll pay you top dollar.” Aaron
said far too cheerfully, as Scar rubbed the base of her neck with
her free hand. She hated when things like this came up. Over the
last few years,
more and more of her friends were calling for
help.

It never worked out for Scar, and it was giving
her one hell of a headache in the process. She had rules, not to
mix business and family. She didn’t want anyone to get the better
of her. In her line of work, she needed to be ready if something
happened to her clients. She worked hard to build up her name
again, it didn’t need to be dragged through the mud.

“Listen, Aaron…” She started with a sigh. She was surprised
Aaron Jackson, meanest Alpha Wolf in all of Alabama, was calling
her. “I can’t. I’ll put some calls in. Pull some strings,
if I have to, you’ll get
the best guys there...”

“Scarlett, I don’t trust anyone
else with my Pack. That’s why I’m calling you.”
Aaron’s voice turned deadly serious as he cut her off before she
could explain. She could tell he was stressed out from whatever he
was dealing with. He was grasping for something that he didn’t
have. “I need you here.”

Scar felt
her heart break at the thought of letting one of her best and
oldest friends down. It wasn’t like they were still in touch. She
couldn’t figure out how he would have even gotten her number. She
could only guess which one of her team members had given out her
personal cell phone number to a sexy voice so early in the
morning.

It was the southern drawl, she grinned, remembering all too
quickly about the famous southern drawl. She had trained that
accent out of her voice after a few years. She would never fall for
that southern drawl again. It only meant trouble. Every time a man
smiled, giving a girl one of those gloriously sinful
howdy’s or a just as
dangerous darlin’,
there was only one lesson to learn from the whole ordeal.
Run. Run away and never
go back.

There had been a time when she had been close to one of those
men with a sweet southern drawl. Aaron, who still held the same
southern accent every man from the South did. Gravelly voices that
always sounded like they were the perfect gentlemen. Nice enough to
everyone, but nice wasn’t cutting it in her books. Aaron, and his
father’s Pack. His Pack
she assumed, had always been extremely nice to
her. That was a time when Scar watched the future Alpha growl out
a semi-polite
question to his mother about something he needed help with. That
had been after he had gotten good and frustrated trying to do
something by himself.

That was
the southern charm most men held. Too stubborn to ask for help, but
short wicked when it came to their temper. She would hate herself
in the morning at what was running through her mind. She would
blame it on the sleep deprivation if anyone questioned her. Or
maybe she was just a sucker for that Southern drawl.

“Let me see what I can arrange Jackson, I’ll see what I can do
for you.” Scar sighed, hanging up the phone as she dropped it on
the bed beside her. She didn’t want to go back home. She was home.
Alabama wasn’t her home anymore, she liked it in Louisiana. There
were things she still hadn’t come to terms with back home that kept
her across the bordering state line.

Her team
would be her support, her friends, and her family. She wanted to
prove to everyone that she was a grown woman. That ten years had
been a long time where she had gotten her life together, started
her own business, and figured things out.

Instead,
she had a passport full of stamps, in which were places she did
nothing but cause trouble. She had been a crazy lone Coywolf,
exploring the world, and left her mark where ever she went. Some
places still couldn’t even say her name from the damage she had
caused.

Her mind
was telling her that this was one of the biggest mistakes she was
ever going to make. Yet, she couldn’t deny her friend anything. He
had saved her life when they were little, always the Alpha male of
the school yard, willing to protect her from the outside
world.

She couldn’t go home alone. Back to Pack Wars and
facing everyone
she had ever known. She needed help, and she knew
one woman who was crazy enough to push her through all the madness
and directly to the problem. She would go back to Alabama, and she
would solve whatever problem they had. Then, she would come home
and laugh about it. That was a good plan. She just had to prove to
everyone that she wasn’t crazy.

She looked at her phone, picking it up and speed dialing the
one voice she trusted more than her own. She listened to the phone
ringing, then the line went dead. She thought Ada had cut
her off,
but she could hear grumbling and
cursing.

“WHAT!?” Ada growled, and Scar sighed.
She smiled at the voice, knowing life would be okay as she closed
her eyes. Panic and regret were starting to set in quickly. What
had she done? She didn’t want to go back to being that scared
little pup again. She was bigger than that. She stepped into the
middle of fights she had no stake in. She knew how to spot a fake
drivers license with a flash of her light. She was not some lowly
Outcast anymore. She just needed a voice of reason, someone who
would help her keep her head.

Adalyn
Dell was Scar’s Second in the team. She trusted her at her back
with a butcher’s knife. She had picked Ada up while she was at a
zoo. The Dell Pack never did accept Ada after her mother died
giving birth to her, so she ran. Like Scar, Ada ran from her
family, her home, and loved to stay in Lion form for days if not
weeks on end. The only difference was that Ada had done it before
her tenth birthday. A Lioness running around Louisianan looked a
little strange, so they caught Ada and tagged her for the zoo. She
spent more than six years of her life amongst full lions
there.

Scar knew
the moment she saw Ada that she didn’t belong. It was the way she
looked at people. She would rather starve after she killed someone,
leaving their rotting carcasses to decay rather than eat them. The
look in her eyes was heartbreaking to Scar, her motherly nature
coming out in an instance at the sight of a creature's soul
dying.

It had taken Scar over a year to get under Ada’s
skin. Once she did, she felt a connection to the Lion stronger than
sisterhood. They were two souls living very different lives. They
were different though. Enemies to most, but that didn’t bother
Scar. She could trust Ada like she could trust her
subconscious.

“What would you say if I said we should make a stop in Good
Hope on the way back from the convention?” Scar asked as sweetly as
she could, knowing her ears were going to bleed after those words
sunk into Ada’s sleepy brain.

“I would have to say…” Ada started calmly, which was never a
good thing. “That it’s five o’clock in the
fucking morning! I just got to sleep five minutes ago, and already
you’re pestering the shit out of me!” Ada
didn’t bother to bite back the roar that escaped her throat before
the phone line went to a dial tone.

Scar couldn’t help but smile. Not the response
Scar had expected, but the tone was the same. Staring at the blank
screen in amusement didn’t last long, it rang seconds later.
Scar smiled, not even looking at the screen to see who it
was. Answering the
phone, with a bright smile plastered
on Scar’s
face, and a cheery tone in her voice was the best she could muster at
that moment.

“You’ve reached Scar, she’s not in at the moment, please
leave your...”

“Good Hope, as in Alabama!
You better have a damn good explanation for this
or else I’m coming over to slit your throat Red!” Ada
yelled although the venom was gone in her voice this time. Red, Scar
smiled. Whenever Ada was really concerned about her, she always
referred to her as Red. A term that captured her name as well as her Coywolf. She
was part Red Wolf, the smallest of the Wolf population, but you
would never know it by looking at her. Her six-two height was the
biggest she had seen amongst all the Red Wolf females she had met,
but Red Wolves were small compared to their other Wolf
cousins.

She
really didn’t want to argue over the phone. She needed to feel the
love and support Ada would give her about facing her past and going
home. Her inner self-laughed. She had never seen Ada give love and
support to anyone. Nope, all she would get would be a swift kick in
the ass from Ada. She needed a little more support to make it
through even thinking about going back to Alabama.

“Just get the girls together, the original, I don’t want anyone
to know how fucked up I already am.” She sighed trying not to think
about what it would be like to go back for the first time in ten
years. She was actually, a little, excited.


Scar led
her team into the main hall of the Jackson Pack’s home in Good
Hope, Alabama. The Southern State was filled with cowboys, farms,
and a whole lot of Pack problems that seemed to be getting a touch
out of hand lately.

She
didn’t care which side of the Pack War she worked on. All she cared
about was that her, and her team, were getting paid. The highest
employer in all of Alabama was the Jackson Pack. The Alpha was
known only by reputation. His daddy had once been the fiercest Wolf
who lived in all of the southern states, and Aaron had kept up that
reputation.

As
legends went, it was said that the original Jackson had hunted down
his Mate two states over and forced her to Mate him. The marks she
showed from his attacks were used as an example when raising the
pups, to show them where the line was between the human side of
themselves and the animal side they kept on a constant leash.
Honestly, she never remembered hearing any complaints about a woman
being hunted down by her Mate before.

Scar,
with her team flanking behind her, walked through the halls with
calm, long strides. She only traveled with the original four, the
first and strongest Outcasts she had ever met. All women, but
stronger that any Pack, Pride, or Clan when put together. She had
witnessed enough treachery and murder within a Pack to never want
to join another. The four women behind her were her team. They were
Protectors to the core and did everything they could to earn their
pay. They were good at keeping a Pack safe, it was what they were
trained to do. Together, they were an unstoppable force.

She didn’t demand answers when she found them. She had a bad
enough past for all of them, and it didn’t stop her. She had
lived too long to start dredging up her past. It was the quickest
way to get a lesson in forgetting. It was easier not to think about
it than relive it daily.

Her Doc
Marten’s pounded against the polished marble flooring, which almost
gleamed her reflection back at her. She hated people with money,
but that’s all that could afford them. She wasn’t saying she was
the best protection a Pack could buy. But she was definitely on the
top ten list. High on the top ten list.

She
slowed, approaching the Alpha and his Council. As a unit, her team
dropped to one knee in front of the Alpha bowing their heads to
show respect. With a reputation like the little blood-born Alpha
was carrying on his shoulders she didn’t anticipate him to expect
anything less.

Aaron
Jackson expected the best of the best, friend or not, her deserved
it. As did all the Packs she had protected over the years. She had
single headedly stopped Pack Wars, wiped out Rogue Packs that were
out to expose all the Shifters to the World, and killed when
necessary.

Her
reddish-brown hair fell around her shoulders as she dropped her
head. She waited in that position for the count of three, then she
stood to her full height. She hated to be vulnerable, she had the
scars to prove she had fought her fair share of outnumbered fights.
She stood silently, finally looking at the Alpha and his Council.
As outsiders of a Pack, Scar was very careful to prove her team was
there to work.

The Alpha
was tall, strong, and just as handsome as his father had been.
Aaron Jackson stood with his arms crossed over his bare chest. His
perfectly tanned skin said he spent a lot of time naked in the
Southern sun. With a property as big as the Jackson’s owned she
suspected he didn’t have any curious neighbors within walking
distance.

“Scarlett Taylor.” Aaron bowed his head for only a second to
acknowledge her. He smirked slightly, his eyes calculating all of
them. It was written all over his face that he didn’t think they
could do anything about his little problem. Not that he had wanted
to discuss it over the phone.

From what
Scar understood, a neighboring Pack was giving threats and
snatching up some of Jackson’s property. The Jackson Pack wasn’t
what it had once used to be. They had ample amounts of men and
Elders, but not enough Mates to repopulate their dwindling Pack.
That was what her research had concluded. She hadn’t wanted to walk
in blind, but knowing the facts didn’t always help when walking
into Pack problems.

Aaron was
only a year older than Scar, and he loved the fact that he was
older. But the twenty-eight-year-old Wolf looked more like he was
pushing forty. His shaggy Wolf hair was always messy, making him
look like he just dragged his lazy ass out of bed. The Wolf had a
perfect physic that would make women drool, no matter what breed
they were. It was the bags under his eyes that gave him away. His
lifeless eyes staring and only a small smile crossed his
lips.

The three
Council members stood beside Aaron like they were his equals. Aaron
had embraced the typical values any Wolf Pack shared but took them
to the next step. He picked three of his best and most trusted,
members to help him run his Pack. Scar looked the men over
carefully, recognizing one right off the bat.

The six
foot four Grey Wolf with dark brown hair had been like any other
Jackson Wolf she had grown up around. It was his bright blue eyes
that gave the Wolf away. The whole time she grew up there had only
been one Wolf to have those eyes in school. Cooper Jackson,
Irish-Russian descendant, and an amazingly sweet and heartfelt
Wolf. He looked twice as wide as she had remembered him, but still
wore the lopsided grin he always gave her.

The man
beside him stood at seven-two, a hell of a lot bigger than any Wolf
she had ever seen. She quickly sized him up, realizing he wasn’t a
Wolf at all. He was a Bear. How did a Bear become Pack? He had to
easily be pushing three hundred pounds of sheer muscle and power,
she didn’t want to get on his bad side. His deep brown eyes gave
away the blank stare he was giving her. He was calculating
everything around him with scrutinizing eyes, and at the moment he
was focussed on the Lioness beside her. His light brown hair worn
less than finger length, the tattoos over the skin she could see
around his t-shirt were intricate, delicate, and way too tempting
to run her tongue along.

The man on the left was a couple inches taller than Aaron, at
six-eight the men easily made her feel like a midget. He was as
wide as any linebacker and had more than enough testosterone
pumping through him than two men would use. His pitch black hair
was kept short and messy, and his soul-searching golden yellow eyes
stared directly at Scar. It made her feel uneasy that she was open
to such soul-searching eyes. She hardened
herself to his eyes, cutting off the threatening growl that started
to form in her throat. She turned away from him, turning her eyes
back on Aaron.

Even so,
she watched his body tense as he leaned in a little closer to his
Alpha. He didn’t look like any Grey Wolf she could remember. Grey
Wolves were usually pretty friendly with other Pack animals, but he
looked more like a Black Wolf. A species of Wolves that were far
more aggressive, protective, and much bigger than most other Wolf
species. They would die to protect what they loved, that included
the Pack. No personality what so ever was what she had found when
dealing with Black Wolves in the past.

“This is my assessment team. Adalyn Dell, my second. Gabriella
Harrison, my tracker. Keira Williams, my best shooter. And Sienna
Mathers, my computer technician and base operator.” Scar introduced
her team members quickly. She pointed them out, and until asked a
direct question from the Alpha they would stand quietly around
him.

“Dell? As in Pride?” Aaron inquired, turning his eyes on Ada.
Her mother had once been Pride Alpha. When she died giving birth
to Ada,
all bets were off. Ada had been Outcast before she
could control her Shifting, which was not safe for any
Shifter.

Ada cut back the smart-ass response that she gave every
low life that questioned about her heritage. With a deadly
glare, she raised her eyes to Aaron. She raised that
eyebrow and gave a slight smirk she always wore whenever she dealt
with men who were starting to piss her off. She was thinking over
her response, trying to reign in her attitude.

“Once upon a time.” Ada let her soothing silky voice slide over
everyone. She had the perfect singing voice, but in all the years
Scar had known her the cat hadn’t sung a note. Ada had watched her
sister die before her eyes. Ada had run from her family as a child
when her older sister had tried to bring her back into the Pride.
They had killed her for the presumption. Prides were fierce,
they used men like playthings and sent them packing. They
treated Cubs
no different.

“I don’t deal with any Pride members.” Aaron growled, Scar
heard enough of the badgering. He hired them, she was there
as a favor,
they didn’t show up on his doorstep.
Scar let out her own growl, one that silenced the Alpha and made the
Black Wolf come forward towards her with long strides.

“You hired us. You wanted the best, here we stand. If you
think your own security can do better, by all means, pay us our
travel fees,
and we will gladly go home.” Scar’s calm voice did
nothing to hide the fact that she was on the verge of screaming
from her rage.

With long strides, the most powerful member of the Council
walked up to her. He towered over her by almost a half a foot, but
she didn’t feel the least bit intimidated. He was more than twice
her width and outweighed her by almost a hundred
pounds. He was pure muscle, his gold eyes almost glowing from the
anger he harbored. He must have a little cat in
him somewhere
because she had only seen eyes like that on big
cats.

He had on loose fitting jeans that looked like they had seen
better days. His dark faded ACDC shirt looked like he’d had it
since he was a teenager, it was stretched and ripped out of shape.
His big feet were topped off with a pair of biker boots. A
sharp jaw line
and high cheekbones made him look like he was
always snarling.

He stared at her, silently. Said nothing, just grit his teeth
and glared. It was a little unnerving. Scar looked up
at him, putting her hands on her hips as she raised an eyebrow at
his presence. She had learned that eyebrow raise from Ada, not that
she’d admit it.

“What’s he going to do, hump my leg?” Scar pushed past him to
get away from his daunting presence and closer to Aaron. Before she
got three steps away, he slid in front of her again,
keeping her stationary. He moved with nearly no noise for such a
big guy. Everything
except his breathing. She could probably
hear his slow, deep breathing from a couple miles away.

Aaron
just chuckled to himself, finally giving up on his Alpha attitude.
He walked towards them, grabbing the big Wolf on the shoulder and
pulled him back. Shaking his head, Aaron gave Scar a little smile.
No teeth, but still friendly enough to say he wasn’t mad at her for
snapping at him about Ada Dell.

“Meet Logan Anderson, head of my security. He’ll be working
with you while you’re here. If you need anything, let
him know,
and he will gladly make arrangements for you.”
Aaron smirked, letting out a deep breath as he walked past all of
them towards the back door that lead out onto the Jackson property.
No doubt to go for a nice long run. “Ladies.” He gave a devilish
smirk at the girls behind her before leaving the room.

Logan
stood there even after Aaron left, those creepy gold eyes staring.
Scar finally let out a sigh as the Council physically relaxed now
that their Alpha was gone. All except for Logan Anderson who was
doing nothing but breathing on her heavily like a psycho
killer.

“Scar, how you doin’?” Cooper smiled, walking up to her on the
opposite side of Logan. He kept his space, unlike the Black Wolf
who was in her personal bubble. She hated people so close to her,
she was having trouble focusing on anything besides pushing him
away.

“How’s your sister Coop? Still getting into the chicken pens?”
She couldn’t help but smile at the thought of one of her best
friends from her early years. She didn’t have a lot of close
friends as a Hybrid, but she would have called Piper Jackson one of
her best friends all through her public and high school years. She
was looking forward to catching up with her again.

“She’s running our parents bar, probably still sleepin’.” He
shrugged one shoulder as that information settled on Scar. She had
always expected Cooper to take over his parent’s bar in town, they
made some of the best burgers in town. With that, Cooper took off
at a jog the same way his Alpha had gone.

The Bear, who Scar still didn’t understand how
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