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        Chapter One

      

      

      

      Xayla

      Feeling his penis sliding into me is exactly what I need. His hot member surging through as I claim his body with mine, the long deep strokes allowing my stress to fall away like yesterday’s old news. Sex is always a sure way to relax…and unleash.

      His hips start to move faster and harder, and I throw my head back onto the bed, moaning with pleasure. My need to dominate is high tonight. I flip us over, taking control, focused only on riding him while pulling on his chest hair.

      He would cry out, but he knows that if he does, I will just pull harder. I lean down closer to him, and he goes to kiss me, but a bite on his shoulder reminds him it is against the rules. He is here for my pleasure, and mine alone. His ability to finish is none of my concern. I have been cooped up for far too long and need this release. He is being used yet never complains. Just one of many, and they all know I am not to be taken home to Mom. I’m not that kind of girl. I crave my freedom, ensuring I never feel the need to attach to anyone.

      He moves to rub my clit, and I allow him. First, working left to right, then in circles. My orgasm builds in my walls, and I press into him, looking to feel everything more, deeper, stronger. Wanting to explode over him, releasing everything holding me down.

      My climax comes, and I scream out. He cums along with me, knowing I will not allow him the opportunity otherwise. He is my toy, and I use him as I please. I roll off of him and move to the bathroom to clean up. After checking in the mirror, I put on my clothes and head back into the room, grabbing my bag and heading to the door.

      I look back at him and say, “Thanks. Catch you around.”

      He simply gives a short wave. I only spoke to be polite.

      I get into my car and take myself back to my apartment. Tomorrow’s a busy day, and I do not want to be late. The ceiling in my bedroom shimmers with stars, but somehow, they make me feel at peace, like I belong.

      I fall fast asleep. The sex has done its job.
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        * * *

      

      Birds chirp outside my window, waking me with the rising sun. Reaching my arms over my head, I look over at the clock on the wall. Good. I have time to get three miles in before I need to take a shower. I grab my oversized t-shirt, sports bra, spandex, and kicks, tossing them on. These sneakers are the best running shoes I have ever owned. I love them so much so that I bought four pairs. Stopping into the bathroom I check my reflection in the mirror. My eyes appear tired. Just what I need today. I toss some sun cream on my face before I head out the door. My mother has always pushed me to take good care of my skin.

      It is mild for a Cali morning, so I take full advantage of being able to run a good distance, working up a sweat. I love how nature feels when I run.

      That marks three—time to head back. Today is a big day. I take a mental note to grab some groceries before I return home this evening. The plan was to get them last night, but I had to get my release. On the stairs, I kick a little harder, trying to get every ounce I can out of my workout.

      In my small, one-bedroom apartment, I strip down to nothing and head to the bathroom, leaving a trail of mess behind me. My hair falls loosely down onto my caramel skin.

      Mom tells me I am lucky I got my dad’s hair, not kinky like hers. I have only ever seen one picture of him, and I can only assume she is right from what she tells me about my grandma’s hair. Either way, it comes in hand when I have to grab a quick shower and need my hair to look nice in a short period of time.

      I pull aside the curtain and step under the stream, loving how the hot water massages my body. When I moved in, I made sure to snag a showerhead that would create good pressure to help relax me after long runs. Today was on the shorter end for me. I needed extra time to look nice for my interview.

      “Um, hello? You mean we want to look nice!” my wolf grumbles in my mind.

      “Yeah, yeah. We want to look nice. Where have you been sleeping?”

      “You think I wanted to hang around while you nailed that sad piece of man? I will never understand why you choose such weak men for the job.”

      “You know exactly why I choose weak men!”

      My wolf rolls her eyes at me.

      “Okay, fine. I know why, but for once, it would be nice to have a real man to ride and let take the reins occasionally.” She pouts.

      “You know, being a lone wolf, we cannot risk being found out by a pack.”

      “Oh, here we go again. Lone wolf, afraid of the pack life.”

      “No! You stop right there, Nikita! I am not afraid of anything!”

      “We are not a rogue. Thank the Goddess your mother had the good sense to have us linked to the pack before taking off!”

      “Enough, Nikita! You know she was heartbroken and still, to this day, misses him dearly, I protest.”

      I push her to the back of my mind. The nerve of that wolf sometimes! Shaking my head, I hurry up and wash my face before getting out of the shower and wrapping a towel around my torso. The blow dryer tames my hair enough to run a brush through it. Even though I do not have kinky hair, it is long and sometimes unmanageable. After tossing in a few loose curls, I put on some light makeup, setting off the gold flecks in my brown eyes.

      I hope this interview goes well. I really need this job.
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        Chapter Two

      

      

      

      Xayla

      There are a ton of corporate buildings on the street where I park my car. My interview today is for a buyer position—fitting for my business and marketing degree. No one actually knows what a buyer does, and well, that is just fine with me. When people ask me what I went to school for, they just smile and nod. I expect the same if I get this job, no one will really ask what I do on the daily.

      A glance at my phone tells me I am a little early, so I stop in front of a coffee shop and debate on grabbing a cup.

      “Better not! You do not want to ruin your outfit if you spill something.” Nikita chuckles.

      She really is a pest sometimes.

      “You know I can hear what you think, right?” she boasts.

      “Yeah. Yeah.”

      Unfortunately, she is right. I do not have a great track record with coffee before interviews. The last time I had coffee before one, a bike courier wasn’t watching where he was going and took me and my coffee out. I literally had to stop in a store and rummage for something to wear. It was horrible, and to top it off, I did not get the job.

      “See.” She prances in my head.

      “Okay. Fine. Let’s just find the building, then. Being fifteen minutes early will not be that bad anyway.”

      I look around and check my phone again. Up about three or four more buildings.

      “Did you notice the buildings just keep getting taller?”

      “Yep.”

      I’m slightly annoyed at the out-of-place comment.

      “Be nice. It is good to observe your surroundings,” Nikita whines.

      As I walk up to the next building, taller than all the rest, I see the sign for Mason Industries. Looks like this is the place.

      “Think they are compensating for anything?” Nikita giggles.

      I shake my head, scolding her to behave and pushing her back a little so I can focus on the task at hand.

      The receptionist, thankfully, smells completely human. This puts me a little at ease, but I swear I smell something off. Here’s to hoping it is nothing. I really need this job. She doesn’t look at me, holding up one finger instead. She must be on a call or something.

      “Thank you for calling Mason Industries. Have a great day.” She taps a few keys, then directs her attention to me.

      “Hello! My name is Xayla Louis. I have an interview at 10:30 for the buyer position.”

      “Have a seat over there. I will let them know you are here early.”

      I nod wondering what the point is in telling me I am here early, then I push the thought away. What the receptionist does or doesn’t think of me and my timeline is none of my business. Time passes as I wait for someone to call me back, and I start to get a little nervous. I take out my phone and I text one of my go-to guys for a meetup. If I have a plan to get some energy out later, maybe it will calm me down so I can get this interview right. He is typing back to me, and I wait impatiently. But before he can respond, a door opens. Tossing my phone into my bag, I see a gentleman has opened the door.

      “X-al-ya Louis,” he says, completely butchering my name.

      “I am Xayla.” I politely wave at him, smelling that uneasy scent again.

      “Oh, sorry about that. I am not so great at names,” he says as I walk toward the open door. Down the hall is another entrance-style area with elevators.

      “My name is Elliott, and I will be interviewing you today.” He motions me to enter the elevator when it opens, then hits the button for the 10th floor. There are over thirty floors, plus the gold buttons that only say A, B, G, and D.

      “I wonder what is on those floors. By the way, Miss I-am-afraid-of-packs, this guy is totally a wolf,” Nikita says, smirking.

      “What? Seriously. How can I not smell him?” I beg her to answer, panicking.

      “He must be using a masking spell, potion, or something.” She cocks her head. “I can see why, given he is a main-floor-level worker. No one would want a vamp or other pack to be in their business, causing trouble.”

      I roll my eyes, my inner panic killing me, and wish I knew what the response to my text is. The elevator dings, and he motions for me to follow him to the right. I can see it now—the overbuilt body type, the way his muscles push against his shirt. A main-level-floor worker, such as an interviewer, would not be likely to have such a great body. I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself.

      “Right in here, Miss Louis. I have someone joining us to observe, but we can get started while we wait.”

      I smile nervously, uneasy again from knowing I am in the room with another wolf, and I am sure he knows it. Damn me for not using a masking spray myself. Though, my spray only masks my scent into a mix of scents. It doesn’t make me not smell like a wolf.

      “Sure, Sounds good,” I tell him, trying not to be obvious about my newfound discomfort.

      “I was looking at your application. You have quite the impressive background. MBA and marketing master’s. Trained overseas for a year in the martial arts. Was that between high school and college?” he inquires.

      “No. I actually went over there between my master’s degrees to get a break.”

      Elliott smiles and nods at me. “So, you are looking to become a buyer. It says here you have as little as six months’ experience in the field of buying. More of your history alludes to marketing and research.”

      “Yes, I have spent a few years in different fields. I am looking for something stable, and your business has a few openings.”

      “We do offer stability, as we are quite the growing company.” Elliott looks to the door as the knob turns. “Miss Louis, this is the person I had mentioned that would be joining us.”

      Without saying a word, the man sits off to the side. I smile and take in his features. He is considerably larger than Elliott, dark hair, strong shoulders, deep eyes. His blue suit fits him well and flatters his skin tone.

      As Elliott continues with his questioning, I turn to him, engaging in conversation. I really do need this interview, even if there are wolves. The whole time, I can feel this stranger’s eyes on me, like they are burning into me.

      “Yep, another wolf. Looks like you found that pack you were trying so hard to avoid.” Nikita snickers in my head. “This one here has to be a ranked wolf. I can feel it all over him.”

      Great. Just what I need—to be noticed by a ranked wolf.

      I try to stay focused on the interview, even with her chirping in my head.

      “I can hear you!”

      I push her back slightly. She needs to be close, to pay attention to our surroundings, but not in conversation with me. I certainly do not want her close enough to the surface for them to get nervous about me and feel I am a threat.

      As I try to catch up on what Elliott just said, I realize I missed more than I intended. He goes to stand.

      “I think we are done with this part of the interview. Would you like a tour of the office and recreational areas?”

      I cock an eyebrow at him.

      “Yes, we offer recreation onsite for our employees so they can take time to rest, recoup, and get back to work easily through the day. It helps keep us productive and saves money on insurance and claims. We even have onsite therapists of all kinds.”
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        Chapter Three

      

      

      

      Xayla

      In the elevator, Elliott pushes the button for the 20th floor. When it dings, he walks out and motions the stranger and me toward the left. “On this floor, we have massage, sleeping bunks, therapists for the mind and body, acupuncturist, and meditation rooms.”

      We walk along the hallway, quietly so as to not disturb the peace of anyone on this floor, and Elliott opens a couple of rooms. They are cute, small spaces for relaxing with walls painted in tranquil colors, calming smells diffusing in the room, and relaxing music playing softly. Different from any other place I have interviewed with.

      “This is a very nice service you have for your employees,” I offer.

      Elliott smiles. “Yes, it certainly is.” He then motions for me to head back to the elevators.

      We stop on a few more floors to see the office areas, a café for eating, and a coffee shop. Elliott tells me they have four in the building, along with coffee makers in the lounges of the even floors. Back in the elevator, Elliott pushes the button for the 3rd floor.

      “Strange” man has not said a word for the whole tour, just watches me intently.

      “On this floor, we have our fitness area, sauna, and lap pool,” Elliott remarks.

      As he walks us toward the gym, I can see an open matted area for what appears to be sparing. Treadmills, ellipticals, and steppers occupy the middle space. The opposing wall is lined with mirrors, weight racks, squat bars, and weight benches, and a section off to the side displays half-balls to balance on, an exercise band wall, and other exercise balls.

      “It would be really nice to work out here,” Nikita says with a hopeful smile.

      Elliott points down the hall. “We also have a rehab room with an athletic trainer on staff, who has a few students to help with any taping, as needed. To the left is the sauna. We have hot and cold options. At the other end of the floor is the lap pool. It has seven lanes and is heated in the winter months.”

      I nod and follow him back to the elevator and ride back up to the 10th floor.

      “There is a daycare on the 3rd and 25th floor for those that need it.” The elevator opens, and we head toward the original interview room. “So, what do you think?” Elliott inquires.

      “The building is amazing, and the additional benefits are wonderful. How many hours do your employees usually stay onsite?”

      “Most stay onsite twelve to sixteen hours, between work, meals, fitness, and rest periods.”

      “Wow. That is slightly unexpected.” I smile in surprise at this response.

      He smirks at me. “We really are a family here at Mason Industries. I would like to have you back for a follow-up interview with a few additional individuals. Would you be able to come in early next week?”

      “I can fit that into my schedule. Will the additional individuals be as stoic as our current companion?” I ask.

      Elliott chuckles out loud. “I am sure the other individuals will have plenty of questions for you as we dig a little deeper into the interview process.”

      My nervousness returns at the thought of in-depth conversation with more people, possibly more wolves.

      I pull a tight smile. “When next week do you want to see me?”

      “Does Tuesday at 10:00 a.m. work for you?” he asks.

      “That is good. I will put you in my calendar.”

      “Thank you for today, Miss Louis. I look forward to seeing more of you. My stoic friend here will walk you out.” Elliott grins at me.

      I leave for the elevators with my escort. He is still completely silent as we make it to the ground floor, back through the hall, and out to the initial reception area. I smile, thanking him, and he nods to me through the closing elevator door.

      The reception area has grown busier than before. I walk out of the building and into the hot sun. Fluffing my shirt a little, I barely make it ten steps away from the door before I run into a solid wall. This wall smells delicious.

      Nikita is going crazy in my head.

      Shit! I need to get out of here. I don’t even look up as I push off the man and run down the street like my life depends on it. Panic surges through me. Please, don’t let him be following me….

      “Stop! Go Back!” Nikita yells in my head. “That is Ma⁠—”

      I cut her off, pushing her as far to the back of my mind as I can. This cannot be happening! For years, I have avoided other wolves and packs. Today, not only did I run into multiple wolves, but upon leaving said building filled with wolves, I run into him.

      The one.

      I hurry back to my car, locking it as I get in, and finally look up.

      No one in the area.

      I take a deep breath. His scent still lingers on me—sweet pine and vanilla. It is delicious, like a dessert I need to eat. I did not even look up at him. He has to be tall. I am five-nine, tall for a girl, and he was taller. A head taller at least, since my head landed just below his collarbone. Did he try to follow me? I am super fast for the she-wolf, but I never knew why until my mom let it slip that I was of Beta descent. If he did follow and did not catch me, that would mean he was of lower rank in the pack world. Would I even want someone of lower rank, someone not as strong as myself?

      “Um, yes, you would! He is our mate!”

      “Damn it, Nikita!”

      “What?”

      “You said it out loud…”

      “Mate, Xa! He is our mate, and you ran from him!” She growls angrily at me.

      “This was not supposed to happen. You saw Mom after Dad died. We cannot go through that. She barely hangs on now that I am no longer living at home. I do not want to live that empty, void life.”

      “Xayla! We are a strong she-wolf! Our mate will be strong. He will not leave us,” Nikita protests.

      “Dad was a Beta! He died!” I deadpan.

      Nikita shakes her head at me and walks to the back of my mind. She sits down and pouts as I turn the car into our drive.

      I hurry up the stairs, make sure to lock the door behind me with a click of both deadbolts, and check the window to make sure I wasn’t followed. Peeling out of my stuffy office clothes, I walk to the kitchen in my underwear and grab a drink out of the fridge.

      “Shit. I forgot to go to the store,” I say to myself.

      A drink and an apple in hand, I plop down on my soft sofa and turn on the TV to drown out my thoughts of panic. After a while, my phone dings in my purse, reminding me I did not call Mom about the interview today. My mind starts to spiral on what to tell her as I grab my phone.

      The message responding to my request from earlier stares back at me.

      Ignoring the idea of calling Mom about the interview, I flick open the text.

      10:00 p.m., the usual.

      Yes! Something to get this crazy day out of my mind.
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        Chapter Four

      

      

      

      Evander

      The most beautiful scent comes into the air as I walk toward my office building. I look around to see what or who it is when it hits me. Literally hits me. I look down at this beautiful woman with deep brown hair who has run right into me. She freezes and tenses up, then runs down the street, picking up speed. My wolf roars in my mind, and I move to run after her.

      “Mr. Mason,” my panicked receptionist calls out to me. She is leaning through the door with an anxious look on her face, like she has been standing there, waiting for me.

      Everything in me wants to follow this beautiful scent and chase down the amazing woman, but duty calls in the form of an alarmed receptionist. I look back down the street, but all that is left is a dot of a woman bolting from my sight. Hezekiah howls in my mind, begging me to run after her, to return her to us, but I turn away and walk toward my office buildings. Begrudgingly, I enter through the door being held open for me. As the CEO of a flourishing corporation, I cannot deny my duties any more than I can deny my pack.

      “Finding your luna is your duty as alpha!” Hezekiah barks in my mind.

      “Not now, Hez! I want to go after her as much as you do,” I scold him.

      He sits, pouting and grumbling to himself.

      “Sir!” Ella says, turning my attention back to her. “Mr. Elliott told me to be sure I told you right away he wants to see you,” she quickly informs me. “He said it was super important that I not forget.”

      I nod to her, knowing why she is so nervous. The last time she forgot to give me a message, someone nearly died. Not that she knows that, being human and all, but Elliott was very clear with her that if it ever happened again, she would be lucky if we only fired her.

      “Thank you, Ella.”

      “Elliott, where are you?” I mindlink.

      “On the interview floor.”

      “Stay there. I will come to you.”

      Elliott is one of my deltas. He is in charge of all the employee hires at Mason Industries.

      As I walk to the elevator, my wolf is still going crazy. “Her scent is everywhere. She was here!” Hezekiah explodes.

      He is right. I can smell her everywhere. Why was she in my building? Where did she come from?

      Elliott is waiting for me when I step off the elevator. “Sir!”

      “Elliott,” I say sharply, trying not to let him see the pain I am in right now from this beautiful scent I cannot have.

      “I have a new employee that I interviewed today, and something is a little off about them. They don’t smell like anyone from our pack, and they are definitely not human.”

      “A wolf?” I ask, tilting my head at an angle.

      “Yes, I believe so.”

      “Rogue!” I exclaim, anger piercing through my body. They let a rogue into my building!

      “No! No, sir! She most definitely was not a rogue. She did not smell of rogue at all,” Elliott expressed, and a little tension released from the air around us.

      “She?” Could Elliott’s new hire and our mate be one in the same?

      “Yes, sir. She is very qualified for the position. Given she is not a rogue, but possibly packless, I set up a second interview for next week so that we could speak about her before making a decision.”

      I’m lost in her smell lingering on my shirt—an amazing mix of mint and lavender.

      “Sir? Elliott questions, pulling me back from my daydream.

      “Yes. Take me to the room she was interviewed in, please,” I request.

      We walk down the hall, her scent is everywhere.

      “We did the interview here and showed her the therapy floor and fitness floor.”

      He allowed this unknown, lone wolf on my property, without my permission, and gave her a tour! I rage in my own head. The only thing saving him today is she’s my mate, and I am in love with her beautiful scent.

      “Elliott! In what universe did you think walking a wolf that appears to be packless through the whole building was a good idea?” I growl at him.

      “Sir, sorry, sir. Gamma Blake was with us the whole time. I would not put the pack at risk like that, sir.”

      Sometimes, he is just clueless. “Elliott! What if they are casing the place?”

      “I never thought of that.”

      “Get out!” I explode at him, and he scampers away, out of my sight.

      In all seriousness, he was being completely foolish and taking large risks with our pack for someone who is a good fit for the position. What am I going to do with him? If I cannot trust his judgement on these things, how can I leave him in charge out here!

      “Blake. Meet me in the interview room now,” I link.

      “Be right there, sir.”

      It does not take Blake long to arrive, thankfully, as my wolf is worked up by her beautiful scent lingering all around me.

      “What in the world were you two thinking today?”

      “Sir, I told him it wasn’t a good idea and that you would be very upset, having a strange woman rogue roaming around the building.”

      “Blake! You are in charge here while I am away! You tell Elliott what to do! Not the other way around!” Then, I mutter to myself, “What in the world is going on here? Have they lost their damn minds?”

      “Sir, I escorted her to the reception area myself. She is no longer on the property.”

      “Thank you for pointing out the very obvious. I know she is not here. That doesn’t mean I cannot still smell her everywhere.”

      He arches a brow at me, but I brush it off.

      “We are officially on lockdown from guests and interviews until further notice. I will meet with this woman myself next week when she comes in. Until then, you and Elliott are both on notice,” I growl. “I am going out. Do not disappoint me again!”

      I have to get out of this building. She is everywhere. My wolf is going crazy about finding our mate. I cannot be here right now. Knowing she was here, that she exists, that she ran from me. I barely make it back to our forest territory before I jump out of my car and head into the woods.

      My suit tears off as I release my wolf.
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        Chapter Five

      

      

      

      Xayla

      With a long look in the mirror, I primp my hair, making sure it is just right. I want to look and feel confident tonight, to push away the ache from the mate bond. My body needs to decompress after such a crazy day. A quick trip across town, and I will be able to leave it all behind.

      “We are not going to go meet up with a sad piece of flesh!” Nikita protests when I arrive.

      Ignoring her, I park the car and head up the stairs toward my quick fix. Nikita tries to convince me I need to go back and find our mate, not go off and mess with some “sad excuse of a human.” Her words. But I push Nikita as far as I can into the depths of my mind and enter the apartment. The door is always unlocked for my visits.

      My fix lying bare on the bed when I walk into the bedroom. I slowly undress myself, allowing his eyes to take me in, and lowering my undergarments to the floor lights a fire in them. The lust my fixes have for me is beyond the average need of a man. My strong, confident demeanor radiates. They are drawn to me beyond my outside appearance, and a deep need to be inside keeps them coming back for more.

      “Stand!” I command.

      He stands as requested without question. I move closer to him, gliding my fingernails down his chest and along his abs until I reach his penis, wrapping my hand around it, gripping firmly. He moans at the contact my hand makes with his flesh, sliding from base to tip. I slap him across the face, a reminder that he is there for my pleasure, and press his lips together, ensuring no sound leaves his lips again.

      After pushing him back on the bed, I climb up onto his legs and slowly lower my body across him. My breast caress his hips and move upward. My lower lips skim across his penis as I pull my body over his abs up to his chest. I stop, parting my legs over his shoulders and allowing my lower lips to caress his. His tongue enters me, and a deep moan escapes my lips as he plunges inside. He reaches up and grabs my ass cheeks the way I like, massaging them.

      As long as he behaves, I won’t slap him. He continues with fervor—licking, plunging, and massaging, pushing his tongue hard against my clit. My legs begin to shake.

      I moan aloud and adjust back onto his chest with a grin, biting my bottom lip. He is all in, as always. I line up my hips with his and slowly lower onto him, working my body up and down. Lifting his hands, I place them on my body, with understanding he grabs my breast, massaging and molding it in between his fingers. A slight pinch makes me moan out again.

      I need more. He moves his lips around my breasts and takes one into his mouth, sucking and nibbling. I grab his neck when he bites me, pushing his face into my chest. As I massage his head between my breasts, I bounce my hips up and down, creating a harmonious movement between the two. Throwing his head back onto the bed, I pull my hips closer to his, thrusting harder into him.

      Our breathing is loud and labored. I clench my ass cheeks, feeling the pleasure building. My orgasm pushes deeper into my walls, and I ride it out on him, collapsing forward. I roll over on my back, winded. After catching my breath, I stand, grab my clothes, and enter the bathroom, where I dress quickly. When I open the door, he is next to it, waiting. I pat his ass and take my leave.

      Heading back to my apartment, I try to ignore the growling in my head. Nikita is livid I laid with a man who is not our mate. I press on and ignore her.
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        * * *

      

      As the door to my apartment closes, I strip out of my clothing, leaving another trail as I head to the shower. The massaging heat washes over me, rinsing away the salt from the extra-curricular activities I enjoyed this evening.

      Nikita hollers, “Phone!”

      Remembering I never called Mom today about the interview, I hurry out of the shower, quickly wrap myself in a towel, and reach for the phone. “Hello?” I say.

      “Is this Miss Xayla Louis?” the unknown voice inquires.

      “This is Xayla.”

      “Hello. I am nurse at Saint Mark General Hospital. A woman was brought in with severe injuries from a car accident. You were listed in her phone as her emergency contact.”

      With a gasp, I half shout, “I will be right there.” I hang up the phone quickly, panic spreading throughout my body as I rush to get dressed.

      “The only person that lists us as an emergency contact is Mom,” Nikita whines.

      “I know, Nikita. I am hurrying. We will get there. She will be just fine.”

      I toss on my kicks, grab my purse, and run down the stairs, speeding off in the direction of the hospital the nurse mentioned on the phone.
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        Chapter Six

      

      

      

      Evander

      “What in the hell was that?” I ask Hez as I pick us up off the ground.

      “It hurt. I am sorry,” he says sadly.

      We shake our fur out and gain our footing to run back to the pack house. As we run, an ache builds within me.

      “We need our mate!” Hezekiah exclaims.

      “She will be back for the interview next week. We can manage a few more days without her,” I assure him and myself at the same time. We are of strong alpha blood. Surely, we can manage a few days of waiting to see our mate in the flesh again.

      Walking toward the shorts closet, I shift back into my human form and toss on a pair before heading up to my room for a shower.

      “I didn’t expect to see you here today,” Emeric links me.

      “Yeah, something came up,” I reply, not wanting to go into details.

      “Hmm. Cook heard you were back and left you some dinner in the kitchen with your tag on it.”

      “Thanks, Ric,” I say as I close the link. I do not need him poking around in my head.

      Turning back, I decide to grab my food before heading to my room. I hear she-wolves giggling when I enter the kitchen.

      “Alpha.” They nod, walking back out with bowls of popcorn in their hands.

      I shake my head. It is movie night for the high-school she-wolves. There will be tons of giggling and crying. Devin will be complaining up a storm tomorrow for having to suffer through all the chick flicks.

      “He is weak,” Hezekiah grumbles in my head.

      “Only when it comes to supervising teenagers. In a fight, we are always glad to have his ass, and you know it.” I roll my eyes at him.

      “Not if he keeps whining like a baby about movie night.”

      I chuckle, ignoring Hezekiah’s comment.

      In the fridge, a plate with my tag on it is piled high with meatloaf, mashed potatoes, and vegetables. The one time someone ate the food Cook left for me, I swear she could have chewed their arm off. Now, I have a special alpha tag she made me to ensure I never go without food. I pop it in the microwave and hear she-wolves start to “eww” and giggle. The sound of Devin’s grumbles make my night. I remember being the one in charge of movie night before my father passed. It was so painful. As he always said, “What doesn’t kill you…”

      “Makes your wolf angry,” Hez responds to my thoughts.

      “All right, enough of you in my head for one night, will you?” I command him.

      He walks off, sticking his tongue out at me. I know it seems weird, and boy does it look weird, but it is his way of saying, “F off” without talking.

      The microwave dings, and I take my covered plate back to my room. I put off the hot shower and relaxation a bit longer, deciding instead to eat my food before it gets cold. Cook is a great cook, but cold food is never on my menu unless I am forced. Lucky for me, being Alpha, I somehow always have hot, or at least reheated, food when I need it.

      After looking through my calendar, I decide tomorrow I will work with the warriors for their a.m. run and training. I hate to admit it, but I still have a ton of pent-up energy burning to get out. Honestly, never would I have expected my mate to literally run as soon as she met me. I mean, not that we really met. She literally ran into me and didn’t even look at me. Was having a mate that terrible, she had to run for her life, so to speak? How could she not even look at me?

      Feeling overwhelmed, I clear my plate and decide to head in for a shower.

      As I enter the bathroom, I am overcome with emotion. What in the world is this sadness I feel?

      “It is our mate. We need her,” Hezekiah replies.

      “Not this again. I told you, we will be fine. She will be back next week.”

      “Not good enough. We need her now. She will fix the sadness,” Hez whines.

      “If I ask Elliott to get me her address tomorrow, will you shut it, and I can relax so we can shower?”

      “Fine. But when he gets her address, we go to her and claim her!” he demands.

      “You know we cannot mark her without her consent,” I deadpan.

      “Don’t be so sure. You may be Alpha, but so am I!” Hezekiah yells at me.

      Goddess, what am I going to do with that pup.

      “I can hear you!”

      “Leave my thoughts alone and go to bed! I push my wolf to the depths of my mind and try to refocus on my shower.”

      A good night’s sleep will fix everything.
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        Chapter Seven

      

      

      

      Evander

      So much for a good night’s sleep fixing everything. All I did was toss and turn. When I finally fell asleep, it felt like nightmares. I woke up this morning with a foggy mind and a headache. I have no clue how I got it or how to make it leave. Splashing water on my face does no good. I look at the mirror, and I look like hell. It is going to be a long day.

      Heading down to the dining area, I text Elliott to get me the address of the woman he interviewed. The smell of breakfast hits me as soon as I reach the bottom stair—French toast bake, one of my favorites. I grab myself a plate and load it up. My beta lifts his head to me as I sit down next to him.

      “Are you going to be joining us for training?” he inquires.

      “It is like you can tell, by how much food I put on my plate, whether I am going to be kicking your ass today or not?” I chuckle at him.

      “Evan, I have known you for a lot of years. After the late-night run and the pile you have on that plate, I just want to be prepared.” Emeric chuckles.

      I start to respond but stop when I notice Devin sitting down with us.

      “How was movie night?” I ask.

      “Uh! Don’t get me started. All they ever watch is sappy romance.

      They
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