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      Curious about who you’d be matched with in Haven County? An alpha vampire? A grouchy shifter or maybe a grumpy single dad?

      Now there’s a quiz to find out!
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      Dex and I pull up to the cheap motel and park in the shadows. Dex has been driving. We’re here to meet a billionaire’s stepdaughter who managed to escape from kidnappers and keep her safe until daddy’s security can arrive. I’m skeptical that she didn’t completely plan the thing for attention, but it’s not my job to sort that out.

      We step out of the Ridgeline Security vehicle silently. Dex turns to me and says quietly, “You want to turn here? That way, she never has to know there are two of us.” He snickers softly. “Hell, if you’re lucky, maybe she’ll let you sit on her lap on the way to the cabin.”

      Flipping him the bird, I turn and strip, folding my black clothing neatly into a small compartment in the backseat to avoid any questions. Dex turns away politely, although hell if I care. Shifters are notoriously oblivious to modesty, and I’m no different. Just bigger.

      And that has made me self conscious. Bound to when it’s what caused my stepfather to kick me out of the pack when I was sixteen. I already outweighed him as a wolf and stood half a foot taller in human form. It threatened his intended line of succession, his own puny son, who looked more like a coyote. My mom chose to stay but I think it was more out of self preservation than heartlessness. How was a grown female shifter going to survive with a nearly grown pup outside of the pack? She died a few years later. According to the newspaper, it was an aneurysm, but I’ve never quite believed that was the entire answer.

      My wolf is pleased to be free in the night, less enthused that we can’t run through the nearby forest. I pad on four feet next to Dex’s right knee, acting like his fucking dog. I hate this role, but I keep doing it because it’s damn effective.

      We climb the stairs and Dex knocks on room 203. There’s a brief flutter of movement and then chains and locks being turned. When the door opens and I catch her scent, I groan. This can’t be happening. Not now.

      “Mae? Hi, I’m Dex from Ridgeline Security and this is my dog, Clover.”

      I raise my eyes to him in disbelief. Clover? What the fuck was that? My stage name for these things is Duke. Always has been. Why is he messing with the script now?

      “Oh, hi, baby,” Mae coos and sinks down on her knees to wrap her arms around my neck. I stiffen in shock, overwhelmed by the scent and touch of my fated mate. “Aren’t you gorgeous!”

      My wolf basks in her praise. That is until she stands and turns to Dex. “What kind of dog is he?”

      Dex shrugs. “Who knows? Found him as a stray years ago.”

      I snort. That’s sort of true. I did wander in off the streets looking for a job.

      “I’ll get my things,” Mae says softly. She’s a little thing, probably about five foot three, with big brown eyes and a sassy pony tail of reddish blond hair.

      “You’re supposed to ask for ID and the passcode, kid,” Dex reminds her gently.

      “Oh! Right, sorry. It’s just I’m so out of my element right now.” She shrugs lightly and holds out her hand with a twinkle in her eye. “ID, please, and what’s the passcode?”

      Dex smirks like he’s falling under her spell. I give him a warning whine, but he ignores me. “Life of Riley,” he tells her, then picks up her one little shopping bag from the bed.

      “Let Clover go first and I’ll bring up the rear.”

      Mae nods and follows me out of the room and down the stairs. I have to fight the instinct to slow down so I can brush against her legs, reassure her of my presence.

      Back at the truck, Dex eyes me with suspicion. “Clover, get in the back.” He holds open the door. I whine and bark sharply, reminding him of his promise to let me sit in her lap.

      Dex grins. “Not this time. We’ll talk about it later.”

      I hop into the back of the truck. I’m tempted to shift so I can at least talk to Mae, but that would be more explaining than I have words for right now.

      Mae is quiet on the drive. Her intelligent eyes swiveling between the windshield and the side window as she peers out into the night. According to her initial call to police, she’s never even been on the west coast before. And while they made sure she was in a safe location, actually getting her home wasn’t on their remit. Nor, apparently, did her dad want her back instantly when it appeared that the kidnapping had been an inside job. Hence hiring Ridgeline.

      And he wasn’t going to be getting her back, except for a brief visit, if my wolf has anything to say about it.

      Unfortunately, he doesn’t at the moment, Dex is the one doing all the talking. He needs to go find his own girl. This one’s taken. The problem is neither of them knows that yet.
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      For the first time since the private plane was diverted on the way to California, I feel safe. I shouldn’t. That giant black dog looks like he could eat me for breakfast and still go searching for leftovers. And I don’t believe for a second that his name is ‘Clover’, either. For one thing, he looks a little grumpy whenever Dex uses it, but a dog like that, much more likely to have a name like Diablo or Krull. Still, he’s beautiful with the most unusual pale amber eyes, almost yellow. He looks more like a wolf than a dog, but a wolf wouldn’t take commands like he does. It’s been years since I had a dog and I miss the companionship, the chance to say whatever is on my mind without someone twisting it for their own purposes.

      I hope I can get to know Clover better before my stepdad arranges to bring me back to New York. I think I like it here out among the tall trees, even if the silence is a bit intimidating.

      We pull up to a small cabin deep in the woods. There’s no mailbox or street numbers out on the road to indicate it’s here. Just a wider opening in the underbrush and then poof — a fairy tale cottage. If the fairy tale includes a slightly dilapidated log cabin with a tall metal chimney.

      Dex walks me to the front door carrying my small bag of essentials that the police were able to provide. “The place was stocked with the basics this morning and one of the girls in the office got you some clothing and girl stuff,” he points out genially.

      I can’t help but wonder what girl stuff entails, but I’m beyond grateful to have a safe place to stay where I know I won’t be spotted. The kidnappers have yet to be apprehended, and while I already named two of them, the other two were unknown to me, so all I could do was provide a general description.

      Dex leans an arm on the doorframe after unlocking the door and handing me the key. “Clover will patrol the vicinity during the night, so best to stay inside and lock up.”

      “Oh! Can’t he come inside? I’d like the company.”

      His owner looks pained. “It’s not against the rules,” he says carefully, “but you should know he gets gas something terrible.”

      “Oh! Watch out!” I warn Dex just as Clover lifts his leg and pees right on Dex’s shoes.

      I burst into giggles at the chagrin spreading across Dex’s face while Clover pushes past both of us and into the cabin. When I turn around to check, he’s spread across the foot of the bed with his nose on his front paws.

      “Asshole,” Dex growls but doesn’t try to retrieve his dog for patrol duty.

      “Fine, looks like I’ve got the outside for the night. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” He smirks at me, but doesn’t seem too upset. He heads back to the truck and relocates it closer to the entrance to the property.

      I turn back inside and lock the door as instructed. Clover gives all appearances of being dead asleep, but I don’t believe it for an instant.

      “So, why did you do that? I can’t keep calling you Clover. That’s a silly name for such a beautiful animal. How about…” I think carefully through. “Zeus?”

      The dog opens one yellow eye and then closes it again. “Okay, not Zeus. Maybe something more human, like Remy?” He ignores me. I keep suggesting names while I change into some pajamas and brush my teeth.

      When I crawl into bed, I can’t help but rest my feet against his solid warmth. It’s comforting and I sigh with happiness until I realize I didn’t put any water down for him.

      Fuck. I slide back out of bed and fetch a bowl from the kitchen, filling it with water and setting it on the floor. Clover raises his head to watch me with his eery eyes but makes no move to take advantage of the water. He sighs and settles back on his paws when I get back into bed. His tail comes around to wap gently on my lower legs.

      At some point in the night, Clover changes position, so he’s lying with his back against me. I remember laying my arm on top of his warm fur and smiling.

      So why then am I touching warm human skin? I ask myself this before I’ve even opened my eyes. I’m a little afraid to, even though my body says it’s not scared of the person lying next to me.
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