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Chapter 1: Trespassing
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Good things come to those who wait...or so the saying goes.

Leaves rustled, branches cracked, and birds flew, avoiding the gray-eyed blonde who was running as if her life depended on it. And it did.

​Her legs ached with the unusual effort. Sure, she could run fast, but the two wolves, following her, were catching up to her just even faster. 
She had been wandering in the woods aimlessly when she encountered them.
She hadn’t even known there was a pack living there.

Werewolves were territorial creatures, and coming in unannounced could be considered as rude – it was called trespassing. The intruder could face some serious consequences, death being one of them if said intruder was hostile. 

She shook her head, trying to chase the silly images of her own body laying in a pool of blood on the soil, when they closed in on her.

She had never fought anyone for real.

This is going to be fun, she thought only half amused by the prospect of the upcoming fight. They growled at her, and she held her hands up in the air in surrender.

“I want you no harm,” she said softly. “Hell, I didn’t even know about your pack.”

That careless statement of hers earned her another growl from the bigger wolf of the two.

She rolled her eyes at him or her – she couldn’t really tell if it was a female or a male werewolf.

The wolves soon enough changed into two well-built men who looked no older than twenty-five. They were naked. Ergo, neither one of them was the alpha. 

“You’re trespassing, leech,” one of them – the one who emitted a stronger aura – spat out.

“I apologize again,” she said with a small smile. “I didn’t know.”

“Well, apologizing just won’t cut it,” he bit back angrily, his eyes dark and unyielding.

“I did you no harm,” she had to fight back an eye-roll, “and I mean you no harm.”

“Well, well, what do we have here?” A man’s voice reached their ears.

The hairs on the back of her neck rose to attention at the mere presence. As for the voice, it did wonders to her body, but she didn’t want to fret over that. She knew a sexy voice when she heard one, and she could admit to getting turned on by a deep voice before.

She averted her face only slightly, and caught a glimpse of the man who looked positively edible in his slightly-ripped-at-the-knees jeans and his stretchy white t-shirt. He had a strong jaw she could picture herself kissing all day long, a defined nose, and beautiful green eyes.

Good god, those eyes, she could drown in them.

She felt wetness smearing her panties when his eyes flashed black – as his inner wolf took over – and he uttered the one word she had always wished to hear, “Mate.”

She bit on her bottom lip, feeling her swirling emotions getting the best of her. She took two steps towards him and his eyes – which had gone back to normal – narrowed at her.

She was within touching distance, and was about to reach out to his face, to stroke it lovingly – so as to commit it to her memory – when he took a step back, going out of reach again. 

“Are you angry?” She was flabbergasted, with her hand frozen mid-way and her jaw dropped low.

She was also naturally hurt by his unspoken rejection... even though she didn’t want to show it.

“As he should be. His mate is a fucking vampire.”

“What about it?” She challenged, eyes defiantly narrowed at the one she supposed was the beta of the pack. He was speaking to her with disdain, even though it was obvious she was the Alpha’s fated mate.

What was so wrong with this pack?

“That makes you an enemy,” her mate – whose name she had yet to know – all but growled out the words at her.

“I beg your pardon?” She exclaimed, half incredulous, half angry. “You don’t even know me.”

“I may not know you, but I know your kind,” he retorted with something disturbingly close to disdain in his tone. “Your kind is as evil as they come.”

She pouted at the accusation. She had never killed a soul. But right then, she wished she could rip her mate a new skin. 

“Not going to argue with you right now,” She ended up rolling her eyes at him, blatantly disrespecting him. “I gotta go but I’ll see you around.” And with that, she flashed out of the meadow.

She heard growls in the distance as she ran, but didn’t bother to turn around. She didn’t hear paws pounding on the soil like earlier.

At least her good-for-nothing judgmental ass of a mate did her the favor of letting her go.

She’d give him the time to stomach the revelation before going back anew. 

Athena Patera was nothing if not persistent. She had waited too long for her mate to show up. If he thought she would give up on him just because of some misconceptions he had about her kind, he had another thing coming at him.

She was a fighter. And she believed in fighting for what her heart desired. She had her mother’s fiercely independent streak and her dad’s persistent ways. 

What could possibly go wrong? 

Once inside her one-bedroom flat downtown, after taking a much needed shower, she laid on her bed and thought about her mate – her oh so gorgeous mate.

“I don’t even know his name,” she sighed in dejection as she thought about that fact.

You’ll know soon enough, she told herself a split-second later. Good things come to those who wait.

Her peaceful wandering and then her run-in with the werewolves, and all it entailed, had tired her. But before going to sleep, she called her mom as per usual, so as not to worry her – and also because she needed to tell her the news.

She couldn’t keep it in any longer. She had to babble about her mate to somebody. She decided to begin with her mom, and then annoy her best friend, Anastasia, next.
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“A handsome brooding face, deep mesmerizing green eyes, a body that could make any woman drop to her knees and beg... What can I say, Ana? I think I’m head over heels already,” Athena let out in almost the same breath, telling her bestie about her still nameless mate.

“Okay. What’s the plan?” Anastasia asked her in response, like usual eager for action.

“Simple!” Athena exclaimed, “Go back there and seduce the guy.”

“Shouldn’t you be getting to know each other first?” Her best friend retorted in a teasing tone.

“Old school much?” Came Athena’s teasing right back. “I wanna bang him first, talk to him next.”

Anastasia exploded in a fit of giggles. “I see.”

“What are you laughing about?” Athena all but whined into the phone. “I’m still a V, and I’m older than you by almost five years.”

“It’s not a competition.” It was Ace’s voice that reached her ears. “I think you should get to know the guy first. From what you told Ana, he doesn’t appear to be very fond of vampires.”

“I’ll make him like us,” Athena said dismissively. “I am his damned mate for a reason. Surely, I can change his opinion. If not, then why are we even fated?”

Silence met her cocky response from both Anastasia and Ace. 

“Why aren’t you saying anything?” She asked after a few moments. 

“What’s there to say except I wish you the best of luck?” Anastasia told her immediately. “Should you need our help with anything, let us know.”

“Thanks, Ana. You’re the best.”

“If we don’t team up to help you get your long-awaited mate, what are best friends for?”

And before long, they bid their goodbyes and ended the call.

Athena’s mind went to her mate. Good god, she had been so hurt by his obvious rejection of her earlier, that had she been any lesser woman, she would have given up because of her wounded ego. But she wasn’t. She was Athena Patera.

Her father, Andreas Patera, was famous among their kind, mainly for both his deadly and curative potions. But even he didn’t have a love potion to give her – admittedly, love potions were forbidden to begin with. And according to what her mom told her, he had had a hard time wooing her because of her fiercely independent streak.

She shall not give up on her mate... or so she told her resolutely. After all, nothing and no one could stand in the path of fate. And since this nameless Alpha was her fated mate, that could only mean they belonged together.

◆◆◆

​

“Do you know how much I resent your kind?” He asked, his beautiful green eyes glaring daggers at her. “Obviously you don’t. Otherwise, you would not be here,” he answered before she could utter a single word.

Athena was taken aback from the harshness of his words. What did she ever do to have him as a mate? And then, she reasoned that if they belonged together, surely there had to be a way to change his mind.

A woman could hope.

She just wished her hopes wouldn’t be crushed under her mate’s bruising words and actions. She was about to say something when something caught her eye – a hand.

Someone was waving at her, right in front of her face. Her eyes widened almost impossibly and she snapped out of her not so pleasant daydreams.

How she could have zoned out in a meeting, no matter how boring it was, was beyond her.

It also was unlike her, so unlike her, her colleagues started worrying about her.

“You don’t look too well, Athena,” One of them said.

“Is something wrong?” Another asked in a seemingly concerned tone. “You look flushed.”

“Are you running a fever?”

“I am so sorry,” she was quick to apologize. “I think I need a moment to myself.”

Having excused herself, she exited her manager’s office – said manager happened to be a human friend of hers – and went to the vending machine to get herself a bottle of water. Anything to make it look like she needed a time-out, and also to recollect her thoughts.

She had never thought that she would be so mate-obsessed after meeting her fated one.

She had also never guessed he would reject her so boldly only because of a misconception about her kind.

But then again, life was unfair like that.

◆◆◆

Heavens help him, she was beautiful!

Dimitri could remember his mate’s features well. From her shiny blonde hair to her absurdly beautiful gray eyes, not to mention her hourglass figure which was to die for, everything about her was perfect. She was almost doll-perfect. If not for that mouth. That sinfully lush and witty mouth which could pout at any given moment, and make him weak in the knees.

He was whipped already, it would seem. And he had never once liked a vampire. Scratch that, he had never interacted with one to begin with.

But he remembered the past all too well. 

Their kind was as evil as they came.

The next time they shall meet – if there had to be a next time – he shall tell her to forget they ever did, as she meant nothing to him.

Why did he have to be mated to his sworn enemy? He didn’t know, and he didn’t want to find out either. He wouldn’t give her any chance to worm herself into his life. He didn’t want a vampire as a mate. And that was that.

He had lived without one for over thirty years and shall continue to do so.
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