

    
        
          Mated To The Billionaire Alpha King

        

        
        
          Yolanda Abraham

        

        
          Published by Yolanda Abraham, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MATED TO THE BILLIONAIRE ALPHA KING

    

    
      First edition. March 5, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Yolanda Abraham.

    

    
    
      Written by Yolanda Abraham.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  

Table of Contents

1. Chapter 1

2. Chapter 2

3. Chapter 3

4. Chapter 4

5. Chapter 5

6. Chapter 6

7. Chapter 7

8. Chapter 8

9. Chapter 9

10. Chapter 10

11. Chapter 11

12. Chapter 12

13. Chapter 13

14. Chapter 14

15. Chapter 15

16. Chapter 16

17. Chapter 17

18. Chapter 18

19. Chapter 19

20. Chapter 20

21. Chapter 21

22. Chapter 22

23. Chapter 23

24. Chapter 24

25. Chapter 25

Crescent A. Mark

Mated To The Billionaire Alpha King

Copyright © 2026 by Crescent A. Mark

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities is entirely coincidental.

Crescent A. Mark asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com 
​​

Contents 

1. Chapter 1 

2. Chapter 2 

3. Chapter 3 

4. Chapter 4 

5. Chapter 5 

6. Chapter 6 

7. Chapter 7 

8. Chapter 8 

9. Chapter 9 

10. Chapter 10 

11. Chapter 11 

12. Chapter 12 

13. Chapter 13 

14. Chapter 14 

15. Chapter 15 

16. Chapter 16 

17. Chapter 17 

18. Chapter 18 

19. Chapter 19 

20. Chapter 20 

21. Chapter 21 

22. Chapter 22 

23. Chapter 23 

24. Chapter 24 

25. Chapter 25 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

One


Chapter 1

[image: ]


[image: 2_chapter-1.png]

P

OV: SELENE CROSS

The alarm goes off at five forty-five and I am already awake.

I have been awake since four, which is not unusual anymore. The body builds its routines around the things it is managing, and I am managing several things at once these days. I lie on my back in the February dark of my Chicago apartment and run the inventory the way I do every morning before I move: eleven weeks along, nausea manageable before seven if I eat the crackers on the nightstand before I stand up, prenatal vitamins at six with the small glass of orange juice I pour the night before and leave on the bathroom counter so I do not have to smell the kitchen first thing. Ginger capsules in my coat pocket. Second set of crackers in my bag. The careful architecture of a secret carried alone.

The apartment is spare and clean and entirely mine. I signed the lease fourteen months ago when the sublet ran out and I stopped treating Chicago like a temporary arrangement. White walls. One good reading chair by the window that looks out over the street. A kitchen I have learned to cook in out of necessity rather than desire. The bedroom closet holds twelve blazers in varying weights and shades of authority and a row of heels I selected with the precision of someone building a second identity from the outside in, because that is exactly what I was doing.

Bone and charcoal and one deep burgundy for when I need the room to understand immediately that I am not there to be managed.

This is what I built. Three years of mornings and decisions and quiet, relentless forward motion. I run the catalogue every day not out of insecurity but out of discipline, the same way a soldier counts ammunition before a patrol. You know exactly what you have. You know exactly what you can afford to lose.

I am a senior analyst at Meridian Capital Group at twenty-six. I have a mentor named Patricia who thinks I am a Northwestern graduate with an unremarkable personal history and a remarkable analytical mind. She does not know that I spent the first four years of my adult life inside a world with its own laws, its own politics, and its own particular brand of violence. She does not know what I am. She knows what I can do, which is the only version of myself I have offered this city, and it has been enough. More than enough. It has been, on the better mornings, something close to pride.

I have a coffee order the woman at the corner place on Dearborn starts making when she sees me come through the door. I have an apartment that smells like cedar and clean laundry and nothing else. I have a body doing something extraordinary and terrifying in equal measure, without my full permission, one week at a time.

I do not think about Damien Blackthorn.

I have trained that reflex the way you train a muscle: through repetition, through deliberate redirection, through three years of conscious practice until the discipline lives in the body rather than the mind and I no longer notice the effort it costs. If the thought begins to form, I move it sideways. The next task. The next report. The next page of whatever book I have open on the nightstand.

The bond scar is the only thing that does not respond to training.

It sits across my sternum like a seam pressed into the skin, invisible to every human eye but present to mine in every waking moment. The physical residue of a fated bond severed before it was ever formally claimed. The wolf in me has never stopped knowing it is there. Most days it is background: a low, even pressure, the way a healed break reminds you of itself in cold weather. Once a month, when the full moon rises and the wolf inside me moves toward it regardless of what my rational mind is doing, the scar pulses. Not painful. Just present. A phantom limb that remembers what my brain has been instructed to forget.

I breathe through it. I have learned, specifically and carefully, to breathe through it.

I eat the crackers before I stand up. I shower. The charcoal blazer, the black trousers, the heels. Orange juice at the bathroom counter while I look at myself in the mirror the way I look at a report before I submit it: systematic, looking for gaps, looking for anything that might read from the outside as uncertainty.

What looks back at me is composed. Capable. Sealed.

Good.

The Meridian offices are a twenty-minute walk from my building and I take it every morning regardless of what the lake is doing to the air, because the cold cuts through whatever is left of the night and resets something in me that needs resetting. Chicago in February is iron and grey and honest about itself, and I have come to find that quality reliable. The city does not pretend to be warmer than it is. I respect that.

By the time I badge through the lobby, I have reviewed two overnight reports on my phone, responded to four emails, and eaten the second round of crackers from my coat pocket. The office at this hour is quiet and half-populated, the particular focused silence of people who arrive before anyone expects them to. I prefer it. The noise of a full floor makes the wolf in me alert in ways I have to manage.

Patricia comes by my desk at seven-thirty with coffee she has made from the good machine in the partner suite and the particular look she uses when praise and instruction are about to arrive in the same sentence.

“Your Holloway acquisition model,” she says, setting the cup down with a small deliberate click. “The cleanest analysis this floor has produced in six months. I’m presenting it to the senior partners this afternoon.” She pauses, making sure I am looking at her. “Don’t let them take your work and return your name as a footnote.”

I tell her I won’t. I mean every syllable of it.

She leaves. I open the Holloway model on my second monitor and pull up the stress-test scenarios I planned to finish before nine. The work is the one domain I can control with precision: the numbers are what they are, the models reflect the inputs, and I am exceptionally good at reading both. There is a clean logic to financial analysis that the rest of existence does not offer, and I have built my professional life around that cleanliness with the intentionality of someone who grew up in a world governed by entirely different rules.

The encrypted legal notice arrives at seven forty-three.

I see it in my peripheral vision before I consciously register it, the way you notice a shift in air pressure before the sound that caused it reaches you. The sender is Meridian Capital Legal. The subject line reads ACQUISITION NOTICE, URGENT, CONFIDENTIAL, PLEASE READ IMMEDIATELY. I finish the formula I am running, because I have learned not to let urgency pull me off a task before it is complete, and then I open it.

The document is four pages of dense corporate language. Change of ownership effective immediately pending regulatory review. All employment contracts binding under new ownership per clause fourteen. Confidentiality provisions apply. Further communication to follow from the acquiring entity’s human resources division. I read it twice with the same attention I give due diligence packages: systematic, looking for what the language is covering rather than what it is saying.

Page two. Change of ownership, acquiring entity subject to public disclosure pending regulatory clearance.

Page three. Transition timeline. Operational continuity commitments. Senior analyst provisions protected under clause nine. I run a fast assessment: my contract is intact, my role is retained, the non-compete waiver survives the transfer. Structurally clean. Professionally sound.

I turn to page four.

The acquirer’s letterhead is spare and stark. Dark background. A single design element centred at the top of the page with the careful confidence of something that does not need to announce itself because every wolf on the eastern seaboard already knows what it means.

A black wolf’s head.

My body knows the logo before my brain does. That is the wolf’s particular cruelty: she processes first, she always processes first, and she does not ask my permission. The recognition moves through me from the base of my spine upward, fast and absolute, and the bond scar ignites with a completeness that stops the breath in my chest.

Not the monthly pulse. Not the background ache of a managed wound.

A full ignition. Ember to flame in the space between one heartbeat and the next, pressing against the inside of my sternum with the focused intensity of something that has been banked for three years and is done being managed.

I close the laptop.

I sit very still.

I breathe in through my nose and out through my mouth, four counts each, the regulation technique that works for high-stakes presentations and apparently nothing else because the bond scar is not a stakeholder to be managed with breathwork. Around me the office continues its morning: the sound of a keyboard two desks over, the faint smell of someone’s breakfast brought in from outside, the fluorescent morning light on every surface pale and indifferent.

I open the laptop.

The logo stares back.

I have never needed to read the name beneath it. Three years of deliberate forgetting and the wolf in me knows that mark with the same immediacy she would know his scent if he walked into this room. It is the kind of knowing that lives below thought, below choice, in the place where the bond was written before either of us had a say in it.

Damien Blackthorn.

I have not said his name aloud in eight months. I stopped because I found that the saying of it had physical consequences that the thinking of it did not, a precision distinction you develop when you are managing something too large for direct confrontation.

I am eleven weeks pregnant with his child.

I sit with both facts in the same moment, the logo and the pregnancy, and feel the particular quality of the silence between them. This is a category of problem for which I have no prepared response and no existing framework, and I am someone who prepares responses and builds frameworks before anything happens.

I go back to the document. I read page four in full, every clause, every transfer provision, every integration timeline. Blackthorn Industries, parent company. Full acquisition of Meridian Capital Group effective immediately. All staff retained per employment contracts. Integration process commencing within thirty days.

I reach the final attachment.

The internal org chart is the last document in the package, and whoever assembled this filing put it there deliberately. Employee names arranged by department, by tier, by transition designation. I scroll through the senior analyst column with the controlled attention of someone who already knows what she is about to find and is choosing, with full awareness, to look anyway.

CROSS, SELENE. SENIOR ANALYST, STRATEGIC ACQUISITIONS. TRANSFER DESIGNATION: NEW YORK. REPORTING LOCATION: BLACKTHORN TOWER HQ. START DATE: MONDAY.

I read it once. I read it again. I read it a third time with the precise, careful attention of someone making absolutely certain she is not misreading a word, a location, a date.

Monday.

The bond scar burns with a steady, merciless heat that has not let up since the logo, and outside the window Chicago goes about its morning with no awareness whatsoever of the particular quality of the stillness inside me right now. Delivery trucks on the street below. The lake wind audible even through the glass. A colleague two desks over opening a can of sparkling water with a sound like a small, cheerful detonation.

I am already assigned. Already transferred. Already placed inside his building before I was told the building would exist in my life again. My name is printed on a document I was not consulted on, my desk is presumably waiting in a tower I swore three years ago I would never have reason to enter, and the man who ended our bond in front of two hundred pack witnesses with his voice flat and his eyes forward and his face arranged into something that gave nothing away, now holds my employment contract.

I press one hand flat against the surface of my desk.

I breathe.

The wolf in me is not breathing. The wolf in me is very awake and very aware and vibrating at a frequency that has nothing to do with survival instinct and everything to do with three years of severed bond meeting its origin point on a piece of corporate paperwork at seven forty-three in the morning.

I will not be undone at my own desk.

I have survived the pack and the elders and the most public unravelling of my adult life. I rebuilt myself from the ground up, in a city that did not know my name, with nothing except what I could carry. I built this closet full of armour and this coffee order and this career and this body that is doing something impossible and extraordinary and I have managed every piece of it alone and I am not going to let a logo and an org chart take my feet out from under me in an open-plan office in broad February daylight.

I reach into my coat pocket.

I eat the crackers.

I open the Holloway model.

The bond scar burns.

I finish the stress-test scenarios at eight fifty-seven.

At nine-oh-three, I scroll back to the final page of the acquisition document and look at my name one more time. The printed fact of it. The irrevocable, institutional arrangement of letters that tells me exactly where I have been placed without my consent.

BLACKTHORN TOWER HQ. START DATE: MONDAY.

I stare at it long enough to let it be real. Long enough to let the wolf in me understand that this is not a threat I can route around or a problem I can model into resolution. Long enough to feel the full weight of what it means that he already put my name in his building before I knew the building was coming.

Then I close the document.

I pull up the next report on my queue.

I start working.
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P

oint of View: Selene Cross

My attorney’s name is Diane Patel and she has never once delivered news I did not want to hear.

Until this morning.

I have her on the phone by nine-fifteen, standing at my apartment window with the contract printed and annotated on the kitchen counter behind me and the Chicago skyline doing nothing useful in front of me. I read her clause fourteen verbatim. I read her the transfer provision. I read her the non-compete waiver language that took me four months to negotiate into my original contract because I understood, even then, that the day might come when I needed a clean exit.

Diane is quiet for a long moment. I hear her typing.

“The transfer clause supersedes the standard resignation provision during any ownership transition period,” she says. Not apologetically. Diane does not do apologetic. “Resignation within ninety days of an acquisition triggers automatic forfeiture. You lose the severance, you lose the waiver, and you trigger the non-compete in full. Twenty-four months. You would not be able to work in financial analysis at any competing firm in the continental United States.”

I press my forehead against the cold glass of the window.

“Can we contest it?” I ask.

“On what grounds?”

I cannot tell her the actual grounds. I cannot tell her that the man who now owns my contract is the man whose child I am carrying, that the bond scar across my chest has been burning since seven forty-three this morning, that walking into his building is not a professional inconvenience but a specific category of threat that no employment attorney is equipped to handle. I say, “Undisclosed conflict of interest in the acquisition structure.”

Another pause. More typing. “Do you have documentation of a prior relationship with anyone in Blackthorn’s leadership structure that would constitute a disclosed conflict?”

The word relationship lands in the space between my ribs and the window glass and sits there.

“No,” I say. “Not documented.”

“Then we have nothing to contest with,” Diane says. “I’m sorry, Selene. The clause is clean. They wrote it to hold.”

I already knew this. I read the contract four times between seven forty-three and nine, and each reading arrived at the same answer in slightly different language. I called Diane because I needed a second voice to confirm what I already understood: I have no move. Not a legal one.

I thank her. I hang up. I stand at the window for another minute and let the skyline be what it is, grey and enormous and indifferent, and then I turn around and go to the kitchen counter and look at the contract one more time.

Transfer clause. Non-compete waiver. Ninety-day window. My name on an org chart in a building two states away.

I have eleven weeks of pregnancy to manage. I have a financial reserve that is precise and not extravagant, built for the kind of runway I calculated I would need before the body started making decisions that could not be professionally concealed. Losing three years of credibility in one signature is not something my runway can absorb. Not now. Not with what is coming.

I fold the contract along its original creases and put it back in the envelope.

I go to my closet and I start to pack.

My manager David calls at ten-thirty while I am deciding between the grey wool blazer and the black one, and I answer on speaker with the phone on the bed because I need both hands for the decision. David is kind in the way of someone who has been briefed to be kind, and the briefing shows around the edges.

“Meridian’s CEO wanted me to reach out personally,” he says. “The transition team flagged you as a priority placement. Apparently the language they used was high-value asset.” A small pause that carries a lot of freight. “That came directly from Blackthorn’s office.”

I take both blazers. I take the burgundy one too.

“I appreciate the communication, David,” I say.

“The New York team is expecting you Monday morning. Eight a.m. briefing, executive floor.” Another pause. “Selene, if there’s anything I can do to make the transition easier—”

“There isn’t,” I say. “But thank you.”

I hang up before he can say anything else warm and useless and I stand in the middle of my bedroom with a half-packed suitcase and the bond scar pressing against my sternum with a heat that is no longer background noise and has not been since the logo, and I think: high-value asset.

His words, apparently.

I want to put my fist through the wall. I pack the ginger capsules instead.

The flight boards at four. I take a car to O’Hare and sit in the back seat with my bag between my feet and my phone face-down on the seat beside me and I watch Chicago move past the windows the way you watch something you are leaving: cataloguing it, making it concrete, refusing to be sentimental about it. I chose this city because it was far enough from New York to be safe and large enough to be anonymous and cold enough to keep the wolf in me low and quiet. It did all three things. It was a good city for rebuilding.

I do not know when I will be back.

The terminal is loud and over-lit and smells like recycled air and fast food grease and the particular human density of a place where everyone is in motion. I move through it with my bag over one shoulder and my boarding pass on my phone and the crackers in my coat pocket, and I do not let myself think about the destination. I think about the gate number. I think about whether I need water before I board. I think about the prenatal vitamin I took at six and whether the nausea will cooperate for a two-hour flight.

The bond scar thinks about New York.

I have learned to distinguish between the scar’s baseline state and its directional pull. The baseline is the constant low pressure, always present, always at the sternum. The directional pull is something else: a compass needle, a leaning, a warmth that increases with proximity to its origin point the way temperature rises as you move toward a fire. I have not felt the pull in three years because I have not been moving toward him. I have been moving, consistently and deliberately, in the opposite direction.

Now the needle is swinging.

I board. I take my window seat. I put my bag in the overhead and my coat on my lap and my crackers in the seat pocket and I look out at the tarmac with the bond scar pulling steadily, already, before the plane has moved an inch.

It gets louder as we taxi.

Louder as we lift.

At thirty thousand feet, somewhere over Lake Michigan, I close my eyes and the memory comes the way it always does when I am not vigilant enough to stop it: not gradually, not in pieces, but all at once, the way cold water hits.

The ceremony hall was stone-floored and torch-lit and smelled like pine resin and formal occasion and the particular anticipatory tension of two hundred wolves gathered for a bond claiming. I had worn white because pack tradition required it and I had stood at the front of the hall because that was where fated mates stood, and I had kept my eyes forward because I was twenty-three years old and terrified in a way I would not name then and cannot fully name even now.

Damien had stood across the circle from me.

I had felt the bond like a chord struck, warm and resonant and absolutely certain, the way a thing feels when it is the most true it has ever been. The wolf in me had risen toward it without any instruction. I had let her, because for the first time in my adult life the rising felt like the right thing.

Then his voice.

Flat. Iron-quiet. Carrying to every corner of the hall with the authority of an Alpha King and the finality of a sentence being passed.

“I do not claim this bond.”

Six words.

The bond scar had not existed before that moment. It was created in the six seconds after, the way a scar is created: by something cutting through what was whole. I felt it form across my sternum like a seam being pressed into skin by something very cold and very final, and I stood in front of two hundred wolves with my back straight and my face still and my wolf screaming inside me and I did not cry.

I did not cry in the hall. I did not cry in the car they put me in. I did not cry until I was inside the door of the room they had assigned me, alone, and then I cried for three days in a way that was not weeping so much as something structural giving out.

I built myself back up on the fourth day.

I open my eyes.

The clouds outside the window are the particular dense grey of a February sky refusing to commit to clearing, and below them, somewhere in the dark, New York is getting closer. The bond scar is not a seam anymore. It is a live thing, pressing and warm and louder than it has been in three years, and the wolf in me is awake in a way she has not been since I left.

I press my palm flat against the cold of the window glass and make myself look at the lights below as they begin to appear through the cloud layer. Every cluster of brightness is someone else’s city block, someone else’s office, someone else’s problem. I count them. I let them be other people’s lives until the pull becomes something I can breathe around rather than something I am drowning in.

She will walk into that building tomorrow, I tell myself. Not because she has no choice. Because she chooses to walk in rather than be carried. She will be the best analyst in the building. She will not look at him any longer than professional necessity requires. She will not let the bond dictate any action she has not already decided to take. She will protect her child, maintain her financial position, and find a legal exit before twelve weeks becomes visible.

The plan is clean. Precise. Built on three years of practice at managing the unmanageable.

The problem I do not say out loud, not even inside my own head where it has been sitting since this morning, is that I built every version of that plan in a world where Damien Blackthorn was a scar and a memory and a name I had trained myself not to speak. I have never built a plan that accounts for his actual presence. I have never had to.

Monday is in forty-eight hours.

I eat the crackers.

The cab from JFK takes forty minutes through Sunday evening traffic and the bond scar gets louder with every block as the city closes around the cab like a hand. Manhattan smells different from Chicago: older, denser, a layered complexity of stone and metal and humanity packed into an island that was never quite large enough for everything that wanted to be here. I have not been back in three years and the city does not notice my return, which is correct.

Blackthorn Tower is visible from six blocks away.

I see it before I am ready to, which is also correct, because nothing about this has happened on my timeline. It rises out of the midtown skyline like something that was always there and always intended, glass and steel climbing into the dark above the city’s ambient light, the upper floors lit with the particular quality of money that does not need to announce itself. I watch it come closer through the cab window with my bag on my lap and my hand flat on the seat beside me and the bond scar burning with a heat that has stopped pretending to be manageable.

The cab pulls to the kerb.

I reach for my bag.

The lobby lights cut out.

Three seconds of darkness in the glass-fronted entrance, the kind of brief total failure that happens in old buildings and never in buildings like this one, and I sit in the back of the cab with my hand on the door handle and the darkness in front of me and I count the seconds without meaning to.

One.

Two.

Three.

The lights return.

He is standing at the glass entrance.

Damien Blackthorn, in a charcoal coat over a dark suit, standing at the exact centre of the lobby doors with the city lit behind him and his eyes on my cab with the focused, absolute attention of someone who knew exactly what time the flight landed and exactly how long the drive from JFK takes on a Sunday evening in February and was standing here when the wheels touched the runway.

The bond scar detonates.

Not ignition. Not a pulse. A full detonation, heat and recognition and three years of absence compressed into a single moment of proximity, and the wolf in me responds before I have taken my next breath. She knows him. She has always known him. She will always know him and there is no training in the world that changes what happens in the body when the thing you have been managing from a distance is suddenly ten feet away looking directly at you.

He does not move toward the cab.

He does not raise a hand or change his expression.

He simply stands there, looking at me through glass and distance and three years of wreckage, and the certainty in his face is the most terrifying thing I have encountered since this morning.

He knew I was coming.

He stood here to be seen.

My hand is still on the door handle and the cab driver is asking if this is the right address and the bond scar is not stopping and I think, with the calm precision of someone who has survived worse:

I am going to need a better plan.
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P

oint of View: Selene Cross

The lobby smells like him.

That is the first betrayal of the morning, arriving before I have taken three steps past the security turnstile, before I have oriented myself to the lobby’s dimensions or catalogued its exits or done any of the things I planned to do in the first ninety seconds of being inside this building. The bond scar, which burned through the night and into the grey of a Monday dawn and has not let me sleep more than two hours together since the cab pulled away from this same kerb on Sunday evening, presses against my sternum with a heat that is not background noise and has never been background noise and is not going to start now.

I stop walking long enough to make the decision: it is the building. Cedar and steel and expensive air filtration. The scent is architectural. It means nothing.

I tell myself this with the conviction of someone who knows precisely what she is doing and does it anyway.

I tell myself a lot of things before eight a.m. on a Monday.

The lobby is enormous and glass-fronted and oriented around a reception desk that is staffed by two people who look up with the synchronised attention of a building that takes its first impressions seriously. I give my name. I give my department. The woman on the left, a precise brunette in a grey blazer, produces my badge with the efficiency of
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