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CHAPTER 1
 
PAUL
 
Pretty Paul-ey.
That’s what they always called him. It was a nickname that his older sister, Lila, had given him back when he was younger and it had stuck with him all the way into adulthood. She always used to tell him that he should have been a girl, but he had just laughed it off.
It hadn’t bothered him at all when he was little, but as he got older, the ‘cute’ little nickname that his sister had so innocently given him had started to feel more like a curse or a burden, rather than an endearing nickname.
Paul kicked a patch of grass as he walked through his home village. He’d had yet another ‘encounter’ – this time with one of the shopkeepers, and he just needed to get away.
As Paul had grown up, his looks had only improved. He’d been born with a pair of beautiful, deep emerald eyes that glistened like diamonds, especially in the moonlight. In his human form, he had a perfectly chiseled face, a strong, defined chin, high cheekbones, and thick, healthy black hair that brought out the color of his eyes even more. In his wolf form, his fur coat was full and glossy and his emerald eyes only brightened further.
To his misfortune, however, no matter how good-looking he might’ve been, his pretty looks had never brought him much success in his love life. In fact, he thought his looks had only hindered it.
All his life, Paul had wanted nothing more than to find his mate. His sister had found hers over a year ago and had left the pack to be with him. As it was, she was already pregnant and expecting her first child – somewhere miles away.
Her mate was from a different pack, and although Paul had visited her a few times at her new pack and was excited about becoming an uncle, he still longed for a mate of his own and to start his own family.
It wasn’t like he hadn’t had any offers. Paul’s excessive prettiness often brought him plenty of attention. Unfortunately, most of the attention he attracted was very much unwanted.
In his late teens, he had started working his first job at a pub down the road from his pack’s lands. His boss had been a middle-aged human man named Hal. Hal was one of the first people in Paul’s life to make him feel that his outward beauty was a curse.
His advances had first started as subtle little glances and longing stares. Eventually, though, Hal had begun to grope Paul and whisper obscene remarks in his ear. Paul was not attracted to Hal – not at all – but he didn’t want to lose his job, so for a while, he put up with the harassment.
One night, however, when his work shift was almost over, Hal had cornered him in the back of the kitchen and tried to have his way with him. When Paul had refused, Hal became angry and told him that it was his fault, that he was just too damned irresistible, and fired him on the spot.
And that wasn’t the only time he had been fired because of his looks.
No more than a year later, Paul had been working for a fellow shifter at a factory west of his home village. This particular shifter’s name had been Mark, and he was a lone wolf who didn’t belong to any pack, and instead preferred to live alone. He also didn’t have a mate.
It wasn’t long before he had made it clear that Paul’s ridiculous good looks were too much of a distraction for him and that he couldn’t focus on his work with him around. He, too, had eventually asked Paul to leave.
Paul sighed as the memories of his miserable life flooded his mind. If only his problems were outside the pack… Then, he might’ve even been able to deal with it.
But unfortunately, Paul also often heard members of his own pack make lewd or perverted comments about his ‘prettiness’ and he never quite felt like he truly fit in with the others. It didn’t matter whether he was in his human form or wolf form; he always seemed to be a magnet for unwanted sexually-charged attention.
The Alpha of his pack was a man named Alex and he and his sister’s mate, Clyde, were the leaders of the pack. Paul both respected and feared them both, but never quite felt completely accepted by either of them.
Alex was greedy with power and he threw it around in every way and as often as he could. He had a reputation for being one of the most feared Alphas in the area.
And Clyde... Well, Clyde was mated to a woman named Sasha, who took possessiveness to a whole new level. Sasha did not like Paul at all. She swore that she sometimes saw Clyde looking lustfully at Paul, and had made it clear that she wanted Paul to stay far away from Clyde, making sure that the two of them were never alone together.
Now, if only that solved his problems… 
Paul had no interest in Clyde, nor in anyone else in his pack. But that didn’t seem to matter.
Before leaving the pack to be with her mate, Paul’s sister had often offered comfort to him, but now that she was gone, there was no one to help him anymore. Ever since she had become pregnant, she had been more focused on preparing for her new baby than on her little brother’s woes. So even without the miles between them, Paul doubted Lila would’ve had the time for him.
He sighed again, this time kicking a rock on the ground and sending it flying.
He missed his sister… Life in the pack wasn’t the same without her.
Now, even more so than before, Paul just wanted was to feel safe, accepted, and loved. He knew that if he could just find his mate, he would finally feel complete.
Looking around himself at last, Paul realized he had arrived at the edge of the forest. He had been so lost in his thoughts, walking through the village, that he hadn’t even noticed that he had wandered off all the way to the forest.
It was like his subconsciousness had known that he wanted some peace and quiet, and that’s why his legs had carried him here.
And, now that he was here, he might as well make the best of it…
Quickly pulling off his clothes and leaving them in a pile under a tree, Paul shifted into his wolf form, feeling the energy and magic of the nature all around him. His hands and feet turned to paws, his hair grew on his back, and his ears perked up as he shifted to his second nature.
He often took late night runs alone, because that was the only time he actually felt comfortable and free. No one could bother him here, no one could flirt with him, and the mere idea of it already helped him clear his head like nothing else.
Paul looked up to the sky and saw that the moon was full – a perfect time for a nightly run. Not staying to ponder it more, Paul immediately rushed into the woods, enjoying the scents and sounds of nature around him. The forest enveloped him completely, welcoming him into its peaceful embrace.
Suddenly, he stopped as he reached the edge of a clearing in the dark woods. He put his nose up into the air and sniffed. Something didn’t feel quite right and his hair began to stiffen on the back of his neck.
What was that smell? So musky and deep…
His ears prickled up as he listened for any sounds that might indicate the source of the smell.
Looking around, Paul realized he had strayed rather far away from his pack’s territory than he had thought. He hadn’t meant to, he just had been so deep in thought – just like he had been earlier when walking – that he hadn’t realized just how far away he’d ventured during his run.
“We know you’re in there!” He heard a deep, gruff, threatening voice say from just beyond the clearing.
The voice startled Paul. He turned his head toward the sound and saw a huge brown wolf leap into the clearing. His eyes were a deeper brown color than his fur and his gaze did not look friendly.
“What do we have here?” Said another deep voice from the left of where Paul was standing. “A weak little Omega pup out here all alone!”
Paul’s gaze snapped toward the sound and he saw a large, brown-haired man with copper eyes walk into the clearing – very much naked. Paul immediately recognized this man as a shifter too – an Alpha, just like the first one, no less.
Fear started to pulse in Paul’s veins and he swallowed. The wolf before him now turned back to his human form – a huge, muscular man that was even taller than the one to his left – and not at all friendly-looking.
“What’s a pretty little thing like you doing out here all alone, little Omega?” The larger of the two wolves asked sarcastically.
“He sure is pretty, ain’t he?” The other chimed as he began to creep closer toward Paul.
Paul began to shake, feeling so scared he felt woozy. He shouldn’t have come here. He should’ve paid more attention, he should’ve–
He took a step back. He could sense that these two men meant to do him harm.
“You’re so pretty, I’d swear you were a female if you didn’t reek of an Omega!” the larger wolf said with a growling laugh.
“Not that I mind having an Omega either,” the other man grinned, taking another step toward to him.
They both now began to move in closer to Paul, their gait purposeful and their teeth bared. Paul continued to back away, shifting back into his human form out of sheer fright.
“Listen, guys, I-I didn’t mean to intrude on your t-territory. I-I just got a little lost during my run. Please, just let me–”
His words were
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