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TM: Alpha in Charge

When wolves play…

Alex Wolfe is a workaholic. The words relax
and delegate aren’t in this alpha male’s vocabulary. Fortunately,
Alex has a mate who knows just what he needs. Needing alone time
with her mate before the birth of their first child, Kiesha plans a
surprise vacation just for the two of them. It’s a battle of wills,
but this time, Kiesha’s determined to be the alpha-in-charge.







A Real Love Enterprises Publication

 


ISBN 978-1-958215-14-2

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.

Smashwords Edition

True Mates: Alpha in
Charge

Copyright © 2021 by Zena
Wynn

Cover art: Shirley
Burnett

Editor: Vivienne
Williams

 


With the exception of quotes used
in reviews, this book may not be reproduced or used in whole or in
part by any means existing without written permission from the
publisher, Real Love Enterprises, PO Box 12003, Jacksonville, FL
32209.

 


eBooks
are not transferable.

They cannot be sold, shared or
given away as it is an infringement on the copyright of this
work.

 


Warning: The unauthorized
reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal.
No part of this book may be scanned, uploaded or distributed via
the Internet or any other means, electronic or print, without the
publisher’s permission. Criminal copyright infringement, including
infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and
is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of
$250,000. (http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/). Please purchase only
authorized electronic or print editions and do not participate in
or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted material. Your
support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

 


This book is a work of fiction and
any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or
locales is purely coincidental. The characters are productions of
the authors’ imagination and used fictitiously.

















TRUE MATES: ALPHA IN CHARGE

When wolves play…

Alex Wolfe is a workaholic. The words relax
and delegate aren’t in this alpha male’s vocabulary. Fortunately,
Alex has a mate who knows just what he needs. Needing alone time
with her mate before the birth of their first child, Kiesha plans a
surprise vacation just for the two of them. It’s a battle of wills,
but for this week only, Kiesha’s determined to be the
alpha-in-charge.












Chapter One

 

Kiesha Wolfe laid beside her husband,
watching him sleep. The man worked too hard. In addition to being
the Raven pack’s alpha—a full-time position by itself—he was also a
doctor and chief of staff at Refuge’s medical center. If those two
weren’t enough, Alex also owned the local veterinarian practice.
He’d turned the day-to-day running of it over to his partner, Pete,
but the alpha in him couldn’t help sticking his nose in it from
time-to-time, just to make sure everything ran smoothly.

Normally, Alex could handle it all without
even blinking, but the last few weeks had been full of trials and
tribulations. First in the pack with a stalker after one of the
pack members, and then the mess her cousin Shayla had walked into
when she mated the alpha of the Sparrowhawks pack. All of this
stress had manifested in dark circles under his eyes and a bone
deep tiredness. Alex still slept the sleep of the near dead,
despite her staring at him for the last ten minutes. In short, her
mate was exhausted and had been for weeks.

Kiesha had asked Alex to use this peaceful
aftermath to slow down and rest before the next crisis hit. He’d
promised he would, after the baby was born. He just had a
few measures to put into place and then he could relax. 

Despite his words to the contrary, Kiesha
knew the truth. Alex was a workaholic. Being one herself, she
recognized the signs. Her pregnancy had forced her to slow down,
take one day at a time, and actually enjoy herself instead of
rushing to meet her next goal. Now if only she could get her mate
to do the same.

The baby kicked, as if in agreement. Smiling,
Kiesha rubbed her hand over her extended belly. Her time was
getting close. Before long, she’d be holding her son in her arms.
If she didn’t want to raise this child with an absentee father, she
had to act now.

Kiesha rolled over and scooted to the edge of
the bed. Lowering her feet to the floor, she took a deep breath
before pushing to her feet. She stood for a second and waited for
her equilibrium to settle. With her center of gravity shifted,
everything took longer. A quick glance over her shoulder confirmed
Alex slept on. Normally, if she twitched he was awake, asking her
if everything was all right.

Shaking her head, Kiesha stopped into the
bathroom to empty her ever-shrinking bladder and wash her face.
Then she left the room and her still soundly sleeping mate to walk
downstairs. In the kitchen, she put on a pot of coffee and called
her sister-in-law.

Carol answered on the second ring.
“Hello?”

In the background, Kiesha could hear angry
cries. “Uh-oh, someone’s not happy. What did you do to my
nephew?” 

Carol laughed. “His highness is impatient to
eat, but first daddy has to change his poopy diaper.”

In addition to being Alex’s foster sister,
Carol was the Raven pack’s beta. She’d birthed her son right here
in Alex and Kiesha’s home, about seven months ago, during a pack
gathering. The woman was so organized, she’d planned the delivery
and had everything set up for a home delivery without saying a word
to anyone.

“Is everything set?” Kiesha asked.

“Yes. You have the keys. Sam’s handling all
pack issues. I’m covering the medical center. Everything else can
wait. The pack has been put on notice that Alex is not to be
disturbed for any reason,” Carol confirmed.

Kiesha breathed a heavy sigh of relief.
“Thank you. Fingers crossed everything else goes as planned.”

“Where is Alex? He’s usually two steps behind
you,” Carol said.

“Still sleeping. He’s so tired, he has dark
circles under his eyes. This is the first time I’ve ever seen him
look his age,” Kiesha admitted. Shape-shifters had regenerative
powers. Every time they shifted, their bodies healed. It left most
of them appearing years younger than they actually were. When
Kiesha had met Alex, he had the face and body of a
twenty-five-year-old, despite being in his forties.

“You picked a good time to put your foot
down. You two take off before the next crisis hits. The cabin is
ready. I stocked it myself,” Carol said.

“King wants his mommy,” Mark said in the
background. The baby made grunting sounds, expressing his
displeasure at being made to wait.

“Gotta go. Don’t worry. We’re good. You just
focus on sweet talking that brother of mine into a much-needed
vacation,” Carol said.

“I will. If all goes well, I’ll see you two
in a week,” Kiesha said, knowing Mark with his shifter hearing
would hear.

“See you then and good luck,” Mark said.

“Bye,” Carol chimed in.

Now that Carol had given her the green light,
Kiesha put her plan into motion. She took out eggs, bacon, sausage,
and pancake mix and cooked a large breakfast. Kiesha thought for
sure the smell of coffee and bacon would wake Alex. She didn’t hear
him stirring around upstairs so she prepared two plates full of
food, poured a cup of coffee for Alex and grabbed a bottle of apple
juice for herself, and loaded it onto a tray. Then she slowly and
carefully hauled it upstairs, knowing Alex would kill her if she
injured herself or the baby doing something he considered
“dangerous and unnecessary” in her condition.

Panting slightly from the awkwardness of
carrying her burden, Kiesha rested the tray on the dresser and
placed her hand on her lower back. The muscles were bunched like
she needed a good stretch. She slowly twisted from side-to-side,
trying to ease the tension, before turning to look at her
mate. 

Alex had rolled over and now had one arm
stretched over her pillow. His nose was buried in it as though
chasing her scent. His black hair, overdue for a haircut, was a
wild tangle that covered one eye and brushed his cheek. Only his
blade of a nose and strong masculine jawline were visible. Her mate
was the epitome of the cliché: tall, dark, and handsome. His
virile, muscular body garnered him female attention wherever he
went. As did the air of command that was at the core of his alpha
nature. Alex walked into a room and all eyes immediately turned his
way.

Kiesha really wished she could let him sleep,
since he so desperately needed it. However, she consoled herself
with the thought that he’d get plenty of rest when they reached
their destination.

She grabbed the coffee cup, brought it to the
bed, and waved it near Alex’s nose. After ten seconds—yes, she’d
actually counted—he peaked one eye open. “Why are you out of bed?”
he grumbled.

“I cooked breakfast,” she said.

Alex turned so he could stare at her through
both narrowed eyes. “You went downstairs by yourself?”

Grinning, Kiesha admitted, “Yep. Went
downstairs, cooked, and brought you breakfast in bed.” She motioned
to the tray.

His gaze flicked to the dresser where the
bounty lay and a low growl escaped. “You could have fallen and
broken your neck.”

“But I didn’t. Say “Thank you, Kiesha” and
accept my gift without complaining.” As much as Kiesha loved Alex,
sometimes having a strong, dominant male as a mate was annoying.
Fortunately, she was woman enough to handle him.

Alex propped up on one elbow and extended a
hand for the coffee. “You’re right. I’m sorry. Thank you for
breakfast. I appreciate the effort even though I question the
necessity of it.”

She handed Alex the cup and went to the
dresser to retrieve the plates of food. It would be quicker to grab
the tray, but Alex would have a hissy fit if she did. Kiesha wanted
to start this surprise vacation off on a good note.

Alex set his coffee on the side table and
took the plates from her. Looking down at the food, he inhaled
appreciatively. “This looks great.”

 She climbed onto the bed next to him.
Once she was propped up with her back properly supported, Alex
passed her a plate and dug into his breakfast. They were both
hungry. There wasn’t much talking as they each consumed four eggs,
five sausage links, six slices of bacon, and three large
pancakes.

When she’d first become a werewolf, Kiesha
had a hard time adjusting to the large quantities of food required
to feed the beast. Alex had explained that shape-shifters had high
metabolisms. Changing shapes required massive amounts of energy.
Being a plus sized woman who’d been criticized for her weight for
most of her life, breaking the diet mentality had been
difficult.

Pregnancy had helped, along with the
knowledge she was eating for two—three, if you counted the wolf. If
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