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      Hello reader, and welcome to book #1 of the Ombra Pack Chronicles! This story takes place in the same world as the Tellurian Pack but is located in another part of Michigan. While writing this story, I looked at the Tellurian Pack and took all the amazing feedback from my readers to create this beautiful story! Parker and Aiden are easily one of the best couples I’ve ever created, and I know you’re going to love them!

      

      Without further ado, let’s get on with the show!
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            Aiden

          

        

      

    

    
      “Thank you for calling HAT Insurance; my name is Aiden. How can I help you?” I sighed into the phone for the seven hundredth time that day.

      I winced as a barrage of angry sounds came flying at me from the other end of the line. Another day, another pissed-off customer. That’s what my life had become. However, as I glanced down at the clock on my screen, I realized the end of my shift was only a couple of minutes away. Clicking the mute button on the side of my headset, I breathed a sigh of relief. This would be my last call.

      I glanced down at the ethernet cord connected to my computer. If I just pulled it, completely by accident, of course, I wouldn’t have to get yelled at anymore. I took a quick glance around my cubicle, making sure nobody was nearby. With a quick movement, I pulled the cord and pushed it back in, severing the connection for only a sliver of a second. The sound in my headset continued for a moment longer before it went silent; the angry curses cut off as a red flashing message popped up on my screen.

      “Internet problem?” a deep voice said from behind me.

      I whipped around in my chair, my heart thudding against my chest. I’d been caught for sure. I’d just gotten this job two months ago, and now I was going to lose it over a stupid lapse in judgment. For the past ten years, I’d been working my ass off to get a decent job, so I didn’t have to live paycheck to paycheck anymore. All of it was gone in less than ten seconds.

      “What?!” I nearly shouted. “I just… I didn’t know… Something was odd…”

      “Woah, woah,” the handsome face smiling back at me said. “It’s okay. You’re not in trouble.” He cocked one eyebrow, giving me a mischievous grin. “It looked to me like you were trying to fix your loose cord.”

      “I… uh… yeah!” I agreed, finally catching on. “Yep, that’s it. Loose cord. Definitely.”

      “See?” the man said. “Everything’s fine.” He glanced down at his watch. “And your shift is over. So go ahead and clock out.”

      I breathed a sigh of relief. “Thanks.”

      “I don’t think we’ve met. I’m James,” the handsome man said, holding out his hand. “I’m one of the supervisors for the department.”

      “Aiden,” I replied, taking his hand. “I just started here a couple of months ago.”

      “I thought you must be a new face.” His eyes flicked down my body, then back up. “And a handsome one, if you don’t mind me saying.”

      I felt the heat rush to my cheeks. “Thanks,” I chuckled in embarrassment. “Although… I’m not sure you’re supposed to say stuff like that.”

      “You’re right,” he replied with a nod. “My apologies.”

      “Thank you, though,” I added, not wanting to sound unappreciative. “It’s been a while since anyone’s said anything like that to me.”

      “Why’s that?”

      “Haven’t had a lot of time to date with the new job and everything.” I began to shut down my computer, packing away my things for the night. “Just had a lot going on, ya know?”

      “That’s understandable. I find myself not going on dates much anymore, either.”

      I cocked my head to the side like a confused puppy. The guy was gorgeous. I thought he must be dripping in men, women, and everything in between.

      “What’s your excuse?” I laughed. “And don’t say work. That one was mine.”

      He smiled, running his fingers through his dark, perfectly quaffed hair. “Well, if I can’t use work… I’d say it’s because I haven’t run into anyone who’s really caught my eye.” He gave me a small wink. “Until now, that is.”

      My heart sped up once more, and this time for a totally different reason. Getting caught doing something wrong was one thing, but getting hit on by the most handsome man I’d seen in months was something else. I knew he was a supervisor, and I shouldn’t be talking about that kind of stuff with him. But the way he looked at me made my defenses melt away. Those warm hazel eyes pierced right through me. Not to mention, I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the perfectly sculpted body peeking from under his overly tight shirt. He had his top two buttons undone, and the dark chest hair poking out was driving me crazy. I couldn’t catch a glimpse with the cubicle wall in the way, but the guy exuded big dick energy. I didn’t care how big it was, though. A sexy guy giving me the attention I craved was a rarity in my life. I’d take what I could get.

      “Do you want to walk out together?” James asked, lifting one eyebrow. “My shift is over too.”

      “S-Sure,” I stammered. “Just let me grab my stuff.”

      “I’ll meet you at the scanner.”

      I nodded, and he turned back toward the endless rows of cubicles, working his way to the back of the room where the supervisors sat. I couldn’t help but watch him go, his slacks so tight that I could easily tell he was wearing a jockstrap. Immediately my dick throbbed to attention at the mere thought of his muscular body standing over me as he slowly released the monster hidden in his jockstrap.

      Shaking myself out of it, I pulled my satchel in front of me, trying to hide my obvious boner. Nearly jogging, I made my way to the end of the massive cubicle farm to the scanner at the far end. I had to do a little juggling but managed to scan my badge at last, marking my time out for the day. My heart sank a little as I saw I was a full six minutes over my end time.

      Management didn’t like that. They claimed there were a lot of people milking the system for extra pay fraudulently. However, we weren’t allowed to hang up on customers either, so if we got stuck on a call, there was nothing we could do. Hanging up would get you in trouble just as much as clocking out late. Then again, clocking out early or not taking your next call, regardless of the time, would also get you in trouble. It was a conundrum thrust upon us by the higher-ups, an impossible situation that almost seemed to guarantee a certain amount of turnover. But I didn’t care. Working at this shitty insurance office was way better than getting evicted from my apartment because my hours got cut at the pizza shop. I’d figure it out eventually.

      Before I could even manage to stuff my badge back in my bag, James was right next to me. I glanced up at him, waiting for him to clock out, but he didn’t move.

      “Don’t… Don’t you have to scan out?” I asked.

      “Oh! No, I don’t,” he laughed. “I’m salary. We just get paid no matter how much or little we work.”

      “Wow,” I replied, impressed someone so normal could have something as elusive as a salary. “That sounds pretty cool.”

      “Yeah. It’s pretty great until the execs force you to work sixty-hour weeks all the time.” He flashed me a gleaming smile. “But I don’t mind. It comes with its perks, I guess.” He placed a strong hand on my shoulder, guiding me down the hall toward the doors. “But enough about work. Tell me about yourself, Aiden. What do you like to do for fun?”

      “I like to… uh… fish, I guess?” I said, feeling a bit embarrassed by my answer.

      “That’s interesting,” James replied with a nod. “And a little bit weird, if I’m being honest.”

      “Oh…”

      “It’s not a bad thing,” he quickly added, noticing my reaction. “It just seems really… I don’t know… straight, I guess. I don’t know many gay guys that fish.”

      “How do you know I’m–”

      “Oh please,” he laughed. “You haven’t been able to take your eyes off me since I caught you unplugging your ethernet cable.”

      There was that cocky big dick energy again. It turned me on, but at the same time, I couldn’t help but feel a little streak of fear. We weren’t out of the building yet, and he was talking openly about the thing that could definitely get me fired.

      “Don’t worry,” he added with a wink and a firm hand on my back. “Your secret is safe with me.”

      I nodded, unable to form a coherent sentence with the warmth of his hand seeping through my shirt. I couldn’t help wondering what those strong hands would feel like on my bare skin, his fingers trailing down my back before he plunged a finger into my tight, willing hole.

      “So how about that drink?” he said, treating me from my fantasy. “Are you free sometime this week?”

      “Uh… yeah!” I replied, shaking my head. “I’m open pretty much every night.” I paused. “Not busy tonight either.”

      “Ah, sorry. I’ve got plans with friends tonight. But how about tomorrow? It’s a Thursday, so the bars will be packed, but I guess that could make it more fun, right?”

      “S-sure! Tomorrow would be great!”

      “I’m glad to hear it,” he smiled.

      James smacked the blue handicap button next to the door, opening both sets in front of me. I gave him a small grin, feeling the heat in my cheeks but hoping he didn’t notice. Together we walked through and out into the sunshine of a late spring evening.

      “Well, my car is parked over in the supervisor lot,” he said, stopping as we reached the fork in the sidewalk. He reached into his pocket and produced a business card printed with his name and photo. “This is my personal cell phone,” he said, handing it to me. “Why don’t you text me, and we can figure out where we want to go tomorrow.”

      “S-Sure!” I stammered, taking the card from him with trembling hands.

      “I’m looking forward to it.” He paused, his eyes glancing to either side. “And Aiden, keep this just between us, okay? I’m sure you know this already, but supervisors aren’t really supposed to go on dates with their subordinates. So if I act like I don’t know you around the office, just know it’s part of our little game, alright?”

      “Right,” I nodded. “Of course.” Then, his words struck me. “Wait… it’s a d-date?!”

      “Well, yeah!” James laughed. “I’m not gonna let some cute little thing like you get away, am I?”

      I didn’t know what to say. All I could do was sit there and blush like a fool.

      “See you tomorrow then,” he said with a wave.

      As he turned away, I caught one sideways glance at the bulge in his pants. He definitely had that big dick energy for a reason. I waved back sheepishly, knowing full well he couldn’t see me. For a long moment, I stood there, clutching his card to my chest as I attempted to learn to breathe once more.

      A date. After all these months. It was like my whole life had suddenly clicked into place. Two months ago, I’d been one missed payment away from losing both my car and my apartment. But now I was almost caught up. I had a steady job that paid nearly twice as much as any other I’d ever had, and now there was a hot guy who wanted to take me on a date. And this wasn’t some run-of-the-mill asshole from a shitty app. This was a genuine man with a salary, a decent job, and the package to match. I didn’t want to get too far ahead of myself, but he seemed like the real deal, and I couldn’t help but be excited.

      I nearly ran to my car, tossing my bag into the passenger seat. A quick glance confirmed that I’d left all my fishing gear in the car, and without hesitation, I turned over the engine and sped out of the lot, heading for the lighthouse pier on the great lake. A big smile covered my face as I realized I was going out to fish for the first time in months, not because I was stressed and needed to blow off steam but because I was excited.

      Is this what it felt like to have everything in life go right for once? If so, I wanted more of it. And I was gonna give it a real fighting chance. So what if the work rules said we couldn’t go out? I wasn’t going to give up on a shot at love just because some stuffy executive wrote a rulebook thirty years ago.

      James was worth the risk.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Parker

          

        

      

    

    
      I stumbled up to the front door, a box under one arm and a heavy duffel bag under the other. With my elbow, I pushed the handle down and pressed my shoulder against the door, expecting it to swing open. Instead, I only met resistance; the door stuck in place as I jammed my shoulder into the glass framing. Pain radiated down my arm all the way to my fingertips as I cursed under my breath.

      “You were supposed to leave the fucking door unlocked,” I muttered under my breath. “Absolutely worthless set of parents… I swear.”

      Knowing I had no other choice, I dropped all my bags to the ground, letting them fall in a pile on the front stoop. Pulling my phone from my pocket, I swiped to the family group chat and began to type.

      Me: Is there a spare key at the house? You guys didn’t unlock the front door…

      Mom: Sorry about that! There should be a key under the mat!

      Dad: There’s no key under the mat. I put it in the potted plant on the front stoop after the delivery guy found it by accident.

      I glanced around, searching for any sign of a potted plant. There were none to be seen.

      Me: There’s no plant on the porch.

      Mom: Maybe the house cleaner threw it away

      Dad: Why would she do that?

      Mom: I don’t know. It’s not my job to keep the house staff in line, Todd.

      I rolled my eyes so hard I thought I might have pulled something. Instead of listening to my parents argue for the seven thousandth time, I decided I’d just break into the house. I’d done it plenty of times as a kid, sneaking back in after a night of unsupervised fun. Not that they would have noticed. They were always too busy with parties, social gatherings, and fucking other people behind each other’s backs to notice what I was up to.

      Leaving my stuff piled on the front porch, I worked my way through the immaculate landscaping around to the back of the house. My room was on the upper floor, but there was an old metal trellis leaning up against the house below it. The trellis was covered in wisteria in full bloom, the dangling purple flowers swaying in the early summer breeze. It was absolutely covered in honeybees of all sorts, but they never stung me. Above I could see my window was just barely cracked open like always. If I’d ever told my parents it didn’t shut all the way, they would’ve had a contractor out there in a flash to have it fixed. But I didn’t want to give up my secret freedom, especially when it meant so many wonderful summer nights with cute boys that I knew I’d never see again. Besides, being in the arms of a stranger was much more preferable to being at home listening to my parents ignore my existence.

      I placed my foot on the trellis, testing my weight before going too far. It seemed to hold just fine, and I began to climb. Memories flooded into my mind as I made my way up to the window. Those days during my summer breaks from college were some of the best I ever had. Now I was back at the house I swore I’d never live in again. All because he decided I wasn’t good enough anymore. Not that he didn’t make sure to cash in on those birthday gifts and the vacation to the Bahamas before he fucked off. The bastard.

      My parents were rich, and the house overlooking Lake Michigan proved it. Unfortunately, that meant every asshole for three states wanted to date me to try to get their grubby fingers into the family bank accounts. But the joke was on them because I didn’t have access to those accounts. Instead, I had my own small portfolio of investments my father had given me on my eighteenth birthday. The dividends were enough to live off of modestly. As long as I didn’t go too crazy, I’d probably never need a real job. The last thing I wanted was to be part of their high-class world anyway. Tailored suits and a job as a corporate executive sounded like a death sentence.

      Unknown to most humans, big companies were run by paranormals. They never owned the companies outright but made sure they were on the board of directors and calling the shots. That way, when things inevitably went sour, they could bow out and let the humans take the fall. It was just another way they expressed their superiority over them.

      Unfortunately, that’s the way most of the paranormal world thought. Their abilities, heritage, and powers gave them the idea that they were better than regular people, but I disagreed. However, that didn’t stop my parents and the pack from forbidding me to date humans. Although, judging by how well the string of parent-approved boyfriends had gone, I was fairly certain they didn’t know what the fuck they were talking about. And, for all their meddling and forced socializing, I’d yet to feel the mate bond with anyone.

      Still, I hadn’t been quite brave enough to defy them outwardly yet. Instead, I just went along with it. Dating someone for a while was always easier than putting up with my parent’s constant hounding. At least I got laid in the process.

      And because I’d suffered through all those breakups for them, I figured they could lend me the house for the summer. I’d been put through the wringer by that fae asshole they’d set me up with. The least they could do was let me use their practically abandoned house while I got my life back in order.

      A summer without men… it sounded heavenly. The last thing I needed was another idiot eating up all my time and trying to get into my wallet.

      At the top of the trellis, I found the window still cracked as I remembered and pulled it open. With an ungraceful flop, I landed on the dark blue carpet of my bedroom, my eyes gazing up at the ceiling still covered in glow-in-the-dark plastic stars. My parents hated them, but I still found them charming, even if they were from a dollar store.

      I blew out a sigh, my lips vibrating cheerfully. “Home sweet home, I guess.”

      Ignoring the dirt and dust I was tracking through the pristine house, I went down to the front door and found the spare key hanging on a ring right beside it. Tearing it off the wall, I stomped outside and threw it under the welcome mat. I wasn’t getting locked out again.

      I gathered up my bags and took them up to my room, dumping them in a haphazard pile near the door. Before I even had a chance to unpack or anything, I began to strip. I was hot and irritated from climbing the trellis, and I needed a swim. Kicking off my clothes, I left them lying in the middle of the room and wandered through the house totally nude. It didn’t bother me, I hated wearing clothes anyway, and I couldn’t swim with trunks on.

      Grabbing a towel from the downstairs bathroom, I headed out the back sliding door and left it wide open behind me. There was a large wooden deck with a long set of stairs. They led to the few hundred feet of private beach attached to the house. A cold breeze kicked up from the water, and I shivered slightly, listening to the soothing sound of waves crashing against the sand. The water was calling me.

      Swimming gave me life. The water was where I went to relax, to think, to breathe, and to just exist without the weight of the world pressing down on me.  I'd been running down to the shore since I was a child. During the school year, I regularly took second place at swim meets, right behind the merman that was a year ahead of me. My parents thought it was odd that a werewolf would take to water like that, but I didn't care. Lake Michigan made my soul sing as if I belonged to it. Living away from it for so long had been like losing a friend. Even though the house was full of unwanted expectations, the lake was a welcome and much-needed sight.

      Taking a deep breath, I headed down the stairs, a smile plastered on my face.

      Halfway down, I started to giggle, my dick making a repetitive slapping noise against my thighs as I rushed down the stairs. It was childish, but I didn’t care. Growing up in that house had always been so serious, my parents sucking the fun out of everything, and I’d sworn never to go back to being boring like they were. Running naked down the stairs in broad daylight was just part of keeping it fresh.

      At the bottom, I jogged through the hot sand until I reached the edge of the lake. Waves crashed into the shore, cold water lapping up over my feet. Crystalline ripples caught the sunlight, giving the lake an almost fantastical quality, like it was too pretty to be real. Today it was calm, the waves small enough that there was no real threat of danger. My skin prickled as I thought of the thunderstorms forecasted later in the week. It might be pretty now, but when the storms came in, the lake would swallow you up and never let go. That realization came with a profound sense of respect.

      But that didn’t matter right now. Today the skies were clear, the sun was warm, and the cool wind caressed my naked body in just the right way.

      Taking a few steps back, I dug my toes into the sand and took off toward the lake. Cold water washed over my body, the shock making me cry out in surprise. It came up to my waist before shallowing out as I hit the first sandbar. A couple more yards and I was in water up to my neck, my feet bouncing off the bottom as I pushed myself up and over the waves. Taking a deep breath, I dove down to the sand and opened my eyes.

      Everything was peaceful and quiet. Beams of sunlight shone through the blue water, rippling along the striations in the sand. A couple of bits of seaweed floated here and there, rocking gently in the waves. In the distance could make out a school of shimmering minnows. The world below the water belonged only to me at that moment.

      Floating back to the top, I stretched out on my back, letting the waves carry me toward the shore. The bright sunlight warmed my skin, and all my worries melted away. Before long, I found myself over the sandbar once more,  my butt bumping against the bottom. I felt the wolf inside me squirming, aching to get out and run through the waves. There was something magical about the feeling of sand between my pads and running through the surf.

      Without a second thought, I turned over and began to shift. Only a handful of seconds passed by as fur sprouted from my pores, my body rearranged, and I felt my paws sink into the sand. A moment later, I was standing up to my chest in water, shaking out my fur from nose to tail. Shifting always made me itchy, but a quick flop into the cold water washed the sensation away.

      The wolf side of me took over the moment I resurfaced. I hopped through the water like an idiot, splashing and snapping at the waves. Turning on my heel, I dove into the deeper water between the sandbar and the shore, paddling my way through and making as much noise as possible. Back on the shore, I shook out again and, after the biggest stretch, took off down the beach at an incredible pace.

      Sand and water flew up from my paws as I ran through the waves. I was heading due north along the shore through several sections of private beach. Up on the dunes were the mansions belonging to the owners of said beaches. None of them were home, of course. That was the weird thing about people who owned giant houses on the lake. They were never there. Most of them just sat empty,   a real estate investment rarely enjoyed by anyone.

      However, just beyond a long line of homes was a public beach where all the locals liked to gather on hot days. The moment the sun came out and the snow was gone in spring, they were at the beach with their colorful blankets and umbrellas. It was still early in the season, but in the distance, I could make out a few of them. I knew getting too close would probably get the local rangers called. People were fine with random dogs showing up. But giant black wolves? Not so much.

      I  skidded to a halt, not wanting to be spotted. For a moment, I watched the humans run about, chasing their young out of the water or reading their books while getting a tan. They were such curious creatures. Obviously, I’d met plenty of them in my time, but my parents were grossly old-fashioned. They’d kept me out of the human world as much as possible, labeling them unintelligent and below our kind. Most of my life had been spent with the pack or at other paranormal-only events. It’s surprising how easy it was to exist outside of the real world when your parents had more money than anyone should.

      There was some curiosity there, though. Sure, I’d had my run-ins with them during college. I’d even had a few one-night stands with guys that I never learned the name of. It was exhilarating to feel like I was doing something I shouldn’t, but at the end of the night, they left, and I still didn’t know anything about their lives or who they were. Even if one of them had stayed, I wouldn’t know what to talk to them about.

      A sudden gasp to my right caught my attention, my ears swiveling toward the noise. I glanced up at an older man and woman standing atop one of the shorter dunes. The woman pointed in my direction,  the other hand over her mouth as a look of shock spread over her features.

      “Oh my god… Gary… that’s a wolf,” she said, her voice shaking.

      “Come on, Diane,” he sighed. “It’s probably just a big German Shepherd or something. There’s no wolves this
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using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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