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      Running toward the future is difficult with the past chasing on your heels.

      

      After fleeing an arranged marriage in a polygamist society in Oklahoma, Alyssa Franklin wants nothing more than to enjoy her early twenties, take some classes at the local college, and learn about the world outside the confines of her childhood pack. Embraced by the loving Masters family in Oregon, Alyssa is beyond grateful for her good fortune. Nothing can upset her new life, except maybe the scent of her mate wafting toward her at a local rodeo…

      

      Tyler Evans has been sent from Alyssa’s Oklahoma pack to ensure she is indeed mated to one of the Masters. Blindsided, he’s completely unprepared to realize Alyssa is his mate. In a rash, split-second decision, he flees her presence, not wishing to upset the perfect life his mate is living. Tortured with the need to be with Alyssa and unprepared for his inability to avoid the pull she has on him, Tyler abandons his family in Oklahoma and treks to Oregon to claim his mate.

      

      Michael Masters has been living in Spain for two years, knowing Alyssa is his mate and wishing to give her time to mature and experience life before claiming her. When he learns she believes another man is destined for her, he returns from abroad to claim his mate. Hoping she was mistaken, Michael treads lightly with his fingers crossed that fate has not deemed it necessary to share her.

      

      When these three souls collide, tension rises. None of them are prepared for or interested in a ménage. However, fate has other plans. Can the three lovers, drawn to each other by a power they can’t deny, work together to become a unit? Or will outside forces, both local and distant, be able to tear them apart before they’ve had a chance to consummate their mating?
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      Alyssa Franklin heard the firm, distinct knock on the front door from inside her bedroom. She’d been sitting on pins and needles all week, praying silently this day would not come. The book she feigned interest in fell from her hands. She had no idea what volume it was.

      She tiptoed over to the closed door and pressed her ear to the hollow wood.

      “Ma’am. Sir.” The distinct voice of her pack leader vibrated through the entire house when her parents opened the front door. For Alyssa, opening that door was akin to stabbing her in the chest. Life as she knew it would never be the same. No visit from Fredrick Wells this week could be good. She’d dreaded this visit for years, since she’d found out she was destined to be mated to Frederick’s brother, the smarmy Dwight.

      “Good afternoon. Come in.” Her mother’s voice sounded strained. Forced. Good, maybe the woman would tell the pack leader no.

      “I’ll be quick. I’m aware your daughter turned eighteen this week. It’s time for her to be mated. The arrangements have been made. She’ll attend the ceremony this Saturday and move directly to Dwight’s residence following the consummation.” All those sentences came out in a rush, seemingly on top of each other, before Alyssa sucked in one breath of air.

      She cringed against the bedroom door. Consummation? What was she, a sex slave involved in some ancient tribal ritual? That wasn’t far from the truth.

      Inside, she screamed. Mom. Dad. Somebody please tell him no.

      Her wishes were not granted, however. Before any voices were heard again, the front door closed with a snick, sealing her fate.

      Hours later, Alyssa still paced the hardwood floor of her tiny bedroom, biting the last unchewed fingernail on her right hand absentmindedly. She glanced out the window for the hundredth time. It was dark. It was late. Was the rest of the world sleeping yet?

      A glance at the clock told her it was midnight. Could she do this?

      Yes. She had no choice. Her heart pounded. She squeezed her eyes shut…and then flung them back open. Every time she shut her eyes she had a vision of that fat slob Dwight Wells with his hands on her. Her stomach churned again. She hadn’t eaten since lunch, and that meal had long since been vomited.

      Alyssa sat on the edge of the bed and leaned forward with her head in her hands.

      Think.

      The voices she’d overheard that afternoon rang loud and clear. Alyssa stood with greater resolve. She had no choice. She’d do anything to avoid having Dwight’s plump, nasty fingers so much as grazing her cheek. She couldn’t even comprehend a fate that included having his penis plunging into her. The thought alone made her stomach heave again.

      She was ready. Heavens, she’d been ready for weeks. She had a satchel packed beneath her bed. It was small. Just the necessities—two changes of clothes, a few dollars she’d tucked away, and photos of her childhood and parents. Would she ever see them again?

      With one last glance around the only room she’d ever slept in, Alyssa pulled on her warmest coat, eased her bedroom window up, and climbed out into the night. It was only a short jump to the ground, and then she ran. She didn’t even pause to sling her pack onto her back. She worked the straps over her shoulders as she scrambled away from the house.

      The only thing worse than a forced mating to a sixty-five-year-old man with three other wives would be getting caught running away from home to avoid said fate.

      Alyssa tore into the trees behind her house and headed in the direction of the highway. It was a long trek, but she’d looked at the map and knew she’d eventually reach civilization if she kept this path and didn’t veer too far off course.

      Heaving for breath, she kept up an incredible pace for someone as out of shape as she was. She’d never run in her life. Adrenaline aided her purpose. Thank God for a moon that was somewhere in the middle stages of brightness at this time of the month. It wasn’t full, but at least it was there to help guide her. She didn’t have a flashlight. There was only one in the house, and she hadn’t wanted to arouse suspicion by stealing it away to her bedroom.

      When her feet began to hurt and sweat poured down her brow, she slowed to a fast walk for a while. It was cold. That couldn’t be avoided. Too bad for her that her eighteenth birthday fell in December, and she lived in Oklahoma. She was lucky it was unseasonably warm. On any given year, there could be snow on the ground by now. At least tonight it was above freezing.

      Alyssa pulled her coat tighter around her neck and kept moving. She swiped her brow with her gloves to keep the sweat out of her eyes.

      It took hours to reach the highway, and then Alyssa stayed next to the tree line as she kept heading farther away from her home. She didn’t want anyone to spot her along the road yet. All night she traveled, keeping a pace that was a mixture of running, jogging, and walking to cover as much distance as possible.

      Finally, she emerged from the edge of the tree line and scrambled up the incline beside the highway to reach the shoulder. She was more tired than she’d ever been in her life. And sore. Every muscle in her body ached. Blisters had formed on her toes from running in the only tennis shoes she owned. They weren’t intended for such long distances.

      How far had she gone? Miles for sure. It couldn’t be too much farther to the intersection where the highways crossed. That was her goal. Hundreds of people would travel through there, stopping for something to eat. She intended to scope out a suitable person and hitch a ride to Anywhere-but-here U.S.A.

      Thankfully, she didn’t have to keep walking much longer. Lights up ahead alerted her to her goal. It was still very dark. She had no idea what time it was. She didn’t have a watch or a phone. She’d never needed either. No kid in her small world had a phone. Who would they call? And as for a watch, her parents had gotten her wherever she needed to go all her life.

      She’d been rather old when she first began to question her strange life in her mind. Twelve. And then only because her father had taken her to Oklahoma City one Saturday for supplies. That trip had changed her life. Without it, she never would have witnessed the outside world so thoroughly, seen how others lived, watched children her age laughing and playing in their yards. Girls and boys of all ages filled the aisles of the stores she went in with her father. Their cheerfulness had been infectious. She’d known then and there she wanted that for herself. Freedom.

      Now that freedom was right in front of her in the form of flashy, blinking lights of every color. Alyssa hastened her pace once again and crossed the parking lot she came to with her head held high. Hopefully no one would notice her emerging from—nowhere.

      She didn’t have much money, but she needed to go inside the truck stop and order something, anything, to occupy her while she scoped out the patrons and selected someone to aid her escape.

      Timidly, Alyssa entered the diner and took a seat at the counter.

      A waitress leaned over from the other side and said, “Coffee?” Alyssa’s worries about ordering vanished. She’d never even tasted the stuff before, but she didn’t care. It would be hot, and it would give her the freedom to sit on the bar stool. And wait.

      Within minutes of her arrival, she spotted them. Perfect. Two good-looking, hunky men came in and took a seat not far from her perch at the counter. They glanced her way and nodded. A shiver shook her at their intense stares. Hot liquid sloshed over the sides of the untouched mug of coffee, warming her hands when she jiggled.

      It unnerved her that the newcomers stared at her, but not for the reason most young girls would be nervous. Nope. These men were lupine. She knew that about them, and more importantly, they knew the same about her. All three of them had an above-average sense of smell. It was thick in the air. And no one else in the diner was a shifter.

      Alyssa smiled. Get brave, girl. This is your best option.

      Trembling enough to make walking difficult, Alyssa jumped down from the barstool, grabbed her pack, and headed to the booth the two wolves occupied. She didn’t bother to bring the coffee with her. As it was, her hands stung from the splash of liquid that landed on her fingers moments ago.

      She paid no attention to the sting. In fact, she stuck her hands in her coat pockets to occupy them while she swallowed hard and opened her mouth. No task in her entire life had been as important as this one. She squeezed her hands into fists around her gloves in her pockets, the strain taking the edge off her predicament.

      “Hey,” she uttered. She tipped her head to one side and smiled again, hoping she was enticing. She glanced from one man to the other. Both were tanned from hard work outside, but the similarities stopped there. One had brown eyes and dark hair, thick waves that landed over his forehead in need of a cut. The other had deep blue eyes and blond hair that gave him a slightly less rugged appearance. Both were probably what most women would consider sexy. She could do much worse than to align herself with them.

      At least they weren’t past retirement age and slobby fat. She swallowed around the lump enlarging in her throat.

      The blond man glanced behind her and then around the diner. “Are you alone?”

      “Yes,” she mumbled. Fear climbed her spine. They were attractive enough, and she knew deep down she’d do anything if they’d just take her with them wherever they were going. She only hoped they wouldn’t take advantage and push her to have sex with them before she could wrap her mind around the idea.

      She knew about sex, but only because she was inquisitive. Not because anyone had told her much about it. She could read. There was a library in her town, a human library, and she’d read nearly everything in it over the years, even though most of the books never got checked out or came home with her to her parents’ house.

      “Why?” The dark-haired man scooted over and motioned for her to take a seat on the bench with him. “You look exhausted. Like you ran all night.”

      Alyssa hesitated and then sat. At least her legs would stop wobbling. Between her fear and her exhaustion, she was sure to collapse soon.

      “I did.” She decided to be slightly forthcoming. Flat-out lying wouldn’t get her anywhere. They didn’t need to know the entire truth, just enough to be willing to aid her escape.

      She kicked herself for not thinking this through ahead of time, but she never envisioned making her escape with shifters. This changed things. An idea formed in her head. “My boyfriend…he uh…hit me. I…uh…ran to get away. Would you be willing to take me with you? You are passing through, right?” God, don’t tell me they live near here and just happen to dine at a truck stop before sunrise.

      “We are.” Tall-and-dark narrowed his gaze at her. “You’re on the run from a boyfriend? Where’s your family?”

      Alyssa swallowed, a new habit. Probably her my-life-is-a-mess-and-I’m-scared-out-of-my-mind habit. Could she trust these guys? Or would they turn on her and take her back to her family?

      She couldn’t risk it. She had to lie harder. “I’m not from around here. We…my boyfriend and I…were driving through this area when he became abusive. Drunk. He was drunk. And he slapped me. He, um, threatened to strangle me. So, I, um, ran. I’m sure he’s passed out in his truck somewhere. If you could just take me with you before he wakes up and looks for me, I’d…” You’d what, smarty pants? “I’d do anything. Do either of you have mates?”

      The blond gasped, and she whipped her head from the darker guy to the blue-eyed man across the table. “Anything? You must really be in a pickle.” His eyes narrowed, but he chuckled. Was that a good sign or bad? “I’m Reese, by the way.” He reached out a hand to shake hers. “And this is Charles.” He nodded in the direction of his friend. His hand still hovered across the table, but he withdrew it abruptly.

      What’s the matter with you? She couldn’t bring herself to withdraw her fist from her pocket to shake the man’s hand.

      Charles cleared his throat, and Alyssa turned her attention back to him. “I can see you’re definitely in a bind. Not sure I’m buying the whole story about the strangely abusive boyfriend, but obviously you need help. We’ll take you with us. Do you even care where we’re headed?”

      Alyssa shook her head, relief allowing her to exhale long and hard. Had she been holding her breath?

      Charles raised his eyebrows. “Worse than I thought.”

      The waitress who’d given Alyssa a mug of coffee showed up, chomping on her gum and smiling broader than when she’d waited on Alyssa. “Hey, fellas. What can I get you?”

      She cocked one hip to the side and propped her hand on it. The woman glanced at Alyssa for about half a second and then returned her gaze to the men, a sigh escaping her lips. Her blonde hair was done up high on her head and sprayed to the point of concrete. She was twice their age, at least, and yet she flirted relentlessly as though Alyssa were a mere bug she could stamp out while convincing these guys to pick her instead.

      Reese shut his menu and looked up at the waitress. “I’m sorry, ma’am. Something’s come up. We won’t be able to eat here after all. Please excuse us.” Reese stood.

      Alyssa swallowed her tongue. Well, it felt like it. Were they going to leave her? Just walk out? The waitress paused in her chomping, her eyebrows raised in confusion. Finally, she huffed, turned, and walked away, mumbling incoherently.

      Charles nudged Alyssa’s arm and nodded for her to stand. “Let’s go. I’m sure you’re starving, and we are too, but we’ll find something faster along the way. You don’t look like you want to hang out here chatting.”

      Relief flooded Alyssa’s body. She let her shoulders drop several inches. They weren’t going to leave her. Thank God.

      Without a word, she followed her saviors out of the diner and climbed into the back seat of their truck. She silently prayed to herself that she hadn’t jumped out of the frying pan and into the fire.

      “Relax,” Charles stated as he started the engine. “No one’s going to make you do anything you don’t want to do.”

      Relax? Was he kidding? She’d just climbed into the back of a truck with two men she knew nothing about. She was at the mercy of whatever they wanted to do with her. How was she supposed to relax?

      Alyssa looked out the window as they pulled out of the lot. Whatever happened, it couldn’t be a worse fate than what had been in store for her yesterday. She slumped down into the seat, her eyes heavy. So tired. She clutched her bag with tight fingers as though her only worldly possessions might disappear with a poof if she let go.

      “We’ll drive for a while and then grab something to eat. Is that okay?” Reese angled his head over his shoulder to question her.

      She nodded. “Thank you. I really appreciate your help.” At least she could be polite.

      Reese smiled. “No problem. If I had a sister your age, I’d hope someone would help her out if she was ever in the bind you clearly appear to be in. Let’s get out of here. Get some distance behind us. If you need anything, yell. You look like you could use a nap. We’ll wake you when we stop.”

      Exhausted beyond measure, Alyssa finally felt safe enough to let her guard down. She slumped against the door and closed her eyes. She had no idea if one of them would decide to claim her, but at least for the moment, it didn’t seem anyone was going to force anything.

      Alyssa slept the entire day and most of the night, waking only occasionally to eat and use the restroom when they stopped for gas. She barely exchanged words with her rescuers. Every mile they put behind them put her more at ease.

      When the sun rose again the next day, she sat up to look at her surroundings. “Where are we? I haven’t even asked where you’re going.”

      Charles glanced at her in the rearview mirror and chuckled. “I noticed. That boyfriend of yours must have really frightened you.” He obviously didn’t buy her story but also didn’t pressure her for more details.

      “Yeah…” she mumbled. “He did.”

      “Well, we live on a farm outside Corvallis in Oregon. You’ll love it. My parents are the kindest people I’ve ever met. Don’t worry about a thing. You’ll be welcome there for as long as you need. We’ll be there in a few hours.”

      “Do you mind, um…I mean…” She bit her lip before sitting up straighter and continuing. “Would it be too much to ask for you to pretend you’re like…with me?”

      “Both of us?” Reese chuckled now. She was glad to know she was so amusing.

      “No. Of course not.” She shivered. “I didn’t mean… I just…”

      Charles reassured her. “Don’t worry. No problem, but for the record, no one in our family would think it was strange for you to share us. It’s kind of the norm among my brothers.”

      “You share? Women?” Alyssa cringed and scooted closer to the door. God. Maybe this had been a horrible mistake. She’d just gone from a pack that shared women to a pack that shared men? Greeatt.

      “Don’t look so frightened. We aren’t going to rape you.” Reese turned all the way around in the front to look at her. “We have a tendency to share is all. Charles and I haven’t really outed ourselves to the family yet, but if you want us to pretend you belong to us, we can do that. I’m not sure I understand quite why, but we can play along.”

      Okay. Deep breaths. They seemed harmless. If they intended to take advantage of her, wouldn’t they have done so already?

      “This isn’t really necessary, you know. My family won’t care what your reasons are for fleeing, but if you need time to think about it, that’s okay with us. Take all the time you want. I’m sure once you get comfortable you’ll see you don’t have to pretend.” Charles glanced her way again but kept most of his attention on the highway.

      “Do you think perhaps…maybe…?” How could she say what she was thinking? That she actually wanted them to claim her. Anyone would be better than that grease ball Dwight Wells. If they were by chance followed from Oklahoma, it would make her life a whole lot easier if she was mated and claimed before her pack caught up with her.

      Reese narrowed his gaze. “Are you asking us to claim you?”

      Alyssa nodded.

      “Wow, your plight is worse than I imagined.” He reached over the seat as if to touch her but then pulled back. “Let’s not jump the gun here. We don’t even know you. Maybe, in time, that could happen I suppose, but there’s no rush. You’re so young. What are you, like eighteen?”

      Alyssa nodded. Exactly eighteen.

      “Ahh, I get it,” Reese continued without waiting for a response. “You want to keep this boyfriend of yours from being able to claim you. Huh. I thought he was a euphemism. He must be a real ass if you’d let perfect strangers—two of them no less—take you as their own to keep him from getting you.”

      “He is,” she stated clearly, not losing eye contact with Reese.

      “Well, don’t worry. There’s no way in hell we’d let anyone force you to mate against your will—not on our clock. Charles has four brothers. The farm is saturated with protection. You won’t be kidnapped from our domain. You don’t have to jump into any arrangement so young. Okay?”

      “But, maybe?” She wouldn’t let the idea go. In her mind, the only thing that would assure her safety would be a claiming outside the pack. These guys thought a rough boyfriend was after her. They had no idea how powerful the pack leader was or what lengths he might go to in order to get her back. Fredrick Wells had been known to send his thugs to retrieve wayward members. She wouldn’t put it past him this time.

      The only thing that would save her would be if she’d managed to escape without a trace. If anyone had followed her, all bets were off.
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      Michael Masters was sitting at the kitchen table eating his lunch when the screen door screeched open and banged against the wall.

      “Hey, little bro.” Charles dropped his duffel right inside the door and kicked it out of the way.

      On his heels was his best friend, Reese. That wasn’t a surprise. The two were inseparable and had been in Texas for the last six months following the rodeo circuit just for fun, though Michael suspected their reasons for getting out of Corvallis for a while had much more to do with their taste in women, specifically sharing women, than anything else.

      He had no idea why Charles and his friend found it necessary to hide the fact they enjoyed threesomes. They weren’t the first in the family to lean that way. But he wasn’t about to question their reasoning.

      With his sandwich midair and his mouth open wide for the next bite, another person stepped through the door on Reese’s heels. Now this was a surprise. The petite blonde beauty took his breath away before she fully entered the kitchen.

      When she did finally step all the way in, Michael sucked in a deep breath and held it. He stared at her in disbelief. This woman, barely more than a girl, was his mate. Fuck. He froze in disbelief. Now? Michael himself was only twenty. She wasn’t close to being that old. In fact, he prayed she was at least legal. He had to force himself to keep from shaking his head in denial. He was too young. She was way too young. But there was no mistaking the impact her presence had on him. He finally exhaled, but it seemed the wind had been knocked out of him.

      Long blonde hair hung down her back in soft waves. Her piercing blue eyes grazed over him only briefly. He could scent her as clearly as if she were in his embrace. A floral shampoo. The minty gum she casually chewed. Her own personal pheromones that tugged at his soul.

      And then his gaze whipped to Charles. Oh God. Was she sleeping with his brother? And Reese?

      Michael set his sandwich back down and narrowed his gaze at his brother. He stiffened, fisted his hands in his lap, and adjusted his cock.

      Charles spoke, seemingly unfazed by Michael’s plight. “Michael, this is Alyssa. Alyssa, my brother, Michael. One of them anyway. The baby.”

      Oh, thanks. Just what he needed. Make him out to be a child.

      Alyssa nodded his direction but barely made eye contact. She didn’t know—had no idea she was his. Huh. Perhaps she couldn’t because she was too young.

      Charles looked at Michael and then back to Alyssa. “Sorry about my brother. He’s usually the chatty one in the family. What’s up with you?” He glanced back at Michael.

      Michael swallowed. “Nothing. How do you…know each other?” Please don’t tell me you intend to claim her, or I will seriously injure you without pausing to think.

      “Oh, we met on the road,” Charles stated vaguely. “She’s gonna spend the holidays with us.”

      What? This was seriously not happening. No way.

      Michael stood and forced his legs to move forward. He needed to smell his mate up close. He ambled as casually as possible toward the fridge as though he needed a new drink.

      As he brushed past Alyssa, he let his arm graze hers. He almost gasped. A tingly sensation ran up his arm and knocked him senseless. It didn’t happen for her though. She just stood there oblivious to the shock he’d gotten.

      He breathed her essence in deep. Nope. She wasn’t sleeping with Charles. Not yet anyway. Not ever, if he had anything to say about it. And he fully intended to.

      That information should have relaxed him, and it did, marginally. But still the questions hung in the air. What the hell was she doing here with Reese and Charles? What did “spend the holidays with us” mean? And, how was Michael going to survive having her in the house without taking her?

      He was going to have words with Charles later. For now, he’d keep an eye on the trio and make sure no one touched his mate. As long as everyone kept their hands to themselves, it was all good.

      Neither Reese nor Charles seemed overly interested in her. He’d seen his brother, Justin, and his friend, Trevor, with their mate. From the moment they met, none of them could separate. If they weren’t touching each other, which was rare, they were at least following each other around the room with their gazes.

      It was the same with his second brother, Ryan. He and Alejandro mated with Lindsey, and the three didn’t come up for air for weeks after they met.

      Charles and Reese barely paid Alyssa any attention at all beyond that which was deemed polite.
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        * * *

      

      An entire week went by. Michael eventually assessed that whatever was going on with Alyssa had nothing to do with Charles and Reese. In fact, those two men almost immediately met and claimed another woman, Jessica.

      The mystery behind Alyssa’s plight slowly unfolded. Michael spent a great deal of time with her, but he never let on what he knew. She was eighteen and completely unaware she belonged to him.

      On Christmas day, two idiots from her pack showed up at the door. They’d been sent to retrieve her. Michael was furious. He wrapped Alyssa in his embrace, claimed she was his, and kissed her. The kiss might have been a little overboard. He’d intended to pretend, for everyone else’s benefit, she belonged to him. The act was make-believe for everyone but him. She did belong to him. And when he kissed her, he lost all sense of reason for the eternity it seemed to last. He had to force himself to pull back.

      Nothing up to that point could have prepared him for the way his heart slammed against his chest and his blood pounded through his veins. His cock did not listen to reason, and he hid behind his mate to keep his erection out of everyone’s line of sight.

      Even after the threat was over, and the thugs had left to inform the Oklahoma pack she had been claimed in Oregon, Michael could not rein in his desire.

      In the end, he had no choice. He told his parents what had happened. Richard and Nancy Masters simply smiled. They’d known. Of course.

      Seeing no other option, Michael decided to go away for a few years. His mate needed time. Time to grow up. Time to learn about life outside the restrictions she was raised with. Time to be loved by his family. He wouldn’t steal her youth by mating her prematurely, even though it broke his heart to leave her. As luck would have it, Alejandro, the man his brother Ryan shared a mate with, was from Spain. It was perfect. Michael would go to Spain and live with Alejandro’s family on their vineyard while Alyssa enjoyed a carefree life with the Masters.

      When the time was right, he’d come home…
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      Two years later…

      
      “Bingo,” Tyler Evans muttered to himself. Finally, after two days of hiding between the trees staking out the Masters’ Oregon home, the subject of his private investigation emerged. “’Bout time.” He’d worried Alyssa Franklin would never come out of the house by this point.

      Tyler’s arms ached from holding up a pair of binoculars for so many hours without bending his elbows, and his eyes could barely focus on anything each time he lowered the binoculars for a moment’s reprieve.

      He’d know Alyssa anywhere. Granted, he’d only seen her a few times when they were much younger in Oklahoma, and then only from a distance, but she hadn’t changed at all. Maybe her silky pale blonde hair was longer, healthier, thicker, but the only other difference he could see, even from this distance, was her smile.

      Tyler remembered Alyssa as a quiet, mousy teenager who rarely allowed her lips to curve up at the corners, probably because she knew with each passing year she was getting closer and closer to a fate she couldn’t accept—marriage to Dwight Wells. Just the thought made Tyler cringe.

      Alyssa nearly skipped out of the house, trailed by three other women, and her radiant face spoke volumes. She was happier here with the Masters in Oregon than she’d ever been with her own pack in Oklahoma. And who could blame her? Even having to separate herself from everyone she’d ever known, including her own parents, was a better fate than the one she’d been arranged to endure. Running away from home two years ago and reestablishing herself with a new pack in the northwest had clearly done her a world of good.

      Tyler slumped against the tree next to him. God, he couldn’t do this. Fuck Fredrick Wells. The leader of his pack would just have to go screw himself.

      The women climbed into a shiny new black F150 and headed down the gravel driveway toward the main road.

      Tyler nearly forgot his mission—to track Alyssa and verify she was indeed mated to Michael Masters. Why his pack leader had a sudden renewed interest in Alyssa was a mystery, but now that Tyler stood here, staring at the back of the truck loaded with the women, a chill went down his spine. Did Wells still intend to force her to mate with Dwight?

      Scrambling toward the rental car he’d hidden off the road, Tyler tripped over several roots, berating himself for growing lax. Hell, he was hungry and thirsty and tired. The bottles of water and various snacks he’d brought had long since disappeared. Adrenaline led him to the car and caused him to start the engine moments after the black truck passed his location.

      His mind was made up. Why the hell are you still following her? He wanted to see for himself, get a closer look. Perhaps he could live vicariously through her for just
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