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            From the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        First and foremost, I’m so grateful to have you as a reader.  Thank you.

      

      

      

      
        
        If you haven’t claimed your free copy of my previous release Mated to the Pack (Book I)  [Please Click Here] to get your gift.
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            One Mate for Every Wolf Pack

          

        

      

    

    
      Three wolves after one girl’s heart

      

      Ridge, Chase, and Grayson are wolf shifters living in the fringes of society and sticking by each other to survive.

      

      But everything changes when they cross paths with a beautiful Native American girl named Cheyenne whom they all find irresistible.  

      

      As their mating instincts are aroused, the wolves are pitched against each other in a race to claim her as their own.

      

      With three gorgeous shifter men chasing after her – the wild and free-spirited Ridge, the handsome and endearing Chase, and the stoic and loyal Grayson -

      

      …Cheyenne has to make her choice.

      

      Or does she?

      

      A wolf can have more than one mate, and three hot men are definitely better than just one.
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      “Chelsea will skin you alive, Ridge.”

      

      I rolled my eyes at my always worried friend, Chase. We called him Chase because all he did most days was chase his own tail. Chelsea, our female alpha and the leader of our pack, took pity on him when she took him in, I think. Chase is a nice guy and if we hadn't taken him in he'd be alone on an island and in constant danger from other, established packs. Normally the male and female alphas would chase away a lone wolf, maybe even kill him. But our pack is different. It was started by Chelsea and her four mates. Yes, I said four. I know it's slightly unorthodox, but it works for us. The fact that our alphas all five spent most of their lives as strictly human is probably the most unorthodox part of it all, but like I said, it works.

      

      The pack was formed in the deserts of Afghanistan and the five of them, along with their pup, traveled to Bali, looking for a place to start over. Along the way they've collected strays, myself being one of them.

      The pack is about 20 strong now.  Mostly males, pups and old women. As my name might imply, I was found wandering along a ridge on Komodo Island. My family was killed, my pack, all of them except for myself and a younger pup named Grayson who I'd been told to protect. Grayson was the son of the alpha and it was important to the pack he survive. I'm a beta, but was one of the strongest of our pack, so that's how I ended up with the assignment.

      I don't necessarily blame the humans. We had a renegade omega in our pack. He was killing farm animals then humans. Before he could be dealt with, the humans came for all of us. They didn't know what we were, they just believed they were dealing with an overpopulation of wolves.

      

      Chelsea and her mates found Grayson and me and invited us in, with open arms. Since then, we have both learned a lot about being human as well as being a wolf. Our pack lived mostly in our fur and sometimes we were hungry and cold. Since we've joined up with Chelsea's pack, our bellies have always been full, we've slept warm and dry at night and we lived more as human than wolf, which I was getting used to.

      My only complaint was the lack of females in our pack. Chelsea had no objection to us finding a human mate, but she wanted us to do that the old fashioned way. I'm 23. I need a mate, and I hate to say it, but I don't see anything wrong with the way my kind has done it for God knows how long.

      “I'm not going to hurt her,” I told Chase. “I'd never hurt a woman.”

      “You're just going to drug her a little bit.”

      “You know how much respect I have for Chelsea and her mates, but they all lived most of their lives as humans.  She doesn't understand the old ways. She's coming around to a few of them...”

      “But, she specifically forbade us from using the drug for mating.”

      “I'm done curling up alone at night, Chase. I'll take the consequences. I'll handle it. I want this woman and she won't give me the time of day.”

      “Maybe that means she's not interested.”

      “She's afraid. She's had a bad go of it with men. I'll show her a whole new world.”

      “And that's what concerns the pack. You show her our world and she tells everyone else and then we're exterminated the way your pack was, and mine.”

      

      Chase was found on the island of Bali where the pack had intended on settling. He'd come from a very small pack. Some of them died off from hunger or old age, but the majority of them had been hunted. Chase was a pup when he lost the last of his pack. He survived, barely, high up in the woods, alone.

      Like me, he knew little to nothing about functioning as a human. The Pack found him and took him in.

      He’s got a lot to learn, but his heart is in the right place.

      Bali was where the Pack intended to settle, originally, but they found it to be too overpopulated mostly thanks to all of the tourists.

      The Pack moved onto Komodo Island from Bali and finally settled on an island just north of Komodo. It's unincorporated and many people don't know about it. The population is under a thousand counting our little pack. There are plenty of places for us to run and hunt and frolic in the woods without drawing attention.

      We can blend with humans easily most of the time, but keeping us in our human skin too long is like keeping us in a cage.

      The locals call the island “Surga” which in Indonesia means, “Paradise,” and I would agree that it was, if not for the lack of females.

      My main problem with doing things the old fashioned way as a human was that it took so much time. You couldn't just spring who and what you were on them without running for the hills, or the cops.

      In my world we mated with another wolf, or we used the drug for humans. By the time they woke up, they were one of us.  Sometimes it was slightly traumatic for them, but I've never seen one that didn't come around...eventually.

      I wanted to do it the way my parents had done it, and their parents, and my great grandparents before them, but the youngest female wolf in our pack was Chelsea, and she was certainly taken. Then, the next youngest was in her 50's. I loved her like a mother, but definitely not a mate.

      “There she is,” I told Chase.

      My eyes were drawn to her whenever she was in the room. Her name is Cheyenne and she's beautiful. She's from the US, Native American, she told me, in case I couldn't guess. She has that look about her. The high cheekbones, long, shiny dark hair and big, round dark eyes. Her eyelashes are so long that at first you might think they're fake, but they're not.

      My favorite thing is that her body isn’t rail thin like a lot of human girls.  When I first saw her, I noticed that she had curves...so many curves, curves my palms itched to explore. I could tell the few times I talked to her that she was somewhat insecure, probably because the curvy girls in Indonesia are few and far between. Her two friends that she comes out with every week are rail thin. One of them looks Indonesian and the other is a blonde, probably also from America. They're both beautiful women...but not like my Cheyenne. She was the one I wanted.
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        * * *

      

      Cheyenne

      

      Another Friday night out in Surga. I both loved and hated my new life. Just before I graduated from college with a BA degree in finance and a minor in mathematics, I was offered an opportunity that I couldn't pass up. My father's best friend lived in Indonesia and had houses in both Bali and on this small island called Surga.

      Surga was an unchartered island, found by a group of fisherman in the late 90's. The story goes that it was bought by a billionaire who built homes there for the poor and needy who roamed the streets of Bali. He built an entire little town for them, a haven, so to speak. When he died, he left the island to one of its inhabitants with the stipulation that it couldn't be sold, only passed on to whomever he chose to be his heir.

      The guy was about 50 years old now and he owned the bar I had just walked into. He was a super nice guy, and a lot of fun, but mostly everyone hung on his every word and every crazy story in the hopes of someday becoming his heir.

      Meanwhile the population of the island continued to grow. It was a collection of people who simply wanted to live off the grid, people hiding out from one thing or another and people like me, here for work.

      My boss was a contractor and owned a real estate business. He dominated the market on Surga and his men were always busy.

      I did the payroll and taxes and things like that. It was a good job and my boss was generous with my wages and benefits. The island was gorgeous. I couldn't have dreamed up a more beautiful place to live.

      But at 21 years old, with a chubby build and shy personality, being on an island of 650 people, where the median age is 42...well, it can get a little lonely sometimes.

      My two girlfriends and I have a standing date every Friday night for drinks and dancing at a local club called “Park's Place”. Park is the last name of the guy who owns the club and it is always a fun time. My roommate Marta and our co-worker Bonnie are my best friends. They're both slim, beautiful and outgoing and are constantly surrounded by men.

      I get hit on sometimes too...usually by a sailor who has been out to sea for too long, or one of the old, married men, looking for a little fling.

      I wasn't interested in either.

      I promised myself that no matter how lonely I got, I wasn't going to settle. I've spent the past six months on this island, not settling, and not dating. But a few weeks ago, I'd met a man at the club who I now couldn't get off my mind. He was in the bar tonight.

      I saw him as soon as I walked in. Of course, I was looking for him. Something about him, beyond the fact that he was drop-dead gorgeous, drew me. He introduced himself to me one night and tried to buy me a drink.

      I turned the drink down.

      Although I had thus far not had any reason to worry on the island, I was still wary of the possibility of someone slipping something in my drink. It had happened to a close friend of mine in college back in the states. She was raped and never the same afterwards.

      He had told me he understood and asked if he could sit with me and talk. There were so many beautiful women in the place, I was confused and maybe a little suspicious about why he'd picked me. He did most of the talking, but I have to admit that he was really good at getting me to open up, more than I would usually to a stranger.

      The night ended however, without him asking for a date, or even my number. I was disappointed, but not necessarily surprised.

      Oh well..

      I saw him one other time and we had just started talking when a man came in the bar, a big, burly man with a beard. He was nice looking too...but kind of scary and dark.

      He came up and said something in Ridge's ear and then walked away, like I wasn't even there. Ridge was profusely apologetic and said he had to leave, and he hoped we could meet up again...but still, he didn't ask for my number or a date. Maybe he had a hot girl at home and I was just for conversation. It happened to me all the time. I was a good listener and even in high school, no real threat to the girls the hot guys actually dated. They came to me when they needed to talk, and the hot girls got them the rest of the time.

      “I'm going to get us some drinks,” My friend Marta said into my ear. “Grab that table over there in the corner, okay?'

      “Sure,” I yelled back.

      Bonnie already saw a guy she knew and was huddled close to him, talking. I knew she liked him, but when she first met him he had been in a relationship. He recently broke up with the girlfriend and Bonnie was slowly but surely moving in for the kill. She was blonde, green eyed and a fashionista. I had no doubt she'd soon be dragging him around on her arm, practically begging her to let him do his bidding.

      I made my way over to the table in the corner, stealing glances in the direction of Ridge...even his name was cool.

      Too cool for me.

      I shook off the thoughts in my head and sat down at the high-top table. Forcing myself to focus on anything else, I looked out at the dance floor, watching all the people hug each other, rub up against each other, kiss and sway to the music. A pang of jealousy and loneliness assaulted me just as I heard the deep, baritone, melodious voice say,

      “Well there she is, hello Cheyenne. It's so good to see you.”

      I turned to look at him.

      “So good” didn't even describe the way that seeing him made me feel. Strangely, although I knew very little about him, that pull was ever-present. I'd never felt anything like it before and it confused me.

      “Hi Ridge. How are you?” He slid a long leg over one of the tall stools and then he touched me...for the first time. He slipped his hand under mine and the contact was electric. I was staring into his beautiful hazel eyes, but it was hard not to look down.

      My whole arm was tingling.

      He smiled and a part of me melted as he said,

      “Just fine, now.”
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      The spell was broken by the sound of Cheyenne's friend Marta's voice.

      “Here you go,” she said, “One Cosmopolitan.  Hi Ridge.”

      Cheyenne introduced her friends to me the first night we met. They seemed like nice enough girls but I preferred having her to myself. Growing up mostly in the woods, as a wolf, I didn't have a lot of experience being around groups of women.

      They tend to whisper and giggle too much for my taste. I was a very direct guy and all that whispering and giggling kind of annoyed me. I felt like if you had something to say, you should just say it. If it were simply up to me, and I thought it wouldn't freak her out, I would tell Cheyenne how I felt and then I'd take her to the woods, and change her. I could feel her vibes. I knew she was having feelings for me, but in typical human fashion, she was fighting them.

      “Hello Marta,” I said, politely, while hoping she'd go away. “So nice to see you again.”

      “You too,” she said. She whispered something into Cheyenne's ear and they both giggled. Then Cheyenne said,

      “Go on. I'm okay.” To me she said, “So are you here with your friend Chase again tonight?” I'd introduced Chase to Cheyenne the first night I met her. Something about the vibe between them made me change my mind about having him around when I talked to her though. Their vibe wasn't nowhere near as strong as mine and hers...but, it was there and I didn't like it. I respected my alphas and their ability to share Chelsea, but I didn't like to share, and when I got Cheyenne to believe she was my mate, I wasn't about to share her with anyone.

      “Yes,” I said. “He's on the prowl out there somewhere.”

      Poor Chase didn't have much luck with women. He was a good-looking guy, I guess, but he had no idea how to talk to a woman. I was just winging it myself most of the time, but it seemed to work for me a lot more often than it did him.

      Cheyenne's eyes scanned the crowd on the dance floor and I felt a tickle of jealousy, thinking she was looking for him. The sudden loud burst of laughter from a table behind us prompted her to smile herself and say, “Hopefully he's careful. It sounds like the hyenas are out in full force.”

      I laughed too.

      I loved that she had a sense of humor. I loved that she was just so real, and I told her so.

      “You're not just another pretty face. You have wit as well.”

      I watched the color rise in her cheeks. “Sure, whatever you say,” she said, picking up her drink and hiding her face behind it for several seconds. I watched her eyes scan my face. It was like she was always trying to figure out what I was thinking...or why I was with her. I couldn't figure out how she didn't know how incredibly beautiful, and sexy she was. When she was mine, I would spend the rest of our lives proving it to her.

      “So there's a question I've been wanting to ask you, Cheyenne. Why don't you have a boyfriend? You're much too wonderful to be alone.”

      Another blush and then a slight roll of her eyes like she thought I was simply using my lines on her. “I haven't had the best of luck with relationships,” she said, leaving it at that.

      “Hmm, sounds like you've been looking for long-term in temporary people. Some men have no idea how lucky they are to have a beautiful, sexy, funny, smart woman, until it's too late.”

      Her blush grew darker and she said, “You don't have to say things like that. I'm happy to just sit and talk to you, about real things.”

      I raised an eyebrow and said, “All I ever talk about are real things. You, Cheyenne, are the realest thing I see in this club and I meant every word I just said.”

      She was fidgeting with a straw with both of her hands and not looking at me when she said, “You could have any woman you want in this club...any woman on the island. You can't expect me to believe that you look around this room and see all these gorgeous women and truly believe that I'm the most beautiful.”

      I reached over and put my fingers underneath her chin and tipped her face up so she would be forced to look at me.

      “I do expect you to believe it, Cheyenne, because it's true. Take a walk with me, Cheyenne, in the moonlight. Let's get out of this stuffy place and get some fresh air.”

      Her eyes widened and I saw her scan the room for her friends. This was the part about that old fashioned way, that annoyed me. I was too impatient to wait until she began to believe I genuinely had feelings for her, and she ran it by her friends and her family. I wanted her...right now. “Um...I'm not sure that's such a good idea.”

      I covered her hand with mine, stopping the fidgeting, and looked into her eyes and said, “Cheyenne, you don't think I'm going to hurt you, do you? I would never hurt a woman, especially not you. You would be safer with me than anywhere in the world, I guarantee you that. Did I tell you that I work for The Pack?”

      The Pack was the name of our security company, and it was quickly gaining a sterling reputation on the island. We didn't have police of our own. They had to come over from Bali or Komodo and sometimes that took too long. The citizens had begun to turn to us for many of their safety needs. The alphas, Courtney's mates, had begun installing security cameras in some of the darker places in town where crime had increased in recent years and so far in the short time we'd been there, our pack had been responsible for the apprehension of over a dozen criminals who had been terrorizing the locals for a long time before we even got there.

      I could tell by the look on Cheyenne's face that she knew exactly who The Pack was.

      “Your company does a lot of business with the company I work for,” she said. “My boss used to have a company come over from Bali to install the security systems on the new properties he built, but he's been using your company almost exclusively for months now.”

      “Awesome,” I told her with a wink. “So see, there's a connection between us that should make you feel more comfortable with me.”

      She smiled. “And...that could be just your angle...getting me to feel comfortable with you and let down my guard.”

      I laughed. “I guess you could be right, but you're not. I just want to get to know you, Cheyenne. I want to spend some real time with you.”

      “Then maybe,” she said, still not looking like she believed me, “Maybe we could go on a date or something.” I resisted the sigh I felt inside. Dates are fine and once she's my mate I'll take her on as many dates as she wants to go on. But, no matter how pissed Chelsea and the alphas are going to be with me...I had to have her sooner, rather than later.

      “Okay,” I said, pretending to be placated with that. “We'll go on a date.” I wasn't lying exactly, we would, eventually go on many dates. “At least let me buy you a fresh drink,” I said, looking at her almost empty glass. She'd never let me buy her a drink before, but I hoped she was finally comfortable enough with me that she would tonight. She looked at the glass like she was contemplating it and then at last she said,

      “Okay, sure. I'd like another. I'm driving tonight though, so that'll be my last for the night.”

      “Perfect,” I told her. “I'll be right back.” I made my way through the crowd and to the bar. I asked the bartender for a beer and a Cosmopolitan when I felt someone standing way too close. I turned, almost ready to fight, and came face to face with Chase. “Damn it, Chase. Don't sneak up like that.”

      “Feeling guilty about something?”

      “I don't feel guilty a bit. She wants me too.”

      “Don't do this, Ridge.” Poor Chase worried all the time, about everything. I don't know if he had always been that way, or if his time alone on that island, always looking over his shoulder had done it. Sometimes I thought he could use a good dose of something just to calm him down.

      “It'll be fine,” I said, picking up both drinks. I had the pill in my right hand and as I pulled the glass off the bar, I squeezed it, forcing the drug out through the tiny little hole I'd made with a safety pin. It wasn't anything that would hurt her. It would simply make her sleep until I could get her into the woods, and she and  I could spend enough time alone for her to realize I was her mate and agree to becoming one of us. I was confident that she would and Chase was worrying for nothing. “Go enjoy yourself,” I told him.

      “And when I get back to the compound what should I tell the alphas about where you are?”

      “If they ask, and it's unlikely that they will, just tell them I met a girl. It's not a lie.”

      “Ridge...”

      “Beat it, Chase. I mean it. Don't screw this up for me.” I left him standing there and headed back over toward my beautiful mate, drinks in hand...ready to begin our life together.
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        * * *

      

      Cheyenne

      

      I couldn't believe that he finally asked me out...well, sort of.

      He said we could go on a date, but he didn't say when or where. Maybe he was still just messing with me, still trying to get me to agree to leave with him, thinking he was going to get an easy piece of ass. I can't deny that those feelings were raging inside of me. I wanted him...who wouldn't.

      He's hot, he's funny, he says all the right things.

      But, I wasn't willing to sacrifice all I had gained in the past year, and by that I mean the confidence that the last boyfriend I had took away. He stripped it day by day...slowly chipping off a piece every day until I was left believing I was everything he said I was, and what he said I wasn't.

      He told me I was fat, unattractive, not smart...all the things that Ridge was telling me just the opposite about.

      But, the old boyfriend had said all the right things in the beginning too, and he wasn't half as got as Ridge. Where the old boyfriend could have had half the women in this room, Ridge could have all of them if he wanted, and then some.

      

      “Here we go.” Ridge sat the drink down in front of me. I automatically looked into it. I'm not sure what I thought I'd be able to see...pills floating in it or something crazy obvious. I smiled at Ridge and said,

      “Thank you.”

      “My pleasure,” he said, sitting back down on the stool next to me and picking up his beer. He held it up and said, “To us spending much more time together...soon.” I assumed he was talking about the “date,” but thought that was a vague way of putting it. My suspicious mind was working overtime. I picked up my glass and said,

      “To getting to know each other.” He smiled and gave me a little nod before tapping his mug to my glass and taking a long drink of his beer. I did the same with my drink, noting that it tasted exactly the same as the last one, and I was entirely silly for worrying.

      “So, how did you get into the security business?” I asked him.

      “Well, I've always thought about becoming a police officer...but, I'll be honest with you, I'm not the most patient man in the world. The police academy is nine months long and I didn't want to wait nine months. I needed a job, but I like immediate gratification.”

      “So you got a security job?”

      “Yes, but not just any security job. The Pack is run by a group of men who are ex-military special forces. They were willing to train me, and in the year that I've been with them, I've probably learned twice or even three times as much as I would have in the police academy.”

      “Well that's...” a sudden wave of dizziness almost knocked me off my stool. My head spun so hard that I actually put both of my hands on the table in front of me and held on tightly.

      “Cheyenne? Are you okay?” I looked at Ridge and realized my vision was weird too. I could see him, but nothing else around him. It was like his beautiful face was at the center of a clear prism. He was framed by a blur of lights and color. “Cheyenne?” He said my name again and I heard it, but inside my head, not through my ears. All that I could hear in my ears was the relentless pounding of the blood flowing from my head to my rapidly beating heart.

      “I-I'm not feeling so good,” I said, as the dizziness and the other weird stuff was joined by a bout of nausea. I saw Ridge come out of his seat and felt his arm go around me.

      “Let's get you some air.” He was sliding me off my stool and into his arms.

      I felt like I was going to vomit all over him and I panicked.

      “No Ridge...I'm okay...” The edges of my vision changed again, and everything was gray. I could still see his face, but the gray fog that surrounded it blurred his features. I felt my legs giving out. I couldn't stand on them...but then I realized they hadn't given out, Ridge was holding me around my waist, and up off the floor about an inch, and he was carrying me through the crowd toward the back door. Once again I panicked as he pushed through it and took me with him. I felt the rush of cool ocean air and I couldn't hold back the vomit any longer. I doubled over, emptied my stomach and I felt myself begin to cry. I couldn't stop. I was shaking all over and I realized that Ridge was stroking my hair and telling me everything would be okay. I thought he was so sweet, to stick by me the way he was. And then just as everything around me was fading to black I heard him say,

      “You'll sleep it off quickly, and the rest of the night will be ours.”
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      “What do you mean, you don't know where he is? Chase, you know the rules. Our hard and fast rule is that no one disappears without telling someone where they are, where we can find them.”

      “I know, I'm sorry. Did you try calling him?”

      Chelsea frowned at me. “Of course I called him. I've called him a dozen times over the past two days. And you want to know something, Chase?”

      “What's that?”

      “I would be really worried about him...but since you're our resident worrier, and you don't seem to be worried about him at all...”

      “I'm worried,” I told her. “Look,” I held up my hand. “It's shaking.”

      Chelsea looked like she wanted to smile, but she didn't. She kept the stern look on her face and said, “I see that, but you see Chase, I believe you're worried...about yourself. You're worried about how mad I'm going to be when I find out you're covering for him. It's not like Ridge to disappear, so either something happened to him, or he's up to something that he shouldn't be. Which is it, Chase? Talk to me.”

      I reached up and wiped the sweat off my brow.

      The rest of the pack was busy, the other alphas out on a new assignment, protection duty for a visiting politician...I was glad that none of them were there. As intimidating as Chelsea can be on her own, the idea of Titan glaring at me, or Will sitting there with an eyebrow cocked, or Clay or Manny, interjecting while Chelsea berated me would have pushed me over the line from nervous into nauseous.

      I hated how nervous I was.

      It wasn't natural for a wolf, I knew...but, I wasn't quite sure what to do about it either. Telling the truth usually helped.

      I hated to lie.

      But telling the truth in this case would get my best friend in trouble and he would likely kick my ass when it was all over.

      “Chase,” Chelsea said again.

      I sighed.

      “He's with a girl, like I told you. He took her into the woods. She's his mate, he says.” I frowned at myself for adding the “he says.” It was just strange, when I met Cheyenne, I'd gotten a crazy strong feeling, a desire to kiss her. I'd met a lot of women I wanted to kiss in my life...but that feeling with Cheyenne was different. It almost drove me to just do it without thinking. The more I thought about that, and from what I remembered growing up in the pack, that was one of the signs of meeting your mate.

      Between Ridge and me, I'm sure Cheyenne would pick Ridge anyways. I just needed to control my impulses once he brought her back to the compound, both out of respect and for my own safety. Ridge loved me, but what was his, was his. He didn't share, and if he cared about something or someone, he'd fight to the death for them.

      “In the woods? Is she a wolf?”

      My stomach felt like someone was stabbing a knife into it and I felt acid rising up in my throat as I said, “No. She's human.”

      “Son of a bitch!” Chelsea said. “Did he drug her, Chase?” The “drug” was a light sedative, derived from a plant in the forest. Us shifters had used it to help with sleep or anxiety for years, eating the leaves right off the plant. Somewhere along the way, one of us figured out how to extract the drug from the plant and encase it in an edible capsule and it had been used to “capture” human mates for years. Ridge had sent me to pick it up the last time I went into Bali for supplies. I felt like a criminal, meeting with the seller in a dark alley. The drug wasn't exactly illegal, but not exactly legal either. It wasn't on any kind of FDA or pharmaceutical data base...but they could figure out what it was and where it came from if they tried, and Chase was sure he'd be charged with something if he was caught with it. But for Ridge, his best friend, and his hero most days, he'd do anything.

      “I didn't see...”

      “Cut the bullshit Chase. Did he drug her? I saw a poster at the post office in town today. There's a girl who has gone missing. Is it her? Is her name Cheyenne?”

      I couldn't keep it in any longer. Chelsea would figure it out anyways and then I'd be in deeper shit. “Yes, he drugged her, and yes, it's Cheyenne.” Just saying her name tickled my core. I had to get over that for sure or when Ridge did come back, he'd sense it. He had better senses than any wolf I'd ever known, even the alphas. That's why when he said Cheyenne was his mate, I didn't doubt him, despite my own feelings otherwise.

      “Shit!” Chelsea jumped to her feet, reached down and picked up the carrier seat that her baby was sleeping in and headed for the door of the meeting room. Their compound had one large cabin with a meeting room, a kitchen and a guest room. The alphas and their child had their own little cabin, Ridge, me and Grayson shared one, and there were a dozen or so more, shared in different ways among the rest of the pack. I continued to sit there after Chelsea left, wondering how much trouble I was in. I figured it was pretty deep shit, and that's when I decided since I was already up a creek, I'd take it further and just throw the paddle over myself. I walked over to the back door of the cabin, cracked it open and sniffed the air. There was no scent of a wolf or a human and no sounds that anyone was around. I quickly stripped off my clothes and shifted. With the pup, Chelsea would have to drive up to the cabin in the woods. I could get there faster the back way, on four legs. I was a fast wolf, one of the fastest on our compound. It was really the only thing I had to offer...but at least it was something. I knew Ridge was going to be pissed at me, but no more so than Chelsea was and I'd survived that...so far.
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        * * *

      

      Cheyenne

      

      “Let me go!”  I had been alone with Ridge in a small cabin in the woods for at least two days. I was a little disoriented, since he refused to let me go outside. I'd tried to run, more than once. I was halfway out one of the narrow windows one day when he caught me and another time, while he was sleeping, I'd stolen the key to the door. At least I thought he was asleep. He let me get the key in the door before he grabbed me, put me back in my room and locked me in. He was so maddeningly polite about it all too...at least most of the time.

      I kicked him once, pretty hard in the chins and he growled at me. It was a literal growl, like an angry dog. That scared me, but not enough to lay down and be docile. If he was planning on raping or killing me, I would fight to the death. And if he was planning on any of that, I wished he'd just get it over with. Being locked up and not knowing what might happen was the worst kind of torture...at least that I knew so far.

      “I'll let you go, if you promise to stop trying to run every time I open the door.”

      He had opened the door to bring in my food. I had to admit that he fed me well. The first day I refused to eat anything. I was afraid he was drugging me again. But my hunger got the best of me. I was never one of those girls who picked at a salad and worried about my calorie intake...as evidenced by my “curvy” stature.

      He'd fed me barbecued rabbit for dinner last night along with some kind of fish that was really tasty for breakfast this morning. But by lunch time I was antsy again and when he opened the door I charged him.

      Now the tray of food was scattered all over the floor and some of it was on the wall. He had caught me so easily too, it was almost embarrassing. One big arm around my waist had me lifted up off the floor and completely in his control.

      “I don't promise anything!” I said, defiantly. “How dare you do this to me? Who do you think you are? Put me down!”

      He carried me over to the bed and dropped me. The bed indented and I bounced up and back down. As soon as I stopped moving, I tried to get back up again. Ridge sat down and took hold of my wrists, pressing me down into the bed and putting his face right in front of mine.

      “Stop this.”

      “Why don't you just get it over with?”

      “Get what over with, my love?”'

      “Don't call me that! I am not your love! I think you're a little bit crazy. Just do whatever you brought me here to do and get it over with. Rape me or kill me or boil me in your stew...whatever! Just do it!”

      He was laughing. It really pissed me off when he did that, like my angst entertained him. “Boil you in my stew? Do I look like a cannibal? I'm hurt.”

      “Oh, I'm so sorry. I didn't know kidnapping maniacs got their feelings hurt.”

      “You're so feisty.” He was grinning, like we were on a date and he was giving me a compliment.

      “And I won't stop fighting, ever. So just shoot me already, or slit my throat or...”

      “Cheyenne, stop. I'm not going to kill you.”

      “Then what do you want from me?”

      “I want you to be mine...my mate.”

      It was my turn to throw my head back and laugh. When I finished laughing I said, “How pathetic are you that you have to kidnap a woman to convince her to be your...mate? And why do you call it that? It makes you sound like a...like a...”

      “An,” he said with a sarcastic grin. I narrowed my eyes and said, “Excuse me?”

      “An. Mate, sounds like talking about an animal's better half. Which is what I'm...” The sound of the door in opening in the outer room got both of our attention. He jumped to his feet and I started screaming.

      “Help! Help me! He's holding me hostage!” Ridge reached down and placed one of his giant hands over my mouth. I tried to bite him, but he was pressing down too hard. I brought my hands up to scratch at him and I heard a voice from the other room say,

      “Ridge! Is everything okay in there?”

      Relief washed over me. Surely there couldn't be two of them crazy enough to believe they could get away with this. I wasn't encouraged by the fact that Ridge took his hand off my mouth. That told me that he wasn't afraid of whoever was in the other room, finding out that I was in here. “Everything is fine, Chase. Don't open the door. I'll be right out.”

      “Chase? Your cute little friend is in on this too?”

      Ridge's features changed suddenly. The look on his face grew much darker and the frown he held caused a deep line to appear out of nowhere between his eyebrows. “You think Chase is cute?”

      “Are you kidding? Are we in middle school again?” He turned his head sideways as he looked into my eyes, like he was trying to understand what I said. I thought it was simple and self-explanatory. He had me hostage and he was going to worry about me calling his friend “cute”.

      “Do you?” he asked again.

      “You're insane.”

      There was a knock on the door and Chase's voice sounded urgent as he said, “Ridge, I need to talk to you, now!”

      Ridge rolled his eyes and looked back down at me. “Don't move,” he said.

      I sneered at him as he got up. He walked backward to the door, making sure I wasn't going to charge him. I waited until he opened the door and I got a glimpse of Chase on the other side, he was naked.

      What the hell?

      I felt my head spin.

      Was he here to join in on the rape and torture? Why else would he be naked? My thoughts were racing and tears were streaming down my face. Every so often I had to let out a sob and I hated that. I didn't want to appear weak to him, or his naked friend. They were out there plotting and soon, they'd be back in here...with me.

      I wasn't going to let them rape me.

      I had to find a way out and I had to do it now.
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      “Chelsea is really pissed.”

      “I can't believe you gave me up that easily. I never had you figured for a snitch, Chase.” I felt bad calling him a snitch. I knew as soon as I took Cheyenne that when they pressured him, he would crack. It was his nature to be honest and to be honest myself, I was impressed that it took him two days. I wasn't going to tell him that though.

      “Damn it, Ridge! She had it all figured out already. There are posters of this girl's face in the post office in town. She disappeared at the same time you did. You're not answering your phone. Did you think you'd just waltz back in with a mate in a week and no one would notice?”

      “Once she's mine there won't be anything anyone can do about it. Once she changes...there's no going back.”

      “Do you know for sure that you can even change her?” Chase hit an exposed nerve with that one. We had both lost our pack so young, before we had reached the age of maturity where the elders took us aside and explained it all to us. I'd seen the mating rituals growing up. I'd watched them bite each other underneath the full moon and become as one...but I'd never seen it happen with a human. I'd heard tales of how female humans were taken and bitten and changed, but I honestly had no idea if a bite was all there was to it. That's why I hadn't bitten Cheyenne yet. I wanted to make sure I got it right on the first try.

      “I can change her,” I said, more confidently than I felt. “I'm waiting for the moon to be full tomorrow night.”

      “Then why didn't you wait and take her tomorrow night?” Chase asked.

      “Because she goes to the club on Friday nights. It was the safest place to take her. I'm sure her employer has cameras set up and she lives with a roommate in an apartment complex.”

      Chase was pacing and every time he heard a sob come from the other room, he stopped and looked in that direction with a distressed look on his face.

      “Is she okay?” he asked. “Is she eating?”

      “What kind of monster do you think I am? I've caught a rabbit or fish or squirrel every day and I even cooked it for her. She's eating well, and she's fine. She just doesn't understand yet that this is what she wants, but she will.”

      Chase snorted and shook his head. “Sometimes your confidence borders on arrogance. What if she doesn't want this? You're not just talking about changing her. You're talking about changing her and everything she knows to be true, Ridge. What if it makes her miserable? Will you be okay with that?”

      “I can sense that she wants me, as much as I want her. She'll come around to it soon, I guarantee you she will.”

      “None of that matters. Chelsea will be here in a few minutes, and unless you want to go back to being a lone wolf, you better be ready to do whatever she says to clean up this mess.”

      “I'm not giving up my mate,” I said, stubbornly.

      Chase started to say something else, but the sound of the pack's Jeep driving up out front, had both of our attention. Chase's eyes were wide. He looked like he was the one about to get kicked out of the pack. If that was the worst that Chelsea had planned for me, I could live with it, as long as I had Cheyenne.

      I braced myself as Chelsea stormed inside. She was carrying the baby carrier and I could hear the little guy cooing inside. I almost chuckled at the thought of our fearless alpha, taking her pup to work with her. Luckily for me, I was smart enough not to underestimate our alpha. She was strong and smart and capable enough to lead an entire pack made up mostly of men. She never backed down from a fight, or a challenge and judging from the fire in her eyes now, I knew I had to be ready for both.

      “What in the hell are you doing? Have you lost your damned mind?”

      She spun on Chase before I had a chance to answer and said, “And you! You tell me where he is and then race up here to warn him? We're you plotting to get him out of here with the girl and I got here too fast?”

      “No Chelsea, I...” She was finished with him, for the time being. She turned back on me and said,

      “Well? You've got two seconds to explain yourself. This will be your one and only chance before I meet with my mates and we decide what your punishment will be for this. You've put the fate of our entire pack in jeopardy, Ridge...do you even realize that?”

      “She's my mate, Chelsea. Once I change her...”

      “Change her? You brought her here to change her, against her will?”

      “No! I thought after a few days she would warm up to me. I know she has to go into this willingly. I just needed some time to...convince her.”

      Chelsea sat the baby carrier down. “I had such high hopes for you, Ridge. Let me talk to her.”

      “Chelsea...please understand. She's my mate. I know she is just as clearly as you knew who yours were.”

      “None of my mates tried to force anything on me, Ridge. That's the difference. This is our home, or it was. What do you think will happen when this girl goes back and tells everyone you kidnapped her? Our business here will be ruined. Our lives here will be ruined. You made a one-sided decision that affects this entire pack and unless I can think of a way to smooth this over...our down fall is on you. Now, unlock that door and let me talk to her. Chase, take the baby out to the car. There's a pair of emergency sweat pants and a sweatshirt in the back. Get dressed and wait for me there. The keys are in it if he wakes up, he likes to listen to the radio. We don't need the shock of seeing your white ass making things worse.”

      Chase put his head down in shame as he picked up the baby carrier and headed outside.

      I was trying to think of some way to refuse what Chelsea was telling me, but it was hopeless. I'd never fight her, and even if I did, she had four alpha mates who would have me in pieces just minutes afterwards. I took the key to the door out of my jeans and walked over and unlocked it.

      I expected Cheyenne to charge me again and when she didn't, I stuck my head in the room. The door to the little bathroom was open. I walked over to it with Chelsea on my heels and stopped dead in my tracks when I got there.

      “I'll be a son of a bitch.” The toilet was one that was manufactured for a motor home or trailer house. It was light and when the cabin was constructed, it had simply been sat on top of the hole that emptied down into the sewer underneath. The toilet was sitting in the bathtub and Cheyenne, was gone.
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      Cheyenne

      

      I couldn't let myself think about what I'd just waded through or I'd be too sick to run. I had nearly lost my lunch when I lowered myself down into that hole. The worst part was that I had to duck my head under and push up through the pump that was set up alongside the house.

      I couldn't think about that though, I had to get far enough away that they couldn't find me, and go from there. I didn't know which way to go. The trees and foliage around me all looked the same. I looked up at the sun which was getting low in the sky, like the afternoon was going to turn to evening soon. It was bright and looked like it was about to descend down behind the mountains. I pictured the little town on the island.

      The mountains were to the west, and the beach to the east. I had to go away from the sun which would take me right past the front of the house. I didn't have any other choice though. If I got up deeper in the mountains before the sun went down, I'd be lost for sure, out in the night with God knows what kind of creepy, crawly things, or wild beasts.

      Dripping with funk of the sort I'd never imagined I would be bathed in, I began to jog along the side of the cabin, stopping at the edge of it and sticking my head around to make sure the coast was clear. I was shocked when I saw the Jeep, and even more surprised that it was running. I was about 12 or 14 feet away from it and I could see the front driver and passenger seats.

      There was no one in there...they'd left me an escape vehicle.

      Maybe.

      What if it was a trap?

      I was torn. I knew I should just keep running, but I had no idea where I was or how far I was from town. There were too many variables in the little island jungle at night. When I first moved there I was warned about a population of wolves that lived near the mountains, and different species of poisonous spiders and snakes...things that could be on me, things that could kill me before I even knew they were there. I decided to chance that someone had just stopped by, and maybe didn't know Ridge was harboring a captive.

      It was my best shot.

      I wasn't a runner.  Never have been.

      But I ran toward that Jeep faster than I'd ever run in my life. I was practically still in motion as I grabbed the door handle and pulled it open, swinging myself up into the vehicle practically in one motion.

      It's amazing what you are capable of when the adrenaline kicks in.

      I threw the Jeep into drive without even closing the side door and floored the accelerator. The radio was on and between the loud music and the roar of the engine, not to mention the roar of the blood in my head, I didn't hear a thing. I flew down the dirt path until I came to a windy,  paved road. I was moving the Jeep around those curves as fast as it would go when I reached up and adjusted the rear-view mirror...and saw a pair of green eyes, filled with fear, staring at me from the back seat. I screamed, he let out a bizarre little sound and then as I slammed on the breaks at the first clearing I came to, a baby started to cry.
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      I was surprised when Cheyenne jumped in the car, but even more surprised at how badly she smelled. I was going to say something when she first floored it and took off, but she was flying down the hill so fast, I was afraid to startle her. I looked over at the precious cargo next to me. So far, the 10 month old baby was sleeping...like a baby. It was only when Cheyenne slammed on the brakes and started to scream that the baby woke up and chimed in himself.

      “What the hell is that?” Cheyenne screamed.

      I reached over and unbuckled the baby and took him out of the seat.

      “Just a baby,” I told her, holding the little man up and turning him so he was facing her. “See.”

      “Jesus!” she said, with her hand over her heart. “Whose baby is that?”

      “He belongs to our...to the employers of the company Ridge and I work for. His name is...”

      “I don't care what his name is. Take him and get out.”

      “Seriously? You're going to put me and this innocent little baby out along the side of the road?”

      “I was kidnapped. I swam through shit to escape. You were in on it. Get! Out!” I sighed and put the baby back in his carrier. He started to cry again while I buckled him into his seat. I was taking my time and Cheyenne realized it.

      “Hurry!” she snapped.

      “I think he's hungry. I need his diaper bag up there on the passenger seat...”

      “There's no bag here. Get out! You can call for a ride once you're out. He'll be fine.”

      “Oh, there's no cell phone service up here...”

      “Then walk back to the cabin. Your buddy is there, and whoever belongs to that baby too, I guess. Is your entire company twisted and in on this? What's your end game? I don't know anyone with money to pay a ransom.”

      “It's not about ransom. Ridge likes you.”

      Cheyenne laughed.

      “Well, I guess that answers my question about why he's single.”

      “We do things a little...differently,” I told her, “But honestly, Ridge doesn't mean you any harm.”

      “He has a funny way of showing that...all of it. But, I don't care to hear excuses. Get out, now, and take that baby with you.”

      “Can I get the bag out of the back?”

      “Get out!” Before she finished yelling those two words, the baby was crying again and the passenger door was pulled open. She was obviously surprised to see Chelsea standing there. Chelsea wrinkled her nose, probably at the smell in the Jeep. I was sure I'd get the job of cleaning it out when we got back to the compound, and that would only be one of my punishments.

      “Leave me alone,” Cheyenne yelled at her.

      “I'm not going to hurt you,” Chelsea said, “I'm here to help you.”

      It was obvious that Cheyenne didn't trust her.

      At this point, I would be surprised if she trusted anyone.

      “If that's your baby, you better take him now, or I'm taking him with me. Either way, I'm getting out of here.”

      “Cheyenne, I can't let you do that until we have a chance to talk, okay?”

      “No! Not  okay...” the door opened behind her and before she could react, Ridge grabbed her around the waist and pulled her out. She was kicking and screaming and Ridge was trying to wrestle her around so that he could get his hand over her mouth. When I took the baby and got out of the Jeep, it was just in time to hear Ridge yelp in pain and see Cheyenne with a mouthful of his flesh.

      He tried to pull his hand away, but it looked like she was biting down harder.

      I saw the transformation.

      It was likely caused by pain and rage, but Ridge lost control for just a second. His hazel eyes flashed yellow and his canines dropped.

      Cheyenne had to have noticed because she let go of him and suddenly she was as still as a statue. She stared at him for several seconds and then opened her mouth full of blood and began to scream again.

      It was only when Chelsea screamed “Stop! Enough!” in what the rest of us in the pack refer to as her demon voice, that she suddenly stopped. The baby stopped crying too and Ridge and I both froze. That was Chelsea's “I mean business” voice and if anyone didn't comply, there would be consequences.

      

      Once everyone was quiet and calm, Chelsea began snapping orders.

      “Chase, take the baby back up to the house in the Jeep. Cheyenne, are you going to walk nicely or do I have to have Ridge carry you?”

      “I'll walk,” she said, pulling out of Ridge's grasp. I felt a tickle of sympathy for my friend. I'd never seen him look so sad. He knew that no matter how this turned out that he'd probably ruined any chance he may have ever had with the woman he was sure was his mate.

      

      Cheyenne

      

      The woman gave Ridge a hard stare and with a huff, he began to follow me. She fell into step with me and said,

      “My name is Chelsea. I'm one of the owners of The Pack, Security Services.”

      “Well this is a fine way to run a business,” I said, sarcastically.

      She looked at Ridge again like she wanted to bite his head off, but in a calm voice she said, “This isn't about our business. Ridge is a...friend, and I came here to help him.”

      “Help him? It would seem that I'm the one who needs help. I've been held captive for at least two days and I'm covered in human feces.”

      Chelsea wrinkled her perfect little nose and said, “Yeah, sorry about that. I'm here to help you too. But first, let's let you get cleaned up, then, we'll all sit down and talk.”

      “And what if I don't want to talk? I want to go home. I don't want to “talk” to my captor and his “friends.”

      “We'll get you home safely, I promise. Just give me this much and I'll get you wherever you need to go, unharmed.”

      I wanted to scream again, but I controlled it. I walked faster and by the time we made it back to the little house, the...stuff I was covered with began to get hard and crusty. I was feeling sicker to my stomach by the minute. Chelsea opened the door and Chase was sitting there in a rocking chair, holding the baby. The little guy had fallen asleep on his shoulder.

      I hated to admit it, but they were kind of cute.

      “Go ahead and shower, Cheyenne. There should be everything you need in there. I have some clothes in the jeep. I'll get them for you.” I looked at Chelsea's small frame and raised an eyebrow. She smiled and said, “I'm sure I have something to fit you. Please though, don't take off again. I promise you'll be home very soon.”

      I didn't respond to that. If it wasn't a matter of swimming through shit again only to get caught a second time, I might try it again. I went into the bathroom and had to pull the toilet out of the tub before starting the shower. Once the water warmed up, I got in with my clothes on first. I scrubbed my pants and blouse with soap and once they were halfway clean, I peeled them off and showered myself. It felt so good to wash the literal shit out of my hair and off my face. I stayed in the shower until every last drop of hot water was used up, and then I finally stepped out and began to dry off. There was a knock on the door when I was just about finished drying.

      “It's Chelsea. I left the clothes on the bed.”

      I didn't respond.

      What was I going to do, thank her?

      I wasn't thanking any of them, for any of this. I was getting angrier by the minute just thinking about it. Chase and Chelsea had not come here to save me. If that were the case, they would have brought the police.

      

      They came here to save him...and that really pissed me off.

      

      I finished drying off and went into the bedroom and found the clothes she'd left for me. There was a red and blue flannel shirt and a pair of gray sweat pants. Not exactly stylish, but warm, dry, and not covered in feces.

      I put them on and then reluctantly, opened the bedroom door.

      Chelsea had the baby in her lap now.

      Chase was starting a fire in the fire place and Ridge was sitting on the couch with a sullen look on his face.

      I avoided eye-contact with him and looked at Chelsea.   “Okay. Can we get this over with so I can get home, please?”

      “Sure,” she said, handing the baby back over to Chase.

      “Will you have a seat?”

      I looked at Ridge then, narrowing my eyes at him and then walking past him to sit down in the other chair.

      I wasn't about to sit next to him on the couch. I sat down and folded my arms across my chest.

      Chelsea looked at Ridge and then back to me and said, “You may not believe this, but Ridge is really a nice guy.”

      I snorted and Chelsea actually smiled.

      “I get that you're not going to believe that, but I promise you there's a lot more to him than what you've seen the past two days. What Ridge really is, is confused. He likes you, and he went about trying to get you to like him back, entirely the wrong way.”

      “You think?”

      She chuckled at that.

      “I'm sorry. I wish this was easier to explain. Ridge was raised in a world where things were done much differently than we consider “normal”.

      “Where?” I asked, “In the wild?”

      Suddenly the smile was no longer on Chelsea's face.

      I wasn't looking at Ridge but I could see him out of the corner of my eye and I saw him shift in his seat. A few seconds passed and she finally said, “Well to be honest, yes.”

      I looked at him again.

      He was looking at me with those intense hazel eyes of his, but he didn't speak. It was Chelsea who went on and I realized suddenly that she was as crazy as he was, and I was stupid for not taking off again when I had the chance.

      “Ridge is a wolf-shifter, we all are.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Most lay people think of us as werewolves. It's not quite the same thing...”

      “Stop,” I said, putting my palms up. “Please stop. This is your excuse for this man kidnapping me? You're werewolves?”

      “Shifters,” Chase said.

      “Hush Chase,” Chelsea snapped at him.

      “This is crazy.”

      “I agree that it sounds crazy. I didn't believe it myself at first...”

      “So, you're not a werewolf?” I couldn't even believe I was having this conversation. My head felt like it was going to explode.

      “Yes, I'm a wolf-shifter too, but I wasn't always. I met my mates after they had been changed and...”

      “Wait, whoa, this just gets crazier. Did you say “mates”?

      “Yes. I have four mates.”

      I couldn't help it at that point. I started laughing hysterically.

      When I finally stopped, I looked at Ridge and said, “Man, can I pick them.”

      “Cheyenne...” he started.

      “No. I told Chelsea I'd hear her out. I don't want to hear anything else from you. Chelsea, I heard you out. Can I go now?”

      “Well, there's the matter of what you're going to tell people. A lot of people are looking for you and probably very worried. They're going to want to know what happened to you. The police were called in from Bali today because it's been 48 hours...”

      “What do you want me to tell them?” I asked. These people were genuinely crazy. At that point I would have promised them anything just to get the hell out of there.

      “Maybe that you were drunk and you wandered too far from the club, and got lost?” I could tell by the look on her face that she realized how lame that story sounded. But it didn't matter, as soon as I was out of here, I was telling the police everything, before these crazy people hurt somebody.

      “Sure, okay. Can I go now?”

      “One more thing,” Chelsea said. “We're not bad people. We're not violent people. We just want to live our lives, raise our families and get along the way everyone else does. Ridge is learning new ways to live. Being human was a much smaller part of his life than being wolf was. In the wild if a wolf finds his mate, he just takes her. Ridge knows what he did was wrong though, and he won't bother you again, isn't that right, Ridge?”

      We both looked at him. His eyes were on me. I hated that I still felt a tingle in my belly when he looked at me. I stifled a shudder and finally Chelsea repeated his name and he said, “Yes. Right.” He didn't sound convincing, but again, he wouldn't be running around free after I spoke to the police.

      “Fine. Can I go now?”

      “Chase?” I didn't even realize Chase left the room. I looked around when she called him and for a few seconds, I thought I was losing my own mind. A big, beautiful gray wolf sauntered into the room from the kitchen. I was sure my face must have been as white as a ghost and my jaw was dragging the floor.

      Chelsea was looking at me and she said, “He won't hurt you, but I wanted to be sure before you went home and told your story, that you knew what you were dealing with.”

      Suddenly I felt rage again.

      She was threatening me.

      

      “How dare you? You send Chase out of the room and he sends in your pet wolf so not only do you believe I'll buy into your threats but I'm an idiot as well...”

      Chelsea was standing up as I was going off.

      I saw her look at the wolf and then suddenly the strangest thing began to happen to her face. The bones seemed to be stretching and her muscles were rippling. I watched it like a train wreck, unable to turn away as white hair began to sprout all over her body. The whole process only took seconds, but I felt like I'd witnessed it in slow motion. Suddenly a white wolf was standing where Chelsea had been. I turned my head toward the gray wolf and that was when the scream escaped my throat.

      

      Ridge

      

      I thought Cheyenne was going to faint dead away.

      I wouldn't have blamed her, having to look at Chase naked. He was whiter than Chelsea's fur. If I didn't know better I would think he hadn't seen the sun in years. Go figure, my mate would get to see him naked first. At least he's no competition.

      He cupped his hands in front of his penis and said, “I'm sorry, Cheyenne, I'll put some clothes on.”

      Cheyenne's breaths were fast and deep and her eyes were as wide as saucers.

      I'm not sure she even heard Chase since she was staring at Chelsea.

      Chelsea gave her a minute or two to look her over and then she shifted back into herself.

      I automatically took the afghan off the couch and handed it to her. Chelsea is beautiful, but she doesn't belong to me and I shouldn't be looking at her like that. She wrapped the blanket around her shoulders and told Cheyenne,

      “I'm sorry to frighten you, but there's no other way to prove that we're not crazy...we're wolves. Are you okay?”

      Cheyenne looked like she didn't know if she should scream again, run, or cry. Instead, she nodded dumbly and after a few more seconds she said, “I won't tell anyone, I promise. Please, just let me go home.”

      Chelsea nodded. “I'm sorry for all we've put you through. We'll take you home right now.”

      I was surprised that Chelsea was going to let me anywhere near Cheyenne, so I wasn't surprised when I stood up and she said, “You can run home with Chase. I'll take her.”

      I wanted to argue.

      I desperately wanted a chance to be close to Cheyenne again so that I could see if that spark was still as strong as it was. But, I knew I'd only be getting myself into deeper trouble. I just nodded at Chelsea and tried to look at Cheyenne, but she wouldn't look at me still. I left her there with Chelsea and went into the kitchen where Chase had gone. I wasn't sure what would happen from here on out, but I was sure that if they forced me to stay away from her, they might have to put me in a cage to make sure I complied.
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      “I've never been into humans,” the old wolf said as he stuffed another handful of chips in his mouth.

      They'd picked up the old wolf around the same time they found Chase.  He never told me exactly how old he was, but if I had to guess I'd say around eighty.

      We were on a stake out, on a Friday night.

      For the past three weeks, I hated Friday nights. I longed to see Cheyenne again and thinking about those nights at the club, just sitting and talking to her and gazing into her beautiful eyes was killing me. Before I even realized what I was doing, I started to talk about her...and I even told my partner for the night, an old guy named Granite, that I'd lost my mind, drugged and kidnapped her.

      The rest of the pack didn't know about all that.

      The alphas had kept it all between us and I was grateful. As the days passed, I felt guiltier about what I had done. It was the way of my ancestors, but times had changed and I knew I had to grow and change along with them.

      “So all these extra shifts you've been doing, and those toilets I saw you fixing on the compound...all that was your punishment for what you did?”

      “Yeah. Extra shifts, less pay, dirty jobs and the threat of being expelled if anything like this ever happens again.”

      It was infuriating to be told what to do like a child, but these were orders that I was afraid I couldn't afford to defy. Being a lone wolf is about as risky as things can get for one of us. We need our pack to sustain our lives and continue to hide our identities from the humans that would come at us with the figurative pitch forks and torches.

      But sadly, if I thought there was any chance I'd still end up with Cheyenne I might take the risk.

      I hated to give up, but she had been so incredibly freaked out that day three weeks ago when Chelsea took her home that I was sure she'd run screaming in the other direction if we ever came face to face. I suppose the good news was that she had made up a story about where she was those two days and as far as we could tell, she hadn't told a soul about us.

      “I never really knew a human, before Chelsea, Clay, Will, Titan and Manny,” I told him, trying to think of something that would keep me from talking about her...and how badly I wanted her, still.

      “I've known plenty of them,” Granite said. “There was this one hooker down in Memphis...human as they come, but this chick was into wolves. She used to give us a fifty percent discount if we'd agree to change for her before we left at the end of the night. I guess everybody has their preferences, and their fetishes.”

      I chuckled and said, “So Granite, why don't you have a mate?”

      “I had mine, son. My Racine and I were together for fifty years before our pack was discovered and we were forced out of Memphis. We lived for a while in the Black Hills, but the winters were hell and the pack was slowly dying off. Moved from there to Arkansas back in '95, but got caught up in a war between two packs and lost a bunch more of our younger people. Racine got sick there, got a bad case of Lyme disease.

      Normally, our immune systems can fight off just about anything, but my sweet Racine was already up there for years and all the travels had caused her to lose a lot of weight...her poor body just couldn't handle all of it.

      I lost her on the way to California.

      By the time we got to Mexico it was only me and one of the pups left of the pack. We stowed away on a boat and ended up in Australia for a while.”

      I didn't question what he was doing with the hooker in Memphis if he had, his “Racine,” not out loud anyways. “You have a pup?”

      He looked sad as he said,  “I did. You know Australia doesn't have any wolves, indigenous ones, anyways. So the dingoes weren't too happy to see us. The problem with the dingoes are how sneaky they are. The son of a bitches attacked us in our sleep, 8 of them. The boy was amazing. He fought off at least five of them on his own. When all was said and done, there were six dead dingoes and the other two ran off and didn't come back. We were both pretty torn up, but I've always healed quickly and I guess I just assumed the boy would too. He seemed to be healing, but one of his wounds got infected and within days, he was gone. After that I was just lost, wandering the world with no purpose...and then the Pack found me. I tell you boy, you don't ever want to go off alone. It's a harsh world we live in.”

      I nodded.

      I knew he was right, but at the same time I spent so much of my time feeling alone.

      All I ever wanted was a family, besides my pack, a mate and some pups of my own. My thoughts were interrupted by the motion of the door we'd been watching all day.

      It was finally swinging open.

      We were hired by an insurance company that thought there was something fishy about a payout they'd recently made to a widow on the island. The police had done an investigation when the man's car went off the side of a cliff and ended in a fiery crash. His body was burned beyond recognition and he was declared dead. The insurance wrote a hefty check to the widow, and then almost immediately hired us.

      According to Clay, they think the man faked his own death. We had been watching his widow for two weeks. She sure didn't seem to be grieving at all. She was busy all the time...spending all that money on having her home redecorated, buying a new car and a lot trips to the mainland to shop for designer clothes and jewelry. But, we hadn't seen any sign of her husband, or any man in her life...at first. Then one day when I was watching the house, the man who tended to the lawns and gardens arrived.

      The problem was that he wasn't the same man we had photos of, the same man who had been doing it all along. He was heavier and older.

      I pulled up the photo of McAvoy on my phone and started to compare the two. The caretaker had a thinner nose than McAvoy, different color hair and eyes and a scar on his cheek...but I would still swear it was the same man. I ran that by the alphas and after careful scrutiny of the photos, they all agreed.

      It was a good day, I think I gained back some respect that I'd lost.

      They didn't want to grab him up right away however. They wanted to watch him, and the wife for a while longer and see what kind of case we could build against them, a tight one, that their money wouldn't help them out of.

      So tonight, Chelsea and Grayson were watching her, and Granite and I, him. We had found out he was staying in a warehouse down near the docks that was owned by his ex-partner, but so far, he went straight to the warehouse after his days at the mansion and never left until the next day when he headed back over and pretended to be a landscaper. At least not until tonight.

      “Give me the binoculars, someone's moving over there.”

      Granite handed the binoculars to me and I trained them on the figure coming out of the warehouse door. It was McAvoy, in a trench coat. I watched him put a padlock on the warehouse door, and I wondered not for the first time, what he was hiding in there. Before he left, he took a look around him like he was making sure he was alone and then head toward a golf cart that sat near the front of the small parking lot.

      “He's getting in the golf cart. You think we should approach on foot or follow him?”

      “I say follow him for a bit,” Granite said. “Let's see what he's up to.”

      I picked up my phone and text Clay that he was on the move and we were following, handed the binoculars back to Granite and waited for the golf cart to pull out on the narrow frontage road before starting the car. I let him get a good lead and then I began to follow after him.

      He drove along the frontage road for a while until he came to a small gravel path that there was no way I'd be able to take the Jeep down. I parked it and as I was getting out, I heard Granite open his door.

      “Why don't you stay here?”

      “I'm old, boy, not dead.”

      I wasn't going to argue with him.

      I tucked my gun into my jeans and started up the path when suddenly, I smelled a wolf. I looked behind me and there was Granite, an old brown wolf, trotting up behind me.

      I shook my head and kept going.

      There were situations that called for shifting but I thought this one called more for carrying a gun. I guess a sharp mouthful of teeth and twenty or so razor claws couldn't hurt as back-up no matter what we encountered out here in the dark.

      The taillights on the golf cart had disappeared into the dark countryside but I could see what looked like a storage or guard shack up ahead. I listened closely to the night and stepped lightly on the gravel so as not to make too much noise as we approached. I could see Granite sniffing the air and I knew that although my senses were enhanced even in human form, they were nowhere near as strong as they were when I shifted. I was glad that Granite had, especially as we got closer and I was sure that I could smell more than one human. I looked down at Granite and held up two fingers. The old wolf picked up his front paw and scratched at the ground.

      “One, two, three, four…”

      Shit.

      I slid my phone out of my pocket and trying to hide the light from it underneath my jacket, I sent Clay a text:

      “Followed subject from warehouse approximately four miles to another dwelling. Smell multiple humans. Should we go in, or abort?”

      I got down on one knee next to Granite to make my shadow less noticeable in case anyone stepped out, and I waited.

      A few seconds went by and I got a message from Clay that said,

      “On our way. Don't go in until we get there. If subject or anyone else comes out, follow but don't approach.”

      The hair on the back of my neck was standing up. Something about this was off, but I couldn't put my finger on what it was.

      We were careful, but there was always the possibility that he'd made us, following him. If they came out now, Granite and I were not only outnumbered, but there was no place to really hide. I looked at the back of the little house and motioned to the wolf. He followed me up to the cabin, him stepping lightly and me practically crawling.

      Once there, we crouched close to the edge where we could still see any movement from either side, and again, waited. It seemed like an eternity before I smelled Clay and Manny coming up the path behind me. If not for their smell however, he wouldn't have ever known they were there.

      When they reached me and Granite, Clay said, “Any movement?”

      I shook my head. “Nothing.”

      “Do we know if there's an exit on the other side?” Manny asked, sniffing the air.

      “No. We stayed put like we were told,” I told him. “I can still smell them though.”

      “Something's off,” Manny said, “About the smell.”

      I sniffed the air again, and so did Clay.

      I smell humans.

      Clay frowned and for a second and I was second guessing my own senses, but then he said, “I smell them. What's off about it?”

      I was relieved that he smelled them too, and I wasn't dead wrong. I wanted to gain their respect back, and I was on my way to doing that. I still wasn't sure what to do about my feelings for Cheyenne, but at least I could throw myself into work, and do a great job.

      “I smell death,” Manny said. “Human death.”

      I closed my eyes and smelled the air. I can always pick up decomposition, it's the worst smell in the world. I was disappointed in myself because I still simply smelled humans. I guess they could be dead, but the bodies had to be fresh. The other strange thing was that there was no smell of blood in the air. In the case of dead humans, shot or stabbed or even in a car accident...it was usually strong. Suddenly the smell was forgotten when I heard movement from the direction of the front of the shed. Everyone did, apparently.

      Clay and I were on one side, still crouched low, but now with guns ready. Manny was on the other side with Granite at his knee, the brown hair on his back standing straight up all over. He made eye-contact with me and then looked over at Manny and Granite before standing up slowly and waving his arm for them to advance.

      Manny slipped around one side with Granite on his heels and Clay slipped around the other while I followed him.

      I'd been involved in many of the security jobs we'd taken on, but none with the possibility of a gunfight.

      My adrenaline was surging and my heart was pounding. I had my gun out and I was clutching it so tightly that I could feel my hand tingling as the blood tried to make its way through.

      We made it around the side, almost to the center of the wall of the shed when a shadow suddenly appeared from around the front of the house.

      Before we could even process that, a volley of shots broke the silence of the night.

      Clay and I hit the ground, and returned fire.

      The man dove back behind the house, but we heard gunfire from that direction. And then suddenly… nothing.

      Manny got him, or he got Manny...but that was doubtful. We heard a low whistle and if there was any doubt, that settled it. We made our way the rest of the way around and there was McAvoy...truly dead now, with a hole in the center of his chest.

      Manny was already on the porch and ready to open the door of the cabin.

      Granite was standing by, but since he was still in wolf form, I went to help.

      Manny and I had our weapons ready as he kicked in the door. Clay was covering us from behind as we stepped into the doorway, guns drawn. My heart was racing, but there was no need to worry. Every one inside was already dead.

      Four men lay on the floor in the center of the room, one piled on top of the other in a stack. They were all nude, and now that I was close enough to smell, obviously dead. I didn't smell blood and I didn't see any, and their bodies seemed to be intact, at least what I could see. Maybe they'd been strangled, or poisoned, but whatever happened was recent and that's why Clay and I hadn't yet been able to pick up the smell of death.

      We searched the rest of the place. It was only one room with a bathroom, so it didn't take any time at all to realize it was clear, save for the bodies. Counting the one outside, we now had five bodies, and I knew that it was going to be a long ass night.
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      “You know we love you, Chey, but it's been three weeks and you're as nervous as a cat all the time and only leave the house to go to work. I think something happened to you that night that you're not telling us.”

      Marta and Bonnie had ambushed me on Saturday morning, before I'd even had my coffee.

      I'd been so jumpy for the past three weeks, scared of my own shadow, that when I stepped out of my room and found them waiting for me in the living room, I actually screamed.

      I walked past the both to the little kitchen as I said, “You just startled me is all. You shouldn't sneak up on a person first thing in the morning.”

      I got a mug out and began to pour my coffee.

      The kitchen and living room are separated only by an island. I was wishing it were a wall when I realized they were both turned backwards on the couch, staring at me.

      “This is us, Cheyenne. We only want to help you,” Bonnie said.

      “I don't need any help. I got drunk, wandered around lost for a while, woke up in the woods and came home embarrassed as hell. I'll get over it.”

      “That story doesn't even make sense. What did you eat, drink? Where did you sleep for two nights? Those woods are full of creepy-crawling creatures. You expect us to believe you just curled up and slept on the ground?”

      “Yes, I do. If you love me as much as you say you do, you'll believe me. I already have to deal with the daily calls from my mother, urging me to come home. I feel lucky I was even able to convince her and my father to not come out here. Do me a favor and next time I go missing, please don't call them.”

      Bonnie rolled her eyes as I walked back through the living room, trying to make it back to my room. I was surprised when Marta stepped in front of my door.

      “Huh uh,” she said, “You've been avoiding this conversation for weeks and things are only getting worse. Bonnie says you're even distracted at work all the time, looking out the window and jumping every time the bells on the door ring. You have to tell us what really happened.”

      I sighed. I wanted to growl, or scream even. I just wanted them to leave me alone. I had nightmares about hairy beasts every night. I was scared to death that they were coming to get me...and at the same time, I couldn't get Ridge off my mind. Not the Ridge that kidnapped me, but the man from the bar. The hot, funny, sweet, interesting man that I truly thought liked me. I knew it was crazy to think anything about him, or feel anything toward him other than anger...but those crazy feelings like I belonged with him still ate away at me.

      Go figure.

      I'd fall for a man who was part animal, and who would rather hold me captive in the woods than take me out on a real date.

      I feel like I'm losing my mind some days, and I want to talk about it. But then I picture them...all three of them, turning into wolves in front of my eyes, and Chelsea's veiled threats. What confused me most was when I pictured Chase, or Chelsea with that baby. They were so soft and loving towards him. How could they be both monster and nurturer? None of it made any sense and I longed for the old days when I was simply a chubby, plain girl with a boring life.

      “I already did,” I said. “Now if you don't mind, it's my day off and I'd like to spend some time organizing my closet today.”

      “No.” Marta said, folding her arms across her chest.

      I raised my eyebrows at her. “No?”

      “No.” she said. Bonnie came over and stood next to her. Great, my roommate and my co-worker were going to push me around now too. “You're going to tell us the truth, Chey.”

      “Please,” Bonnie said, “We love you. We can't let you go on like this.” It was like an intervention. They were telling me, in a way, that I'd have no peace unless I told them “the truth”. My mind was racing as I tried to think of a story to tell them that would satisfy their curiosity, but I was coming up blank until Marta said,

      “That guy, Ridge...he hasn't been back to the club since that night. I told the police about him when they finally came out, but because he works for the Pack, I don't think they even looked into it. Did he do something to you, Cheyenne? Please tell us, it's okay.”

      “No. I mean,” I turned my back to them and walked toward the couch. I was a terrible liar. I'd told the one about wandering in the woods, drunk, until I almost believed it...but now I had to start all over. It made my stomach hurt. I took a deep breath and said, “He didn't do anything to me, as in, hurt me. But...” I sat down and they practically rushed over and sat in the recliners opposite me. Their eyes were wide, like they were about to hear some racy gossip...so, I decided to give them some. “I left with him that night, and I wasn't drunk.”

      Marta and Bonnie exchanged a look and Bonnie said, “Okay...and?”

      “I live with a roommate, he lives with a roommate...so, we went looking for a place where we could...be alone.”

      Marta's mouth was hanging open. “You had sex? For two days?”

      I nodded and I probably looked ashamed. It wasn't about the “sex” however, it was the shame of telling such an outrageous lie. “We went to a place his friend owns in the woods...and we had, amazing, incredible, hot sex. I lost track of time. For two days we only got out of bed to eat, shower and do it all over again. I swear, I was just so caught up in it that I didn't even think about time passing or people being worried about me.”

      Bonnie was shaking her head, slowly. I could tell by the look on her face that she didn't believe what I was saying, but she didn't say that outright. Instead, she said, “Why not tell us this before? I mean, you're over 21 and single, and so is he, I assume...so why hide it?”

      Again, I went for the lie. “His roommate, is a woman. They have a baby together. He's working on leaving, but it's complicated. I promised him I wouldn't tell, anyone.”

      My friends exchanged another glance and then Marta crossed her skinny little arms again and sat back into the chair with her lips pursed. Bonnie looked like she was trying to process it all, or maybe she just didn't believe a hot guy like Ridge would want me.

      “So...this creep is married, with a baby?” Marta said, “And he let you tell some bizarre story and be embarrassed in front of the cops, us, your parents...most of the island, to protect him?”

      “He didn't ask me to lie, and honestly, I did it as much for me as for him. I knew about the girlfriend before I left with him, he was honest with me. I wanted him, so I did this, and then I was ashamed of myself so I lied.”

      “I don't believe you,” Marta said.

      “Me neither,” Bonnie chimed in.

      I know, since I was a big, fat, liar, it wasn't fair, but I did my best to turn it around on them. “So what don't you believe? That this hot guy wanted me? That any guy wanted me?”

      “No! Stop that,” Marta said. “Of course he wanted you. You're gorgeous even though you have no idea. That's not what we're saying. It's just, the idea of you being with a man who is cheating is so out of character for you, and the sneaking around, not answering your phone and making up stories. None of that is in character for you.”

      “I know,” I said. “I've always been the good girl. But I have urges like anyone else, and...there was just something about Ridge, I was drawn to him from that first night we met. I've never been that drawn to anyone.” At least this part was true. “I thought about him all the time and the highlight of going out, was seeing him. He was so attentive. He told me I was beautiful...I needed all of that, and I got lost in it. I'm truly sorry that I worried everyone, and that I lied. But haven't either of you ever done anything foolish because you were crazy over a man?” They were quiet for a long time before Bonnie said,

      “I have, more than once.”

      “Me too,” Marta said. “But I have one more question...two, actually.”

      I cocked an eyebrow. “Okay?”

      “Are you still seeing him?”

      “No. I told him I couldn't do it, not unless he takes care of his relationship first. Question two?”

      “The jumpiness, nervousness, always looking over your shoulder...what's that about?”

      “That has nothing to do with Ridge,” I said, trying to think of a story as I went along. “Or maybe, it does. But I'm not afraid of him, or anyone in particular. I guess my conscience is just stronger than I gave it credit for. The guilt is eating away at me...like the Tell-Tale Heart.” They weren't avid readers like I was and they both looked at me, blankly. “Edgar Allan Poe?” Still nothing. I sighed and said, “It's a book, about a man who commits a grievous sin and then loses his mind over the guilt. Don't worry though, I'm not losing my mind. I'll be okay. I just need some time to work through it.” I stood up and the girls did too. Bonnie suddenly hugged me and then Marta hugged us both and said,

      “Please don't think you can't tell us things. We won't judge you.”

      I truly loved them, and I despised lying to them even more because of it. They trusted me and that caused an ache in the center of my chest. I whispered a “Thank you,” and hugged them back and then I went back to wondering just how long I was going to wake up every morning with a knot in the pit of my stomach, and fall asleep every night with the face of a man I simultaneously wanted and feared, seared into my brain.
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      Grayson

      

      It was Sunday, my day off. I was relaxing at the compound, thinking about going for a run along the beach and just having a peaceful day. Then my phone rang...and the man on the other end did his best to change all that. I listened carefully to what Ridge was saying, reacting silently to a lot of it, but not speaking a word until he wrapped it all up by saying,

      “Grayson, before you say no, please remember everything we've been through together...”

      “Oh that's low.” Ridge was my hero, my savior, and he knew it. He's a good guy, but he's a self-centered guy and he doesn't hesitate to use what I “owe” him to get what he wants.

      “I'm sorry, Gray. You're right, it sucks for me to do that to you. I just can't explain how badly I want this.”

      “I know you, Ridge. When you want something, you want it badly and you'll do anything to get what you want, including pulling me into this mess. I'm 19, Ridge. I grew up an orphan wolf so all I know about any of that came from you. I've only lived as a human for a year, so I don't know much about that either. If I get expelled from this pack, I won't make it. I have to wonder how much you value our friendship when I think about you putting me in that position.”

      “I'm sorry,” he said, sounding genuinely remorseful.

      “Why not ask Chase?”

      “Chase will be expected at work tomorrow. I heard Clay say you have this week off, that's what made me think of you.”

      “Right, that and the fact that I never say no to you. Where will they think I am all week?”

      “Running in the woods. You know they don't keep tabs on us on our days off. You don't have to stay all week...just a few days. Just find out if she's thinking about me, or talking about me. Find out if she hates me, or if there might still be a chance....Come on buddy. You're the right color and your eyes are blue...they'll believe you're a dog, a husky or whatever.”

      “Thanks, it's nice to know I look like a dog.”

      He growled a little and said, “Okay, never mind. I'm sorry I asked. I have to get back. The police are still combing through the scene and asking questions. I'm so fucking tired. We were here all night Friday, most of the day yesterday and they called us back out first thing this morning. Maybe I just need to sleep. maybe I'm just not thinking straight.” I thought he was finished and then he said, “I just ache for her, Gray. I can't even describe it. It's hard to breathe.”

      Damn it.

      A surge of guilt washed over me.

      Ridge has never had anyone. He was told to watch me and for years, that's what he did, alone in the woods. He raised me, he kept me safe, and he never left me to go looking for a mate or a new pack.

      If Chelsea and the other alphas had wanted him and not me when they found us, Ridge would have refused to go with them, I know it in my heart. Now he has a chance to be happy, and I can help him, but I'm refusing because I'm afraid of getting into trouble. I'm not a pup anymore. I guess it's time to start acting like the adult wolf and human I am.

      “Ridge, wait. I'll go.” There was a long pause and I thought maybe he'd already hung up. Finally he said,

      “Really?”

      “Yeah, I'll do it.”

      “If you're worried about getting into trouble...”

      “I am, but I owe you my life. Being afraid of a little trouble makes me feel like a coward and I don't want to feel that way.”

      “Thank you, Gray. I promise, if somehow they find out, I'll take all responsibility.” We ended the call and I thought about what he said. I didn't doubt Ridge would step up because that's just who he is. But he and I both know that's not how it works in the pack. Each man or woman is responsible for his or her own actions. I knew what I was doing could get me into a lot of trouble and if I got caught, the responsibility for making that decision would be on me. Period.
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      Surga doesn't have any big department stores or chain grocery stores where I could go and discreetly make a purchase. I was going to have to go straight to the vet's office to do this, and I hated going there.

      In any other town that wouldn't even be an option on Sunday...but our vet was open seven days a week, and even on holidays.

      I walk by the office all the time, but I had only been inside once, with Chelsea about six months ago. We had found a cat and honestly, I'd tried to eat it.

      Chelsea stopped me, reminding me that we were more than animals. The cat was domesticated and on the blue collar he wore around his neck was a tag that included the name “Hank” and an address.

      She said some child was probably crying herself to sleep at night, looking for her cat. Chelsea grew up human, so she knew more about these things than I did. I wouldn't argue with Chelsea even if I thought I knew more, I had too much respect for her than that.

      Anyways, Chelsea and I took the cat to the address but the house was empty.

      The neighbor told us they had recently moved. So, Chelsea's next stop was the vet's office. She was going to take the cat in, but about that time, baby Jack began to cry. He was only a few months old at that time and Chelsea was breast feeding him.

      I left her to feed him and I went inside.

      The smell of the place was overwhelming for a wolf, or maybe to everyone, I wasn't sure. All I knew was that there were things in the air that made me cycle from hungry, to aggressive to horny in a matter of seconds. I could hear the dogs barking out back before I even went inside, and I hated thinking about them being in cages. I know I couldn't survive being caged in. On the other hand, dogs don’t usually like us. They can smell our wolf and it makes most of them aggressive, so I was safer with them in cages I suppose.

      Apparently, they have some kind of “chip” they plant into domestic animals so the vet can scan them, like a grocery item, to find out where they live.

      When they scanned him, his old address came up, but there was a note in the computer about him getting lost and a new address.

      A little girl got her cat back...so the trip was worth it. Of course that didn't make it any easier to go inside this time.

      

      The bells jangled as I pushed the door open and a lady at the reception desk looked up and smiled. I made myself smile back and hoped my voice wouldn't crack from nerves when I spoke.

      “Um, yeah. I got a new puppy and I was looking for one of those machines where I could make a tag for him, in case he got lost or something.”

      “Oh yes, we have one of those,” she pointed to the far corner of the waiting room, right next to where a big ass German Shepard sat with his owner. The dog's brown eyes were already on me. His ears were standing straight up and he was growling low in his throat.

      “Oh, okay, thank you.”

      “The best thing to do for  the long run would be to bring him in for his vaccinations and have him chipped.” I was glad I already knew what that meant. I smiled and nodded and said,

      “I intend to, thanks. I'm just on my break from work now, but when I figure out my schedule, I'll call for an appointment.”

      “Good,” she said, smiling brightly. “We can also schedule the neutering at the same time, if you're planning on having him fixed.”

      Ouch. I felt an ache in my loins.

      I'm glad wolves don't get domesticated.

      If they take my balls, they may as well just take the rest of me with them.

      I had to work hard to force the next smile. I nodded, thanked her again and tried not to hold my crotch protectively as I walked toward the machine. I heard the German Shepherd growl and her owner say, “Oh hush, Ellie. What's wrong with you? We don't growl at people, it's rude.”

      I smiled at the lady, that only seemed to piss the dog off more and the hair on her neck and back rose higher, his ears pinned back and he stood up straight on all fours and began to bark. I could tell the lady was doing her best to hold the dog back and I wasn't sure how long she would be able to, since the dog looked like it outweighed her by about fifty pounds.

      With a hand that was shaking because I was trying so hard to move fast, I picked the first tag that popped up when I touched the screen.

      It was shaped like a dog bone.

      Next, I entered the name “Gray.”  Then the address.

      It was the address that Ridge had texted me, the address of Cheyenne's apartment complex.

      She lived in apartment 4.

      I didn't ask him how he knew exactly where she lived and he didn't tell me. Anyways, on my tags, I just left off the apartment number.

      I fed money into the slot and waited for the little tag to finish engraving.

      The German shepherd was going insane and the lady was sweating.

      The tag popped out at last and I looked at it and then tucked it into my pocket before walking in a wide circle around the German shepherd and smiling at the receptionist as I passed the window. I let out a breath I'd been holding as soon as I walked out the door.

      The island was small, thank goodness, because I walked everywhere I went.

      The pack has two cars that we're all allowed to use for groceries, business, or appointments. But, I didn't think this would qualify for any of that.

      My next stop was a little hardware store where I bought a dog collar to put the tag on, and once I had that, I headed toward the address Ridge gave me.

      It was Saturday, late morning and I wondered what I was supposed to do if she wasn't home.

      I didn't want to call Ridge again so I decided to wing it.  I walked until the buildings of the little town began to disappear behind me. Once I was in a secluded area, I ducked into some trees and bushes. I slid the tag onto the collar and lay it down on the grass while I stripped off my clothes, and shifted. I left the clothes, but picked the collar up in my teeth and using the back roads that encircled the town, I ran until I was on the other side of the island, rolled in the dirt so that I hopefully looked more like a stray dog than a wolf and then found a comfortable spot underneath the steps that Cheyenne would have to walk up to get to her apartment.
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      Cheyenne

      

      I parked my car and looked up at the apartment building.

      It was funny to think that just a few short weeks ago, I was happy. Now, I just felt like I was going through the motions. I used to be lonely from time to time, I guess everyone gets that way sometimes.

      For the most part, I was content and I was sure that when the time was right, I'd meet some nice young man and we'd get married, have a family...you know, normal stuff.

      Then, I met Ridge, and now not only could I not stop thinking about him, but I felt guilty for thinking about him.

      I felt weird, like there was something wrong with me for wanting a man who would take me and hold me captive. Sometimes, mostly late at night when I was really lonely, I'd start making excuses for him. I'd tell myself that yes, he did take me, but he didn't hurt me. He didn't rape me. He had plenty of opportunity, had he wanted to do anything awful to me, and he didn't. Then I'd remind myself that he did drug me, and drugging and kidnapping a woman because you “want” them, isn't normal.

      But Ridge isn't normal, and that white wolf, Chelsea, tried to explain to me that Ridge had grown up wild, not quite human, I suppose. So, he thought what he was doing was normal...but was that really an excuse? Am I pathetic for trying to find one for him? I have no idea...but all of it was making me feel as if I was losing my mind.

      I sighed and got out of the car. I grabbed my yoga bag from the back seat. Myrna usually does yoga with me on Sunday mornings, but she had a family thing to go to in Bali today. Bonnie always spent Sundays with her grandmother, so at least today I'd have some time to myself and they wouldn't be around to stare at me like I might break. I crossed the parking lot and was almost to the stairs when the sight of fur caught my eye. Something white and gray was laying under the stairs. It sort of looked like a dog, but it was bigger and it was really dirty. I stopped, afraid to approach the stairs with him lying underneath it.

      Was he lying in .. wait.

      The dog lifted his head and looked at me. He didn't look aggressive, at least not in that moment. He was holding something in his teeth. It looked like it might be his collar. I wondered if someone was looking for him. I said a silent prayer that it wouldn't attack me as I slowly approached it. I've never had a dog, and there aren't that many of them on the island.

      Talking in low, sweet tones I said, “Hey guy. What are you doing under there? Where are you supposed to be?”

      The dog's eyes were light blue, almost clear. I'd never seen eyes like that before, but they were beautiful. He wasn't growling at me, or making any kind of aggressive moves, so I got a little closer, squat down and put my hand out so that he could smell it. When he did, he opened his mouth and let the collar with the tag on it, fall at my feet. I scratched him under his chin and he lifted it and closed his eyes like he liked it. With the other hand I reached down and picked up the collar. It said his name was Gray and the apartment complex address was imprinted on the tag...but there was no apartment number.

      “Gray, huh? So, you live here?”

      He didn't answer me, of course. I looked around me.

      There were fifty apartments in our complex. Only about half of them were occupied, but knocking on 25 doors could still be time consuming. Yet, I couldn't just leave him there. What if he got into the parking lot and got ran over? I would feel horrible. My eyes fell on apartment number one, the super's apartment. If anyone knew who owned a dog here, it would be him. I stood up and the dog immediately came out from underneath the steps and stood next to me. I smiled and reached down and pet him again. He was so soft. He was big too, now that I saw him on all fours. He nearly came up to my waist. I didn't know much about dogs, but I thought this one was a husky or a malamute. They were normally arctic dogs and I wondered what the heck he was doing on a tropical island.

      “Come on Gray, let's see if we can figure out where you belong.”

      The dog wagged his tail and followed me over to the super's apartment. I knocked on the door and Mr. Balik's door.

      I was still learning about the Balinese.

      Myrna told me he wasn't really Mr. Balik. His name was Wayan Balik...which meant, “Wayan again.” Eldest boys are named Wayan and there are names for second, third and fourth sons. The fifth one starts it all over, and that was Mr. Balik.

      I snickered at the thought of me calling him “Mr. Again,” but the American in me couldn't help it.

      It was Mr. this or Mrs. That in my world.

      Mr. Balik opened the door with a big smile on his face. I had lived there for over six months now, and I never saw him when he wasn't smiling. He was only about five foot tall and his skin was olive colored. His eyes and hair were jet black and no matter what time of day you knocked on his door, he was always perfectly groomed, like he was waiting for company.

      “Miss Cheyenne,” he said, “How are you?” He enunciated his English words precisely. The accent was still there, but his words were perfect.

      I smiled back at him and said, “I'm good, thank you...”

      “You have a dog!”

      “Well no. I found him, under the stairs. He has this collar,” I said, holding it out to Mr. Balik. He squinted at it and I said, “It's the address of the complex but no apartment number. I was hoping you might know who he belongs to?”

      He shook his head and looked perplexed. “The only people who had a dog here moved out about two months ago. I don't think they had such a big dog though.”

      “You never saw their dog?”

      He shook his head again. “No. They paid a pet deposit but no, I never saw the dog. I think it was a small dog though, it lived inside.”

      “I hope they didn't forget him. Maybe he got scared when they were moving and ran off. Do you have any way to reach them?”

      “No. No forwarding address.”

      “Dang. I'm not sure what to do with him. Is there an animal control on the island?”

      “No, just the veterinarian. Maybe you could take him there.” The dog started nudging my leg, like he was trying to nudge me away from the apartment door. I laughed and said,

      “I don't think he likes that idea.” I pet him again and he looked up at me and I swear he was smiling. “Mr. Balik, would it be okay if I kept him just for a few days and put up posters to try and find his owner?” The little man laughed and my face was suddenly on fire when he said,

      “Just like the posters up for you!”

      I forced a laugh. “Yeah, like those.”

      He waved a hand at me and said, “Sure, sure. You're a good tenant. Just make sure he doesn't bite nobody.”

      “I will. Thank you.”

      He went back inside and I looked at Gray and said, “I guess you're staying with me for a few days.”

      He smiled again and wagged his tail.

      I smiled back.  Maybe he'd help me with my loneliness.

      He followed me up the stairs and as soon as I unlocked the door and opened it, he walked inside, like he owned the place.

      I smiled and followed him in, tossing his collar and my keys on the counter.

      I put my hands on my hips and said, “I have to apologize, I don't know a thing about dogs. Are you hungry?” As if he understood the question, he got excited and ran over to the refrigerator, wagging his tail.

      I laughed.

      “Okay, let's see what we have here.” I opened it and picked out some leftover chicken and pasta. “Myrna made this, it was pretty good. Well, not really, but maybe since you're a dog, you'll like it, huh?”

      Myrna wasn't the best cook, but she tried and I didn't want to hurt her feelings, so I choked it down.

      Maybe the dog can help me out there too.

      I put it in a plastic bowl and sat it on the floor. Then I filled another bowl with water and put it on the floor too.

      Gray sniffed at it, but he didn't take a bite.

      “I'm sorry. I guess you don't like it either? Tell you what, let me shower and I'll run to the store and get some dog food, okay?”

      Again, he didn't answer me.

      I rubbed his soft head and headed for the bathroom.

      When he started to follow, I said, “Oh no, Mr. No boys allowed in the bathroom or bedroom. I'll be right back, okay?” I'm not sure why I kept saying okay like I expected him to say it back, but he sat down in the hallway and didn't try to follow me any further. As I gathered my things for my shower I realized I felt happier already. Maybe I didn't need a man. Maybe all I needed all along was a dog, or a therapist. I laughed out loud and decided that yes, the therapist might be a good idea.
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      I waited for the shower to come on and then I shifted. I started to pick up the bowl of chicken and pasta and remembered suddenly that she had a roommate. It would probably not be good for her to walk in and find a naked man in the kitchen. I went over and locked the door and then picked up the bowl and stuck it in the microwave. I might look like a dog, and yes, I've been known to eat road kill when times got hard...but, I was human enough these days that I wasn't about to eat cold food out of a bowl on the floor.

      That was funny, actually.

      All I knew about being human, the Pack had taught me over the past year.  Ridge helped too...some.

      Before times got desperate for our old pack, Ridge was old enough to go into town and hang out with the humans...girls mostly. He had always had a penchant for the human girls.

      While the food was heating, I took a glass down out of the cabinet and opened the refrigerator. I'd seen a bottle of wine when she had the fridge open before, it was red wine, it would go nicely with my pasta. I was happy to see it was already opened and I poured myself a glass.

      It was early in the morning for wine, but I was pretending to be a dog, currently standing naked in a stranger's kitchen, waiting for the food she'd given me cold and on the floor to heat up in the microwave. I deserved a glass of wine, and damn it was good.

      As soon as the microwave dinged I took the bowl out, found a fork and went over and sat down at the table with it...like a human.

      I eat fast, and that was a good thing since it turned out that Cheyenne showered fast too. I heard the water shut off and shoveled in the last few bites, drank the rest of my wine, rinsed out the glass, put it back in the cabinet and threw the bowl back down on the floor.

      I shifted just as I heard the bathroom door open.

      Seconds later, Cheyenne appeared in the hallway, wrapped up in a towel.

      She smelled good and her skin was all dewy and fresh looking. She looked at me and smiled and then looked over at my bowl.

      “Wow! I guess you just don't like eating in front of people, huh?” She came over and squat down to pet me. It wasn't my fault that my eyes were level with her cleavage.

      She had nice cleavage and I was suddenly feeling things I shouldn't be feeling for my best buddy's mate, but she was touching me, and it was hard to put all of that out of my mind.

      “You're a good boy, aren't you? You're so handsome too.” I pulled my head up and closed my eyes. With a satisfied smile on my face I let her pet me underneath my chin. This gig might not be too bad after all.

      As soon as I had that thought, I heard a key in the door. I remembered I was supposed to be acting like a dog and I started wagging my tail and ran toward it.

      I saw Cheyenne frown and look at the doorknob as it turned. I wondered if she was trying to figure out if she locked it or not. I had forgotten that, I'd have to be more careful.

      It opened and a pretty little dark haired Balinese girl walked in. I rubbed up against her and watched as she looked at me with a shocked look on her face. “What the heck? Where did he come from?”

      “Why are you home so soon?”

      The little petite brunette growled and said, “My family...I can't deal with them today. I was on the ferry when my sister called me to complain about my mother and as soon as I hung up with her, my mother called to complain about my sister and my father. I told her I was ill and I wasn't going to make it to brunch.

      As soon as the ferry docked, I got on the return ferry and came home. Your turn now, where did that hairy beast come from?”

      “I'm sorry. I was going to text but I didn't want to bother you. Isn't he pretty? His name is Gray.” I stuck out my tongue and wagged my tail, waiting for her to say I was pretty. Instead she said,

      “He needs to brush his teeth. Whose dog is he?”

      Well that was insulting. I brushed my teeth this morning. It was her chicken and pasta that gave me the bad breath. It wasn't even all that good anyways. It would probably give me heartburn.

      “I don't know,” Cheyenne said. “I found him downstairs. He has a tag and a collar, it's got this address on it but no apartment number. Mr. Balik says there's no one here with a dog so I'm going to put up posters and see if anyone claims him. I hope you don't mind if he stays here? It'll only be for a few days.”

      The little dark haired girl raised an eyebrow and said, “Is he housebroken?” Jeez, insult to injury. Of course I'm house broken.

      “I think so,” Cheyenne said. “Let me get dressed and I'll take him out.” Take me out? She expects me to go outside like a common animal? I mean, yeah, of course I've gone outside before, most of my life in fact. But, that was in the woods, in the wild. I can't just pee on a main street in town. Cheyenne bent down and rubbed my neck. Her face was close to mine, so I licked it.

      She laughed.

      “That tickles, and Myrna's right, I'm afraid, you could use a toothbrush...or a mint.” Wow, do they even know I have feelings? I watched Cheyenne go down the hall toward her bedroom. Once she was gone, I turned to look at Myrna and she was frowning at me. I whined at her and wagged my tail. She made a face and then walked past me into the kitchen without even so much as a pat on the head. I'm not sure I like this one.

      I sat down and watched her open the fridge.

      She pulled out the bottle of wine I'd just sampled and she frowned again and held it up.

      Damn, she noticed that some of it was missing. Maybe she'll think Cheyenne drank it. I watched her take down a wine glass and pour the wine into it.

      About that time, Cheyenne came out of her room in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Her hair was wet still, but she was braiding it as she walked toward us. She was really pretty. I was busy staring at her when Myrna said,

      “Did you have company today?”

      “Just Gray,” she said, giving me a cute little wink. She's an animal lover for sure, that's a check in the pros category.

      “Does Gray drink wine?”

      Cheyenne looked confused. “No...” she chuckled. “Why do you ask?”

      “Well, I know you don't, and I just opened this bottle last night. There's more than the one glass I drank gone. I thought maybe you snuck hot guy over here while I was out.”

      Hot guy? Who's this “hot guy”? Ridge won't like that and I didn't want to be the one to tell him. He has a temper sometimes. “Myrna! I told you, I'm not seeing Ridge again. Maybe we should talk about you drinking wine at ten a.m.”

      “Trust me, if I would have made it to brunch, I'd be drinking whiskey. I'm sorry. I don't mean to be in such a foul mood. But my family...” she rolled her eyes and took a drink of the wine. Her phone made a noise and she picked it up off the counter and looked at it. The grumpy look on her pretty face turned into a smile instantly.

      “Brett?” Cheyenne said to her friend with a smile.

      “Yeah, he wants to take me on a picnic for lunch.”

      “Awe, that sounds like fun.”

      “He's so different from every guy I've ever dated,” she said. “I keep waiting for the real him to show up, you know?”

      “Maybe this is the real him.”

      Myrna's smile looked sad. “How is it that after everything, you're still not cynical?”

      Cheyenne laughed. “Are you kidding? I'm cynical all the time. I'm still shocked that Ridge wanted me.”

      Myrna's eyes narrowed. “You're too good for him,” she said. “Once a cheater, always a cheater.” A cheater? What did she mean by that?

      “Well, I'm not seeing him again, so it's not even worth talking about.” Cheyenne's emotions changed abruptly. I could sense it. The more I was around humans, the more I realized that I was actually better at sensing how they were feeling than most. Ridge was well aware that I had that ability, and I didn't doubt that was part of why he'd sent me here. I heard in his voice earlier on the phone that he wasn't going to give up on her no matter what anyone said.

      The rest of the pack didn't know him the way I do. Ridge has never wanted something as badly as he wanted her.

      Cheyenne bent down and rubbed her hand from my head to my tail, I worried once again about how much I enjoyed that.

      “You ready to go out and potty, guy?”

      Suddenly I forgot how good her touch felt and I was annoyed.

      Go out and potty? She's got to be kidding, right?

      I looked up at her face and saw that she wasn't.

      She stood up and walked over to the door and opened it.

      Tapping her thighs she said, “Come on Gray, let's go out and potty! Come on boy.”

      Completely humiliated, I hung my head and followed her out.

      Ridge was going to owe me big for this. I followed Cheyenne down the steps and to the grassy area out front.

      She sat down on a wrought iron bench and in a high-pitched voice she said, “Go potty guy!”

      Fat chance.

      No way was I “going potty” in front of her, on the lawn, in front of an apartment complex, in the middle of town.

      No way.

      “We're going to stay out here until you go. If you go in the house, Myrna will throw us both out on our ear.”

      Damn it.

      Ridge is going to owe me BIG for this.
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      By the time I finally “went potty” behind the building where she couldn't see me humiliate myself, Myrna had left for her picnic.

      It was getting close to lunch time and as I was getting hungry.

      Once we were inside, Cheyenne started making herself a turkey sandwich, and suddenly seemed to remember she hadn't given me any food since the pasta that morning.

      “Oh poor Gray! What an awful pet owner I am.”

      She looked down and I was staring up at her.

      I trained my hungry eyes on the turkey sandwich and she smiled and said, “You hungry guy?” In the spirit of humiliating myself, I wagged my tail and panted, with my tongue hanging out the side of my mouth like a cartoon character.

      She ruffled the hair on the back of my neck and said, “I'm sorry I didn't get any dog food yet. I will, I promise.”

      My eyes cut back over to the turkey and she said, “I get the feeling you don't mind not having dog food, huh?”

      With another laugh she tossed a few pieces of the sliced turkey into “my” bowl. I walked over to sniff it but waited until she turned to finish making her sandwich to wolf it down.

      When she turned back around and looked at my bowl she said, “Wow, you were hungry. Poor thing. I promise we'll go get some dog food as soon as I finish my lunch.”

      She sat down at the little kitchen table and I went over and curled up at her feet. While she ate with her left hand, she rubbed my fur absently with her right she looked like she was deep in thought. I wondered what she was thinking, but didn't have to wonder for long.

      After a few minutes she said, “You're lucky,” I told Gray. I lifted my head to look at her face and she said, “Dogs don't have to worry about dating, or falling in love, or getting married. It's messy business.”

      She took another bite of her sandwich.  It looked delicious.

      “I'm still young,” she went on, “I have a lot of time left to date and to find that special someone.  But I can't help but wonder if it's going to hurt every time it doesn't work out. Don't tell anyone,” She said to me, the dog, even lowering her voice to a whisper, “I didn't have my first date until I was 19 years old and in college. I didn't even have sex until I was almost 21.”

      Without even thinking about it, my ears perked up and my composure switched to attentive.  I'd never had a girl tell me about her sex life before.

      She was looking at me and she laughed and said, “Typical man. I mention sex and all of a sudden, you're interested.”

      She wasn't mad though.

      She pet me again and went on, “I discovered early on that sex was the only interest they had in me. Why is that, Gray? I think I'm a nice person, smart, kind of interesting if someone took the time to listen to what I have to say.”

      I thought she was smart and interesting. I let out a little bark and she smiled sweetly and said, “You're interested, aren't you? You're a good boy. Such a good listener.” I shamelessly liked it when she called me a good boy.

      She let her hand swing down in front of me with half the turkey sandwich clutched against her palm. “You want the rest, boy?” I took it, in one bite. If anyone were to judge me for it, I might just eat them too.

      “I have a secret. I think I can tell you,” she said, “You won't tell anyone else, right?”

      I barked again and she gave me another beautiful little laugh. I liked the sound of her being happy...maybe too much.

      “I have a huge crush on a crazy man. At first, I thought it was just because he was hot, really hot. But then he kidnapped me, told me some crazy things...and despite all of that, I still ache to see him. Do you think I'm just lonely, boy?  Maybe I've made up this fantasy in my head that I am able to “fix” this guy?”

      I barked again and with a sad face she said, “I'm not sure there's any “fixing” for what's wrong with this guy. I don't know, maybe there's nothing wrong with him and I'm being judgmental. Everyone has their quirks, right? Everyone grows up in a certain culture, believing certain things that the rest of us don't understand or believe...maybe that's all it is with Ridge. He grew up in a whole different place.”

      She laughed, but that time it wasn't a happy place.

      “The problem is, I guess, that even though I saw a glimpse of that place with my own two eyes...my brain still doesn't want to believe it. I'd almost rather believe he's a liar, rather than a...” she laughed again and that time she sounded like she might cry. I hoped she didn't cry. I would have no idea what to do with a crying woman.

      “I can't even say it.”

      She sighed and stood up. I stood up too and rubbed my fur against her leg. Smiling down at me she said, “Thanks for listening, boy. I guess we should go put up some posters and while we're out, we'll get you some dog food, and maybe some treats.” She sounded excited about that. I couldn't imagine how I was going to choke down dog food, or God forbid, “Treats.” I also couldn't imagine how I was going to tell Ridge she still had a huge “crush” on him, when I was crushing on her myself.
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      I didn't know what Ridge was up to, but I could tell he was up to something, and it would probably end with him in trouble and maybe poor Grayson too.

      Ridge and the alphas finally got back from the crime scene sight late on Sunday afternoon. I had guard duty on the compound all day so as I was making my rounds and I saw how exhausted they all were.

      They all seemed to be interested in nothing but food, shower and bed. I'm not sure what, if anything they'd found out about the dead men yet, but they had spent the better part of two days going back and forth out there with the detectives that came out from Bali.

      When I passed by Ridge and Grayson's little cabin, Ridge was on the phone. He was inside, but his window was open and it really wasn't my fault that wolves have great hearing. We all know that, so if he wanted to keep things under wraps, he should lower his voice.

      I may have stopped when I realized what he was talking about and I may have stood upwind so he couldn't smell me there, hiding and eavesdropping. But I was glad I did because maybe I can waylay whatever crazy plans he had now, before he dragged poor Grayson into his mess. Grayson was so naive and Ridge was his hero. He'd follow him blindly into a fire if he thought Ridge needed him, and sometimes I thought Ridge took advantage of that.

      “Hey Gray. I guess you can't carry your phone around on this assignment. I hope you hid it in a safe place. Call me when you get this message. I'm anxious to find out if you heard anything about me...does she hate me, or do you think there's a chance for me? Have you seen any signs of her dating anyone else or anyone else sniffing around, interested? Call me, buddy, please.”

      Somehow he sent Grayson in to get information from Cheyenne, but how? Who was he posing as?

      I almost went over and knocked on his door and asked him, but I thought hearing it from him would make me complicit. If I just went on a little investigative excursion of my own, and happened to find something out...well, I couldn't be blamed for that in the end, could I?

      I looked at the time on my phone. Hansel, a young wolf that the pack picked up before they left Afghanistan, was supposed to relieve me and take over the post for the rest of the evening in five minutes.

      Maybe once he did, I'd take a walk...or more like a run, into town.

      Sadly, as much as I was curious about what Ridge was up to, I was even more interested in seeing Cheyenne again.

      I'd never admit that to Ridge.

      He is sure she's his mate. I have no idea what it's supposed to feel like when you meet your mate. I always just assumed that like Ridge, I would just know.

      What I knew about Cheyenne was that I was drawn to her in a different way than I'd ever been drawn to a woman, female wolf or human. I've had her on my mind a lot even before the cabin. Seeing her in the bar, talking and laughing with Ridge used to cause a little ache in my heart. I would never try to compete with Ridge.

      He was my best friend, my brother, almost, and even if I was disloyal enough to try and compete, Ridge is much better looking than me.

      He's bigger and stronger, and I know that he's smarter…

      No woman would want me, when Ridge was one of her choices.

      But it wouldn't hurt to look at her, right?

      I liked looking at her. I liked her smile and the way her pretty dark eyes lit up when she laughed.

      “Hey!” I jumped, startled at the sound of Hansel's voice.

      “Hey.”

      “You were like a million miles away. What were you thinking about?” I felt my face go hot. I'm a terrible liar.

      “Lunch,” I said.

      Hansel laughed. “Yeah? Maybe dinner with a beautiful she wolf.”

      I rolled my eyes and said, “Unfortunately those are in short supply around here.”

      Hansel nodded and said, “I say we go back to the old ways, the mating rituals and all that. We could find a few willing human women I bet. It would be kind of fun, to fight for them, don't you think?”

      I laughed.

      “Yeah, but good luck convincing our human alphas of that.”

      Hanson, like Ridge, Grayson and I, grew up wild. In the days when our parents were all alive, a female, be she wolf or human, was up for grabs by any UN-mated wolf in the pack. Even if one wolf claimed her first, the rest of the pack had the right to fight for her.

      The strongest in the pack always ended up mated first, of course. Chelsea and her mates didn't like that idea, mostly because the female wasn't given much of a choice. She was simply taken, fought over, and kept.

      I can see both sides, I guess. I thought about

      Cheyenne again and I knew deep down that I wouldn't mind having a shot at her. But then again, there was no way I could beat Ridge in a fight, so I'm screwed either way.

      “Hey, I'm going to take off. I think I'll go into town and grab some dinner, and a beer.”

      “Alright brother, stay out of trouble.”

      I winked at him and said, “I'll try, but you know how the women get when they see me.” I could still hear his laughter when I was going through the gates of the compound.

      Punk.
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        * * *

      

      I walked into town and I did get something to eat. I had a beer and looked at the pretty girls in the bar, thinking about maybe trying to talk to one. Ridge was usually my wing man when we went out. Honestly most of the women that did talk to me, did so because they were trying to get close to my “hot” friend.

      Sometimes they ended up agreeing to go out with me, but only after they made sure they'd have no chance with Ridge.

      Some days I was glad to get his leftovers, and other days it simply pissed me off, and made me feel pathetic.

      I'd gone into the bar, thinking about trying it on my own, but the longer I sat there and looked around, the more I thought about Cheyenne.

      I told myself I was just really interested in what Ridge and Grayson were up to...but I couldn't deny that I wanted to see her again. I finished my beer and left the bar.

      I walked down main street and wished I knew where she lived. I remembered her telling Grayson she lived in an “apartment” and I knew there were only two apartment complexes on the island. There was one at each end of town.

      As I started walking towards one of them, I told myself I was being ridiculous.

      What was I going to do, knock on fifty doors? And if she answered one, what would I do then? I called myself an idiot, but kept walking.

      

      The walk took me about fifteen minutes and by the time I turned the corner where the apartment complex was, the sun was going down.

      There was a light breeze blowing and I caught the whiff of a wolf blowing in on it. I stopped and listened but all I could hear was the sound of a woman's voice coming from maybe fifty yards away and a dog barking.

      Going in the direction of the voice, the dog, and the smell of the wolf that was growing stronger, I suddenly saw him.

      It was Grayson, and if I didn't know better, he was acting like a damned dog. He was chasing a ball that the woman on the bench had thrown for him. I watched him pick it up in his mouth, turn and run toward her.

      I realized the “her” was Cheyenne, just about the time Gray caught my smell, dropped the ball and looked over in my direction. I shook my head at him. As long as he was making eye contact with me, I was able to communicate with him in my head.

      “What the hell are you doing?”

      “Go away,” was his response.

      “Gray? What's wrong?” Cheyenne got to her feet and was looking around. She looked right at me, but I was standing in the shadows and her human eyes weren't able to make me out. “What's wrong, boy?”

      “I'll be damned. She thinks you're a dog? How does she know your name?”

      “I mean it Chase. Go,” he said. No way in hell was I going away now. I had to know what was going on. I put my hands in my pockets, braced myself for Cheyenne being pissed and began to stroll across the street. I was about halfway across when my “friend” began to bark and growl at me, viciously.

      “Stop it. What are you doing?”

      “I told you to go away. Don't make me bite you.”

      “It's okay boy,” Cheyenne said to Grayson, rubbing his fur on the back of his neck. She looked at me then, not taking her hand off of him and said, “I'm sorry. I don't think he'll bite.” I stepped out of the shadows then and her expression changed.

      It turned angry and she said, “Chase? What are you doing here? I might let him bite you after all.”

      Grayson began to bark and growl again.

      I swear I'm going to kick that pup's ass first chance I get.

      “Cheyenne, I was just taking a walk. I didn't know you were here.”

      “Right. Did Ridge send you?”

      I looked at the dog and said, “No. I promise. He didn't send me.” Grayson snarled at me.

      “My dog doesn't like you. They say dogs have good instincts.”

      “That mutt is your dog?” I got another growl, this one deeper in his throat that the last.

      “He's not a mutt,” she said. “And yes...I mean no. I found him. He's mine for now until I find his owners. Anyways, I'm not supposed to be talking to you, remember?”

      “Nope,” I said. “Chelsea never said you couldn't talk to me. It was all Ridge. I didn't kidnap you, Cheyenne.”

      “You didn't help me either.”

      “I'm sorry about that. Ridge and my relationship is...complicated.”

      “Whatever it is, I'm not really interested,” she said. Funny thing was, she did look interested, at least in hearing about Ridge.

      I could feel her body temperature going up and her heart rate increasing when she said his name. She was still stroking Gray as we talked.

      I didn't like that, of course I did kind of think it was funny that she believed he was an ordinary dog.

      “Okay, we won't talk about Ridge,” I said. “But maybe you and I could start over.”

      “Why?” she said, folding her arms. I took a step toward her and Grayson stepped in between me and her and growled. I frowned at him and thought about kicking him out of my way, but I figured that wouldn't go over well with Cheyenne.

      “I just feel bad for everything, and I like you. What would it hurt, to just get to know me?”

      “Chase...you and I starting over would just be...impossible. What I know about you, and Ridge and...your “people.” It would just be too much for me to forget.”

      “So don't forget it, but don't hold it against me either. I can't help what I am, any more than you can help being female, or Caucasian. Friends don't have to be exactly the same, right? I mean, don't you have friends that aren't female, or Caucasian?”

      She rolled her eyes. “Of course. But what I don't have is friends who are wolves.”

      I looked down at Grayson and with a smug smile in his direction I said, “You seem to like the dog. Wolves aren't much different, just bigger, stronger and better looking.” Grayson started to lunge at me but Cheyenne had her fingers linked through his collar and pulled him back. He had a collar. I was cracking up inside over that. Damn, the boy must really worship Ridge to have agreed to this.

      “He really doesn't like you,” she said, again.

      In Grayson's head I said, “If you're really thinking of attacking me, I'll have to shift and defend myself. You think she'll want anything to do with either of us then?” Gray stopped barking, but the low rumble in his throat remained. I looked at Cheyenne and smiled and said, “It's the wolf thing. He can smell me. We're okay though, aren't we boy?” Gray stopped growling as I squat down in front of him. “That's right boy, it's okay. Who's a good boy?” I rubbed the back of his neck and he made eye contact with me. In my head I heard him say,

      “If she wasn't watching right now, I'd bite your hand off.” I laughed in my head and said,

      “See, he's a submissive little thing, all calmed down.”

      “You're an asshole.”

      I laughed again and then I looked up at Cheyenne and said, “How about I buy you a cup of coffee?”

      “I don't know...”

      I looked as non-threatening as I could and said, “Please. Public place where they make the coffee with the lids on, you can pick it up yourself off the counter and I won't touch it? I'm a nice guy and I don't want anything from you, just a friend.” Grayson growled again. He was going to tell Ridge everything and I was probably going to have to fight my best friend...and lose. But once I lay eyes on her tonight, I couldn't help myself. I suddenly really did want to know everything about her, and I wanted to spend time looking into her deep brown eyes while I found it all out.

      “Okay,” she said at last.

      “Let me put Gray away.” Grayson barked and took a step back. Cheyenne smiled at him, got down on her knees and put her hands on either side of his face. She fluffed his fir and then kissed him on the tip of  his nose. “It's okay boy. I won't be long.”

      “Ridge is going to kick your ass,” Grayson said as she led him over to the stairs. I laughed and said,

      “Yeah, probably. But while you're licking your dog bowl and he's stuck on the compound, which one of us is having coffee with Cheyenne?”
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      I was so tired, but I couldn't sleep. Maybe because even though I'd been exhausted for two days, it was only just after sundown, or maybe it was my thoughts of Cheyenne driving me crazy. She was on my mind all day, every day, no matter who I was with or what I was doing. And now, as I waited for Grayson to report in, I was worried that something had gone wrong and he'd blown it for me, completely. I finally got out of bed, deciding I would shift and go for a run. Just as I slipped off my pajama pants, my phone rang. I didn't recognize the number, but it was local.

      “Gray?”

      “Yeah, it's me.”

      “Whose phone are you using?”

      “House phone. I couldn't very well walk in here with mine in my mouth.”

      “True. How's it going?”

      “Well, it was going good, for a while.”

      “What's that mean? What happened?”

      “Chase happened.”

      “Chase? What the hell? What did he do?” I listened as Gray told me about Chase showing up and talking Cheyenne into going out for coffee. The anger that was slithering through my veins was hot, and as it grew, I almost forgot it was my best friend that we were talking about. Maybe he had a plan to help me. That has to be what it is...it had to be...When Gray finished I said, “Where did they go?”

      “No clue. I shifted as soon as she left and looked out the door. I saw them walking west across the street and then they disappeared behind the buildings.”

      “Why didn't you follow them?”

      “You're kidding, right? What if her roommate comes home and tells her I wasn't still inside the locked apartment when she got here? You want her to believe I'm a dog, I have to act like one.”

      “Shit. What the hell is he up to?”

      “Ridge, I don't want to cause trouble...”

      “What Gray, just say it.”

      “I smelled Chase when he was close to her. He's aroused by her, Ridge. Chase wants her too.”

      “No. You have to be wrong about that. Chase has never gone after any woman I wanted, wolf or human.” Not that we'd had many she-wolves to go after. There had been one or two passing through and that was it. But I'd taken plenty of human women back to their place at the end of a night at the club, and Chase was always content to take the ones I didn't want. No way was I going to believe he'd choose the one he knew I wanted to mark as my own to go after.

      “I don't think I'm wrong, Ridge.”

      “Has she said anything about me, Gray?” He hesitated, for a long time. I thought he was going to tell me there was no hope, that she hated me. Instead he said,

      “Yeah. She is still interested. She's just scared.”

      Relief washed over me. As long as she wanted me, there was hope. “Well then, I have to find a way to ease her mind.”

      “Ridge...” He hesitated again.

      “What Gray? What are you trying so hard not to tell me?” I knew this kid since he was a pup sucking on his mama's teat. There was something on his mind.

      “I just wanted to tell you, Cheyenne is a good choice. I like her.” I heard something in his voice that said he more than just “liked” her. What the hell was going on? My two best friends were feeling things for my mate? Hanson might be right and we just might have to go back to the old ways. Sadly, I wouldn't want to beat up either one of my friends, but I hoped that no one made any mistake that if it came to that, I could...easily.

      I took a deep breath and said, “Thanks Gray. Stay put. I'm going to see if I can find them, and talk some sense into Chase.” Gray started to say something else. I didn't want to hear a lecture on how pissed Chelsea or the other alphas would be. I wanted Cheyenne, too badly to let anything, or anyone get in my way.
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        * * *

      

      I started to leave the compound and then I decided I wasn't going to sneak around any longer. If I was ready to man up and go claim my mate, I had to man up first to my alphas. I walked over to their cabin, took a deep breath and knocked on the door. Will pulled it open. He was dressed in a pair of flannel pajama pants and not shirt. Since they weren't in the military any longer, most of them had let their hair grow out. Clay didn't let his get too long, just not military short. Manny's was down to his shoulders, Titan kept his as sharp as it had been in the army, and then there was Will. His hair was down to his shoulders. He'd gotten it braided into Dread locks somewhere on the main island and he had a wild beard. He looked like he should be wandering the streets of Jamaica, looking for a hand out. But if I had to pick my favorite of Chelsea's four mates, it would be Will. He was the most easy-going and laid back of them all, and I was slightly relieved that he'd been the one to answer the door.

      “Ridge. What's up?”

      “Hey Will. I'm sorry to bother you. Can we talk for a minute?”

      “Sure. Let me grab my shirt, I'll be right out.” He left me standing on the porch and went inside. He was back  quickly with a shirt and slippers on. He lit a cigarette and offered me one.

      “No thanks. Will, I have a problem. I don't know what to do about it. I want to do things the right way, and I want to respect my alphas...”

      “This is about the girl?”

      “Yes. I can't stop thinking about her, Will. How can I just walk away when I know she's my mate?”

      Will gave me a sympathetic look and said, “You know, if you'd gone about this the right way in the first place, none of us would have asked you to walk away from her.”

      “I know, and I'm sorry about what I did. I can't explain it, but it's in my DNA, Will...the old ways. Plus, it's what I grew up with. I know that you and Chelsea and the others have your own set of rules and I am doing my level best to respect those rules, I promise you, I am...but I feel like this is killing me.”

      “Even if I was able to put in a word for you, how do you know the girl would still want anything to do with you...or that we could trust her not to rally the islanders to get us thrown out of here.”

      “She's had three weeks, Will. If she was going to expose us, she's had ample time to do that.”

      “You don't think her fear of Chelsea's warning had anything to do with her not saying anything?”

      “I don't know, maybe. But, if she really wanted to give us up, she could have done it and just asked for protection from the police or something...I don't think she wants to. As far as her wanting me, she still does. Please don't ask me how I know that, but I do. If I have to live on this small island with her, you know I'll eventually run into her again and what if that happens after she settles for someone else? I would like to promise you I could control myself, but I don't think I can do that either.”

      Will sighed. “All I can tell you, Ridge, is that I'll talk to the others. I can't promise anything though. Exactly how are you proposing to go about it this time?”

      “I'll start over. I'll do it right. I'll take her out and court her just like the humans do...whatever I have to do, Will. I just have to see her.”

      Will nodded. He understood. I see how much he loves Chelsea, and the others. They all loved her so much they were willing to share their lives with her, and their children. I don't think I could do that, but I don't judge them for it. That was all I wanted, a chance to not be judged for who I chose as a mate. I had to have Chelsea...one way or the other.
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        * * *

      

      Will told me to go home and wait for him to confer with the others. It was hard, especially knowing Cheyenne was out with Chase...but, I did it.

      I paced.

      I drank a beer.

      I paced again.

      I drank another beer.

      When the knock finally came at my door, I'd been so distracted I hadn't even heard or smelled anyone approaching. I ripped it open and found Chase on my doorstep.

      “You,” I said, through gritted teeth.

      “Calm down,” he said. “I'm sure you've talked to Gray. All we did was talk and have a cup of coffee  together.”

      “Why?”

      “Can I come in?”

      “No. Why were you with Cheyenne?”

      “Never mind. If you're not going to be reasonable...” He turned and started to leave. I was usually the dominant one between Chase and I. His sudden...assertiveness surprised me.

      “Fine. Come in.”

      He smiled and brushed past me. He wrinkled his nose once he was inside and said, “Did you get a dog?”

      “Shut the fuck  up. Tell me why you were with my mate.”

      He raised his eyebrows. “Your mate, huh? Are you sure she's your mate Ridge? I mean, you've been with a lot of women, human women...you sure you're not just bored with the easy ones and looking to go after a challenge?”

      “Screw you, Chase. Of course I'm sure. I'm so sure that I went to Will tonight and told him, I have to have her.” Chase's eyes widened at that. I was beginning to worry that Grayson was right and maybe Chase was interested in Cheyenne the same way I was.

      “What did he say?”

      “He's going to get back to me. Now tell me what you and Cheyenne talked about.”

      “Got another beer?” he asked, as he strolled over to my refrigerator. He was suddenly so confident. Where did this version of my friend come from? He got his beer and sat down at my table and twisted off the top. I was trying to keep myself in check, but I was growing more annoyed by the minute. Finally, after taking a long swig of his beer he said, “We talked about us.”

      “Us? You and her?” That anger was beginning to sizzle in my blood again.

      “No. Us...wolves.”

      My pulse quickened. “You spoke to her about us?”

      “Come on man, she saw you and me and Chelsea shift...hell, she's seen me naked.” I clenched my fists at my sides. He looked at my hands but ignored them as he went on. “She wanted to know more about us, how we lived.”

      “What did you tell her?”

      “The truth. I told her we basically lived as humans, but that sometimes we got the itch and had to run in the woods, or mountains, or along the ocean, or whatever. She kind of got that. She told me that she likes to walk on the beach when she's feeling stressed.”

      “So,” I said, sitting down in another chair at the table, “It seemed like she would be agreeable to that lifestyle? Our lifestyle?”

      “She did, actually...for the most part.”

      “What do you mean...for the most part?”

      “She's human, Ridge. She doesn't want to be claimed. She doesn't want to be marked, or in her words, “owned.” She's not going to be the submissive that you want or imagine her to be.”

      “I don't see her as submissive. All those times we talked at the club, she told me about coming 3000 miles from her home and her family to take this job and make it on her own. I saw the pride in her eyes, and it made her even more beautiful. I'd never want to take her independence from her, Chase. I just want her...worse than I've ever wanted anything.”

      Chase's features softened and the smug look he'd had since he came in the door faded. “You really think she's your mate, don't you?”

      “I know she is, Chase. I need her. She's the other half of me.”

      “Ridge...there's something I need to tell you...” he was interrupted by a knock on the door, and something told me, it was probably a good thing.
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      “So,” I said, as I sat down on the couch next to Gray and pulled his head over to my lap.

      “I know you didn't seem to like Chase, but I honestly enjoyed myself tonight.” Gray looked up at me and I would swear he had a sneer on his cute little face.

      “He's a wolf,” I told the dog. “That's probably what confuses you. He's a nice guy though, and he's funny. He seems almost childlike, sweet, kind of innocent...”

      Gray growled low in his throat and I raised an eyebrow.

      “What's that about?” Just then Myrna opened the front door. Brett was with her. I guess that was what Gray was growling about.

      “Hey,” she said, “Still have the dog, I see?” Gray got up with his paws on the back of the couch and barked.

      “Hey! Stop that. You met Myrna and this is Brett. Be nice.” To Myrna I said, “I put up posters, but no calls yet.”

      “Brett and I rented a movie and picked up Chinese. We're going to watch it and eat in my room. You want some food?” Before I could answer, Gray barked again. I laughed.

      “No sir, no Chinese for you. You didn't touch your dog food, and I got the good kind for you.” Again, I think the dog sneered. He was almost human sometimes, it was a little bit freaky. “I'm good, Myrna, thanks.”

      Myrna was smiling at me. “You're funny with that dog. You talk to him like he understands what you say.”

      “I really think he does,” I told her.

      “Where is he going to sleep? Brett has to leave early in the morning...I don't really like the way he's looking at him.”

      “Me neither,” Brett said. Gray growled again.

      “Hey. That's not nice!” I told Gray. “I'll keep him in my room tonight.”

      They thanked me, took what they needed from the kitchen and went to Myrna's room. I put on a romantic comedy movie and Gray and I snuggled up to watch it. As I lay there petting the dog and staring at the movie I realized something strange. I hadn't thought of Ridge since Chase first showed up. We had talked, and laughed over coffee. He was really a nice guy, and much less arrogant than his good looking, kidnapper friend. As I ruminated over every word he said and every facial expression he made, I wondered once again if maybe my infatuation with Ridge had simply been my loneliness reaching out for the first opportunity that came along.

      

      I lay there and pondered that until suddenly I woke up, hours later, I assume, cuddled up to a sleeping Gray with some sitcom blaring on the television.

      I hated to disturb the warm dog, but I shook him slightly, almost like he was human and said, “Hey guy, we need to go to bed, okay?”

      He yawned and stretched and got up off the couch.

      He waited for me to turn things off and then he followed me down the hallway.

      When we got to my room, I took my night clothes into the bathroom. I know it was silly, but I was shy about my body...even in front of a dog, I suppose.

      When I came back, Gray was curled up in the center of the bed.

      “Hey! Who said you could sleep on the bed?” He raised his head and looked at me with his blue eyes, pleading.

      I rolled my eyes.

      “Okay fine, but don't hog the covers.” He rolled over on his back and put his legs in the air. I laughed and rubbed his belly. Then I kissed him on the nose and we cuddled up and went back to sleep. I could get used to this dog stuff.
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        * * *

      

      Ridge

      

      I had a restless night, and almost left the compound a few times, but I talked myself out of it. I told Will I would wait to hear back from them, so I did, but not happily. I fell asleep once, and had a dream...or a nightmare, that Chase and Cheyenne hooked up. I felt like I wanted to kill someone when I woke up. I did leave my cabin after that, just long enough to walk over near Chase's cabin and make sure...number one, that I could smell him inside and number two that I couldn't smell Cheyenne. She wasn't there and he was, so I went back home, but I didn't get any sleep. I was on my second pot of coffee when Chelsea knocked on my door in the morning.

      “Good morning. Can we talk?” she said.

      “Please. Come in.” I let her inside and offered her a cup of coffee. She declined and we sat down at the table. I was as nervous as a damned cat and the worst part was that I was sure Chelsea could smell it.

      “So, the guys and I talked last night, at length, about this situation with Cheyenne. First of all, I want to commend you on accepting your punishment for defying the rules, the way that you did. You showed real maturity and class and we appreciate it.”

      “Thank you.”

      She nodded and said, “We don't want to keep you from the person you believe you should be with, Ridge. Our concern was always this pack number one, and humans just don't take kindly to being kidnapped, or having their friends or family kidnapped. That's the reason we set the rules down the way we did. We have to protect this pack above all. But...we talked about Cheyenne, and the fact that she has, as you told Will, had ample opportunity to hurt us in the past three weeks, and she hasn't done that. So, in the end what we decided was that you may see her...”

      I jumped up to my feet without even thinking about it. It was just that sudden burst of adrenaline I couldn't control it.

      She smiled and said, “Sit down, please.” I sat, reluctantly and she said, “But, you have to do it the right way, Ridge. You have to do it the human way, and if she doesn't want to see you, you'll have to accept that. Do you think you can do that?”

      I didn't think I could, but I wasn't going to say anything to screw this up.

      “Yes. I can and will do that.” She wants me. I wasn't worried about that.

      “Okay then...don't screw this up, Ridge.”

      “I won't.”

      “Remember we're a pack. We're a family. We're a team. If you have any problems, come to us. And...I expect transparency. 100% honesty. Got it?”

      “Got it. Thank you, Chelsea.” She nodded again and said,

      “You're welcome. By the way, have you seen Grayson?”

      Shit. Transparency? Truth? “Not since yesterday morning.” Well, that much was true.

      “Weird. He told me he'd keep an eye on Jack today while I did my shopping. The guys are all busy with projects. Is Chase around?”

      “Probably. I haven't seen him yet today.” Damn it. If Chase says anything to her about Grayson...but then he'd have to tell on himself. I had to get in touch with Grayson and get him out of there or we all might be in trouble, again.

      She stood up and said, “I'll go see if he's around. Jackie loves him.”

      That was true.

      I always wondered what kind of father I'd be, but I knew Chase was going to make a great one. Grayson was good with little Jack too.

      Chelsea never asked me to watch him.

      He made me nervous and I did the same to him. I walked her to the door, thanked her again and then shot Chase a text that I hoped he read before she got there,

      “Don't tell Chelsea anything about Grayson, please.”

      By the time I left the compound half an hour later, he hadn't text me back. He was going to let me wonder, and worry. Jack ass.
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        * * *

      

      I forgot it was Monday. I had to wait all day for Cheyenne to get home from work. Once it was time, I walked to her apartment complex in record time and stood in front of her front door for what seemed like an hour before I finally worked up my nerve to knock. I could hear my crazy friend in there, barking like an idiot and then I heard someone, not Cheyenne, tell him to shut up. The door was pulled open by her little friend Myrna, who had a smile on her pretty face, until she saw me. “What do you want? Go ahead and attack, dog.” Gray was smirking. Little traitor.

      “Is Cheyenne here?”

      “No. Go away!” She started to slam the door in my face and I caught it. She pulled it back open and said, “Why are you here? She doesn't want to see you! Go home to your girlfriend.”

      “My girlfriend?”

      “Ridge?” The sound of Cheyenne's voice made my heart speed up. The sight of her made me lose my breath.

      “Hi.”

      “I told him you don't want to see him,” Myrna said.

      “May I let the dog bite him?”

      Cheyenne looked like she was trying hard to keep a straight face. “No Myrna, you may not let the dog bite him. Let him in please.”

      Myrna practically growled and rolled her eyes. I wondered if Cheyenne told her I drugged and kidnapped her. But what was that girlfriend thing about? She stepped out of the way and I stepped around her so that her little leg couldn't reach if she wanted to kick me.

      Gray was down on his haunches, growling at me.

      I glared at him and then looked up at Cheyenne and smiled. “Myrna, would you mind giving us a little privacy?” she asked her friend.

      She sighed, gave me another dirty look and said, “I'll be in my room until Brett gets here. Call me if you need me.”

      “I will,” Cheyenne said. We watched Myrna go down the hall and then into her room. She slammed the door behind her. Cheyenne looked at me then and said, “I'm sorry. She's unhappy with you.”

      “I see that,” I told her. Gray was still growling and Cheyenne looked at him and said,

      “Do you want to go in the room too?” Gray stopped growling immediately and actually rubbed himself up against my leg.

      I almost threw him off of me.

      Little jerk.

      “Thank you,” Cheyenne said to him. To me she said,

      “You can have a seat.” I sat down and she sat opposite me. Her scent was driving me crazy. My body was reacting to her and I was scared to death that she was going to see the tent that was rising in the front of my jeans.

      “So what's up, Ridge? Am I wrong, or did Chelsea say we shouldn't see each other again?”

      “No, you're not wrong. She said that, but they changed their minds.”

      “Really? Why?”

      “Because I explained to them how I feel about you.”

      She raised an eyebrow and said, “And how is that?”

      “I think you're my mate. I can't stop thinking about you, Cheyenne. You're beautiful, you're smart, you have a great heart...”

      She was shaking her head.

      “Ridge, you don't know me. How could you know any of those things about me...except the beautiful part, and that makes me think you need glasses.”

      “Wolves have senses that humans don't have, Cheyenne, that's the only way I can explain it. That's why humans need time for dating and what not, and wolves...they just mate. They just know. I can feel your heart. I know it's good. And you are so wrong about your looks. You literally took my breath away just now.”

      Her face flushed red.

      I loved that she was so humble too. She was also nervous, I could smell it. She put her hand out and Gray went right to her. I watched, almost appalled as he jumped up next to her and cuddled up...on her lap. I could hardly breathe as the shock of him doing that right in front of me started to turn into anger. I wanted to shift and eat him alive as I watched her stroke his fur...so intimately.

      “Cheyenne, about that dog...” Gray lifted his head and looked at me with those blue eyes of his. I saw him as a pup suddenly and reminded myself that he was the closest thing I had to a brother and I'd asked him to do this. But damn it, I wanted her stroking me, not him.

      “Yes?”

      “Um...I was just wondering where he came from. You didn't have a dog before, did you?”

      “No, but how would you know that?”

      “Smell,” I said, quickly. “I would have smelled him on you. Anyways, back to us...” She had stopped petting Gray. He whined and she started again. The little bastard.

      “There is no “us” Ridge. I'd have to be crazy to want anything to do with a man who would drug and kidnap me.”

      “But you do...I can sense it, Cheyenne. You still want me. Please give me another chance. Please understand that what I did was not to hurt you. I just didn't know any better. I do now, and I won't do it again, or anything like it. I promised Chelsea I'd do this the right way, the human way...and if you didn't want me in the end, I'd accept that.”

      “So by the human way you mean?”

      “Dating. I'll take you out to dinner, to the movies, wherever you want to go. Just please, give me a second chance.”

      She looked at Gray, like maybe he was going to offer his opinion. He looked at me and inside his head I said, “What the hell are you doing? I didn't send you here to cozy up to my mate.”

      “You sent me here to spy on her, and act like a dog, both of which I'm doing. It's not my fault she likes me.” Like Chase, he was much more assertive than he'd ever been before toward me. What was that about? Testosterone?

      “Ridge, did you hear me?” I hadn't. I'd been concentrating on chastising Gray.

      “No, I'm sorry?”

      She cocked an eyebrow and said, “I'll go out with you, on a date.” I shot up out of my seat and realized that her eyes were on my crotch. Shit. I sat back down and my face was probably scarlet as I said,

      “You have no idea how happy you just made me.”
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      I was panting when Cheyenne walked into the apartment. Ridge told me I forgot about taking care of Jack on Sunday and I felt terrible.

      On Tuesday, the fourth day of my vacation, I ran all the way to the compound, showered in my own cabin, brushed my teeth and put on fresh clothes and went to see Chelsea.

      I made up some bullshit story about meeting some new friends, islanders, who were teaching me how to surf.

      I don't know why that lie...it just came to me.

      I apologized profusely and spent the rest of the morning playing with Jackie so she could get some work done. I love the little guy and sometimes I thought about when I was a pup and wondered if little Jack knew how lucky he was to have so many people who loved him. I had that, but only for a short while.

      Then, all I had was Ridge until the Pack found us.

      Ridge was good to me, but it wasn't the same as growing up with a mother and father, or in Jack's case, fathers.

      I had so much respect for the alphas and how well they handled their relationships with Chelsea and Jack.

      They all adored her and the baby, and unless they fought behind closed doors, they all seemed to love and respect each other as well.

      I had lunch with Chelsea and Jack and left in plenty of time to get back to Cheyenne's and let myself in with the spare key I'd stolen.

      The problem was, as soon as I got into town, I had run into Clay. Chelsea told me he was handling some business in town.

      I almost literally ran into him coming out of the post office.

      He was on his way to get a sandwich at the deli and although I'd just eaten with Chelsea, I didn't feel like I could tell him no. So, I went to lunch with Clay and ate, and made small talk...telling him the same lie I'd told his mate about why I hadn't been around all week.

      Clay didn't seem to be in a hurry and by the time he finally headed back and I was free to go, I had about five minutes before Cheyenne got home from work.

      I ran all the way, racing up the stairs and then sweating bullets as I shifted and stood there naked, trying to get the key in the door with my shaking hands. I made it, just in the nick of time, but I was still out of breath when she walked in the door. She came straight over to me and knelt down to pet me.

      “Hey guy. Why are you panting like that? Are you out of water?” She got up and went over to my bowl.

      “Nope, you have plenty. I hope you're not sick. You're not sick, are you boy?” She knelt back down and gave me more pets and kisses. I know it's shameless, but I loved it, and the thought of leaving her soon made my heart ache.

      Not that I wouldn't love for her to know me as a human man...but, for now, I'd take what I could get. She kissed my nose one last time and said, “I have a date tonight, guy. I guess I better get ready.”

      A date? Shit.

      

      I hadn't heard her and Ridge set up a date before he left the night before.

      Just the thought of her, out with him, made me green with envy.

      I wanted to go on a date with her.

      I wanted her to “get ready” for me.

      Damn it.

      I want Cheyenne to be my mate...not my doggy owner.

      

      She headed for her room and I trotted after her. As soon as she got there, she shocked me by pulling off her dress. She'd never undressed in front of me before.

      I told myself to turn away, but she was standing there in front of me in a pair of white panties and a white bra.

      They were cotton, nothing fancy...but her body looked gorgeous and I couldn't turn away.

      She rifled through her closet, laying out a few outfits and then she ruffled my head and went into the bathroom and closed the door.

      I heard the shower come on and I went over to the bed to see what she'd chosen to wear.

      They were all three dresses…

      One of them was black and looked kind of slinky. I imagined her in it, got a little too excited and then took the hem of the dress in my teeth and bit down, hard.

      Once my teeth were through it, I pulled, unraveling the hem. Proud of myself, I did the same to the red dress next to it. I still had the hem of the tan one between my teeth when Cheyenne stepped back into the room, now wrapped in a towel and looking good enough to eat. I stared at her for several long seconds before I realized she was frowning at me.

      

      “What did you do?” She looked like she was torn between being angry and sad, like she might cry...and suddenly I felt bad. I let go of her dress and dipped my head down. I went over to her and for the first time since we “met,” she pushed me away.

      “No! I'm mad at you! I'm so angry. Why would you do this?”

      She went over and looked at the dresses.

      A small, slow tear ran out of her eye and down her cheek. My chest hurt and I wished I could say I was sorry.

      I tried to rub against her leg again, and again, she pushed me away.

      “Go away!” she scolded. “I'm upset with you.” I went over and curled up on the floor in front of the window, ashamed of myself...and scared of the way I was feeling.

      She was going to be Ridge's mate soon, and then what? I'd have to live on the compound, seeing her and smelling her and knowing Ridge was touching her, every single day.

      What have I done to myself.

      I wanted her, worse than I've ever wanted anything in my life.

      

      Chase

      

      I was working security on the compound again and just about to make a pass on the front gate when I saw Ridge.

      He was clean shaven, his hair was styled with some kind of actual product that smelled like coconuts and he had on what looked like a new shirt and jeans. I knew before I asked, but I had to know for sure.

      “Where are you off to?”

      He raised an eyebrow and said, “Do you really want to know?”

      “You going to see Cheyenne?” I had heard a rumor on the compound, that Chelsea and the other alphas had given him their blessing to see her. I hoped it was just that, a rumor. I know I suck as a best friend. I should want him to be happy, and I do...just not with Cheyenne.

      “Yes.”

      “Ridge...” he put up his palm and stopped me. I was interrupted the last time I tried to tell him how I felt too. He knew. He had to. He just didn't want me to say it out loud. “I want her, Ridge,” I blurted out. He looked wounded, like I slapped him in the face.

      “Well, you can't have her.”

      “Really? Aren't you supposed to be doing this the human way? If that's the case, then Cheyenne can date whoever she wants. I might ask her out myself.”

      He narrowed his eyes at me and said, “You wouldn't dare.”

      “I had a great time with her at coffee the other night. I think she likes me.”

      “She's just a nice person. Leave her alone, Chase.”

      “Let me ask you this. This isn't even about me...directly. But what is your little buddy Grayson doing? Why is he still pretending to be her pet?”

      “I don't know. I haven't had a chance to talk to him. You know Gray. He has a big heart. Maybe he is just worried about how upset she'll be if he “runs away”.

      “Hmm, yeah, I'm sure that's it,” I said, sarcastically. I rolled my eyes then and said, “Ridge, he wants her too.”

      “Bull shit.”

      “I felt it. I could smell it, the other night. Hell, he almost bit me over taking her out for coffee.”

      Ridge growled low in his throat and said, “Well, he can't have her either.”

      I felt defiant, something I'd rarely felt in my life. I like to get along, go with the flow...but in this case, I just didn't believe I could do it. With a tremor in my voice I said, “That's her decision to make, Ridge, not yours. She's not claimed and neither are we. At this point, everyone is fair game.”

      I chuckled because I didn't know what else to do. Wasn't it bad enough that I had to be patient and “court” her like a human being? Now my two best friends also wanted to court her? I honestly felt like I was going to lose my mind. “So by “fair game” what does that mean? I mean, what do you plan on doing about it?”

      “I'm going to ask her out.”

      “She'll say no.”

      Chase smiled at me and I saw that same steely determination in his eyes that I saw in my own when I looked in the mirror. He was about to give me something I'd never had before...competition.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I was furious with Gray. I kept telling myself that he was a dog and didn't know any better...but, I'd left my things out the entire time he'd been there and he hadn't chewed up a single thing.

      It was just my luck that he'd choose tonight to act out. I dug frantically through my closet, finally settling on a blue and white flowered dress. I didn't care for the way it fit me in the hips, but It was close to time for Ridge to show up and I had nothing else.

      I finished fixing my hair, curling it and letting it hang down my back and across my shoulders, and then I spent twice as much time on my make-up as I normally did, at last pronouncing myself as decent as I was going to get, just before I heard his knock on the door. I heard a second knock as I pulled on my shoes, and a third when I went looking for my purse. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised to see Myrna sitting in the living room, idly flipping through a magazine...but I was.

      “You're not going to answer the door?” I said, annoyed.

      “Oh,” she said, in an “oh so casual” voice. “Was someone knocking? I didn't hear them.”

      “You're an ass,” I told her.

      She smiled. “I'm sorry honey. You know I just love you and don't want to see you hurt.”

      I had my hand on the doorknob and I looked over my shoulder and said, “I know, but I'm a big girl and whatever happens, I'll deal with it. I just decided that if I don't at least give this a shot, I was going to wonder what if, forever.” Myrna's face softened and she said,

      “I hear you. Did he at least get rid of the girlfriend?”

      “Yes, they broke up two weeks ago,” I lied. She nodded and then positioned herself in front of the kitchen island, with her arms folded as I went to get the door.

      Gray, who was acting out as much as she was, positioned his heavy self in front of the door.

      “I'm coming, Ridge,” I said. Then I looked down at Gray and said, “What are you doing?”

      He looked at the door and snarled. “I told you,” I said, thankfully, remembering Myrna was still in the room. “He's an okay guy...just a little different. I'll be fine.”

      I reached down and pet him and then I pulled open the door. Ridge was clean shaven and his dark hair had been finger styled and set with gel. He smelled like a summer day in the forest...and the tight flannel shirt and jeans he wore showed off what an incredible body he had. I felt every nerve ending in my own body react to the sight of him, and then I wondered if he could smell my lust. When I looked at his face at last, I was sure he could. The look on his face was pleased, but smug.

      “Hi,” he said. “You look amazing.” I didn't, but hearing him say I did made the butterflies in my belly take flight.

      “Thank you,” I said, “So do you.” I glanced over at Myrna and she was rolling her eyes. Gray sat at her feet and his blue eyes looked dark as he glared at Ridge. I hoped he didn't decide to bite him. The day I'd watched Ridge shift, I had seen what a big, powerful animal he was. He could easily maul my little husky. Not that Gray was a little husky in any sense of the word...but Ridge was a giant of a man. A hot, sexy, giant.

      “You ready to go?”

      I picked up my purse and nodded. I turned to Myrna and said, “Can you let Gray out later, before you go to bed, if I'm not home yet?” Myrna rolled her eyes and nodded. Cheyenne looked down at Gray and said, “You be good boy and go potty when Myrna takes you out, okay? I won't be too late.” He whined and in my head I heard him say,

      “I'll be good. I'll be waiting, in my spot on the bed.”

      Little asshole.
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      One Week Later

      

      My heart was beating wildly, skipping beats here and there, and I could feel my panties, flooding with moisture.

      Ridge and I had just gotten back to my apartment after our second date. He'd packed us a delicious picnic dinner and we'd eaten it under the stars on the beach.

      He held my hand and we took a long walk, barefoot in the warm sand...and we talked, about everything. It was a wonderful night, the best I'd had in a very long time.

      I expected him to make a move on me sexually, but he didn't. He promised me on our first date he would wait until I was ready, and as soon as I was, all I had to do was say the word.

      With any other man who looked like Ridge, and made me feel the way he did, I would have ripped both our clothes off on that beach.

      But I knew making love to Ridge would be different, in more ways than one. To him making love to me would be “mating,” a thing he expected us to do for life. As hard as it was...and it was hard, I had to resist my sexual urges until I was absolutely sure it was what I wanted...forever.

      

      When we got back to my apartment, he walked me up to the door and then for the first time, we kissed. My heart was fluttering like it was trying to take flight and every nerve ending in my body felt alive and exposed.

      Ridge put a big hand on the side of my face and brought his lips down to mine. His lips were so warm that they bordered on hot and his kiss was slow at first, just sliding his lips over mine. His tongue came out then and he licked my lips, outlined them with his saliva, before sliding it into the seam and tangling it up with my tongue.

      He slid his along mine like he was tasting me and then he began to explore the rest of my mouth, and me his. The kiss grew from soft and sweet to hungry, desperate and erotic. The muscles of his chest were pressed into me and I could feel them ripple against my breasts.

      My panties were filled with moisture.

      I wanted him, so freaking badly...but God help me, I just wasn't sure that I wanted to commit to forever, at least not yet.

      I was the one that pulled out of the kiss, gasping for breath. He was smiling down at me, his lips were red and swollen from our kiss and God I wanted more. I wanted to taste them again. I wanted to taste all of him. I put my palms against his chest to push him away but for a second I got caught up in the feel of it and I wondered what it would feel like in the flesh...the hot flesh.

      I gained control of my senses at last and pushed against him.

      He took a step back and smiled again. “I can wait for you, Love,” he said, “It's okay. I know we'll be together forever. I'll let you decide when that forever begins.”

      Jesus, it wasn't bad enough how hot he was, or how strong, or that he'd just taken me on a dream date...now he sounded like a freaking poet. He was killing me.

      “I want...” What did I want? I wanted him. I wanted him to rip off my clothes and ravage me and I wanted to do the same to him.

      Ridge was nodding. “I know my beauty. When you're ready. I'll be here.” He kissed me on the tip of my nose then and said, “Go on inside before I lose my last shred of impulse control.”

      I smiled up at him and he bent down and kissed my lips one last time before I went inside.

      I stood there for a second with my back against the door, just trying to get my bearings and waiting for the world to stop spinning. When I felt strong enough,

      I went toward my bedroom, practically floating down the hallway on the after effects of that kiss. It was only when I flipped on the light in my bedroom that I realized Gray hadn't come to the door to greet me. That was when I called to him, whistled, and began to frantically search the apartment.

      I checked every place that he might be able to hide, twice, before I had to accept that he just wasn't there. I felt like I couldn't catch my breath.

      Where could he have gone?

      He was there when I left for my date. He'd lain in the center of the bed and watched me get ready. He seemed a little sulky and I felt bad for leaving him again since I'd only just gotten home from work.

      I fed him a special treat...leftover steak that Brett and Myrna barbecued the night before, and then I gave him lots of hugs and kisses before I left. I knew I was too attached to him, but every day that went by I felt more like he was really mine than the day before.

      I called Myrna, in a panic.

      “Did you see Gray when you came home after work?”

      “I didn't go home after work. Brett picked me up and we went straight to his place for dinner. It's his birthday, I've been here all night.”

      I heard a loud sob before I realized it was coming out of me. “Oh Myrna! He's gone!”

      “How? Was he there when you left?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then he has to be there still...no one has been in the apartment, have they? Does it look like we were robbed or something?” I looked around me then. I'd been searching for Gray but hadn't even thought to really look at things. Nothing looked out of place. I sobbed again.

      “The door was locked. Nothing is out of place. He's just gone!”

      “I'll come home and help you look.”

      A surge of guilt assaulted me. “No. It's Brett's birthday. You two have a good night. I'll look for him...maybe I left the door open and Mr. Balik came by and closed it. I'll check with him.”

      “You sure?”

      “Yeah. I'm sorry to bother you.”

      “Please. You never bother me. I love you, girl. Good luck with the dog.”

      I smiled and wiped the tears off my face. “Thanks. Love you too.”

      I hung up and went to change clothes. I took off the sun dress I'd worn on my date and put on a pair of sweats and tennis shoes. Then, I found our flashlight and went out to look for him. I stopped by Mr. Balik's apartment first, but he hadn't seen him, or been by our apartment. Disappointed, I started searching for him around the complex. I walked around the front of the apartment complex with tears streaming down my face, calling his name. I made it to the end of the building and as I turned into the dark, a shadow appeared from between the buildings. I put the flashlight on it and saw that it was a man, a young man...with intense blue eyes.

      “I'm sorry,” he said. “I didn't mean to startle you.” I'm not sure how he knew I was startled. My heart was racing, but I hadn't reacted. Ridge could do that, sense what I was feeling. A chill ran through me. I wasn't afraid of Ridge, but the idea of being face to face with a stranger who could morph into a wolf, while I was alone, in the dark did frighten me.

      “It's fine,” I said, “Excuse me.” I turned and started back around the front of the building where there was light, and someone could hear me scream if it came to that. I heard him move behind me and I moved faster. Then suddenly he said,

      “Cheyenne.” That stopped me in my tracks. If I was smart, I would have run, but if he was a wolf, and he wanted to assault me, running wouldn't do any good. I thought about just walking away again when he added, “Please don't cry, Cheyenne.” My name on his lips a second time did it. I snapped. I spun around and put the light in his eyes and said,

      “Who are you and how do you know my name?”

      Softly, and in a voice that sounded like he was trying to make it non-threatening he said, “My name is Grayson. I'm a friend of Ridge's. I live at the compound.”

      “Grayson?” A tickle of fear, or horror, began in my belly and slid around to my spine. It climbed up slowly, touching every nerve transmitter along the way like a set of long, cold fingers. “No,” I said, shaking my head from side to side. “No way.” I was looking at his eyes. I knew what he was. I knew who he was, but my mind didn't want to accept it.

      “Cheyenne, it's okay. It's going to be okay...”

      “No!” I screamed at him. “No! You're not him. You're not my Gray!” He was staring at me with those eyes...the blue eyes that belonged to the “dog” I'd fallen in love with. I felt sick and dizzy.

      This was a sick joke.

      As I clutched my stomach to keep from vomiting it occurred to me that he said he was a friend of Ridge's. Ridge had seen my Gray multiple times.

      He had to know! He knew? Oh my God...what kind of twisted animals were they? Was I just one big joke to them all?

      I thought about the kiss I shared with Ridge just minutes ago and I felt sick again. I had to get out of there. The world was spinning too fast and I wanted to get off.

      I turned away and started running, but “Gray” was right beside me, matching me step for step without breaking a sweat. Of course I couldn't outrun him. He was a freaking wolf for crying out loud. “Get away from me!” I screamed. Gray opened his mouth, but whatever he was going to say was cut off. I saw a flash of fur out of the corner of my eye and suddenly Grayson the human was on his back and a large, black wolf stood on his chest on all fours, snarling at his face. The strangest thing about it was that Grayson the human, didn't look at all distressed, only pissed.

      “Get the fuck off me, Chase.”

      “Chase? Oh dear God.” The wolf stepped off of Grayson's chest and in seconds he transformed into the man I knew as Chase...and he was naked. It wasn't the first time I'd seen him that way. He'd been naked that day at the cabin too.

      “What did you do to her? Why was she screaming?” Chase was in Grayson's face. Neither of the men seemed to notice that Chase was naked. I looked around to see if there was anyone else around, but we seemed to be alone. I didn't know whether to be relieved by that, or not.

      “I didn't do anything to her,” Grayson said.

      “Nothing but pretend to be my dog for two weeks and...” I gasped. Chase had seen him too. They were all in on whatever this twisted little game was.

      “You knew,” I said to Chase.  “You and Ridge both knew he was in my house this whole time. What was he, your spy? You're sick. You're all sick!” I had my hands on both sides of my head, trying to keep it from exploding.

      “No,” Chase said. “I mean, I knew he was there, but I wasn't spying on you, Cheyenne. I would never do that.”

      I glared at him and then turned on Grayson and said, “You have nothing to say for yourself? You're sick, perverse! You slept with me! You watched me change my clothes! All the while you pretended to be an innocent pup. Oh my God! You're all twisted,” I said, again.

      “Dude, you saw her naked?” Chase said.

      Grayson growled at him.

      I threw my hands up. I was finished, with all of them. Turning on my heel, I started walking toward the apartment. Chase was suddenly on one side of me, and Grayson on the other.

      “Please Cheyenne. I came here for Ridge, before he got the alpha's blessings to see you. But I stayed, because I really liked you, and I didn't know how to explain any of this. But, tonight when you were getting ready to go out with Ridge again, I realized it was just too much. It was too wrong and out of control and I had to do something. I planned on just leaving and not ever telling you. But then I saw you crying, and I felt so bad. I would rather you be angry with me, than heartbroken and looking for a dog that wasn't coming back...”

      I stopped and it took them both a few steps to realize it.

      When Grayson turned back around, I got on my toes and into his face.

      Gritting my teeth and practically spitting venom I said, “You...people, or whatever you are, have been playing with me since day one. I've been kidnapped, lied to, made a fool of, and you say you didn't want to see me heartbroken? Are you kidding? I might be inclined to believe that it was exactly what you all wanted. I don't believe anything that any of you say any longer. I don't want to see any of you, ever again. If you leave me alone, starting this very second, then your creepy little secrets are safe with me. But if I see any of you lurking around me again, ever again, the whole world will know about you, and there will be no place any of you can hide!”

      I was so angry and my heart was beating so hard and so fast that my chest felt like it was going to split wide open.

      I think if either of them had tried to stop me at that point, werewolves or no, I would have ripped them both apart with my bare hands. I stormed back towards my apartment, only to be stopped again, this time by a brick wall.
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      “Get away from me! Go away!”

      “Cheyenne, it's me. It's Ridge.” I left Cheyenne at her door half an hour earlier after our date. We shared a kiss that was so electric I swear the energy from it could have been used to light up a small city. I was almost to the compound when I realized I didn't just have the picnic basket on my arm, I also had her little sweater she had taken off earlier and I'd insisted on carrying for her. I debated just keeping it until the next time I saw her.

      I liked the idea of having something with her scent on it.

      But I also liked the idea of having an excuse to go back and see her again tonight...and maybe getting another kiss.

      I was almost there when I smelled the wolves so I began picking up the pace.

      I told myself it was probably just Gray. The stupid pup was still pretending to be her dog and I hadn't quite figured out what to do about that yet. But I had another gut feeling that something was really wrong. I was so connected to her on an emotional level that I could actually feel her angst. I almost shifted, but the last thing I wanted to do was scare her.

      But I ended up doing that anyways when I met her running too.

      I thought she saw me.

      I didn't realize she didn't until she slammed into me and screamed. She was beating my chest with her fists and I realized she was crying.

      “Baby, it's okay, it's me.”

      She drew her leg back and kicked me in the shins.

      “Ouch! What the hell?”

      “Let go of me! Get away from me!” I smelled my two “friends” before I looked up and saw them coming around the back of the apartment building. Grayson was in human form and he and Chase both looked guilty...like they needed their asses kicked.

      “What the fuck did you do to her?” I had hold of her wrists and was having to hold her back so that she couldn't kick me.

      “I told her the truth,” Grayson said.

      “You're all sick!” she yelled. “I'm sure you all had plenty of laughs at my expense. But, it's over now. Let go of me and go away or I swear to God I'm telling everyone on this island what you really are.” The rage in side of me was quick. It burned like acid and sliced at everything inside of me.

      I let go of Cheyenne and without even checking to see if anyone was around, I shifted.

      Chase saw it coming and he shifted too, jumping in front of me and Grayson as I lunged at him.

      Gray was always a little slow on the uptake, even in the wild.

      At that moment however, I was too angry to see him for who he was, a confused pup that I had raised. I saw a challenger, a wolf that was trying to take my mate, and trying to hurt her in the process. I hit Chase first and we rolled in the grass, claws ripping at fur and flesh and teeth gnashing. It was only seconds later before Gray joined us, obviously on Chase's “team” trying to subdue me. I was too angry to be subdued.

      I had Cheyenne.

      She was mine...

      I felt it in her kiss, and in less than an hour they had ruined that and they were going to pay for it.

      

      I could hear her screaming, but it was just background noise as I slashed and tore at my former friends. The anger blinded me and all I could smell was the scent of Chase and Gray's fear.

      They thought I might kill them, and they may have been right...but then suddenly a burst of freezing water hit me right in the face.

      In shock, I unclenched my jaws and let go of Gray's flesh. He rolled away and Chase started to come at me, but I saw the stream of water hit him too.

      It wasn't enough to knock us back physically, but it was cold and shocking. I followed the water until I saw the source of it.

      Cheyenne had gotten the hose from the side of the building and turned it on. It was one of those big hoses the island ordinances made every building have in case of fire, hooked directly to a main water line. She was holding onto it with two hands and the look on her face was pure determination.

      

      Strangely, as I saw her pretty eyes flash in my direction and she turned the hose on me once more, my heart swelled with more love for her than I'd ever felt.

      “Are you going to stop this?” she yelled. Chase and Gray were already lying in a docile position on the ground. I was the only one still trying to move.

      The fight had gone out of me, I wanted to move toward her.

      I stopped and did the same thing my pack mates had done.

      I lay down in a submissive pose, just long enough to get her to stop.

      She didn't take her eyes off of us as she turned off the hose, but as soon as the water was off and she'd taken her hands off the hose, I shifted.

      I could see Gray and Chase doing the same out of the corner of my eye.

      The scratches and bites all over my body were already healing and I assumed theirs were doing the same. They'd be much more sore and bruised than I was, probably for days, but they would heal. Even if Cheyenne hadn't turned the hose on us, I would have stopped before I ripped open anyone's throat. I didn't want to kill my pack mates, my best friends...Only slightly  maim them.

      

      As wolf shifters we can heal ourselves quickly, thanks to our incredibly hot metabolism. It's why we live so long.

      But there are ways to kill us.

      We can be starved to death, dehydrated, stabbed through the heart so the flow of the healing blood is interrupted...or, as wolves, we go for the throat. Once a wolf's throat is ripped open there's too much blood loss for him to heal properly.

      Sometimes he can pull himself together enough to keep breathing for a while, but if it's done right, he'll either die on the spot, or very soon after. Now that the rage was receding, it was quickly being replaced by the shame of attacking my friends at all.

      “You're insane,” Cheyenne said, “All of you.”

      It was at that moment that I realized, though we were all bleeding, Grayson was the one she was approaching. Although he was no longer her dog, but now a bloody teenager, she was kneeling down next to him, using part of her sweatshirt to stop the blood that was oozing from a wound in his neck. He was staring up at her and I could feel the love pouring out of him, so strongly that it seemed to wash over and dilute the jealousy I was primed to feel at that moment.

      I looked over at Chase.

      He was watching her too, and I felt his own envy toward Gray and his admiration for Cheyenne...more than admiration...his connection.

      Gray and Chase were connected to Cheyenne, my mate, almost as strongly as I was. Or maybe as strongly, and I just didn't want to see that.

      Was it possible that she was meant for us all? I thought about Chelsea and the alphas and wished I had asked more questions of them, about how their relationship came about and how they tolerated sharing the love of their life with someone else.

      I was sure the men's close friendship had something to do with it, maybe everything. They loved each other as much as they loved Chelsea, just in a different way.

      I never imagined that I would be able to share my mate with anyone else, but in that moment, there was so much warmth and love rippling through the four of us, that I had to wonder.

      Maybe it was worth exploring...that was, if we hadn't completely blown it with Cheyenne for good. I looked back at her and Gray and concentrated on her this time.

      She definitely felt something for him...but he'd been her pet.

      Would she feel the same way about him as a man? She turned her head suddenly to look at me and in a commanding tone that I'd never heard her use she said, “Get him into the apartment. I need to clean up these wounds.”

      “He's healing...” Chase started. Cheyenne whipped her head in his direction and it was almost like daggers were shooting out of her chocolate brown eyes. I saw Chase do something I'd never seen before, cower to a female.

      “We'll get him,” he said, struggling to his feet. I got to mine as well, deciding things would be better if I just kept my mouth shut for now.

      Chase and I lifted Gray underneath each arm, and the three of us, naked as the day we were born, followed Cheyenne to her apartment. I was just thinking how glad I was that it was such a quiet place when the door three down from Cheyenne's opened and a middle aged woman stepped out. Her eyes widened when she saw us and I smelled Cheyenne's anxiety as she said,

      “Excuse us Mrs. Garrett. My friends had a little too much to drink tonight.” The woman's eyes looked like saucers as she watched us walk inside and I heard her say,

      “I wonder what the hell they were drinking,” as Cheyenne closed the door. My poor, beautiful mate would be the talk of her complex by morning, I was sure. But since I still planned on changing her address soon, I wasn't worried. As soon as the door was closed Cheyenne said,

      “Go put him on my bed, I'm going to get some bandages and antiseptic.” Neither Chase, Grayson or I thought to argue with her.

      Her tone left no room for it.

      We took him into her room and I felt another surge of jealousy when we lay him down and I thought about him being so comfortable there in her house...in her bedroom. He curled up like he owned the bed and I rolled my eyes. Chase picked up an afghan from the bottom of the bed and threw it over him and Cheyenne yelled from the other room, “There is a rack in my closet with a couple of robes. Put them on!”

      We looked at each other and Chase was the one that went over and got the robes out. He had a fuzzy gray one in one hand and was holding out a soft, satin pink one in my direction. I growled at him and he handed over the gray one.

      

      By the time Cheyenne came in, we were covered up. She had a little plastic box in her hands and ignoring Chase and I, she sat on the bed next to Grayson and began taking things out of the box. First she took out a bottle of water and I watched in jealous fascination as she slipped her hand underneath his blonde head and pulled it up slightly before pressing the bottle to his lips and saying, “Drink.”

      Grayson did as he was told.

      After she was satisfied he had enough water she wet one of the bandages out of the box and began to delicately dab at his wounds.

      I was oddly aroused watching her. Her touch was so soft and the look on her face, well, that was even softer. I felt her feelings for Gray pouring out as she tended to each one of his wounds, even pulling the afghan down to the top of his pelvis to tend to a bit just at the top of his right thigh.

      Grayson had his eyes closed, but the little shit was almost smiling. I looked at Chase again and this time he rolled his eyes.

      It seemed to me that Cheyenne spent way too much time on Gray's wounds than she needed to, while meanwhile Chase and I had wounds of our own that she seemed to be ignoring. When she finished at last, she stood up and finally looked at the two of us. I was shocked when her pretty lips turned up into  a smile and she said, “You two look ridiculous.”

      Chase and I looked at each other again. He was the one in pink satin, I didn't think I looked too bad. “Cheyenne,” Chase said, being the first one of us to speak. “I'm sorry, for everything.” The smile fell from her lips and she frowned. She looked at me and then back at Chase and said,

      “I just don't understand why you picked me. There are plenty of women on this island to mess with, why me?”

      “Because,” I said, “It's never been about “messing” with you. We have real feelings for you, Cheyenne. I love you.”

      “Me too,” Chase muttered, and then from the bed came Grayson's sleepy,

      “And me.” I growled at them both and went on,

      “The three of us have been strays most of our lives, Cheyenne. Before that, we were raised in the wild, under the old rules. Things were so different, and some of it is not just learned, but in our blood. We're all trying hard to be “normal” humans, but I can't even explain how difficult that is. But we are, Cheyenne, human...for the most part. And I...” I stopped and looked at my stupid friends. “We, care so much about you.”

      Cheyenne looked from one to the next of us and sighed. “Sit,” she told me and Chase as she sat on the bed. Chase and I jockeyed for the spot next to her and just as I was about to growl at him, she threw me a look that stopped me. We finally sat and she said, “If this is not a trick...if you're not just playing with me, then what are my options here...my choices, to keep the three of you from killing each other?” she looked at Gray and said, “And pretending to be my dog.” Gray smiled. He still had his eyes closed. “It's not funny!” she scolded, but I could see real affection in her eyes when she looked at him.

      “We could...” Chase started, and then stopped.

      “We could, what?” Cheyenne said.

      “I was just thinking, you know about Chelsea and our other alpha's relationship, right?” Cheyenne cocked an eyebrow and nervously Chase went on, “I mean, you might not want all of us, but if you did, they've set a precedent. Maybe there's more than one mate out there for some people. I know how strongly I feel about you. I felt it way back when Ridge first introduced us in the bar. We're not like humans in that we don't have to really get to know someone before we develop our feelings. We feel first...and I've felt for you since day one. I'd be okay with you loving my two best friends too...I mean of course, if you were so inclined.”

      She raised her other eyebrow. I could feel chaos coming from her, and I couldn't get a read on what she was thinking.

      She looked at Gray then and said, “Open your eyes, pet.”

      Grayson had another little smile on his face as he pulled his eyes open.

      She rolled her eyes at him, but again, I saw the affection there.

      “What's your take on this?”

      “I feel the same way as Chase. I knew Ridge wasn't going to like it, but the second you found me downstairs, I knew you were more than just my friend's mate. I would gladly live as your dog forever, just to be close to you.” I'm not sure, but I think her eyes filled with tears when he said that. Little shit. She turned those watery, beautiful eyes on me then and said,

      “And you?”

      “I am head over heels in love with you, Cheyenne. I have known from the second I saw you that we belonged together. I want you more than I've ever wanted anything, or anyone. I'm not good at sharing,” Chase and Gray both snorted and I said, “Shut up, it's my turn.”

      Cheyenne bit her bottom lip, like she was hiding another smile and I went on, “I hate to share. I'm selfish and arrogant. I know I am stronger and better looking...” the guys snorted again, but this time Cheyenne let out a little laugh too.

      Slightly hurt, I went on. “Women want me. I expected you to just want me. I was surprised and confused and hurt when I realized that you also feel something for my mates. But like the dog there, I'd be more than willing to change my life and my beliefs for the chance to be with you. I'll share with these idiots if it means having you.”

      She was quiet for a long time. The sound of the clock ticking in the living room and our breathing was the only sounds in the apartment for too long. My imagination was running wild with all the possibilities, and I was so nervous that none of them were good. At last she said, “I have a lot of questions.”

      “Ask, we'll answer them,” I said.

      She shook her head and said, “No. I want to talk to Chelsea.” Chase, Grayson and I looked at each other. I was sure they were all thinking the same thing as I was.

      Chelsea wasn't happy with any of us right now. It was possible, and highly likely, that she'd tell Cheyenne to run for the hills.
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      I knocked on Chelsea's door. She yelled at me to come in, and I stepped into the cabin, not for the first time witnessing the beautiful chaos that was her life, and would soon be mine.

      

      Never in a million years would I have imagined that I'd meet a wolf-shifter, or even that they existed. Never in a billion years would I have imagined that I would fall in love with not one, but three of them, and never in a trillion years could I have wrapped my head around what was about to happen today. But this was the choice I'd made and as nervous as I was about it, I was a thousand times more excited. I'd spent a lot of time with Chelsea, her baby Jack and her mates over the past two months and I'd witnessed nothing but pure love and happiness.

      Of course, the men sometimes bickered and the cabin wasn't always neat and clean and sometimes no one could seem to figure out what the baby wanted.

      Their phones were always ringing thanks to their security business and they'd just wrapped up a huge case where they were responsible for catching a ring of people that were committing insurance fraud and using the money to fund a drug organization.

      Four men had been killed...drug dealers, and Ridge had been one of the Pack that had found them.

      I'd watched him for the past few months too, go from my sexy mate, to a serious member of the pack. I'd heard him take charge in a professional way in phone calls with the police in Bali about the case, and I'd heard him take phone calls from one of his alphas where he was almost submissive. I've seen him in 3-D is the way I like to look at it, from arrogant, sexy man, to glorious beast, to a docile servant...and a sweet, kind, loving mate, and even a protective, caring best friend. I knew from the moment I saw him that I was attracted to him. I know now, that I love him.

      Then there was Chase.

      He was the one I could talk to, the one that made me laugh away my problems. At first I thought I was confusing my need for a real friend with attraction, but the more time I spent with him, the more I began to see him not just as my friend, but as a desirable man.

      Chase wasn't good-looking in the traditional sense, I suppose. He was shorter than Ridge, and not nearly as muscular. He had dull brown hair and hazel eyes and he wasn't ugly, just average...at first. But the more I got to know him, and the more I saw him in different situations, the more attractive he became to me.

      

      For one thing, his relationship with little Jack was one of the most heartwarming things I've ever experienced. He loved that baby like he was his own, and other than his own parents, there was no one Jack loved more.

      Chase got this light in his hazel eyes that turned them almost bright green when he looked at the boy...and that same light was there when he looked at me.

      I honestly believe Chase would have been the one to walk away first, just to make me happy, had I wanted that...but when I looked deep inside my heart I knew that wasn't what I wanted.

      I wanted Chase as much as I wanted Ridge. I just loved them both differently and for different reasons.

      

      Then there was Grayson.

      

      The other guys still tease him about being my “pet,” and maybe that's true. Of all three of them, I like Gray the best.

      That's not to say I love him more, because I don't. I just feel more comfortable around him, like he's the one that has truly seen the real me, stripped down, bare...and I don't mean naked, although he'd seen that first too.

      I mean that people are raw with their pets, no pretense. Gray had seen all of that, and he still loved me.

      He was young, but only two years younger than me. He still had some growing up to do, but so did it.

      He was definitely beautiful to look at. As a human with those incredible blue eyes and jet black hair, the sight of him sometimes sent a chill through me that settled in my core and leaked out into my panties.

      I'd chosen all three after spending a lot of time talking to Chelsea. There was no pressure to choose any of them, or all of them. She was just honest with me about her life with her mates, the good and the bad, and she let me see them all at their best and worst. I'd still chosen all three...and today would be the day that I would mate with them, together.

      “Hey,” Chelsea said to me, handing Jackie to Will and saying, “Okay guys, we need the house. It's a no male zone for a while.” There were a few grumbles but each one of her mates ultimately kissed her on the cheek and left the cabin. It looked like a tornado had touched down in their living room and she put her hands on her hips and sighed as she looked around and said, “You sure you want to do this?” I laughed.

      “Maybe I'll train mine to clean up after themselves.” She was the one that laughed then.

      “Yeah, good luck with that. It smells like a wet dog in here. I can't even train Will to leave his boots outside the door. But anyways, I'm so excited for you. Are you really ready for this?” By that, I knew she meant the mating ceremony. I was given many choices about how I wanted to do this, and I chose the “old way” that all three of my men seemed to be so connected to.

      None of us had made love yet...that had been incredibly hard. I'd shared kisses and sweet, sexy touches with them all, and I was dying some night when I had to go home, but I had a feeling it would all be worth it...tonight.

      I nodded at Chelsea. “I'm sure. I'm ready.”

      “So your roommate believes your moving in with Ridge?”

      “Yes. She's still not happy about it. He's tried so hard to win her over, but she's a tough nut to crack. My other friend, Bonnie...she likes him now.”

      “Good. I don't want to see you lose your friends and your own identity. It's important for you to hang onto that.”

      I nodded. I was keeping my job, despite my “mates” objections. They had their jobs, and I wanted mine, at least for now, until children came in the picture and then you never know. “I believe that too,” I told her.

      “Let's get you ready then.” For the next two hours, Chelsea helped me get ready for my big day. I had a new dress, it was off white with a lot of lace and it was fitted to the curves I'd grown up hating, but my mates seem to love. I wore my dark hair down my back and Chelsea helped me curl the ends and she'd made me a wreath out of baby's breath to wear around my head. My make-up was flawless and I wore little satin slippers on my feet. I'd never felt more beautiful, or more excited in my life.

      By the time we got to the center of the compound where the ceremony would take place, the men had everything set up. They'd made an alter out of twisted tree branches, twigs and flowers. It was beautiful. My mates were all there, dressed in black silk shirts and dark jeans and boots. My heart nearly burst wide open when I saw them, especially when I saw the looks in their eyes as they laid them on me.

      The four of us stood in a circle and Clay, as the figurehead of the male alphas of the pack, spoke the words that Ridge had remembered from the mating ceremonies of his youth, bonding us all together, forever.

      Once the formal ceremony was over, the changing would take place.

      Of course, it was what I was most nervous about.

      I'd be bitten, by Ridge, since he was the most dominant. They say within minutes I would begin the transformation. Chelsea tells me it will hurt just a little the first few times, but once my body adjusted, there would be days when I ached for it. Ridge stepped up close to me and I tipped my head back as he lowered his. I was surprised when he grabbed my face with both hands and instead of just going in for the bite, he kissed me. It was a long, hot, deep kiss and when I was breathless and my head was spinning, he slid his hot lips down my jawline to my neck and when I felt them there, I closed my eyes tighter and braced myself for the bite. I felt a small prick at first and then a shot of adrenaline, not pain, as he sunk his teeth into me.

      

      The adrenaline turned into the most incredible feeling of lust and desire that I'd ever experienced. I forgot we were being watched by the entire pack and I honestly wanted to take him right then and there. It was only when I felt him let go of me and take a step back that I opened my eyes. Ridge was looking at me with the same kind of lust I was feeling, and strangely, I was drawn to the slight trickle of blood on his bottom lip...my blood. I took a step forward and like a wild animal, I licked at it, until I felt my body begin to change. My muscles seemed to be stretching and my bones shifting. A shot of excruciating pain ran through me, and then just like that it was gone. I don't know how long any of it lasted, but suddenly my body was still once more and I was warm and comfortable. I looked around and every eye was on me, and Grayson was the first one to speak.

      “Cheyenne, you're gorgeous.”

      A mirror was brought around by two of the pack members and I felt chills all over my body when I got a look at myself. I was as black as night and my fur shone like gloss. My own eyes looking out at me was the only thing I recognized. It was surreal, especially when I was suddenly surrounded by all three of my mates, my wolves at that moment. Another surge of adrenaline hit me and I instinctively knew I was ready for “the run.”

      Ridge took off first and the three of us followed. He led us through the woods and across the beach and back up into the hills. We ran across the loamy earth, our paws pounding into the dirt and foliage there and through bushes and over logs. It was the most freeing feeling I'd ever experienced and I knew Chelsea was right, and soon I would crave that feeling, over and over again.

      Ridge led us to a clearing once the four of us were spent from running. A little brook ran through it, fed by the waterfalls higher up on the hill. We drank from it until we were satiated and then I watched Ridge transform back into the incredibly hot man I fell in love with.

      Chase and Gray shifted simultaneously and then it was my turn, but it dawned on me, I didn't know how. Ridge came over and ran his hand down my fur, the way I'd touched Gray so many times.

      “Just close your eyes baby, and see yourself.” I did that, and it took me a few tries, but once again I felt the sting and burn as things stretched, shrank and rearranged. I only knew my transformation was complete when I saw the faces of my mates as they looked at me, completely naked on the grass in front of them.

      “Jesus,” Chase whispered, “You're even more beautiful than I imagined.”

      Ridge was nodding in agreement.

      Grayson grinned and said, “I've seen her already.”

      He got a push on the shoulder by Ridge that nearly knocked him over, and then Ridge came toward me first.

      I could feel lust rolling off of him like a heat wave, and colliding with mine.

      My breaths sped up and my heart was racing. I was both nervous and more excited than I'd ever been, all at the same time. Suddenly Ridge bent down and scooped me up into his strong arms.

      He carried me over to a spot that I hadn't noticed before. It was set up for us, a pile of comfortable looking blankets and a basket of fruit, and a bottle of champagne.

      Candles surrounded the area in the dirt and as Ridge lay me down on the blankets, Grayson lit the candles.

      I looked around at all three of them then, surrounding me and smelling strongly of desire. Had I not been able to smell it, I would have seen it.

      

      Their erections were all big, hard and even throbbing.

      

      Ridge touched me first, using his big hands to feel me, from my shoulders, and down my arms, and then back up to my chest where he kneaded and massaged my full breasts.

      He leaned down and kissed each one of my nipples. I gasped, both at the feel of his lips on the engorged nub and the idea of two other men watching.

      Ridge didn't seem to even remember they were there, or care. His hands moved down to my hips where he slid them under my body and groped hungrily at my butt cheeks.

      Then suddenly my gasp turned into a loud moan as he ran his big fingers down between my legs, wetting them with all of the excitement that had poured out of me, before sliding two up them up into my aching, tight pussy. I heard him gasp as my muscles contracted around his fingers and while he moved them in and out of me, he leaned down for a kiss. I kissed him like I was starving, moving my hips in time with his fingers, needing more. Ridge obliged by sliding another finger inside. Now he was fucking me with three and I pressed my heels into the ground and brought my butt up, so I was riding his hand like a wild animal.

      I'd lost sight of my other two mates, but that didn't last long.

      I smelled Grayson first.

      While Ridge was still pressing his fingers in and out of me, Grayson slid his hot mouth over one of my nipples and began to suckle at my breast. I cried out and put my hand in his hair, tangling my fingers through it and pressing him harder into my chest.

      It wasn't long before Chase wanted in on the action.

      Ridge had pulled back and I could tell he was getting in position to slide his big cock into me, and just as I felt the tip of it press against my lips, I felt Chase's own throbbing member slide against my cheek.

      I didn't even think twice about it.

      I turned my head and opened my lips, engulfing as much of him as I could reach. Chase let out a sexy groan just as Ridge slid into my sopping wet pussy. As I opened up for him, my muscles spasmed around his hot cock. Chase had most of his in my mouth and I was sucking and licking at it wildly while Ridge began to move in and out of me, faster and harder with each stroke. Our hips began to meet each time and the harder he fucked me, the more wild I got with my mouth on Chase's cock and the harder Grayson bit and sucked at my breasts. It was the most wild, incredible thing that had ever happened to me, and like when I first found out they were shifters, my brain was even still having a hard time believing it was real.

      Ridge reached down and took the breast that Grayson wasn't suckling in his hand. He twisted and pulled and pinched at my nipple while not missing a beat plunging in and out of me while I rocked my hips and sucked harder on Chase's cock. I could feel Chase swelling, he was getting ready to have an orgasm. I brought one of my hands up and took hold of his soft sac. It was full and when I touched it, he groaned even louder than before and said my name. I gave his balls a little squeeze with my fingers and Chase and Ridge both, erupted simultaneously. I was filled with the hot seed of two of my lovers at the same time from either end, and incredibly...I loved it.

      Even more incredibly was as soon as Ridge pulled out of me, Grayson was there, ready to move in, and I wanted it.

      

      I needed more.

      

      Maybe this wolf thing had increased my libido, or the idea of having all three of them, or the fact that I hadn't had sex in over a year.

      Maybe it was all three combined, but whatever it was, I opened my legs and reached for Grayson's hard erection and guided him into my pussy like I hadn't just been fucked.

      He moaned as he slid inside of me, pushing until I couldn't take any more and then he just held himself there for a few seconds, not moving, just reveling in the feel of us being joined.

      I felt a mouth clasp around one of my breasts and then the other. I opened my eyes to see that Ridge and Chase had both taken one and just as Grayson began to move his hips, they began to suck. Ridge was rougher using the sides of his teeth to scrape against my nipple.

      Chase suckled softly and used his tongue a lot.

      It was incredibly erotic to have both of my breasts pleasured at once, by two such different men. Meanwhile, Grayson was proving that although he was young, he knew what he was doing when it came to making a woman feel good. He did this circle thing with his hips every time he was all the way inside of me, that caused his cock to slide over my G-spot and made me want to scream.

      I let it build up until I felt him swell and harden even more inside of me, and I knew he was reaching his peak and then I dug my fingernails into the flesh of his arms, arched my back and let my own orgasm slam into me like a load of bricks. Grayson cried out as he began to empty into me, mixing with Ridge's seed already inside of me. That thought turned me on even more and I flexed my pussy muscles and milked him until I'd drained him of every drop.

      Finally I didn't have the energy to hold myself up any longer and I collapsed back down onto the blanket. I felt Grayson collapse down next to me and I cuddled my body up to his and stroked his hair as Chase's lips met mine and Ridge continued to stroke his hands over my body, like he just couldn't get enough.

      The four of us mated many times that night, in many different ways. It was like we had all taken lessons and were now performing a perfectly choreographed dance. It was like Ridge had said from the very beginning, we belonged together. Back then he hadn't been talking about Chase and Gray too, but I could see and feel that he realized it, the way that I did...we completed each other.

      We fed each other fruit and they drank champagne from my belly button. By the time the sun came up the next morning we were spent, sore and sticky. We bathed in the creek and then shifted back to our wolves and went for a long run before returning to the compound to begin our lives together. I couldn't wait...I was finally happy and I knew in my heart that there was so much more happiness yet to come.
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        I hope you enjoyed Mated to the Pack II. If you did, the good news is that there’s more to come in this Reverse Harem series.  If you want to be the first to hear about my new releases, promotions and giveaways, I urge you to join my Paranormal Reader’s Club:

      

      

      

      
        
        [Join Jade’s Exclusive Romance Group]

      

      

      

      
        
        I love supporting my readers and I want to be able to provide more to you, you can also join me on Facebook here.
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