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	Unnamed

	Dedication This book is dedicated to my two amazing daughters. They are my why and because of them I have pursued this thing, this dream, that makes me happier than any mundane career ever could.

	Unnamed

	Chapter One Adam “No! Eric, please don’t. Please!” “Shayla, Shayla, wake up.” Adam ran his hands up and down Shayla’s arms gently not wanting to scare her; desperately wanting to wake her from the nightmare which had her sobbing and begging for her life. “Nooo! Please, I’m sorry!” Adam squeezed his eyes shut. Goodness, he wanted to hunt that mongrel down and rip him limb from limb for what he’d done to Shayla. Fortunately, Eric was in prison, a fact that made getting to him especially difficult. Adam inhaled deeply and exhaled as he tried to release the anger that washed over him every time Shayla’s past came back to haunt her. She needed him calm right now because she wouldn’t be. He sat back against the headboard and pulled her into his arms. He needed to wake her from the nightmare she was reliving but he had to be gentle with her. Adam had learned the hard way not to shake her awake when the nightmares came. When they first started living together, after everything went down with Eric,

	Chapter One

	Chapter Two Shayla Shayla made it to work early, which gave her time to prepare for a morning meeting she had to attend. Shayla and Megan were presenting a new marketing strategy to a potential client, and the extra time would allow her to get focused and ready to make the deal. Megan was the face of their dynamic duo so to speak. She was the one who did most the speaking during their presentations, while Shayla was the artist behind the work. They made a great team, always coming up with exciting ideas. This kept the new clients coming and made them lead reps for West End Marketing & Management. They would be presenting their idea to Hall Global Inc. this morning who could potentially be their biggest clients yet. Shayla wasn’t going to let anything stand in their way of landing the contract. Shayla’s phone buzzed on her desk and she was surprised to see it was Megan calling her. Dread took her body over as she lifted the phone to answer the call. She just knew that whatever Megan was

	Chapter Two

	Chapter Three Adam “Hey, Shayla, I’m going to hop into the shower but I thought we could go out for dinner tonight? What do you think?” Adam looked around but he didn’t see Shayla anywhere in the main part of the house. Her car was out front so he knew she was home. “Shayla?” He headed down the hall and popped into her bedroom. Shayla laid curled up on her side, a pillow clutched to her chest, with her hair splayed out over her face. She was sleeping so soundly. She’d fallen asleep on top of her comforter, Adam grabbed an extra blanket and spread it over her, careful not to wake her up. He decided he would take a shower and order in her favorite Chinese food. Shayla never took naps, if she was sleeping in the middle of the day he knew she was exhausted. Adam made quick work of showering, threw on a pair of shorts, and went to check on Shayla. She was still in the exact same position before he showered. Unable to resist the urge to touch her, Adam reached out and brushed the hair away f

	Chapter Three

	Chapter Four Shayla She wasn’t sure how she did it, but somehow Shayla managed to keep her mouth shut until they arrived home. She was so confused and pissed off; her mind was running on a loop replaying the whole night repeatedly. One thing was for sure—she hadn’t been imagining the weirdness between Kevin and Jim earlier that day and it only got worse. She was completely confused by Kevin requesting to speak privately with Adam. What was that about? They didn’t even know each other. The minute they got home, Shayla quickly made her way inside. She sensed Adam right behind her. As soon as she walked through the door she slammed her purse down on the counter, quickly turning on her heel to face him. “What was that?” Her eyes were wild with anger. “I don’t want you working with that Kevin guy, or anyone involved in his company.” You telling me not to work with Kevin is not an answer to my question. Now tell me what happened tonight because I am definitely miss

	Chapter Four

	Chapter Five Adam Adam’s heart was beating the inside of his chest as worry and fear that Shayla would run away from him afraid washed over him. He had to tell her the truth, there was no other way. Adam struggled with the understanding knowing and doing were two completely different things. How could he survive losing her? Adam was certain her knowing the truth would cause her to leave. This would destroy him. Adam took a deep breath speaking carefully and slowly. “The skills a mentioned having, well they’re more like powers, but most of the time they just feel like a curse. I have the ability to make my entire body light up in blue flames. When this happens, I can kill anyone with one simple bite or a tiny cut with my claws. The flames enter their body and burn them from the inside out. It is incredibly fast. They are ash in mere seconds. Because of this some of our species have given me the nickname, the Premagati, or the vanquisher.” Adam’s voice was but a mere whisper. Shayla had

	Chapter Five

	Chapter Six Adam Adam was getting frustrated with Shayla’s friend. Shayla had not been kidding when she said Megan saw things in black and white. He’d shown her his wolf’s eyes and she just laughed. His elongated teeth had done nothing to convince her either. “Megan, he’s telling you the truth,” Shayla told her friend. Megan rolled her eyes and laughed again. “Shayla, I love you but sometimes I swear you can be so dense. Can’t you see what he’s doing?” “What are you talking about?” Adam was losing his patience and getting irritated with Megan’s snarky attitude. He didn’t know what he problem was. They’d always gotten along before. He wouldn’t say they were friends, not like her and Shayla were, but now she was acting as if he was a nuisance. Megan looked at him with pursed lips, then turned back to Shayla. “He’s in love with you. He has been as long as I’ve known the two of you. From everything you have told me about Kevin’s behavior it is obvious the guy is interested; your f

	Chapter Six

	Chapter Seven Adam “Adam, what is she doing here?” Adam and Shayla ran into Jared as soon as they walked into Mike’s house. Adam had sent Mike a text letting him know he had something important to discuss with him before Shayla insisted on coming with him. He hadn’t bothered giving his pack alpha a heads up about Shayla because he already knew how Mike would respond. Jared’s greeting when they walked through the door only solidified his expectations. Before Adam could respond, Shayla stepped in front of Jared and gave him her two cents. “I’m here because what he needs to say involves me and that jerk Kevin Hall.” Adam knew Mike would not appreciate such bravado from Shayla, but that didn’t stop him from smiling and feeling incredibly proud she’d found the courage to take charge around a man she didn’t know. Jared was a pretty intimidating guy standing at six-four and built like a solid wall of muscle. He knew she was afraid. He could hear the quiver in her voice as she spoke, this w

	Chapter Seven

	Chapter Eight Shayla Shayla kept her eyes open as she sat in the car waiting for Adam to come back out. She was still in a bit of shock that their coming here and asking for help had led to this. Adam had tried to warn her but she wouldn’t listen, and now someone was going to die because of her. They might not have asked Jared to challenge Mike for his role as the pack alpha, but they were to blame nonetheless. He challenged Mike because Mike refused to help her and Adam. The best outcome she could hope for now was that Jared would be the one to come out on top. Still, even that result wasn’t one she could be happy about because it would mean that Mike was dead and she didn’t want anyone getting hurt over her. It felt like hours were passing by as she sat there waiting for Adam to return, but her phone told her it had barely been fifteen minutes. Shayla thought she saw something out of the corner of her eye to the left of the car, but when she turned to look in that direction all she s

	Chapter Eight

	Chapter Nine Adam Adam’s skin was crawling. The last thing he wanted to do was take Shayla anywhere near this S.O.B. especially at the guy’s request. What was he up to anyway? He held Shayla’s hand as they made their way down the stair to the basement where the guy was being held. The logical assumption was Kevin had sent the guy to deliver a message, but something in Adam’s gut told him that wasn’t the case. When they approached the cage and the prisoner came into view Shayla pulled her hand from his, covering her mouth with both hands as she cried out, “No!” The tears running down her face were instantaneous. “Hello darlin’,” Eric said. He had a sickening smile plastered on his face as he addressed Shayla, and he moved as close to the front of the cage as he could get without touching the bars. Adam was torn between needing to comfort Shayla and wanting to rip Eric’s head off. How was he here? He was supposed to be locked up for the foreseeable future for attempted murder. Flashbacks

	Chapter Nine

	Chapter Ten Shayla Shayla could hear so many voices. It sounded like somebody was having a party while she tried to sleep. “Ugh, so loud,” she mumbled in her sleepy haze. She felt soft lips being pressed against her neck and opened her eyes. It was dark in the room but she could see everything. Even though she couldn’t feel anything on her face, she was sure this was what looking through night goggles would be like. She rolled over and came face to face with Adam. He gently pushed her hair back from her face, and leaned in placing a soft kiss on her lips. Shayla noted that this kiss felt different from before—more intense. Shayla brought her hands up to the back of his head and twined her fingers in his hair at the base of his neck as she deepened the kiss. Adam groaned into her mouth making her sigh. Shayla had the overwhelming desire to get closer to him so she wiggled her body as close to him as she could get. She felt like her body was on fire and she needed Adam to put it out, but

	Chapter Ten

	Chapter Eleven Adam Adam watched Shayla leave the room itching to go with her, but he could tell she needed a minute to herself. Her absence removed the distraction that had kept Jared from ripping him a new one, and when he turned to face his friend Adam resigned himself to the lecture that was coming. Jared’s back was rigid, his bulky arms were crossed over his chest, and the scowl on his face would make young children cry for their mothers. “You told someone else about us? Adam, what were you thinking? Shayla I understood—she was in danger—but you can’t just go around telling everyone the two of you know. It puts us and them in danger if they can’t keep their mouth shut.” “You think I don’t know that? I wish I’d never had to tell Shayla, but Kevin Hall took that choice away from me when he decided to use her as a bargaining chip hoping to make me his personal assassin. Unfortunately, that move also put Megan in danger because they were both supposed to work with him

	Chapter Eleven

	Chapter Twelve Shayla Megan still had the door locked just as Shayla had instructed her to do, so she knocked and called out to her friend to open the door. “Hey, Megan, it’s Shayla.” She heard feet shuffling over the carpet, then the sound of the lock being released. Megan slowly opened the door, peaking through the crack like she was making sure it really was Shayla, then snatching the door wide when she caught a glimpse of Shayla on the other side wearing absolutely nothing. Megan reached out, grabbing Shayla’s arm, and yanked her inside. She quickly shut the door and turned her surprised stare back on Shayla. “What are you naked for?” Shayla was already digging in her dresser for something to put on. She looked back at Megan. “I got hot.” She saw Megan roll her eyes before she turned her attention back to her dresser and pulled out all of the necessities: panties, bra, t-shirt, and shorts. Megan sat on the bed just staring at her while she got dressed. When she was done

	Chapter Twelve

	Chapter Thirteen Adam “Are we going?” Shayla asked. “Yeah.” Adam didn’t want to go back to Jared’s to discuss strategy with the pack. He wanted to stay home and make love to his woman all day. He thought back to their shower earlier that morning when he made love to Shayla while he held her up and pinned against the shower wall. Dang she was beautiful when she came. “Hello, earth to Adam.” He glared at Megan and pulled Shayla in for a scorching kiss. When he released her lips, they were both breathing harder and he smiled at her then kissed the tip of her nose. “The two of you should come with a warning label,” Megan said. Adam turned to look at her, his eyes drawn together and his jaw set as he ground his teeth together to keep from lashing out at her—he didn’t want to piss Shayla off. “If I’d known that one night together would turn you both to mush I might not have encouraged it.” Adam had an insult on the tip of his tongue, but Shayla was faster. “Jealousy doesn’t suit you, Megan.”

	Chapter Thirteen

	Chapter Fourteen Shayla Shayla waited for Adam to turn around and face her. He was pissed, there was no doubt about that as he stood there, fists clenched with his rigid body shaking with the effort it took him to hold his anger in. She could still hear his thoughts, too. Jared had really blind-sided him. He’d expected his friend to be on his side and demand she stay out of the fight. Jared’s declaration that he believed she should fight was like a slap to his face, and the pride he’d felt a few moments earlier at being named Jared’s beta had turned sour. Shayla knew he was convinced Jared had only given him the title to soften him up before he stabbed him in the back. Although Shayla completely understood why it seemed that way to Adam, she knew that it wasn’t the case. Jared had known he was going to make Adam his beta before their argument about her fighting ever came into question. She knew this because Adam’s thoughts weren’t the only ones she could hear, but that was something he

	Chapter Fourteen

	Chapter Fifteen Adam Adam checked his watch for what had to be the hundredth time since he left Shayla in the basement alone with Eric. Idiot! What had he been thinking? He made his way to the door, again, but this time before he could put hand to knob the door flew open and an obviously pissed off Shayla nearly knocked him over when she came running through the door. He grabbed her before she could send them both to the floor. “They’re coming!” she said. His skin was crawling. His bonded wolf fighting its way to the surface with the need to protect her. “Shay, what happened?” “There’s no time, Adam. They are coming here, now!” Adam’s brain required a few run throughs of her words before comprehension finally kicked in. “Shoot! I’ll send someone down to guard Eric. We need to find Jared right now.” Adam tugged her arm, but Shayla didn’t budge. When he looked at her like she was crazy she said, “Eric’s dead.” There was a disconnect in her voice he’d never heard before, but one that he kne

	Chapter Fifteen

	Chapter Sixteen Shayla “Noooo!” Shayla saw Jim aim the rifle in Adam’s direction, but she couldn’t get to him stop him from pulling the trigger. It was like everything moved in slow motion, yet she still couldn’t get to him fast enough. Jim had come out of nowhere and aimed what must have been the world’s largest rifle at Adam. She launched herself in his direction, taking out anyone who stood in her way. Jim made his way to Adam’s body, and as Jim looked down at Adam she saw him smile in triumph. An image of Eric staring down at her bloody, broken body popped into her mind and Shayla screamed. She threw all of her power into getting to Adam and removing that smile from Jim’s face. Jim turned her way, the barrel of the gun pointed straight at her, but she didn’t hesitate. Shayla launched herself at Jim, his gun going off as he fell back when she slammed into him. Some part of her felt the sting of the bullet but her focus was on getting to Adam. Jim didn’t stand a chance against her, t

	Chapter Sixteen

	Chapter Seventeen Shayla Shayla stared out the window of her prison. Maybe she couldn’t call it that since she knew she could leave if she wanted to. Kevin was no match for her. It was just that every time she thought about someone else getting hurt, or her having to kill someone else so that she could survive, her already broken heart sunk further into the pits of her stomach and she felt like retching. She kept replaying the night their pack fought over and over in her mind. So many people were lost on both sides. She kept seeing Eric’s face when he realized what was about to happen to him, then she relived the moment when he turned to dust—when she turned him to dust. It wasn’t that she cared for Eric, no, he’d made sure of that years ago, but she had never imagined that taking another life could come so easy to her. In reality, the act of taking his life had been exceedingly easy and that scared her more than anything. She had convinced herself at the time that it was necessary, bu

	Chapter Seventeen

	Epilogue Adam “Adam, the door’s locked.” Adam grinned when Shayla’s voiced popped up in his mind. “Use your key, Shay.” “Adam.” He could hear her eyes rolling. “If I had my key don’t you think I would’ve already done that.” “Maybe you shouldn’t have rushed out this morning.” “Some of us have careers we’re trying to salvage, and being late isn’t a part of the deal. Dang it Adam, would you just get your rear down here and open the door.” Adam laughed. “Alright, I’m coming. Calm down before you burn the house down or something.” “Adam.” He opened the door right before Shayla brought her fist down on it again and she stomped passed him through the door, then came to an immediate stop. There whole pack was there, Megan included, and the room was decked in flowers and little twinkling lights from floor to ceiling—he’d have to thank Joanna and Kelly again later. Shayla’s hands flew up to cover her mouth and when she turned around her eyes were glistening. Adam dropped to one knee and held up th

	Epilogue

	Coming Soon from B.M. Griffin Aurora Aurora is the leader of the underworld. She is unlike anything humans have ever heard of. She is neither vampire, werewolf, witch, angel, nor demon...she is everything in one. When Aurora meets Gregor, a human, she winds up saving his life when he’s suddenly attacked. Defying all laws against it, she brings Gregor to her home in the underworld. Aurora and Gregor are both drawn to each other like something powerful is pulling them together. However, there is a great war coming and it’s Aurora’s duty to protect not only her people, but the humans of earth from evil creatures known as the Shaitan. The Shaitan’s numbers have magically grown and they put everything into getting rid of Aurora and her kind so they might rule the earth. In the end, Aurora and Gregor must accept their fate and come together if they stand a chance against the Shaitan.
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	Chapter One


Adam


“No! Eric, please don’t. Please!” 


“Shayla, Shayla, wake up.” Adam ran his hands up and down Shayla’s arms gently not wanting to scare her; desperately wanting to wake her from the nightmare which had her sobbing and begging for her life. 


“Nooo! Please, I’m sorry!” 


Adam squeezed his eyes shut. Goodness, he wanted to hunt that mongrel down and rip him limb from limb for what he’d done to Shayla. Fortunately, Eric was in prison, a fact that made getting to him especially difficult. Adam inhaled deeply and exhaled as he tried to release the anger that washed over him every time Shayla’s past came back to haunt her. She needed him calm right now because she wouldn’t be. 


He sat back against the headboard and pulled her into his arms. He needed to wake her from the nightmare she was reliving but he had to be gentle with her. Adam had learned the hard way not to shake her awake when the nightmares came. When they first started living together, after everything went down with Eric, he had made this mistake. The terror which filled her eyes when they flew open, still made his heart shatter into a million pieces. He couldn’t live with the thought of her being afraid of him. She had been afraid far too long while with Eric, and Adam intended to never cause her to another single moment of fear. 


He’d decided, that day, to never tell her about his true identity. If she knew the only man she still trusted had become a werewolf she would run, and never look back. The thought of losing her was torture. She was his best friend and he loved her with his entire being. Of course, his love was romantic; which was not reciprocated. He had loved her since they were twelve years old when Shayla’s family moved in next door to his. He was quickly placed in the inescapable friend zone. Now he was a werewolf and he was completely screwed. If they were ever together in all the ways he dreamed she would become like him, and he was certain that Shayla wouldn’t be able to forgive him. trouble, how could he blame her? She’d been permanently scarred in more ways than one, by Eric, a monster in his own right. If she knew Adam was an actual monster she’d run and never look back. So, he’d just have to be content as her best friend. At least he was able to spend most of his time with her since he'd convinced her to be his roommate so he would always be able to take care of her. He would never let anyone hurt her again.


Adam gently brushed the hair back from Shayla’s sweat covered forehead, and placed a soft kiss on the scar running down the left side of her face--Eric’s last gift to her before he was put away. It had taken him nearly killing Shayla for her to admit to the police he was hurting her. Sometimes, Adam wondered if he hadn’t found her and called 911, if she would have said anything even then. He’d never understood how she could love someone who clearly only took pleasure from her pain. It was like Eric had bewitched her somehow.


Shayla’s eyes finally opened, her pupils like giant orbs overtaking her warm brown eyes, and her beautiful chestnut hair matted to her head. Tears pooled at their corners and when she blinked they spilled over and down her cheeks. 


“It’s okay. You’re okay.” Adam whispered softly, then kissed her forehead. Shayla shut her eyes again briefly, letting the real world settle over her and wash away the nightmare, or memories to be more accurate. Adam waited patiently for her to clear the fog of the nightmare from her mind. 


“Thanks.” Shayla’s voice was barely a whisper, but he would have heard her even if she was all the way across the room. 


“You know you don’t have to thank me.” He smiled down at her and cupped her cheek in his palm. “What are friends for?”


Shayla turned her face into his chest and inhaled. Adam squeezed his eyes shut trying to think about anything to distract him from her body pressing against his own. He should be used to this; she always took comfort in him when the nightmares happened, but he was just as affected by her now as he had been the first time. When she inhaled his scent, it spoke to the animal inside of him; it made the inner wolf stir.


“What time is it?” Shayla looked up at him. Her eyes were back to normal; her beautiful browns staring up at him. He could hear her heart slowing getting back to normal as she snuggled in closer to his chest. 


He glanced at the clock on the nightstand. “It’s six in the morning.”


“Ugh,” she groaned and Adam smiled. Her annoyance at being awake so early was a good sign. 


“If you want to go back to sleep for a while I’ll wake you up in time to get ready for work.” 


“No.” Shayla was up and wiggled her way out of his arms. Adam tried to suppress the disappointment that washed through him. “I’m up. If I go back to sleep I’ll be worse off than if I just stay up. I’m going to make us breakfast.”


Adam wrapped his arms around his stomach protectively and cringed. 


“Oh, shut your mouth Adam James Huff! I can fry a freakin' egg. It isn’t like it’s rocket science.”


Adam held up his hands as he got out of bed. He had to beat her to the kitchen. He loved her, he really did, but Shayla couldn’t cook…anything. The last time she attempted to make boxed macaroni and cheese she burned the shells so bad the smoke alarm went off. Afterwards they had to put the pot in its final resting place. “How about a compromise? I’ll save the house from being burnt to the ground by making our breakfast, and you can save the world from your wrath by making a pot of coffee. It’s a win, win.” 


Shayla folded her arms over her chest and glared at him. He knew that glare, if he wanted to make it unscathed through the rest of the morning he better get out of her arms’ reach, and fast. He winked at her, leaned in and planted a quick kiss on her cheek, backed away and ran for the kitchen before she had the chance to react. 






Shayla


Shayla stared in the mirror at the dark circles under her eyes. She was so sick of the nightmares. Eric made her weak for years, and every time she relived the beatings in her sleep it was like he was taking away her power all over again. If it wasn’t for Adam she didn’t know what she would do. Besides Adam, she only had one other person she would call a friend, and Megan didn’t know half of what had gone down with Eric. Adam was the only person besides herself who knew the full story. 


Bending down, Shayla splashed water on her face in an attempt to pull herself out of her own head. She ran a brush through her hair and put on some eyeliner and mascara. Despite waking up earlier than necessary she wasn’t about to spend any more time on her appearance. Shayla pursed her lips at her reflection looking at the deep scar running down the side of her face. Heck, the light eye makeup was more than she needed; nobody ever noticed anyway. The scar always stole the show. What she would give to be like most girls complaining about guys who couldn’t seem to look at anything above their chest. Even the creepers got caught in the ugliness of her gashed face; except for Adam. Shayla allowed a small smile to grace her face for a moment as she thought about Adam and the way he looked at her. He looked at her like she was important, special, and loved; he looked at her like the scar didn’t exist at all. If only it could have been Adam she’d fallen for when they were younger instead of Eric. Now it would never be an option, not when Adam could do so much better than a scarred and broken crazy person. Nope. Honestly, he was gorgeous inside and out. He was tall, and tan with the kind of abs most models had to use photoshop to get, and his eyes, dang, he had the most transfixing blue eyes she’d ever seen on anyone. Sometimes she could swear they were glowing when he looked at her, but since that wasn’t possible she just chocked it up to the light reflecting off them in strange ways. Sighing, Shayla forced her thoughts away from how much she loved looking into those eyes. They were just friends, but that was okay. Adam was a great friend. She just prayed he never realized he held all the cards in their friendship and decided she wasn’t worth the trouble or all the sleepless nights.


“Hey, woman! You better come eat this omelet before I do.” 


Shayla smiled. It was like Adam always knew just when she needed a distraction. “You better not!” she called back to him as she headed down the hall towards the kitchen. When she walked around the corner, Adam was standing over her plate at the center island, a large bite of her omelet on a fork about to be delivered to his mouth. Shayla planted her hands on her hips and gave him her best stink eye. “You know no one at work can tolerate me when I’m hungry and un-caffeinated. So, you really want to explain to everyone how it is your fault when I’m so jerky today?”


Adam grunted, but he put the fork back down. “I was just playing, babe. No need for threats.” 


She rolled her eyes and pushed him out of the way; Adam walked away laughing. Yup. She was beyond lucky to have him.


	

	
	Chapter Two


Shayla


Shayla made it to work early, which gave her time to prepare for a morning meeting she had to attend. Shayla and Megan were presenting a new marketing strategy to a potential client, and the extra time would allow her to get focused and ready to make the deal. Megan was the face of their dynamic duo so to speak. She was the one who did most the speaking during their presentations, while Shayla was the artist behind the work. They made a great team, always coming up with exciting ideas. This kept the new clients coming and made them lead reps for West End Marketing & Management. They would be presenting their idea to Hall Global Inc. this morning who could potentially be their biggest clients yet. Shayla wasn’t going to let anything stand in their way of landing the contract.


Shayla’s phone buzzed on her desk and she was surprised to see it was Megan calling her. Dread took her body over as she lifted the phone to answer the call. She just knew that whatever Megan was calling her for, it wasn’t good. “Hello.”


“Shayla,” Megan’s voice was low and scratchy. Shoot! “I can’t make the meeting for the pitch.” Megan’s voice was cut off and replaced by the hacking of a violent coughing fit. “I’m so sorry.” 


Well, incredible. Megan was about to cough up a lung yet believed that she needed to apologize to Shayla for missing a meeting. “No, it’s fine. It’ll be fine. You just get better.”


There was a pause on the other end of the line, but Shayla knew Megan hadn’t hung up. She could still hear the heavy labored breathing. She sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose between her finger and thumb. Shayla knew exactly why Megan was apologizing. She didn’t think Shayla would be able to stand up in front of everyone and run through their pitch; Shayla didn’t blame her. “Maybe we can reschedule,” Megan finally spoke again. “They might understand. I mean, everyone gets sick, right?”


Shayla took a deep breath. It had been five years. Five years of her hiding behind Megan at work, and just hiding in general. Five years since Eric nearly killed her leaving an angry scar down her face ensuring she never forgot that night. “No,” she said. 


“No?” Megan sounded confused.


“Right. No,” Shayla repeated. “We can’t risk missing out on this contract. I’m a big girl. I know the presentation backwards and forwards, and I know that I don’t hold a candle to your skill with words, but I can do this. I will do this.”


There was another brief pause on the other side of the phone, but when Megan spoke again Shayla was sure she could hear a smile, in spite of the fact that Megan sounded like her lungs were full of garbage. “You’re right. You can do this. You always could.”


“Thanks, Megan. Now, you go have some soup or something and get better, and get your rear to the doctor. You sound like trash.”


Megan laughed, then coughed again before telling her okay and goodbye. 


Shayla sat there just staring at her phone. When the screen went dark the light overhead created a reflection, and she could see her face staring back at her. She brought her hand up to her face and ran her fingers down the scar that dominated her left cheek. At least she’d worn her hair down today, and she knew that their presentation was remarkable. Hopefully it would be good enough to keep the people from Hall Global focused on the presentation, and not on her ruined face. 


Looking at the time, Shayla grabbed her laptop and made her way to the conference room. Charlotte, an Executive Assistant with West End, was setting up a coffee carafe when Shayla entered; no one else had arrived yet. She wasn’t surprised since there was still about fifteen minutes until the scheduled meeting time. 


“Good morning, Charlotte.” 


“Oh, hey Shayla. Where’s Megan?”


 “Out sick. It sounded pretty bad, so it’s just going to be me today.”


Shayla had to give it to Charlotte for trying not to show her concern or worry, but she’d still caught the brief widening of Charlotte’s eyes before she could school her features. “Well, please tell her I hope she feels better soon if you hear from her again. Are you sure you don’t need any assistance in her absence? I know what a big deal today is for the two of you.”


“There just isn’t enough time to get anyone else up to speed on our proposal. There’s no way I’m canceling at the last minute on this one. If I ruin West End’s reputation we could be setting the ground work for more fallout.”


“This is a pretty big deal, isn’t it.” It wasn’t a question. Charlotte was just making a statement. Shayla was certain it was simply an attempt at making conversation but her words felt like a ton of bricks weighing on Shayla’s shoulders.


Shayla nodded, “Yes. It is.”


Charlotte gave her a warm smile and patted her on the shoulder. “Don’t worry. You’re going to nail it.” 


“Thanks.”


Shayla quickly set up her laptop before heading out front to see if the representatives from Hall Global had arrived. When she opened the door leading to the front of the office she ran right into a brick wall. What the heck? She took a step back and looked up. The man in front of her might not be an actual brick wall, but he was certainly built like one and he never budged when her body slammed into his. He stood about a foot taller than her, at about six foot five, and he was a mass of solid muscle with dark grey eyes and coal black hair. He stared down at Shayla for what felt like an eternity, and she could swear she was growing smaller under his scrutiny by the second. 


After a lifetime of staring down at her, the man reached his hand out towards Shayla. Her instincts screamed inside of her and she quickly recoiled from his touch. She didn’t like men touching her, especially not the ones who could snap her like a twig. Nope. Not going to happen buddy. Keep your hands to yourself. She folded her arms in front of herself like a shield while trying to gather herself enough to speak. She knew she shouldn’t be afraid, but there was something in his eyes that said he always got what he wanted; something scary.


“Sorry about that,” Shayla said once she finally found her voice. She was surprised her voice came out as strong as it did, but grateful nonetheless. She did not want to look weak right now. Not in front of this man. 


He smiled and she had to admit he was dang handsome. She could imagine girls swooning over him with a smile like that, but it wasn’t going to work on her. 


“No apology necessary,” the man smiled and held out his hand again, this time in a motion she recognized as him wanting to shake her hand. Shayla stared at it, looked up at him, and slowly moved to return the gesture and give him the requested handshake. “I’m Kevin Hall. It’s nice to me you.”


Shayla’s eyes went wide with dread and understanding. Shoot! She’d just ran smack into the CEO of Hall Global. She hadn’t even begun the pitch yet and already she had messed up. Great. “Mr. Hall, it’s great to meet you. I’m Shayla Hart. I was actually coming down to escort everyone to our conference room.”


“Call me Kevin.” He turned back and motioned toward two people standing behind him. Shayla couldn’t be sure how long the man and woman had been standing there. Most likely they’d witnessed her entire awkward interaction with Mr. Kevin Hall. She was so screwed. “This is Jim Edwards and Sharon Mitchell.”


“Nice to meet you both,” Shayla said. She shook each of their hands her nerves settling a bit; they were both kind enough to offer her a small smile. Surprisingly, none of them were staring at her scar. They all made perfect eye contact with her. Briefly, Shayla allowed herself to believe running the pitch independently might just work, until what transpired earlier slammed into her mind. Either way, she had a job to do; better to get it over with than to continue idly standing by wasting everyone’s time. “The conference room is all set up if the three of you would follow me.”


Shayla led them to the conference room and the three of them took a seat, Kevin automatically placed himself at the head of the table. 


“Would anyone like coffee or a beverage before I begin?” she asked.


Jim opened his mouth to speak, Kevin cut him off before he could utter his request. “Jim can see to that," he stated forcefully. Jim jerked his head towards his boss in surprise, clearly not happy about being chosen to serve the refreshments. “Pour the four of us a coffee, Jim.” Shayla felt a chill run through her. Kevin’s tone was different, like it was laced with power or something. Nothing like the kind tone he’d been using with her since their meeting. She thought she saw Jim grimace for a second before he got up and poured the coffee and delivering them to the table. “Great,” Kevin said. “Now, we can get started. What have you got for us Shayla?”


Shayla quickly pulled up the presentation on her laptop. It was hooked up to a projector so that everything was on display for Kevin and his team to see. Her hands were sweating; her heart was replaced by a giant hummingbird with its wings flapping rapidly against the inside of her chest. She knew that the presentation itself was great, her and Megan’s marketing strategy would ensure the success of Hall’s new venture into the wine industry






The presentation took thirty minutes, she made it through all the speaking parts without forgetting anything, despite her sweaty hands and hummingbird heart. It helped that none of them had been staring at her; her confidence would have wavered if they had locked onto her scar. This was the reason she didn’t do the speaking. Jim and Sharon appeared to have been taking notes, but Kevin had not taken his eyes off of her the whole time. She’d noticed the three of them nodding a few times and decided it was a good sign. Kevin was smiling at her intensely, and even though it made her uncomfortable she took it to be a good thing as well. 


“Very impressive, Shayla,” Kevin said. 


“Thank you. Megan and I worked very hard on this for you. She really wanted to be here, but the flu had other plans.”


“It happens to the best of us. Now, I’d like to get this implemented immediately. My legal team has already reviewed the contract you sent over last week and after your presentation I am ready to sign.”


Jim and Sharon’s heads both shot back to look at their boss. The shock in their faces was evident. They had probably expected some kind of discussion to take place before signing on the dotted line. Shayla thought so too, after all, why would Kevin bring them along if he had no intentions of consulting with them before making a decision. 


She pulled the file with the contract from her briefcase and confidently walked it over to Kevin. He took it from her with a smile. “Thank you.” 


She smiled back at him as he opened the folder and began making quick work of signing all the papers. Shayla glanced at Jim and Sharon catching the two glaring at her. What the heck was that about? She understood they felt overlooked since being left out of decision making process to hire West End to market their new wine line. Why was their anger directed toward her? It was her job to get them to sign on as clients. Of course, glaring at their CEO might not bode well for their careers. They were annoyed and she accepted being their focus of disdain.


“Shayla, I need a few moments alone with my employees.” Kevin startled her out of her own thoughts drawing her attention back to him and away from his pissed off employees. Looking back at Kevin it was clear that Jim and Sharon were not the only two aggravated. Shayla was a little concerned to leave them unsupervised with Kevin. There was something wild in his eyes; definitely anger. He clearly didn’t appreciate Jim and Sharon’s obvious disapproval of his decision to sign right away. It was apparent he did not appreciate his decisions be questioned by his subordinates. 


“Of course,” she answered him. “I’ll just be outside when you’re ready for me.”


Kevin smirked and Shayla heard what she thought was Jim making a disapproving sound under his breath. “Don’t worry. It won’t be long,” Kevin said firmly. 


Shayla nodded and stepped into the hallway, shutting the door behind her. She tried not to listen but when she heard a growl emanate from Kevin she couldn’t resist the urge.


“His scent is all over her,” one of them whispered forcefully. She was pretty sure it was Jim; he was definitely not happy. What was he talking about? 


“Are you suggesting I did not pick up on that?” That was Kevin; no doubt there. 


“Of course not,” Jim’s voice no longer sounded as vial and angry. His voice hitched and Shayla thought he almost sounded scared. “It’s just…what if she’s a spy or something?”


“Are you a idiot? Did you see her reaction to me? She’s not a spy, Jim, but she could be an asset. She could be our way to successfully infiltrating that pack. Taking them out once and for all.”


“He’s right,” Shayla heard Sharon’s voice for the first time since leaving the room. “His scent wouldn’t be so strong on her if they weren’t close. I think this could work.”


“But,” Jim started, but Kevin cut him off.


“We’re doing this,” Kevin said. “I don’t need your approval; you will do what you’re told. Both of you. Do you understand?”


It was silent for a moment, then Kevin repeated, “I said, do you understand?” Shayla felt the same chill she had earlier. That strange sensation of power she’d sensed in Kevin’s tone earlier was back, and the uneasy feeling washed over her just as it had when he’d addressed Jim earlier. 


“Yes, sir,” Jim and Sharon spoke in unison. 


“Good,” Kevin said. “I expect this to be the only time we have to have this discussion.”


Shayla heard a chair sliding out from under the table and footsteps moving towards the door. She backed away and stood with her back to the wall across from the conference room door. The door opened and Kevin stood there. Their eyes locked and he smiled. “Thanks for that, Shayla. We’re good to go now.”


He stepped to the side to allow her to reenter the room, but he didn’t move far. When Shayla walked through the doorway Kevin shut the door. He moved up beside her and placed his hand at the small of her back coaxing her to move in a certain direction. Shayla immediately stiffened. No man had touched her like that since Eric…well, Adam had but he didn’t count. She felt the anxiety attempting to build up inside of her. She squeezed her eyes shut and counted backwards from ten. She would not let her irrational fears ruin this for her and Megan. If she was being honest with herself there was something about Kevin did scare her a bit. This was just business, and she could keep herself in check for business. She had to. She couldn’t let Eric have any more control of her life. 


Shayla wasn’t sure if Kevin had noticed the way she went stiff at his touch, or if he was just being polite, but he dropped his hand and pulled out a chair motioning for her to sit. He slid into the seat next to her and passed her the contract. “I’ve signed where requested. I’ll assume Megan is going to be out to recover but I am sure she won’t mind If I take you out to celebrate. 


Shayla hadn’t been expecting that. She had attending working dinners with clients and Megan before. She got the impression this wasn’t really about work. Still, Shayla wasn’t about to damage relations between West End and Hall Global by turning down Kevin’s offer, so she painted on what she hoped was her best smile. “Sure. Will it be just the four of us?” She looked to Jim and Sharon. 


“Actually, I’ve got a few more members of my team I’d like you to meet if that’s alright with you.”


“Of course,” Shayla agreed. If she was being honest having more people present sounded better. She didn’t know if she could keep up the front that long knowing the disapproval from those two She still didn’t understand their conversation from earlier What where they talking about? Who said stuff like that?


“Great,” Kevin said. He stood from his chair and held out a hand to help her out of her chair. “Dinner will be at my home at seven.” He handed her a card. “My personal cell is on there, I wrote my address on the back. Don’t hesitate to call me if you need help with directions.”


Shayla stared down at the card in her hand. His house? He wanted her to come to dinner at his house? She hadn't expected that. Maybe he was just more comfortable at home not getting followed around by admirers and such. She was sure he wanted to ensure their dinner was uninterrupted so they’d be able to talk business. Yeah. That was probably it she assured herself pushing all other thoughts to the back of her mind. 


“Thank you, Mr. Ha…” Kevin narrowed his eyes at her and she corrected herself, “Thank you, Kevin. I’ll see you tonight at seven.” 


Shayla shook Kevin’s hand, followed by Jim and Sharon’s, and walked the three of them out. She looked at her watch, too early for lunch she thought. She needed a break after that pitch. It had been the most intense day she could remember and it was only ten in the morning. She made the decision to leave early to get some rest. One of the great things about being good at her job was the increased flexibility. As long as the work got done and they kept their clients happy management didn’t care about a time card. Shayla never really took advantage of that perk of her job, but today she decided she would. A little rest would help her wrap her mind around Kevin Hall, and everything she’d witnessed and heard throughout that morning. 


She sent an email to the department head, Donna Thompson, letting her know they’d landed the contract with Hall Global. Shayla made sure to copy Megan on the email. If she knew Megan she was probably forcing herself to stay awake until she found things went. Shayla put her laptop along with a few files in her work bag and headed home. Rest would be good. 


	

	
	Chapter Three


Adam


“Hey, Shayla, I’m going to hop into the shower but I thought we could go out for dinner tonight? What do you think?”


Adam looked around but he didn’t see Shayla anywhere in the main part of the house. Her car was out front so he knew she was home. “Shayla?” He headed down the hall and popped into her bedroom. Shayla laid curled up on her side, a pillow clutched to her chest, with her hair splayed out over her face. She was sleeping so soundly. She’d fallen asleep on top of her comforter, Adam grabbed an extra blanket and spread it over her, careful not to wake her up. He decided he would take a shower and order in her favorite Chinese food. Shayla never took naps, if she was sleeping in the middle of the day he knew she was exhausted.


Adam made quick work of showering, threw on a pair of shorts, and went to check on Shayla. She was still in the exact same position before he showered. Unable to resist the urge to touch her, Adam reached out and brushed the hair away from her cheek. When he did, Shayla smiled and a content sigh escaped her lips. Goodness, he wanted to kiss those lips badly. Instead, he bent down and placed a soft kiss on the top of her head and when she didn’t stir he whispered, “I love you.” 


Adam stood up, watching Shayla for a few more seconds before heading to his room to grab his phone. He ordered their dinner and flipped on the T.V. waiting for the food to be delivered. 


The knock at the door must have woken Shayla because Adam heard a loud “Shoot!” come from her bedroom when he got up to answer the door. 


“It’s just dinner, babe,” he hollered towards the back of the house. He could hear her moving around and cussing under her breath while he paid the delivery guy. He set the food down on the table and headed back to Shayla’s room. He found her rummaging through her closet frantically yanking outfits down then throwing them on the floor. “Shayla?”


Shayla finally noticed him standing there. “Oh, Adam, hey. Sorry, I’m just running late. I didn’t mean to sleep for so long.”


Adam leaned against the door jam and folded his arms over his chest as he continued watching her rifle through her wardrobe. “Late for what? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this concerned with what you were going to wear.”


A terrible thought raced through Adam’s mind nearly taking his breath away. He stiffened and walked closer to Shayla who was discarding her clothing on the floor. As she reached for the next outfit hanging in her closet Adam reached out gently grabbed her wrist, “Wait. Are you going on a date or something?”


Shayla rolled her eyes at him. “No, I’m not going on a date.” Adam’s heart regained its normal rhythm, and released Shayla’s arm while he started to relax again. “We signed a new contract today and the CEO invited me to a dinner to meet more people from his team.”


“Just you? What about Megan?”


Shayla decided on an outfit, walked out of her closet and started pulling off the clothes she’d been sleeping in. Adam quickly looked away or risk the image of her in her bra and panties going straight to his… “Megan was sick today,” Shayla said, “so I had to present the material on my own.” 


That got his attention distracting his wondering hormones. “Wait. That’s great. I mean, not that Megan is sick, but this is a pretty big deal for you.”


“Yeah. I know. Only now I have to go to this big fancy dinner at the CEO of Hall Global’s home. I’ll be the only one there who doesn’t know anybody.”


“Wait. What did you say?” Adam moved directly in front of Shayla. No way he had heard her right.


“Yeah. The dinner is at Kevin Hall’s house. He doesn’t want to wait for Megan to get things rolling. He wants me to meet the rest of the people I will be working with on this project. To be honest, the guy is a little strange. Handsome, but strange. Something about him seemed off, but I kind of feel that way about most men so maybe I’m just making it all up in my head.” Shayla rattle off her thoughts as if she was alone in her room. 


“Making what up?” Adam grabbed Shayla’s hand and waited for her to look at him. “Why do you think he seemed strange?” His eyes searching her wildly. 


Shayla shrugged. “It was mostly the way he spoke to his employees. Sometimes his tone was, I don’t really know how to explain it but it gave me chills, and not the good kind. I'm pretty sure I heard them talking about me, but what I heard didn’t make any sense. I was out in the hall and they had the door shut, so it is possible what I heard isn’t actually what they said.”


“Tell me, Shayla. What did they say.” Adam felt his own anxiety rising. He took a deep breath trying to calm the anger he felt simmering just beneath the surface.


“They said something about smelling someone’s scent all over me. They didn’t say any names, just his scent.”


Adam released his grip on Shayla’s arm taking a step back. He could feel rage boiling inside of him, his inner wolf clawing, needing to come out, this was something he could never let happen around Shayla. He now understood how Shayla managed to land this client without Megan. Shayla was a genius, but in front of strangers she turned into a bumbling mess. She landed the job because Kevin Hall smelled his scent on her. Kevin, the leader of a rival wolf-pack, had been trying to buy his way into the alpha position of Adam’s pack. No one, in Adam’s pack, was interested in Kevin or anything he was trying to offer. Kevin was not trustworthy and was definitely a bully. 


“You can’t go,” Adam blurted out desperately at Shayla. 


Shayla turned to look at him, her eyebrows drawn together, like he was crazy. “What do you mean, I can’t go? This is work, Adam. I have to go. If I don’t and West End loses this deal I’ll be out of work, my reputation will be ruined.” An animalistic growl escaped from Adam’s throat. He hadn’t meant to. It just, happened. “Did you just growl at me? Seriously, Adam. What the heck?”


Shayla’s hands were on her hips and Adam knew he was on thin ice. He didn’t want her to be mad, but he couldn’t let her walk into danger. “Fine. Go,” he said, “but I’m going with you.”


“I don’t know, Adam. I didn’t even think to ask if I could bring a guest along.” 


“If you’re going, I’m going.” Adam stated vehemently. 


She rolled her eyes at him but said, “Fine” with exasperation. 


“Good,” Adam responded triumphantly. He headed to leave her room to get dressed. 


Shayla grabbed him by the arm as he walked past, “You need to wear something that will at least pass for business casual.” He rolled his eyes at her. “I’m serious, Adam. This is my career.”


“Okay, I think I’ve got something.” A playful smile crossed his lips. 


He started to walk away but she stopped him once again. “Thank you.”


He smiled back at her, lifted her hand which was still wrapped around his arm and gave it a kiss. “Anything for you, babe.”


Adam hurriedly went to dress and alert his pack about the situation he was preparing to jump into. He had a feeling his alpha wasn’t going to be happy about this situation. Kevin Hall cannot get away with going after Shayla. He might be trying to disguise it with business, but knowing what Shayla overheard told Adam that his true intentions were not genuine.


He grabbed his cell sending a text to his pack’s beta, Jared. "Going with Shayla to Kevin Hall’s house tonight. He’s a new client of hers. No way for me to stop her without revealing I’m a wolf, and no way she’s going there alone.” He was avoiding his alpha, Mike, because he didn't want to risk being ordered not to go with Shayla. There was no way he was letting her go into Hall’s house alone. Adam worried that Mike, his alpha, would give an order he wouldn’t be able to refuse. 


Jared didn’t text him back. Instead, Adam’s phone began ringing in his hand seconds after he’d hit the send button. He didn’t even have to say hello before Jared laid into him on the other end of the line. “Are you crazy? You know what Hall will do to you if you enter his territory.”


“Maybe he won’t with Shayla there.”


“Don’t be stupid, Adam. We both know he would have smelled your scent. He’s using her to get to you. To get to our pack.”


Adam ran his hand through his hair in frustration. “You think I don’t know that? But it doesn’t matter, Jared. I am going with Shayla. I won’t let him hurt her. You know what she means to me. Don’t ask me not to do this.”


The silence on the other end was deafening while Adam waited for Jared’s response. “I don’t like this, but I understand. We all know how much you care for her. Seriously man, if you’re willing to risk your life and our pack for her the least you could do is finally tell her how you feel. Just saying.”


“I know. You’re probably right. I’ll think about it if I survive the night.” He said half-jokingly. 


“Alright, Adam. Please, at least try to be careful. I can’t send anyone to have your back without involving the whole pack, and we both know if Mike hears about this he’ll issue a command to put a stop to it.”


“I know. Thanks, Jared.”


Adam hung up the phone quickly grabbed his best button down shirt and the only pair of black slacks he owned. He was fastening the last button when Shayla busted into his room. “What the heck, Adam. We’re going to be late. What’s taking you so long.” 


“Sorry, I hadn’t planned on a fancy outing tonight. It took me a minute to find something you might allow me to wear.” He held his arms out to the side for inspection. She squinted her eyes looking at him like it made him easier to see or help her pinpoint any unacceptable wrinkles or stains in his clothing. 


“Actually, you look pretty good, but what shoes are you going to wear? I’ve never seen you in a pair of dress shoes. Do you even own any?”


“Nope. Never have. I’m wearing these.” Adam pulled his pant leg up to reveal his black biker boots. Shayla crossed her arms preparing to unleash a lecture so Adam cut her off before she could waste any energy criticizing his boots. “These are my best-looking shoes, and they’re black so they match my pants. It’s as good as it’s getting, Shay. Sorry.” 


“Uh, it’s fine. Let’s just go before we’re late and I get fired for running off our biggest client.”






The drive to Kevin’s house wasn’t long, and Adam and Shayla were both pretty quiet. Adam drove; Shayla knew he could get them their faster. She’d never been comfortable driving too much over the speed limit, but that wasn’t a concern for Adam. He’d noticed her chewing on her bottom lip a few times; he knew she was nervous.


He knew they had arrived at their destination before he saw the house number. Just like Hall, the place was huge and overly lavish. The jerk was rich and he loved to flaunt it. When they pulled around to the driveway Adam had to pull up to a speaker at the gate and call up to the house for them to be allowed entrance. The long drive was surrounded, on both sides, by a professionally landscaped lawn. The smell from the gardenia and rose bushes could not mask the gamey smell of Kevin’s pack. 


Adam parked the car and walked around to open the door for Shayla. He took her hand as they headed up the steps to the front door. The scent of the other pack was overwhelming to Adam. The door opened as soon as they hit the top of the steps. 


“Shayla,” Jim said wryly as he stepped to the side to allow them entrance. “I wasn’t aware you’d be bringing a, uh, a guest with you.”


Adam shot a glare at Kevin’s beta. The guy was an even bigger jerk than Kevin. Adam flexed his free hand. He was itching to put him in his place. 


“Hi to you too, Jim,” Shayla interjected unaware of the building tension. “This is my friend Adam Huff. Adam this is Jim Edwards. He works with Kevin.”


Adam extended his hand. He didn’t want to shake Jim’s hand, but he needed to try for Shayla’s sake. If things went wild it would be because Kevin or his pack stepped out of line, not because of Adam. Jim tightly gripped his hand; Adam knew the wolf was attempting to assert his dominance with his unnecessarily increasingly tight grip. Adam just smiled, and squeezed until Jim noticeably whimpered in pain. 


“Shayla, I thought I heard your voice.” A low growl escaped Adam’s throat as Kevin Hall came around the corner and pulled Shayla’s hand from his so he could kiss it. 


“Oh, uh, hello Kevin.” Shayla pulled her hand back from Kevin and laid it on Adam’s upper arm. “This is my friend, Adam Huff. I hope it’s okay I brought him.”


“Of course, of course.” Kevin made a big deal out of shaking Adam’s hand over-enthusiastically, with a big fake smile spread across his face. Adam had to give him credit. Whatever he was planning, he intended to impress Shayla. Adam didn’t miss the way Kevin’s wolf flashed a warning through his eyes. Yeah, he knew exactly who Adam was. “It’s nice to meet you, Adam.” 


“Yeah,” was all Adam could manage in return. When Kevin turned to walk in the other direction Shayla elbowed Adam in his side to chastise him for his rudeness. Adam just looked at her and shrugged. If she expected him to be polite to these jerks it was going to be a long night of disappointments. He’d do his best not to start any fights, but he wasn’t going to show these guys undeserved respect. He wished, more than anything, he could tell Shayla who he truly was and who Kevin Hall truly was. 


They followed Kevin into a dining room which appeared to have been decorated for a medieval king. The massive ornate dining table could seat fifty people. The table settings, were clearly made of pure gold. Adam was sure the diamonds that decorated the flower vase centerpiece were genuine. The crown molding appeared to be made of gold. Yup. If he hadn’t already known Kevin Hall was a douche before tonight, there would be no denying the fact now. 


“Shayla, Mr. Hall saved you a seat next to him at the head of the table,” Jim said. “I’m afraid there isn’t room there for your … friend. He’ll have to take an empty seat at the end.” Jim motioned towards the far end of the table. Adam ensured Jim saw his wolf flash through his eyes. Was it a requirement for anyone in Kevin’s pack to be a total toe? 


“Jim,” Kevin interrupted before, “stop being so rude. Shayla’s friend can take your seat You will take an empty seat at the end.”


Jim stood there, just staring like his world was crumbling around him and he had forgotten how to speak, or even breathe. 


“Is there a problem, Jim?” Kevin asked, without waiting for a response he stated. “You will sit at the end, right.” 


Adam could feel the force behind the order as it was issues by Kevin. Shayla froze, Adam was sure she had felt a ripple from Kevin releasing his alpha power. Adam now understood why Shayla bad been uncomfortable with Kevin during their meeting. Apparently, Kevin had been utilizing alpha power on Jim all day. It was surprising, however, to know Shayla seemed to sense Kevin’s force; Adam had never heard of a human sensing a command in any way. 


Adam reached for Shayla’s hand; she didn’t hesitate to accept and lace her fingers through his. Adam smiled and pulled out the designated chair for her. As he took the seat next to her, he couldn’t help but look back for Jim. The beta was glaring at him, so Adam did the only thing he could. He smiled and winked at the jerk. Jim pulled his lips back over his teeth and growled. Shayla might not have been able to hear Jim growl, but she’d turned her head and witnessed him with his teeth barred like a raging wolf. 


“Oh my goodness,” she whispered in Adam’s ear. “Is he growling at you? Like a dog?”


Adam laughed. If there was one thing all werewolves hated it was being called a dog. Looking around the table, he knew that everyone heard what Shayla incorrectly assumed was inaudible to the rest of the group. Hearing everything was one of the advantages of being a wolf. Sometimes Adam thought of this as a curse; some things you just don’t want or need to hear.


“I think he might be rabid,” Adam said. “They should probably put him down now. You know, before it’s too late.” 


Shayla smacked his arm and he pulled back rubbing at the area pretending she’d hurt him. 


In the next few minutes a parade of house maids came into the dining room in a single file line. Each one carrying an ornate silver serving dish and prepared to serve all the guests around the table. They were efficient, Adam would give them that, even if being served at the table inside someone’s home was more than a bit over the top for his tastes. 


After everyone had been served and the maids in their matching black and white uniforms filed out of the room silently, the party began eating. “This is wonderful, Kevin. Thank you for inviting us to dine in your home. It is truly beautiful.”


Adam let the hand with his fork in it fall to the table next to his plate and he looked at Shayla incredulously; had she lost her mind? Was she seriously kissing this douche’s rear right now? Goodness, he was going to lose the little bit of food he’d eaten so far. 


Kevin gave her a smile that Adam imagined the guy used whenever he was attempting to get laid. “Thank you, Shayla. Honestly, it’s nothing to thank me for. I’m just glad you’re enjoying yourself. How about you, Adam? Are you enjoying yourself? How’s your meal?”


Adam took a deep steadying breath and reminded himself he wasn’t supposed to start any fights. He was on his own, behind enemy lines, and if he wasn’t careful he might put Shayla in exponentially more danger. 


“The food is good,” he said. He decided it was best to keep it short a simple. Giving the guy compliments, even trivial ones, made Adam gag. “I thought you guys had some business to discuss?” He motioned between Kevin and Shayla. “Or was this just some attempt to get Shayla alone.” 


Shayla’s head jerked in his direction. “Adam!” 


“What? I thought you said he wanted to discuss your work with his company. So far everyone is pigging out and I haven’t heard business mentioned once. I’m just looking out for you.” Adam allowed his words to drip with sarcasm. 


Shayla started to argue, but stopped as Kevin laid his hand over her arm distracting her. Adam’s eyes focused on Kevin’s hand. All Adam could see was red. 


“It’s alright, Shayla,” Kevin said smugly. “Adam has a point. I have called you out here on personal time; I don’t want to keep you out too late. I am certain you have an early day planned for tomorrow.” 


Shayla glared at Adam before giving her attention back to Kevin. Adam noticed but he didn’t respond. He was focused on fighting to hold his wolf back. Seeing Kevin touch her had the wolf scrambling to come to the surface. All Adam wanted to do was rip Kevin limb from limb. Adam was so focused on this he missed the rest of Shayla and Kevin’s discussion. At some point, Kevin stood and was seemingly talking to him. 


“What?” he asked pulling himself from his daze. He hadn’t been paying attention.


“I was hoping the two of us could talk for a moment,” Kevin said. Adam just stared at him like he was insane. “In private, please.”


Adam opened his mouth with a sarcastic retort at the ready, but Shayla grabbed his shoulder and gave him a pleading look which he couldn’t ignore. He stood up from the table. “Fine.” He didn’t like leaving Shayla alone in a room full of potentially untrustworthy wolves; there was no way he could explain that to her. He followed Kevin to an office just off the dining room. At least he was close enough to hear her if something happened. No sooner than Kevin shut the door did Adam turn aggressively backing Kevin against the wall. “What the heck do you want with her?”


Kevin’s responding smile was so sinister it would have made a dead man’s skin crawl. Luckily for Adam his irrational sense of bravado didn’t allow Kevin to affect him. 


“What do I want from all women? I want to harass her.” 


Adam didn’t remember wrapping his hand around Kevin’s throat, he had Kevin slammed up against the wall, holding him by his neck, about a foot off the ground. “You will keep your hands off her, mutt!”


The phony smile finally faded from Kevin’s face when Adam called him a mutt. The anger flashed brightly in his dark eyes. “You will watch your mouth when you speak to me,” Kevin growled. Adam felt Kevin attempting to assert his dominance utilizing his alpha power. 


“You can’t command me, you idiot. You’re not my alpha.” Adam laughed. 


“Maybe not, but I will be working very closely with Shayla for the next few months. If you don’t want her to join my pack I suggest you remember your place.”


Adam got right in Kevin’s face. “If you touch her, you’re dead! I’ll make sure every member of your pack faces the same fate. I may not be a pack leader, but I think you are perfectly aware of my reputation. You know I don’t make idle threats.”


“Oh, yes. I’m aware of your reputation, Premagati. I don’t think there is a werewolf in North America who hasn’t heard of you. However, my pack is very large; you may not survive long enough to get to me.


Adam hated to admit it, Kevin was right. It would be one thing if he had the support of his own pack but he knew Mike would not agree to start a werewolf war over Kevin working with Shayla. 


“How about you put me down before my pack members get worried and decide to take it out on your girl out there. Honestly, I can’t believe you left her alone with them. The way Jim has been glaring at the two of you all night. If I hadn’t already forbid it I’m sure he would have ripped out her throat the minute my office door shut. You’re welcome for that, by the way.” Kevin smiled with all his teeth; light dancing menacingly in his eyes. 


“I’m not thanking you. If you like him as your beta you might want to tighten your leash on him I may just have to rip his head off if he doesn’t stop looking at Shayla. You need to stay away from her.”


Kevin laughed. “The minute I smelled your scent on her it wouldn’t have mattered if her pitch was trash, she was getting the job.”


“I figured as much. Now, tell me what you want with her, or with me. I’m tired of this little song and dance of ours already.”


“You’re going to do some work for me.”


“Not gonna happen, toe.” 


Kevin laughed, “See, that’s where you’re confused, Adam. You don’t have a choice. Either you do what I ask or I will have your girl out there for myself.” 


Just as Adam bent his knees to lunge at Kevin the office door opened and Shayla stood there staring at him. “Is everything okay?”


Adam couldn’t speak. He’d been dangerously close to shifting and attacking Kevin when she’d walked through the door. 


“All good,” Kevin answered her. “We were just getting ready to come out. I’m sure the two of you are ready to get home for the night. Right, Adam?”


Adam took a second to make sure he was calm enough to speak without his voice sounding too strange. “Yeah. Let’s go home.” His voice came out low and throaty; almost a growl. 


Shayla told Kevin goodbye, and Adam struggled as the jerk pulled her in for a hug that lasted just a little too long. Shayla’s return hug was awkward as she was obviously uncomfortable with his sinewy arms wrapped around her. At least that was something Adam could smile about. He was going to have to tell her the truth; there was no other way to convince her to stay away from Kevin. He couldn’t risk her walking in on him and discovering it for herself. One more minute and he wouldn’t have been able to stop the shift from happening, she could have gotten hurt. No. He had to tell her. He just prayed she’d still be his friend after finding out his secret. His heart couldn’t handle losing her; his wolf would go completely mad. Man, it was going to be a long night.


	

	
	Chapter Four


Shayla


She wasn’t sure how she did it, but somehow Shayla managed to keep her mouth shut until they arrived home. She was so confused and pissed off; her mind was running on a loop replaying the whole night repeatedly. One thing was for sure—she hadn’t been imagining the weirdness between Kevin and Jim earlier that day and it only got worse. She was completely confused by Kevin requesting to speak privately with Adam. What was that about? They didn’t even know each other.


The minute they got home, Shayla quickly made her way inside. She sensed Adam right behind her. As soon as she walked through the door she slammed her purse down on the counter, quickly turning on her heel to face him. “What was that?” Her eyes were wild with anger.


“I don’t want you working with that Kevin guy, or anyone involved in his company.”


You telling me not to work with Kevin is not an answer to my question. Now tell me what happened tonight because I am definitely missing a few key pieces of the puzzle.” I don’t think you understand, Adam. Megan and I put a lot into landing the Hall account, and if I screw it up we will be in deep trash with Donna. It could cost me my career.” 


Adam ran his hands over his head and through his hair and let out a deep heavy breath. He started pacing back and forth in the limited space between them and the kitchen counter. Shayla couldn’t figure out why he was so upset. Adam was always protective of her, but what was she trying to protect him from now? She had no idea why he was so amped up and it wasn’t like him to keep things from her. She needed to figure out what was going on.


Adam was pacing the room like a caged animal. Shayla gently placed her hand on his shoulder. Adam’s head came up bringing his eyes to meet Shayla’s; she recoiled from the sight of his eyes. His eyes, a bright blue, had transformed and were glowing. She blinked believing she had to be seeing things. She closed her eyes and looked again at Adam’s intensely glowing eyes. Adam held his hand out to her and took a step forward, she retreated until she was halted by the table. Adam cautiously moved closer, but stopped with a small amount of space between them. “Shayla, please don’t be afraid. You know that I would never hurt you, right?”


Shayla was so confused. Everything had happened since she met Kevin Hall that morning had progressively gotten more and more strange. Now, her best friend was looking at her with beautiful glowing eyes. She knew Adam would never do anything to hurt her but that knowledge didn’t do much to alleviate the anxiety that was gripping her in that moment. She closed her eyes before answering Adam’s question, “No, you won’t hurt me.” Shayla continued with her eyes closed; waiting. 


A second passed by, she felt Adam run his hand down her arm reaching for her hand, which he took in his own. “Shayla, please look at me.” he pleaded. He gently ran the knuckles of his other hand down her cheek; Shayla couldn’t hold out anymore. She cautiously opened her eyes forcing herself not to shy away from him allowing the glowing eyes to look directly into hers. “Can we sit down? I need to tell you something about myself; I think it would be best if you were sitting when I tell you.”


Adam insisting she sit down was not doing anything to help lessen her anxiety. She allowed him to lead her into the living room. She sat down on the couch next to him. Several painfully long minutes passed without Adam saying anything and she was just about to ask him for the third time what was going on when he finally spoke.


“Something happened to me a couple years ago; it changed me. I’m still the same person you know. I am still your friend. There is something you don’t know; something a little more.”


Adam paused and stared at her, waiting for her reaction. He hadn’t told her anything; there was nothing for her to react to. 


He took both of Shayla’s hands and held them in his own caressing the back of her hands with him thumbs in a soothing back and forth motion. “I am a werewolf.”


Shayla attempted to pull her hands away, Adam wouldn’t let her go. Her breathing started to become rigid and the panic started to rise. Adam quickly released her hands, but was immediately cupping her face putting his forehead to hers. His voice was quiet when he said, “Breathe Shay. Just breathe for me. You’re safe. No one will ever hurt you while I’m around, I promise. I’ve got you. Just breathe.” 


His voice was calming; his words were calming. Adam was the only person who could calm her; she allowed herself to be calmed by him. He was right; he had still been there for her and done nothing but protect her and worked to make her happy after Eric attempted to ruin her. Adam was the only person who truly saw her; he looked at her and not her scar. When he looked at her she forgot it was there. He looked at her like she was still beautiful. He knew all of her crazy. He never turned away from her. He was the one person she trusted with everything. 


Shayla’s closed her eyes and concentrated on Adam’s hands gently holding her face, and the way his closeness comforted her. She felt her breathing slow and return to normal. She was still freaked out, but she trusted him and she wanted to hear him out. “I’m okay,” she whispered. 


Adam slowly pulled back an inch away from face. He was still holding her face between his hands and she leaned into one of them trying to absorb as much comfort as she could. He examined the features of her face before locking eyes with her again. Shayla kept her cool; she didn’t flinch away from his glowing sapphire eyes. Once she accepted no matter what he was, he was still her Adam, she allowed herself to see the beauty in his glowing eyes. 


“Really, Adam, I’m okay now. Please, finish telling me what you need to.”


He released her face and moved his hands back down to hold hers once again. He maintained eye contact with her when he spoke again. “I was turned a couple years ago. I was bitten in a bar one night. There was this girl, a werewolf, but not a nice one.”


“There are nice werewolves?” Shayla interrupted her eyes wide with wonder. 


Adam’s lip quirked at her question. “I’d like to think I’m pretty nice and I’m a werewolf.”


“Yeah…sorry. I guess I’m having a hard time wrapping my mind around that little tidbit of information. Did it hurt?”


“It didn’t hurt when she bit me. We were making out a little and she bit my lip.”


Shayla smiled at the way Adam had suddenly let his eyes fall away from her gaze when he talked about making out with the girl who turned him. “That was it? Just a little nibble right here and poof you were a wolf.”


Shayla gently placed her finger against Adam’s bottom lip as she spoke, when she did his eyes shot back up to hers. She saw something in them that she had never seen before. She was certain she saw a desire in his gaze; a desire she has been missing for too long. She was caught up with all of her garbage and for the first time in years Shayla felt the desire to kiss someone, to kiss Adam. How could she bring herself to make the first move? She found her eyes moving to his mouth like they were drawn there. When she looked back up and saw that Adam was doing the same to her, she allowed her lips to part slightly hoping it would be all the invitation he needed to kiss her. 


Adam leaned in; her heart transformed into a hummingbird flapping in her chest. The butterflies in her stomach threatened to fly her away. She let her eyes close slowly feeling Adam’s lips press against hers. The kiss was soft and sweet. He let his lips linger over hers, then he pulled away far too soon for her liking. She could feel herself pouting when she opened her eyes and looked at him. 


“I’m sorry,” he said. “I shouldn’t have done that.”


“No, it’s fine. I mean…I liked it.” 


Shayla looked away; her cheeks flush with embarrassment. Her mind was racing with thoughts. Had she really just told her best friend she liked kissing him? Even worse, she’d done so right after he said he shouldn’t have kissed her. What if he didn’t like kissing her. Incredible. Way to go Shayla. 


Adam put his fingers under her chin forcing her to look him in the eyes again. “I know what’s going through your head, Shay, and you can stop it right now. I didn’t mean I didn’t like kissing you. I meant I need to finish explaining things to you before I kiss you again. Trust me when I say, I want to kiss you a lot more than I just did.”


Shayla knew that her face was beat red right; she started to steer the conversation away from her embarrassment “So, you said you knew what I was thinking. Can you read minds or something?”


Adam laughed. “No, I can’t read minds. Nothing that cool, although, I don’t really think I’d want that. I know you, Shayla, and I know how you think. You always assume the worst. Eric got inside your head and made you think less of yourself; Shay he was so wrong. You are beautiful and loving, and so smart it’s crazy. He was a blasted fool not to see what he had. I promise you that is not a mistake I will ever make.”


Shayla was stunned. She knew Adam loved her as a friend and he told her she was beautiful and great all of the time, but she had always thought he was just saying those things as a friend. Best friends are supposed to tell you that you’re awesome even when you aren’t, right? But now, looking in his eyes she knew that he meant it as much more than just her friend. He wasn’t just trying to make her feel better, no, he meant every word. Without thinking, because she would definitely talk herself out of it, Shayla leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Adam’s lips. He didn’t pull away and her heart did a summersault in celebration when Adam leaned into her and deepened the kiss. 


Again, he pulled away sooner than she wanted him too, and again, her mouth formed a pout without her permission. Adam laughed before taking her chin between his finger and thumb and planting another chaste kiss to her lips. “Okay, we really need to finish our conversation now. I don’t think I will be able to stop myself if we kiss again, and the things that I need to tell you are very important.”


Shayla bit her lip to keep from smiling when he said he wouldn’t be able to stop kissing her, but she nodded in agreement and took a steadying breath to calm her rapidly beating heart. “Am I right in thinking what you want to tell me involves Kevin?”


“Yeah, he is a part of it. Werewolves are all part of a pack. There are numerous packs all over the world, each with its own leaders. The alpha, the head wolf, has final say over anything affecting the pack. The alpha appoints a second in command; the beta.”


“Are you one of those?” Shayla asked him.


“No, I don’t have an official title like alpha or beta and nobody answers to me, but I do have a reputation amongst packs all over the country.”


Shayla waited for him to continue. He stopped talking and was now avoiding eye contact with her. He was increasingly uncomfortable. “Is this unofficial role of yours related to whatever went down tonight at Kevin’s and why you want me to stay away from him?”


Adam finally looked at her again and nodded his head. “Yes. Kevin is an alpha and Jim’s his beta. He has been trying to assume other packs. Unfortunately, he has been rather successful, except with my pack. No one is interested in joining his pack. He is a power-hungry jerk.”


“Let me guess,” Shayla said, “he was referring to you when I overheard him tell his people someone’s scent was on me, and he wants to use me to get to you and your pack.”


“It would seem so. He wants to use you to get to me. That’s why he asked to talk to me alone. He wants to use my, um, skills to help him reach his goal of claiming more packs.”


“So, he threatened to hurt me if you don’t help him?” Shayla was trying to stay calm but it was hard with Adam telling her some power-hungry werewolf planned to hurt her. 


Adam wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in close to him. She buried her face in his chest and breathed him in. “No one is going to hurt you.” Adam’s voice was so sure that she believed him without question. She knew that he would do everything to honor his word to keep her safe. 


Shayla sat back and tried to smile at him. “Thanks. I’m okay now.”


He looked her over and when she was no longer shaking he was satisfied she was okay. He nodded slightly and continued telling her about Kevin’s plan. “He didn’t actually threaten to hurt you, but I wouldn’t put that past him. He will do anything to get what he wants.”


“What did he threaten to do then?”


Adam looked uncomfortable and he was looking anywhere but in her eyes. “He said he would make you his.”


“What does he mean, make me his?”


“His mate,” Andrew told her.


“There isn’t any chance I would ever be with someone so pompous. Even if I didn’t know about him being this huge jerk of a werewolf I wouldn’t be interested in him.”


Adam looked at her; his smile was bright and genuine. “I don’t think Kevin has ever met a woman who wouldn’t love to be his, so he just assumed he wouldn’t have a problem taking you…I mean making you his.”


If Shayla didn’t know better she would think Adam already thought of her as his and Kevin was threatening to take her from him. She couldn’t deny that she liked the sound of Adam calling her his. With Adam, the phrase didn’t sound like he thought he owned her, just that he was proud to have her by his side. 


It occurred to her that Adam kept answering all of her questions except for those that would reveal specifics about himself. He had said he had a reputation among all werewolves but evaded saying why that was. She was a little apprehensive to discover whatever it was he was working so hard not to tell her. It had to be bad, after all. If he could tell her he was a werewolf but was afraid to tell her about his reputation she was afraid of what it was. She knew she had to know. 


“Adam, why does Kevin want you so desperately?” She waited, he just stared at her without responding. He opened his mouth a few times like he was getting ready to say something, the words strangled him each time he tried to speak. “Adam, just tell me. You said you are well known among other wolf packs and assume whatever you’re known for is why Kevin wants you. You’re not going to scare me off now.”


“Huh,” Adam huffed, “you say that now, but once you know why I'm so worried you will run away from me, and I'll become the person you’re afraid of.”


Shayla reached for his hand and he quickly took hers, rubbing his thumb back and forth gently over the back of her hand. “I could never be afraid of you Adam. You are the only person I trust completely, so just tell me. Whatever it is I can accept it because it’s a part of who you are.”


Adam shut his eyes and took a deep breath like he was collecting his courage. It was so strange to see him afraid of anything; Shayla had to fight the urge to hug and comfort him. He was her best friend; the most important person in her life. She hated seeing him worried and afraid to talk to her. It occurred to her Adam probably felt the same when it came to her on a regular basis. Now that she knew what it felt like to be the person on the other side, she felt sick about all the time she knew he spent worried about her. 


Adam opened his eyes and looked into her gaze when he finally spoke. “I’m different than other werewolves. I’m stronger and I have special, uh, skills that make me dangerous. Well, more dangerous. I’ve never lost a fight even when facing numerous opponents. I help other packs whenever there is a threat that needs to be taken care of.”


“So, you’re like a warrior for the species?”


“No. I don’t think I’d put it that way.”


“So, you just beat people up?”


“That’s probably the easiest way to put it, but only people who seek to harm others, or me.”


Shayla watched him. She knew he wasn’t telling her everything. Kevin Hall had more than enough people who could assault and intimidate others on his behalf. She was sure he wouldn’t go through the trouble of blackmailing Adam just to beat some people up. It didn’t make sense Kevin would prefer Adam to do his dirty work. Adam must be able to do what others can’t she thought. “I know that there has to be more to it,” Shayla said. “Kevin Hall wouldn’t go to so much trouble just to force you to injure people for him.”


Adam rubbed the back of his neck; she could feel his anxiety rubbing off on her. She knew whatever he had to tell her had to be serious. Maybe she didn’t need to know. She wanted to believe she could look past anything because it was Adam. The more he hesitated to tell her his secret the more she began to doubt her ability to be strong and stand by his side. He’d always been the one she leaned on when she was afraid. What would she do for strength if it wound up being him she was afraid of?


	

	
	Chapter Five


Adam


Adam’s heart was beating the inside of his chest as worry and fear that Shayla would run away from him afraid washed over him. He had to tell her the truth, there was no other way. Adam struggled with the understanding knowing and doing were two completely different things. How could he survive losing her? Adam was certain her knowing the truth would cause her to leave. This would destroy him. Adam took a deep breath speaking carefully and slowly. 


“The skills a mentioned having, well they’re more like powers, but most of the time they just feel like a curse. I have the ability to make my entire body light up in blue flames. When this happens, I can kill anyone with one simple bite or a tiny cut with my claws. The flames enter their body and burn them from the inside out. It is incredibly fast. They are ash in mere seconds. Because of this some of our species have given me the nickname, the Premagati, or the vanquisher.” Adam’s voice was but a mere whisper. 


Shayla had tears in her eyes and her hands were beginning to shake when she spoke, “So, you are an assassin.”


It wasn’t a question, but a statement. It was not something easy for Adam to answer. He had killed other werewolves, but only in defense. The wolves he had killed were deserved. Still, taking a life was not something to take lightly; he’d nearly gone crazy after the first time. He hadn’t even known he was capable of anything special. Until he was under attack, his life on the line, suddenly some untapped instincts just clicked; his wolf took over taking out the threat.


“Shayla, I am not an assassin. I never set out with the goal to kill anyone. Those I have killed were trying to kill me or innocents who couldn’t protect themselves. I would never kill anyone if there was another choice; it is not something I am proud of. What I do like is my ability to protect you from anything or anyone who tries to hurt you, including Kevin Hall. You just have to let me do it.”


Adam watched Shayla when he was finished talking. He was waiting for her to do or say something…anything. She was just sitting there, staring at him like he was a stranger, or worse, a wild animal and she was afraid to move. She was still shaking. After several minutes of nothing happening he cautiously reached over to gently place his hand upon hers, but his movement woke her from her trance and she instinctively jerked her arm back before he could make contact with her skin. 


“Shayla,” Adam’s voice cracked, tears welling in his eyes. He was losing her, he never even had the chance to tell her he was in love with her. He realized in that moment he had allowed himself to have hope when she’d kissed him earlier; he should have known better. Heck, he did know better. This was the reason he hadn’t told her a long time ago. She had experienced too much bad in her life and she couldn’t accept him for the monster he had become. In that moment, looking into Shayla’s fear filled gaze, he knew what he was—a monster. 


Adam put back his hand, as if he was in pain, and covered his eyes. He couldn’t look at her and see the fear in her eyes knowing it was he who had put it there. He couldn’t bear it—knowing that he was the reason she was afraid in that moment. Unexpectedly, two hands tentatively caressed his hair. Adam absorbed the warmth from Shayla’s touch, it had a powerfully calming effect on him. Still, he hesitated to lift his head and face her. He didn’t want to see the fear in her eyes; he had to be strong for her. He had just served her a platter of crazy. He wouldn’t lie and say he was prepared to lose her. He was prepared to ensure her safety no matter what she decided. 


Adam looked up and let his eyes meet Shayla’s. The fear was still there, but it wasn’t as prominent as before. Her fear was overshadowed by concern. 


“Adam, please I can’t stand to see you so upset. I just…I think I just need some time to let this all sink in.”


“Of course,” Adam nodded his head like an over excited kid agreeing to be good to have his pick in the toy store. “Take all of the time you need.”


“Thank you,” Shayla gave him a small, forced smile. “I think I’m going to go to my room and lay down for the night. Maybe some sleep will help me process all of this, uh, information.”


“Okay,” he said. He had to fight the urge to push her on the whole not working with Kevin Hall business, but she needed a break so he’d give it to her. He could revisit that topic in the morning, he wasn’t letting up where Kevin was concerned. She needed to stay far away from that mongrel.






Shayla


“You’re going to work?”


Shayla turned around at the sound of Adam’s voice. He was standing just inside her doorway, watching her put her blazer on with a look of disbelief painted on his face. Shayla was looking at him with the same expression. Why wouldn’t she be going to work? He might have clued her in 


that werewolves were more than fiction but that didn’t preclude her showing up to work.


“Yeah. I’ve got a lot to do with Megan out sick.”


Adam ran his hand through his hair and she could practically feel the anxiety rolling off of him, and maybe a little bit of anger although she had no clue why he would be angry with her.


“Shayla, we never really came to an agreement about you not working with Kevin. I need to know you will cancel that contract or at the very least give it to someone else.”


Shayla felt her eyebrows draw together as she stared at Adam in disbelief. He had made a solid case against Kevin but he couldn’t do anything to her in public. She couldn’t jeopardize her career by giving him and his company the boot. 


“Adam, I told you I can’t do that. It would ruin my career and Megan’s. We are a team; anything I do affects her. I can’t do that to her. We have both worked way too hard to get this deal to just give it away to someone else.”


Adam was pacing now like a caged animal. Yep, there had definitely been some anger hidden under his anxiety; it was on full display now. “Shay, have you forgotten everything I told you last night? Kevin and his whole company are dangerous. I can’t let you continue working with him after he threatened you.”


“You said he threatened to make me his,” Shayla argued. “That will never happen. I don’t want anything to do with him personally. You don’t need to worry about that.”


Adam took two large steps and was right in her face. “Do you think that will stop him, Shay? Do you think he got where he is by taking no for an answer? He will take what he wants regardless of you saying no. I’m not letting you leave here unless you promise me you will get rid of him and his company as a client.”


“I can’t promise you that.”


Adam spun away from her punching her wall in anger as he made his way of out her room. His fist went straight through to the other side. Shayla cried out at the sound of his fist connecting with the sheetrock. She had never been afraid of Adam, not once. Even when he told her he’d killed people she wasn’t afraid. She knew his actions were to protect himself and others. She had been really overwhelmed but not afraid. Right now-she was scared. Adam had never reacted so violently in front of her. They’d known each other a very long time with their share of heated fights; he had never seen him respond physically. The cracking sound of his fist brought back her past in a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. Eric was there. The cracking was now the sound of her breaking bones as he hit her over and over again. Shayla brought her hands to her face and starting sobbing. Her knees went weak and gave out underneath her; she was on her way down. 


Just before she hit the ground two strong arms wrapped around her and pulled her into a warm body. She tried to yank away but the arms wouldn’t relinquish their hold on her. “Eric, please don’t!” 


The arms holding her were gone in an instant and so was the warm body they belonged to. Shayla slouched on the floor and sobbed, her body shaking with her tears. She wasn’t sure how much time went by before she sat up to look around. She was slowly able to return to the present. Eric had not been in her room again, this surprised her…he always kept her down. When she looked up and opened her eyes she was looking into the tear stained face of Adam. Why was he crying? 


Watching Adam her mind came back and the fog cleared. She was no longer lost in a nightmare. Eric wasn’t here and he never would be again. That meant it had been Adam who’d caught her, Adam’s arms who had held her, his warm body pressed against her, and him trying to comfort her. She’d cowered away from him and called him Eric. She had never done that. Adam was the one person who could always break through her nightmares and comfort her, but this time it hadn’t worked. This time he’d been the one to trigger the horrible memories and the one she’d begged to leave her alone.


“Adam, oh goodness, I’m so sorry. I just, the sound from the wall, I guess…”


Adam dropped to the floor in front of her and wrapped her in his arms. This time she didn’t pull away. Instead, she melted into his embrace absorbing the comfort his contact brought her. 


“You don’t have anything to be sorry for, Shay. This was all my fault. I shouldn’t have hit that wall. I should have known how seeing and hearing that would affect you. I promise I’ll never do anything like that again. I couldn’t bear it if you were afraid of me.”


Shayla believed Adam’s words and knew that his apology was sincere. Still, a small part of her remembered the countless times Eric had promised the same things. Promised he didn’t mean to hurt her; begged her not to be afraid of him; swore he would never do anything to hurt her again. His promises had never been worthwhile. Shayla shook those thoughts out of her head. This was Adam and he would never hurt her. Even now he had not actually hurt her. He was frustrated and took it out on a wall. Eric would have made sure she received the full measure of his frustration. Adam wouldn’t do that. She trusted him. He was her best friend and she loved him. 


After a few minutes passed she finally pulled back to look in his face. “I know you won’t hurt me. The sound of the wall cracking just threw me into the past. It was like I wasn’t here; like I had traveled back two years and Eric was about to break me. I’m not afraid of you. The sound just triggered a waking nightmare.”


Adam ran his hand softly along her cheek and cupped her face. “Still, I shouldn’t have let my emotions get the better of me. It won’t happen again.”


Shayla stared into his eyes and knew he had only gotten so upset because he was truly worried for her safety. Should she heed his advice? If he was as concerned as his outburst demonstrated maybe she shouldn’t be so quick to dismiss his request. If she had listened to him about Eric she could have saved herself a lot of pain. 


“I’ll call out of work today and you can help me come up with a plan to convince Megan that Hall Global Inc. is not a company we want to represent. Aside from convincing her of the truth I honestly cannot think of any scenario that will convince her to voluntarily give up a contract we worked so hard to secure.”


“Do you trust her?” Adam asked.


“Yes. Other than you she is my closest friend.”


“Then we tell her the truth.” Adam stood and held his hand out to help her up. “You said she was at home today as well. Call and let her know we are on our way to see her.”


“Wait, you want to go tell her right now? I don’t think she will be as easily convinced as me. She doesn’t know you like I do and she sees things in black and white so to speak.”


Adam smirked, “Oh, I think I can convince her.” His eyes once again flashed with the glowing blue light. 


Shayla took a step back and stared at him in shock. “You plan to show her what you are; not just tell her. Are you crazy?”


“You said she won’t just believe my words; I have to make sure she understands the severity of the situation. We don’t have time to waste convincing her of the truth. To convince her you both need to steer clear of Kevin Hall and his company I will have to show her what I am. I need to know you are both out of harm’s way before I report to my pack about Kevin’s plans. We've got to find a way to stop him. He is relentless he will not quit until he has what he is after.”


Fear spiked through Shayla’s veins. What was he thinking? “Wait, you’re planning to take him on? Didn’t you say he has acquired the largest pack in existence?” 


“Did you forget what I told you about myself.” Adam gave her a serious look. “I may not have asked for this, but my ability will give my pack the advantage. Hopefully, this stunt of Kevin’s will be enough to convince Mike we can no longer sit idly by.”


“Who’s Mike?”


“My pack alpha. If my pack is to intervene, Mike must issue the order. No member of the pack can go against the alpha. We literally cannot defy his orders.”


“What if he is wrong? You’re saying there is absolutely no way around him?”


“There is one way, but I hope it doesn’t come to it.”


“What is it?”


Adam sighed and looked away. When he met her eyes again Shayla knew she wasn’t going to like what he was about to say. “If someone wants to oppose the alpha they can challenge him. If they win the challenge they become the new alpha.”


“And how do they win?”


“They must fight the alpha. The wolf still alive at the end of the fight is the winner.”


“That’s horrible.”


“Now you see why I am hoping Mike will agree.”


They both stood there in silence. Shayla didn’t know what to say or think. She didn’t need Adam to speak to know what he was saying. He would do anything to protect her. If his alpha ordered their pack to leave Kevin’s alone Adam will challenge Mike for his position, and he will win. 


Adam took her hand and smiled. “Enough talk about that. Let’s go see if I can scare you friend with my wild side.”


Shayla laughed and rolled her eyes. It felt good to laugh, she definitely needed it after everything that had occurred over the past twenty-four hours.


	

	
	Chapter Six


Adam


Adam was getting frustrated with Shayla’s friend. Shayla had not been kidding when she said Megan saw things in black and white. He’d shown her his wolf’s eyes and she just laughed. His elongated teeth had done nothing to convince her either. 


“Megan, he’s telling you the truth,” Shayla told her friend. 


Megan rolled her eyes and laughed again. “Shayla, I love you but sometimes I swear you can be so dense. Can’t you see what he’s doing?”


“What are you talking about?” Adam was losing his patience and getting irritated with Megan’s snarky attitude. He didn’t know what he problem was. They’d always gotten along before. He wouldn’t say they were friends, not like her and Shayla were, but now she was acting as if he was a nuisance.


Megan looked at him with pursed lips, then turned back to Shayla. “He’s in love with you. He has been as long as I’ve known the two of you. From everything you have told me about Kevin’s behavior it is obvious the guy is interested; your friend over here is just jealous. He has been sitting on the sidelines for years waiting for you to get over Eric so he could make his play for you. Now he realizes he might have waited too long.” Megan looked back at Adam. “I knew you were desperate for her attention but I never would have imagined you’d be desperate enough to concoct a story so off the grid to get her attention. I’ve seen people at Halloween parties come up with better tricks than your eye and teeth gag.”


“Megan, please…” Shayla started to argue with her friend again but Adam stopped her.


“No Shay, she’s right. It would be easy enough for someone to create the illusion of glowing eyes and canine teeth, but they can’t do this.” Adam stepped back to a safe distance and he began pulling off his clothes.


“Adam, what are you doing?” Shayla yelled at him. “Put your clothes back on.”


Megan smiled wickedly. “No, Shayla, let’s see what he’s hiding under there.”


“Goodness, Megan, would you not encourage him right now.”


Adam ignored them both and took off his remaining clothes. He looked Megan right in the eye and shifted into his wolf. Megan screamed, and jumping back against the wall. He looked at Shayla to see her eyes wide with shock; she didn’t move away, that gave him hope. 


“What the heck?” Megan yelled. “Shayla, get away from him. Are you crazy?”


Shayla looked behind her at her friend. “Megan, I understand that this is a lot to take in, but he is still the same Adam and he won’t hurt me.”


Adam looked at Megan and gave her a sharp, wolfy grin. 


“How can you be sure of that?” Megan asked Shayla. Her voice was shaky and Adam knew she was frightened so he shifted back to his human form. He hadn’t come here to scare her. He just needed her accept the truth about Kevin.


Shayla looked back at Adam and smiled shyly. “I’m pretty sure he loves me,” she said in reply to Megan.


Adam had bent to grab his clothes; he froze when those words left Shayla’s mouth. She was right, of course, and after the kiss they shared he knew she was aware he felt more than just friendship. Looking into the eyes of his best friend, the woman he loved more than life, he decided it was time to own those feelings. “I do,” he said. “I’ve been in love with you for as long as I can remember, since we were kids taking turns pushing each other on the swings at the park.”


Shayla’s smile brightened and his heart flipped in his chest. Goodness, she was beautiful. Megan interrupted the moment. “Seriously, Shayla, did you listen to anything I said earlier? Of course he loves you. Even a blind man could see that. That doesn’t change the fact he is a freaking werewolf. What if he loses control or accidentally bites you? Do you want to become what he is?”


“I won’t hurt her. Ever.” Adam was practically growling at Megan. “I have been a werewolf for the past couple years. I know how to control my wolf. Shayla is safe with me.”


Shayla stood up between them. “Can the both of you just stop. Megan, I understand you’re just concerned, but I am safe with Adam. Now, can we please get to the real reason we shared this with you.”


Megan folded her arms over her chest and glared at Adam, but after a minute or so passed she finally agreed. “Fine,” she said, through gritted teeth. “Why was it you felt I needed to know Adam here could go all furry?”


“The two of you need to quit the Hall Global contract,” Adam answered her matter-of-factly. If looks could kill, then the daggers Megan was shooting him would have him meeting his maker.


“Have you lost your mind? Shayla, you didn’t seriously bring him here to convince me to dump the biggest client we’ve ever landed.”


“Megan, please, will you just come back over here and sit down so we can discuss this? You know I would never ask something like this unless it was truly necessary. It’s my career on the line too.”


 Adam let Shayla explain everything about Kevin and his pack and his malicious plan. It took what felt like hours for her to get through to Megan. Adam had to leave the room, a few times, to get some air to prevent his from losing his temper in front of Shayla again. Eventually, Megan agreed her friend was more important than any business deal. The whole experience took a toll on Shayla and she fell asleep quickly on the ride home. 


Shayla


Shayla felt strong arms wrap around her; her head was pressed against a familiar warm body. When Adam laid her down and she felt the soft comfort of her bed beneath her she opened her eyes and smiled up at him. 


“Hey sleepy head,” he said softly. 


“Hey. Sorry I fell asleep. I guess spending half the day convincing Megan creatures of fantasy are actually real wore me out.”


He brushed her hair back off of her forehead before he stood back up. “You don’t have anything to apologize for, Shay. I don’t blame you for being tired. Try to get some rest. I’ll bring dinner when I come back home.”


Shayla sat up. She did not want to stay home alone right now. “Wait, I’ll come with you. Where are you going anyway?”


“Remember, I told you I needed to speak with my alpha about Kevin’s threats. I think it’s best that you stay here.”


Shayla was out of her bed in an instant. “Yeah, I don’t think so. No way I’m not coming with you Adam. This involves me just as much as it does you. Plus, I am a witness that what you are going to tell him is true.”


Adam reached out and lightly grabbed her shoulders, keeping her from moving forward. “Shay, it is better if I do this alone. If I bring a human into our pack, I may never even get the chance to speak.”


Shayla brought her hands up to Adam’s face and leaned in letting her lips graze his in the softest kiss. When she leaned back, he was smiling at her and she could see the love reflected in his eyes. “Like I said, I’m coming with you. So, are you ready to go?”


Adam’s smile fell and he took a step back. “Shay, please just stay here and let me take care of this.”


“I’ve been letting you take care of me for the past two years Adam. It is time for me to step up. Now, let’s go.”


Shayla didn’t wait for him to come up with another argument. She turned and walked out of the room and headed straight outside to the car. Adam was right behind her but she forced herself not to turn and look at him. She couldn’t risk him seeing how scared she truly was. She was literally walking into a wolf pack so she figured being afraid was understandable. If Adam picked up on her fear he would make sure she didn’t come along.


Shayla opened the passenger door and got in the car, she avoided eye-contact with Adam as she pulled the door close. Shayla buckled her seat beat with finality; she was going. She tucked the fear away before Adam could join her in the car. Adam got in the car and shut his door. Shayla turned to him with a smile plastered on her face. Adam let out a grunt which only served to make her laugh. “One of these days I’m going to learn how to tell you no,” he said as he pulled out of their driveway. 


“I plan to make that an impossible mission for you to accomplish.”


Adam looked at her and burst out laughing. “I’m sure you will. I haven’t gotten the hang of it in all these years, so I am sure you will continue to hold your power over me. If we’re lucky Mike won’t be able to say no to you either.”


“We can certainly hope that,” she agreed deciding it wouldn’t hurt to go into the wolf’s den thinking positive thoughts.






Shayla looked around confused when Adam parked the car in front of an ordinary home with a wraparound porch and surrounded by a white picket fence. Adam parked the car and walked around to open her door. He held his hand out to her and helped her out, chuckling softly at the look on her face when she took in her surroundings. 


“Not what you were expecting I guess,” he said. 


Shayla looked at him with a raised eyebrow. “Is this what you expected to find the first time you were brought here to meet your werewolf pack?”


“No, I guess not.”


“It’s just so…”


“Normal,” Adam said, cutting her off.


“I was going to say cookie cutter. It looks like a beautiful family home, not a wolf den.”


Adam laughed outright. “I don’t think I’ve heard anyone refer to Mike’s house as a wolf den before.”


“I find this hard to believe. I mean, you’re all werewolves, you meet here to discuss your wolf business, right? I think wolf den is a perfectly logical description.”


Adam smiled down at her and leaned in kissing her sweetly on her lips. Shayla closed her eyes and relished the feelings this brought to the forefront of her mind. 


“I can’t believe I get to do that now.” Adam cupped her face and leaned in to kiss her one more time. 


When he pulled back Shayla looked at him with a shy smile. “And I can’t believe I was too blind to see that I could have had that all along.”


Adam dropped his hand from her face and took hers, lacing their fingers together. “Let’s go get this over with. The sooner this is over the sooner we can get out of here and get started catching up on all that missed time.”


“I like that idea,” Shayla agreed.


	

	
	Chapter Seven


Adam


“Adam, what is she doing here?” 


Adam and Shayla ran into Jared as soon as they walked into Mike’s house. Adam had sent Mike a text letting him know he had something important to discuss with him before Shayla insisted on coming with him. He hadn’t bothered giving his pack alpha a heads up about Shayla because he already knew how Mike would respond. Jared’s greeting when they walked through the door only solidified his expectations. 


Before Adam could respond, Shayla stepped in front of Jared and gave him her two cents. “I’m here because what he needs to say involves me and that jerk Kevin Hall.”


Adam knew Mike would not appreciate such bravado from Shayla, but that didn’t stop him from smiling and feeling incredibly proud she’d found the courage to take charge around a man she didn’t know. Jared was a pretty intimidating guy standing at six-four and built like a solid wall of muscle. He knew she was afraid. He could hear the quiver in her voice as she spoke, this was a huge step for her. 


Jared looked at Shayla in astonishment for a moment, obviously shocked by her assertion that she belonged there. When Jared looked up at Adam he was smirking, something he didn’t see Jared do often, if at all. Adam knew Shayla had impressed him too. Grown men didn’t step to Jared the way that Shayla just had. “Oh, I like her,” Jared said. “I don’t know if Mike will feel the same, but whatever the two of you are here to discuss I’ve got your back. Any woman that has the balls to step up to me like that is a woman I want to know.”


Adam growled quietly and pulled Shayla back to his side wrapping his arm tight around her. “Don’t get any ideas, Jared. She’s mine.”


Jared laughed and held his hands up in surrender. “I got it. Just calm down. Nobody here is gonna to try taking your girl.”


“Good,” Adam said through clenched teeth. He looked over at Shayla and she was smiling at him. “What are you smiling about?”


“You just growled. Like, actually growled at him.”


“So,” Adam said with a shrug.


Shayla was about to speak but Jared interrupted before she could, “Alright you two, as much as I’d love to stay here and listen to your banter, the pack and our alpha are waiting.”


“Right,” Adam agreed, “we should go get this over with.”


He could feel the anxiety rolling off Shayla the minute Jared mentioned the pack; he knew everyone else would be able to sense it too. It was one of their wolf gifts: heightened senses and awareness of others. They all knew she was there by now, if they hadn’t picked up on her scent the moment the two of them walked in the door. He squeezed her hand and pulled her in close like a protective shield as they made their way further into the house to face the rest of his pack. 


As soon as they walked into the meeting hall, Mike was in Adam’s face and slammed him against a wall. The powerful impact made Adam lose his grip on Shayla’s hand and she was pushed backwards into Jared. 


“Adam!” Shayla cried out as she reached out for him, but Jared held her tight and bent to whisper in her ear. 


Adam was grateful for Jared, in that moment, because he could already feel rage taking him over. Mike might have been after him but he had shoved Shayla in the process and done so without any reservation or concern whatsoever. When Shayla screamed his name and he caught sight of her trembling hands and tears streaking her beautiful face Adam lost it. He felt the fire rush through him; he heard the sound of fabric tearing as his clothing went flying when his wolf ripped out of him and he shifted. 


When he shifted, Mike still practically on top of him, where he’d shoved him up against the wall and Adam’s front claws came down across Mike’s face and torso ripping his flesh as they did so. Everything happened so fast Mike and the rest of the pack seemed to be in shock. Mike stood in front of him, blood soaking his shirt and his face nearly unrecognizable, and Adam stepped forward sizing up his prey and ready to attack. A loud growl tore from his throat and that was what it took for Mike to wake up and realize he was in serious danger. Mike shifted, the torn shreds of his clothing flying everything, and before his feet hit the ground he thrust out his alpha power over Adam trying to force him to heel, but it didn’t work. Adam could feel Mike’s power touch him, but instead of the powerful force he usually encountered when Mike issued an order it just felt like a light breeze passing over him. He took a step towards Mike and watched as his alpha’s eyes widened in shock. He heard the pack members talking around them and trying to figure out why Mike’s order hadn’t forced him into compliance. Mike barred his teeth and let out another loud, threatening growl as he advanced on Adam. 


“NO!” Shayla screamed. Mike’s head jerked to the side and his focus shifted from Adam to Shayla. “Please, don’t hurt him,” Shayla pleaded with Mike. “I made him bring me. It’s not his fault.”


Mike took a step towards Shayla, and Adam let his fire engulf him until his fur was made up entirely of blue flames. Mike’s attention immediately moved away from Shayla and back to him. Everything around them faded and all Adam could see was an enemy he needed to eliminate. Someone who had threatened the woman he loved; someone who he was going to stop even if it means killing him. Mike must have clued in on his train of thought because he began backing up as Adam advanced on him. He had never seen Mike back down from anyone, even on the few occasions when another werewolf had come along and had the mind to challenge him for his role, but Mike was backing down. Adam’s unusual ability gave him an advantage that Mike just didn’t have. It was an advantage Adam had never intended to use to gain power within his pack or any other in the werewolf community. Becoming an alpha just never held any interest for him. But, seeing Mike shove Shayla and then size her up while he was shifted as a wolf had thrown Adam’s control out the window. If killing Mike was what he had to do to defend Shayla and ensure her safety, he wasn’t about to hesitate to do what needed to be done.


Adam bent his legs as he got ready to attack, but before he could make the leap to take Mike out Shayla’s voice brought everything to a standstill. “Adam, please don’t do this.” 


Her voice was so quiet a normal person wouldn’t have been able to hear what she said, but Adam wolf ears could pick up on people whispering a hundred feet away. He turned to face Shayla and Jorden finally let her go so she could approach Adam. Adam concentrated on calming himself down and drew his flames back into himself. There was no way he’d risk allowing Shayla too close to him while he was in that state, not when a simple touch could turn the strongest of werewolves to ash. 


Shayla moved closer to him once his fur was back to normal. Mike hadn’t moved back in their direction but Adam continued to make sure he watched him in his peripheral view. She reached out with a shaky hand and ran her fingers through the fur on the top of his head. “I don’t want you to hurt your friends or you pack over me, Adam. I understand sometimes you have to hurt others to protect yourself, but I don’t want you to feel like you have to hurt those close to you.”


Adam shifted back into his human self and pulled her close. He kissed her on the top of her head and let his cheek rest on her head for a second. Pulling back just far enough he could see her face, Adam placed his fingers under her chin and lifted her face so she was looking in his eyes. “Shay, I thought you understood. No one is more important to me than you. I love you, I always have. I will never stand by and let someone hurt you. We both know I stood aside in the past because you asked me to, and we both know how that turned out. That will never happen again.”


Shayla had tears in her eyes as she stared back at him and she tilted her head up to give him a quick kiss. When she pulled back Adam kept her close and turned his head to look at Mike directly. “I don’t want to fight you, but I won’t let you hurt her. You need to hear me out. We aren’t the threat, Mike. Kevin Hall is and he is the reason Shayla has been drug into our business, so if you want to blame someone for Shayla being brought here, into our pack, then you need to blame him. If you can’t accept that and you try to go after Shayla, or hurt her again in your attempt to put me in my place then I will end you.” Adam looked around the room at the rest of his pack mates, “That goes for anyone who wishes Shayla harm.”


Mike stared at Adam for a minute before shifting back into his human form. He looked behind Adam and Shayla to Jared. When Adam saw the two of them nod to one another he knew they’d been having a private conversation in their minds: benefits of being the alpha and beta. He had no idea what they had just agreed on so he made sure to stay alert and close to Shayla. If they were agreeing that Shayla or he were a threat then he was ready to fight to protect her from whatever, and whoever they threw at her. 


Eventually Mike looked back to Adam and Shayla. He looked Adam in the eyes when he spoke, “We will hear you out. No innocent human should be used to gaze power in our community. If that is what Kevin Hall intends to do it may be time for us to stop standing by idly, and take action against him before he comes for us.”


“Thank you,” Adam said. He briefly looked back to Shayla and squeezed her hand hoping to reassure her everything would be okay. He honestly wasn’t sure that it would be yet, but she needed to believe that it would. She needed to hold on to hope. If she lost hope that they could win this fight then she might spiral back into a deep depression, and that was something Adam didn’t know if he could save her from…not again. 


With Shayla’s hand in his they followed Mike towards a conference table he had set up in the dining room of his house. Mike sent someone to grab them both some clothes before they sat around the table to discuss the details of Kevin’s plan, or at least the parts that Adam knew about. They sat down with Mike, Jared, and a handful of long-standing pack members including Lou, Zack, Allen, Chris, Joanna, and Kelly—they made up the pack leaders. Adam told them everything he knew. He told them about Kevin using Shayla to get to him and his threats against her if Adam refused to do what he was told. He explained that Kevin planned to use him as a hit man to take out key members of different packs so he could swoop in and take charge himself, and Shayla backed up everything he said. 


Mike sat quietly for a few minutes once Adam and Shayla finished telling him what they knew. His silence had Adam feeling on edge again and his skin was tingling as his wolf prepared to make another appearance if needed. He wished he had the ability to read minds in that moment. Jared slammed his fist on the table and Adam’s eyes shot to wear Jared stood. His friend’s face was bright red and he was clinching his fists so tight his knuckles had gone white. Jared’s glare was focused on Mike and Adam knew that wasn’t a good sign. He could feel the tension thickening the air in the room so he jumped up and pulled Shayla behind him. 


Jared bent over the table holding himself up with his closed fists, and keeping his anger focused on Mike. “How can you abandon a member of your own pack so easily! What kind of alpha are you?”


Mike stood and leaned over the table in Jared direction. With their large statures, the two men were only inches apart. “I will not jeopardize our entire pack for one member and his human girlfriend.” Mike turned his glare towards Shayla, “She means nothing to our pack.”


Adam was growling and his wolf was fighting for release but Shayla was still clutching at his hand and he couldn’t risk shifting so close to her. 


Jared slammed his fist on the table in front of him again and Mike’s gaze turned back to his beta. “It’s not just about them, Mike! How can you not see that? Kevin won’t stop until he has complete control and he will kill us all if we get in his way.”


“YOU WILL NOT QUESTION ME,” Mike’s words were laced with alpha power. Adam felt it washing over the room and knew he intended it for all of them and not just Jared. 


Jared stood up straight and a look of pure shock registered on his face. Adam looked around the room and saw the same expression gracing the faces of every pack member at the table. Mike might be the alpha but it was against werewolf law for an alpha to use his power in such a way. It was looked at as stealing someone’s freewill to take away a pack member’s ability to ask questions in pack matters. The alpha might have final rule and the power to enforce such, but every werewolf in the pack was entitled to voice their concerns. Luckily, Mike’s power had no influence on Adam yet again. Somehow his gifts must have allowed him to protect his mind from his alpha’s influence. 


Before Adam could step away from Shayla to address Mike, Jared moved around the table to stand in front of Mike. With his teeth clenched he growled out the one thing Adam thought he’d never hear his friend say, “I challenge you.”


The anger on Mike’s face morphed into surprise, and for a brief second Adam saw fear flicker behind his lashes before he smoothed his face into a stoic glare. Other than Adam, Jared was the pack’s strongest fighter and Mike wouldn’t stand a chance against him. The other members around the table stood up and moved towards the back of the room wear Adam and Shayla stood. They got out of the way just in time. Jared shifted and attacked Mike, raking a claw down his face, before his feet fully hit the ground. 


Adam turned to Shayla. He couldn’t let her witness what was about to happen. “Shay, come one. We’ve gotta get out of here. Now.”


Shayla nodded quickly. She was shaking in fear as he pulled her from the room. Unfortunately, getting her out of the room did nothing to keep her from hearing the sounds of the two wolves as they fought for control. There was growling and howling as one of them was dealt a painful blow. Adam felt torn between showing support for Jared, his friend who’d stood up for Adam and Shayla to do the right thing, and getting Shayla away from the house as quickly as possible. He decided that Jared could handle himself, but he didn’t think Shayla would be able to handle being in the house while another person was killed so he ushered her towards the door. 


When they stepped outside onto the porch she turned to face him and pressed her hands to his chest to stop him. “You have to go back in. They are your pack, and Jared is your friend. I know you want to be in there to show him the same support he gave us.”


He covered her hands with his and shook his head no. “He’ll understand. I’m not leaving you alone, Shay.”


“Adam, I’ll be fine. I’ll just be out here waiting in the car. It’s the right thing to do. Now, go.” She pointed toward the door they’d just walked through. Adam opened his mouth to argue again but she put her fingers over his mouth and stopped him. 


“Fine,” he relented, “but you get in the car and lock the doors. Don’t come out until I come to get you.”


Adam still insisted on walking her to the car and he didn’t walk away until he heard the distinct sound of the locks going into effect, then he turned around and ran back into the house praying he would find Jared coming out on top.


	

	
	Chapter Eight


Shayla


Shayla kept her eyes open as she sat in the car waiting for Adam to come back out. She was still in a bit of shock that their coming here and asking for help had led to this. Adam had tried to warn her but she wouldn’t listen, and now someone was going to die because of her. They might not have asked Jared to challenge Mike for his role as the pack alpha, but they were to blame nonetheless. He challenged Mike because Mike refused to help her and Adam. The best outcome she could hope for now was that Jared would be the one to come out on top. Still, even that result wasn’t one she could be happy about because it would mean that Mike was dead and she didn’t want anyone getting hurt over her.


It felt like hours were passing by as she sat there waiting for Adam to return, but her phone told her it had barely been fifteen minutes. Shayla thought she saw something out of the corner of her eye to the left of the car, but when she turned to look in that direction all she saw was the tree line. She felt a chill run down her spine. Something was wrong. She stared at the front door willing it to open. She needed to see Adam--to know that he was okay. 


Shayla waited another five minutes still staring at the door to the house but nothing happened. The bad feeling she had grew until she could no longer sit and wait to find out what was going on. She put her hand on the door handle and slowly pulled it pushing the door open. The second she stepped away from the car a large gray wolf came barreling at her. 


Shayla screamed and turned to run but the wolf was much faster than her. She felt something sharp graze her back, and turned her head to see the wolf clamping down on the back of her shirt with his razor-sharp teeth. He lifted his head and her feet left the ground. Shayla screamed louder and started thrashing around trying to kick the wolf, or make him lose his grip on her shirt so she could get away. She heard a loud crash and the wolf jerked his head, and subsequently her body in the direction of the house. A familiar looking werewolf burst through the splintered door and was barreling in their direction. When she caught sight of the bright, glowing blue eyes she knew that it was Adam. His presence didn’t have the usual calming effect it usual offered her when she was in a panic. How could he possibly get to her while she was being held in the mouth of another werewolf?


Shayla heard more growling from behind. When she turned her head more werewolves were making their way towards them. They appeared to be coming from the back of the house. Shayla couldn’t tell if the newly approaching wolves were friends of hers or her captor. Either way she was shaking with fear. She could only remember being this afraid one other time in her life, and on that particular day she had almost lost her life. That night would forever be with her thanks to the nightmares and the gnarly scar that took over one side of her face. Now, she would have two permanent nightmares to deal with—that was, of course, if she survived long enough to ever attempt sleep again. 


The wolves were heading their way at a full run and Shayla closed her eyes not wanting to see what was coming. Maybe if they were quick about it she wouldn’t feel too much pain when they ripped her to pieces. She expected to feel pain any second, but instead she felt herself fall the short distance from the wolf’s mouth just before her body collided with the ground. Shayla’s eyes flew open and she saw several of the wolves from the backyard ripping into the wolf who’d had her in its jaws seconds before. She forced herself up onto her feet and turned to run for the car, then she jumped inside and quickly locked the doors. The fight between the wolves only lasted a matter of moments. Considering how highly outnumbered her captor was Shayla wasn’t surprised that he was put down quickly. Including Adam, it had been six on one. Considering what Adam had told her about himself she imagined he could have taken out her attacker on his own. 


As soon as the werewolf who had attacked her was taken down, Adam shifted and snatched her car door open. He pulled her into his tight embrace with her face pressed against his bare chest. Adam pressed his cheek to the top of her head. It took Shayla a minute to realize he was actually the one shaking, and she wrapped her arms around him and held him as tightly as she could. 


“I thought I was going to lose you,” Adam said. 


His voice was shaky and thick. Shayla knew he was struggling to control his feelings. Adam liked to be the strong one. He always tried to put on a happy facade for her, even when she knew he was having a rough day, so hearing such raw emotions in his voice was a huge deal. He was vulnerable in that moment and it was Shayla’s turn to show him some support for once. She was scared trashless, without question, but she wanted to make him see that she was fine. The jerk had scared her, but he hadn’t hurt her. She pulled her head away from his chest so that she could look up into his face. 


“I’m okay,” she told him. “He didn’t hurt me, thanks to you and your friends. You kept me safe, just like you always do.”


“Huh,” Adam’s face grew stoic and his mouth was pressed into a firm scowl. “You wouldn’t have even been in danger tonight if it wasn’t for me.”


“That’s not true.”


“Yeah it is, Shay. None of this would have happened to you if you didn’t know me. Not tonight, not Kevin trying to weasel his way into your life, none of it. You didn’t even know werewolves were real two days ago, and if I wasn’t in your life you could have continued living your life normally. I was stupid to believe I could keep my world from interfering with yours.”


Now he was pissing her off. He had saved her every bit as much as the doctors had after Eric beat her and left her for dead. The doctors kept her body alive, but Adam was the one who made her want to live again. She took a step back and glared up at him. “You are the only..." Shayla was interrupted by an approaching wolf. 


Jared shifted back into his human self before he made it all the way over to them. He was naked with blood splattered over his body. Shayla averted her eyes as she felt a warm blush creep up her face and heard Jared chuckle beside her, but he was nice enough not to call her out on her embarrassment. She had never seen as many naked men as she had on this night in all of her life. 


Adam was focused on Jared and there was no amusement in his tone when he spoke. “Is that mother idiot dead?”


“No,” Jared replied. 


Adam growled deep in his throat. Shayla couldn’t stop the shiver that ran through her body as the underlying malice of the sound ran through her, but she closed her eyes and allowed her inner monologue to run on repeat. It’s just Adam. He won’t hurt you. He loves you. He isn’t Eric. When she had the shivering under control she opened her eyes and saw the other werewolves from Adam’s pack approaching. They were dragging the unconscious body of the wolf who had attacked her, and Adam moved so that his body was blocking her from the jerk.


“Throw that piece of trash in the basement,” Jared instructed the others. “When he wakes up we’ll get some answers out of him, or he’ll die painfully.”


“I don’t know what good interrogating him will do,” Adam said. “He belongs to Kevin’s pack. That’s all I need to know.”


Shayla didn’t need to hear Adam speak the words to know there was an underlying threat in what he’d just said. Apparently, neither did Jared. 


“Adam,” Jared’s voice was stern but calm, “we need to be smart about this. If you go in there all half-cocked throwing blows things won’t end the way you want.”


“We don’t need to be anything,” Adam snapped. “I am going to kill that prick.”


“You’re not going after him alone.” Jared was getting pissed. Shayla could hear it in the way his words were starting to roll off his tongue like a growl. “I know how powerful you are, Adam, but even you don’t stand a chance against an entire pack by yourself. Especially not Kevin’s pack; he controls the largest pack in the country.”


“As long as I get to kill him, it doesn’t matter what happens to me.”


Shayla heard all she was going to stand by and listen to. She moved between Jared and Adam, who were staring each other down, and put her hands against Adam’s chest and pushed him hard. It was like pushing against a stone wall that wouldn’t budge, but it got his attention and he looked at her in shock. “You will not go after Kevin alone! Don’t you understand that I can’t lose you?”


Shayla didn’t realize she was crying until Adam took her face gently in his hands, wiping her tears away with thumbs. She couldn’t help it. In that moment her heart was breaking. In that moment, with images of Adam being killed swirling through her head, Shayla knew that she was in love with him too. She had been blind to his love for years, too afraid to let another man into her heart after Eric did his best to make it stop beating. She had let him kiss her, and she’d even kissed him back and accepted that their friendship was more than that, but she had yet to return his admission of love. It was time for her to change that. Maybe if Adam knew his love was returned it would be enough to convince him to listen to Jared and allow his pack to help him fight Kevin and stay alive. 


Shayla wrapped her hands around his wrists and leaned up on her toes to press a kiss to his lips. When she pulled back from the kiss she stayed close to Adam and looked him in the eyes so he could see just how serious she was. “I love you. Please listen to Jared and let your pack help you. I can’t lose you.”


Tears were steadily streaming down her face, and she could see that Adam was struggling to hold his own emotions in check if the tears shimmering in his eyes were any indication. He wiped her tears away again, but there really wasn’t any use. She was full on crying and the only thing that could make it stop was Adam. 


He bent and gave her the most intense kiss she’d ever experienced. Shayla was certain she could feel it all the way to her toes and back again. It was like that single kiss left an impression all over her, inside and out, and she allowed herself to relax, her body melting against Adam’s. She wasn’t sure how long they stood there kissing before the sound of a throat being cleared pulled her out of the bliss Adam’s kiss had induced, but as far as she was concerned it was too soon.


Jared’s voice broke through the happy haze Shayla had quickly fallen into. “Maybe we try interrogating the jerk the guys threw in the basement before the two of you…ya know, maul each other in the driveway.”


Adam shoved Jared, and the guy took a couple steps back laughing. Shayla’s face took on the red shade of a stop sign thanks to the heat of her blush. All it had taken was a kiss from Adam to make her forget about the fact that they were not alone. Not only weren’t they alone, but she was currently standing between two naked men: Jared and Adam. How did people grow so comfortable being naked around each other all of the time? 


Adam let out a breath and nodded in agreement with Jared. He took her hand and started for the house, but stopped again after only taking a couple steps. “I think I should take Shayla home first.” He turned to face her. “You shouldn’t be here while we do this. Kevin might send backup when this guy doesn’t show up.”


“I’m not going home, Adam. Do you really think I’m any safer at home alone? Kevin Hall has more than enough resources to track down where we live. Besides, I’m not leaving you. I got us into this mess.”


Adam shook his head. “None of this is your fault, Shayla. The only reason Kevin is after you is to get to me.”


“That might be true,” Shayla interrupted him, “but something in my gut told me that Kevin and his entourage were off. I was too worried about my job to listen to the warning bells in my own head.”


Adam’s mouth was drawn tight as he stared back at her. When he opened his mouth to speak again he was cut off before he could get a word out by Jared stepping between the two of them. “The two of you standing here arguing isn’t gettin us anywhere. Adam, I know this isn’t what you wanna hear, but she is right. She’ll be safer here where she has all of us watchin her back.”


Adam glared at Jared and crossed his arms over his chest defiantly. Shayla stepped up next to Jared and mimicked Adam’s pose. She could be just as stubborn as him. Apparently, something about her stance was funny because Adam looked her up and down with amusement dancing in his eyes and a smirk on his face. 


“Fine,” he said after a moment, “Jared makes a good point.” Adam shifted his focus to Jared and said, “Just make sure the rest of the pack is on board. I need to know they will protect her like she was their own.”


Jared gave an affirmative nod. “I don’t think that’ll be a problem after what they just witnessed with me and Mike, but I’ll be sure to emphasize they are expected to ensure no harm comes to Shayla.”


“Thanks,” Adam said. He held his hand out to Jared who took it in a firm handshake. 


Shayla turned to Jared to thank him. “Thank you for this, Jared. I feel safe here-a lot safer than I would at home.”


“We protect our own,” he said. “You are with Adam and that makes you pack, wolf or not.”


Shayla couldn’t remember the last time she felt like she belonged somewhere, yet with just a few words Jared had made her feel like she was at home. She closed the gap between then and awkwardly wrapped her arms around him in a hug. Her voice was a whisper when she repeated the words, “Thank you.” 


Jared patted her on the back in acknowledgment and then she stepped back. She was surprised to hear Jared chuckle, but he wasn’t looking at her. She looked at Adam and saw that his eyes were glowing and if looks could kill she knew Jared would burst into flames in that moment. 


“She hugged me, man. I’m sure she just couldn’t help herself.” 


Adam’s eyes got even brighter for a second before he pulled Shayla to his side and put his arm around her waist in blatantly possessive move. Shay just smiled and shook her head slightly. Adam looked over her shoulder at Jared. “Alpha or not, I won’t hesitate to rip your arms off if I see them around my girl like that again. I don’t care if she hugged you first or not. Hands off.”


“Oh, you’ve got it bad brother,” Jared said. “I think it is safe to say that your wolf has already started bonding with her. Don’t worry, I’m pretty sure she only wants you too.” 


Jared gave her a small smile, but Shayla was more confused than before. What was bonding? She turned to Adam to ask him to explain but she didn’t get the chance. Someone came running out straight for the three of them and all the amusement instantly fell from Jared’s expression. “What’s going on Lou?” 


“He is awake and back in his human form.”


“Okay. We were on our way down to wake his rear up anyway. Adam and I will get some answers out of him.”


Shayla notice Lou kept glancing at her and he looked like he needed to say something more but was afraid to. Adam must have noticed as well. “Is there something else, Lou?” he asked.


“He said he’ll talk, but only if he gets to see Shayla. Said they have some catching up to do.”


Shayla felt Adam tense beside her and without looking at him she knew the expression on his face must have been one of rage because Lou flinched ever so slightly, and then he stepped back to put some distance between them. 


“No way!” Adam growled out. “He’ll talk to me or I will show him real pain.”


“I’ll do it,” Shayla said. All three men’s eyes were drawn to her. “He’s in a cage, right? And I’ll have you guys there with me. He won’t be able to get to me.”


“No,” Adam tone was harsh and his eyes were glowing brighter than before, but she knew it came from a place of love. He just wanted to protect her.


“Adam, we are in this together. If this is all I can do to help then I want to do it. You’ll be right there with me. He won’t be able to hurt me.”


Adam closed his eyes and took a deep breath. When he opened his eyes and looked at her they were still glowing but it had dimmed significantly. “You stay by my side at all times, and if he does anything I construe as a threat to you then you’re out of there.”


Shayla gave him a quick kiss. “No problem,” she agreed. 


“Well,” Jared said, “since we all seem to be on the same page, let’s go see what this douchebag has to say.”


	

	
	Chapter Nine


Adam


Adam’s skin was crawling. The last thing he wanted to do was take Shayla anywhere near this S.O.B. especially at the guy’s request. What was he up to anyway? 


He held Shayla’s hand as they made their way down the stair to the basement where the guy was being held. The logical assumption was Kevin had sent the guy to deliver a message, but something in Adam’s gut told him that wasn’t the case. When they approached the cage and the prisoner came into view Shayla pulled her hand from his, covering her mouth with both hands as she cried out, “No!” The tears running down her face were instantaneous.


“Hello darlin’,” Eric said. He had a sickening smile plastered on his face as he addressed Shayla, and he moved as close to the front of the cage as he could get without touching the bars. 


Adam was torn between needing to comfort Shayla and wanting to rip Eric’s head off. How was he here? He was supposed to be locked up for the foreseeable future for attempted murder. Flashbacks to the day he found Shayla unconscious and covered in her own blood sent a heightened wave of rage through Adam and he took last two steps that had separated him from standing directly in front of the cage. Before anyone had time to understand his intensions, Adam had his arms through the bars of the cage and he grabbed Eric and yanked him forward. He held Eric’s face against the silver bars and listened to the sounds of his flesh searing. Werewolves and silver didn’t mix—that was one thing the fairy tales got right. 


Eric was yelling out a string of profanities that would make the devil himself cringe as he fought to pull Adam’s arms away. He was fighting a losing battle. Adam had never been happier to be the strongest of his kind than he was in right at that moment. He could hear his brothers yelling at him to let the guy go, but they didn’t know who Eric was and how he’d tried to kill Shayla. If they knew Adam was sure they’d be right there trying to help him rip the guy to pieces. He also knew that none of them would try to pull him away for fear of getting burned—literally. They wouldn’t risk becoming a victim to his blue flames, so when he felt hands tugging at one of his arms he knew it could only be one person. He turned his head and was face to face with Shayla. Her face was tear stained and her hands were shaking, but she was still putting every ounce of strength she had into trying to pull him back. His need to comfort her overrode his desire to kill Eric, and he let his arms drop from where they were holding the jerk’s face to the bars. 


Adam wrapped Shayla in his arms and she quickly buried her face in his chest. He bent his head and kissed the top of her hair before lowering his mouth to whisper in her ear, “I’m sorry, Shay. Let’s get you out of here.”


He felt her shake her head against his chest before she pulled back and looked up at him. “No, Adam. He can’t get to me and I won’t run from him. Not anymore.” She roughly wiped her own tears from her cheeks and squared her shoulders like she was ready to take on the world. 


The sound of Eric laughing had them both turning to look back at the cage. “So, you finally grew the balls to make a move on my girl while I was away. Too bad for you I’m back now and Shayla is mine.” 


“I am not your anything,” Shayla told Eric. Her voice was strong and steady and Adam felt a sense of pride in her new-found strength. A week ago, he was sure that seeing Eric would have sent her backwards into a deep depression. Now she was facing him, with the new-found knowledge that he was a werewolf, and she wasn’t backing down. 


“See, darlin’, that’s where you’re wrong. See, if your girlfriend Adam here had been smart he would have turned you himself. Now, when you go through the change you will be a member of my pack, like it or not, and Kevin has already promised you to me.”


Adam felt his heart jump into his throat. He grabbed Shayla by the shoulders and quickly turned her so he could examine her back where wolf-Eric had been carrying her in his mouth by her clothes. He should have checked her sooner but everything had happened so fast and Shayla hadn’t said anything about being bit. He moved the ripped fabric out of the way so he could get a good look at her skin. There it was, right on her lower back, a fresh werewolf bite. Adam felt his heart stop and he nearly fell to the ground as his knees went weak. 


“Adam?” Shayla’s voice was shaky. “What is he talking about?”


“He bit you, Shay. He’s right. Once bitten every new werewolf is automatically a part of the pack their sire is in. In this case that means Kevin Hall is going to be your alpha.”


Shayla stood there, unmoving and in shock, just staring at him for what felt like an eternity. Adam turned back to Eric. He was going to kill him right now. If Shayla was cursed to become a member of Kevin’s pack he would at least spare her from being given to Eric. 


Adam took a step towards the cage and Shayla’s hand shot up and grabbed his arm stopping him before he could move closer. “You can fix it,” she said.


Adam turned to face her and ran his hands down her upper arms. “I wish I could, but…”


“No,” Shayla cut him off, “you can. You told me you are the stronger than any other werewolf you’ve ever met, and if I guessed right you were able to resist Mike’s alpha commands earlier tonight, right?” Adam nodded. “Then we could assume your bite would override Eric’s.”


Adam’s eyebrows drew together as he ran her words through his head. When he didn’t immediately respond, Shayla put her hands on either side of his face and locked on his gaze. “I believe if you bite me now it can override Eric’s venom, or whatever you call it.”


“I think she’s on to somethin’,” Jared said. Adam looked at his friend. Jared had stayed back and let things play out since they came down to the basement and Adam had temporarily forgot he was there. “You are the most powerful wolf anyone knows of, and considering you can ignore the demands of your own alpha I bet you could alter her path.”


Adam brought his gaze back to Shayla’s. “You want me to bite you? I don’t know if…”


Shayla reached up and pressed a finger against his lips silencing him. “You can. I won’t be a part of Kevin’s pack.” She turned to glare at Eric who was still just watching them and smiling like a jerk. “I won’t let him touch me, ever.”


He knew that she was right. If there was any way to save her from Eric it would be this. “I’ll do it, but not here with him watching.”


“You can use one of the rooms upstairs if you want privacy,” Jared told them.


“Thanks,” Adam nodded to his friend. This was going to be hard enough. He didn’t need an audience watching them. He took Shayla’s hand and led her up the stairs to the main floor. Eric was yelling taunts at them for a few seconds before Adam heard the sound of searing flesh and Eric’s words were cut off by the sound of him screaming. Adam smiled and said, “Thank you,” quietly knowing Jared would still be able to hear him.


Adam led Shayla to one of the rooms upstairs and shut the door behind them. His palms were sweating and his stomach was rolling like a hamster wheel. Shayla walked over to the bed and sat down and he just stayed by the door watching her. 


She was watching him and he knew she was waiting for him to do what had to be done, but he was frozen in place. “Adam, we have to do this,” she said. “I know it’s not gonna be pleasant, but it has to be done. I can’t…” Her words were broken off by her tears and Adam suddenly remembered how to move. 


Adam was across the room and had Shayla in his arms in the blink of an eye. “You don’t ever have to worry about that, Shay. I won’t let him touch you. I’m just a little nervous. I’ve never done this before.”


Shayla leaned back and looked at him, her drawn in confusion. “You’ve never bitten anyone?” 


“No,” he said, “I’ve bitten people in a fight but they were already werewolves. I’ve just never changed anyone.”


“Is that unusual?”


“Yes. There aren’t many of us who have enough control in the beginning to prevent ourselves from turning someone accidentally. It’s an instinct that we must fight. It’s like our wolves drive us to grow the pack, and when we’re newly turned it is hard to fight that instinct. Jared is the only other werewolf in our pack who has never turned another werewolf.”


“Does that mean you don’t know how?”


Adam chuckled and ran his hand through her hair. It was a calming gesture but he really did it to calm himself more than Shayla. “No. Like I said it’s an instinct. My wolf knows exactly what to do.”


“So, do you have to shift before you can do it?”


“No, not really. If I just let my canines extend that will be enough.”


Shayla let out a sigh of relief. “I’ve got to admit that is good to hear.”


He smirked at her. “Are you saying you don’t like my wolf, Shay?”


“It’s not that. You are actually pretty striking as a wolf, but you have to admit you’re also more intimidating…and large.”


Adam was smiling. He’d never had anyone tell him he looked striking as a wolf or a man. 


“Do you think you have to bight me in the same place he did?” Shayla asked him. 


That wiped the smile off his face. “I don’t think that will matter. If this is going to work it shouldn’t matter where I bite you.”


Shayla pushed her hair off her shoulder and exposed her neck to him. “I’d like you to bite me here.” She touched the side of her neck with her fingers.


“You know I’m not a vampire, right?”


Shayla rolled her eyes at him. “Obviously. Vampires aren’t furry. I am assuming your bite will leave a mark. I want others to see it. I want him to see it.”


Adam hadn’t even considered biting her on the neck but when she put it like that he couldn’t deny that it made the bonded wolf in him happy. “Are you sure? The scar will never go away.”


“It won’t be the first scar a man ever gave me,” she ran her fingers over the large scar that ran down her face, “but it will be one that I chose. One that brings me strength and actually represents love instead of knocking me down.”


Adam searched her face for any sign that she wasn’t one hundred percent sure, but she didn’t waver. He would do this the way she wanted him to. “Alright. If it’s what you really want.”


“It is,” she said without any hesitation. 


Adam moved in closer to her. He pressed a soft kiss to her neck, right where she’d indicated wanting his bite, then he let his teeth descend and pressed them into her flesh. He went slow, trying to make it as painless as possible for her, but there wasn’t much that he could do. Shayla gasped and he had to resist the urge to pull away too quickly. He didn’t want to rip her throat by snatching back. It only took a minute and then he slowly pulled his mouth away from her neck and retracted his elongated teeth. 


Shayla brought her hand up to cover the wound on her neck. “How long will it take?” she asked him.


“You should start noticing the changes in your body in a few hours. You’ll start feeling stronger, and your vision and hearing will get sharper as well as your sense of smell. Basically, all your senses will become more intense and then you’ll shift. The length of time it takes for the change to complete is different from person to person. It just depends on how strong you’re going to be, but it is usually complete within twelve hours. The longer it takes, the stronger you’ll be.”


“How long did it take for you?”


“Forty-eight.”


Shayla’s eyes grew large. “Do you know anyone else who took that long?”


Adam shook his head no. “Jared’s transformation took eighteen hours. Other than myself that is the longest known change for any werewolf we are aware of.”


“So, Jared is exceptionally strong too.”


“Yes. He is stronger than anyone other than myself. He just doesn’t have any special abilities. I’m the only one who is known to have developed special gifts.”


Adam noticed Shayla’s eyes beginning to droop. The change was beginning and he knew she was on the verge of passing out. Becoming another species was exhausting work. He rubbed her back as he said, “You should lay down before you pass out. The first half of the change is tiring. Just lay back and close your eyes. I will stay with you and I’ll be here when you wake up.”


Shayla barely nodded, her eyes were already closing, and he moved her up the bed and put her head on the pillows, then he pulled the blankets over her. Adam climbed in behind her and wrapped his arms around her. He closed his eyes and sent a prayer up to whoever might be listening that this would work. He’d never wanted this life for her but he dang sure didn’t want her to wind up in Kevin’s pack. At least this way she would still be with him and he would be able to protect her. At this point it was the best he could hope for.


	

	
	Chapter Ten


Shayla


Shayla could hear so many voices. It sounded like somebody was having a party while she tried to sleep. “Ugh, so loud,” she mumbled in her sleepy haze. 


She felt soft lips being pressed against her neck and opened her eyes. It was dark in the room but she could see everything. Even though she couldn’t feel anything on her face, she was sure this was what looking through night goggles would be like. She rolled over and came face to face with Adam. He gently pushed her hair back from her face, and leaned in placing a soft kiss on her lips. Shayla noted that this kiss felt different from before—more intense. Shayla brought her hands up to the back of his head and twined her fingers in his hair at the base of his neck as she deepened the kiss. Adam groaned into her mouth making her sigh. 


Shayla had the overwhelming desire to get closer to him so she wiggled her body as close to him as she could get. She felt like her body was on fire and she needed Adam to put it out, but Adam apparently had other plans. He took her wrists in his hands and pulled her hands down and away from his hair, then he pulled his head back separating their mouths and ending their scorching kiss. Shayla groaned making Adam chuckle.


“How are you feeling?” he asked her, then kissed the tip of her nose.


“Well, I was feeling pretty great until you pulled away and ruined my fun.”


“Trust me, it wasn’t easy, but we need to make sure you’re okay. That is what’s most important right now.”


“I feel great. Better than I ever have, actually. How long was I asleep?”


Adam’s face changed. He looked nervous. “You’ve been asleep for more than two days.”


Shayla’s eyes grew wide with shock. “Does that mean…”


“That you’ll be as strong or stronger than me,” Adam interrupted, reading her thoughts before she could get the words out. “Yes. Or at least that is the way this usually works, and since your transition isn’t complete…”


It was Shayla who cut him off this time. “Wait—what?”


“When it is complete you will shift for the first time. It’s not something we consciously do the first time around. It’s instinctual. Since you haven’t shifted yet you’re change hasn’t completed. Considering you’ve already surpassed the time it took for my change to complete there is no telling how strong you’re going to be in the end. Even if you were to shift right now it has still been more than forty-eight hours.”


Shayla narrowed her eyes at him. His voice was becoming louder, higher pitched, his eyes were dilated, and she could tell his was fighting to hold back a smile. He was excited. “You’re happy about this, aren’t you?” 


Adam sat up and she followed his lead, then he took both of her hands in his. “I never wanted this for you, Shay, and I still have no intentions of letting you fight anyone, but I can’t deny it helps me rest a little easier knowing you’ll be able to defend yourself if you must.”


Shayla shook her head and smiled. “So, you will stop worrying about me so much then?”


Adam let his smile drop and gave her a stern look. “That is not what I said. I’ll never stop worrying about you.” The sound of a phone ringing interrupted their conversation. Adam huffed and rolled his eyes. “That’s probably Megan. She has been blowing up your phone. I finally answered after like the millionth time she called. You should answer it or she’ll just keep calling back.”


Adam turned to the side and grabbed her phone from the nightstand then turned back to hand it over to Shayla. It stopped ringing before she had the chance to swipe the screen and answer it. Before Shayla could pull up her contacts and return the call it was ringing again. “Hey Megan, “she answered. When her friend started talking, or yelling if she were being totally honest, she had to hold the phone away from her ear to keep her eardrum intact. 


“Shayla, what the heck’s goin’ on?” Megan yelled. “I’ve been trying to reach you for two days, and Adam won’t tell me trash. He said it’s not his place, that it’s yours. Somebody better start telling me something or so help me I …” 


“Megan,” Shayla interrupted her friend’s rant. She was afraid that Megan was going to give herself a coronary if she didn’t calm down asap. “Please, just calm down. I’m fine.”


“Where are you?” 


“I’m with Adam at,” she covered the phone and looked at Adam, “do I still call this Mike’s house?” she asked him in a whisper, knowing he’d be able to hear her fine but hoping Megan wouldn’t.


“No. It is Jared’s now that he is alpha. The house passes from alpha to alpha.”


She removed her hand from the phone’s mic. “We’re at Adam’s friend Jared’s house. We should be able to come home soon.”


Adam narrowed his eyes at her when she said that, but Shayla held up her hand to silence him before he said anything.


“Why have you been unavailable every time I’ve called if you’re so okay?”


Shayla could hear the annoyance in Megan’s voice, but she could also pick up on the underlying worry that was really driving Megan’s inquiry. 


“It’s a long story. One I think would be best told in person, and that is if you really want to know. You aren’t going to like it, Megan, but if you really want to know everything then I will tell you.”


The line was silent for a minute and Shayla was afraid she was going to lose her friend, and considering Adam and Megan were the only friends she had the thought had anxiety racking her body—or maybe that was the change she was still experiencing—either way it wasn’t any fun.


Shayla was just about to start spilling details when she heard Megan release a sigh. “You’re one of them now, aren’t you? A werewolf.”


Her eyes shot up to meet Adam’s. She knew he could hear everything Megan was saying on the other end of the phone. He nodded and she closed her eyes and spoke into the phone, “Yes, Megan. I am, or I will be when I’m finally done with this transition period.”


As if her body had been waiting for some sign from her that she was ready, Shayla felt a surge of power shoot through her like nothing she had experienced in her life. In that moment, she could feel her wolf—see it as clear as if she were standing face-to-face with it. She dropped the phone as her hands became large, fur covered paws. She could still hear Megan calling out to her from where the phone landed on the bed. She moved off of the bed just in time. The power rushing through her exploded into a bright white light lifting her up off the ground, and when her feet landed again she was on all fours. She knew she was large judging by her current view of the bed. She was pretty sure her shoulders were at least a foot above the height of the mattress. The look on Adam’s face was priceless. He was looking at her like she was an Angel sent straight from Heaven. Like she was something he had never before seen. 


She tried to speak but a low howling sound escaped her mouth instead. Either way it seemed that Adam knew what she was trying to tell him. He picked up the phone that she had dropped. She could still hear Megan shouting her name and demanding someone answer her. 


Adam held the phone away from his ear when he spoke. “Megan. Megan listen, she’s fine. She just finished her transition is all.” Adam paused and Shayla could hear Megan shouting a string of profanities that made her cringe a little for him. When Megan’s rant went quiet, Adam went on. “Look, Megan, the final stage of the change is shifting into our wolf form. It’s not something we can control. It comes on suddenly and all we can do is let it. If you want to talk to Shayla then meet us at our place tonight. Shayla said she wanted to talk to you in person, so if you want to see her or know anything else then you’ll meet us there.”


There was a pause before Shayla heard Megan let out an exasperated, “Fine. I’ll be there at five and you both better not keep me waiting another minute.”


“We’ll be there,” Adam assured her.


The line went silent and the screen on Shayla’s phone went dark. Shayla knew that Megan was only upset because she cared about her, and she really did feel bad for leaving her friend in the dark even longer, but she had bigger things to deal with in that moment. She was a wolf! A werewolf to be more precise, and she had no idea what she was supposed to do now. 


A thought popped into her head and Shayla felt panic rising in her chest. She needed to talk to Adam, to ask him a very important question, but how when she was a freaking wolf? She looked at him and tried to speak again, this time she sounded more like a crying puppy than anything as tuff or sinister as a werewolf.


Adam pointed to his head and she heard his voice fill her mind even though his lips never moved. “We can communicate telepathically with other werewolves. You just have to make the decision for me to hear you and I will.”


That was a decision easily made, Shayla thought. She looked him directly in the eyes and thought, “How do we know if it worked? If I belong to your pack or Kevin’s.”


Adam smiled slyly. “I’m pretty sure it worked.”


“Why do you say that?”


“Your eyes are glowing, and they aren’t brown anymore.”


“What?”


Shayla looked for a mirror. There was a dresser on the other side of the room and she made her way around the bed to check herself out. She expected to see blue eyes shining back at her, like Adam’s since he had changed her, but what she saw was even more beautiful. Her eyes were a bright, glowing shade of purple. She took the chance to check the rest of herself out. She was right, she was huge, but she had to say she was a beautiful wolf. Her fur coat was thick and shiny. It was a light grey and around her eyes and the end of her tail there were hints of charcoal grey that gave her coloring something extra special. The darker color around her eyes further highlighted the purple that was reflected back at her.


“Wow,” she said.


Adam stepped up beside her. “Yeah, I’d say wow covers it. You make one beautiful wolf, Shay.”


If she’d been a human right then Shayla knew that her face would’ve been ten shades of red. Luckily, wolfs didn’t blush. 


“Do you feel anything pulling at you in your mind,” Adam asked. “Like you’re being summoned away from here?”


“No.”


“Then it seems like it worked. We should go down and talk to Jared. He can issue you an alpha command to be sure. You won’t be able to deny him if it worked. An alpha’s command irresistible.”


Shayla cocked her head to the side. If she were in her human form her lips would be pursed while she looked at him like he had forgotten his mind. “You can defy him, Adam.”


“Actually, that was Mike I was able to overcome. Jared is stronger so it would be more difficult, and it doesn’t mean I don’t feel the pull to obey, I just have the strength to fight through it. Oh, and so you know, when you witnessed me disobey Mike, well that was the first time I’d ever done so.”


“Really?”


Adam shrugged. “Never had a reason to before. I think my need to protect you gave me the strength to fight through the weight of his order.”


That made her smile, or at least she was pretty sure she was smiling. Goodness, she loved him. She hated that it had taken her so long to realize it, but at least she had now. Heat rushed through her body again, but this time she knew it had nothing to do with her new wolf transition, and everything to do with wanting to be alone with the man currently in front of her. 


“Let’s go see Jared and get this over with,” she told him with her mind. “I don’t know about you but I’m suddenly dying to get home.”


Adam smiled bright and she was sure he knew exactly what she really wanted. “Let’s get this done. Some alone time sounds perfect right now.”


—


They found Jared downstairs in the meeting room where they had tried to convince Mike of the danger Kevin and his pack presented. Tried and failed. Shayla forced herself to cut off that train of thought. She didn’t want to think about how that had turned out. 


As soon as they entered the room everyone’s attention was on hers. Jared had a wide smile on his face as he looked her over, but the rest of the guys looked like their eyes were bugging out of their heads as they took her in. 


“Well, judging by those eyes of yours, Shayla, I’d say your plan worked,” Jared said. “That has to be a trait passed on to you by Adam.”


“I want to be sure,” she said. 


“Can you give her an order so we can see how it affects her?” Adam asked Jared. “We need to be sure you’re her true alpha.”


“Of course.” 


Jared stood up from his seat at the head of the table and walked over to her. The mischievous smile on his face made her take pause, but she trusted him so she stood still and waited. Jared looked her in the eyes and issued the order without speaking a word. She felt the weight of his power wash over her, urging her to do as she was told. She was also very aware of the fact that she was strong enough to resist him if she wanted to, but that wasn’t the point in that moment. Shayla let her body take over, let her instincts follow through on the command issued by her alpha, and she turned to Adam. Shayla pounced on him like an over-excited puppy, knocking him to the ground, and then she proceeded to cover his face with kisses. In her wolf form this equated to Shayla licking his face until he was one wet, drool covered mess. Everyone in the room broke out into laughter, especially Jared who was clearly proud of himself. It sounded like she was in a room of hyenas with all the cackling. 


When Shayla finally moved off of him, Adam got up and pulled his shirt off to use as a rag to wipe his face dry. He was laughing when he pulled the shirt away from his face and Shayla sat back on her haunches with a wolfy grin on her face. Once the laughing subsided Jared looked at her, all humor gone from his face. 


“Not that I didn’t fully enjoy that, but I know you could’ve ignored me if you wanted. I could sense your power like a force-field pushing back against me.”


Everyone was still looking at her, but instead of the humor that had been on their faces moments ago, they all looked at her with varying versions of shock and awe. 


“It’s true,” she said. “I did feel your power urging me to do as I was told, but I also felt a resistance inside of me and I knew I could fight it if I wanted.”


Anxiety was creeping into her mind as she looked around the room at all of the shocked faces. Adam was smiling but it wasn’t until she saw Jared’s smile return that Shayla was able to take a deep breath and relax again.


“We are going to get out of here for a while,” Adam said. “Shayla’s friend Megan is freaking out, and we promised to meet her for dinner so she could see that I didn’t feed Shayla to the wolves.”


“Does she know about you? About us? Adam.” Jared had lost his smile again, and Shayla’s anxiety peeked back over her shoulder. 


“She knows I’m a werewolf,” Adam said.


Shayla felt the urge to shift back into her human form. She wanted to defend Adam. To tell Jared it was her fault. That she had insisted Megan needed to know, and she wanted to say it to Jared’s face—out loud for the rest of the pack to hear.


As soon as the thought crossed her mind Shayla felt a sure of power and she was no long on all fours. She was standing on two feet, her view of the room and those in it from a higher vantage point, and then arms were flung around her and Adam’s body was plastered in front of hers. Adam’s growling brought realization to the forefront of her mind. She had just shifted in front of a room full of men-her werewolf brothers so to speak-and she was one hundred percent naked. The shift had happened so fast. The second the thought crossed her mind, boom, there she was in the flesh. Shayla covered her breasts with her arms, not that it did any good. She was sure everyone in the room had already gotten a full view of her birthday suit despite Adam’s quick reflexes. A menacing growl rumbled deep within his throat as he looked around the room, meeting the eyes of everyone in the room. 


Two women appeared in the room in the next minute, summoned by Jared. “Joanna and Kelly, this is Shayla.” Both girls glanced back in Shayla’s direction. “One of you should have something she can wear, right?”


“Sure, no problem,” Joanna said. Her smile was genuine and Shayla instantly felt more at ease.


“Good,” Jared said. “Shayla, just follow them and they’ll get you all set up.”


“Hold on a sec,” Kelly said and left the room. She was back not a minute later with a blanket. She walked over to Shayla drooped the blanket over Shayla’s shoulders. “Don’t want ya traipsing through the house with all your goods on display. From the sounds of it, I think Adam would end up ripping all of the guys apart if ya did that.”


Shayla pulled the blanket around her shoulders and covered herself, gripping the blanket tight to make sure it wouldn’t fall off once she started moving. She followed Joanna and Kelly out of the room, motioning for Adam to wait when he tried to follow behind her. His pouting lip made her smile despite her embarrassment and her nerves loosened up a bit.


She followed Joanna and Kelly upstairs and into another bedroom. Joanna walked over to one of the two dressers in the room and pulled out a t-shirt and a pair of shorts. She walked back to Shayla and held them out to her. “You look about the same size as me. These should fit.”


“Thanks.”


Shayla took the clothes and looked around hoping that there was an attached bathroom where she could get dressed. She was hoping to keep some semblance of privacy intact.


Kelly chuckled, “Oh hun, we’re all ladies here.”


Shayla’s face lit up like a stop light. She knew Kelly was right, but until her unplanned shifting in the meeting room a few moments earlier the only people who’d ever seen her naked were her mom and Eric—oh, and probably the doctors who saved her life when Eric—nope, she wasn’t going there.


Joanna pushed Kelly’s shoulder, making Kelly take a step back. “Oh, stop antagonizing the girl, would ya. She just went through her transition and wound up naked in front of a bunch a guys she barely knows, letting them all get a good look at her goodies. She could use some privacy right about now.”


“I guess I didn’t think of it that way,” Kelly said. 


“That’s because it didn’t happen to you,” Joanna said. “We’ll be out in the hall if ya need us, Shayla.”


“Thanks,” Shayla said. 


She waited for them to shut the door then she shut her eyes and took a deep breath and counted to ten. She let the blanket fall to the ground and put on the clothes Joanna had given her. Shayla decided that she would need to make sure she kept spare clothes in her car in case she ever had another accidental shifting experience. 


	

	
	Chapter Eleven


Adam


Adam watched Shayla leave the room itching to go with her, but he could tell she needed a minute to herself. Her absence removed the distraction that had kept Jared from ripping him a new one, and when he turned to face his friend Adam resigned himself to the lecture that was coming. Jared’s back was rigid, his bulky arms were crossed over his chest, and the scowl on his face would make young children cry for their mothers.


“You told someone else about us? Adam, what were you thinking? Shayla I understood—she was in danger—but you can’t just go around telling everyone the two of you know. It puts us and them in danger if they can’t keep their mouth shut.”


“You think I don’t know that? I wish I’d never had to tell Shayla, but Kevin Hall took that choice away from me when he decided to use her as a bargaining chip hoping to make me his personal assassin. Unfortunately, that move also put Megan in danger because they were both supposed to work with him. The only way to convince her to drop the client of a lifetime was to show her what I am. She had to understand the danger ignoring my warning would put her in.”


Thinking about the danger that jerk had put Shayla in all over again made Adam’s blood boil, and he knew that his eyes were back to being blue rings of fire. 


“He’s right.” Shayla’s voice came from behind him, and he turned to see her walking back into the room with Joanna and Kelly right beside her. “Megan wasn’t going to believe that working with Kevin’s company was dangerous. We had worked really hard to get that account for our marketing firm and giving it up meant committing career suicide. She needed to fully understand the gravity of the situation if I was going to convince her to give up Hall Global as our client.”


Jared stared at Shayla for a minute before releasing a deep breath. “I understand why you did it, and I can’t say I wouldn’t have done the same thing if I’d been in your shoes. Just, try not to tell anyone else, okay?”


“That’ll be easy,” Shayla said. “I don’t have anyone else to tell.”


Sadness wrapped around Adam’s heart when he heard Shayla say things like that. It was true, she only hung out with him and Megan, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t loved. He’d told her time and again, when it came to friends it wasn’t about quantity but quality.


Jared sensed her sadness too and he let the scowl completely drop from his face. He walked up to Shayla and put his hands on her shoulders. Adam had to fight the instinct to rip Jared’s arms from their sockets for touching what was his, but he knew Jared was only offering her the support any good pack alpha would. 


“You have a whole pack now, Shayla,” Jared said, “and the pack is one big family. Family that will love you like a sister and fight to protect you. Understand?”


Shayla’s eyes were brimming with tears when she nodded at Jared. Adam was grateful for his friend’s kind words, he could see they had meant a lot to Shayla, but his wolf had tolerated Jared’s hands being on her as long as he was going to. Adam put his arm around Shayla’s waist and pulled her into him, effectively relieving her of Jared’s hold. Jared looked at Adam out of the corner of his eye and smirked. He knew exactly what him touching Shayla was doing to Adam and he thought it was funny. Adam clenched his fist, resisting the urge to plow it into Jared’s face because he knew that it would only upset Shayla further. 


“Y’all go ahead and get out of here. I don’t think any of us will have a lot of time to enjoy our time in our own homes once Kevin decides to show all of his cards, so you should take this time while you can.”


“Thank you,” Shayla said.


“Of course,” Jared nodded, “and Adam, make sure Megan knows that she can’t tell anyone. Got it?”


“Yeah, I hear you. I’ll make sure she understands.”


—


Adam thought that he was finally going to get some alone time with Shayla when they got home, but when they pulled up to their place Megan’s car was already in the driveway. 


“I hope she hasn’t been waiting long,” Shayla said.


“It’s only three, Shay. I told her to meet us at five, so if she has been waiting that’s her own problem.”


Shayla glared at him but he just shrugged his shoulders. “What?”


“Please try not to start anything with her. This is a lot to take in.”


“I know it is, Shay. I was just looking forward to some time alone with you, but I’ll be nice. I promise.”


Shayla leaned over the console kissed him, allowing her lips to linger against his for a moment before she said, “So was I. Hopefully she won’t fight us for too long.”


Adam cupped her face. “I’m giving her until dark to get on our page. Either way, I’m kicking her out when the sun goes down and I won’t be sharing you again for the rest of the night.”


“Good,” Shayla said, and gave him one more quick kiss.






Shayla


Megan wasn’t in her car in the drive way, so Shayla figured she must have used her key to let herself in. It wasn’t something she did often but considering how on edge she was about Shayla’s sudden disappearance, Shayla wasn’t surprised. She expected to find Megan pacing a hole into the rug in the living room when they opened the door. What she didn’t expect was to find Megan making herself at home in Shayla’s office. 


“Megan, what are you doing?” Shayla asked.


Megan jumped, nearly falling out of the rolling chair she was occupying, then held her hand over her heart when she turned to look at Shayla.


“Incredible, Shayla, you scared the piss out of me.”


“I wasn’t trying to scare you, but I wasn’t expecting you to be here already, and I really wasn’t expecting to find you in here. What are you doing?”


“I got tired of pacing in the living room waiting for you to get home. I had to do something to occupy my mind and keep me from blowing up your phone to check on you again. I didn’t think to bring my laptop when I ran out of my house to come here. I didn’t think you’d mind.”


“I don’t. I guess my mind is just so far away from anything work related I couldn’t fathom you’d still be getting things done.”


Shayla smiled at her friend and Megan stood and made her way over to her. She pulled Shayla in for a hug and Shayla gladly hugged her back. She might not have a lot of friends, but she cherished the ones she had even if she wasn’t good at letting them know. It was time that she changed that.


Megan pulled back and held Shayla at arm’s length, looking at her with a smile. “If you’d gotten here ten minutes ago you would have caught me wearing a hole in the carpet. Guess I had good timing.”


“Guess so,” Shayla said.


They walked back out to the living room and as soon as the two of them saw Adam wearing a path in the rug they started laughing. 


“What?”


“Nothing,” Shayla said. “Let’s all sit down and talk.”


Adam didn’t waste any time taking her hand and pulling her down in the seat beside him on the couch, and Megan sat in the chair across from them. 


“What are you doing here so early?” Adam asked.


“I was going crazy sitting at home thinking about what might have happened to my best friend,” Megan said. “I had to get out of there.”


“So, you came here and let yourself in? We told you we wouldn’t be home for a while. That’s why we said to meet up at five.”


Shayla squeezed Adam’s hand, a reminder that he promised to be nice. She certainly didn’t consider grilling Megan the second they sat down as being nice. Besides, they were the ones who owed Megan answers.


“What’s your problem, Adam?” Megan asked. 


“You could have been followed, putting yourself and Shayla in danger, and I don’t like being lied to.”


Shayla could feel the tension in his body. He was rigid beside her. She tugged his hand until he looked at her and that was when she knew how angry he was. His eyes were as bright as the New York City skyline. Something was wrong. He would never get this mad over Megan letting herself in and using Shayla’s computer. 


“What’s going on Adam? What aren’t you telling me?”


He turned his glare back on Megan. “Ask you friend who she’s been talking to.”


Adam gestured to Megan’s cell phone laying on the coffee table. Anger washed over Megan’s face. “You were checking my phone? What the heck, Adam.”


Adam shot up off the couch and was in front of Megan in a flash. “What the heck are you doing talking to Kevin Hall? We told you he’s dangerous.”


Shayla sucked in a sharp breath and looked her friend in the eye. Megan’s face had gone white and she didn’t yell back at Adam. “Megan,” Shayla said. She waited for her friend to meet her eyes. “Is that true?”


Tears pooled in Megan’s eyes. “Somebody at the firm must have given him my number. He’s called me at least five time since I told Charlotte to transfer the account to someone else. He is insisting he get to work with us, but it’s clear he means you. Says he isn’t going to take no for an answer. When he called earlier he said he sent an old friend to find you because he was worried you weren’t returning his calls. He said it had been a few days and he hadn’t heard from them, and that if he doesn’t hear from them by tomorrow morning he will be sending a few more friends to check on you.”


Megan’s usual confidence was gone, and her face was stained with her tears by the time she finished talking, and Shayla knew that hers looked just as bad. Her chest was tight and she felt like no matter how hard she tried she couldn’t get enough air into her lungs. Adam picked up the coffee table and threw it across the room. It hit the wall and shattered into thousands of pieces and he started yelling.


“No way! I’ll kill him! I’ll kill both of them!”


“Both of them?” Megan looked confused. “The old friend, who was he talking about Shayla?”


Tears were making a steady stream down the contours of Shayla’s face and her voice was barely more than a whisper when she said, “Eric.”


Megan heard her, though, her face said as much. She turned red and she looked nearly as mad as Adam. “I thought he was in jail for trying to hurt you?”


Shayla knew Megan wasn’t mad at her, but the vehemence in her tone when she asked the question made her flinch. Adam spun around like lighting and looked at Megan like she was stupid.


“Trying to hurt her? How about nearly killing her.”


Megan’s eyes became saucers as she looked back and forth between Adam and Shayla. Megan hadn’t known how bad it got with Eric—just that it was bad and that he sometimes smacked Shayla around. Well, she knew now.


Someone knocked on the door and Adam lost his last ounce of control. Shayla sensed a shift in the air and knew what was about to happen, and he was way too close to Megan. In the split second it took for Adam to shift Shayla launched herself at Megan, her body slamming into her friend’s, causing the chair to flip over and land with Shayla on top of Megan pinning her down. 


Shayla climbed off of Megan and held her hand out to help Megan up. Megan turned her anger on Adam. “What’s wrong with you? I ordered a pizza you jerk!”


Adam’s fur had already become blue flames and Megan was way too close. Shayla pushed Megan back out of the way and shifted on instinct. Adam took a step back away from her, and she forced her thoughts to his mind. 


“Adam! You’ve gotta calm down. You’re scaring me.”


He didn’t say anything for a second. He just stood there like a deer in headlights and stared at her. 


“Adam? What are you…”


“It’s not a pizza guy, Shay. I can smell him. It’s Kevin’s beta.”


Shayla turned toward the door, teeth bared, and a low growl rolled out of her mouth. Her instincts were taking over. She looked for Megan, wanting to make sure her friend was out of the way, but Megan was coming towards her. She started to move to nudge Megan back out of the way, but Adam yelled in her head. 


“Don’t touch her Shay!”


Shayla looked back at Adam. He seemed to have calmed down a bit since he was no longer a wolf shaped mass of blue flames. 


“Take a look at yourself,” he said.


Adam motioned his head towards a small mirror on the wall and Shayla took a look at herself. When she caught sight of what had Adam so uptight about her touching Megan she took a step backwards away from her own reflection. Just like Adam had been seconds ago, Shayla’s entire body was covered in bright flames. The only thing that was different was the color which was the same vibrant shade of purple as her shining eyes. 


“Adam, what do I do?”


“Just close your eyes and try to take a calming breath.”


Shayla did as Adam suggested and when she opened her eyes and took in her reflection again she was back to her normal self—well, as normal as one could be when they were a werewolf.


Shayla caught Megan’s gaze. Her friend had moved as far away from Shayla and Adam as she could while remaining in the same room. Shayla decided to try something. 


“Megan,” she thought, “can you hear me?”


Shock crossed Megan’s face but she said, “Yes.”


“Good. I need you to go lock yourself in my room. Don’t come out until either I or Adam come get you. Understand?”


Megan nodded.


“Okay, go.”


Megan ran to the other end of the house and Shayla heard the door shut. She turned to Adam to ask him what they should do, but even in his wolf form she could see the wonder in his eyes as he stared back at her.


“Did you just share your thoughts with Megan?” he asked.


“Yeah, so?”


“You’re the first werewolf I’ve met that could do that.”


“What?”


“Use your telepathy to communicate with a human.”


“Oh.”


Before Shayla had a chance to process Adam’s revelation there was another knock on the front door followed by a loud bang and the cracking sound of the wood splitting. The door came off the hinges, flying inwards towards Shayla. She quickly moved out of the way before the door could fly into her. Jim Edwards, Kevin Hall’s beta, stepped in the doorway with a sly smirk painted on his face. Before Shayla could react, Adam leaped in front of her, putting himself between her and Jim.


“Oh, isn’t that sweet,” Jim said. “It’s hardly necessary, though. Kevin sent me to bring home our newest pack member. From the looks of her I see Eric was successful in making her one of us, even if he failed to bring her back to Kevin himself.”


“She’s not a member of your pack, jerk,” Adam said, “and she sure as trash isn’t going anywhere with you.”


Uncertainty briefly flashed across Jim’s face before he affixed his usual scowl back in place and shrugged. 


“Still, it doesn’t matter. Shayla’s coming back with me either way.”


In the next second Jim shifted, and his wolf was face to face with Adam. Shayla briefly thought that it was fitting that Jim’s wolf was solid black. Just like his soul, she thought. 


Adam didn’t waste any time knocking Jim right back out the door he’d just kicked in. Shayla followed, staying back enough not to get in the way, but close enough to keep her eye on Adam. She knew he was stronger than Jim and could handle himself but she needed to see it with her own eyes. She caught movement out of the corner of her eye. Turning her head to check it out Shayla saw three more werewolves barreling towards Jim and Adam. Their scents were similar to Jim’s and Shayla knew they were from Kevin’s pack.


Adam was focused on Jim and wouldn’t see them coming. Shayla could feel her wolf urging her to attack and she gave herself over to that instinct. She lunged forward and quickly sunk her teeth into the neck of the first wolf she reached. Swinging her body around she released her hold on the wolf, sending him flying into the two who were behind him. All them of them went flying backwards and Shayla watched with both surprise and amazement. She’d done that. 


It didn’t take the three of them long to get back to their feet and they came at her. Shayla lunged forward and the second her feet planted on the ground her coat went up in purple flames. She could feel the power of the flames this time and knew she could end all three of her opponents with ease. The three wolves planted their feet and came to a dead stop a foot away from Shayla. Fear was dancing in their eyes and as soon as Shayla took a step forward the three of them turned and took off in the opposite direction.


Shayla turned her attention back in the direction Adam and Jim had been headed. Adam had Jim backed up against Megan’s car, but Jim’s eyes weren’t focused on him. No. They were staring directly at her, and even from a distance she could see the shock in his gaze. 


Jim shifted back, his hands held up in surrender, and gawked at Adam. “You turned her?”


Adam shifted, with his arms crossed, staring down at Jim like the scum he was. “No, but I did bite her after that jerk your boss sent. Turns out my genes were strong enough to keep her out of his grasp.” Adam turned to look at her briefly, as smile on his face as he took her in, still standing strong with her purple flames blazing. “I think it was her own strength that made her the wolf she is, not me.” He turned back to Jim, his smile gone, and pierced him with a glare that could make strong men piss their pants. “You’ve got three seconds to get the heck out of here or your alpha is going to be on the hunt for a new beta. Oh, and you can let him know he won’t be seeing his little errand boy, Eric again.”


Jim looked at her one more time, this time the disgust she’d seen in his gaze the previous times she’d been around him was back, but he was smart enough not to say a word. He made his way to a vehicle parked along the road and sped off, tires screeching as he pulled away and out of sight.


Adam didn’t waste any time making his way to her, and she didn’t miss the look of pride in his eyes. Normally it would have made her feel ten feet tall, but right then Shayla was too busy trying to come to terms with what she had just done—with the fact that she had stood up, not just for herself but for Adam, and she had actually been strong enough to make a difference.


As soon as Adam was close enough she shifted, and he immediately wrapped her in his arms, kissing the top of her head as Shayla buried her face in his chest. She inhaled a deep breath letting his scent calm her. They stood there like that for a minute before Adam lowered his head to her ear and whispered, “We should get inside. We are standing outside without any clothes on.”


Shayla’s eyes shot up to his. “Oh my goodness. I don’t think I’m ever going to get used to this part of being a werewolf.”


Adam laughed as he led her back inside. He picked up the damaged door and situated it in the doorway the best he could, even going as far as pushing the couch against the doorway to hold it in place. Shayla headed for her bedroom to check on Megan and get some much needed clothes.


	

	
	Chapter Twelve


Shayla


Megan still had the door locked just as Shayla had instructed her to do, so she knocked and called out to her friend to open the door. “Hey, Megan, it’s Shayla.”


She heard feet shuffling over the carpet, then the sound of the lock being released. Megan slowly opened the door, peaking through the crack like she was making sure it really was Shayla, then snatching the door wide when she caught a glimpse of Shayla on the other side wearing absolutely nothing. 


Megan reached out, grabbing Shayla’s arm, and yanked her inside. She quickly shut the door and turned her surprised stare back on Shayla. “What are you naked for?”


Shayla was already digging in her dresser for something to put on. She looked back at Megan. “I got hot.”


She saw Megan roll her eyes before she turned her attention back to her dresser and pulled out all of the necessities: panties, bra, t-shirt, and shorts. Megan sat on the bed just staring at her while she got dressed. When she was done, Shayla walked over and sat down next to her. 


“So, is this your life now?” Megan asked. “Getting your door kicked in. Literally fighting to survive every day. Is this what you want?”


Shayla took a moment to really think about Megan’s question, and she realized for the first time in as long as she could remember she truly felt alive. She took Megan’s hands in hers and looked her friend in the eye when she said, “Yes.” Megan’s face drew up in astonishment so Shayla figured she should explain. “Would I have chosen this if you’d asked me a few days ago, I highly doubt it, but circumstances that were out of my control have led me here. You asked if I wanted to live my life fighting to survive every day, well I’ve already done that. I lived like that for years while I was with Eric, but I couldn’t fight for myself back then and I almost died because of it. Now I can. Now I am strong enough to fight for myself and win. Do I want to have to fight? Of course not. But I can’t deny believing I could win if I had to gives me a sense of pride in myself that I’ve never felt before. It’s a good feeling, Mega. I great feeling. I have a whole new family now in the pack, and even though they will never replace you or Adam in my heart, it is nice to know that there are others out there who care about me now. So no, I hope that I don’t have to spend every day fighting to survive, but yes I am glad that this is my life.”


Megan searched her face for any sign that Shayla wasn’t one hundred percent sure that this was what she wanted, but Shayla knew she wouldn’t find what she was looking for. She’d meant every word.


“So, what does this mean for me?” Megan asked. 


“I’m not sure. We should probably talk to Adam. I think you need someone with you at all times until this Kevin issue is over.”


Megan shook her head. “No. I didn’t mean with the whole Kevin thing, although, that is something we should talk about too. I meant with you and me. Are we still going to be friends? Are you even allowed to have human friends now that you’re a…a…”


“A werewolf,” Shayla finished for her friend. She pulled Megan in for a hug. “Of course we're still gonna be friends. Considering how long Adam has been a wolf and remained my friend I don’t think there are any rules forbidding us being friends with humans.” Shayla sat back and looked at Megan with a smirk. “Besides, from what Adam told me I’m apparently this super-werewolf that is stronger than everyone else. I don’t think anyone’s going to argue with me about something like who my friends are.”


A wide smile stretched across Megan’s face. “A super-werewolf, huh? I’m gonna need details.”


Both of them started laughing until they heard a knock at the door. Shayla saw Megan tense but she reached over and covered her friend’s hand with a smile. “It’s just Adam.”


“How can you be sure? Someone could have come back while we were in here.”


Shayla brought a finger up and tapped her nose. “His smell. I promise, it’s him.” 


“Wait. He smells?”


Shayla burst out laughing and Adam, apparently tired of waiting for an invitation, opened the door and crossed his arms glaring at her. “Very funny Shay.”


“I’m sorry.” Shayla smiled up at him. He’d also gotten dressed while she’d been having a heart to heart with Megan. What a shame. 


“I don’t stink,” Adam said, his comment directed at Megan. “What Shayla meant is that our senses are enhanced. Once we learn a person’s scent, or smell,” he narrowed his eyes as Shayla again prompting another round of laughter from her, “we can recognize their scent anywhere.”


“But you weren’t even in the room,” Megan said.


“Like I said, our senses are enhanced. That’s how I knew it wasn’t a pizza guy at the door earlier. I could smell Jim.”


Megan shivered at the reminder of what had happened in the living room earlier, but Adam’s words made Shayla take pause. “Am I the only one wondering what happened to the delivery guy? If Megan ordered pizza before we got home, then they would’ve had time to deliver it at least twice by now.”


“Yeah, about that,” Adam said. “I checked your phone while you two were in here talking or whatever, Megan. They had some kind of trap set up on your phone, so when you called for pizza the call was routed to Jim. He is who took your pizza delivery order.”


“Oh my goodness,” Megan gasped. “I’m so sorry. I had no idea. I led him right to you.”


Shayla put her hands on her friend’s shoulders and waited for her to meet her eyes. “None of this is on you, Megan.”


“She’s right,” Adam interrupted. “This whole thing is on me.”


“No!” Shayla was up and in his face in less than a second. “This isn’t your fault either. It’s Kevin’s fault. If he wasn’t such a greedy, power hungry jerk, who tried using me to make you do what he wants, then none of this would be happening.”


Shayla was breathing heavily, and she felt an anger wash through her like nothing she’d experienced before. 


“Megan, I need you to move to the other side of the room,” Adam said. He took two slow steps towards her and gently cupped her shoulders with his hands. “Shay, you need to try to calm down. Our emotions are also heightened as werewolves, especially when we get angry, and it can trigger shifting at the worst times.”


Shayla knew he was telling the truth because she could feel her wolf itching to come to the surface. She closed her eyes and focused on her breathing. In and out. In and out, until she felt her heart rate slow down to normal and her anger gave way to the calm.


“Better?” Adam asked.


Shayla opened her eyes to Adam’s worried face only a few inches from her own and nodded. He was so close she could feel his body heat, and her eyes moved to his lips on their own. Her heart flipped and picked up its pace again, but this time it had nothing to do with anger. Shayla decided to take what she wanted and she leaned into Adam and pressed her lips to his. Adam brought his hands up, cupping her face, and kissed her back. He ran the tip of his tongue over her lips and Shayla opened up to let him slip his tongue in her mouth. When his tongue caressed her own she sighed into his mouth.


“Uh-um!” Megan cleared her throat.


Shayla felt Adam smile against her lips. He gave her one more quick kiss before he brought his arm down to her waist and turned to face Megan. Shayla expected Megan to be pissed. She had just come close to losing her temper and shifting dam near on top of her, then followed it up by trying to have her way with Adam right in front of Megan like she wasn’t there, so she wouldn’t blame her for being mad. She’d dealt with way more than her share over the past couple of hours. What Shayla hadn’t expected was the cheesy smile spread across Megan’s face.


“You two need me to give you some privacy?” Megan asked. “I could step out for a bit. Let you finish what you started.” She wiggled her eyebrows at them and Shayla felt the blush as it rose up her face. Adam chuckled. “Seriously though, it’s been a long day and I’m hungry and tired. If it’s all the same to you guys I’m gonna find something to eat in your kitchen and crash on the couch. I don’t really feel like being home alone tonight.”


“Of course,” Shayla said, “and you don’t have to sleep on the couch. It’s kind of being used to hold the door up right now anyway. You can sleep in here with me.”


Adam cleared his throat and looked down at Shayla nervously rubbing the back of his head. “You could always let her have your bed and stay the night in my room. With me.”


Shayla felt heat flood her body again and she swallowed hard. “Yeah, I could do that.” She looked back over at Megan who was grinning like a fool again. “So it’s settled. You can sleep in here.”


“Great, thank you. I’m just gonna grab a sandwich or something real quick, then I guess I’ll see you guys in the morning.”


Megan went to leave the room but Shayla stopped her. “Hey Megan.”


Megan turned to face her. “Yeah?”


“Thank you for, well, everything. Not many friends would still be here after everything you saw today.”


“You don’t have to thank me, Shayla. You know I love ya, right?”


Shayla nodded. She felt her eyes growing wet and blinked to ward off the tears. “I love you too.”


“I know you do, and I’m glad to see the two of you finally figured things out.” Megan winked and then she turned and walked out of the room.


Shayla stood there speechless. Her bravado from a moment ago, gone. Adam pulled her into her and brushed her hair out of her face, then he brought his hand around to cup her face. He leaned in and kissed her ever so softly. Shayla closed her eyes and melted into him. 


Adam pulled away, far too soon in Shayla’s opinion, and held her face between his hands. “Let’s get out of here before Megan comes back and interrupts us again.”


“Okay.”


Adam dropped his hands from her face, then took one of her hands in his and laced their fingers together, before leading her out of her room and down the hall to his own. 


Once they were in his room alone Shayla found her nerves had gone into overdrive. She wasn’t afraid to be alone with Adam, quite the opposite, she was looking forward to it, but she was worried she might not live up to his expectations. By his own admission, Adam had wanted to be with her for as long as they’d been friends. After years of anticipation, what if she couldn’t live up to everything he expected? Eric was the only man she’d been with, and if she were honest with herself she knew that they had never actually made love. Eric took what he wanted without any concern for her. 


She knew that it would be different with Adam. She knew that with Adam it would be more than sex. More than a man taking his pleasure from a woman. Adam wanted to make love, that she was sure of, but she wasn’t sure she knew how to make it enjoyable for him. 


Strong arms came around her waist from behind, and Adam lowered his lips to place a kiss on her neck where it met her shoulder. Shayla closed her eyes and let the sensation sink in as heat spread from the spot where he’d just kissed her all the way down to her core. He brought his mouth up to her ear, lightly brushing his teeth over the lobe, before whispering, “Stop overthinking. Just listen to your body and know that I’ve got you.”


Shayla turned in his arms and wrapped her arms around his neck. She tilted her head up to him and that was all Adam needed. He crushed his mouth to hers, sweeping his tongue between her lips, and caressing her own until he was driving her wild. Shayla moaned into his mouth as he devoured her. She never knew that a kiss could hold so much passion, but Adam’s did. She could feel his love for her pouring out of every kiss, and every stroke of his tongue against hers. She could also feel it pressed against her stomach, hard and thick through their clothes, and a shiver ran down her spine straight to her sex. 


Adam pulled back slightly and looked her in her eyes. They were both breathing harshly, their chests rising and falling in rapid beats. 


“You okay?” he asked. 


His voice had a thick undertone to it she’d never heard before, but it sent another round heat throughout her body. 


“Yes.” She didn’t recognize her own voice either. When had it become so breathy? Shayla reached down and wrapped her fingers around the hem of Adam’s shirt. “I want this off.” 


Adam held up his arms so she could pull his shirt off over his head. Once she got it to his elbows he helped her out and pulled it the rest of the way off, then tossed it to the floor. Shayla raked her eyes over him. It wasn’t the first time she had seen him without a shirt on, but she’d never really taken the time to admire how perfect he was. His skin was perfectly sun kissed, and his abs looked like they’d been sculpted by de Vinci himself.


Shayla ran her fingers down his chest, outlining every muscle, until she came to the waist of his pants and Adam drew in sharp intake of air. He moved her hands to the button of his jeans. It took her a couple tries, but eventually she managed to unhook the button, and with a gentle push down on the waist band they fell to the floor, and Adam stood before her in all his naked splendor. Apparently he hadn’t bothered putting on any underwear after their little fiasco earlier, and Shayla couldn’t take her eyes off him.


Adam stepped out of his jeans, kicking them to the side, then his hands were grasping the bottom of her shirt. He’d seen her naked more than once, even just a couple hours earlier, still Shayla was nervous. This time was different; more intimate. This time he was truly taking her in, not just protecting her from the wondering eyes of others. He didn’t rush, but he didn’t exactly go slow either. One minute she was fully clothed, and the next her body was on full display. 


Adam brought his arms around her and pulled her closer, so they were skin to skin, and the contact helped Shayla relax. Adam ran his hand along her face, tracing the scar that she’d tried to hide for so long, then he brought his lips to her face and planted soft kisses along the entire length of the imperfection. She felt the power that scar had held over her crumble and fall away under his love. A peace settled inside her soul, telling her that this was exactly where she was meant to be. Adam was putting her back together with his love, one caress, and one kiss at a time. He’d been right there, waiting, and she’d been too blind to see it. Tears slowly made a path down her cheeks, but for once they weren’t tears of sadness. 


“Are you okay?” Adam asked. 


The concern on his face only strengthened her resolve. “Never better.” She smiled. “Make love to me.”


A brilliant smile lit up Adam’s face and he wrapped his arms around her, lifting her, and Shayla used her legs around his hips to hold herself in place as he carried her to his bed. 


Adam gently laid her on her back and kneeled over her with his arms bent at the elbow on either side of her face. He brought his mouth down to her own and she melted into his kiss as he pushed inside of her. She moaned and arched her back as he continued to move inside of her. She wrapped her legs around his back and met him thrust for thrust as wave after wave of ecstasy brought her closer to her own release. 


“Adam, I,” she gasped. 


“Shh. Just let go, baby.”


The waves crashed over some invisible wall, and Shayla cried out as her climax ripped through her with such sweet pleasure she thought she never wanted it to end. Adam pushed deeper inside of her, his muscles growing taught, and groaned as his own pleasure overtook him. 


He laid beside her, pulling her in and holding her tight, then he placed a sweet kiss on her lips. “I love you, Shay.”


Her heart swelled as she absorbed his words. No matter how many times she heard him say the words her heart swelled like it was the first and she didn’t think that was ever going to change. 


“I love you too, Adam.”


She rested her head on his chest and fell into the first truly peaceful sleep she’d had in years.


	

	
	Chapter Thirteen


Adam


“Are we going?” Shayla asked.


“Yeah.”


Adam didn’t want to go back to Jared’s to discuss strategy with the pack. He wanted to stay home and make love to his woman all day. He thought back to their shower earlier that morning when he made love to Shayla while he held her up and pinned against the shower wall. Dang she was beautiful when she came.


“Hello, earth to Adam.”


He glared at Megan and pulled Shayla in for a scorching kiss. When he released her lips, they were both breathing harder and he smiled at her then kissed the tip of her nose.


“The two of you should come with a warning label,” Megan said. Adam turned to look at her, his eyes drawn together and his jaw set as he ground his teeth together to keep from lashing out at her—he didn’t want to piss Shayla off. “If I’d known that one night together would turn you both to mush I might not have encouraged it.”


Adam had an insult on the tip of his tongue, but Shayla was faster. “Jealousy doesn’t suit you, Megan.”


Megan’s mouth dropped open and Shayla stuck her tongue out at her friend making Adam laugh. “I don’t…I’m not…”


Shayla narrowed her eyes at Megan briefly before walking over taking her friend’s hand. “You’ll find someone great because you’re amazing, and I’ll be happy for you. I just ask that you do the same for me.”


Megan stared at her for a second before she said, “You’re right. Sorry. I think I’m still a little grumpy from spending the last few days worrying about you, and then everything that happened yesterday.”


“It’s okay.” 


They hugged and exchanged friendly I love yous before Shayla looked back at Adam. “Ready?”


“Yeah. Let’s go get this over with. I’m ready to get back here with you.”


Shayla blushed and took his offered hand, and the three of them were on their way.


—


“Adam, did you forget what happened the last time you brought a human here?” Jared asked.


Adam didn’t blame him. Shayla had got bitten shortly after he brought her to the alpha’s home for the first time. 


“Kevin’s doesn’t want her. He wants Shayla. That’s why he sent someone to change her.”


Jared crossed his arms over his broad chest, with one eyebrow raised as he stared at Adam. It was obvious he wasn’t buying what Adam was trying to sell him, not that Adam blamed him, he didn’t believe it either. Kevin had used Megan to find their home and send someone to capture Shayla just yesterday.


“If you aren’t worried about Kevin going after her, then why’s she here?”


Adam sighed and ran his hand though his hair. “Look Jared, I’m asking you to trust me here. Kevin doesn’t want her, but he might use her to get Shayla and I have to make sure that doesn’t happen.”


“Alright, but she’s your responsibility. You and Shayla.”


“Got it.”


“At least you had enough sense to give me a heads up before just walking her into the house this time.” Jared clapped him on the back with a smirk.


Adam rolled his eyes at his friend and alpha. “Yeah. I didn’t want a repeat of last time. Not quite ready to kick your rear for that alpha spot yet.”


Jared laughed. “In your dreams, brother. Only in your dreams.”


Jared accompanied Adam to the foyer where Megan and Shayla were waiting. 


“Megan, this is Jared,” Adam said.


Megan looked Jared up and down. Her eyes were taking him in like they were starved and Jared was just the dish they’d been waiting to devour. Shayla was looking between the two of them, grinning from ear to ear. 


“Hi, I’m Jared.” 


Jared held out his hand to Megan who accepted it with her own, but they didn’t shake. They just stood there holding on to each other’s hands. 


“I’m Megan. It’s really nice to meet you.”


“You too,” Jared said. 


Adam looked at Jared with a raised brow, but his friend’s eyes were locked on Megan and he seemed to have forgotten Adam and Shayla all together.


“Would you like me to show you around?” Jared asked Megan. 


Megan’s smile grew tenfold. “I’d love that.”


Jared held out his arm like an escort at a debutant ball, and Megan happily laced her arm with his. Adam was still trying to figure out what was happening. They did not have time for house tours. He could only imagine what Kevin and his pack were planning for them and they needed to be ready.


Adam stepped in front of Jared and Megan, waving his arms in Jared’s face. “Jared, man, what are you doing?”


Jared stepped around him dismissively. “Megan is our guest here, Adam. I’m just showing her around so she can make herself comfortable while she’s here. I’ll meet back up with you in a few.”


Adam stared after them completely confused about what had just happened, but when he turned to look at Shayla she was still smiling and she winked at him. 


“I think Megan might have just found her man,” she said.


“Lord, help me,” he grumbled.


Shayla turned to him with her hand on her hip. “What does that mean?”


“Shay, can you imagine Megan as our alpha’s lover? That trash’ll go straight to her head.”


Shayla laughed. “Yeah, you’re right, but I can live with that if she decides that he makes her happy. She didn’t ditch me, even after seeing me in all my werewolf glory. She deserves to find someone who will be there for her and love her. She deserves her own Adam.” 


Shayla smiled at him shyly, and he couldn’t argue with her anymore. He pulled her to him and gave her a quick kiss. “I love you.”


“And I love you.”


—


By the time Jared finished giving Megan a tour of the house and actually showed up in the meeting room an hour had passed. Adam had tried to go hunt them down numerous times, but Shayla had stopped him each time she saw him getting too close to the door.


“What, did you take her to visit The Biltmore or some trash?” Adam asked. 


Jared narrowed his eyes in return. “Very funny, jerk.”


When Jared pulled a chair next to his own seat and had Megan sit down every eye in the room was on the two of them. Other than Jared and Megan, Shayla was the only one to smile at the sight. The rest of the members in the room, Lou, Zack, Allen, Chris, Joanna, and Kelly, watched Jared with Megan like they were waiting on some contagious outbreak to occur and they were accessing their easiest escape route. Adam just ground his teeth together to keep from saying anything else. Despite what he said to Shayla earlier, if Megan was the person for Jared he’d be happy for his friend, but he was ready to get this show on the road. Kevin Hall was a real threat, and it was time they all started acting like it.


As soon as Jared took a seat Adam jumped right in. “Have you considered taking this fight to him, instead of waiting for him to bring it here?”


“Yes,” Jared said, “but that doesn’t mean I’ve decided on it.”


“So, we’re just supposed to sit here and wait for him to do whatever he wants?”


Jared leaned forward, arms braced on the table, and his jaw tight. “Nobody said that, Adam. We need to decide what’s best together—as a pack.”


Adam felt a hand rested on his arm and knew it was Shayla. He felt like he was letting her down. They needed to put a stop to this threat. The longer they waited the more time Kevin had to organize against them, and he already had them beat in numbers.


“Jared, I’d like to help,” Shayla said.


Adam jerked around in his seat to look at her. Had she lost her mind? “No,” he said. 


He didn’t wait for Jared’s response. He honestly didn’t care what Jared had to say about it, alpha or not, he wasn’t letting Shayla fight. He didn’t get the chance to stop her at the house last night, but that was just a couple of Kevin’s cronies. There wasn’t a chance of him allowing her to walk into Kevin’s home to take on his pack.


Shayla’s glare was downright scary. The whites of her eyes were completely taken over by the fiery purple of her wolf. 


“You won’t allow me to go with our pack. You won’t allow me to fight and defend myself.”


Every time she said the word, allow, it sounded like she was about to choke on a something vile. 


“I might love you, Adam Huff, but you don’t get to allow me to do anything. I finally have the strength to fight and defend myself, and I’m not letting anyone tell me that I can’t do just that. Not even you.”


It occurred to Adam that he hadn’t said the word, allow, out loud. All he had said was no, but the way she kept repeating that one word told him she’d heard him say it which meant she had read his mind without him sharing his thoughts with her.


“Shay, did you read my mind?”


Confusion briefly showed on her face, then the angry mask was back. “I don’t know what you’re talking about Adam. I’m talking about you saying you won’t allow me to fight in this battle, and you said it in front of everyone here which makes it worse.”


He rested his hand on her arm. She stiffened but didn’t pull away, so he would take that as a sign he hadn’t screwed up too bad. “Shay, that’s what I’m gettin’ at. I didn’t say that out loud. The only word I spoke out loud was, no. I thought the rest, but I wasn’t sharing my thoughts with you, not intentionally at least, so you shouldn’t have heard me.”


Shayla’s expression changed. The hue of her eyes dimmed to an almost normal shade of purple. “Is that normal?” she asked.


Across the table, Joanna and Kelly started laughing. 


“Honey, we’re werewolves,” Joanna said. “Nothing about us is normal.”


“So true,” Kelly agreed.


Adam took Shayla’s hands in his. “They’re right. Some of us are just more exceptional than others.” He winked at her. “I think we’re going to find out you might be the best yet.”


“You know, it could be because your wolves have bonded,” Jared added. 


“But I haven’t heard any of her thoughts when she wasn’t trying to share.”


Jared shrugged. “Maybe you have and just didn’t realize it like Shayla just did with you. It’s not often two werewolves wind up together, and even then they don’t always bond.”


“He’s right,” Joanna said. “If y’all are bonded you share a connection no one here could begin to understand.”


Shayla looked at him and he knew that she was hoping he had answers but she knew as much as he did right then. Besides, they needed to get the conversation back on what was most important right then—stopping Kevin Hall. Apparently Jared had the same thought.


“I think we should get back to our original topic,” Jared said. “We’ve got to come to a decision.”


“Have we gotten any info from the jerk in the basement?” Kelly asked.


Lou’s eyes locked onto Shayla. “No. He still refuses to talk to anyone but Shayla, and he says it has to be alone. Just the two of them.”


“Not gonna happen,” Adam said. 


“Adam, if it will help I can handle it,” Shayla said. “It’s not like he can hurt me.”


“Hell no, he can’t,” Megan said. She drew the attention of every werewolf in the room like a magnet. It was one thing that Jared had brought her into their business, but her offering an opinion—even a human could have heard a pin drop in the silence that followed. It didn’t faze Megan, though, and she took the silence as an opportunity to continue sharing. “Even if that piece a trash tries something, Shayla will just kick his rear.”


Adam brought his fists down on the table. “It’s out of the question.”


Shayla shot out of her chair and glared down at him and he knew she was about to close to losing control of her temper and laying into him, but Jared cut that trash short before she had a chance. 


“Enough!” Jared’s voice carried over everyone in the room. He hadn’t used his alpha persuasion, but there wasn’t any denying he would tear into anyone who interrupted him. “There’s no point to this argument. I don’t think there’s any reason for any of us to try to pull information from him. He’s made it clear he’s not going to give us anything that might be helpful. Do you really think that Kevin would have sent him if he thought otherwise?”


Adam knew Shayla wasn’t happy about Jared’s dismissal. He could feel the thick fog of tension rolling off her, but she kept her eyes, which he noticed were glowing yet again, focused on him as she sat back down. He was definitely sleeping alone if they made it home tonight.


Jared stood and Adam focused his attention back on his alpha. “I think that Adam’s right.” Jared’s gaze drifted to Adam. Adam was grinning like a baboon. Not because any of this was amusing, but he knew Jared would be washing his mouth out after having to say that he was right. He was sure that Jared’s desire to agree with him landed somewhere along the same lines as his desire to eat trash. They had the kind of friendship where they loved to disagree. Jared looked back to the rest of the room. “I’m not going to allow these jerks to ambush us in our own home. The fact that the S.O.B. downstairs got to one of our own while we were busy fighting among ourselves is a disgrace. We won’t be blindsided again.”


Adam looked around the room and everyone was nodding in agreement. 


“There is just one matter we need to take care of before I send you to gather the rest of the pack so we can make our move,” Jared said. 


That got Adam’s attention. What could possibly matter other than taking down Kevin and his delinquents as soon as possible?


“With everything that has happened the past few days, my unplanned new alpha status included, I haven’t named my beta.” Jared looked Adam right in the eye. “Adam, I want that to be you.”


Everyone sounded their agreements. Adam was shocked. He’d never expressed any interest in being in a leadership role within the pack, and that was because he hadn’t been interested. However, things had been different under Mike and they’d never really seen eye to eye. Jared was his friend. They might argue, but they also respected each other. He trusted Jared.


Shayla reached over and took his hand, squeezing it in hers, and gave him a quick kiss, then she pulled away barely and inch form his face and said, “Congrats, babe.”


He smiled at her, then stood and held his hand out to Jared. “Well, I guess that answers that. If my girl’s in, so am I.”


Jared rolled his eyes, but took Adam’s offered hand and shook on it, then he turned back to everyone else. “Okay, that’s done. Now I want you all to get the word out. Get the rest of the pack here within the hour. Make sure they know it is mandatory and to come ready for a fight. We aren’t giving this jerk another day to plot against us.”


Several “Yes sirs,” rang through the room, then everyone walked out pulling their phones from their pockets to start making calls. 


Adam pulled out his phone to help get everyone to the house, but Jared stopped him. “No, brother.” He motioned towards Shayla. “You two need to get on the same page. If Shayla wants to fight with us then I’m not going to stop her.”


“Jared, she…”


“Adam, I’m not going there with you. Like I said, y’all need to work it out. As your friend, I understand your concern for her, but as the alpha of this pack I’ve gotta tell you that she is pack now and that means it’s her fight too.” Adam stepped forward to argue but Jared shut him up. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t support whatever decision you two agree on, but I needed to be straight with you about it. She is strong Adam. Stronger than any of us most likely and she’d be an asset in any fight. Kevin wouldn’t expect her to be there to fight, and that would give us another advantage. I think she can handle her own.” Jared paused and Adam knew he was waiting for a response but he was too pissed off to say anything. Right then, he just wanted to rip something apart, so he just didn’t say anything. “Alright then. I’ll leave you to it.”


Adam watched Jared through a red haze of anger as he held his hand out to Megan and escorted her to the door. Just before they walked out Megan turned to Shayla and mouthed the words, “You can do this.” 


Adam clenched his fists together and fought the urge to tackle her and Jared to the ground before they finally walked out of the room and left him alone with Shayla.


	

	
	Chapter Fourteen


Shayla


Shayla waited for Adam to turn around and face her. He was pissed, there was no doubt about that as he stood there, fists clenched with his rigid body shaking with the effort it took him to hold his anger in. She could still hear his thoughts, too. Jared had really blind-sided him. He’d expected his friend to be on his side and demand she stay out of the fight. Jared’s declaration that he believed she should fight was like a slap to his face, and the pride he’d felt a few moments earlier at being named Jared’s beta had turned sour. Shayla knew he was convinced Jared had only given him the title to soften him up before he stabbed him in the back.


Although Shayla completely understood why it seemed that way to Adam, she knew that it wasn’t the case. Jared had known he was going to make Adam his beta before their argument about her fighting ever came into question. She knew this because Adam’s thoughts weren’t the only ones she could hear, but that was something he didn’t know yet. She’d picked up on his thoughts first, yes, but it was like his thoughts broke the blockade on her mind free and suddenly everything was getting through. It was pretty dang overwhelming, and she was going to have to figure out a way to block people’s inner voices before her mind picked itself up and ran away. What she did already know was that this new gift, or curse depending how she looked at it, could be used to their advantage. Eric might not be willing to tell them anything that could help them against Kevin, but if she could just ask the right questions she could pick the information they needed out of his thoughts. Eric wouldn’t be prepared for that, and neither would Kevin and his pack.


It felt like days passed by before Adam finally turned to face her. The anger she’d been prepared to see in his face was gone, and in its place, was a despair so deep she couldn’t just sit there and look at him for another second. She was out of her seat with her arms around his neck in a nanosecond. Adam enveloped her in his embrace and buried his face in her neck inhaling her scent. Several minutes passed and they just stood their holding each other. She could feel his love her pouring out of him, and it broke her heart because she knew she couldn’t do what he was going to ask of her. She’d never fought for herself and that was going to change right now. She would not stay back and let him and their pack put themselves in danger. She could fight now, and she would. And as far as Eric went, he was her problem. He’d been her problem for years, and this time she was going to face him head on. No more cowering like a scared little girl. She wasn’t that girl anymore. Maybe he needed to learn that.


“Adam.” She waited for him to look at her before she went on. “I’m going to talk to Eric. I believe I can get something useful out of him.”


Adam dropped his arms from around her and stepped away turning his back on her. The way he was running his hands through his hair she was scared he was going to need Rogaine once he was done. 


“He just wants to mess with your head, Shay.”


“I know that, Adam, but could you just hear me out for a second before you dismiss me. I have a plan.”


Adam was pacing the length of the room, and she waited for him to give her his full attention before she went on. She crossed her arms and stood there waiting for him to look at her again. When he finally looked at her he cocked an eyebrow, and mimicked her stance by crossing his own arms over his chest. She was briefly distracted by how to he looked with his shirt pulled tight around his biceps while he stared at her looking all brooding man. She’d never had the kind of makeup-sex you hear people rave about and she found herself wanting to find out for herself. 


“You just planning to stare at me all day, or do you want to share this plan of yours with me so I can tell you no.”


A backdraft of anger shot through her and Shayla got in Adam’s face, shoving her fingers into his chest. “I get that you’re worried about me, but what you need to get through that thick head of yours is that I’m never going to let a man control me again. We aren’t always going to agree, and you’re going to have to learn to accept that.”


Adam’s entire demeanor changed. He relaxed his arms and let the anger fall from his face. Lifting his hand to her face he gently ran his thumb over her scar and Shayla closed her eyes and sighed at the contact. 


“I never want to make you feel that way, but I’d rather have my limbs ripped off one by one than see you get hurt. I don’t wanna lose you, Shay. I wouldn’t survive it.”


She knew exactly how he felt because she felt the same way about him. “I know you’re just worried, but I can handle this. I am stronger now. Not just because of the whole werewolf with extra powers thing. I’m stronger because of you. Because you have helped me see that I can be strong. I know I can do this, Adam, but I need your support.”


Adam brought his other hand up so that he was holding her face cupped between his hands. He lightly brushed his thumb over her lips before he brought his mouth down on hers and gave her a long, sweet kiss. When he pulled back he placed his forehead against hers for a brief moment before looking her in the eye again.


“I can do that,” he said. 


“Thank you.”


“I still don’t think you going down to talk to Eric will do any good. He’s just trying to get under your skin and mine.”


“I agree, but if I can just get him thinking about Kevin’s plans then maybe I can learn something that will help us when we go after them.”


Adam looked puzzled for a second before his eyebrows shot up to her hairline and Shayla saw the lightbulb turn on in his head. “It isn’t just my thoughts that you can hear, is it?”


“No. It took me a minute to realize everyone wasn’t just talking over each other the whole time we were in the meeting. Which reminds me, Jared didn’t give you beta just to soften you up. He had his mind made up about that before our little outburst ever took place.”


“Yeah, I guess I knew that,” he said.


“Good. Now can I go see what I can get out of Eric before we’re out of time?”


Adam nodded. “I’m still going to walk you down there.” Shayla narrowed her eyes at him and he held his hands up in surrender. “I promise I’ll leave so you can try to get him talking, or thinking, you know what I mean.”


“Thank you.”


—


“What’s he doing here?” Eric motioned to Adam walking beside Shayla. 


Adam growled in Eric’s direction. “Don’t worry, douchebag, I’m leaving.”


“Oh, sounds like somebody’s jealous,” Eric taunted. 


Adam stepped towards the cage, fire raging in his eyes, but Shayla reached out and the second her hand made contact with his arm Adam stopped in his tracks. Adam turned to look at her, unrest clear as day in his gaze. “I’ve got this,” she said. “Go help everyone upstairs. This shouldn’t take long.”


Adam hesitated, turning to glare at Eric once more before he bent to kiss her and headed back upstairs. 


“Needy idiot, isn’t he,” Eric said. 


Shayla felt the urge to rip the sneer right off of his ugly face. She clenched her teeth and flexed her fists while counting backwards from ten. She had to do this, and if she went all Hulked-out-rage on her ex then she knew that she wouldn't get anything helpful out of him. 


She took the two steps that remained between her and his cage and looked him in the eyes and said, “What do you know of Kevin’s plans?”


Eric’s lip curled up. “Come on, babe, you don’t actually believe I’m going to give away my alpha’s secrets, do you? And so easily. Do you not know me at all?”


“Unfortunately, I do know you. That’s why I agreed to meet you alone. I knew you’d never face off with another man. You’re too much of a coward for that. You need to tear down women to satisfy that ego of yours. Sadly for you, I’m not the weak girl you used to know, and you can’t hurt me anymore. Now, tell me what I want to know or I’m out of here.”


“I see our boy Adam hasn’t taught you any manners. When you were mine, you knew your place. It’s going to be fun teaching where you belong again once Kevin takes this sorry excuse for a pack down and you’re back with me, where you belong.”


Shayla could hear his words, but that’s not what she was paying attention to. No, she was concentrating on the things that were running through his head. He really was a conceited jerk, and the things he was picturing doing to her had her stomach trying to curl in on itself. If she’d heard the things he was thinking a few days earlier she would have run away as fast and as far as she could get, but she wasn’t that scared little girl anymore. 


She was about to give up on this pointless back and forth with Eric when she picked up on another voice in his mind. Shayla recognized the voice at once. It was Jim, Kevin’s beta. “We’re nearing the house. You better hope you can convince her to open that cage and let you out. This isn’t a rescue mission. Get out and help us take them down, or die in that cage. Doesn’t make a difference to me. You’ve outlived your usefulness as far as I’m concerned, and Kevin isn’t big on forgiving those dumb enough to get themselves caught. You wanna survive this thing, get free and bring that jerk with you.”


“I’ll be out of here in the next five minutes,” Eric thought. “Don’t worry about me. Worry about yourself, jerk.”


Shayla knew her eyes were glowing, and her wolf was clawing at her trying its cursedest to get free. When she walked over to unhook the cage door a huge grin spread over Eric’s face. She was going to enjoy putting an end to his amusement. As soon as she pulled the door open he was on her, his hand wrapped firmly around her throat, and she knew he was putting everything he had into cutting of her air supply. Too bad for him his efforts were wasted. He was no match for her. She knew he was beginning to figure it out for himself when his trash-eatin-grin slowly slipped from his face. 


Shayla wrapped her hand around his throat and pulled him nice and close. “Did you really think Adam would’ve left me alone with you if he thought for a second you might have any chance of overpowering me?” She smiled. Her sharp, wolf’s canines already distended. Eric released his grip on her neck and brought both of his hands to his own throat, desperately clawing at her hand, but it was no use. “Thanks for the heads up, but our time is up now. I’ve gotta warn my pack that yours is on the way. Don’t worry, from what Jim just told you I’m sure you won’t be missed.”


Eric’s eyes popped as shock registered on his face. He opened his mouth, and she was sure he was trying to speak, but she didn’t have another second to waste on him. She let the power she felt itching for release come to the surface. Without shifting, her whole body was immediately surrounded by purple flames. Eric didn’t even have time to scream before he crumbled under her touch, becoming nothing more than a pile of sand at her feet. Shayla knew that the emotions of what she’d just done would catch up with her later. No matter how awful he was, or how much he deserved the fate she had just served him, taking a life wasn’t something she’d ever wanted to have to do. Briefly the thought that this must be how Adam felt when he was forced to kill someone to save himself and those he cared about fluttered through her mind, but she shook it off. She couldn’t let her feelings slow her down. She took a deep breath, drawing her power back into herself, and took off for the stairs. Kevin’s pack would be here soon and she needed to warn everybody—now.


	

	
	Chapter Fifteen


Adam


Adam checked his watch for what had to be the hundredth time since he left Shayla in the basement alone with Eric. Idiot! What had he been thinking? He made his way to the door, again, but this time before he could put hand to knob the door flew open and an obviously pissed off Shayla nearly knocked him over when she came running through the door. He grabbed her before she could send them both to the floor. 


“They’re coming!” she said.


His skin was crawling. His bonded wolf fighting its way to the surface with the need to protect her. “Shay, what happened?”


“There’s no time, Adam. They are coming here, now!”


Adam’s brain required a few run throughs of her words before comprehension finally kicked in. “Shoot! I’ll send someone down to guard Eric. We need to find Jared right now.”


Adam tugged her arm, but Shayla didn’t budge. When he looked at her like she was crazy she said, “Eric’s dead.”


There was a disconnect in her voice he’d never heard before, but one that he knew all too well from his own experience. Eric was dead, and Shayla had killed him. Her face was blank and he knew that she’d blocked the emotions that were surely hidden beneath her masked exterior. They would have to talk about this later. Shayla would have to let those emotions go so they didn’t have the chance to grow and eat away at her.


Adam tried to pull her in for a hug but she held her hands up to stop him. “I can’t. Not right now, okay.” He nodded in understanding. “Let’s go get Jared. We don’t have much time.”


“Okay. I think he’s out front.”


“No,” Shayla said. He looked at her, his eyebrow raised. “He’s in the back hall with Megan.” 


Adam rolled his eyes. “Of course he is.”


Shayla laughed softly and he flashed her a quick smile before they both switched right back into business mode. 


They found Jared exactly where Shayla said he would be. It wasn’t lost on Adam that Shayla’s gifts were growing, and growing fast. Jared had Megan pressed firmly against the wall, one arm around her waist and the other against the wall beside her face and they were devouring each other like they were the air each of them needed to breath. Adam understood the feeling—Shayla was his air, but this was so not the time for a high school make-out session in the hall.


The two of them were so focused on each other they didn’t register Shayla and Adam approaching until they were right beside them and Adam called Jared’s name. Jared glared at them until he registered the look on Shayla’s face.


“Kevin’s pack is on the way here,” Adam said. 


“Idiot!” Jared’s eyes landed back on Megan and Adam knew he was worried about her. She couldn’t protect herself against a single werewolf and they had one of the largest packs in existence headed their way. Even with Adam and Shayla’s ability to take out anyone with the right touch, they were still severely outnumbered and likely to lose people. Megan didn’t belong anywhere near this fight. Jared looked back to Adam and Shayla. “I’ve got to get her out of here.”


“There’s no time,” Shayla said. “We can lock her inside the cage in the basement.”


“No.” Jared looked at Shayla like she’d lost her mind. “They will find her the second they go after Eric.”


“No,” Shayla said. “They don’t care about him.”


Megan stepped forward, her face scrunched up in disgust. “I’m not hanging out with that jerk. Heaven knows how long y’all will be.”


Shayla looked at Adam and he squeezed her hand hoping his touch would give her the strength she needed to get through this night; to get through this very moment. Every time she had to tell someone else Eric was dead he knew the guilt reared its ugly head at her again. Shayla looked at Jared and then Megan, “That won’t be a problem. Eric is dead. It’ll just be you down there, and as long as you keep the door locked the werewolves won’t be able to get passed the silver bars to harm you.”


Megan’s eyes had turned to saucers and Adam could see her wheels turning. He knew that she was gearing up for a game of twenty questions and he had to put the kibosh on that trash before it got started. “It’s the safest place for you, Megan, but you need to get down there right now. Kevin’s pack will be here any second.”


 “I’ll take her down,” Jared said. “I make sure she’s secure and meet you up front. Can you let the rest of the pack know?”


“Already done,” Shayla said. 


Jared just offered his thanks and hurried Megan towards the basement, but Adam stood there dumbfounded trying to figure out when Shayla had a chance to tell everyone about the incoming threat.


When Shayla looked at him, Adam knew she’d read his thoughts, and she looked like she was surprised he didn’t already know the answer to his unspoken question. “I just told them.” She tapped her temple. “You’re the one who taught me that we could communicate with our other pack members through our thoughts. I can’t believe you didn’t think of it before me. Sometimes I wonder if I’m actually the one teaching you how all of this works.” She winked at him as she started to walk away. 


Adam stared after her for a minute, like a commoner in awe of the queen. When he snapped out of it he hurried his pace to catch up to her. “You do realize most of us don’t have that kind of range.” Shayla looked at him, clearly not sure what he was referring to. “I mean to talk to the whole pack at once with our minds. I have to focus on the person I want to communicate with, so using telepathy with more than a handful of people is usually out of my grasp. You’re amazing.”


“Normally I’d be very flattered, but that will have to wait.” She looked him in the eye. Her beautiful eyes, normally the calm to his storm, were like two purple suns shining bright as day. “They’re almost here. I can hear their thoughts. Kevin thinks they’ve got this in the bag.”


Adam felt his own power engulf him, lighting him up from the inside out, and he knew his eyes were the matching blue suns to Shayla’s purple ones. “Yeah, well, he doesn’t know we’ll be ready and waiting for him,” Adam said. “We’ve got the element of surprise. He’s going to have a much bigger fight on his hands then he’s prepared for.” Adam and Shayla took off at a run to meet their pack and take on Kevin and his wolves head on.


—


Their pack was waiting outside the house, many of them already in their wolf forms. Everyone’s haunches were up, they were pacing back and forth watching the perimeter for intruders, their growls filling the air like thunder on a stormy night. Adam called their attention to him. “They’ll be here any minute. Get the house covered front to back. Stay alert.”


Everyone quickly moved into position, those who hadn’t shifted did so immediately. Adam heard the front for creak, and Jared was by his side in a second. His voice was low when he spoke, “You think we’ve got a chance?”


Adam glanced at Shayla. “Yeah, I do.” 


Shayla didn’t say a word, but when she shifted and took off for the trees in front of the house Adam didn’t waste a second and he was right behind her. 


They were surrounded. Adam wasn’t surprised. Cowards liked to hide behind others, and Kevin Hall was the very definition of a coward if he’d ever seen one. 


Shayla’s head was darting from side to side and he knew she was looking for the ring leaders of this trash-show just like he was. When her ears went flat and she took off, clawing through the rows of their enemy with the ease of a seasoned warrior, Adam knew she’d spotted her target. 


Jared must have seen her take off too because his voice suddenly filled Adam’s head. “Go. I’ll stay back here with the pack. They won’t get through our line.”


Adam plowed through the wolves who stood between him and Shayla. He focused on keeping his power in check. He knew that some of the werewolves under Kevin’s command had no choice. He’d stolen so many packs, and forced his will on so many innocents that Adam knew there had to be some of them who were only fighting because they couldn’t deny their alpha’s order to do so. If they could take out Kevin it would free those wolves and hopefully their next alpha wouldn’t take away their freewill so flagrantly. 


He spotted Kevin at the top of the hill. The arrogant rear hadn’t even shifted, more than likely assuming he wouldn’t have to lift a finger to win his own fight. He was looking down on the chaos that he’d created with his arms crossed over his chest and a smug smile on his face. Adam made a beeline for Kevin, images of ripping his over inflated head off of his shoulders dancing through Adam’s head. This idiotwad had put Shayla in danger. He’d sent her ex to kidnap her; her ex who’d nearly killed her. Because of him Shayla was now cursed to be a werewolf forever. 


As Adam made his way towards Kevin, taking out every wolf in his way, the thought that it was too easy briefly crossed his mind. He didn’t slow down, though. He couldn’t. Not with the S.O.B. so close. 


When Adam was about five feet from his target, he heard Shayla scream his name in his mind. Instinctively he turned in her direction thinking she was in trouble, but Shayla was quickly making her way towards him. 


“Adam! Run! Get back! Get back!”


Adam looked back at Kevin. Jim and Sharon had joined him out of nowhere, and the three of them were much too giddy for his liking. He turned away from Shayla and started back in Kevin’s direction.


“Adam, no!” Shayla’s screams filled his mind again.


He looked back but before he could register what was happening a series of explosions sounded off all around him, making his ears ring and his eyesight go all Val Kilmer in At First Sight. He felt something slam into him. At first, he thought it was another blast from the explosion knocking him to the ground, but the weight didn’t lift for too long to be that. No, it was more like another person had landed on top of him, another werewolf, but he couldn’t see a blasted thing. He took a deep breath and her scent finally registered over the smell of smoke and fire—Shayla. Wait. What was she doing? What if the explosions weren’t over? Panic took over his mind and body. All of his pain was shoved out of the way by his need to protect Shayla. She was going to get herself killed!


Adam tried bucking his body to get her off him. It took numerous attempts before he felt the weight holding him down lift and he was free to move. He felt a foot? Yeah, it was a foot, or a paw, come down on him, but it was gentle, then Shayla was in his mind. “Don’t try to get up, Adam, you’re hurt. Stay down. I’ll take care of this.”


It wasn’t that he questioned her strength, but there was no way his wolf would let him lie there while his mate fought their enemy on her own. Even if other members of their pack stood at her side it wasn’t good enough. He wouldn’t just lay there while she fought in a fight she never should have been drug into. 


Adam focused on his power; focused on pushing it outward to heal his limbs. The darkness slowly receded as his sight came back bit by bit. As soon as he felt enough strength in his legs he brought himself back to his feet and looked for Shayla. What he saw nearly knocked him back down on his rear. There were at least twenty werewolves surrounding a single wolf—Shayla. She wasn’t afraid, no, she was nearly terrifying. Her entire body was made up of the purple flames he’s seen when Jim and a few of their pack had attacked them at their home the day before, but it was more than that. Instead of looking like her fur had gone up in these bright purple flames it seemed like her entire being was made up of nothing but this fiery, flaming power. The immense power she was putting on display was intensified by her size. It was like trading in a Ford Pinto for a Hummer. She stood at least a couple feet taller than all of the wolves surrounding her. Adam was sure the wolves had been issued orders by Kevin to fight to their deaths because there was no way that anyone with half a brain would not run as far and as fast as they could to get away from Shayla. No, they had to have been ordered to attack her by Kevin, a command they couldn’t deny. 


Adam looked around for the piece of trash and found him still standing to the side and watching as his pack fell one by one as they attacked Shayla and quickly lost the fight. His eyes were glued on Shayla, a sly smile on his wicked face, and Adam could practically hear the gears turning as he tried to come up with a way to get Shayla under his control. He was one power hungry jerk. 


He looked back to Shayla and their eyes met. “I’m okay,” he told her. “Are you good?”


“I’m fine. They can’t touch me.”


“I’m going after Kevin. It’s time to end this.”


“Adam, you’re bleeding. Let me…”


“No. That idiot’s mine.”


Adam took advantage of Kevin’s distraction. He was so focused on Shayla he wasn’t paying attention to much else around him. Adam looked for Kevin’s usual guards, but he didn’t see Jim or Sharon anywhere. He tried to find their scent, but there was too much blood in the air for him to distinguish one werewolf from another. He made his approach slow and cautious, relying on Shayla’s grand presence to keep the attention of his enemies while he went for their leader. 


It happened when he got close enough to push himself from the ground and set himself on an airborne collision with Kevin. Right after Adam pushed off the ground with his hind feet he heard a loud boom that echoed through the night air and drowned out all of the fighting chaos that surrounded him. Something ripped through his side. Fire? No, it couldn’t be, but idiot if it didn’t feel like flames were ripping him apart. The power of the impact sent him flying to the ground. He managed to lift his head slightly off the ground, but it was like lifting a fifty-ton truck. His eyes were doing their Val Kilmer disappearing sight thing again. He caught sight of a shadow leaning over him, but he couldn’t make out the feature, just that it was a man and he was holding something in both hands. Before he could convince his eyes to focus on his onlooker the curtain was lowered and there was nothing but darkness and it was pulling him deeper and deeper into its abyss. 


	

	
	Chapter Sixteen


Shayla


“Noooo!”


Shayla saw Jim aim the rifle in Adam’s direction, but she couldn’t get to him stop him from pulling the trigger. It was like everything moved in slow motion, yet she still couldn’t get to him fast enough. Jim had come out of nowhere and aimed what must have been the world’s largest rifle at Adam. She launched herself in his direction, taking out anyone who stood in her way. Jim made his way to Adam’s body, and as Jim looked down at Adam she saw him smile in triumph. An image of Eric staring down at her bloody, broken body popped into her mind and Shayla screamed. She threw all of her power into getting to Adam and removing that smile from Jim’s face. 


Jim turned her way, the barrel of the gun pointed straight at her, but she didn’t hesitate. Shayla launched herself at Jim, his gun going off as he fell back when she slammed into him. Some part of her felt the sting of the bullet but her focus was on getting to Adam. Jim didn’t stand a chance against her, the heat from her flames engulfing him until he went up in dust. 


Shayla turned toward Adam’s body, lying limp on the ground. She could hear his heart still beating, but it was so feint even the slightest breeze drowned out the sound. And the blood—there was so much blood. Shifting back to her human self she bent over Adam’s body trying to find the source of the bleeding. She had to try to stop it. 


The wound was huge and Adam was losing too much blood. Shayla tried putting pressure to slow the bleeding, but with only her hands to work with it was like stopping a water fountain with a strainer—everything was still getting through.


“Cauterize the wound.”


Jared’s voice came from nowhere startling her. On instinct Shayla pushed her power to the surface, her body immediately engulfing itself in her purple flames. 


Jared stepped back with his hands held up in front of him. “Shayla, you’ve got to help him. You’ve gotta stop the bleedin’ now.”


Shayla dropped back down to her knees beside Adam, tears flowing freely down her face. “I can’t,” she choked out.


Jared dropped down beside her, careful not to touch her. “You can.” She looked at him through blurred eyes. “Use your heat. Cauterize the wound before he bleeds out.”


“But I’ll just kill him for sure if I touch him like this.” She held up her hands, engulfed in flames. 


“Not if you control the amount of power you put into your touch. You can do this Shayla. I know you can.”


Shayla looked at the blood seeping out of Adam’s side. She had to try. If she didn’t he was going to die anyway. She closed her eyes and concentrated on her power. She pulled the power back inside of her until it was barely a flicker on the surface. Shayla opened her eyes and took in her outstretched arms. Instead of the open flames that had covered her from head to toe her arms were now glowing light purple light sticks instead of fire. Shayla lowered her hand to Adam’s side. Please let this work. She touched her finger tips to his wound. The smell of searing flesh filled her nose but he didn’t go up in smoke so that was a good sign. 


“That’s good,” Jared said. “Make sure you run your hand around the whole wound. You should notice the bleeding slowing down.”


Shayla did as Jared instructed and Adam’s bleeding finally slowed. She looked up to Jared. “We’ve gotta get him out…”


Another loud boom sounded and Shayla turned just in time to she Sharon with a rifle aimed in their direction. Shayla quickly covered Adam’s body and the bullet went through her arm, but luckily missed Adam. 


She reared her head back and screamed as the pain shot through her arm, but before she had the chance to get to her feet and take Sharon down Sharon’s screams filled the air, but were abruptly cut off. Looking in the direction of the scream, she saw Sharon’s body on the ground, a giant black wolf on top of her. She could hear the wolf snarling as he yanked his head upward. The wolf jerked his head to the side and Sharon’s head went rolling down the hill, then he stepped away from her body and shifted. Kevin Hall started making his way over to Shayla, blood from decapitating his own pack member running down his mouth. 


Jared jumped between them, shifting mid-air, and blocking Kevin’s path to Shayla. Kevin just smiled and kept moving towards her, but when Jared was joined by several other members of their pack Kevin finally stopped advancing as he took them all in with a big, toothy smile. “Jared, and friends,” he swept his hands outward indicating the pack of wolves now staring him down, teeth bared ready to rip off his head the way he’d done to Sharon, “I mean no harm to Shayla. As you can see I’ve punished Sharon for her mistake.”


Shayla got to her feet, her bloody arm held tight against her body. “Just go!” she screamed. 


“Oh, I plan to,” Kevin said. He raked his eyes up and down her body but Shayla refused to cower under his gaze. “I just need one little thing before I can go. Give me what I want and I’ll clear all of my pack out of here and we won’t return.”


Shayla glance back at Adam. She’d been able to slow down his bleeding but he was still in really bad shape. He needed help soon or he was going to die. She turned back to Kevin and his eyes were boring into her. There was no way he was still after Adam, not considering the shape he was in. No, he wanted her. She knew it even before he said it. It was the only explanation for his reaction to Sharon shooting her. He was obsessed with power and he would have seen the power she’d wielded against his people. He wanted it for himself, to control and use to his benefit. She had no idea how many they’d already lost in this fight, but she couldn’t let anymore die for her. 


Kevin met her stare. “I think you know what I want, don’t you Shayla?”


Jared lunged forward, teeth bared, and a ferocious growl coming from his throat. Shayla stepped up next to him and he turned his head to look at her, but she kept her eyes on Kevin. If she looked at Jared she might back out of her decision and she had to do this. She might be powerful, but she couldn’t take on all of Kevin’s pack, and she needed the fighting to stop so Adam could get help before he could bleed out. She might be able to kill Kevin, but she stood to lose so much more if she wasn’t successful. Besides, she’d killed enough for one night and she didn’t think her soul could bear the guilt of one more kill in that moment. The guilt was already creeping in and darkening her heart.


“I’ll go with you,” she said. 


Kevin’s smile grew wider. “I’m very happy to hear that.”


Jared shifted, grabbing her arm. “Shayla, don’t. Adam needs you. You know he’ll never stop fighting to get you back.”


“You have to find a way to make him, Jared. I can’t watch anyone else get hurt for me. I can take care of myself. You just take care of him. Make sure he lives, please.” 


“Shayla.”


“Promise me, Jared.”


Jared sighed. Shayla had never seen him sad but right then he looked like he’d lost his best friend. “I’ll keep him alive, but without you it won’t matter. He’ll die in the worst way.”


Shayla felt a pain in her chest so agonizing she was amazed she was still on her feet. Even when Eric beat her within an inch of her life the pain hadn’t come close to what she was feeling in that moment. She knew Jared was right because in that moment, as she was letting Adam go, her heart shattered and her soul died inside of her. The effort she was using just to hold back her tears was nearly debilitating, but she had to push herself to do this and she wouldn’t let Kevin have the satisfaction of seeing her break down. 


Kevin held out his arm as if he intended to escort her wherever they were going, but Shayla just glared at him. “Let’s get this straight right now. We aren’t friends, and we never will be. I’m doing this to protect my pack, and you can believe me when I say that I will kill you if you fail to keep your side of the deal. If you so much as joke about going near anyone of them again I will turn you to dust.”


Kevin laughed but he dropped his arm. “Becoming a werewolf has been good for you.”


Shayla couldn’t stand there and listen to his trash anymore. She turned her back and started walking away—away from her pack and away from her heart.


Adam


Adam woke up with a start. He was alone and there were so many wires stuck in him he felt like a marionette. He started snatching wires out of his arms. He needed to find Shayla; needed to see that she was okay. He remembered feeling a blinding pain, he’d been shot he was pretty sure, but everything was a thick fog after that. 


Joanna came rushing into the room, trying to grab his hands to stop him from ripping out the last wires. “Oh, hun, why’d ya do that? Ya need to put these back where they were.”


Adam waved her off. “I’m good. I gotta find Shay. Make sure she’s not hurt.”


Joanna grew quiet, a trait she was not known for so it caught his attention. Her face turned stark white and she looked like she was going to be sick. 


Adam felt bile rise up his own stomach. “No, please, no. Joanna, please tell me she’s alive.” 


“I think you need to talk to Jared.”


Tears stung his eyes and a piece of his heart slowly ripped away causing an agony that was far worse than the pain of getting shot. “Joanna, please, I need to know. Just tell me if she’s alive.”


Joanna shut her eyes, tears running down her cheeks and he knew…


“She’s alive.” 


Jared’s voice came from the doorway and Adam immediately brought his eyes up to meet those of his alpha-his friend. In a stark contradiction to his words there was a deep, resignation sadness marking everything about Jared, from his sullen facial expression to the way he limped when he walked. Jared looked as broken as he felt. If Shayla was alive why couldn’t he feel her? He could always sense when she was close thanks to his bonded wolf. Something was wrong. Adam felt it in his heart, and in his soul. Something was very wrong. 


Adam narrowed his eyes at his long-time friend. What wasn’t Jared telling him? “Where is she Jared?”


Jared’s tired eyes focused on Joanna. “Joanna, please let us have some privacy.”


Joanna scurried out of the room like a scared mouse, something that was not at all like the loud, vibrant woman he’d grown to love as his sister. Whatever Jared was about to tell him was bad, Joanna knew it, and clearly didn’t want to be around when Adam was finally clued in.


Jared raked his hands through his hair and began pacing the width of the room but he wasn’t saying anything, and Adam was getting really tired of being evaded. “Jared, tell me what the heck’s going on.”


Jared finally met him in the eye. “She’s gone.”


Adam took a step forward, anger building momentum inside of him. “You said she was alive, so what the heck do you mean she’s gone!”


“Kevin said he’d leave us and never come after another member of our pack.”


Understanding hit Adam like a grenade and he was across the room and in Jared’s face in under two seconds. He clenched Jared’s shirt in his fists and brought their faces nose to nose. “Tell me you did not let her leave with him.”


“I tried to stop her.”


“Tell me you did not let her leave with him!”


“I tried, brother, but you were dying and she saw it as the only way to stop the fighting so we could save your life. She thinks all of this was her fault.”


Adam shoved Jared away from him, and turned to the closest thing near him, picking up the chair and smashing it into the wall across the room. 


He heard Jared take a step closer to him. “She said she loves you but she couldn’t watch anyone else get hurt.”


Adam clutched his chest as he fell to the floor, all his strength wiped out of him in one blow. He imagined the pain in his chest to be similar to the pain of a soul being tortured in Hell by Lucifer himself, only this had to be at least a thousand times worse. His heart didn’t break, it was ripped apart one small piece at a time keeping the tortured pain coming again and again. Until that very moment he hadn’t been sure if he believed in the idea of souls, but he was certain they were real and a part of all of us. He knew that because he could feel his being ripped from his body, his should dying while his body continued to exist. He wouldn’t say live. Nothing about him was alive in that moment, nothing but his pain and anger. 


Adam stayed there, on the floor, sobbing for what felt like hours. At some point he felt Jared lay a hand on his shoulder, trying to offer him comfort, but it was no use. Shayla was gone. She’d left him and knowing Kevin he would keep her on the move so they couldn’t find him.


Kevin’s face filled his mind. He could see the jerk smiling, mocking him, just as clear as if he’d been standing right in front of him. The holes left behind by his broken soul were quickly filled with a white-hot rage unlike anything Adam had ever experienced before. 


Getting to his feet he turned to face Jared who took a step back and away from him. “Adam? Your flames…but you didn’t shift. Maybe Shayla’s powers aren’t just hers. Maybe you just hadn’t tapped into your full potential yet.”


Adam held out his hands. His arms were engulfed in the blue flames he’d only ever experienced as a wolf. Looked like Jared was right. It had just taken a shattered soul for him to reach his full potential.


He met Jared’s eyes. “I’m getting her back, and I’m gonna kill Kevin and anyone who gets in my way.”


“I thought you’d say that. The pack is ready when you are.”


	

	
	Chapter Seventeen


Shayla


Shayla stared out the window of her prison. Maybe she couldn’t call it that since she knew she could leave if she wanted to. Kevin was no match for her. It was just that every time she thought about someone else getting hurt, or her having to kill someone else so that she could survive, her already broken heart sunk further into the pits of her stomach and she felt like retching. She kept replaying the night their pack fought over and over in her mind. So many people were lost on both sides. She kept seeing Eric’s face when he realized what was about to happen to him, then she relived the moment when he turned to dust—when she turned him to dust. It wasn’t that she cared for Eric, no, he’d made sure of that years ago, but she had never imagined that taking another life could come so easy to her. In reality, the act of taking his life had been exceedingly easy and that scared her more than anything. She had convinced herself at the time that it was necessary, but she wasn’t so sure anymore. He’d been locked up and from what she’d overheard from Jim they weren’t going to come in after him. 


Then there were the images of Adam lying on the ground, bleeding out, dying. Those were the images that always brought her to her knees. He had almost died, hell for all she knew he had, but there was something inside of her that said he had not. Some sliver of her soul that had miraculously remained intact, and instinct that told her he had survived. 


She was on the floor in front of the window, her head bent forward in her hands, and her face was tear streaked and blotchy from crying when she heard the door open. She knew who it was without looking. She knew his scent and had learned to loath it. She didn’t lift her head, didn’t turn around to see him in in fancy suit and his fake concerned expression. 


“Oh, Shayla dear, I had hoped you’d be ready to go by now.”


Kevin’s voice grated on her nerves like the cries of a banshee luring in her next victim. She didn’t move and she didn’t respond. She’d agreed to come with him so he’d leave the people she loved alone, but she never said she would help him. It was a point that he somehow seemed to miss, but not her. She certainly had not agreed to come with him to spare people’s lives just to hurt or kill others so he could obtain more power.


When she failed to respond, Kevin spoke again, “Shayla, you’re my beta now. It’s expected that you be at my side during certain events.”


That time she did let a horrid bit of laughter escape before she put it back in the box. That was another thing he’d been trying to shove down her throat, insisting she be his beta since she’d killed his last one when she took out Jim. He’d even went as far as announcing her position to his pack, or so he’d said. She hadn’t been present. She hadn’t been present for anything in the weeks since she’d left with him. He’d brought her to this house, wherever it was, she hadn’t paid attention, and shown her to this room declaring it as hers. It didn’t feel like her room. To her it was a prison, locks or not, she couldn’t leave unless she wanted to risk another battle and more lives lost, and she wouldn’t do that. No more lives needed to be lost because of her.


She heard him approaching but she still didn’t respond until his hand landed on her shoulder. Shayla was off the ground in a nanosecond. Her body spun around to face Kevin, her canines descended and bared as a low warning growl rolled up from her throat. She allowed her powers to breach the surface enough that she knew her eyes and skin were glowing. A warning to him not touch her again. 


“Fine. Fine.” He held up his hands and took a couple steps back and away from her. “You know Shayla, my patience are starting to run thin. Either you get with the program or I’ll be forced to go back for Adam. Now that I have you I’ve got a feeling he’d be much more inclined to follow my instructions.”


Shayla shifted and launched herself at him, but he was quick to get out of the way. He might not have the powers Adam or she possessed, but she got the feeling he was a lot more powerful than any of them knew. She could feel it emanating . 


She shifted back, and even though seeing his eyes rake over her body made her skin crawl she stood tall and forced her arms to her side refusing to cover up and let him think he was getting under her skin. He was, but she wasn’t going to advertise it to him. 


“That was not part of the deal.” She spoke though her teeth, something that was becoming so regular she was surprised she hadn’t ground them down to dull nubs. “I never agreed to be your show pony.”


Kevin shrugged his shoulders. “Let’s just say I’m adjusting our terms. That is, of course, assuming you still want to make sure your pack and your little boyfriend remain safe.” When she didn’t respond he just smiled and reached for the door knob. “I’ll give you a little more time to think about it, but Shayla, you should make up your mind sooner rather than later. I’m not well known for exercising patience.”


Kevin shut the door and Shayla waited until the sound of his footsteps faded away before she collapsed on the bed, and she let out all the emotions she’d been trying to lock up. She couldn’t do this anymore. She thought she could, but Kevin wasn’t going to stop. He was going to push her until she did one of two things: caved and followed along with his wishes, or snapped and killed him. Neither would sit well in her heart. She hadn’t been made for this, for hurting people, for killing them, and it was ripping her apart. She’d given up her life with Adam, and for what, so Kevin could force her into doing thing she’d been trying to escape.


Shayla stood up from the bed and wiped the tears from her face with the back of her arm. She was done. She wouldn’t be bullied anymore, and she wouldn’t let this narcissistic jerk hurt anymore of the people she cared about. She would do what needed to be done and then she would go home, back to Adam, and pray that he would forgive her for leaving and take her back. She knew what she had to do to ensure Kevin’s pack wouldn’t attack hers, or anyone else’s again. It meant she would have to do something she’d hoped to never do again, but she couldn’t think of any way around it. She was going to challenge Kevin and take his place as alpha. It was the werewolf way. Jared had done it to make things right in their pack when Mike lost his way, and she could do it now to save everyone she loved. She could do it. She had to.


Adam


Adam shot up in bed. He’d felt her. For the first time in weeks he’d felt Shayla. He’d been worried that something terrible had happened to her. He couldn’t feel the connection that they’d had since his wolf began bonding with hers, but it had just slammed into him like a wrecking ball.


He was down the hall and banging on Jared’s door in record time. “Jared! Jared, you’ve gotta get up!”


Adam started pounding on the door again and nearly slammed the side of his fist into Jared’s nose when he finally opened the door. “Adam, what the heck.”


His voice was shaky when he spoke, “It’s Shayla. I can feel her again.”


The door to Jared’s room was snatched wide and Megan was there, her hair mussed up and matted to the side of her head, but it was the look on her face that drew the most attention. Her eyes were wide and bloodshot from lack of sleep and crying. He could see the tears were threatening to spill over once again. 


“You know where she is?”


Megan’s voice came out in a broken whisper. Adam hadn’t seen much of her since the night Shayla agreed to leave with Kevin. She’d kept herself locked up inside Jared’s room. Based on how often Jared said she cried herself to sleep Adam was surprised she hadn’t lost her voice all together. She believed Shayla was dead, a possibility he’d firmly rejected.


Adam closed his eyes and concentrated on the hum that was his connection to Shayla. Could hear Megan rambling and he focused harder to drown her out so the only thing that made it passed his barrier was the humming in his soul. 


“Adam?”


His eyes flew open when he heard Shayla’s voice in his mind. It was really her. His heart started doing summersaults like a gymnast in his chest. It was the first time the thing had truly beat since he woke up and found out she was gone. 


“I know where she is.”


“We’ll leave right away,” Jared said. “I’ll have everyone meet us downstairs in ten.”


Jared turned back into his room and Adam called his name. “Hey Jared.” Jared turned to look at him. “Thank you.”


Jared shook his head. “She’s pack and that makes her family. You don’t have to thank me for anything.”


Adam didn’t agree, but he knew there was no point in arguing with his friend. Jared blamed himself for letting Shayla leave with Kevin. Blamed himself for not fighting harder to make her stay, but Adam knew it wasn’t his fault. When Shayla made her mind up about something there was no stopping her. Closing his eyes, he focused on Shayla. “I’m coming to get you Shay. I love you.”


—


Adam couldn’t believe that Shayla had been so close all along. He’d followed the pull of their connection to a large house in the middle of the woods about only fifty miles from Jared’s. The pack was making their way around the perimeter of the house, getting a feel for whatever security that Kevin had in place.


 “Lou says there are at least two guards at all of the entrances,” Jared said. 


Adam just nodded. He was ready to go in. Ready to get Shayla back, and he didn’t care how many guards there were, or how many werewolves were lurking around inside, they weren’t going to stop him from getting to his mate. 


A loud blast sounded off inside of the house. Purple light briefly flooded the house through every window Adam could see. “Shayla.”


He didn’t wait for Jared or the rest of his pack to respond before he shifted and went running toward the front doors like lightning in the night. What he found when he got inside sent a rage through him like nothing he’d ever felt before. Shayla was pinned against a wall. She was in her wolf form, purple fire and all, and he couldn’t figure out what was holding her up there. There were no chains, and no ropes-not that they could have held her anyway-there was nothing. It was like she was suspended by nothing but air itself. 


“Shayla!” 


“Adam, oh goodness! You’ve got to get out of here.”


Even in his mind he could hear her fear, and he could feel it deep within his soul, but what could possibly have her so afraid? She was the most powerful werewolf he’d ever known. 


“I’m not going anywhere without you,” he told her. 


In the next few seconds, Jared and the rest of his pack came rushing into the house. They all pulled the same stop and stare as Adam when they caught sight of Shayla.


“What the heck?” Jared said.


They moved in closer and that was when Adam spotted him. Kevin was standing below Shayla, his back to Adam, but he quickly turned around as they approached and they all came to a dead stop when they saw his face. His eyes were black as night except for his pupils which were blood red. His face was the source of nightmares, black and scaly, and his mouth was stretched wide in the most terrifying smile Adam had ever witnessed. Oh, and his teeth, even a werewolf didn’t have teeth as razor sharp as the daggers lining Kevin’s gums. Adam had never seen anything like him and he had no idea what he was. What he did know was that Kevin Hall was no werewolf. At least not like any he’d ever encountered.


“Hello, Adam. I’m so glad you could join us,” Kevin said. “See, your girlfriend up there got this bright idea in her head that should could challenge me and take my place as alpha. She had this silly idea in her head that if she issued a challenge I couldn’t refuse and my pack couldn’t intervene. I suppose if we followed werewolf law she’d be right, but luckily for me that’s not something I’ve ever been too concerned with. Most of my pack know not to challenge me, unfortunately, Shayla underestimated my powers. She assumed, like I’m sure you all have, that there wasn’t anything special about me. Never underestimate a man because he prefers to let others handle the dirty work. That’s just smart business. Did you all really think I could have grown my pack this large without having a few big secrets of my own?”


“What are you?” Adam sneered.


“Oh, I’ll tell you what I am and that’s more powerful than you. See, I found a way to become stronger, become more than just some mediocre werewolf, and make myself something truly powerful. It was easy really. All I had to do was give my soul to the devil, and in return he made me this.”


Kevin waved his arms around himself like he was showing of a new shiny car or some trash. Had he not seen himself? He was one ugly S.O.B. and Adam had heard enough.


“Too bad for you it’s not gonna help you survive this night.”


Adam lunged for Kevin and all perdition broke loose. He called out to Joanna to help get Shayla down right before Kevin flicked his wrist and sent Adam crashing into a wall on the other side of the room. Adam got right back up and launched himself at Kevin again with the same results. Idiot! This was going to make trash a bit more complicated.


Kevin was busy laughing and waving his fingers at Adam, taunting him, when someone crashed into him from behind. Kevin’s body was immediately engulfed by Shayla’s purple flames and Adam smiled inside. “Good job, Shay.”


“No Adam, run!” Shayla yelled. “That won’t hold him long, trust me.”


He kept his eyes on Kevin while making his way across the room to Shayla. He watched as the flames diminished, and it looked as though Kevin was somehow absorbing them. 


Kevin smiled in their direction and winked at Shayla as the last of the purple flames died out. “You’ve got to do better than that Shayla.”


“Incredible!” Adam thought.


Shayla crossed the distance between they were side by side. “That’s what I said.”


Adam met her eyes. “Together?”


She nodded. “Together.”


They both forced all their power to the surface. Shayla encased in vibrant purple flames, and Adam in blue. The speed with which they launched themselves at Kevin made them look like nothing more than a flash of light. Adam sank his teeth into Kevin’s arm just as Shayla caught his thigh. The arrogant jerk let out a shriek so piercing the glass in the surrounding windows shattered, tiny shards flying everywhere. Adam released his hold on Kevin’s arm and sank his teeth into the throat of the beast. He struck Kevin fast and hard with the intent to kill, and when he felt the bones in the back of Kevin’s neck crush under the weight of his bite and Kevin’s body going lax he was convinced he had succeeded. 


Shayla released her hold on him and Adam followed suit. Kevin’s limp body fell to the ground. Adam checked for any sign he was alive, but there was no heart beat and no signs of him breathing. 


Adam looked around the room and saw that all of the fighting had stopped, and werewolves were quickly shifting back to their human selves. Adam and Shayla followed suit and as soon as he was back on two feet his arms were around Shayla, and he brought his mouth down over hers kissing her with everything he had. He could feel the pieces of his heart falling back into place, the dark pit his should had become shined brightly as he reconnected with his mate. 


“What the heck?” 


Jared’s words pulled him out of his happy place and Adam and Shayla walked over beside him. 


“What the heck?” Adam repeated Jared’s words. “Where did the body go? He was right here. I left him here.”


Jared looked up at him. “Are you sure he was dead?”


“Yes.”


Adam looked around and spotted a couple people he didn’t know, so they had to be members of Kevin’s pack. He got in their faces with his jaw clenched tight. “Where is he?” 


The two men looked at each other, then back at Adam and one said, “We don’t know.”


“He’s your alpha. You can sense him.”


They shook their heads again. “He’s not our alpha anymore.” Adam cocked a brow at them. “You are.”


He held up his hand, blue flames coming to life and surrounding his palm. “I’m going to give you one more chance to tell the truth.”


“We are. I felt our bond to him break as soon as you sank your teeth in his neck, and then I could feel that same bond shift to you.”


Shayla stepped up next to him and put her hand on his shoulder. “They’re telling the truth, Adam. He did die.”


“Then where is he?” 


“Remember, he said he made a deal with the devil. My guess is the devil collected.”


“So you think he’s in hell?” Adam asked her. 


“No, I don’t. I just don’t think he’s here, but I think we’ll hear from him again. He doesn’t give up, and now he’ll be even more determined to beat us than before.”


“She’s right,” one of the men spoke up. “If he isn’t really dead, or in hell, or whatever, he will come after you. All of you, and it’ll be bad.”


Adam felt his anger growing again, but Shayla took his hand and pulled him in closer to her. “He’s not here now.”


“But…”


She put a finger over his mouth to shut him up. “He’s not here, but we are and our pack is much larger now. We will work and prepare for the day he shows his face again, but for now let’s just go home. We all deserve some time with the people we love away from all of this.”


Adam tightened his hold on her waist and bent to give her a swift kiss. “I missed you.”


“And I missed you. Let’s go home.”


He kissed her again. “Shay.”


“Yes, Adam.”


“I love you.”


She smiled. “I love you too.”


	

	
	Epilogue


Adam


“Adam, the door’s locked.”


Adam grinned when Shayla’s voiced popped up in his mind. 


“Use your key, Shay.”


“Adam.” He could hear her eyes rolling. “If I had my key don’t you think I would’ve already done that.”


“Maybe you shouldn’t have rushed out this morning.”


“Some of us have careers we’re trying to salvage, and being late isn’t a part of the deal. Dang it Adam, would you just get your rear down here and open the door.”


Adam laughed. “Alright, I’m coming. Calm down before you burn the house down or something.”


“Adam.”


He opened the door right before Shayla brought her fist down on it again and she stomped passed him through the door, then came to an immediate stop. 


There whole pack was there, Megan included, and the room was decked in flowers and little twinkling lights from floor to ceiling—he’d have to thank Joanna and Kelly again later. Shayla’s hands flew up to cover her mouth and when she turned around her eyes were glistening. 


Adam dropped to one knee and held up the ring he’d been waiting to give her for most of his life. It had been his mother’s and he’d known he wanted Shayla to wear it since they were teenagers growing up. 


“Shayla, there has never and will never be anyone else for me. I want to spend every day for the rest of forever showing you just how much you mean to me. I have always loved you. Will you marry me?”


Shayla threw her arms around his neck and crushed her lips to his. The room went crazy. When she finally pulled back she smiled at him and it was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. 


“Yes. I will marry you, and just so we’re clear, I have always loved you too.”


The End
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