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I keep my head down, focusing on the several voices in front of me. As usual, I am pushed back into the corner of the elevator seemingly unnoticed by the financial wolves who claim this building as their territory. Now the voices fade as my thoughts shift to the Alpha wolf... Lincoln Buchanan. He is known around the world as billionaire Buchanan. The name itself was a giveaway that the man was meant to be a leader. The name of two former presidents combined and the last on the tower we were all standing in. The tower is proud and large like him. I had only seen his figure once in the distance. Even though it was not much, the quick glance was enough to soak my panties like never before. 

My head snaps up at the sound of the elevator doors opening. I breathe a sigh of relief, hugging the thick stack of files against my chest. Most of the suit-wearing wolves depart, but only I remain. I am thankful for the space until a distant memory creeps its way into the front of my mind. I had once been in an old elevator with my previous boyfriend, and when the opportunity arose, I tried to seduce him as the lift crept downward very slowly, giving us more than enough time to accomplish a quickie right then and there. To my utter disappointment, he refused my advances and scolded me for acting like a whore. He was disgusted by my behavior, and I felt ashamed. That very night, I had lost my adventurous side all for him. For us it was a twice a week traditional missionary type of sex life. I despised it, but I loved him enough to accept it. 

I feel a single tear roll down my cheek, and I immediately use the sleeve of my sweater to wipe it away. Rule number one when working in a financial arena such as this place... never show any sign of weakness. No matter who you are or what you do, it will be used against you. I put on my brave face and straighten my shoulders just as the elevator stops and opens again. I still have several floors to go, but my heart immediately comes to a halt when I look up to see the new passenger for this ride. 

The scent of a spicy, masculine cologne causes my nostrils to flare in response. I want to roll my eyes in the back of my head, but I can't because there is a living masterpiece of human standing right in front of me. It's actually him! It's the Lincoln Buchanan, the Alpha wolf. He steps in with a certain grace that mesmerizes me. The man is swift and even in his walk, you can notice his assurance. I cast my eyes down to his Italian leather shoes, and they slowly make their way up his black, pressed suit. I find the courage to glance at the side of his face, though part of it is covered from the smartphone he has held up to his ear. By the way his thick brows are furrowed and the tight line of his marvelous lips, I can tell that he is on a business call. 

"I want those numbers on my desk in an hour, Michael." he warns the person on the other line in a smooth baritone voice. "Or else you will be out of a job, and I will make damn sure that no other firm or company hires your ass!" he ends the call and shoves the phone inside his suit jacket. 

I gulp nervously and keep my focus elsewhere. But his dominating presence suffocates me in ways I can't explain. Suddenly I feel a pair of eyes burning right through me. It feels as if the devil himself is standing right next to me. According to some of the rumors I've heard around the building, he just as well may be. I peek out of the corner of my eye to find him studying me intently. I am sure that he can tell that I have caught him, but he doesn't appear to care that I know he is watching me. His eyes are dark and rich. Every movement I make, his sinful eyes follow, much like a predator stalking its prey. 
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