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      Hunt what you can’t catch…

      Want who you can’t have…

      When paths collide, true mates always find each other.

      Omega mates are in high demand these days. Everyone’s looking for that perfect bond, that unbreakable connection. But what happens when no one wants you?

      I’m Tommy Jenkins, a submissive werewolf with a heart that longs for love. Sure, I’m not the picture-perfect omega everyone dreams of—I’m a little heavier, a little bolder, and maybe not the type an alpha usually pursues. But I’m adorable, gutsy, and more than ready to find my mate.

      This isn’t a typical love story. It's a wild, crazy ride where I took matters into my own hands and blackmailed my longtime crush to make him see the amazing mate I could be. It's not exactly how love stories usually start, but sometimes you’ve got to break the rules to find your forever. And if you’re as stubborn as I am, you’ll do whatever it takes to find the one who’s meant to be yours—even if that means going to some unexpected lengths to get his attention.

      Join me on this journey as I prove that even the most unlikely of mates can find their happily ever after.
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      TOMMY

      

      For the next couple of seconds, I do nothing but watch the two sweaty, naked werewolves going at it from behind the lens of my smartphone.

      Boy, it’s hot in here. Contrary to what the movies say, there’s nothing sexy about wedging myself inside the air vent above the public men’s room for my spying activities.

      I transfer my phone to my other hand, wipe my sweaty palms on my jeans, and return my gaze to the unfolding scene right in front of me.

      “Your cock feels so damn good,” the first dude says.

      “Shut the hell up and enjoy the ride. We don’t have much time. The meeting’s going to start in fifteen minutes,” snaps his fellow perpetrator.

      Before you start drawing any nasty conclusions about me, let me explain.

      The first shirtless guy on his knees is Antonio. He’s mated to Jerry Jones, alpha of the pack—same pack we all belong to.

      The second culprit, the hot, come-in-my-boxers man candy that Antonio is hell-bent on servicing, isn’t Jerry.

      It’s Lance Stone, the resident bad boy. Every pack has a 'Lance.' He’s the lone wolf who’ll screw anything remotely attractive on two legs—human or werewolf, male or female.

      Everyone’s tired of warning Jerry about Antonio, but what does Jerry do best? He doesn’t listen to anyone. Jerry’s the alpha, and he thinks he knows everything going on in his little world.

      Well, screw Jerry and Antonio. They’re not the ones I fantasize about at night. It’s Lance I have my eye on. He’s 'The One,' my Mr. Mate—although Lance doesn’t know it yet.

      Some folks in the supernatural community say we wolves are lucky to have a built-in mate detection system, but let me tell you, it’s not all rainbows and puppies—especially when your mate doesn’t even know you exist.

      You see, Lance is a certified man-whore. Every wolf in the pack knows it. He claims he doesn’t do commitments and never bangs the same guy twice. I know it’s true, if his infamous exploits in the public bathroom of the gym where we have our weekly pack meetings are any indication.

      My best friend Benji keeps telling me to move on, to find a nice guy—or wolf—to date. I’m an Omega, after all. Both male and female Omegas can give birth. We’re in high demand these days because werewolf blood is thinning out, and there’s only a fifty-fifty chance a bitten human will survive the transition to become a werewolf.

      Everyone thinks I’m so lucky, that I can have whoever I want, but that’s not true. Unlike the drop-dead gorgeous, poster-boy Omegas you read about in werewolf novels, I’m apparently not mate-worthy material.

      Sure, I might be a little on the heavy side, but I have other redeeming qualities.

      I’m gutsy, determined, and loyal—I’d never cheat on my mate, and I go after what I want… even if who I want most feels leagues away.

      Lance Stone is close enough to touch, but we might as well live on different continents. For any potential blackmailers out there, let me ask: how do you get the attention of someone who has no clue who you are? Simple. Get off your ass and find some leverage.

      Lance and Antonio finish up quickly this time. With them, there’s no foreplay, no romance. Well, I’m about to change that once Lance is mine.

      A phone rings. It’s Antonio’s. He curses and fumbles for the phone tucked into the back pocket of his discarded jeans. “Hey, baby,” Antonio greets, and I roll my eyes. “Yup, I’ll be there in five minutes.”

      After Antonio hangs up, he reaches for the packet of wet wipes Lance hands him. They might be jerks, but they’re not careless.

      They wipe down, erasing all traces they were ever here, because we wolves have an excellent sense of smell.

      But I have a record of their sin. I stop the video, make sure everything’s in order, and for good measure, save it to the cloud in case my plan goes sideways.

      “Later?” Antonio asks, pulling his pants up.

      From my angle, I can see these two are alike—both tall, good-looking, and buff—but that’s where their similarities end.

      I know, deep down, Lance isn’t as shallow or thoughtless as he appears.

      “We’ll see,” Lance answers, making my heart soar.

      Antonio shrugs and unlocks the bathroom stall. I watch Lance dress for a moment, silently admiring his form.

      He’s about 6’2”, dark-haired, dark-eyed, tall and broad-shouldered. He’s built like a football player, though he’s never played. All I know about him comes from gossip and rumors.

      Before Lance settled down in Applewood, he was a lone wolf who didn’t belong to any pack.

      Though he holds no rank, he’s powerful enough that the other enforcers sometimes take him along for territorial fights when they need extra muscle.

      He takes his time dressing, certain no one will catch him. Too bad I’m about to rain hell down on him.

      I clear my throat. Lance whips his head toward the sound, sniffing the air.

      Before this escapade, I took precautions—a few clicks on my laptop led me to a shady site selling perfumes that could mask my werewolf scent. But I can tell it’s wearing off.

      “Hey there,” I call from above. Lance finally zeroes in on my location. His dark brown eyes narrow, his inner wolf rising, riled up and pissed.

      “You dirty little Peeping Tom,” Lance hisses. “You like what you see, pervert?”

      I avoid wincing. “I deserve that, but maybe you should tone down your language.”

      “What the fuck? Come down here, little wolf, so I can slam my fist into your face.”

      Apprehension crawls down my spine. Not the best start, but I have to stick with the plan.

      “It’s all here.” I wave my phone at him. “I hold the leverage, Lance. So why don’t you calm down and we can talk shop?”

      “Why don’t you go fuck yourself, you little pervert!” he snaps.

      “I will, on one condition,” I say, tucking my phone in my pocket.

      “What’s that?”

      From up here, Lance looks positively feral—eyes narrowed, nostrils flaring, every line of his body taut with tension.

      Despite the distance, I can feel his angry wolf, ready to take over. Only one thin layer of defense lies between us, and one wrong word could trigger the change.

      As an Omega, I fit somewhere between the top and bottom of the pack hierarchy. But if Lance and I go one-on-one, I’ll lose. Badly.

      Turning things around is my only option.

      “Give me your word you won’t get violent until you hear me out,” I tell him.

      Lance laughs, harsh and bitter. “What are we, in high school? What makes you think I’ll keep my promise, little wolf?”

      The nickname shouldn’t affect me, but it does. I want to hear Lance say those words to me, not in anger, but in an entirely different setting—the kind where it’s just the two of us, and nothing else in the world matters.

      He sneers up at me, and the little scar on his jaw twitches. It’s the scar I imagine licking, dragging my tongue from tip to end.

      “Look at you. You’re so terrified, you’re shaking.”

      He’s right, but not for the reasons he thinks. Despite appearances, I’m tougher than I look.

      Growing up as the chubby, gay kid, I’m no stranger to being picked on. It was only after surviving the werewolf bite that people stopped taunting me, especially after I threatened to eat them.

      Bullies and blows, sticks and stones—I can take them. But Lance’s rejection? That’s another story.

      I take a deep breath, calm my racing heart, and meet his gaze. It’s risky, making eye contact with a dominant wolf.

      In our pack, every relationship is based on dominance and submission. Looking Lance in the eye is a challenge, a signal that I see us as equals.

      “I know you, Lance,” I say, voice steady. “As much as you know yourself. You may choose a life of blood and violence, but deep down? I know you’re fierce and loyal. Kind and⁠—”

      “What the fuck do you know?” Lance cuts me off, his voice low. His eyes remain cold, but I can tell I’ve cracked his armor, if only slightly.

      He leaves me no choice. Lance’s wolf will think less of me if I don’t face him directly.

      “Fine. Give me a few minutes.” I shimmy back a couple of inches, but my body refuses to budge. From here, I can still see the top of Lance’s head. Grunting, I push back with all my strength. The metal creaks in warning. I’m stuck.

      “Holy shit,” I whisper. This can’t be happening. After all my plans, all my gutsy talk to lure Lance, and now this?

      The last thing I want is to get stuck above a men’s room. I scroll through my phone, quickly pressing Teddy’s number.

      My brother is the better-looking, slimmer twin, but he’ll do anything for family. I cradle the phone to my ear, waiting for it to connect…but the line is flat.

      Damn it, what did I expect? Reception here? Of all places?

      “What’s taking you?” Lance demands, startling me.

      I swallow my dignity. “I’ve encountered a hiccup.”

      “What?”

      “I’m stuck. Help get me out?”
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      TOMMY

      

      Booming laughter erupts from Lance. I sniffle, waiting for him to eventually calm down.

      “Fucking hell, are you kidding me?”

      “I don’t joke in situations like these.” I wiggle in the tight, enclosed space.

      Sweat drips down my back and pits. Of course, I have to confront Lance like this—dusty and soaked.

      The universe must be having a laugh at my predicament.

      “Lance, you still there?” I ask.

      God, what if he just decides to walk out? Then I’ll need to get the next wolf who enters the men’s room to help me.

      I don’t relish the thought because, aside from Ted and my two buddies, Chase and Benji, I’m not exactly popular.

      Actually, scratch that. I’m pretty sure some pack members don’t even know I exist.

      “Yeah. I’ve been thinking we can make a deal, little wolf.”

      Uh-oh. The all-too-eager tone in his voice doesn’t sound promising. “What sort of deal?”

      “I’ll get you out, on one condition. You delete that fucking video.”

      Brief anger washes over me, but I figure that’s how anyone would react to blackmail.

      I grit my teeth, silently count to ten, and remember I’m the one holding the leverage. This is a tiny setup—the game isn’t lost.

      Besides, I know what Lance is thinking. Once Jerry finds out Lance is screwing his mate, Lance is as good as dead.

      He might be one tough motherfucker, but Jerry is practically built like a tank. Any wise supernatural folk, especially outsiders, steer clear of Applewood because Jerry has a reputation.

      He’s taken down larger shifters and immortal vampires. No one messes with Jerry or the Applewood Pack.

      “I’m waiting for an answer, little wolf.”

      “My name’s Tommy Jenkins, not ‘little wolf,’” I grit out.

      Silence. “You’re Ted Jenkins’ little brother?”

      I grimace. Of course, Lance would know Ted, since Ted’s one of the pack enforcers—or as the unattached wolves would call it, ‘mate material.’

      “He’s only a minute older. Help me out here. I’m sweating like a pig.”

      I know—not the most romantic thing to say to your prospective soulmate, but I’m getting irritable.

      What’s worse, the pack meeting’s about to start. While we don’t take attendance, folks will notice a prominent member like Lance missing.

      “This is the stupidest prank someone’s pulled on me,” Lance mutters.

      I hear the door swinging, begin to panic, then relax when it opens again. Metal screeches on the tiles. A ladder? Then, I hear the door lock.

      I know what Lance is thinking. He’s starting to believe he’s off the hook because he’s finally pinned down my identity.

      I’m no longer the ‘Peeping Tom’; I’m ‘Ted’s brother.’ Maybe he plans to keep things low-key.

      Drag me, the guilty party, to Ted. And Ted would apologize on my behalf. He’d look at me like he always does—with disappointment.

      But Lance doesn’t know me very well. I don’t want to be just ‘Ted’s brother.’ I want Lance to see me—the real me everyone else can’t seem to.

      Finally, the ladder stops creaking, and a second later, Lance peers at me from the hole. He extends a hand. “Come on, grab hold. I’ll pull you out.”

      I distrustfully look at his inked, tanned hand.

      “We ain’t got all day,” he says impatiently.

      I grip his hand, and what I’ve been waiting for finally happens—a spark. Electricity courses up my arm, jolting my tired body back to life.

      I know Lance feels it too, because he blinks, and his breathing changes, confused by the reaction.

      He tightens his grip, and I feel the hard texture of his calluses. My pulse leaps, and I swallow, aware he could easily break my fingers, but I know he won’t.

      My spiritual wolf stirs, looking at Lance’s beast with interest. A moment ago, his animal wanted to kill, but now it’s docile.

      Prowling, it approaches mine with curiosity. I can almost see the beast nearing, sniffing my wolf’s scent.

      “What the fuck?” Lance growls.

      “Buddy, it’s kind of tight in here. Some help, please?” I say in a calm, indifferent voice.

      Lance glowers. “Didn’t think this plan through, did you, little wolf?”

      “Tommy,” I repeat.

      “I can call you whatever I want.” He scoffs. “Little pervert.”

      “There’s a nice little ring to that,” I say bitingly.

      “Hold on.” Lance tugs, but I don’t move—not even an inch.

      Any other guy would’ve died of embarrassment, but not me, not when Lance is this close.

      “I thought you were supposed to be all dangerous and powerful?”

      “Don’t you ever shut up?” he demands.

      Clearly, my words gall him, because he reaches over and grabs me by my armpits. Taunting him might be my most idiotic decision yet.

      “Wait—” I begin, but he grunts and tugs.

      Hard. So violently the metal piping creaks louder. I swear the bolts are coming loose.

      “Shit,” Lance says.

      I’m out a second later, tumbling right off the shaft. My arms and legs flail. I’m terrified of landing face-first on the floor.

      Sure, I’ll heal even with my back broken, but it’s going to hurt like hell. Also, I can’t imagine telling Ted how I got my injuries.

      Thank God Lance catches me, taking all my weight and wrapping his arms around my body.

      The ladder sways precariously underneath us, then leans to one side. I cling to Lance as if my life depends on it, burying my head against his shoulder like a kid afraid to face a nightmare.

      For a fraction of a second, we’re freefalling and then hit the floor. Hearing the impact of his bones breaking on the tiles feels like several lethal punches to my gut.

      Lance cushioned my fall. It’s hard to believe this isn’t a dream. His groan of pain is like a dose of cold water.

      “Oh my God. I’m so sorry. Why the hell did you save me?” I get off him. “Stay here; I’m getting help.”

      I’m about to run out the door, but he closes a hand over my ankle.

      “Wait,” he rasps, then lets out another agonized groan.

      “I can’t wait. I’m getting a damn healer,” I snap, but he tightens his grip.

      “I said. Fucking. Wait,” Lance wheezes. “I’ll heal. Watch.”

      My ears finally catch it—the sound of bones reforming and flesh knitting back together.

      Wow. I know Ted and other dominant wolves heal a lot faster than us common types. It’d take me hours to heal from an injury like this, but Lance does it in minutes.

      Finally, he growls. “Help me sit up, little wolf.”

      I kneel and help him, feeling anxious. “Let me get a doctor. I’m sure Caleb’s out there.”

      “No need. I’m fine. Just give me a few minutes.”

      I start searching the restroom, spot the first aid kit on the wall, and begin to walk over to it, but he grips my shoulder.

      “Stay with me.”

      “Um. Okay.” It’s an odd request, but I sit beside him. I watch him lick the blood off his lips, feeling more nervous than ever. What if he’s feeling vengeful? I’d give anything to know what he’s thinking.

      “Suddenly lost all your sass?” Lance asks, amusement in his voice.

      “How do you expect me to react? You could have been seriously hurt,” the words burst out of me before I can stop myself.

      “You see that, little wolf? The concern there tells me this isn’t a game to you.” Lance’s hand is suddenly a blur. I wince, expecting a blow, but he only picks my phone from my jeans pocket.

      “Hah!” Lance yells in triumph.

      I lunge for the phone, but he easily catches both my wrists with one hand. Breathing hard, I’m acutely aware of his powerful grip. He could snap my bones so easily, but I know he won’t. If I’d tried blackmailing any other dominant wolf in the pack, they’d probably beat me to a pulp. Thank God Lance has a sense of humor. I’m definitely not interested in any of those bullies.

      “Give me back my phone,” I whine, feeling like a brat. “You purposely acted all vulnerable, wheezing in pain and asking me to sit with you so I’d let my guard down.”

      “Not gonna deny it. Besides, a little blackmailing pervert like you has no right judging others,” Lance retorts.

      He flips through my phone, opens my video app, and raises an eyebrow at the hundreds of short videos I took of my one true love—Stella, my Welsh Corgi.

      “Cute dog. Yours?” Lance asks.

      “My brother wouldn’t get me a German Shepherd. I’m glad though, because it’s hard to hug those things,” I remark. “My Stella is sweet.”

      “Man, that’s a lot of videos. What does your lover, honey bun, or significant other say about your unhealthy fixation on your dog?” Lance asks.

      “No boyfriend,” I say, hoping he’ll pick up on the hint. It’s kind of funny, the two of us sitting on the dirty floor of a public restroom. At least we’re not wringing each other’s necks.

      “I see. That explains a lot of things.”

      Despite our odd conversation, I notice Lance watching my reaction closely, as if he’s expecting me to claw at his hand or try to bite him.

      Maybe, just maybe, a seed of doubt is beginning to grow in his mind, but I’m not revealing my cards until he realizes it’s futile. Lance finally reaches the video.

      Cocky bastard even watches the first few seconds and says, “Man, take a look at Antonio’s tight ass.”

      “That’s Jerry’s ass, since Antonio is his,” I say with a bite in my voice.

      “Jerry doesn’t make much use of it, though.” Lance chuckles before pressing the delete button. Then he releases my wrists and hands me my phone. “There, little wolf. All gone. What’s your next move?”

      The fact that Lance doesn’t just leave or threaten me is a good sign.

      “You think that’s the only copy?” I ask mildly.

      Lance’s nostrils flare, and his eyes narrow. “You’re lying. There was no time.”

      “It’s on the cloud.”

      “What the fuck?” Lance hisses.

      Before he can grab my cell again, I add, “Don’t bother stealing my phone again. You don’t know the password to access my cloud storage.”

      A scary gleam fills his eyes. “You think you’re so smart, little wolf? I can tie you up and wring it out of you the old-fashioned way.”

      “Do that, and a little code will send the video to all the emails of the pack members if I don’t deactivate it in time.”

      Okay, total lie. I know shit about programming, but Lance seems to believe me.

      He’s all riled up again, and I’m not sure how far I can push him. It’s only a matter of time before a powerful werewolf like him resorts to violence, and that’s definitely not my intention.

      “Fucking nerd. What do you want?” Lance demands.

      I swallow. This is it. “I want you to take me out on a proper date. Once my conditions are satisfied, I’ll delete all copies of the video.”

      Lance looks stunned, then frowns. “Is ‘date’ a code word for something illegal? I suppose I can roll with that, but I have limits.”

      “’Date’ isn’t a codeword for anything,” I say, sounding frustrated. “Look, let’s exchange numbers. You can pick me up tonight at eight. I’ll handle the rest, unless you have other plans?”

      Sensing the sardonic tone in my voice, Lance says, “I can cancel stuff.”

      We exchange numbers.

      “Funny way of asking someone out,” Lance says dubiously, probably still believing there’s a more complicated plot behind this scheme.

      Once I have his number, I pocket my phone and stand. Catching sight of my dirty appearance in the mirror above the sink, I wince. Dirty and frumpy—not exactly the look I want when Lance and I finally talk.

      “Can you blame me? It’s the only way a guy like you will notice a guy like me,” I retort. Painful truth, but there’s no point hiding it. I reach for the door handle, but Lance grabs my shoulder.

      “What the fuck do you mean by that?”

      Facing him squarely, I gently push his hand away. “Come on, Lance. Would you take another look at me if you passed me on the street?”

      Lance frowns, but my heart’s pounding. “Remember. Tonight.”

      “A date’s really all you want?” he finally asks.

      I want more than that. I’m greedy. I want it all with you—conversations and laughs, lovemaking and rough fucking, a whole damn domestic arrangement. But I keep it all to myself. Lance is afraid of commitments. He swears he’ll never settle down, never let someone tie him down—but I’m going to change all that.

      I walk out of the restroom feeling more confident, so certain that I don’t even feel awkward entering the pack meeting looking like I fell out of a chimney.

      “Jesus Christ, Tommy. What happened to you?” Ted demands, seeing me. Of course, my overprotective brother is pissed. Two other wolves, his friends Don and Eli, turn their attention from Jerry, who’s talking to us.

      When I don’t answer immediately, Ted asks again, “Who the fuck did this to you? Tell me.”

      “Dude, keep your voice down, Jerry’s looking at you,” Don warns.

      “Someone hurt my brother,” Ted hisses between his teeth.

      “It’s nothing, Ted. Accident,” I explain, but Ted doesn’t look like he believes me.

      A couple of minutes later, Lance saunters in, looking indifferent. One of the pack enforcers, Neil, gives him a warning not to be late again, but Lance just shrugs it off. Ted throws Lance a suspicious look, but I continue dusting off my clothes.

      Blackmailing my Mr. Mate might seem shady and underhanded to some. But if I don’t help myself, I’ll keep coming home to an empty apartment for the rest of my life.

      Some say we’re supposed to be content with the cards fate deals us. I say screw that. We make our own destiny.
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