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SUMMARY FOR RELUCTANT Mate Soul Mates Book 6




Serena is promised to an Alpha she finds repulsive. Deciding life on her own is preferable to being Remington’s mate, she flees the safety of her pack. Then she is captured by a mysterious group of humans hunting Werewolves.




Robert is determined to protect innocent civilians from vicious Werewolves. Once Werewolves are captured, Robert is in charge of keeping them locked up in a secret lab. Then he meets his newest captive, a Werewolf named Serena.




When Robert decides protecting his captive is more important than following orders, he is forced to make a deadly decision. Will this Werewolf hunter redeem himself and claim his mate before Remington finds her?























THREE YEARS AGO…




At six fifteen, Travis stomps into a human bar in Second Chances. The Second Chances Alpha allowed humans to live—and work—in his town, but many were not aware their kind existed. While his instinct is to shift and howl his pain—and perhaps maul something—it was too risky. Instead of allowing his wolf to run free, he had to drown his anger in an acceptable way—with alcohol.

Snarling, Travis orders a beer as he slides onto a wooden bar stool. Ice clinks as it hits the glass and the bartender pours a shot of whiskey for another patron before filling his mug with beer from the tap.

The woman he desires had just announced that she is pregnant with her third child. Instead of celebrating, like other pack members, Travis curses her mate.

If Lucas had not come along, she would be mine.

He grips his mug and drinks deeply. 

Purely by chance, Lucas Tarchannen had stopped by Second Chances on his way home to Tarchannen. As was customary of any new wolf in an established territory, he had gone to the Alpha House to introduce himself and ask permission to stay.

On her way to visit a friend, Evie opened the door as Lucas knocked. Her world changed the moment she laid eyes on Lucas. Their wolves immediately recognized each other as true soul mates and within a week, Evie had joined Lucas in his Tarchannen home.

Travis chugs his beer, nursing his growing hatred for Lucas Tarchannen.

If only I could get him out of the way….

A low ranking Omega, Travis understood he didn’t have a chance at beating the higher ranking wolf in a fair fight.

I would love to inflict as much pain on him as he has caused me.

Travis orders another beer. One is simply not enough to quench his anger. He takes a long swig of from his second mug of beer, barely registering its bitter taste.

“—accused of torturing helpless animals, Dr. Alfred Jessup has been arrested for countless violations of the Animal Welfare Act. If you remember, our Channel 8 News Team was the first to bring you this story last month when one of his research assistants came forward with these shocking allegations.”

The news anchor’s voice filters through his thoughts and hoping for a distraction, Travis focuses on the television above the bar. 

“Standing outside of the courthouse is Channel 8 Special Reporter, Melanie Jennings. Good Evening, Melanie. Any word on charges being filed?” 

The news anchor disappears as the field reporter’s image fills the screen. “Thanks, Audrey. In a surprising decision by the District Attorneys’ office, they have dismissed all charges against Dr. Jessup.”

“Dismissed? But he tortured—” Audrey the news anchor censors herself and allows the field reporter to continue.

“Though it seemed horrific to the general public, Dr. Jessup stood by his research and experiments. Here is some footage we shot earlier as Dr. Jessup and his lawyer left the courthouse.”

The video shows two men being interviewed by the reporter. The man she identifies as Dr. Jessup is average height with untamed salt and pepper hair. His traditional mustache needed trimming and his suit is slightly wrinkled. He adjusts his glasses as he listens to the reporter’s question. His overall appearance suggests an academic, an intelligent man concerned with important scientific issues.

The man standing beside him is a stark contrast. His lawyer, Peter Wells III, wore an expensive tailored blue gray suit. Clean shaven and well groomed, the young lawyer took pride in his appearance. His smug smile reveals his joy in successfully ending the prosecution of his client. Moreover, he is delighted because of the free publicity he was currently receiving from Channel 8 News.

“My research focuses on alleviating chronic pain,” Dr. Jessup says. “Over 1.5 billion people suffer from chronic pain worldwide. Aside from the obvious need to alleviate pain and suffering in humans, there are economic repercussions as well.”

Jessup adjusts his glasses.

“People who suffer from chronic pain miss work. This not only affects their ability to earn higher wages, it affects the profit margin and productivity of businesses. When people suffer from pain, everyone loses,” Dr. Jessup explains to the reporter.

Dr. Jessup’s words seem sincere but there is something about him that agitates his wolf.

His eyes are shifty. I’m sure that if he were standing beside me, I would catch the distinctive scent of a lie. 

“Dr. Jessup, aren’t you in direct violation of the International Guiding Principles for Biomedical Research Involving Animals?” the reporter asks.

Glancing at her notes, she continues her probe.

“What I’m referring to doctor, is the statement that, ‘…there is a moral imperative to prevent or minimize stress, distress, discomfort, and pain in animals—’”

Dr. Jessup gives her a patronizing smile.

“To cure chronic pain, first I had to find the pain pathways. Only by understanding pain could I then devise a way to prevent it.”

Wanting to show off his excellent research skills in the matter, his lawyer interjects, “Given the nature of his research, Dr. Jessup is actually protected by the Animal Welfare Act of 1996. According to the United States Code, Title 7 Agriculture Chapter 54, under subsection A.3.d, subsection (i) which states ‘no animal is used in more than one major operative experiment from which it is allowed to recover except in cases of—scientific necessity.’”

His pulse increases and a seed of a thought begins to grow.

“It was scientifically necessary,” explains Dr. Jessup with a disturbing smile.

“Which is why the Public Health Service and the District Attorney’s office dismissed all charges against my client,” his lawyer says.

The clip ends and the screen is replaced by field reporter Melanie Jennings.

“As you heard, the charges have been dismissed by all regulatory agencies, including the Public Health Service, which oversees animal treatment. This is field reporter Melanie Jennings, Channel 8 news.”

Melanie disappears and the news anchor returns.

“In other news today—”

Deep in thought, Travis tunes out the news anchor and sips his beer, its bitter taste long forgotten.























GATHERING HER COURAGE, Serena creeps toward her closet. A man’s silhouette passes by her window. She ducks down, lying flat against the cabin floor.

Her stomach churns.

What if they catch me?

Her wolf enhanced ears strain to catch any sounds that suggests they are aware of her betrayal. Heart thundering in her ears, she hears nothing but her ragged breathing. At once, she clamps her mouth shut and holds her breath.

An owl hoots loudly beyond her window, startling her into motion. Scooting along the floor, she makes it to her closet and retrieves her duffel bag. Clasping it to her chest, she stays against the wall, inching slowly toward the front door.

Her footsteps seem to echo loudly in the cabin as she makes her way to the front door. Grabbing her keys from the hook on the wall, she reaches for the knob.

What am I doing? I’ll never survive without a pack. It’s just too dangerous out there. But if I stay, will I survive him?

The thought of him sends her scurrying out of her cabin, into her SUV and racing along the only road out of Tarchannen. The wolf city—full of purebred wolves—is nestled deep within a thick forest, far from human civilization.

Once the last cabin is out of sight, she relaxes her grip on the steering wheel. Serena’s eyes dart from the road to the rear view mirror. Nothing but dark green trees on either side of the road. Gradually, her racing heart slows to a normal pace.

In a moment of weakness, Serena decides to say goodbye to her best friend, Evie. Parking on the side of the road, she shifts and sprints to Evie’s cabin. She scratches anxiously at the Wolf Door.

“Who is it?” Evie calls out.

Serena-wolf responds with a high pitched, anxious whine.

“Come in slowly,” comes the muffled response.

She pushes her head through the Wolf Door, lifting it slowly. Serena-wolf whines pitifully.

“Serena?”

Serena-wolf barks softly.

“Come in, come in!” Evie insists.

Serena-wolf enters through the Wolf Door and shifts into her human form. Naked, she shivers in the kitchen. Sitting at the kitchen table, Evie frowns at her. It’s late at night and Evie’s kids are probably sound asleep. 

“I’m in trouble, Evie. Remington—” Serena’s voice breaks. The strain of living with Remington overwhelms her and she finally breaks down. Evie holds her gently as she cries. When her sobbing finally subsides, Evie leads her to her bedroom on the first floor. Evie gives her a robe then builds a cozy fire.

“Are you hungry?” Evie asks.

“I haven’t eaten all day,” she confesses. “I really don’t think I can keep anything down.”

“I’ll make some ginger tea. It will help settle your stomach. Lie down and I’ll be back in a few minutes,” Evie says gently.

She curls up on the bed, staring at the fire, barely feeling its warmth. A few minutes later, Evie returns, carrying a small tray with two delicate tea cups. Evie forces her to drink half a cup of tea before asking, “What kind of trouble are you in, Serena?”

“Oh, Evie! I—”

She takes a deep breath and makes her confession. “I—I ran away from Remington,” she whispers.

Evie’s mouth hangs open.

“You—You’re supposed to be mated tomorrow, Serena.”

“I know,” she cries. She covers her face, sobbing loudly. Evie puts her arm around her shoulders and pulls her close. 

Evie asks, “Serena, what happened? Most women would be flattered to be his mate. Remington is an alpha. He is rich. Powerful. Handsome...in a rugged way. I know at least half a dozen women who are envious of you.”

“I know, Evie. Believe me, I know. I should be flattered—grateful—that his father chose me to be his mate.”

She sniffles.

“So what happened, Serena? Why did you run away?”

“I just…I can’t be his mate, Evie. He’s so.…” She hangs her head before continuing, “He’s so aggressive. S-s-sexually.”

“Oh,” Evie exclaims.

“We’re not true mates, Evie. I feel nothing for him. No sexual attraction whatsoever. He hasn’t touched me yet, but he is so….”

She leaves the bed and paces in front of the fire. Thinking about Remington makes her stomach lurch.

“Every time he’s near me, when we are alone, he touches me. He’s always grabbing my ass, my breasts. He even touches me—he keeps—grabbing me—between the legs, cupping me. And that’s not the worst, Evie. He says things….about what he will do to me after we’re mated. Things he expects….”

A wave of nausea makes her pause in front of the fire. She leans against the mantle for support.

“I just can’t be his mate, Evie. The last four months have been awful. I dread his touch.”

Turning to face Evie, she confesses, “I get this feeling, deep in the pit of my stomach whenever he’s near. I can’t live the rest of my life like that, Evie. I just can’t.”

“I’m sorry, Serena. Having a mate shouldn’t be torturous, even if he isn’t your true mate,” Evie says. Evie gets off the bed and holds her trembling hands.

“Serena, I hope you realize that the Tarchannen Tracker will hunt you as soon as the pack realizes you’ve left.”

“It’s not the Tracker I’m worried about,” she whispers.

She fears Remington himself will search for her.

She tastes bile.

“If he finds me….”

Her body trembles.

She refuses to say aloud the penalty for her crime. According to Tarchannen Pack Law, Remington must choose between raping, killing or selling her to another pack. He could also choose to beat her in front of her pack then mate her, but knowing Remington, his ego would never allow him to mate with a wolf that abandoned him. Serena shudders and hopes he would have the decency to kill her, rather than sell her to another pack.

“What are you going to do, Serena?”

“I’ve already done it, Evie. I’ve run away. I just have to keep running.”

“Oh, Serena, where will you go? You cannot seek refuge from another pack. Any Alpha you encounter would be forced to return you to Remington.”

“I realize I will have to stay away from packs,” she admits.

Evie clears her throat.

“What happens if you run into a Rogue?”

“I will stay as far away from other wolves as possible, Evie.”

“Then how will you ever find your true mate?” Evie asks.

Her shoulders slump.

“I…guess it will never happen for me, Evie,” she says quietly. “But it doesn’t matter. A life on the run is better than a life with Remington.”

“Serena….”

Evie stands and walks over to her. Not knowing what to say, Evie hugs her tightly.

“I will do what I can to help you, Serena.”

Evie releases her then goes to her walk in closet. She returns a few minutes later with a thick envelope. Puzzled, she takes the envelope and opens it. She glances at Evie, tears filling her eyes.

“It’s ten thousand dollars. Not much, but enough to get you the hell out of here and hopefully off his radar for a while.”

“Evie.” Her voice cracks. “Thank you. Thank you.” She hugs Evie and sniffs. “I know you are taking a huge risk by helping me.”

“That’s what friends are for, Serena.”

Evie gives her a gentle squeeze before releasing her. Evie searches her room for a small bag that would fit around Serena’s neck once she shifts back into her wolf. Evie takes the envelope, places it in the bag and zips it up.

“I better get going. I want to get as much of a head start as possible.”

Serena strips then shifts into her wolf form. Evie places the bag around Serena-wolf’s neck and they walk to the Wolf Door. Evie gives her one last hug before Serena-Wolf disappears through the Wolf Door.

After Serena-wolf leaves Evie’s cabin, she dashes through the forest, anxious to return to her vehicle. Once she reaches her silver SUV, she shifts and removes the bag of money that hangs around her neck. Dressing quickly, she locks herself in the compact SUV.

She withdraws a thousand dollars and places it in her purse. She sticks a few bills in her bra then hides Evie’s small bag at the bottom of her duffel bag. Driving as safely as she can, she speeds away from Tarchannen territory.

Knowing the Tracker and fearing Remington himself would pursue her in the morning, she had to get as far away from Tarchannen as possible. Serena drives nearly two hundred miles to a major city. She drives to a busy part of town and parks her SUV. Remington had purchased the SUV as a wedding gift for her and she feels slightly guilty as she abandons the SUV. She leaves the SUV unlocked, the keys clearly on the passenger seat, as though she had forgotten it.

Hopefully someone will steal this SUV and Remington will waste time tracking the thief instead of me, Serena prays.

She heads into a restaurant and calls a cab. Within the hour, the cab drops her off at a busy international airport.

This is far enough away from Tarchannen that Remington will have no power here.

She stands by the ticket counter.

No passport. That means no international flights. I’ve gotten this far. Now how do I stay ahead of him?

She chews on her bottom lip.

“I hate waiting for connecting flights,” a high pitched voice whines.

“Quit it, Jimmy. I’m hungry. Let’s get something to eat before our next flight.”

A connecting flight. I could go from one city to the next. That should buy me some time.

She purchases her ticket, using cash that Evie had given her. She even buys  several tickets for different destinations at different counters, so that if Remington ever made it to the airport, he wouldn’t know where she had gone.

Twenty-four hours after Serena fled her mate, she walks into a small motel room and collapses on the bed. Mentally and emotionally exhausted, she sleeps  almost twelve hours. When she wakes, she takes a long hot shower and dresses in a pair of comfortable jeans.

She counts her stash. Over eight thousand left.

This isn’t going to last too long, especially since she needs to keep cash on hand as an escape fund. She needs to find a job.

Her stomach grumbles, reminding her she needs to eat. With a hoodie covering her head, Serena walks to a nearby diner and orders lunch. On the way back to her motel, she picks up a local newspaper.

I need a job that will keep me safe. Invisible. Away from chance encounters with a wolf.

She opens the newspaper and quickly finds the classifieds section.

Waitress and cashier are out. 

She flips the page.

I don’t have any training to be a medical professional.

Ah, this is perfect. Childcare Assistant at a daycare.

She scribbles down the information and consults the map she had picked up at the front desk earlier that day. The daycare center is only two blocks away.

What if someone sees me on the way to and from work?

She studies the map, searching for other routes to and from the daycare center. Finding alternative routes soothes her wolf and she begins to prepare herself for the interview. She calls the daycare center and an interview is  scheduled for the following day.

Serena is thrilled when she’s hired. Having babysat Pack children in Tarchannen, Serena is comfortable with human toddlers. Her manager tells her that as soon as her background check came back, she could start work. Serena thanks her profusely and desperately wishes she could call Evie to share her good news. Knowing that she couldn’t risk Remington tracing the call, she decides she would keep a journal instead.




***




With only a glance, Robert analyzes the man who had just walked into his office.

Average height.

Salt and pepper hair, trimmed and combed neatly.

Traditional mustache, neatly trimmed.

This man takes pride in his appearance but only because he wants to project a certain image.

Clothes clean but wrinkled. Common suit, not too pricey but not cheap either.

He had money but his vanity lies elsewhere.

The man plasters a professional smile on his face.

I bet it has something to do with that briefcase he’s carrying.

Robert stands, extending his hand. “Robert Roland,” he says.

“A pleasure to meet you, Mr. Roland.” His grip is surprisingly firm. The man doesn’t introduce himself. Withholding information. Why?

Robert waves to one of the vacant chairs in front of his desk. The stranger nods then sits in the other chair. 

“Blue Falcons? What an odd name for a security firm.”

“Falcons is Trade Marked. Blue Falcons isn’t,” Robert replies, settling back in his leather chair.

“I need a group of men who can keep their mouths shut.” So he’s a man who cuts right to the chase. Robert appreciated men who didn’t waste his time.

Robert leans forward. “My team is ex military. We’re professionals, Dr.?”

The stranger’s lips pulled back in a curious smile. “How did you know?”

He taps the side of his nose. “Have a nose for…scientists.” Robert leans back in his chair.

“My name is Dr. Jessup and I work for a private company. Genesis 23.” Dr. Jessup withdraws a tablet from his leather briefcase. “I need you to protect my team from these…beasts,” Dr. Jessup says.

Robert takes the tablet and watches the grainy video. It appears to be an old warehouse of sorts—concrete floor, wide open space, thick concrete columns, exposed fluorescent bulbs—some of which don’t work, leaving the grimy area partially lit. Probably abandoned. Either that or it was an off the books prison. A group of men move aside to reveal a large man, bound in handcuffs and shackles. His scarred chest is bare and he’s wearing a pair of ugly gray gym shorts.

“I fucking hate prisons,” he says, banishing the mental image of his father.

“Keep watching, Mr. Roland. I think you’re in for a…treat.”

A grating voice commands the prisoner to shift. The prisoner remains still, eyes focused on the crowd in front of him. A minute later the bound man, screaming in pain, falls to his knees. His skin bulges as bones push outward. His body shrinks as fur rapidly covers his bare skin. A moment later, a large gray and black wolf stands in the captive’s place.

“What the fuck?” Robert drops the tablet.

Dr. Jessup picks up the tablet and pauses the video. “They’re real, Mr. Roland. Werewolves. These…beasts are out there. Hunting humans. Preying on innocent women.”

Dr. Jessup removes a manila folder from his briefcase and sets it on Robert’s desk.

“These newspaper articles show their attacks. Look at this woman. Her face and body were mauled. And this child? Half his body is missing.”

Robert glances over the articles. A knot forms in his belly. “They could have been attacked by real wolves.”

“In the park? In an apartment? You can’t possibly be that naive, Mr. Roland,” Dr. Jessup sneers.

“How—Why haven’t we encountered them before?”

“They live in a secret society,” Jessup explains.

His chair tilts back. “Secret society?” he scoffs.

Dr. Jessup’s lips press together. The smirk on his face vanishes as he leans forward in his chair.

“You’re serious.”

Dr. Jessup merely nods.

“Then how can we stop them?”

Dr. Jessup’s eyes fill with pride and he sits up a little straighter in his chair. “I’ve developed a device. When implanted, it gives us control over these…animals.”

“Then why do you need my team?” Robert asks.

“Because we don’t know where they are or how many exist,” Dr. Jessup answers. “We have someone who can spot them. When he brings them to me, I need a team who can move quickly and efficiently to secure them.”

Robert’s eyes narrow with suspicion. “Why not just kill them?” he asks.

“Kill them? Oh Mr. Roland, this is the discovery of the century. I need to observe them, study their behavior, their anatomy. We need to learn everything we can about our enemy before he discovers his secret is out.”

Robert takes the tablet and resumes the video.

A large gray and black wolf stands panting, its amber eyes glowing eerily. Its body tenses, its ears flatten against its head and he growls loudly in warning, saliva dripping from its sharp teeth. 

Someone off camera demands that he change back. The wolf howls in pain as its body contorts on the ground and minutes later, changes back into the man. The man/wolf grimaces in pain. Naked, he kneels on the floor, bracing his hands to keep himself from falling down. Sweat covers his body, a thin sheen that glistens in the flickering fluorescent light.

“What do you think, Mr. Roland? Can your team help protect humans from these beasts?”

He holds Dr. Jessup’s gaze.

“When do we start?”























OVER THE NEXT few months, Serena gradually drops her guard.

Remington must have given up on me, she thought hopefully. After all, I’m not his true mate. Perhaps he decided that he was better off without me. I’m sure he’s had offers from a dozen she-wolves happy to take my place beside him.

Despite being overjoyed that she had eluded Remington and the Tarchannen Tracker for over six months, her wolf is agitated. Having grown up in Tarchannen, she had always been surrounded by wolves. Her living situation is  now in the opposite extreme, surrounded exclusively by humans instead of wolves. Wanting contact with another wolf, needing comfort from her kind, her wolf became restless.

One night, Serena decides that she would let her wolf run free in a nearby park. She wait until midnight, strip and shifts into her wolf. She leaps out of the motel window and scurries along deserted side streets until she reaches the park.

She sniffs the air, checking for both human and wolf. The mild scent of pine trees envelopes her and she fights the urge to howl.

The park is deserted.

She runs through the park, darting around trees, sprinting, barking softly as her wolf enjoys its freedom. She runs for hours, loping through the park numerous times before reluctantly deciding to return to the motel.



