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Chapter 1




Logan

Walking into the rink was like entering a safe haven. Then again, I grew up in ice rinks. I wasn’t as talented as my dad or friends, but I still enjoyed being there and wanted some time on the ice. Thankfully, it was easy to find a pickup game. 

It was a large ice arena with multiple rinks. The pickup hockey seemed to be occupied by a college practice. They hadn’t cleared the rink with the Zamboni yet. 

As I watched the practice, my eyes kept going to the coach. She was beautiful with long, dark, curly hair pulled into a low ponytail. She was young, but her edge work looked so strong and rivaled that of an Olympic figure skater. 

I knew my dad had wanted to replace the Legacy’s skating coach since McMillan took over. It was one of the few times he wanted to supersede the head coach, even if it started as a guest coach spot until Dad could get McMillan to buy into the need for a skating coach. Dad bitched about the lack of skating by the Legacy. He even tried to get our family friend and Olympic hopeful, Alex Wheiland, to do a coaching day, but she’d been too busy with her figure skating tour this year.

I had to let Dad know that I might have a solution for his coaching dilemma, and pickup games didn’t ban phones on the benches. So I grabbed my phone from my helmet under my elbow. Forgetting about the time difference to Vancouver, I called Dad. The phone rang a couple of times before he picked up. 

My dad sounded groggy as he said, “Everything okay, Logan?” 

Then I cursed. It was three-thirty in the morning for him. “Yeah. I found her.” 

“Found who?” 

“Our new skating coach for the Legacy.” I was damn confident that it would be the perfect fit for our team. We just needed her to buy in, but I wouldn’t tell my dad that part. Who would turn down an NHL job? “Do you trust me to arrange everything?” 

“Sure. Just not too expensive. But we’ll talk about this later when I’m awake.” Then the phone went dead. I kept looking at the ice, watching the beauty I wanted to put under contract ASAP. 

As soon as she walked off the ice, I strutted towards her. “Excuse me, we should talk about a business proposition.” 

I didn’t care that I didn’t look like a business executive or heir to the Peterson fortune. I had business cards, the suit in the locker room, and enough charm to get my way. It was why I’d been handed more and more work since Uncle Luke began grooming me to take over for him so he could retire early.

“Not interested,” she said as she brushed by. That only lit my fire. I had to have her—not just for the Legacy but for myself. She didn’t seem like a girl who would fall prey to my pick-up lines. Instead, I’d have to be authentic and real. 

I grabbed her arm so I could at least tell her the rest of my pitch. I wagged my eyebrow. “Seriously, you’re turning down the opportunity to work for a professional hockey team as a coach?” 

“Been there, done that,” she said, which was shocking. There weren’t many women coaches in the NHL, so I was sure I would have heard about her hiring. Unless she was one of the many coaches that came in only for pre-season.

“You’re still turning it down for what? For Toronto University’s hockey team? You’re amazing. You should join the Vancouver Legacy.” 

She crossed her arms. Daggers were coming out of her eyes. “Again, not interested. If you worked with the Wild, then we would talk.” 

Yup, she was going to be a tough nut to crack, but one that I had to have.

“You want a team that never quite lives up to potential? At least, the Legacy are contenders for the Cup.” 

The eye roll was lethal. If looks could kill, I would be dead. She dryly said, “You have no idea what stress they’re under. So I don’t need to hear any of your crap. I know what team I want to work for, and it’s not the Legacy.” 

Every team was under the same amount of stress, so that seemed like a sorry excuse. Unless she knew something I didn’t. It just seemed like the Wild underachieved. Year after year. 

I put my hands up in the classic ‘I surrender’ pose. “I mean no harm, but you’re talented, and I want you for the Legacy. We have the money to pay you appropriately, too.” 

“How can I believe you? You’re not one of the general managers, and you’re too young to be an owner. You’re probably just some crank trying to get my hopes up.” 

She had a fair point. I was only in my early twenties. It’s not like my dad and uncle advertised how much I did on the back side. But many people would say things to me, thinking I was some intern rather than the boss until it was too late. 

Squeezing my elbow to secure my helmet, I extended my hand to the beauty in front of me. “Logan Peterson, no formal title, with the Vancouver Legacy. So don’t bother looking online. However, you will see my dad, Aaron Peterson, who owns the Legacy. My name is listed as a VP on a few of his other businesses, including Petey’s Original Hockey Design, which is why I’m in town in the first place. Let’s meet up for lunch to go over everything in writing.” 

That got some acknowledgment. She knew our hockey brand, which was still a new company, but many teams, including her own, had purchased our products. She was wearing one of our specialized shirts that prevented players from getting seriously hurt from skate cuts. But my new pet project was the Vapor Air line, which used an aerated blade on the stick that shot the puck more accurately without needing any tape.

“No. I’m not interested at all. Now, if you don’t mind, I must go home.” Then she walked briskly away down the hallway and into a locker room. 

“Damn.” That did not go as planned. It seemed so unreal that she just shut down everything. But it only fueled my fire. I wanted her. Badly.  

I just wasn’t sure what I wanted more: her in my bed or as the Legacy’s skating coach. 








  
  
Chapter 2




Mason

The past five days had been infuriating. I’d never met a man that drew my wolf to him, but it was obsessed with Logan Peterson. 

He smelled so damn good. A mix of a clean scent and woods. While it was clear most of that was coming from his expensive cologne, even without that, his blood was drawing me in. 

Which meant only one thing: he was my mate. 

Of course, that was the last thing I needed right now. I was happy with my life as it was. 

I had no interest in picking up my stuff and working in Vancouver. It was hard enough to leave my pack and work in Toronto ninety percent of the time. But to go across the country and deeper into the Canadian’s pack territory, no thank you. 

I’d blown off his proposition each and every time. 

I still can’t believe that he’s been stepping up his game each day. He made sure on the second day to bring me a business card and a blank contract to work with the Legacy. The next day, he brought a new contract with my name on it and tied it to a box of brownies from a great little bakery. It was one of my favorite treats, so he was clearly stalking me on social media. So many guys from the Pack have featured pictures of me making brownies for any function. It wasn’t my own since I kept my accounts on privacy lock-down, but some of my friends, especially Dino, were much more open with stuff. Then Logan brought more chocolate treats and a much sweeter contract the next day. Then yesterday was a proposal to donate new state-of-the-art equipment for the team I was coaching and a contract that proposed a couple of trial dates to allow me to continue working with the university. 

Too bad he didn’t get the picture that I wasn’t interested in the job he was offering. No matter how sweet the deal. 

Sadly, I was interested in him as a person, but so far, that seemed just as wild of a dream as me coaching the Vancouver Legacy.

As the girls returned to the bench, Gina climbed over the boards and said, “It looks like your admirer is back again.” 

I nodded. There was no sense in denying that. He’d been watching me for at least ten minutes. 

I leaned back to act like I wasn’t interested in him, but he was getting under my skin. “Yeah.” 

The Zamboni doors opened, and Coach Leann blew her whistle to end practice. Some girls headed straight off, while others hung back to help collect the pucks and move the nets. After gathering all my stuff, I braced myself for what Logan had planned for today. Even through the hockey stink, I could tell he didn’t bring me any sweets. 

As I walked by, “Coach Raincloud, a word.” 

Shaking my head in disappointment that this dance continued, I went to see what Logan wanted. 

He looked good. I loved his buzzed, cropped look. He must have realized I wasn’t in the mood for any sort of job proposition because he said, “I wanted to see if you might be interested in joining me for dinner at Jacobs & Co Steakhouse.” 

That was surprising. I was taken completely aback since I expected some sort of job proposal, not a date. “What?“ 

“Come to dinner with me,” Logan said with a smile. “I heard that Jacobs & Co Steakhouse is supposed to be superb. Why not join me?” 

Despite my better judgment, I didn’t shut him down. Instead, I folded my arms in front of me and tilted my head. He continued, “Seven. I can pick you up.” 

“Okay.” I had no idea why I said yes. 

Oh wait—because my wolf was a jerk and thought Logan was my mate on scent alone. It wanted to see what Logan had up his sleeve for a date.

“Great, I’ll email you to go over the details.” Then he did something that I didn’t expect. He walked away. There was no pitch to try to get me to coach. It was just a dinner date at an expensive steakhouse, one I wanted to try but could never check out since it was expensive and impossible to get a reservation. 

Logan walked into the locker room. Probably to get into his hockey gear since it was clear that he liked to join the daily pick-up games. Ever since our first meeting, he’d been changing into his hockey gear after our brief encounter. 

About five minutes later, he was changed into his gear and walked straight onto the ice. Since he’d been researching me over the past week, I decided to see if he knew much about hockey. 

I sat in the very back, in a seat almost obscured by a pillar. That way, he wouldn’t even know I was watching him. Much to my surprise, he wasn’t half bad. He had good instincts but was a little slow on the puck. 

It was almost as if he had some supernatural reflexes. He could make that skill jump and be good enough to play in the pros. Then I chided my wolf for even thinking that way since it was too early to think he could be a werewolf with me. Hell, I was only giving him a first date, not sealing a mating bond.








  
  
Chapter 3




Logan

Ishouldn’t have been so excited about a date, but I was. Mason was playing hard to get. I hated how I still didn’t have a done deal to get her to work with the Legacy. But to get her undivided attention for at least three hours seemed like heaven. 

The crazy thing was, I could get a woman any night of the week and usually did. But for the past week, I’d just been fixated on her. I couldn’t stop thinking about her and resorted to some light cyberstalking to get into her head, which made it easy to find out that she loved chocolate treats and steak and why she was so damn committed to the Wild. Many of her friends and her dad played for the team. The fact they would bring her in for some clinics for the hockey players spoke volumes about how much they respected her. 

While I hadn’t told my dad yet, I wasn’t sure I could poach her for the Legacy. As much as I tried to pay attention to work, I was focused on her and counting down every minute.

My cell rang. I cursed since I was sure that, as coy as Mason had been, it had to be her canceling tonight’s date. She said yes way too quickly, and I was afraid she would cancel at the last minute. 

When I saw it was only my dad, I was relieved. I answered, “Hello.” 

“So what’s the latest with the skating coach? I haven’t seen anything come across my desk yet.” 

I sighed. It wasn’t unusual for Dad to call about business. I just hated letting him down. “I’m sorry, but I’m still working on it.” 

That made my dad chuckle. “Don’t tell me a woman has finally said no to the Peterson charm you and your uncle seemed to have perfected.” 

I rolled my eyes. Dad never seemed to love how much I looked up to his twin brother, but we had extremely similar personalities, and he quickly became my mentor. I liked to stand out in the crowd, take care of myself, and enjoy some time with the ladies. 

“It’s not the charm that failed me. At least, not completely. She doesn’t like the idea of working with the Legacy, but I got a date with her tonight." 

Dad didn’t stop laughing as he said. “Why am I not surprised that you’re taking her out? You do realize that once you get her into bed, she will never sign with the Legacy.” 

I rolled my eyes. Dad was being patronizing now. I understood that mixing business and pleasure was risky, but at the same time, I knew what I was doing. It wasn’t like I actually worked for the Legacy. I wasn’t Lily who did work with the sales department (that was until she signed with the Cleveland Sound as a goalie). Besides, she had her mind made up that she wouldn’t come to the Legacy no matter what I said or did. “I’m going to be late for my next meeting.” 

“It’s okay to admit defeat, and I can look for another coach.” 

I just hung up since I wasn’t going to tell dad that I wasn’t bringing Mason to Vancouver. I hated how Dad dismissed my ability to seal the deal with her, especially when he knew my track record for sealing deals. He took forever to close deals, so I didn’t get why he wanted me to quit on this one so quickly. 

After two tedious meetings, I could finally go on my date. I drove out to the Toronto suburbs, cursing the rush-hour traffic. The roads were jammed, and things took way longer than they should have. 

Mason lived in a nice little condo complex close to some woods. It didn’t blend the forest in with the hills like Vancouver, but it would give her the taste of the great outdoors where she seemed to thrive. At least, so many of her photos on social media feature the woods. 

I rang the doorbell, then I waited. Each second felt like a lifetime. 

Don’t stand me up. Don’t stand me up.

Then the door opened to reveal her. She looked absolutely gorgeous in a little black dress. 

You dumbass, why did you think she would stand you up?  

I stopped chiding myself long enough to say, “You’re beautiful tonight.” 

I went in for the kiss. Her lips were so soft and tasty. It wasn’t just a flavored lip gloss, a nice cherry flavor; underneath that, she tasted divine. I slipped my tongue into her mouth, which might have been a little too much, but she didn’t push me away. It felt like heaven. I pulled her tight but tried not to let her feel my erect dick. 








  
  
Chapter 4




Mason

Hot damn, that first kiss from Logan was unreal. My wolf wanted me to keep kissing him. It wanted to come out and show itself to Logan, but it was too soon. Logan was human, and he knew nothing of the supernatural world. I couldn’t even tell him I was a werewolf. 

He led the way to his car. It was one of those fancy SUVs that normally would have made me think he was compensating for something. But thanks to that kiss, I could feel that he was hung like a horse. Well, more than a horse, so he wasn’t small dick energy. 

He was all flash. All his suits were tailored and custom fitted for him. He had the fanciest, most expensive gear at the rink. So I wasn’t too surprised that even his car was expensive and top-of-the-line. 

At least he was a gentleman and opened the Bentley’s door. He even held out his hand so I could hold on to it when I climbed into the car seat. At least it was an SUV and practical for the Canadian temperatures. It wasn’t like he had a sports car he couldn’t drive for half the year.

Before he started it up, he looked my way. “What kind of music should I play? We got a bit of a drive to the steakhouse.” 

That was actually refreshing since so many guys didn’t give a shit if I hated their music. I quickly switched off the rap that was killing my ears. Instead, I switched to the soothing tones of Dermot Kennedy.

Of course, the first song on the station started with, “An Evening I Will Not Forget.”  

Hopefully, this evening would live up to the song title, but that was hard to know. 

To my surprise, Logan sang along to the song. His voice was deeper than Dermot’s but just as melodic. I just watched in awe.  

When he was done, I clapped like an idiot. It was so dumb, but his voice was perfect, and he sang my favorite song so well. 

He had the smuggest smile on his face. “Bet you didn’t think I could sing that.” 

“You could say that.” I looked at him closer. “So how did you learn to sing ‘An Evening I Will Not Forget’ so well?" 

“It’s one of my sister’s favorite songs.” 

“So you learned it for your sister?” I highly doubted that my baby brother would know my favorite song, let alone be able to sing it. So for Logan to know his sister’s favorite song meant they had to be super close, and I liked that he was tight with his family.

“More, she had a bad date, and she played it constantly for like two solid months before she finally started dating the guy.” There was sadness in his voice as if he hated hearing that his sister was going through a rough time, which was actually endearing. 

“I take it you’re close with your sister?” It was a dumb thing to say, but I was crap at small talk. I would blame my upbringing, but at the same time, Dad did everything he could to keep our family secret while letting me be a normal kid. I didn’t have as many play dates with kids my age and got tongue-tied around hot guys.

“Yeah.” His smile got super wide. “She’s amazing. It’s not just the fact that she’s my twin. She’s playing her heart out with the Cleveland Sound and kicking so much butt.” 

Holy shit, I’m an idiot. I should have pieced everything together. Of course, he was related to her. The entire hockey world was abuzz about Lily Peterson making it to the Cleveland Sound, especially since she made her NHL debut as an EBUG (emergency backup goalie). The media made it known that she was the daughter of Aaron Peterson, the owner of the Legacy. Logan said his dad was the owner. 

Not wanting to make a fool of myself in front of him, I changed the conversation slightly. “So you’re a twin?” 

Shit, that could complicate things even more. Well, that’s if I listened to my wolf and let myself end up with my mate. There was talk about twin telepathy, which meant I couldn’t just let him into my world if I went through with my wolf’s genuine desire. 

“Yeah, my whole life.” Thankfully, he decided not to make a big deal of it. “But it’s not as much fun when we don’t look alike. So no swapping classes or playing too many pranks on people. Although it was nice to have a built-in protector." 

That surprised me big time. He gave off major alpha vibes. Sure, he was still a human, so it was impossible to know for sure, but it was easy to see that he carried himself like the boss and didn’t back down from a challenge. “You needed a protector?”

“Nah.” He winked. “Although that didn’t stop Lily from trying to help whenever I stuck my foot in it. Granted, I did the same for her, and she knew how to chirp the guys.” 

It was such an easy conversation all the way to the steakhouse. Of course, he pulled the car into the valet, but instead of letting the attendants do it, he leaped out and opened up my door. Then he tossed the keys to a valet rushing to the silver Bentley. 

The steakhouse smelled fantastic. My tastebuds were salivating at the delicious meal that had to be awaiting me since there was no way in hell those aromas could hide a rotten meal. 

We were seated at a table in the back of the room. I half expected him to be front and center, but I like this subdued side of him.  

As we glanced over the menu, he said, “I’m so glad you actually said yes today. I haven’t been able to get you off my mind since that first day we met.” 

With him being a human, it wasn’t like I could just come out and say, ‘That’s just the mating bond talking.’ Instead, I had to remember my manners and tried not to get his suspicions up too much. “I can’t say I’m too surprised, given how you keep pursuing me with your job offer.” 

He shrugged. “What can I say? I normally get what I want, and it’s fun that you’re not just giving in. You’re making me work for it, and I like it.” 

I closed my menu and folded my hands. “Don’t tell me tonight is just some long con for me to sign on the dotted line.” 

At that moment, the server brought over a bottle of red wine. Logan inspected it and gave his nod of approval. The bottle was uncorked, and they passed it to him. He nodded, and then the server poured a splash, which Logan tasted. Then finally, the server poured some of the wine into our glasses.

It seemed like such a dumb ritual, especially when it kept me hanging on to the question about if I was brought onto this date for just a business conversation. 

The server took both of our orders. Surprisingly, Logan ordered the same thing as me. The only major difference was I wanted my steak pink while he wanted his medium-well. 

Logan smiled as soon as the server walked to the back of the house to place their orders. “Nah. Not tonight. Tonight is finding out much more about the girl of my dreams. So tell me, what’s the most exciting thing you’ve ever done?” 

I sighed, thinking about some of the stuff I could talk about since there was no way I could mention how I had some crazy tracking stories, including saving my cousin’s ass when he got lost in the woods after following a wisp. Instead, I went with the one he might have known about. “Well, I got cut by a skate blade in a death spiral gone wrong.” 

Logan’s eyes bugged out. “Seriously?” 

I lifted my hair, where there was a scar on the back of my head from where I got cut and turned it towards Logan. “Yeah, needless to say, I wasn’t allowed to do pairs skating afterward and switched to ice dancing since moves like that are illegal. Got pretty good at it too, until my partner slept with my rival and moved to Connecticut.” 

Logan chuckled, “Why is it that the figure skating world is so damn cutthroat? I’ve heard some stories from Alex over the years.” 

I giggled. It was so not what I expected. I shrugged my shoulders. “No clue, except that there are a lot of mean girls there. Although I’m surprised you didn’t make a crack about me not wanting to move to join him.” 

“Nah.” He said with a smile. “But now that you say that, what is wrong with Vancouver? It’s gorgeous there. It has better outdoors than you get here or in Minneapolis.” 

He was right. It was gorgeous there, but it was the wrong pack. I flipped my hair over my shoulder. “You’ll never understand.” 

He leaned over the steak with bent elbows. It was clear that he wanted to. “Help me." 

I sighed. “It’s just too far away from my family, and I would rather be able to go home once a month.” 

His smile was so sweet. “I get that. I know not everyone has access to a private jet to get home and hang out with family.” 

Before I knew it, we were splitting a dessert, and he was feeding me bites of molten chocolate. It was like sweet heaven. I really didn’t know if I could say no to sex much longer, but I knew I couldn’t seal our mating bond. At least not until I knew him way better than I did now. But at least he wasn’t as cocky as I thought that first day. 









