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YOU’RE ABOUT TO READ...

My friends say I take the mating business too seriously. I’m Dick Keys, a  young, decent-looking virgin Omega. The jackpot dominant wolves like to hit—so to speak, and I have all the time in the world to pick the perfect mate. Until the dead ringer that is. Time’s running out and I need one perfect male specimen to give me gorgeous pups before I return to the dirt. 

My target? Gordon Wells, lone wolf, Greek God in human skin and an Alpha without a pack. I figure a man like Gordon doesn’t do commitments. He’s perfect, because I only need Gordon for one little thing. I didn’t expect to fall head-over-heels for one dominant and growly Alpha.

Stay up to date with Haylee’s new releases, join her mailing list at: 

http://tinyletter.com/hayleewolf
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Chapter One
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Dick

“ACCORDING TO OUR MATCH-matching algorithms, Gordon Wells is your perfect match. Your ideal mate, if you believe it,” said Andrea Glass, owner of Bite Me match making agency. 

According to their promotional ads, they achieved a ninety-five percent success when it came to pairing single shifters with their missing soul mates. I called it smart advertising. Firms like Bite Me target desperate and lonely paranormals who’ve gotten sick of depending on random chance encounters. 

I don’t exactly fall into the same category. 

At twenty-three, I’m a rare male Omega and a virgin. The jackpot, some dominant wolves would say. I’m damn picky with who I mate. I’m not an arrogant prick. Relationships don’t interest me at all. Shifters mate for life, but after surviving my parents’ divorce during my teens, giving my heart along with body sounded too much of a risk to give to some random stranger. 

It doesn’t help trust doesn’t come to me easy either. 

Feigning disinterest, I glanced at picture of from the folder Andrea pushed my way. Not the best profile picture, it appeared the photographer snapped a shot of Gordon without his knowledge. I scanned though the information Gordon provided, wondering why such a man would employ Andrea Glass’s services. 

Six-foot plus, broad shouldered and built like a linebacker, Gordon’s blazing blue eyes stuck out from a face more handsome than pretty. No human had pupils like that—blue ringed with gold. Imagining his gaze lit with hunger and command, and those tempting and cruel lips form a knowing smile, I suppressed a shudder. 

Even from one photo I knew this man would be trouble. Bad news when all I needed was his seed in my belly. 

“He’s certainly attractive, meeting the first of my ten conditions.”

Andrea snorted. Professionalism kept her from booting out a difficult client, same reason why I chose Bite Me in the first place. 

“Gordon meets your second requirement. He’s powerful enough to challenge the Alpha in the pack he grew up in. Instead of taking charge, he left. At the moment, he’s not affiliated to any pack in his region. He keeps to himself and works as a mechanic.”

“Why?” I asked bluntly.

Blinking, Andrea fixed her horn-rimmed glasses. Its more an accessory than a necessity, because vampires possessed perfect eyesight. 

“Excuse me?” she asked.

“Why leave when he can be Alpha?”

“You will have to ask him yourself. Shall we set up a meeting?”

“No. Use your computer to make me another match.”

She blistered at the impossible command. 

“Why don’t you give our suggestions a chance, Dick?”

I made a show of checking my watch. 

“I will wire the funds for the match by the end of this week, but I have a doctor’s appointment.”

“Very well.” 

Andrea closed the file.

I walked out of her underground office, sighing, expecting the same outcome.

“Better make a move before the good ones are taken up,” I remembered my mother telling me the moment I turned eighteen. 

“There aren’t any left,” I had answered. 

Growing up in my parent’s pack I was surrounded by werewolves who’ve made it clear they only desired me for my ability to carry naturally-born pups. I learned early to wrap an invisible armor around my heart. No wonder I’m so fucked-up. Like Gordon, I broke away from my pack to live as a lone shifter. 

Solitude had its perks, and its drawbacks. 

I’m young and I believe in taking my time when it came to choosing the father of my children. 

I walked out of the agency, ignoring the whispers aimed at me. Raising my chin, I head for the exit, silently tuning out their voices. My parents said I take the mate-business far too seriously, that I should learn to relax. Experience a hook-up or two, but why waste my time?

Heading out of the building and to the parking lot, I slid into my car and headed to the doctor’s office. Getting a twice a physical twice a year is a must for any Omega, especially a rare breed like me. The image of Gordon Wells unexpectedly leapt to my mind, while I waste time in the waiting room. 

Not hard to imagine Gordon’s powerful body caging mine, how easily he would pin my hands above my hand with his powerful grip, letting me feel his erection. Mouth dry, I busied myself by picking up a sport’s magazine from the rack beside the couch. I sat on in the waiting room. 

I fought against the tide of dark desire that often visited me at night. In the privacy of my bedroom, I’m free to stroke my cock to life and fuck my hand to the image of a dominant phantom, able to play my body like an instrument. 

Had I rejected Gordon outright, secretly knowing—although I don’t know how, that he’s able to answer all my needs? 

My wolf saw something in Gordon, all from a photograph, but I’m too much of a coward to that that first step.

“Mr. Keys? Dr. Carter is ready for you,” a nurse interrupted my thoughts.

Putting the magazine back, I straightened up and head to Carter’s office. The moment I entered, my wolf instantly caught the human doctor’s wary scent. 

Taking a seat, I asked, “What’s wrong, Doctor? You look like you’re about to give me bad news.”

Dr. Carter, who I’ve been seeing since I was twelve, didn’t smile at my joke. He’s one of the few shifter specialists in the country. Someone I trust with my life. I’m beginning to distrust his placating smile though.

“I don’t know how to say this easily.”

“Christ, Carter. What is it? Give it to me straight. If this is a joke—”

“You have third stage lung cancer, Dick.” 

“But I don’t even smoke. Werewolves can’t get lung cancer.” 

I made weak argument. We both know werewolves are susceptible to diseases like any human. Growing up, I recalled one older wolf in his sixties dying from a heart attack. I remembered thinking that was one of the most embarrassing ways to bow out of the world.

After that, I don’t hear the rest. 

“Dick?” Dr. Carter’s firm voice dragged me back to the present. For a moment, his professional mask slipped, and he took up the role of concerned friend. “Are you—”

“I’m fine,” I snapped, rising from my seat.

“Mr. Keys,” Dr. Carter said, professional mask back in place. “We need to discuss possible treatment methods—”

“No, we’re done.” 

I hovered by the door, clutching at the door knob so hard metal creaked under my supernatural strength. 

“I hope you’ll maintain doctor and patient confidence.” 

I knew Dr. Carter played golf with my father. He saw both my parents—divorced as they were, weekly at Sunday mass. 

“Dick,” he interrupted. 

At my silence, he let out a sigh, relenting. 

“Very well.”

Slamming the door shut behind me, I stormed out of the clinic, mood foul. For the next couple of minutes, I sat in my car, hands shaking too hard for me to take the wheel. 

“I’m dying. Two years to live at the most,” I said, disbelieving. 

Saying the words out loud didn’t help one bit. My wolf raged inside me, unable to understand the intense emotions coursing through my body, but nonetheless reacting to it. I wanted to break something, sink my claws and teeth into some puny human and use him as a rag doll. 

“Priorities, priorities,” I muttered under my breath. 

Knuckles white from gripping the wheel, I breathed in and out, trying to regain control. Nothing from here onward would be the same, I knew that. 

God, who knew learning my life became a ticking time bomb would put certain things into perspective? 

I let out a hysterical laugh. Some part of me knew I needed to get the hell out of here before I did some serious damage. Fumbling for my car key, I slid it into the ignition. Nostrils flaring, I screamed at a young couple in the way, ignoring the curses they tossed my direction. Not my fault I nearly ran them over when they’re too invested in themselves.

“Selfish assholes.” 

My phone beeped. More messages from Carter, which I ignored, but the message from Andrea caught my eye. They found another match this soon? But another handsome stranger didn’t interest me any longer. 
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