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THE SOLDIER’S MATE
Prequel to The Billionaire’s Mate
COOPER MCKENZIE
Copyright © 2010
Chapter 1
Angel Dugan stepped from her car and checked her watch for the fifth time in the last three minutes. Everything had gone against her, and now she was late. Nick’s plane should have landed five minutes ago. Hurrying across the airport parking lot, she cursed the vanity that had her wearing high heels. She hoped they made her overly voluptuous body look a little longer and leaner, even though she hated them. As she’d told Nick, she preferred bare feet to shoes, but today was a special occasion. Nick was coming home.
In their last e-mail, six impossibly long days before, she’d promised she would be waiting when he got off the plane. After two months of exchanging e-mails, chatting online, and finding they were so compatible it was eerie, they were finally going to meet in person for the first time.
She crossed the sidewalk at a high-heeled teetering trot. When the automatic doors didn’t whoosh open fast enough, she paused mid step while fighting for balance. As soon as the glass panels slid wide enough for her to fit between them, Angel continued forward again. Once inside she looked at the single board that announced arrivals and departures. 
“Oh thank you,” she murmured after reading that the 10:24 flight from Atlanta had yet to arrive.
“Can I help you, honey?” The question came from her right. 
Turning, Angel smiled at the older woman behind the ticket counter. “I thought I was late to meet the plane from Atlanta.”
“Traffic out of Atlanta was delayed this morning. Should be landing in any minute now,” the clerk said.
“And where will the passengers come in?” 
“Right there,” the woman gestured toward the wide hallway directly in front of Angel. You can’t go past the security checkpoint, but you can watch for him through the glass.”
Angel nodded. “Thank you.” 
She didn’t bother to ask how the woman knew she was meeting a man. In New Bern, members of the military flew in and out daily. The staff probably saw a lot of homecomings.
Once the clerk turned to help a young mother with two children, Angel headed for the restroom. She wanted to check her makeup one more time. Nick thought she was beautiful from pictures she’d sent, and the grainy webcam images he’d seen. She hoped he wasn’t disappointed with this first face-to-face meeting.
Though she’d told no one but Nick himself, she’d fallen in love with him after their first few e-mails. He professed the same feelings and wanted to marry her as soon as they could. His plan was to retire from the Army and to spend the rest of his life spoiling her. That sentiment touched her battered heart and filled the empty place in her soul. No one had ever spoiled her before. She’d always been the one spoiling others. That was the one thing her ex-husband claimed to miss about her—that she always treated him like a king. But that was behind her. She’d promised Nick she would try to let go of the past and focus on what lay ahead of them. 
Nick. In just a few minutes she would be able to see him, touch him, and hug him as she’d wanted to do since their first online chat ten days after she’d received his first e-mail. It had taken only a few messages back and forth for her to realize that, with all the billions of people in the world, she’d found her soul mate, thanks to her best friend, the incurable romantic. 
* * * *
“You did what?” Angel stared over her coffee mug at her best friend, Carly Jenkins, as if she’d turned purple and sprouted another head. 
Their early Tuesday morning coffee meeting was a ritual they’d started just after Carly’s husband, Peter, had left the country six months before. They would share coffee, talk about their jobs, their joint volunteer efforts, and lack of male companionship. Carly’s was voluntary and only for a year, while Angel, at forty-two, had given up ever finding the right man to spend the rest of her life with. After her first marriage to the wrong man, she still believed in true love and soul mates, and refused to settle for anything less.
“I gave your e-mail address to Peter to give to one of his friends,” Carly said, wearing a satisfied smile. Peter worked in Baghdad as a contractor for one of the oil companies.
“What on Earth possessed you to do such a thing? Giving my address to a complete stranger, what were you thinking?”
“He’s not a complete stranger. He’s a friend of Peter’s. He’s an American, a soldier in the Army, and a good man from everything Peter tells me. He’s divorced and getting ready to retire and return to the States. He’s looking for a good woman to settle down with.” Carly broke off another bite of the half-eaten cranberry nut muffin they were sharing and popped it into her mouth.
Angel could see her best friend thought she’d done a good thing by sharing Angel’s personal information with someone halfway around the world. Closing her eyes, Angel took a deep breath and held it while counting to ten. Then she counted to twenty. When her lungs began to protest, she let the air out in a whoosh and tried to breathe normally.
“Why did you give him my e-mail?”
“You need a good man to love you and take care of you. Someone who will appreciate everything about you. You were never meant to be alone. You have too much love to give and passion to share with the right man. From what Peter tells me, Nick could be that man.”
“But…” Angel wanted to make some excuse for why she couldn’t be interested in this man. The truth was she did want to meet someone. She’d wanted to meet someone since before the ink had dried on the final divorce decree. And men in uniform were the hottest kind of men. Being seven thousand miles apart meant he couldn’t demand sex until he returned to the States and they knew each other a lot better. Maybe, just maybe, this might work out. After all, if Peter was vouching for him, the man had to have some redeeming qualities. 
Taking another deep breath, she released this one with a sigh. “Alright. He can e-mail me, but I’m not promising to marry him or anything like that.”
“I know you won’t be disappointed. Just give him a chance. Be honest about who you really are, what you are looking for, and everything will work out. I just know it,” Carly looked at her watch then gulped down the last of her coffee as she slid from her chair. “I’ve got to run. His name is Nick Nash.” 
“I’m not promising anything.” Angel gathered her own belongings before following Carly out the door. How did she ever let Carly talk her into these things?
“Just be your sweet self and see where things lead. That’s all I’m asking.” Carly said as she climbed into her car. “Just give him a chance.”
“I’ll try.”

* * * *
Angel stared at her reflection in the mirror and noted her makeup looked good, despite the fact the rest of her body was damp from the North Carolina summer’s heat and humidity. A raging case of nervous anxiety had claimed her when Nick informed her he was actually on his way to New Bern. She’d been certain he would back out, reconsider, change his mind, but he hadn’t. She tried not to look too closely at the lines that had begun to form around her eyes and over the top of her mouth, the lines that made her feel old and tired. 
Digging to the bottom of her purse, she found her lip balm and applied it — instead of the waxy lipstick that always dried her lips — so that her mouth looked dewy and moist. She didn’t think Nick would look good in the Berry-Berry lipstick anyway, and this first meeting was bound to include what she hoped would be the last first kiss of her life. She wanted it to be a good one and not marred by lip color on her man’s face.
Swiping on the lip balm and rubbing her lips together, she smiled at her image in the mirror. Maybe Nick was right, and she was pretty. After all he said he had 20/15 vision, and she never had been a good judge of her own appearance.
Turning away from the mirror, she hurried from the restroom when a barely understandable announcement broke the silence. 
“Flight 1024 from Atlanta is now landing.”
It would be a few minutes before the passengers entered the building, but she wanted to be there waiting at the gate, just as she’d promised.
* * * *
Though exhausted from five days of traveling more than a third of the way around the world, Nick Nash could not stop grinning. The smile was so big, his cheek muscles hurt. It had been growing with each time zone he passed through, each takeoff, each landing. Finally he was only minutes from seeing the woman he planned to spend the rest of his life with. The woman he’d only seen on his computer webcam and in pictures. The woman he had recognized even in two dimensions as his mate. He was glad Peter had urged him to contact her, even though meeting a woman had been the last thing on his mind. All he had wanted was to finish his tour, retire and find somewhere nice to settle down, preferably nowhere near an Army base or a desert.
Once the plane stopped in front of the one-story brick terminal, it was hard to be patient while the other passengers gathered their things and slowly filed out of the plane. He wanted to shove them out of his way or jump over seats to reach the open door and get off the plane. He could feel his woman waiting inside, and he needed to get to her. Why hadn’t he thought of this and booked his seat in the front of the plane? He would have had more leg room and been first off the plane. 
With a deep sigh, Nick forced himself to calm down. Angel would be inside. She would be waiting for him, just like she’d promised. She had to be. Destiny would not bring him this far just to leave him disappointed because his mate had changed her mind. If she had, he would track her down and change it back using whatever means necessary.
“Excited to be getting home?” The old man standing across the aisle asked.
“Yes, sir,” Nick said, not wanting to be impolite, but also not interested in talking. Idle conversation would only further slow the process of getting off the plane.
“Been gone long?”
Nick nodded. “Too long. But I didn’t know about New Bern until two months ago.” 
“Really? So you’re not from around here?”
“No, sir. My fiancée lives here, and I’ve come home to her. Where we live doesn’t matter to me as long as we’re together for the rest of our lives.” Nick felt his smile grow as he explained why he was excited to arrive at a place he’d never been before. 
“How did you meet her if you’ve never been here before?” the pink-haired teenage girl in the row behind them asked.
“Online romance. Mutual friends introduced us.”
“So you’ve never met her?” The man’s wife peeked around him to ask.
“No, ma’am. We’ll be meeting for the first time as soon as I can get off the plane and inside the terminal. But we both know we’re meant to be together.”
“Oh, how romantic,” the woman gushed before nudging her husband’s shoulder. “Harvey, get these people out of his way. He needs to go meet his girl.” 
Harvey glanced back at his wife then to the crowd inching toward the door. Before Nick could stop him, he took a deep breath.
“Folks,” his loud voice filled the plane. “Could everyone please clear the aisle? This here soldier needs to get off the plane so he can meet his fiancée for the very first time. Please, everyone, move out of the aisle, and let this hero through.”
The request in that volume and tone reminded Nick of his own voice when ordering the men under him while in the field. Obviously, Harvey had some military training. Nick’s face burned as every single person between him and the open door moved out of the aisle and stared at him. 
Looking at Harvey, he nodded. “Thank you, but it really wasn’t necessary. I would have waited.”
“Nonsense, boy. Now get moving. Your woman’s waiting,” Harvey smiled as his wife nodded. “And thanks for your sacrifice.”
Nick nodded because he couldn’t think of a thing to say. With his carryon over his shoulder, he headed up the now empty aisle. Each person he passed smiled, patted his arm and said, “Thank you,” or “Welcome home,” or “God bless you.” 
What kind of friendly place had Angel brought him to? Never in all his travels around the globe had any one person been so kind, much less a whole planeload of people. 
He stopped at the doorway and turned back to face the plane. His cheeks burned as he said, “Thank you all.” Then he ducked his head and stepped out the door. Hot, heavy air surrounded him as he descended the metal stairs to the tarmac. He was used to the heat, but the humidity was something new. For a moment he wasn’t sure which he preferred the dry heat of the desert or this moist heat that seemed to rival a tropical forest.
He collected his duffle bag and large suitcase from the lineup of luggage then headed to the glass doors, following the other passengers. His mate waited inside, and he couldn’t wait to meet her.
 
Chapter 2
Angel shifted impatiently as the first passengers from Nick’s flight entered the airport. The butterflies in her stomach suddenly multiplied and morphed into tap-dancing elephants. The queasy feeling threatened to send her racing sick for the restroom. 
She was just a few minutes from meeting the man she’d spent more time talking to online over the past two months than she had during the entire year she’d dated her ex-husband. Nick knew her better than her ex did, too. But was she really ready to meet him face to face? What if he had changed his mind? What if he wasn’t on the plane? Turning so she couldn’t see the passengers as they entered the building, she forced herself to take several slow deep breaths to calm down. She blinked rapidly to clear sudden tears from her eyes as well. 
Feeling steadier, Angel turned back to face the thick glass security wall that separated her from the passenger’s waiting lounge. 
Then she saw him. Tall, tan and wearing the green dress uniform of an Army soldier. He entered the building with a carry-on and a duffle bag slung over one shoulder and a huge suitcase in his opposite hand. His uniform hung from his shoulders, too big for his too lean frame. 
Had he missed too many meals while chatting with her? Or was it just from living in the desert for such a long period? She remembered Carly saying something about Peter losing twenty pounds during his last six-month contract job in the desert. 
She took a step forward just as the soldier turned and scanned the room. He looked older than the few pictures he’d sent her, but that was Nick. Her Nick. The other half of her soul. 
She stared at him until he met her gaze. When their eyes connected, the small smile he’d worn grew until it encompassed his entire being. Shifting his bags higher on his shoulder, he walked faster, his long legs quickly covering the distance between them.
A warm electric pulse began in Angel’s middle. It felt just like the excitement she felt every time she found an email from him in her inbox, or saw that he had come online for their daily chats. The pulse grew stronger with every accelerating beat of her heart. 
She began to walk toward him as well. So lost in his sparkling brown eyes, she almost slammed into the thick glass partition separating them. At the last second, she stopped then took a step back.
As the distance between them lessened, she watched his smile grow brighter and brighter. Soon it encompassed his entire being. She could almost see a golden glow surrounding him and wondered if he saw a similar one around her as well. She certainly felt happy and bright enough to light up the night sky.
As soon as he passed through the opening in the security wall, he set down his bags before continuing forward unencumbered. He did not stop until only a foot of space remained between them. Their eyes remained locked, sparkling brown and glowing green, but neither said a word.
Finally Nick blinked, and his gaze dropped from her eyes to take in the rest of her face. Lifting one hand, he cradled her cheek in his palm as he leaned forward and took a deep breath. It was so deep she wondered if he was inhaling her essence. “Oh thank God, it is you. Hello, my mate,” he whispered so only she could hear him. His voice was deeper than she expected.
Angel wasn’t sure her smile could grow any bigger. “Hello, Nick,” she said before taking the last step to close the remaining space between them. “Welcome to New Bern. Welcome home.”
His hand slid down and around to cup the back of her neck as he leaned even closer. Angel closed her eyes as his lips brushed over hers before backing away again as he licked his. 
“Mmmm, minty.” His breath warmed her lips. 
Time slowed as the tip of his tongue eased a line across her plump lower lip then back across her upper one. A heart beat later, he took her lower lip between the two of his and massaged its fullness. He licked every inch of it before releasing it. Tilting his head to better fit their lips together, the kiss became a living thing, growing and expanding around them to create a cocoon that blocked out every sound except the staccato beat of their hearts and the soft whoosh of their breathing.
Heat spiraled through Angel, pooling deep in her belly, and she felt her panties growing wetter and wetter. Her mouth opened and she licked his lip, then the tip of his tongue. Her heart beat faster as their tongues intertwined and began to dance back and forth from her mouth to his. The light touch of his tongue against hers felt like butterflies licking at her. It sent ripples of reaction through her entire body until even her fingers and toes tingled from the simple kiss.
When Nick’s long, hard cock pressed into her belly she shifted against him, the action automatic. Electrical pulses shot from belly to cunt. Her juices ran hot and wet, overflowing her cunt and quickly soaking her new silk thong. 
Finally she could take no more without stripping them both and taking him right here in the middle of the airport. Taking a deep breath for strength, she broke the kiss and dropped her head forward to rest her forehead on his chest. Wrapping her arms around his waist, she held on tight as her knees quivered and threatened to buckle.
She felt him brush kisses over the back of her head as one arm rested against the back of her waist and the other stroked up and down her spine. 
“Wow,” he murmured hoarsely.
“Mmmm, yeah,” Angel responded, taking a deep breath. Her lungs filled with a sexy scent that she would now associate only with Nick.
“I’d kiss you again, my sweet Angel, but I’m not sure we would survive it.”
“At least not with our clothes on,” she said, slowly lifting her head and smiling up at him. “Shall we go home and get better acquainted?” Her tone came out more a purring invitation for sex than she expected, but after that kiss, she wanted nothing more than to get this man alone and naked.
Nick dropped his arms from around her and took a step back, separating them completely. “Are you sure? You know what’s going to happen if we’re alone right now. Maybe we should go visit Carly or some of your other friends instead.”
The blistering hot anticipation that filled Angel cooled and deflated like a balloon suddenly emptying of helium. She dropped her face to stare at the gold buttons holding his jacket closed and blinked hard to keep tears of disappointment from escaping and embarrassing her further. 
She swallowed twice before she could ask in a strained voice, “Is that what you really want? To go meet Carly?”
She tried to pull away to widen the distance between them, but Nick grabbed her arms and held her in place. She couldn’t escape. 
“Look at me, baby.”
Angel dropped her head even further as she shook it back and forth.
“Please, Angel, look at me.” The iron tough command was made in the gentlest voice she’d ever heard. 
She lifted her head partway, focusing on the base of his throat, responding as she always did when he used that tone on the phone. He said stand up and walk around for the web cam, and she did. He said show me your breasts, and she opened her shirt and bra. But this time she couldn’t look into his eyes. She did not want him to see her sadness. Did not want him to read the unhappiness in her tear-filled eyes.
“Angel, please.”
She closed her eyes for a moment, fighting with herself. Should she tell him all she wanted was to get him home and naked? The warm hard hand cupping her chin helped her raise her face the final few inches.
“Open your eyes, baby. Look at me.”
* * * *
Nick waited and watched as Angel fought an internal battle. Finally she blinked rapidly several times before meeting his eyes again. A single tear escaped and slowly tracked down her cheek. Nick watched it a moment before brushing it away with the pad of his thumb.
“I want nothing more than to take you to the nearest empty room and make you mine. I knew we were meant to be together the first time I saw you on that web cam. Now that I’m here with you, I’m certain you are my mate. You are my life. I’ll never let you get away from me. But, we are still relative strangers. There’s so much we need to learn about each other, and sex right now might not be the most advisable thing. That’s why I suggested we go and be with other people.” 
Besides, he needed to tell her the one secret he had not shared with her. The one secret he’d kept hidden from the Army for the last twenty years. The reason he’d known instantly she was the woman for him. 
The wolf in him had recognized its mate the moment he’d opened the picture she’d attached to her third e-mail. The beast immediately grew restless, wanting to claim her at once. The last weeks had been hell as they’d corresponded and chatted via webcam and instant messages. Now that he was here, he suddenly felt shy. He worried she would not be able to accept him in all his forms. What would he do then? There would be only one mate, and this pretty lady was it for him. There would be no other as long as he lived. But what if she refused him after she knew the truth?
He waited and watched closely as she considered his words. When she blinked and stepped back, he let her go, though a chill shivered down his spine.
“I don’t care about any of that. I want you. I need you,” she whispered with a siren’s smile. “If I wasn’t certain we’d be arrested for indecent exposure, I’d strip and take you in the car right now.”
Nick blinked, his brain overloaded as the sweet scent of her arousal wrapped around him. “How far a drive is it to your house?” 
“About fifteen minutes.”
He nodded and stared into her eyes. The trust they’d shared online was one thing, but he needed to see how well she would respond to his taking control in person. He was an alpha and needed control. Though he had no pack to lead, he had to have control over his mate. He would exert a loving dominance over her that would bring them both pleasure, but he had to be in charge. This was the first test of her willingness to submit to her mate. “I want you to go into the bathroom, take off your panties and bring them back to me.”
He watched her eyes widen as she swallowed. He waited and watched as a fierce internal battle took place. Would the sensual submissive he knew her to be give in? Or would her independent streak win out? He waited until she took a deep breath and nodded. 
“Don’t go anywhere,” she said before turning and walking away.
“Never, my sweet mate,” he whispered. Instead, he picked up his bags and slowly headed toward the exit. “At least not without you by my side.”
Less than a minute after she disappeared through the restroom door, Angel emerged again, both hands fisted so he couldn’t tell which held her panties. Her cheeks flushed prettily as she rejoined him. “Here.” She extended one fisted hand palm down.
Nick accepted her panties, not surprised to find them drenched. “Baby, your panties are all wet,” he observed with a grin. Without a thought to the people around them, he lifted the panties to his nose and breathed deeply. “Mmm, delicious. I can’t wait to taste you.”
Angel didn’t answer. Her cheeks burned brighter as she rolled her lips over her teeth and clamped her mouth tight.
“Fifteen minutes, eh? That just might be enough time,” he said slipping the panties into a pocket before taking her hand and turning toward the door.
“Time for what?” Angel sounded tense, hoarse and embarrassed.
“For you to remember that you are the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” Nick said, as they walked side by side through the parking lot.
 
Chapter 3
After loading Nick’s bags into the back of her small sedan, Nick held out his hand. She looked from his upturned palm to his expectant expression. 
“What?”

“The keys,” he said with a slight furrowing of his brow when she didn’t immediately comply.
“Why do you want my keys?”
“So I can drive.”
Angel shook her head. “No one drives my car but me.”
“But I’m your mate.” Nick dropped his hand then crossed his arms over his chest.
“And as soon as you show me a valid North Carolina driver’s license, I’ll be happy to let you drive my car. Until then, consider me your personal chauffeur.”
Angel looked like she was trying not to laugh when she heard him mutter, “I’ve driven every form of motorized vehicle in twenty-three countries around the world, and she won’t let me drive her car?”
Once they were in the car with the air conditioner running on high, Angel turned and touched his arm “I’m sorry, but this is my baby and no one has ever driven her except Lester.”
Nick frowned at her as jealousy shafted through him to form a ball of fire in his gut. “And just who is Lester?” He nearly growled.
“Lester is the mechanic at the garage I use. When I say no one drives this car, I mean no one. Not even Carly, and she’s tried on more than a few occasions to talk me into it. For me to even think of letting you is…”
Nick nodded in understanding. “A very big sign of trust. Thank you for considering it.” 
When he leaned toward her, she met him halfway, her lips parted and prepared for another explosive kiss. When he broke the kiss and sat back after a short brush of lips on lips, she tried to follow, but her seatbelt stopped her from crawling over the center console and into his lap.
Nick watched with a small smile as he settled into his seat. “Drive, sweet baby. I’m not sure I’ll be able to last the full fifteen minutes before I pounce and explore where that delicious scent of arousal is coming from.”
Angel nodded and put the car in gear even as she asked, “Scent? What are you talking about? I don’t smell, do I? I took a shower this morning.”
Nick’s smile widened, and he looked positively predatory. “You smell delicious. Fresh and clean and sweet. You smell like an English flower garden after a spring rain. Your glorious scent has me so hard I’m ready to explode just from kissing you.”
His words added yet another flame to the blaze growing deep in her belly. There was no way she would be able to concentrate long enough to get them home safely. Not with Nick within arm’s reach beside her instead of seven time zones away. Instead of turning toward the highway, Angel headed down one of the two-lane roads that paralleled it. About a mile down, she turned right onto a dirt road that led into a thick stand of trees. She continued until she could no longer see the paved road in the rearview mirror. Then she stopped the car, parked and turned off the engine.
Nick just watched with the glowing eyes of a starving man as she reached between them to first release her seatbelt and then his. 
“Get out,” she ordered in the gentlest way she could.
She reached behind the passenger’s seat and grabbed the blanket she stored there for emergencies. By the time she climbed from the car, Nick was around the front of the car and waiting next to her door. Somewhere in the last few seconds he had also shed his green wool uniform jacket and necktie. 
“Where?” asked Nick, taking the blanket from her and looking around for a convenient spot.
“Don’t care,” she said, closing the distance between them to wrap her arms around his waist and lay her head on his chest. God she needed this.
His answer was a growl from deep in his chest as he reached behind her to push her door closed then walked them around the front of the car. Releasing her for a moment, he opened the blanket and tossed it over the hood of her car. 
“Lay back,” he murmured. 
He helped her recline onto the blanket. Leaning down to cover her, he started kissing her forehead before working his way south. His hands began tracing random patterns up her body over top of her light summer dress before one zeroed in on her breasts. In the meantime, his other hand reached between them and eased the hem of her dress up her body until it was at her waist. This left her entire lower half naked and exposed to him.
His fingers took possession of her nipples and gently rolled them, his touch confident and just tight enough to send shivers of pleasurable pain through her. 
“Ooohhh,” she moaned as her hips lifted to hump the leg she’d trapped between her thighs. His hard length, still covered in fabric, pressed against a bare hip. 
“I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to hang on,” he said between kisses over her neck and shoulder.
She pushed him back then sat up and reached for his belt. Her fingers fumbled with the belt then the button at his waistband and zipper. She didn’t stop until she’d pushed his pants and boxers out of her way. Then she reached for his cock. 
She wrapped a hand around his long, thick, solid length. “ I need you now.”
Lying back again, she lifted one thigh, widening the space between her legs as she guided him toward her wide, wet opening.
Nick took her other hand in his. “Need you more,” he said as he slid in and pushed deep. Once he was fully seated inside her, he stilled for a moment to kiss her again. 
She returned the kiss with everything in her. When she felt his cock pull out then slide home again, she lifted both legs and wrapped them around his hips to pull him even deeper. A second and third stroke was equally slow before Nick growled again and apparently lost control.
After that, all Angel could do was hang on as he carried them higher and higher. It only took a few minutes before her cunt tightened, her clit knotted up, her orgasm exploded, and she screamed as the intense rush washed over her. 
She felt him thrust deep twice more before freezing. His length filled her as he lifted his head and gave what sounded like a wolf’s howl. Then his hips began moving again, this time with slow and easy thrusts, causing her climax to roll on for nearly a minute before he stilled and collapsed onto his forearms, which framed her head. 
Her hands shook wildly as she lifted them to cup both sides of his face. “Welcome home,” she said, her voice as shaky as the rest of her.
“Thank you,” he said, resting his forehead against her for a moment before kissing her gently on the lips. “Give me a minute, and I’ll let you up.”
Angel smiled up at him. “Don’t hurry on my account. I’m quite happy here.”
“Mmmm, me too, but I’d rather be in private behind locked doors before we continue with round two.”
Angel sighed and smiled when she felt the cock deep inside her twitch in reawakened interest. They both groaned when he slowly pulled from her. Using a couple of paper napkins from his pocket, Nick cleaned them both up before he pulled her dress back into place. Then he tucked his cock away and redressed. Once he was presentable again, he lifted Angel from across the hood of the car and set her on her feet. 
“Are you all right to drive?” he asked as she wobbled in her high heels once he released her.
“Uh huh,” she said, turning toward the driver’s door. She stumbled, but he caught her before she could fall.
“Right,” he said, swinging her up into his arms and carrying her around to the passenger’s door. 
Before she could fight him, he had her strapped in with the door closed. She closed her eyes for a moment, intending to just gather her strength so she could drive. The next thing she knew, he was gently stroking her cheek with the back of two fingers. “I need directions, sweet mate of mine.”
She looked around, surprised to find they were sitting beside the road at the entrance to the airport parking lot. She opened her mouth to argue he shouldn’t be driving, but her insides shook so badly she knew she wasn’t safe to drive either.
“Go straight on this road and take a right onto the highway. Go to the third light and take another right. Follow that road for two miles then turn left into the driveway with the purple mailbox.” 
He repeated the directions back to her, then leaned over and kissed her gently. “Sleep, sweet Angel. I’ll get you home safely.”
Angel nodded and laid her head back, relaxation outweighing the uncertainty about letting someone else drive her car. She didn’t sleep, but sat and stared at this man she’d given her heart to even before they’d met.
“Tell me what you’ve been doing these past few days. I’ve missed our chats,” he said as he put the car in gear and drove.
The rest of the drive, Angel filled him in on her week. She lived a small life, her days were filled with her job as an assistant in the payroll department of Thomasson Enterprises and her volunteer work, but Nick always seemed fascinated by her daily activities. 
His hand eased over the center island, coming to rest so the back of his fingers brushed against her thigh just above her knee. She didn’t push him away, though his touch sent renewed electrical pulses of sexual need through her.
Long minutes later, he parked in front of her house. “This is it. Welcome to my home,” she said.
She turned to gauge his response, but he wasn’t looking across the yard toward her small house. His eyes were on her. They contained a wildness and hunger that reached inside and fed her lust. All at once she didn’t care what he thought of her house. She didn’t care that they were still in the car and that Mrs. Burns across the road was bound to be watching them through her binoculars.
“I want you again,” she said as her cheeks began to burn with renewed desire. “Correction, I need you again.” 
One eyebrow raised as he smiled. “You have about one minute to get us inside.” His words came out in a deep, raspy growl.
“Or what?”

“Or your neighbors are going to get a free show because we’re going to be naked about ten seconds after that.”
“Oh,” was all Angel could say in response. 
All thought, except that of getting inside and naked, flew from her head. Reaching to the steering column, she pulled the key from the ignition, released her seatbelt and opened her door. All the while she counted silently, “One hippopotamus, two hippopotamus…”
At twenty-seven hippopotamus she turned the key, pushed open the front door and stepped inside. Nick was so close behind her his pants brushed against her calves. After dropping her purse on the small table inside the door, she stepped out of her high heels with an audible sigh. The door clicked closed behind her and was followed a second later by the snick of the deadbolt being secured.
Hunger flaring like a wildfire in a high wind, she faced him and pushed him back until his back was to the door. Reaching up, she wrapped one hand around his neck and pulled him down to her level for a deep kiss. At the same time she felt his hands run down her back to squeeze her bare ass through the thin cotton fabric of her dress. 
When his fingers traced down the hollow between her cheeks, she broke the kiss and took two steps back so he was out of arm’s reach. “Your minute is up. Get naked,” she said.
“Is it?” he asked after blinking and swallowing hard.
“I think so, but I lost count at forty-seven,” Angel admitted. “So get that uniform off, soldier.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Nick said with a grin and a snappy salute. A heartbeat later, the buttons of his shirt went flying across the room. Seconds after that, shirt, shoes, and socks followed. He paused with a hand on his belt buckle. “Aren’t you getting naked, too?”
Angel nodded as she reached for the hem of her dress. “I was just waiting for you to catch up.”
A few moments later, her dress hit the floor just seconds before his pants and boxers. Then they came together, skin against skin, for the first time.
“Oh my God, you feel so good,” Angel groaned as Nick wrapped his arms around her back to snuggle her even closer to his chest.
His response was a deep moan of agreement that reverberated through every nerve in Angel’s body and tickled the ear pressed against his chest.
Lifting her head, she met his lips and lost herself as their tongues danced together from her mouth to his and back again. She shifted her hips side to side against him. His long, thick cock rubbed against her belly, sending her need to an even higher, more demanding level. Her hands began to sweep up and down his sides and back in long exploratory strokes.
All at once he lifted his head and looked down at her. She grew so mesmerized by his brown eyes glowing golden with his arousal that he had to repeat his words a second time before she made sense of them. “Wrap your arms around my neck and hang on tight.”
Once she did as he instructed, he bent down and wrapped his arms around her upper thighs. When he straightened to full height again, she dangled several inches off the ground, but their bodies were perfectly aligned. His cock found the furrow containing her clit. With a shift of his hips, he began to rub the head of his shaft through her folds. Her eyes drifted shut with the pleasure that small touch sent ripping through her. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around his body.
A moment later she shivered as the cool wood of the door pressed against her back, and the hot flesh of the man settled against her front. When he shifted her higher, and she felt the head of his cock at the open entrance to her cunt, everything in her tensed with sudden nervousness. She’d never had sex twice in one day before.
“Shhh, baby, it’s okay. We’ll take it slow and easy,” he said, brushing kisses along the line of her jaw then down the side of her neck. 
Holding him tighter, she shook her head in denial. If he went slowly she would explode before he could slide halfway home. As it was, she wasn’t sure she’d be able to hold off her orgasm long enough for him to find his own pleasure. “Not slow. Take. Me. Now.”
When the head of his shaft entered, Angel stopped breathing. He was so big. It had been so long. It felt so damn good. 
As she expected, her orgasm rippled and threatened to explode long before he was fully seated within her. She fought it off as long as she could, but was powerless to stop from riding the wave as it washed over her.
“Oh my God!” she screamed as the ripples turned into a tidal wave that washed over her as soon as his pelvis pressed tight against hers. 
He held her easily as every muscle in her body convulsed with pleasure. When she finally came down from the most intense orgasm she’d ever experienced, she felt so weak she couldn’t move, even if someone told her the house was on fire. Her head rested on his shoulder, and his entire body seemed tense. From holding her up or from holding back his own orgasm?
“Nick?” She asked as she lifted her head. 
“Feel better, baby?” His voice was as tight as the rest of him. Deep, rough, growly, it expressed the need that still held him tight in its grip.
“Yes, but you…”
“Shhh.” He leaned close and brushed a kiss over her lips. “Now we are going to take it slow and easy, and you will come again while I claim you as my very own.”
Though skeptical, Angel didn’t have the energy to argue. Instead she licked a line up the side of Nick’s neck. “Mmmm.” She took his earlobe between her teeth and worked it gently.
A moment later, Nick began to move, easing his shaft in and out, his pace slow and easy, though that didn’t last very long. Angel tried to help but, pressed against the door with her arms and legs holding onto him, she couldn’t move more than to arch her back and hips against him.
As he thrust high and hard, he bent his head to her breast. “I’m close baby. Come again for me.” He growled as he nipped at her erect nipple, then latched on and suckled hard. 
“Oh, oh, oooooh,” Angel cried as another orgasm roared out of nowhere to surround her, surround them and join them as one in the vortex of their climax.
As she whirled and spun with the wild energy that seemed to rock from him to her, she heard what sounded like a wolf howling. Then she felt twin sharp pains where her neck and shoulder joined. Before she could fully identify its source, the blackness of full completion rolled over and dragged her under.
* * * *
Nick drank deeply of his mate’s sweet blood, feeling bad for only a short moment that he had not told her of his true nature, his dual nature, before claiming her. But she was so beautiful and sexy, and her scent so enticing, he could barely think beyond his need to claim her.
After licking the bite mark closed, he lifted his head to check on his mate. He wasn’t surprised to find her unconscious, though she continued to cling tight to his body. 
Gathering her even closer, he turned from the door and staggered across the room to the couch. Once there, he leaned over the couch to lay her down. Problem was she wouldn’t let go of him. 
“Angel, baby, you can let go now. I won’t drop you.” He brushed kisses over her face.
“Nick?” 

“Yes, baby. Relax and rest a while.”
Once she released him, he pulled the back cushions off the couch, then rearranged their bodies on the couch so they lay spooned together, her back to his front. Only then did he allow himself to relax. He’d found his mate, claimed her, and for the first time in his life all was right with his world. Now that he was retired, he had no idea what he would do with his life, but it didn’t matter. He had claimed his mate, and with Angel by his side, he didn’t care what else might happen in the future. As long as they were together, he could face anything. With a deep breath he allowed sleep to carry him off, truly content for the first time in his life.
 
Chapter 4
Angel drifted awake slowly, for a few moments unsure of anything beyond the fact that she was alive. It was another moment before she felt heat behind her, a weight resting over her middle, and warm breath brushing over her neck and shoulder. Opening her eyes, she blinked and found herself looking at the pattern on the back of the couch. 
“Angel?” Nick asked as his arm around her middle tightened, pulling her back more securely against him. “You okay?”
“Hmmm.” She moaned, not sure how else to answer his question.
When he licked at the place on her shoulder, a shiver of electrical fire shot from that spot straight down her body to her clit. His action reminded her that he’d done more than just kiss that spot earlier.
Clearing her throat, she did not move otherwise. “Did you bite me?” 
“Umm hmm,” he answered as he licked that spot again, and another bolt of lightening exploded in her core.
“Why?”

“To claim you as my mate,” he said in a deep and gentle voice that stroked her nerves like a feather.
“Your mate?” Angel tried to turn around to face the man behind her, but there was no room between the back of the couch and his body. ”What do you mean by mate?”
“Shhh, baby.” Nick lifted his arm, his fingers brushing over her skin, leaving a trail of tingling in their wake. 
Before he could derail her thoughts with more sex, Angel grabbed the top of the couch and pulled her body up. Throwing a leg over the couch, she pushed herself up and over the back of the couch, landing on the floor with a thud.
“Angel? Baby? What are you doing?” Nick sat up as she scrambled to her feet.
“Tell me again why you bit my shoulder,” she demanded, as she backed across the room until she stood well out of arm’s reach.
“You told me you read a lot of paranormal romance, right?” 
“Yes.”

“So you know what a shape shifter is?” 
“Yes, of course.”
“Did you know that shape shifters are not a figment of some author’s mind?” Nick stood and slowly came around the couch toward her. 
“But I thought you didn’t believe in vampires and werewolves and life on other planets?”
Angel’s gaze dropped from his face. For the first time, she got to see Nick’s entire body, and what she saw she liked. A lot. He was muscular, but too thin. His olive-toned skin was pale, despite his time in the desert. She tried not to look below his waist, but found her gaze dropped there anyway. His cock was long and thick even in its current relaxed state.
“Oh my.” She breathed as it twitched and began to lengthen as she watched. Jerking her eyes back up to his face, she found him grinning with lecherous delight. 
“I don’t believe in those other things, but shape shifters are different. Shape shifters are real. Here, I’ll prove it.” 
As soon as he finished speaking, Nick the man disappeared. In his place stood a large wolf with Nick’s gentle brown eyes, his fur the same mahogany as Nick’s too-short hair.
Angel retreated until her backside was pressed against the wall. When her knees gave out from the shock, she slid down the wall, landing hard on her ass. Her breath caught when the wolf took several steps toward her. The animal looked worried. 
“Oh my God, you are a shape shifter?”
The wolf nodded as he slowly closed the distance between them. He didn’t stop until he bumped her chin with his nose. Then he licked her chin twice before backing up a step and sitting down in the space between her calves.
“Why didn’t you tell me before now?” Angel asked, one hand reaching out to stroke the fur of his neck then around and down the center of his chest.
The wolf made what sounded like a happy groan as he leaned into her touch. 
Standing, he stepped forward again and brushed his furry cheek against hers. When she tried to push him away, he stood his ground then inched even closer making a chuffing sound in his throat.
Angel’s breath caught as a childhood memory sprang forward and overwhelmed her. She had been a little girl playing behind her house when a big black dog came into the yard. He’d been friendly enough until Angel’s mother stepped onto the back porch and yelled for Angel to get away from the dog and come inside. Something about the dog didn’t like that. The dog knocked Angel to the ground then stood over her as if protecting her from her mother. 
The animal would not let her move away from him nor could anyone else come close to them. She laid in the grass for more than an hour with the dog standing over her, snarling at anyone who approached. It took two police officers, an animal control officer, and three tranquilizer darts before the dog finally fell asleep, his body dropping straight down so he lay on top of Angel, still trying to protect the child even in sleep. 
Suddenly fear exploded in her chest, and she shoved the wolf aside. Scrambling to her feet, she backed to the other side of the room, panicked eyes glued to the wolf that followed her. 
“Please, don’t hurt me!” she cried. 
Closing her eyes, she waited for the beast to attack. Instead, strong, warm, human arms wrapped around her, pulling her against a long, lean, naked human body.
“Shhh, baby. No one’s going to hurt you.” Nick’s deep voice reassured her. 
“Nick?” 

Feeling his solid form against her own, she wrapped her arms around him and held on tight. She was breathing so fast, and her heart was pounding so hard, she wondered if she could be having a heart attack. 
“Yes, sweet Angel, it’s me. It’s Nick. Shhh, deep breathes. Slow deep breaths. Can you tell me what happened to make you afraid? I thought you said you liked dogs.”
Angel opened her eyes and was surprised to find they were on the couch. At least Nick was. She was curled up on his lap. His naked lap. How had they gotten here? She wanted to lift her head and ask, but Nick had one hand cradling her skull, his fingers threaded through her hair as he held her cheek against his chest. The warmth of his skin and the strong, steady heartbeat under her ear, along with the slow rise and fall of his chest, helped to slowly calm her. 
After several minutes, Angel told the story of the big dog that had haunted her dreams for most of her life. While she liked little dogs and puppies, she still avoided large canines whenever possible. When she finished speaking, she lay quietly against Nick, absorbing the long gentle strokes of his hand up and down her back. 
“When I am in wolf form, I am still me,” he finally said softly. “I would never hurt you. I would rather die myself than hurt my mate.”
“Why did you bite me?”
“My mark will tell other shape shifters you are mated to one of their kind.”
“And non-shape shifters?” 
“They’ll just think you have a kinky side they didn’t know about.” His voice grew deeper as his hands began to rub more than just her back. 
Angel was shocked that her lust roared back to life. Nick lowered his head as she raised hers to look at him. She met him in a deep open-mouthed kiss that sent electrical current straight to her clit. 
“Oh sweet Angel, you are so beautiful,” he murmured. Before she could turn away, he took her hands in his and held them behind her back. “Beautiful, absolutely gorgeous.”
Angel dropped her chin, unable to meet his hungry gaze. “You don’t have to say that. I know I’m not beautiful,” she whispered, her gaze going to the fingers she’d knotted together in her lap “Ouch!” she cried when he swatted her sharply on the left ass cheek.
“You are a beautiful woman and if I have to, I will put mirrors up on every wall in this house and make you walk around naked until you believe it.” He frowned down at her. 
Angel didn’t know how to respond, so she remained silent. Then her gaze dropped down his body. When it got to the cock between them, her breathing hitched. He was aroused again. Very aroused. And very beautiful.
“Wow,” she breathed, reaching out with one hand to brush over the unmistakable evidence of his attraction. Never had a man reacted so strongly to her before.
His hips lifted as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and gently tested the feel of his cock. “Hmmm,” he responded, his pelvis shifting back and forth several times as his hands came up to cup her breasts and pluck at her nipples. “You want to make love here, or shall we try it in a bed this time?”
Angel took a deep breath and released it on a sigh. “Okay.” She blinked when Nick’s breathing stopped, and his cock twitched strongly in her hand. “What happened?”
“You have know idea what your sighs do to me. The sound of your breathing jacks me up so high I don’t ever want to come down.”
“Oh my,” Angel responded. “I don’t think I’ve ever had that effect on a man before.”
“Bedroom, mate,” Nick ordered with a sexy smile that sent runners of lust from tits to clit then out to every nerve ending in her body.
“This way,” she said climbing from his lap.
When she released her hold on him and stepped away, he grabbed her wrist. Placing her hand on his cock he said, “You’ll be leading me around by this the rest of our lives, might as well get used to doing so now.”
Angel led the way down the short hall to her bedroom. She hesitated in the doorway, looking from the full size bed to the tall man behind her. “You’ll never fit.”
She was unprepared for the grin Nick shot her. “It will do fine for now. We’ll just sleep very, very close together, if that’s okay with you.”
“Okay.”

Angel didn’t fight when his hands came around to cup her breasts. That single touch drained any thought of arguing from her. She squeaked when Nick released her breasts then leaned down and swung her up in his arms. 
“Put me down, I’m too heavy,” she said as he crossed the room and dropped her on the bed.
She bounced once before he came down over her and without a word smacked her left ass cheek. Before she could pull away or protest the physical reprimand, he wrapped his arms around her and rolled them together so she ended up sprawled across his chest. “You are not too heavy. You are not fat. You are perfect and beautiful. If you don’t change your thinking pronto, I’m going to lay you across my lap and paddle that beautiful ass until you can’t sit down.”
A shiver of heat and need bloomed deep in her pelvis.
“I know you don’t feel it yet, but if you’ll give me a chance, give us a chance, I know I can make you happy.” Nick’s voice softened as he rolled them again so she lay on her back. He leaned over her and brushed the tip of his nose against hers. 
Lifting a hand to cup his cheek, Angel looked deep into Nick’s eyes. “I already know you will. I’ve known for weeks you are the other half of me.”
* * * *
Nick fought his wolf’s urge to howl in delight at the love he saw shining in her eyes. Though tempted to rush, Nick forced himself to keep moving slow. Each time with his mate should be special, memorable, and not quickly or easily forgotten. 
Though the beast within snarled with frustration at his intentions, he kissed Angel long and deep before turning his attention to her bountiful breasts with their soft coral nipples. He licked his way around one and then the other, savoring the sweet taste of her skin. He suckled deep, smiling around the hard little tips when she moaned and arched her back, pushing her breast deeper into his mouth. Her hips moved, rubbing her clit up and down his cock.
“Need. You. Now,” she panted. 
“Pretty, pretty girls,” he murmured as his hands pumped her breasts together. He kissed then licked at one nipple before turning his attention to the other. “One day soon, once I can control myself around you, I’m going to see if I can get you off just by playing with these pretty nipples.”
“Mmmm, sounds interesting.”
“Oh, it will be,” he promised.
Sliding up so their hips were aligned, he settled between her widespread thighs. With one hand he reached between them to run two fingers from clit to cunt. His beautiful mate was wet and hot and more than ready for him. He slid his fingers deep into her once, then pulled out and slid them even deeper a second time before pulling them out completely and lifting them to breathe in the scent of her juices.
“God, your cream smells so good,” he said. With a wide grin he sucked her life essence from his fingers. “Mmmm, and it tastes even better. I can’t wait to lap it all up. But that will wait for another time as well. Maybe someday I’ll be able to look at you and not want my cock buried deep inside you.” 
He shifted so the head of his cock brushed back and forth over her knotted clit several times. When Angel’s breathing hitched with each pass, he moved down and slid his cock deep into her grasping cunt. “For now, I want to hear you scream again.”
 
Chapter 5
“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” Nick asked for the fifth time late Tuesday morning. 
“I’m sure. You’re my mate. I would trust you with my life so I think I should be able to trust you with my car. Especially now that you have a legal North Carolina driver’s license. Just be careful with her, okay?” Angel leaned over the center console and kissed him. 
She’d called in and requested a few hours this morning. So far they’d gotten Nick his driver’s license and a new cell phone with a local number. Now she needed to get back to work, and he had errands to run to begin settling into life in New Bern. It only made sense for him to take her car instead of renting one, until he decided what he wanted to buy.
She pulled back before he could take the kiss farther than appropriate for the very public parking lot outside her office building. “What is it that makes me want to jump your bones again? We’ve done nothing but sleep, eat and make love for the last four days.”
“We’re mates. Our bodies are just doing what’s natural.” Nick smiled with a hungry, wolfish gleam in his eyes. “We’re going to have to find you a job where you can work from home. Or maybe we can start our own business together. That way you won’t have to work away from me for hours on end.”
“Mmmm, something to think about.” Angel leaned in and kissed him once more.
After nearly a minute, Nick tore his lips from hers and leaned back as far as the car door would allow. “Go. Now. Before I pull you into that nonexistent back seat and hurt myself.”
“Okay, okay, I’m going.” Angel grabbed her purse and climbed from the car just as a long black limousine entered the parking lot.
Though she waved for him to go, Nick shook his head. He sat and waited until she crossed the wide driveway and reached the building’s side door marked “Employees Only.” She didn’t notice the black-haired man step from the limousine behind her car. She also didn’t see him sniff the air before looking from her to the car with narrowed assessing eyes.
* * * *
“Mr. Thomasson wants you in his office. Now.” Edmond Jones smirked at her from the opening of her cubicle. 
Edmond had been adversarial toward her since her first day on the job, though she had no clue why. She did her job, did it well, and never asked for any special favors from anyone. For some reason, he had decided to hate her. She wasn’t sure if it was because she hadn’t responded to any of his off-color jokes or because she didn’t cower in fear or get up and hurry away when he walked into the room as many of the assistants did. 
“Thank you,” she said automatically shutting down her computer and locking her desk drawers before pushing from her chair.
“Don’t throw yourself at him. Rumor has it he’s finally found himself a woman,” Edmond said with a leer as she brushed past him.
Angel ignored his comment. She’d learned early that the best deterrent against Edmond was not to pay attention to anything he said. Though he had been with the company for years, he had just recently been promoted to a minor supervisory position. For some reason the other managers felt sorry for him, but she didn’t understand why. He was a power-hungry asshole who would never climb the corporate ladder any higher than he already had. She thought even he realized that, which was why he made everyone around him miserable as well. The rumor flying around the office lately was that he was in the process of divorcing wife number three. Angel had trouble understanding why anyone would marry him in the first place. He was a back stabber and a gossip of the worst kind. He would make up stories if he had to just to keep the rumor mill hopping.
Angel kept her head up and back straight as she walked away, not wanting Edmond to see she was nervous about being called to the president’s office. She’d never been called to any of the executive offices before. She’d only ever met Adam Thomasson twice, once at the company Christmas party and once during a company awards dinner when she was given a plaque and a gift certificate recognizing her ten year anniversary with the company. 
Instead of waiting for the elevator, she used the fire stairs, hoping the exercise would distract her. The twinge of her leg muscles reminded her that she’d exercised much more than usual since Nick’s arrival, and they really didn’t need this added abuse. 
She paused just outside the door to the office marked ‘Adam Thomasson’ before knocking three times. When she didn’t receive an answer, she pushed the door open and stepped through. She was surprised to find the anteroom empty, the secretary’s desk looking as though no one had been in all morning. Looking at the wall in front of her, she saw one of the double doors standing partway opening. 
“Hello?” She felt like the mouse headed into the lion’s cage.
“Come in,” a deep voice responded from beyond the doorway.
Angel pushed open the door and stepped inside, her stomach clenching so tightly with nerves she had to fight to keep from doubling over with the pain. “You wanted to see me, Mr. Thomasson? I’m Angel Dugan.”
“Yes, Miss Dugan. Please, come in and have a seat. I’ll be with you in just a moment.” Adam Thomasson waved her toward the chair opposite his desk before turning his attention back to the cell phone in his hands. “Yes, I understand. Thank you for your time.” A moment later he clicked off the phone and laid it aside.
“Now, Miss Dugan, I was wondering if you would tell me about the man who dropped you off at work this morning.”
“Please, call me Angel.”
“And you will call me Adam now that we’re family. And now, your man?
“Nick? He’s my, um, well, you see…” Angel wasn’t sure exactly what title to put on their relationship. She also didn’t ask what Adam meant by family. She was too nervous. Just being in the powerful man’s presence overwhelmed her. 
“He’s a shape shifter and apparently your mate. I see his bite on your shoulder. But who is he? When did he arrive in New Bern? Why hasn’t he contacted me?” Adam pushed from his chair and walked around his desk.
Angel lifted a hand to cover the bite mark as she shifted in her chair. She watched with increasing nervousness as he crossed the room to the double doors. Just touching it brought a vision of Nick to her mind’s eye, and she shivered of renewed want. She watched as Adam closed the door to his secretary’s area then return to sit in the chair beside her.
“Your man?” he prompted when she just sat staring at him.
“His name is Nick Nash. He came to New Bern four days ago from Iraq. He just retired from the Army and came here to be with me.” Angel explained. “Why would he need to contact you?”
“Is there some way to get hold of him? I need to talk to him as soon as possible.”
“We just got him a cell phone this morning. He said he was going to see about setting up a bank account and then go shopping for a car.”
Adam nodded and reached for the phone on his desk. Once she gave him the number he quickly dialed it.
“Mr. Nash? My name is Adam Thomasson. Yes, that Adam Thomasson. I understand you plan on settling in New Bern? You haven’t contacted me as the local alpha or anyone on my council for approval of this move you’re planning. Yes. Yes. That’s right. My office. An hour? Yes, that will be fine. See you then.” With that Adam closed the phone and replaced it on the desk.
“He’ll be here within the hour.”
“He’s not in trouble, is he?” Angel asked, unable to help herself.
“Not trouble exactly. We just need to meet and talk about a few things.” He stood and waited for Angel to rise as well. He escorted her to the door. “When we’re done, I’ll send him up to your office. Don’t worry, all I want to do is talk to him and let him know we do have a local pack, and he needed to coordinate this move with us.” Adam winked as he extended his hand.
“Yes, sir. Thank you.” Angel shook his hand then walked out on trembling legs. She stopped once she reached the hall, wondering how she would ever make it back upstairs on knees that shook so badly. She wasn’t even sure she could stagger as far as the elevator without possibly tripping or falling.
By the time she returned to her cubicle, Angel wished she’d asked permission to sit in on Nick’s meeting with Adam. She wanted to know what was going on. But maybe it was supposed to be a shape shifters-only meeting. She would have to wait for Nick to tell her what was going on.
During the course of the seventy-five minutes, she picked up the phone a dozen times to call Nick’s cell. Every time she hung up before hitting the connect button. As much as she wanted to protect him, she kept reminding herself that Nick was a grown man and a shape shifter. He’d been taking care of himself for all his life without her help. Surely he could handle one meeting with her boss. 
Though she tried to concentrate on the quarterly report she was typing, all she could think about was Nick and needing to be with him. Adam said they were now family. As family, shouldn’t she be part of their discussion? Didn’t she need to know what the two men were deciding about her future? As Nick had said, they were mates and what affected him affected her. The longer she sat thinking about what the two men could be talking about, the more worried she became that Adam would send Nick away. She’d just found him. She wouldn’t survive if he had to leave her again so soon.
Finally she could not sit still any longer. Surely Nick had arrived by now. Pushing from her chair, she walked away from her desk without locking anything and didn’t give a thought to the security breaches that might occur during her absence. She needed to get to Nick. She was a halfway to the elevator when Edmond stepped in front of her.
“Going somewhere?” he asked with his typical sneer reminding her of the television’s stereotypical greasy businessmen who spent their free time in strip joints or dark, smoky hole-in-the-wall bars where no one respectable ever went.
“Yes,” she answered taking a step to the side to circle him. He matched her move for move.
“Did you clock out?”
“No.”

“When will you be back?”
“I don’t know.” Angel spoke through a jaw locked in frustration. “Get out of my way, Edmond.”
“No, I don’t think so. You need to go back to your desk and get back to work before I write you up for tardiness as well as inefficiency and laziness.” As he grabbed her arm, the back of his hand brushed against her breast. He smirked as he shifted to blatantly repeat the motion.
The fear and worry for Nick that had been growing exploded into a sudden urgent need to get to her man. Taking two steps back, Angel took a step forward and kicked up, catching Edmond right in the balls with her foot.
“I said, get out of my way,” she growled. He screamed as both hands grabbed for his crotch, and his knees buckled. He crumpled to the floor and curled into the fetal position, his expression shocked for a moment before embarrassed indignation and then pained anger took over.
“You’re fired, you bitch,” he screamed in a voice an octave higher than usual. 
“As if you can do that,” she said as she stepped over him and stalked to the elevator. She would worry about her job later. For now she had to make sure Nick was all right. She ignored the murmured questions and laughter behind her, as well as Edmond’s groaning responses. 
When she reached Adam Thomasson’s office, the outer office was once again empty. The door to the man’s inner sanctum was closed, though she heard the hum of male voices in conversation. Nick was in there. She could feel his presence. The pull was so strong she hesitated only a moment before reaching for the door handle. 
The room went silent as she slowly pushed the door open. Once it was open far enough, she slipped through and froze when she found herself face to chest with two large men. They had crossed the room and were standing shoulder to shoulder, staring down at her.
“Angel? What are you doing here?” Nick asked when she laid a shaking palm on his chest just before bursting into tears. “What’s wrong? What’s happened?” 
“I think I just got fired,” Angel said as he pulled her close and wrapped his arms around her.
“Fired? Who fired you?” Adam asked.
“Edmond Jones. He’ll probably also be filing assault charges against me. Or at least sexual harassment charges since I kicked him in the balls.” 
“Jones. I should have known,” Adam said in disgust.
“Problem child?” Nick asked as he stroked one hand up and down Angel’s spine. “Shhh, baby. It will be okay. We’ll take care of everything.”
“You might say that. One of those people who develops a god complex the moment they receive any small bit of responsibility. He also thinks he’s a stud and doesn’t understand why the women who work here don’t fall at his feet when he walks by.”
“I think I’d like to meet this man and maybe teach him a little lesson about the proper way to treat a lady,” Nick growled.
Angel stiffened when he lifted her off the floor with one hand around her shoulders and the other around her waist. A moment later she found herself sitting on his lap in the same chair she’d sat in earlier.
“Nick, let me up,” she said, lifting her head from his chest and wiping at her tears.
“No, you stay right here where you are. Adam understands my need to comfort you. Consider it a mate thing.”
Angel looked across the desk and found Adam nodding with a grin on his face. “Oh yes, I understand completely. I applaud your restraint as well. If it were my mate Jones had upset, I would tear the building apart to find him.”
Nick nodded. “I would, but this is your battlefield. Besides, right now my mate needs my attention more than some worm.”
Angel relaxed deeper into Nick’s hold, nuzzling her cheek against him. “I’m okay,” she said, though the tremor in her voice was hardly convincing.
“I know, baby, but I’m not. I need to cuddle you a while longer,” Nick kissed the top of her head, then laid his forehead there as his arms tightened around her in a strong hug.
Closing her eyes, Angel took a deep breath, filling her lungs with her mate’s scent. That did more to calm her than anything, knowing he was safe and with her.
She listened as Nick and Adam discussed the options of what could be done about Edmonds Jones. Though she did not participate, she thoroughly agreed that something needed to teach the man that he was not as important as he believed himself to be. She opened her eyes and looked across the desk when she heard Adam dial a phone.
“It’s Adam. I want Edmond Jones in my office immediately. I don’t care. He’s got three minutes to get his ass down here,” he barked before forcefully returning the handset to the phone base.
As soon as Adam disconnected, both men turned their attention back to Angel.
 
Chapter 6
“So, sweet mate of mine, didn’t Adam tell you I would come up to your office once we finished talking?” Nick’s voice rumbled in his chest.
“Yes, but…” Angel lifted her head to look up at him. He looked serious, but not angry.
“And didn’t I tell you that nothing would happen to your mate while he was here?” Adam leaned forward, looking solemn as well.
“Yes, but…” Angel tried to climb from Nick’s lap. She always thought better when she could move around. Besides, Nick’s masculine scent and loving touches made it hard to think of anything beyond getting naked and getting busy with the man, and she really didn’t care if they had an audience.
“Let me up, please,” she said when Nick’s arms tightened around her. When he didn’t immediately comply, she touched his arm. “Please, let me go.”
“No, I don’t think so,” Nick lifted one hand to hold her head where he wanted it as he closed in to kiss her.
As soon as his lips touched her, the need to escape melted like powdered chocolate in hot milk. Winding her arms around his shoulders, she parted her lips and licked at the tongue pushing for entrance. In seconds she forgot everything but her reawakened need for the man wrapped around her.
“Stop that you two, before I find a hose to turn on you.” Adam’s amused words broke through the sexual fog clouding her thoughts.
Nick broke the kiss long enough to look at the billionaire and growl, “Shut up, Adam.”
Taking advantage of his distraction, Angel scrambled to her feet. Once there she swayed a moment, trying to find her balance, though her equilibrium was way off kilter. With a cocky grin Nick stood then helped her sit back down in the chair they had just occupied. Then he knelt in front of her, the warmth of his hands burning through the skirt covering her thighs.
He looked deep into her eyes and said, “Okay, sweetheart, tell me why you needed to come down here.”
“I was worried Adam wouldn’t let you stay,” she said softly as tears blurred her vision. “If he makes you go away, I might never see you again. I don’t want to lose you now that I’ve finally found you. If we have to leave New Bern, that’s fine, but please don’t go without me.”
Angel knew she was begging, but she didn’t care. Nick was the other half of her soul and now that she’d found him, she couldn’t lose him. If she had to, she would sell everything she owned to follow him around the world. She didn’t care where they lived, as long as they were together.
“Shhh, mate. No one is going away. Not unless you want to move somewhere else. Adam wasn’t sending me away. We were getting acquainted and he was telling me what I need to do, what we need to do, to be accepted by and into the local shape shifter pack.”
“Really?”

“Angel, finding a mate is the most important moment in a shape shifter’s life.” Adam broke in, reminding her they weren’t alone. “Some of us never find that one person destined for them. Once a mate is found and claimed, nothing and no one comes between them except death. But because Nick is not of our pack and since he is also an alpha, we have a bit of a situation.”
Before Adam could continue, three sharp knocks sounded at the closed double doors. “Damn, I really do need to find a new assistant,” he muttered. “Enter,” he called in a voice as sharp as a chef’s carving knife.
The door opened, and Edmond Jones hobbled in. He took tiny steps, still hunched over with his expression tight with pain. “You wanted to see me?”
Nick rose and moved so he stood between Angel and this man who’d threatened her. A soft growl filled the room. 
That sound caught the newcomer’s attention. Edmond turned his attention from Adam then saw Angel for the first time. “You bitch! What lies have you been telling?” He took three quick steps in her direction before his brain registered the pain he was causing himself. “Oh damn,” he moaned as his hands cupped his crotch and bent double.
Nick growled again and took a step forward. Angel grabbed one of his hands and squeezed, for a moment afraid of what might happen if she let go. 
“No, Nick,” she whispered, hoping to calm the man. No matter how badly Edmond needed a good beating, she didn’t want Nick to get into trouble for it. 
“Mr. Jones, I understand you have a problem with Miss Dugan?” Adam rose and walked around his desk so the smaller man was bracketed by the two shape shifters.
“I want her arrested for assault. She attacked me, sir, when I refused to let her leave the department. She kicked me right in the balls. First she took Friday and Monday off, then came in hours late this morning, and she’s been goofing off ever since she got here.” Edmond slowly straightened. “I fired her, but I want her arrested for assaulting me. I’m sorry she came to you with this matter.”
Adam crossed his arms and leaned against his massive desk looking deceptively calm. “Miss Dugan came here at my request, Mr. Jones. But you don’t need to worry about these things as you are not her supervisor any longer. While Miss Dugan is not fired, you sir, have thirty minutes to clear your desk and get off Thomasson Enterprises property. We’ll send you your final check.”
“What? Why?” Edmond looked from Adam to Nick to Angel and back again. “What the hell is going on?”
“Gross ineffectiveness in your duties as well as numerous complaints of sexual harassment from the women of this company to begin with. If necessary, I’m sure Human Resources can give me a full list of your transgressions, right down to how many pens and paperclips you’ve taken home with you over the years.”
Nick growled again and seemed to Angel to grow bigger, as the other man’s expression went from bewildered to crazed. 
“This is all your fault, bitch. I knew I should have tamed you years ago.” Before anyone could stop him, Edmond dodged around Nick and wrapped his hands around Angel’s throat. His fingers felt like claws as he squeezed tight.
Angel tried to push him off, but he held on, his grip growing even tighter. When that didn’t work, she reached for his thumbs, hoping to pry his hands from her neck. Her vision blurred as a gray veil dropped between her and the man’s crazed eyes as she fought unsuccessfully for breath.
She thought she heard a wolf’s snarl and then the hands cutting off her airway were gone. She took one gasping breath and then another. A moment later she felt herself lifted from the chair, then resettled in a lap. Nick’s scent surrounded her, and she relaxed into his hold.
She didn’t realize she was shaking like a leaf in a high wind until praises crooned in her ear, assuring her that everything was alright. He held her tight to his chest so she felt his heart racing in tandem with hers.
“Unless you want to die, Mr. Jones, I suggest you lie very, very still,” she heard Adam say in a deep rough voice that reminded her of Nick’s when he got highly aroused or emotional. Only it held a granite hard tone her mate’s never did.
She heard a whimper before Adam spoke again. “I need security in my office ASAP.”
Angel opened her eyes and found Edmond cowering on the floor, and Adam crossing the room to the double doors. He returned a moment later with two men Angel recognized as working for the security department. 
They were even bigger and more muscular than Adam. Their tailored black suits did little to hide their powerfully built bodies. Both men were tanned and completely bald. The only thing that differentiated one from the other was that one had freckles and the other did not.
“You asked for security?” the one with freckles said.
“Yes, thank you for responding so quickly. Mr. Jones has been fired. Please take him to clean out his desk and make sure he’s off the property in the next twenty-five minutes,” Adam said after a glance at his watch.
“Yes, sir,” the other man answered.
“Mr. Jones, if you do not leave quietly and without incident I will bring assault charges as well as numerous other charges of sexual harassment and anything else I can think of against you. Or Mr. Nash and I will come visit you for a private conversation that will be very, very painful. Do you understand?”
Angel watched as Edmond glanced at Nick. Nick growled again, and Edmond paled even further and nodded, clearly terrified of the not-so-subtle threat. 
One of the men pulled him to his feet. Edmond began to struggle after the second man took his other arm. “Wait a minute. These people are crazy. They should be arrested for assaulting me.”
The guards ignored him and dragged him from the room, closing the door as they went.
Once they were alone, Adam looked at Angel. “If he contacts you, let me know, and we’ll deal with him.” He returned to his chair.
“He won’t,” Nick stated in a flat tone.
Angel sat silent, not sure what to say. Her tremors slowed then stopped all together. Finally she cleared her throat and tried to climb from Nick’s lap. “I guess I should get back upstairs.”
“No, I don’t think so,” Nick said standing easily while still holding her secure against his chest. “I don’t think Adam will mind if you take the afternoon off after such a traumatic event.”
“Not at all. I’ll call upstairs and let them know.”
Angel struggled until Nick set her down. She wobbled, but refused to lean against his strength. He stood behind her and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her back to rest on him. “I’m fine, and I need to go back to work.”
Adam studied her expression for a moment then raised his gaze to look over her shoulder at her mate. “You’ve got quite a woman there.”
Nick gave her a quick squeeze. “I knew that during our first video chat. Alright, sweet mate. You can go back to work. After.”
“After what?”

Nick canted his hips forward, pressing a long, hard, erect cock between her ass cheeks. The feel of her man’s hunger sent Angel from shock to arousal before she could catch her breath. Suddenly all Angel wanted was to fuck her mate and feel him deep in her. All her other chaotic emotions coalesced into a need so great she couldn’t find it in her to argue with him.
“Yes, after. Now let’s get out of here so Adam can move on to damage control. I’m sure Mr. Jones won’t go away too easily.”
“We’ll see you both tomorrow evening?” Adam asked as Nick turned them to leave.
“Yes, we’ll be there.”
“The second office on the left is empty,” Adam called as Nick guided Angel across the office.
“Thanks,” Nick said with a quick grin.
“Oh and Nick…” Adam said as they reached the doorway.
“Yes?” Nick paused and looked over his shoulder.
“Think about that job. I need men like you working for me.” 
* * * *
Nick nodded without another word. With the aroused scent of his mate now swirling around him, his thoughts had already moved beyond Adam’s offer of employment.
“He offered you a job?” Angel asked as he moved them swiftly down the hall to the second office on the left. 
After guiding her inside, he bumped the door closed with his hip. He twisted the lock in the knob before turning Angel around within the circle of his arms so he could feel her generous breasts press into him.
“He offered me a job and this office if I want. Vice president in charge of something or another.”
Lowering his head, Nick licked at her lips before pressing for entrance. He sighed when her lips parted, and the taste of her flowed over his tongue. Her arms wrapped around his waist as her hips shifted back and forth against his, applying just the right amount of pressure to his cock to send waves of want through his entire body.
The air around them filled with the combined scent of their arousal. Breathing deeply, he began to ache with the need to be inside his mate. Kissing his way from her lips to her ear then down her neck, he licked at his bite mark. His already hard cock twitched when she mewled breathlessly in response. His hands dropped from her back to reach for his belt. 
Nick growled in triumph when his belt gave way, and he jerked at the button on the waistband of his jeans. It was hard to think past his need. Seeing her supervisor choking his mate scared him worse than anything he’d faced in Iraq. With Edmond Jones now dealt with, he needed to confirm that his mate was alright. He didn’t tell her, but it might take the rest of the afternoon to reassure him that she really was safe.
“You might want to take that skirt off if you plan on wearing it back to work,” he said as he brought a hand between them to tweak one of the beaded nipples tenting the silk of her blouse.
The air around him grew even sweeter with her arousal until he had to grit his teeth to keep from ripping the clothes off of them both. She did not move as he shoved his jeans and boxers to his knees. She looked aroused and oh so sexy, and he needed to be inside her right now.
“To hell with it,” he murmured. 
Before he could touch her skirt, she stepped back and shook her head. Wrapping one hand around his cock, she backed slowly across the room and around the desk. He shuffled with her, gritting his teeth with the hope that he didn’t explode before he could even get inside her.
“Sit there,” she said as she pointed to the black leather executive chair behind the desk. 
 
Chapter 7
Angel would never be able to explain what happened to her in the moment they entered the empty office. All she knew was that after four days with Nick, her confidence had grown to where she wanted to try to control and guide the pace of their loving.
When Nick sat without question or complaint she took a step back so she stood well out of his reach. “Stay right there.”
“What are you doing?”
“Applying for the position of your personal assistant,” she said with a giggle as she kicked off her shoes. “Don’t move. Let me do all the work.”
Only after he nodded did she begin dancing to music only she could hear. She swayed and circled, shimmied and slowly stripped off her skirt and silk blouse. She draped her clothes over one of the other chairs in the room. She danced closer wearing only the scarlet thong and matching bra he’d chosen for her to wear that morning. She brought her hands up to cup her satin covered breasts. “Like what you see?”
“More than you could ever know,” he groaned as she reached behind her back and unhooked the bra. Turning her back to him, she slipped it off and tossed it away. 
“Come here so I can show you just how much,” he demanded gently.
With a breathless giggle, she turned to face him with her palms covering her breasts. “I don’t think so. Take off your shirt.” Her hips continued to sway then began to circle. The panties caressed the skin of her hips, amping her hunger higher and higher. 
Releasing her breasts, she pinched her nipples between thumbs and forefingers. Then she began to roll the coral tips back and forth. That slight pinch set her hips swaying even harder. The combination of touches catapulted her closer and closer until she could see her orgasm rising around her like flames.
“Oh God, baby, you’re so beautiful. Come here,” Nick growled, his voice so deep and rough it added yet another layer to her arousal. 
Angel danced around his chair, wondering when he’d stripped off his clothes. How had she missed that? She barely held onto the remaining strands of her control as she worked to drive her man past his limit. When she once again stood in front of him, she stopped. Bending at the hips, she laid her palms on his thighs so the pads of her thumbs brushed softly against his scrotum. Dropping to her knees between his widespread legs, she looked up at him. His eyes glowed gold with arousal. 
“I love you, Nick.”
“I love you, too, my beautiful mate,” he said, his voice hoarse, and his tone strained.
Opening her lips, she extended her tongue and licked at the slit glistening with pre-cum. When that small touch elicited a hiss, she repeated the action. Pulling back, she licked her lips and savored the taste of him. Then she leaned forward and slid his shaft into her mouth until the head brushed against the back of her throat. 
Only then did she close her mouth around him with a soft “Mmmm.” She savored the feel of soft flesh over hard shaft as it filled her mouth.
“Oh God,” he groaned as his fingers threaded through her hair and began to massage her scalp. “I can’t hold on, baby. I’m too close.”
Angel slid up and down his shaft several times before pulling off again. “Relax and let go. I’ll take good care of you,” she said, meeting his heavy lidded gaze as she kissed the head of his cock. 
Opening her mouth she returned to the task of giving him such pleasure he would never be able to sit in this chair without remembering this moment.
She knew he would take the job Adam offered. Maybe not today or tomorrow, but eventually he would say yes. He would not be able to sit around pretending to be a househusband for long. He was too alive, too smart, and too vital to play golf with the other retirees.
Taking a deep breath, she pushed herself to take him to the root. She swallowed on him several times before backing off again. The pads of her thumbs rubbed small circles around his balls, stroking the skin softly as she swallowed again and again, caressing his entire length. 
For a moment she wished she had a third hand so she could play with herself as well, so they could come together. But that wish disappeared when his cock jerked as she swirled her tongue around the head before taking him deep again.
“Oh, shit,” he growled as his fingers tightened in her hair. 
His leg muscles clenched and his hips began to thrust up as his release overwhelmed him. She swallowed his essence as it exploded from him, grinning in delight around his length. She continued on his length until he relaxed back in the chair. Even then, she did not release him. She held him gently in the warmth of her mouth. Her tongue softly stroked the thick vein that ran the lengthy underside of his cock. She did not release him until he slid his hands beneath her arms, and he lifted her to her feet. 
“That was beautiful,” he said in a whisper. Once she was on her feet, he positioned her so she leaned against the desk. “But it wasn’t quite what I’d planned when we came in here. Lean back, love.” He ran a hand between her legs, through her folds and over her clit. She shivered with renewed hunger as his fingers then traced up her body to the valley between her breasts. 
He pressed gently until she reclined on top of the desk. He lifted her legs and set her feet on the arms of the chair, opening her to him completely. “Now hold still. It’s my turn to give you pleasure.”
She tensed when his hands pushed her knees even further apart, then relaxed when his palms rubbed up and down the insides of her thighs from knees to pussy and back again. Lifting her head, she watched as his head moved closer to her body. She moaned when his fingers parted her, then warm breath brushed over her open, wet folds. 
“You smell so good,” he murmured just before his tongue swept over her midline in one long stroke from taint to cunt to clit. 
Angel jolted and moaned as the arousal that had cooled as she’d loved on him flared to life once again, burning her with its intensity. Her hands clenched in response, and her nails scratched against the desk as she grasped for something, anything, to hold onto. Her breath caught when Nick swirled the point of his tongue around her knotted clit, making tiny hot circles around the pulsating flesh.
As he flicked and teased her pleasure center, she began to float away on the cloud of arousal that had been building since they’d walked in the room. She needed something to cling to before she blew away like a child’s balloon in a tornado. “Hands,” she said, reaching toward him. “Give me your hands.”
A moment later his arms slid onto the desk, bracketing her ample hips. As soon as their fingers intertwined, the orgasm she’d kept at bay while ministering to him blazed through her, burning her to the core with a firestorm of pleasure. Mindful that they were in a busy office building, she fought to gasp softly, instead of screaming as she normally did when Nick brought her to a climax.
When he took her clit in his hot mouth and suckled, her head and shoulders came off the desk as every muscle in her body clenched. She jolted again when he released the nub of nerves and dropped lower to lap at the juices spilling from her core.
“Such a sweet honey pot,” he purred as he licked at her, keeping her orgasm from completely abating.
A moment later he stood, and she felt the large, blunted head of his cock slide into her. They sighed together as he pushed fully inside her. Her cunt tightened rhythmically around him in response. Once deep inside her, he froze as he always did, giving her a moment to adjust to his length and girth. Then he slowly pulled out until just the head remained inside her. Then back in just as slowly.
Angel opened her eyes and looked up at him. “Faster,” she said as she reached up with one hand and brushed her fingertips over his chest. The other hand continued to hold his. She was half afraid to release that connection though she didn’t understand why.
Nick grinned down at her, his eyes half closed as his hips began to move faster and faster. He slid in and out at an ever increasing rate. The blaze between them raged higher and higher until it felt like the air around them was about to catch fire. He took a nipple in his mouth, sucking the entire tip into his mouth. Electricity shot from nipple to cunt then out to all the nerves of her body. Her back arched in response, trying to get even closer to this man who held her soul in the palm of his hand. 
She squeaked when he moved his attentions to her other breast. Her free hand came up to hold his mouth in place against her breast. His short hair tickled her fingers. “Nick,” she panted, her orgasm closing around her once again. “Gonna come.”
He rose over her, his expression fierce as his hips moved faster and faster, harder and harder. In and out, in and out, in and out. Reaching for her other hand, he leaned so they were nose to nose, “Now mate. Come with me now.”
Angel couldn’t hold back this time. Arching up, she kissed him, screaming into his open mouth. Once her screams trailed off to soft whimpers, he broke the kiss and licked his way down her neck where he latched onto the mating mark. As his teeth entered her skin, her orgasm swelled, and she flew once again, only this time she was screamed out and simply gasped silently for breath. 
He thrust deep, and she felt him swell and pulse as the hot flood of his seed filled her. It took several moments, but finally her orgasm subsided and she relaxed. She felt as if every bone in her body had melted away, leaving a skin-covered pile of goo behind.
Nick rested heavily against her for several minutes before gently pulling his hands from hers. He helped her sit up, then slid his hands under her butt and lifted her easily. His softening length remained in her as he sat down then settled her over his lap with her head on his shoulder. With one arm around her shoulders to hold her close, he once again began brushing long soothing strokes up and down her spine. 
When she felt strong enough to move again, Angel lifted her head to brush kisses across the pulse that beat strong and steady at the base of his throat. “So, what do you think?” she asked, her voice soft and low.
“Think? Who can think? If you’re thinking I must not have done something right,” Nick replied with a smile before brushing a kiss at her temple. “Give me a few minutes, and we’ll try again.”
“I’m not sure I’d survive it if we did,” Angel said with a grin. “I meant, what did you think about my application to be your personal assistant?”
“Hmmm, I think you should put your name in to be Adam’s personal assistant, not mine. If you worked for me we’d both get fired the first week for not doing our jobs.” Nick wrapped both arms around her. “Besides, I may accept take his job offer.”
“Oh you’ll take it. And you’ll do a really good job of it, too. But I think you’re right about us working together. Maybe I should just stay where I am, though working with Adam would be more interesting.”
“Your choice, but you have my support either way.” Nick rested his head against the back of the chair. “Now are you sure you want to go back to work this afternoon?”
“Yes. I have a couple of hours of work to finish up.” Angel slowly lifted off Nick’s cock and climbed from his lap. She used the attached bathroom to clean up before returning to the office and dressing. 
By the time she’d finished, Nick had pulled his clothes on and looked as fresh as he had when he’d dressed that morning. She, on the other hand, felt rumpled. She just knew her co-workers would know she’d just had sex. If not by her appearance then by the relaxed smile and the glow she felt emanating from her entire body. 
But at least Edmond wouldn’t be there to notice. He would be the only one to make comments aloud about her ruffled state. 
Once they were both presentable, Nick escorted her upstairs to her office. “I’ll pick you up in three hours,” he said before leaning down and kissing her thoroughly. 
Angel heard the sighs and murmurs from her coworkers, but didn’t fight the kiss. This was her man, her mate, and she didn’t care what they thought. “Three hours,” she repeated in a dazed whisper when he finally lifted his head.
His dark chuckle had her opening her eyes. “Get to work, sweet mate of mine.” He patted her ass gently before walking away. 
With a deep breath, Angel collapsed in her chair. How was she supposed to work when all she wanted was to follow him and repeat again what they’d just finished?
 
Chapter 8
“Tell me again why we’re here?” Angel sounded nervous, and her fear-tainted scent filled the cab of his new pickup truck. 
Nick waited until he’d parked between a brand new Lexus and a battered Suburban before answering. “We have to meet Adam’s council. Though he accepted me, he needs their approval before anything is official. As my mate, you will also be part of the pack, and they need to meet you as well.”
“So why am I not wearing anything under this dress? They’re not going to want to fuck me, are they?”
“No, baby. No one will touch you. You are my mate and off limits to everyone, but me. I wanted you naked and available just in case I feel the need to drag you into a closet for a quickie.” Nick smiled as his cock perked up at the image his words painted. 
Angel colored as she shifted in her seat, proving his words had the same effect on her that speaking them had on him. God, she was beautiful. He loved her in all her moods, but most especially aroused with her sweet scent teasing him. 
“Unless you plan on doing something in the next ten seconds, I suggest we go inside and get this evening over with,” she said in a voice low and sultry. “Then we can go home and do something about this,” she reached over and patted the erection tenting the front of his slacks.
“Yes, ma’am.”

Nick climbed from his seat then circled the truck to lift Angel down from hers. When he’d bought the truck that morning, he’d liked the style and the price. It wasn’t until he saw Angel struggle to climb in earlier did he see the added benefits of a tall truck. He didn’t bother to show her the step that made climbing in and out easier. He’d rather keep her in the dark about that so he could be a gentleman.
As he lowered her to the ground, he purposely slid her down his body so he could feel every soft, voluptuous curve.
“Mmmm, nice,” he said when her feet finally rested on the ground. 
Before she could step away, he wrapped both arms around her and held her close. Shifting his hips side to side, he rubbed his now hard cock against her belly.
“Let’s skip this and go find an abandoned road.” Angel said as she shifted even closer with her arms snaked around his waist.
Though tempted to do just that, Nick gave her a fast hard kiss before releasing her and stepping back. He hesitated a moment when she wobbled before finding her balance.
When she frowned up at him, he leaned close so they were eye to eye. “We need to go inside before I say to hell with it and take you right here against this truck. Another few seconds and I won’t care who catches us.”
Angel blinked as she considered his words. Then she nodded slowly and stepped back. When he reached for her hand, she took another step back, holding both hands at shoulder level. “You’d better not touch me again. Right now I’m so horny I won’t be held accountable for my actions.”
Nick sighed. “After you,” he said with a small wave of his hand.
It was only as they walked toward the front door did he look beyond Angel’s swaying backside to the house they were visiting.
“Holy shit,” he said under his breath. 
He’d visited several of Saddam’s palaces while in Iraq and while this wasn’t quite that ostentatious, it did rival some of the smaller castles and larger manor homes he’d seen during the time he’d been stationed around Europe. The huge stone structure looked like it had been standing in the middle of the forest forever.
“This house has been featured in all the architecture and design magazines,” Angel informed him as they approached the large front door.
As he raised a hand to knock, the door swung open and an older woman appeared. “Hello, you must be Nick and Angel. I’m Mrs. Nichols. Please come in.” 
“Are we late?” Nick asked as he followed into the foyer.
“No, you’re right on time. The council gathered about an hour ago to discuss business before your arrival. Now that you’re here, I’ll lay out dinner. That will bring the meeting to a quick conclusion.” 
* * * *
“Can I do anything to help?” Angel asked in a soft whisper. 
At her age she should not be afraid to meet strangers, but she felt like she was a teenager on her way to the principal’s office for some unknown reason. When Mrs. Nichols studied her with an unreadable expression, Angel held her breath. Was she overdressed? Underdressed? Too forward for a guest? Had she committed some social blunder by offering to help?
She only relaxed after the woman shrugged with a grin. “Sure, I’m always happy to put Adam’s guests to work. Sam’s setting up the bar in there, Nick. Introduce yourself and have a drink while you wait.” Mrs. Nichols waved toward a door on the left side of the foyer. 
Angel met Nick’s warm gaze. “Are you going to be okay?” he asked softly.
She smiled and nodded. “I’ll be fine.”
In the kitchen the two women exchanged pleasantries as they carried platters and bowls piled high with gourmet delights to the dining room. Once everything was set up to the older woman’s satisfaction, she disappeared back into the kitchen while the man she had introduced simply as Sam headed through the doorway into the foyer.
“Something to drink?” Nick stepped behind the bar.
“Ginger ale, please,” Angel said, not sure an alcohol-laced drink would help her relax or turn her into a babbling idiot. Better to play it safe and stay sober.
As Nick delivered her drink, a group of people entered the room from the foyer. They stopped just inside the dining room. Adam was last to enter and had to step around the others to cross the room to join them.
“Angel, Nick, good to see you. You didn’t have any trouble finding the place, did you?” He shook Angel’s hand and then Nick’s.
“No, no trouble. Thanks for doing this,” Nick replied before turning his attention to the other council members who remained huddled together across the room, silent and looking uncomfortable.
Angel was surprised to see Carly in the group, looking strangely pale and guarded. What was going on? Was she mad because Angel had canceled their coffee that week without giving a good excuse?
“Everyone, this is Nick Nash and his mate, Angel Dugan. Nick, Angel, this is my council. Jean Monroe, Paul Southerland, Terrance Mitchell, Clyde Barnes, Carly Jenkins, and this is my mother, Gwen Thomasson, who is human, but one of my closest advisors.”
A tiny white-haired woman who’d responded to the introduction as his mother crossed the room with a broad smile. “Welcome to the pack, Nick.” Gwen ignored his offered hand, instead walking up and giving him a big hug. Then she turned to Angel. “Angel, welcome. May you have many, many happy years with your mate.”
“Uh, thank you.” Angel returned the hug with a relieved sigh. If everyone was as kind as Adam’s mother, maybe this evening wouldn’t be so bad after all.
Gwen stepped back, but the others remained across the room.
“Jean? Clyde? Aren’t you going to welcome our new pack members?”
“But he’s, he’s an alpha!” Clyde, who had a shock of ruffled white hair, sputtered.
Adam took a half-step forward as if to reprimand the speaker, but Nick put a hand out.
Angel’s heart began to race as she watched Nick. He took a deep breath then stepped away from her. She wanted to grab him and pull him back, but something stopped her. She was human and didn’t understand any of this. She would just have to wait and see what the next few minutes held.
Nick didn’t stop until he stood halfway between them, alone in the center of the room. “Yes, I was born an alpha, but I have been alone in the world since my parents died just before my eighteenth birthday. My father was in the Army, and we were never part of a pack. For the past twenty years the Army has been my career, my home, but I still have no pack to call my own. I’m not interested in challenging Adam for leadership. I just want to settle here with my mate and have a family, if we are blessed with cubs.”
Since she couldn’t see Nick’s face, Angel watched the council members’ expressions instead. Carly nodded, her expression relaxing, as the other woman wiped a tear away before smiling. The youngest man nodded while the other two, the oldest of the group, still looked skeptical.
“How are we to trust you won’t change your mind some time down the road?” the old man asked.
“You can’t, but you have my word that I have no interest in pack politics. I’ve been a soldier for twenty years. I’ve seen more war and death and carnage than you can possibly imagine. All I want now is to spend the rest of my life spoiling my mate. But if we are not welcome here, we’ll go somewhere else and find a pack that’s open to allowing a weary soldier a place to rest.”
Angel watched and grew tenser and tenser as the council members circled and talked amongst themselves. Finally they seemed to come to an understanding. As a group they turned and crossed to Nick. 
“Welcome, Nick Nash. Welcome to the pack.” Clyde finally smiled. He stepped up and hugged Nick. 
One by one each of the council members hugged him with words of welcome before approaching Angel and welcoming her as well. Carly was last in line. “Welcome home, Nick. You’d better treat Angel well, or you’ll be answering to me.”
“Yes, ma’am.” Nick grinned before kissing her cheek. When he kissed her other cheek, she pulled back looking startled. “That was from Sam.”
Carly laughed and hugged him before turning to Angel. “Now aren’t you glad I gave Sam your e-mail address?”
“Yes, Carly. You were right. And I know I’ll never hear the end of it.”
“Not until we’re old and gray.” 
Once the formality of their welcome was past, Adam encouraged everyone toward the buffet. The rest of the evening was spent with Nick learning about the pack while sharing stories with Clyde and Terrance, both of whom had served in the Army in generations past.
Several hours later, Angel and Nick were the last to leave. 
Once they were out of sight of the house, but before they reached the road, Angel released the latch on her seatbelt. “Pull over here.” 
“Here?” Adam asked as he guided the truck to the side of the lane.
“Uh huh. Right here.” Angel released his seatbelt as well.
Once the truck stopped, and the engine turned off, Angel slid across the seat and reached for his belt. “I’m glad you got a bench seat,” she said as she leaned up to give him a long, deep kiss.
Adam slid out from under the steering wheel. “You were great back there,” he said, once he broke the kiss so he could concentrate on undoing his pants. 
“Thank you, kind sir. For a minute, I was afraid they were going to tear you apart,” she said as she kicked off her shoes. 
She watched as he undid his slacks and pushed them to his knees, freeing his already erect cock. “Come here,” he growled, helping her throw a leg over so she straddled him. “I love you, mate of mine. You’ve brought me such joy and love. For the first time in forever, I feel I’ve found a home.”
“I love you, too, my wonderful soldier boy,” Angel said as she lifted and guided him into her wet, open cunt. “Hold still, and let me show you how much.” 
She wrapped her arms around his shoulder and began a slow grinding ride to heaven. 
THE END
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