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Weres can only take one mate in their lifetime and are blood bound until death and Roan Sabre is no exception. 

As the Beta of the Spruce Hollow Were pack, he is dominant and self assured.
That is until the force of nature that is Aspen Greystone comes bursting into his life with her mass of strawberry blond curls and pale green eyes. 

When the Fates deliver Roan's blood born mate into his arms much too early, he is torn between his duty and loyalty to the pack and the beautiful girl who sets his blood on fire.
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Prologue
W
eres can take only one mate in their lifetime and are blood bound to that mate until death.

I started dreaming of my mate when I was a teenager.

Her face, her body, her beautiful green cat eyes; I searched for those eyes in the faces of every woman I passed on the street.

I would’ve known my mate anywhere.

I finally met her today at a public pool

 …. She was six years old.

Chapter 1
                ***

I
slept in the woods again tonight, deep in the forest outside our small town of Spruce Hollow. But it didn’t matter; home, the forest,I couldn’t get away from her no matter where I slept.

Even though I was miles away, Aspen, my mate followed me still.

Tonight, she was taunting me in my dreams with her pouty little mouth and her flashing green eyes begging me to take what was rightfully mine.

Sometimes it was just easier to sleep outdoors, and avoid her, than to face my demons at home and tonight was certainly no different than any other night in the past year or so.

Sleeping in the forest demanded that I stay in my wolf form; it was safer that way, as the forest awoke from her slumber at night.

I perked up my ears and listened, more out of habit than necessity. The forest was darkly alive with the sounds of insects, the bubbling stream and wild animals foraging or hunting for their prey. They all played an instrument in the symphony of the night.

It was beautiful to my wolf ears.

There was nothing out there that could hurt me, not man nor animal. I was the fearless king of this jungle.

As I got up and phased into my human form, the air crackled around me with electricity as my lupine attributes disappeared. I never got tired of the surge of infinite raw power I felt shooting down my spine whenever I phased. It was almost better than sex.

Almost.

I shook my head, to clear it, as I looked down at my watch. It was 3am.

It was getting harder and harder to stay asleep throughout the night. Aspen would not leave me in peace. She called to me through my dreams, beckoning and begging me to come to her and sate myself. But I resisted her and would continue to do so until the time was right.

Even though I couldn’t see it through the dense tree cover, I could sense the moon’s position in the sky. Those of my kind were always sensitive to the siren’s call of the moon.

Tomorrow night, there would be a full moon and in less than twenty-four hours, my entire Were pack would gather at the pack Alpha’s house when the moon was at it’s zenith. Then we would phase and hunt on pack lands as a large group, just as we were meant to. By Were standards, it was the human equivalent of a family reunion and I was looking forward to mingling with my brothers and sisters.

“Damn, I have to get up for work in two hours,” I thought to myself, as I scrubbed my hands up and down my face. I was going to be tired all day but I knew that I’d be unable to settle down and get myself back to sleep for those two precious hours.

It was useless to even try.

Besides, I still had to run back through the woods to get home; then I had to take a shower and change my clothes before work.

I was deep in the misty green woods of the Caledonia Mountains, far from my home in Spruce Hollow, a small town of 705 people, which was situated just to the south of the Caledonia mountain range.

It would take me about thirty minutes of running through the woods, in wolf form, to get myself back to the raised ranch style home that I shared with my pack sister, Valerie, and her daughter (and my mate), Aspen.

Just the merest whisper of Aspen’s name and intimate images of her full breasts and round little ass surged through my head, so I sat back down on the damp, mossy earth and looked off into the blackness. I might as well be out here, in the woods, than confined in the house with Aspen’s intoxicating scent clinging to everything. Besides, I still had lots of time to get home and get ready before I headed into work anyway.

I ran my hands back and forth through my hair, making the ends stand up, all spiky and wild. It was something I did whenever I was thinking or felt irritated about something.

Tonight, I was thinking AND irritated because I thought Aspen might finally be driving me crazy.

Now, normally you’d think reoccurring dreams about a beautiful, young girl would be a good thing, and you’d be right.

But not this beautiful girl. No, this beautiful girl drove me crazy and set my teeth on edge. She kept me awake at night, thinking about her and longing to be closer to her.

If I were honest with myself, I’d say that dreaming about Aspen bothered me because she was the only one in this world who had the power to unnerve me to the core.

And I didn’t do unnerving. I was a man who liked things orderly. I reveled in control, dominance and power; all qualities that had served me well as Beta of my Were pack.

Aspen, on the other hand, was the exact opposite of the principles that I led my life by.

Aspen was a force of nature. She was young and wild and full of life. She reminded me of a whirlwind or a hurricane and I didn’t enjoy the disorder and destruction that Hurricane Aspen brought into my life.

My life was ordered and I was always disciplined and able to exercise restraint over every situation. In my world, I always had the upper hand.

But not with Aspen. Nope. And I didn’t like it, not one little bit.

It left a bad taste in my mouth.

I suppose what bothered me so much was that Aspen, and the feelings she wrenched out of me, made me feel out of control.

And not being in complete control of every facet of my life was an alien emotion to me.

One that made me feel weak.

Unfortunately, there wasn’t much that I could do about it, other than stay away from her as much as possible…

…because Aspen was only sixteen years old.

“You are troubled about our mate,” my inner wolf said.

“What do you mean?” I replied with more of an edge to my voice than I would have liked. “You grow weary of waiting for her. That is what’s really bothering you tonight, is it not?”

“That’s ridiculous, I’m not awake because of Aspen. Go back to sleep, wolf.” 

“You cannot hide your thoughts from me, Roan Sabre. We are one and the same, you and I. I know your innermost thoughts and you are indeed awake this night because of our mate. She troubles you greatly,” my wolf said yawning widely. 

“Oh, be quiet and go back to sleep, won’t you? I can’t think with you chattering away in my head.”

My wolf was ancient and wise. And sometimes he could be difficult and annoying as hell, like right now. Our psyches were so deeply connected, it was difficult to tell where I ended and he began.

My wolf was a large Were, intimidating, with intelligent eyes, a broad chest, large paws, strong legs and a black shiny coat. He was fearless and commanded respect from the other Weres in the pack.

You didn’t mess around with my wolf. He was power and absolute violence held in check.

And it was impossible for me to hide anything from him.

You see, the problem with wolves was that they saw everything in either Black or White. Things were pretty cut and dry and therefore, uncomplicated with them. Something either “was” or it “wasn’t”. There were no shades of grey thrown in there anywhere.

I don’t know why I even bothered to try to keep things from my wolf. It was pointless; he was always in my head. We were two halves of the same whole and I could sense him inside me at all times, just as he could sense me. We were always together, each a half of the same entity and I trusted his wise council…most of the time.

Admitting out loud to my wolf that Aspen bothered me and that I was awake because her made me feel weak somehow. It was acknowledging that someone else held some sort of power over me. And anyone, mate or not, having power over you was never a good thing in the wolf world.

Yet, here I was again, awake in the woods, in the middle of the night and all because of a sixteen-year-old girl.

Damn her!

There was just something about Aspen that called to me on a primal, guttural level. I felt it there, right in the pit of my stomach. She held my attention so acutely that I couldn’t look away from her, even if I wanted to. It was something that I couldn’t really describe in words. I wasn’t very good with words sometimes. I was much better with actions. With actions, you got results and results made me happy.

My mate did not make me happy.

Aspen irritated me to no end, like a scratchy label on a shirt collar. Why couldn’t she just stay out of my head? The situation between us was bad enough as it was in my waking hours, did she need to haunt what little sleep I managed to get too?

I felt out of sorts because the connection I felt with my mate was unbalanced. For one thing, she wasn’t even aware that she was my mate yet. Although I’d been waiting for her for over ten years now, she was still only a teenager.

It was very frustrating.

If I was truthful about Aspen, which I didn’t like to be because it made me feel like a creep, my mate set my body on fire with desire and longing. I frequently had wild, animalistic sex with her in my dreams and always woke up with a hard on for her.

I don’t know whether it was the mating bond talking or not but I thought Aspen was the most beautiful girl I had ever laid eyes on. So much so, that it sucked the air right out of my lungs sometimes whenever I looked at her.

She was lovely in the way that the gentle summer rain was beautiful. Or the sun setting on the lake was beautiful. She was like that.

Aspen had an earthy, quiet and unassuming beauty encompassing her entire little being. I could close my eyes and picture her in my head; it was so easy, like she’d been imprinted on the insides of my eyelids.

She had a long, tousled mass of strawberry blond curls falling down her back and graceful shoulders. Her hair was sexy as hell and I longed to stretch my hands into it and feel it’s softness wrap and coil itself around my strong fingers.

Her face was small and heart shaped with a pert little nose and delicate brows. Her mouth was small and pouty, with soft pink lips that turned up at the corners in a smile that could be either seductive or mischievous. Or sometimes both at the same time.
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