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WARNING: SLIGHTLY MATURE CONTENT

Serena Basco

For the first time, I woke up before my mate.

I blinked, frowning when I realized we were in the couch and that I

was lying on top of him. Memories from last night flooded my brain

and I smiled. I looked down at my mate and sighed, it was like this

wall between us had been li ed. We kissed last night.

I know it would take more time until we were fully comfortable with

each other, but last night had been a beautiful start.

I reached for his phone to look at the time—eight in the morning. I

checked his phone for alarms, pleased when I found that none were

turned on. I put it down before gently disentangling myself from him.

My mate needed to sleep in. Once my two feet were on the floor, I put

the blanket over him and let him turn to sleep some more.

I gathered up the plates of food into the basket and placed them on a

table beside the window. I quickly showered and dressed—he

mentioned last night that he had the whole weekend o . I planned on

asking him to take me around the woods in wolf form—my wolf had

not yet met her mate.

I dressed in a loose blue sundress and tied my hair up in a bun,

frowning as a few red strands escaped the hold. I quietly exited the

room and hurried to the kitchens, returning the basket. I spotted

Darien silently followed behind me—where did he come from?

When I got to the kitchens, there was only one cook and two

attendants there.

"Good morning, Princess." The cook greeted. I grinned at him, it was

a good morning indeed.

"Good morning, and call me Serena." I said. "The prince is still asleep,

I'd like to bring some breakfast to our room. Can you help me?"

They nodded enthusiastically and set out to prepare some food. An

assortment of toast, butter, jam and cheese were placed inside the

basket, along with a jug of juice, a thermos of co ee, a few pieces of

bacon and some cups, plates and cutlery.

I gave them my most sincere thanks before setting o  to return to my

mate. Thankfully Darien was there to assist me in carrying the food.

When I arrived back at the study, Jon was still thankfully asleep.

Darien was not allowed to enter the suite, so I took the food from him

and set up the meal at the small circular table beside the window.

There were two chairs, and a small vase of flowers in the middle. a2

Deciding that he had slept in enough, I crouched in front of his

sleeping form and brushed the hair from his eyes.

He looked younger asleep, much more vulnerable. I wish he were at

peace more o en.

"Jon...wake up..." I cooed, stroking his cheek. He seriously needed to

trim his beard. I gave a so  yelp when his hand suddenly shackled my

wrist. His eyes snapped open—defensive and alert like the fighter he

was. When he realized it was me, he loosened his hold and visibly

relaxed. He gently pecked my fingers.

"Good morning, mate." He said, his morning voice deep and husky. I

shivered in delight.

"I got us breakfast. Come." I said, motioning for him to stand up. He

made to get his phone but I snatched it away.

"No. Today you're with me, I'm taking both our phones and leaving

them here." I growled playfully. I took both phones and placed it on

top of some books by the fireplace. "The world isn't going to burn if

we take some time o ."

"As you wish." He said, yawning and stretching. I watched

mesmerized as his rippling muscles flexed. My mouth dried.

Keep it together.

He stood up and surprised me by grabbing my waist and giving me a

long kiss on the cheek. I chuckled, blushing as he released me and

made his way towards the bathroom. I sat down on the chair in front

of the table and started buttering some toast for him—I remembered

how he liked it from our first brunch together. I put the toast in his

plate and a er a few moments, he returned and sat across me.

His lips twitched seeing the toast, but he said nothing. He didn't need

to say anything anyway—the domesticity of it all made my heart soar.

Breakfast was a silent a air, but no words needed to be said. There

was a calm between us. The silence wasn't awkward like it was before

—it was more serene.

"Would you like to run today?" He asked, biting into another piece of

toast. I nodded eagerly.

"Yes. I'd like to see your wolf in the daylight." I said, taking a bite of

bacon. "I also want to see the territory. Maybe go into town?"

"Whatever you like." He said, shaking his head gently.

"Can we not bring guards? Darien is fun and all but I'm completely

capable of walking around without supervision." I pleaded. He

sighed.

"No guards today because you're with me." He relented. I rolled my

eyes. I'll take it. I looked at the scene in front of me. I was having

breakfast with my totally handsome, undeniably hot mate. Damn, I

did well, son. The sunlight was streaming down on us, the glass on

the window making the food glow.

I needed to take a picture of this.

Giving him a playful wink, I stood up and walked over to where I

placed our phones. I took mine and brought it back with me to the

table. Ignoring his curious look, I quickly took a picture of the food

from above—a perfect flat lay.

No filter needed. The natural light made sure of that.

"I thought no phones?" Jon asked.

"Instagram." I explained. I opened the app and cursed so ly, biting

my lip.

"What is it?" He asked, concerned. I began to laugh.

"I've gotten like thousands of new follower requests the past week.

All wolves." I said, showing him my phone. He frowned at it.

"What is that?" He asked. I rolled my eyes.

"It's an online app where you can share photos." I said, shrugging.

"And the followers?" He asked.

"I got like a thousand requests when I became a Gold Rank. I guess

word must've spread about our mating." I said. He still looked

confused, but he did not ask any more questions.

Yes, wolves are online. But apparently, one wolf missed the memo

judging from the confused look my mate was giving me.

I wonder what apps he had on his phone? Tetris? Nah, he looked like

a Tap-Tap sort of guy. Tinder?

I cringed at the thought.

I quickly uploaded the photo of the food and grinned as people

began to like and comment. I looked up and caught him staring at

me. He guiltily smiled. I didn't want to miss the moment, so I quickly

snapped a photo of him.

"What was that?" He exclaimed. I looked at the photo and yelped in

happiness. I caught him on camera smiling! He looked so handsome

with his dark hair tickling his shoulders, the light making his face look

absolutely dashing, and the innocent smile making him look so

scrumptious.

Yum.

"I can't not have a picture of my mate on my phone." I explained,

showing it to him for a second before setting it up as my lock screen.

Even if he did neglect me again the next week, I'd have this picture of

him to remember him by.

He frowned, as if thinking thoughtfully. He nodded carefully before

standing up and grabbing his phone as well. He sat down and

scrolled through his phone.

"I should have one as well." He murmured. I blinked, realizing what

he just said. Right on cue, I sat up straighter, tilted my head and

flashed him a big smile right as the shutter sound went o .

"May I?" I asked, reaching for his phone. I took it and looked at my

photo. The natural lighting helped mask the fact that I didn't wear

any makeup. I sighed and smiled lightly, giving it back to him.

"It's good for now I guess, next time take photos of me when I look

better." I joked, continuing to eat.

"You look beautiful." He stated. I blushed and looked down. He

cleared his throat and fumbled. "I mean...yeah...but I can take more

of you if you like..."

I smiled. Did I just get an Instagram boyfriend? I laughed, visions of

Jonathon taking endless amounts of photos while I posed

ridiculously flooding my head. I remember Melanie, Jane and I would

annoy the hell out of the guys when we'd ask them to take and retake

dozens of our #ootds.

"Don't worry about it." I said, laughing. We continued with our meal,

chatting occasionally. Before long, he was finished eating.

He drank some co ee before clearing his throat.

"I'll just take a shower and get changed so that we can get started on

our weekend?" He hesitantly asked. I nodded gently, drinking some

orange juice.

"Go ahead. I'll clean up here." I said.

"Leave it. The maids will clean it up." He said, standing up and giving

the top of my head a kiss before exiting to the bathroom.

I rolled my eyes—he was such a Prince. I gathered the plates and

cutlery and put them inside the basket, cleaning up as much as I

could so that the maids wouldn't have a hard time. Right on cue,

there was a knock on the door to the study.

"Come in." I called. Caroline entered.

"Hey Caroline." I said, smiling brightly.

"You look cheerful today." She observed, tucking a dark curl under

her ear. I nodded eagerly as I watched her gather the basket.

"Jon and I are spending the weekend together." I gleefully said,

helping her put the cups inside the basket.

"Oh that's wonderful. The Prince never takes days o  work." She said,

smiling at me. I already figured as much. "What are you two doing

today?"

"My wolf needs to stretch out, and maybe a er we'll head to town. I'll

check out your mate's bakery!" I exclaimed as I put the last pieces of

le overs inside the basket. She nodded eagerly.

"Yes, it's by Treeline Avenue, you won't miss it, it's the only bakery in

that area." She said. I nodded, making a mental note of that.

"Thanks! Have a great day, Caroline!" I called out as she made to exit

the study.

"Oh, seeing you happy makes me happy as well! Your joy is

infectious." She giggled. "Have fun with your mate, Princess!" She

said in a singsong voice before closing the door behind her.

I hoped everyone could see how happy I was. The big, strong prince

that practically scared everybody was my mate! Mine!

Granted, he had murdered an alpha to claim me, but I decided not to

focus on that.

Moments later, he emerged from the bathroom freshly showered, his

damp hair slick against his neck. He was wearing jeans and a dark

gray shirt that accentuated his muscles, and I swear I think he just

looks hot on purpose just to shut me up.

As we walked towards the woods, he began telling me about the

territory. He wanted to show me a lake he and Patrick used to swim

in, this meadow that would be perfect for picnics, and some willow

trees that the pups in town loved playing hide and seek in.

I was excited.

It appeared most of the people in the palace were sleeping in, as Jon

and I seemed to be the only ones moving around, except for the sta

of course. We encountered no intrusion as we made our way outside

and into the tree line.

"We'll shi  and leave our clothes here." He murmured, gesturing to a

big oak tree. I nodded and untied my hair. I choked, freezing as he

started stripping before me.

Oh dear Goddess.

Clothed, he was mesmerizing. Naked, he was magnificent. His

muscles were big and sinewy, but not gross like those bodybuilders I

saw on television. He had a few scars down his back, some still fresh.

His torso was thick and toned, and I resisted the urge to weep.

I turned back as he was stripping o  his pants. I'd see that in due

time.

Kidding. Sort of.

I quickly hid behind the tree and stripped down. As I was folding my

clothes, I could hear Jon's bones crackle as he shi ed. I quickly put

down all of my things and shi ed as well, letting the animal in me

take over.

Jon's wolf was still the midnight black furred creature I remembered

in the fighting pit. He was a huge wolf, towering over me completely.

My red haired wolf was much more slender compared to his form. My

instincts began to heighten as I got in touch with my animal side. I

trotted over to my mate, curious to get to know his wolf.

I tilted my neck in submission, hearing him growl in approval

immediately. I yipped in happiness, licking the side of his face. He

froze momentarily, but played along by nudging my side with his

nose.

We play-wrestled, biting and licking and roughhousing for a while

before he looked to the deep end of the woods. Motioning at me, he

wordlessly asked me to follow. I stood at attention, ready to follow

my mate. With a warning growl telling me to stay close and be

careful, he started to run.

I gave chase.

He was fast, very fast, but I also prided myself on my speed. I kept up

with him, running until we were almost side-by-side. I looked forward

to the day where I could run directly beside him, but I did not know

the territory well enough yet so he would have to lead.

I relished in the feeling of my wolf stretching her limbs. I looked

around my new home; my new territory and I found it very pleasing.

Of course, the fall foliage of Eastern Claw will always hold a special

place in my heart, but there was a warmer, slightly more tropical feel

to the woods of Lightwing.

I don't know how long we ran. Jon took me to see all of the sights he

promised to show me. Judging from the location of the sun, it would

be nearing lunchtime.

As Jon and I stopped to drink by a creek, I decided I got tired of

following him.

Then, I got a bright idea.

Jon never got to fight me. He got to fight for me. But he never got to

earn me as a mate in the most primitive way known to our kind. a6

I knew just how to test him. A er all, wolves loved and reveled in the

chase, and this was one alpha male who would definitely give chase.

It was time to make my mate chase me.

I stopped abruptly, barking at him. Jon's black wolf stopped and

looked at me, tilting his head curiously in a way that reminded me

too much of his human form. I blinked at him and tilted my head

upwards before giving a howl—not too loud, just enough to egg him

on.

I looked at him challengingly and ran the opposite direction.

He was still for a moment, but immediately caught on and gave

chase, his paws thundering loud across the forest floor.

Male wolves are so easy to goad.

I ran as fast as my legs could carry me. I could hear him come closer,

almost snapping his teeth at my tail but I managed to avoid him. I

yipped as I jumped across logs and hurdles, relishing in the feeling

that was like flying. Suddenly, I heard him growl loudly.

Uh-oh. Prince Wolfy was now pissed.

I knew he had been holding back a bit to make the chase more

exciting, so I surprised him by giving it my last burst of power. I sped

mightily across a small meadow and I heard his heavy paws thump as

they crushed anything in his path.

I knew it was over before it even happened.

It happened as if in slow motion. I felt his snout pounce on me from

the side, throwing me a few good feet across the forest floor. I landed

unceremoniously atop a patch of flowers—did he do that on purpose,

the dude had good aim. I turned to expose my belly and raised my

paws playfully, yielding to accept defeat. He growled, breathing

heavily.

I could feel the pride roll o  him in waves.

He had just proven himself as a mate in the most animalistic way

possible. He had caught me, his prey.

He bit and licked me so ly, everywhere: in my belly, in my leg, and

finally in my neck. I let him—it was his victory a er all.

I could feel his bones crackling as he slowly shi ed. Taking his cue, I

shi ed with him. We were both now naked on the forest floor.

Jon's naked form looked intimidating and feral—he looked more

animal than man. His hair was all over the place, wild and curly with a

few twigs stuck in them. I imagine mine had a few leaves and flowers

in them as well. His torso and legs had mud and scratches, and I

could feel some parts of me sting as well. I ignored it, though,

choosing to focus on the fine male specimen hovering above me.

His propped himself up using his palms on either side of my head. His

knees were on either side of me. He leaned in and kissed my neck—he

was kissing his marks. Holy hell he was such a wolf! He trailed wet

kisses up my neck and finally claimed my lips in a fierce, dominating

kiss. I kissed back and wrapped my arms around his neck.

He broke the kiss o  and gently slumped down on top of me, panting.

He was careful to keep half his weight o  me. I felt something hard

nudge my thigh and I immediately blushed.

Holy Goddess. He was aroused?

The chase aroused him.

The she-wolf in me felt satisfied. The purpose of the chase had been

fulfilled and the evidence was poking me.

He placed so  kisses on my shoulder before resting his head on top

of it. His arm was wrapped around my stomach, just below my

breasts. I took deep breaths, trying to calm my heart down.  I

suddenly felt self conscious—Goddess knows I'm not the thinnest girl

out there. My stomach was nowhere near as toned as his—I'm pretty

sure I had a pooch in my tummy. Even though my waist was lithe, my

hips were still thick.

Not to mention all the freckles I had.

Turning my head, I rewarded him with a kiss on the cheek, his beard

making my lips tingle.

"You caught me." I whispered, running my fingers through his hair. He

grunted and held me tighter.

"You're my mate." He growled. "Mine."

Oh wow.

His declaration of possession made me shiver. It made me proud.

Swi ly, he stood up and I resisted the urge to look at him down there.

He o ered his hand and helped me up. I started to walk but he li ed

me in arms and carried me. I instinctively wrapped my arms around

his neck and leaned my head against his chest. He seemed to have no

trouble carrying me, like I was so light in his arms.

Somehow, it didn't feel awkward being naked with him. Maybe it was

because we were in a forest, or because our wolves were still on the

surface and they didn't care.

"What if someone sees us?" I whispered, looking around. He stopped

and sni ed around.

"There's no one near enough to be able to see." He curtly said. I

nodded and stayed silent, listening to the unique sounds of nature

and relishing the warmth of the sun on my bare skin as he walked us

back to where our clothes were.

Moments later, he set me down near my clothes and respectfully put

some distance between us. He reached down for his shirt and began

to change. I did the same, slipping on my underwear, dress, and tying

my hair in a loose ponytail. I put on my gold bracelet and frowned—it

was too big.

Did I lose weight on my wrist while running?

"I think we accidentally switched." Jon murmured, pushing my

smaller bracelet onto my wrist. I gave him his and smiled gratefully.

As he put on the bracelet, I reached into his hair and pulled out two

twigs sticking out. He returned the favor by taking a leaf o  a strand

of hair near my ear.

"There's a few flowers in your hair, but they look pretty." He gru ly

said. I instinctively reached into my hair, but stopped myself. If he

said they looked pretty, then I'm inclined to believe him.

I tossed him his phone and he dutifully put it inside his pocket

without checking. I did the same, thankful that my dress had a pocket

as well.

"Can we go into town now? I'm pretty hungry." I said. He nodded.

"Alright." He said. I took a step towards the path to the palace but he

stopped me by tugging on my hand.

He pulled me closer to him. I yelped in surprise but leaned into it.

Cupping my cheek with his hand he kissed me deeply, his lips slightly

rough against mine. I closed my eyes. I hummed lightly as happiness

zinged through my veins. I put my hands on his chest and fisted the

material of his shirt. He in turn wrapped his arms around my waist

and drew me closer.

He broke the kiss o  and gave one final kiss to the marks on my neck.

I shivered.

I get it. I'm yours.

Male wolves are so easy to read.

A/N

This is just a filler chapter for all you flu -deprived readers out there.

So I'm at the beach and I am so tanned and energized! Get ready for

two more updates this coming week, loves! a
Please don't forget to leave comments or votes!

Continue to next part
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