
 

Mates  

 

My sorrow gripped me, stealing my air and making it difficult to think. Everything around me 

was happening so fast there wasn’t a chance I’d be able to stop it. These things had been set in 

motion months ago, and Xander hadn’t stopped it. There was nothing to be done now.  

Against my better judgement, I glanced at my future husband, Cam. He smiled; unaware my 

mind was in turmoil. Pretty blue eyes sparkled back at me, excited and hopeful. How could he be 

like that? There was no way he believed I loved him, yet he still pretended. A lump formed in 

my throat, and I blinked away the tears as quickly as I could. Today was supposed to be the 

happiest day of my life, but it felt like I was entering hell. I’d imagined so many different things 

about this day; certain all the details had to be perfect. All of those dreams had come true, but it 

didn’t matter without my mate.   

I stopped in front of Cam, mustering up a smile. “Let’s get this going?” It sounded worse than 

anticipated, and Cam’s smile dropped. “This dress is really uncomfortable.” I explained, not 

eager to insult him on our wedding day. It wasn’t a lie, really. I wore a strapless gown, heavier 

than it looked and itchier than mosquito bites. They believed my excuse and moved onto the 

ceremony.  

My mind wandered as alpha Dane spoke. He was Cam’s dad, who’d planned with mine since 

before we were born. I had alpha blood in me from my mother who’d come from a different 

pack. Mixing our bloodlines would create an alpha stronger than any in our area. Anger rose 

within me the more I thought about it. They had no right to force us together.  

“Estelle?” Dane’s face was expectant and stern. “Would you like to start with your vows?”  

“Love to.” My smile and tone were sarcastic as I struggled to come up with something the pack 

would accept. My vows had to sound real, or I’d never hear the end of it.  My eyes roamed the 

room, taking in all the faces I’d grown up with. Parents, cousins and friends all smiled up at us, 

waiting to see the romance. None of them took my feelings into consideration, yet I was 

expected to perform for them. I supposed it wasn’t entirely their fault, as I’d been close with 

Cam once. That felt like years ago, now.  

“Estelle?” It was Cam this time, his kind voice infecting my body. I felt a storm brewing in my 

stomach, swirling faster and demanding to be obeyed. The order was clear; I could not marry 

Cam. Being with him would be worse than whatever punishment I’d face. A shiver shot down 

my back, goosebumps appearing on my arms. It would be so much easier if I just sucked it up 

and did my job. As my father always said, this would be an honor for our pack.  

“I’m sorry.” My voice came out weak and shaky. I was unsure what to say, wanting out but 

having no excuse. The time for speaking up was long gone. I offered a smile. “I’m just nervous.” 

Laughing it off, the pack gave a few chuckles. Cam did not, searching my face for the truth. I 

hesitated again, knowing if I went through with this, my life was ruined. I would spend forever 



pining after Xander; in an unhappy marriage, wondering why I wasn’t good enough for him. If I 

left now, I’d still be alone, though. Xander hadn’t been willing to fight for me and I deserved 

better than that.  

“Estelle?” My own eyes were filling with tears again as I stood, undecided. Neither choice was 

easy, trapping me in a corner. I was supposed to say my vows, marry him, and be his Luna. My 

role was pre-determined and there was no getting out of it. 

“Stop the wedding!” A deep voice called out as the doors slammed open. Everyone’s attention 

shifted; curious what drama would ensue. A mess of dark hair and muscle strode down the aisle, 

exuding power and confidence. Struck by fear, my eyes wandered around the room. I didn’t even 

know why he showed up, certain he’d moved on. My heart was racing faster than ever at this 

change of events. I'd given him so many chances to speak up, and he hadn’t. Why now?   

There was a long stretch of silence as we waited for him to speak. Instead, his brown eyes 

traveled up and down my body. He made a face I didn’t understand. Was he judging my dress? It 

was unlike him, but then, something felt strange; a lighter energy than usual surrounding him. 

Moving forward another step, his eyes held mine. “Please do not marry him, Estelle.” Butterflies 

flew around my stomach at his words. It was all I’d wanted him to say for months, and now it 

wasn’t enough. He’d hesitated for so long, there was no way I could trust him. 

“What is the meaning of this?” Dane demanded.  

Xander still hadn’t even looked at him. He ran a hand over his face, then glanced at the pack 

behind him and grimaced. A thousand emotions crossed his face, before he finally collected 

himself. As soon as his eyes came back to my face, a grin spread across his lips. “Run away with 

me.” My eyes widened and I took a step back, frightened at the idea. Cam took my hand, 

assuming the wrong thing.  

“Xander.” It was a threat this time, one alpha warning the other. If this didn’t stop, Dane would 

be forced to act.  

“Don’t touch her.” His voice was just as threatening, focused entirely on Cam’s hand.  

 “You can’t just show up at my wedding and tell me to run away with you.”  

“Why?”  

“Because she’s marrying me.” Cam tugged me back, earning a growl from Xander.  

“Pup, if you don’t get your hand off her I will break it.”   

“No.” I scolded. “I am getting married right now. You had every chance leading up to this.” My 

voice shook as I held back tears. I loved him, yes, but he’d let me down.  

Xander moved like lightning, brushing past Cam to stand before me. The rest of the room fell 

away as his hand came up to my cheek. My breath caught as his rough fingers held my face 

delicately, like he’d break me otherwise. “You are my mate, Estelle.” His voice was soft and 



warm like a baby blanket, wrapping me up and providing comfort. I felt my body melting a little, 

desperate to be with him. His eyes darkened, noticing that I’d moved closer. “I love you.” 

It felt like he had the password to my heart, declaring the exact thing I needed to hear. Surely, if 

he could say this now, he’d worked through his problems, right? I could trust him. Without 

thinking I moved closer, unable to fight the smile on my face. “Say it again.”  

Cam’s entire face had fallen. He was whiter than usual, and his eyes had lost their sparkle a little 

bit. “No one should be without their mate. Go.”  

While I didn’t disagree, I felt like garbage. Stepping away from Xander, I gave Cam a small hug. 

“I’m so sorry.” Years ago, we’d been friends. I had told him everything. Our parents had ruined 

our relationship when they announced the marriage plan. Shortly after, I’d found Xander who lit 

me up in a way nobody else could.   

 “I just wish you would’ve told me... Saved us both a lot of time.” Cam chuckled, trying his best 

to lighten the mood.  

I didn’t have a response, knowing he wouldn’t understand my feelings on the matter. Unsure 

where to go from here, I turned to Xander. He tugged me gently toward him and led me out of 

the room. "I'd like to bring you to my pack.”   

Everything felt too perfect, causing me to come to a stop. “I need to know what changed.”  

He nodded, walking toward the car still. “I promise. I brought you something to wear, though. 

Would you like to change?”  

I looked at the dress. It was horribly uncomfortable, and something else sounded nice. “Your 

clothes?”  

“As if you’d want to wear anything else.” He teased, handing it over. “I don’t think you want to 

go back inside. We can go to your place and talk.”  

His hands were shaky, and his eyes darted around as he drove. Nervous or not, he knew what he 

wanted to say. He explained that his mom had been from a different pack, never fully adjusting 

to his. She stayed miserable, dreaming of her old home.  

“That’s how I imagined my future would be with Cam. Your poor mom. You were worried that 

would happen to me?”  

“Was.” He nodded, approaching my house. “Until she set the record straight. Dad wasn’t her 

mate, but an arranged marriage. She’d lost her mate years before my dad came around. He 

doesn’t even know.” Xander sighed, pain in his voice. “I knew that couldn’t be our destiny.”  

As we parked, I tried my best to be comforting. “Neither of you knew what she was dealing with 

all this time. That must be really tough for you.”  

“Tough for me?” His hand searched for mine, and he brought it to his lips for a kiss. “Everything 

is perfect; you’re finally mine.”  



I jumped out of the car first, grinning at him. “I’m not really yours until you’ve marked me.”  

“Oh, that can be arranged very easily.” 

 “Only if you catch me!” I laughed, sprinting through the house to get away from him. With 

enough time to change, I’d gotten a false sense of security. It felt so nice to be out of that dress, 

I’d forgotten Xander was chasing me.  

He managed to trap me between him and the wall, his body completely pressed against mine. I 

felt a thrill wash over me as I giggled at him. I ran a hand up his arm, relishing the feeling of his 

defined muscles. I watched him close his eyes the more I felt all over him. I traced up toward his 

face, feeling the short stubble along his jaw, then moving into his hair and tugging it how I knew 

he liked it. A soft groan came from his mouth, and his eyes snapped open.  

I practically buzzed in anticipation of his touch as his hand held my head, bringing his lips 

against mine. It was the kind of kiss that had you dying for more; hot and passionate, but short 

enough to drive me crazy. Sparks of electricity followed his touch as he placed several open-

mouthed kisses along my neck. He chuckled at the goosebumps that took over my body, his hand 

teasing the edge of my shirt. Trying to be subtle, I moved the shirt so his fingers would touch my 

skin, groaning when he moved away. “Xander, I want you.”  

He inhaled sharply, licking his lips. His eyes closed for a moment, before opening, lust evident in 

his eyes. Xander’s face lowered toward mine, and a hand came back up by my throat. The 

delicious fire his fingers trailed across my skin was killing me. I’d never needed anything so 

much in my life. “Tell me you want to be mine.” It was spoken so softly, yet the command had 

warmth pooling between my legs.  

“You know I do.”  

“I want you to be my Luna.” He was so tender, eyes loving and hopeful. Beneath it all was 

hesitation, as if he wasn’t sure I’d agree. I ran a hand over his face, pulling him toward my 

mouth, and getting lost in how good it felt. My lips danced against his, then down his neck, 

sucking and tugging until he vocalized his pleasure. Overcome by the feeling, my canines 

extended, and I sunk my teeth into his neck. He would finally be mine, and I’d be his.  

  

 

 

 

 

 


