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He’ll get by with a little help from his mate.

When Paul’s long-buried past reaches out for him, having Simon at his back should make all the difference. The shy, studious teen who ditched his hometown is now a grown man with a good life, an honorable profession, and a werewolf boyfriend. So why is still so hard to go home?

A new 37,000 word novella in the same time frame as book 6 in the Hidden Wolves series brings challenges, pain, love, and their HEA for our favorite guys. Content warning for assisted suicide.
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Epilogue

October

“Where are you going?”

Paul jolted as Aaron’s voice came from behind him, halfway across the swanky hotel parking lot.

Simon grabbed Paul’s arm and pulled him slightly behind his body as he turned to face their Alpha. Paul peered over his shoulder. “Out,” Simon said. “For a walk.”

“Uh huh.” Aaron ran a look up and down them, no doubt taking in the fact that Simon wore a button-down shirt, and Paul’s shoes were shined leather, not his usual sneakers. They’d decided suits would be overkill, and anyway, those needed to stay clean for the wedding tomorrow, but they’d wanted to look a bit dressed up for this event. “Going to a party? A meeting? A fancy dinner?”

“Um. Sure, dinner,” Simon agreed. Paul winced. Simon’s ability to lie to his Alpha was a weak point.

Aaron’s eyes narrowed. “At least one reporter has figured out we’re here. The local Alpha is doing us a solid favor by letting us be in his territory and running security tonight and tomorrow. I don’t want to push his hospitality. The hotel has a good restaurant.”

“A reporter figured out you’re here, maybe,” Paul suggested. “You’re the hero celebrity with the congressional medal for saving the president’s cousin from a bomb. We’re nobodies.”

“Simon’s face is well known too.” Aaron shook his head. “I’m going to ask you not to leave the premises.”

Simon flinched. Paul said, “Impending nuptials bringing out the dictator in you, Aaron?”

“I promised Zach our wedding’s going to go off without a hitch, and the rest of you get to suffer to make that happen.” The twist of Aaron’s lips almost made that a joke.

“Look,” Simon said, “it’s important.” When Aaron’s steady gaze didn’t relent, he added, “This is Iowa. There’s a courthouse, and we have a license.”

“Oh.” Aaron’s eyes widened and he froze. “Going alone?”

“Andy said he’d witness, and we were going to ask Lucas last minute.” Simon shrugged. “This is your weekend, yours and Zach’s. Your wedding should be the focus. We didn’t want ours to be a big thing.”

The pack will probably control their teasing when the newlyweds are their Alpha and his mate, but Simon and I aren’t likely to be as lucky. Megan’s stories of the pranks pulled on her and Mark after their engagement had been an object lesson, although no doubt back then, the pack wanted to make sure a soon-to-be-wife wasn’t easily scared off. Still, he and Simon had agreed secrecy might prevent any practical jokes on their wedding night.

Aaron nodded slowly. “So you were going to just sneak out? Tell me afterward?”

“Easier to ask forgiveness than permission?” Simon suggested, balancing further on his toes. Paul couldn’t see his expression, and Aaron’s was perfectly blank. Surely they’re not going to make a big deal out of this. He stepped sideways so he could see them both.

“I’m still your Alpha,” Aaron said mildly. “I could stop this with a word.”

“No, boss,” Simon growled. “You couldn’t.” Paul saw Simon meet his Alpha’s gaze and not back down. Aaron’s eyes widened, a hint of surprise crossing his face. Then he frowned and held Simon’s attention, held it, held. Paul could feel the weight of their Alpha’s regard over the bond, the way his authority bored into Simon, tried to drag Simon’s head into a nod, but this time, for Paul, Simon wouldn’t—

Aaron laughed and held out his hand, a human gesture out of place in that moment, but it broke the tension. “Well done, Simon. No wonder Karl and Frank and all the rest could never break you.” Aaron’s fingers curled firmly around the hand Simon extended in reflex.

“I— What—?” Simon shook his Alpha’s hand, relief in every line of his body.

“Come on, Simon. Would I stand in your way, now, after all I’ve done to insist you have the right to be together?” Aaron’s grin turned wry. “I’m apparently not immune from Alpha posturing, but I know better than to go that far. Are you all set for someone to officiate? Shall I call the minister who’s doing ours tomorrow?”

“We’re set as long as we get to the courthouse before it closes for the weekend,” Simon said. “Which means leaving now-ish.”

“All right.” Aaron grinned. “We can take the rental car with local plates and attract less attention. Get Andy down here.”

“We?” Paul asked.

“Sure. You don’t think I’d let you two get married and not be there to cheer you on?”

“Um.”

“If you want me there?” A rare hint of vulnerability colored Aaron’s voice. “I can get Lucas for you.”

“No, Alpha.” The smile on Simon’s face matched the warm relief and pleasure Paul felt over their bond. “We’d be happy to have you witness. Right, Paul?”

“Of course.” He’d asked Megan, but she had the baby with her, and Mark and most of the rest were watching her like hawks, trying to keep her from lifting a feather. She’d given Paul a watch with a blue band and loaned him a pack of tissues for the “something borrowed.” They’d laughed to the point of tears over how classy that was, as she’d helped him pick out a shirt, and the hug she’d given him still resonated in his heart. Failing Megan, Aaron was as good as any. And he could tell the idea pleased Simon. “We’d love to have you. Just figured you’d be busy.”

“Everything is planned within an inch of its life for tomorrow. All I’m doing now is prowling around the hotel, being antsy. This will be good.” Aaron pulled out his




























































































Simon got his way, and the last word in this series. Thanks for sharing the world of the Hidden Wolves with me through these 7 books.

*

*

If you enjoy my paranormal stories, check out my Tracefinder series. Here’s an excerpt from book 1:

Tracefinder: Contact


Chapter 1

Nick ducked a chair that slammed past his head, and grinned even though it made his split lip bleed. A dozen men around him thrashed and grunted and wrestled each other to the floor of the bar, drowning out the TV with curses and the thudding of fists and feet. It was the best kind of chaos.

A big, bearded guy with whiskey breath crashed into him, snarled, and grabbed at his arm. Nick dodged and got in a low, fast punch. His hand sunk into his opponent’s gut with a satisfying jolt. The man dropped to one knee, wheezing, and Nick leaped away from him, ready for the next source of trouble. There was one particular guy he wanted to get, but he wasn’t fussy about who he took down along the way.

He laughed, feeling the adrenaline surge through him. Colors were brighter, sounds sharper, the rasp of his breath and the pounding of his heart and the pain in his lip melded in an excellent high. This is so fucking good!

The bar crowd heaved and shouted, a mass of struggling men— drunk, angry, punching, clawing. It was nothing like a choreographed movie fight. No fancy punches or across-the-room throws. The bottles that connected thunked solidly instead of smashing. This wasn’t good guys against bad guys. This was bored, boozed-up, short-fused men set off by one stupid comment, some better men than others perhaps, but no saints. No white hats— not even Nick Rugo, for all that he was a cop. In another life.

Here, he was No-Knife Nick, known for starting fights as well as ending them. Also known for the time he took out a guy wielding a machete with one lucky punch. In this boonies dive bar, it was his claim to fame. Fists of steel, no knife needed.

A pair of men staggered toward him, pushing and shoving, their hands clenched in each other’s shirts, heavy boots kicking and stomping. He dodged them and slid farther down the bar, trying to find his target. There.

He vaulted over the bar, ducked the bartender’s reflex elbow jab, reached over, and dragged his quarry by the neck and arm across the bar and down to the floor behind it. The other man was big, and some of that was muscle, but he was also very drunk and caught by surprise. They fell together, and Nick got in two quick, short gut punches that drove the man’s breath from his body. Nick pinned the guy’s wheezing torso with his own weight, and growled in his ear, “When a woman says no, she fuckin’ means no.” He leaned back enough to clock the guy hard across the jaw, half-hoping he’d break it. Do him good to have his filthy mouth wired shut for a month.

A flicker of movement from behind warned Nick in time to roll away, and the bartender’s baseball bat hit his opponent’s shoulder instead of Nick’s head. He scrambled farther backward, empty hands held out, and found space at the end of the bar to clamber back to the customer side. The fight was still surging, spilling out into the street, and a far-off siren suggested someone had called the cops. It was time to be gone.

He edged to the wall, heading for the hallway into the back. A large male bulk blocked him, and he tensed to fight his way past, then relaxed as he recognized the man. Every bar had its top dog, and here, it was undisputedly Damon Kerr, but this was just Damon’s younger brother. He was no threat— a big guy but quiet, slow, and stupid, and never one for any kind of fight. He usually stayed in the shadows and kept his mouth shut. It was pretty typical to find him with his back to the wall, simply watching.

As Nick ducked past, close enough that their shoulders and arms brushed, he said on impulse, “Come on, let’s get outta here. Back door. I don’t wanna get hauled in by the cops tonight. I bet you don’t either.”

He caught one glimpse of startled light-blue eyes, as big-little brother stared at him. Then the sound of fast-approaching sirens drove Nick on his way. Damon’s brother could follow or not. Nick could not afford to get picked up, even if he was well outside his own precinct.

He dodged around three women who were yelling threats and encouragement at the men, hurried down the hall past the reeking bathrooms, and slammed the emergency bar to open the back door. The fire alarm went off, of course, but he could already hear at least three patrol cars coming, so who cared? He swung out into the alley and sprinted for the corner, hearing other footsteps behind him doing the same. As the first lit-up black-and-white squealed into view around a corner, three blocks away, he made it to the sidewalk and slowed to a steady, innocent-looking walk.

He raised one hand to rub his nose, hiding his bleeding lip. The odds were the cops wouldn’t give him more than a glance, as long as he moved casually and didn’t draw their attention. He watched with deliberately open curiosity as they sped by, ignoring him.

The black-and-whites were safely past, pulling over in front of the bar, when someone behind him said, “You fight good.”

He whirled, putting his back to the brick wall of the pawnshop beside him. Five feet away, Damon’s brother stood eyeing him. The shop’s awning cast a deep shadow, and Nick couldn’t make out the guy’s expression, but his body language was casual, not aggressive. “You’re No-Knife Nick, right? Nok Nick? I’m Brian.”

“I’m just Nick.” He hated the short version of his nickname even worse than the long one.

“Oh.” Brian nodded three or four times.

Nick wondered how simple the guy was. He’d never spoken to Brian before; in fact he didn’t think he’d heard him say more than a yes or no to anyone, ever. Damon dragged the kid around like a big puppy, and the guys in Damon’s circle treated him like some kind of mascot, although he was apparently old enough to be served beer with the rest of them. He didn’t have the tilted features and short fingers of a Down syndrome kid, but his face was smooth and round, with those light eyes, a wide, full mouth, and fine-textured, flyaway white-blond hair. When Brian took a step out of the shadows, staring intently into Nick’s eyes, the nearest streetlight backlit that hair in a pale halo.

“Are you able to get home all right by yourself?” Nick began edging down the sidewalk. He wanted to be gone— the pleasure of a good fight was outweighed by the risks now— but he didn’t want to abandon some special-needs guy on a dark street in the bad part of town, no matter who his brother was. “Do you need help?”

“Good question.” Brian took a step closer, then stopped and said more loudly and flatly. “No. I’m good. I know.”

“Sure you do, Bry.” The man who hurried up to them was one of Damon’s friends, a heavyset guy called Booker. He was in his thirties with a full beard and dreadlocks, and wouldn’t have looked out of place in a biker bar. Nick stood his ground, and kept his body language neutral.

Booker said to Brian, “C’mon. Let’s get you the fuck out of here. And you, No-Knife, mind your own fucking business, you hear me?” He glared at Nick, grabbing Brian’s arm in a meaty fist.

Nick shrugged, deliberately casual. “Back off, Booker. I’m gone.”

He turned away, as if it didn’t bother him at all to have Booker at his unprotected back, and walked steadily down the sidewalk. Two sets of footsteps followed him, but he didn’t look back, and at the corner they hung a left while he went right. He waited until he couldn’t hear them clearly anymore to pause and drop to one knee to adjust his shoe, glancing to his left as he did so. Booker had stopped at an SUV parked by the curb a block away. In the dome light, Nick could make out Brian’s light hair as he got in on the passenger side. Then the doors shut, the light went out and headlights came on, and the SUV pulled away down the road.

Nick stood and resumed his casual pace for another five blocks to where his car was parked. A quick look around told him that no one seemed to be paying him or his car any attention. He clicked the door open and slid in, the dome light deliberately turned off. He pulled out from the curb and drove a hundred feet before switching on his headlights. Excess caution, maybe, but his plates were registered in his own name, and he was a careful man. Sometimes.

He ran his tongue across his teeth, tasting the blood from his lip. That seemed to be his only real damage. His knuckles ached a bit. Knowing where and how to hit people usually saved his hands. He’d have to explain away the lip tomorrow, but the guys on his shift already thought he was a bit accident-prone. He’d manage.

A few blocks farther down, he took time to pull over and dab at his face with a tissue. There was barely a smear of red on it. Good enough.

As he drove on, the adrenaline high of the fight faded to a comfortable buzz. He flexed his fingers on the wheel, oddly comforted by the soreness. The violent need inside him that had risen up, itching for blood and blows, was quiet again, settled for a while. And hopefully that bastard in the bar, with the grabby hands and entitled sneer, would think twice before mauling a waitress’s tits again. No means no, fat boy. Between his punch to the guy’s jaw, and whatever damage the bartender’s baseball bat to the shoulder had done, it should be a pretty clear lesson.

He headed back down into the Cities. The closer he got, the busier the traffic. He eased his foot off the gas, dropping to a careful four miles over the limit. His brother cops would be out looking for speeders and drunks, making those dangerous traffic stops that could be anything from a priest with a lead foot to a felon with a gun. That would be him on the job tomorrow, and he wished them well, as long as they let him cruise on by right now…

 

Watch Nick and Brian slowly figure out they have more in common than they thought, as they deal with the risk and violence of Brian’s world, and the good his Talent can achieve, in Tracefinder: Contact. This is a slow-burn, enemies to lovers, opposites-attract, paranormal mystery-thriller series with a first book HFN, and series HEA.
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