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Chapter One






Beau walked into the club, his hound on
alert, his eyes keenly taking in the exits and any dangers he would
have to watch for. He was in a new place, meeting an old informant,
and if Gregor thought he was being funny, Beau would let him know
just how wrong he was. A kink club. Fucking typical. Of
Gregor, not Beau. Beau needed kink like a hooker needed a sexually
transmitted disease. Not at all in other words. His nostrils
flaring, Beau walked directly to the bar counter, tapping it with
his fingernails.

“You know Gregor, right? Has he been in?” He
asked when the tall, slender bartender looked his way. Beau was
making an assumption – if Gregor was new to the place, he would be
visible from the door, so Beau assumed he was known to the bar
staff at least.

The bartender eyed him silently for a moment,
taking in his leather jacket that cost more than anything else in
the place, and the tight fit of his shirt underneath it. “He’s got
company,” he said, pointing to the dark curtain hanging on the back
wall of the room. “Not sure he wants to be disturbed.”

“Then he shouldn’t have told me to meet him
here.” If I have to put up with any more of his guy’s shit…
Beau cursed his way across the room. Gregor had been useful in the
past. He tended to flit from place to place, his ear to the ground,
and Beau hadn’t had a problem paying him for information that had
been passed on.

Beau hadn’t called the current meeting,
though, Gregor did, and the hairs on the back of Beau’s hound’s
neck stood on end as he reached the curtain. Everything about the
meeting, the lack of a reason for it, and the venue was setting his
teeth on edge. Admittedly, he’d been edgy since he’d gotten back
from visiting his packmate Java and his new mate Cyril, but the
feeling was intensifying with every passing minute.

The curtain hid the entrance to another dimly
lit room, wider than the bar he’d just been in. The smell of cigar
smoke combined with old sex and worn leather made Beau want to
cough and pull a bandana over his nose, but that would show
weakness. Scanning the room, grateful for his exceptional eyesight,
Beau grimaced as he saw Gregor sitting with two other men he didn’t
know.

Gregor sitting with anyone else was reason
enough for Beau to leave, especially when it was still early
afternoon and most places like the one he was in didn’t get busy
until a lot later. It meant Gregor arranged his visitors
purposefully at the same time he’d told Beau to show up, and worse,
Beau’s visit now stood out, and that was something Beau hated.

He wasn’t afraid. Beau was incapable of being
afraid of anything, but he preferred to keep his business as his
business. He was just about to leave when something caught his eye
– an unusual blanket burrito hanging from the ceiling. Instead of
walking out, Beau walked closer, half watching Gregor who was
smirking widely, and trying to work out what was wriggling in a
cocoon-like structure suspended from the ceiling.

“Boss Man,” Gregor hailed him with a glass
when he got closer. “I didn’t expect to see you here this early in
the day.”

Fucking liar. “Just passing through.
Been decorating?” Beau flicked a finger at the wiggling blob.
“Can’t be comfortable for anyone in there.”

“He’s no concern of yours.” One of the thugs
at the table, a huge blond with no neck, spoke with a European
accent. “He say we no touch him, so we no touch him. Better for him
to be up there. We won’t make mistake that way.” He and his friend
laughed, and Gregor joined in.

“Fair enough.” Beau shrugged, keen to not get
involved. If he had to guess, the men Gregor was with were bad news
– too slick, too cocky, and not a moral between them. He wanted no
part of anything they were selling. One rule he’d lived by since
Lord Hades gave him two legs and let him walk on earth was that
there was no point in associating with those who’d likely end up
being sentenced by his ex-boss. “I guess they’ll stop wiggling
eventually. See you around.” He waved, turning to leave, but then
the sound of a whimper stopped him before he’d barely taken a
step.

There’s a freaking animal in there.
Beau didn’t have time for people – they constantly pissed him off –
but an animal was a different story entirely. But then he
remembered, the thug mentioned the trussed-up creature spoke to
them – Beau used his nose, quickly, because standing in the middle
of a club with his back to Gregor and his friends was a really
stupid thing to do.

But there, wisping through the stench
stemming from a place that needed cleaning by people in hazmat
suits, Beau caught the scent of a shifter. And if Beau had to bet
his bike on anything, he’d say that trussed-up cocoon was hiding a
wolf shifter. Call it gut, call it instinct, but Beau’s hound
wanted out in the worst way.

“Hey, Boss Man,” Gregor yelled as Beau pushed
his hound back, debating what the fuck to do next. “We were just
about to play a few hands of poker. You in?”

Beau had never played poker with Gregor, they
were barely acquaintances, but he was glad he didn’t have to make
an excuse to stay. Turning around, as though it was always his
intention, he grabbed a chair, judging the placement of it
instinctively, so he wouldn’t be sitting too close to the goons
with the bad accents, or Gregor who was acting as if he had ants in
his pants. Once he was sure he was as comfortable as he was going
to be, Beau sat down, pleased when Gregor pulled a new pack of
cards from his jacket. The sealing around the deck didn’t mean the
cards weren’t marked, but it did mean someone was making an
effort.

Pulling a roll of cash out of his pocket,
because anyone with street cred in his corner of New York knew it
was better to carry flash money and hide the decent stuff in their
boots, Beau tapped the table with the roll while he waited for
Gregor to deal.

/~/~/~/~/

It was just over an hour when the reason for
the game became apparent. Well, sort of. Beau had played
strategically – losing just enough to make it look like the loss
wasn’t planned, but quietly winning a bit as well. It wasn’t easy
to concentrate with the wiggling bundle hanging about four feet
above his head, although the wriggles had quietened down since Beau
had sat down.

With no visible sign of the person trapped,
Beau wasn’t sure what the situation was, but he acted as though the
blanket burrito wasn’t there, just playing his cards and making
small talk when he had to. There was a tension around the table –
that sense that there was something important he wasn’t privy to,
and again that wasn’t a sensation Beau enjoyed feeling.

It was also clear the two goons expected him
to make an approach or say something… but as Beau didn’t have a
clue what was going on, he didn’t bother. He had nothing to prove
to anyone – he was only there for the person in the blanket.

No neck, introduced by Gregor as Dank, made a
stab at breaking the ice. “I hear you have people,” the man said,
throwing out two cards and picking up another two. “People who can
do things.”

“I know people. It’s not like I live in a
cave.” Beau was happy with his hand, but he threw a card anyway.
Serious card players tended to be suspicious of other players who
never swapped out cards – it was a trait often used to expose
cheats. He glanced up at Dank – the side of his lip itching to
curl. “The importance of the type of people I know would depend on
the things your people need.”

“We don’t have people,” Dank’s companion
known as Nodge said, “We are people enough on our own.” He roared
loudly, making Dank smirk, and Gregor chuckled.

Beau concentrated on his cards. He needed
another Jack for a full house.

“We’re always looking for distributors.” Dank
tapped the table to show he was keeping the hand he had. As the
dealer, Gregor started laying out his cards.

“I don’t deal with moving drugs or booze.”
Beau threw a hundred dollars into the betting pile. “I’ve got no
time for people who do that.”

“You drink the stuff,” Dank said, pointing at
the whiskey in Beau’s glass.

“I drink to be sociable and make sure I pay
for my rounds when needed. I don’t have time for people who can’t
hold their liquor and druggies scatter when they hear my name.”
Beau made sure he was meeting Dank’s eyes as he threw a fold of
notes into the betting pool. “Raise three hundred.”

Dank’s eyes narrowed as Gregor laid down the
final card. It was a Jack, which was what Beau needed. Nodge nudged
his companion in the side with his elbow. Whatever warning Nodge
was trying to give his friend, Dank wasn’t paying attention. “We
have three people,” he said, throwing in his three hundred, and
then reaching into his jacket pocket to pull out another four
fifty-dollar notes. “They need safe passage upstate. Raise another
two hundred.”

“Are they running from something or to
something?” Beau barely glanced at his hand, peeling off another
five one-hundred-dollar bills from his roll one-handed and tossing
them into the pile. “Raise five hundred.” His look was pure hound,
not that Dank would know that about him, but the man would see it
as a challenge.

“Not runners,” Gregor jumped into the
conversation for the first time since Dank made his opener. “More
like they need to be somewhere at a certain time to meet a ship. My
friends want to ensure they get there safely.”

“Sounds like a lot of unnecessary mucking
about to me.” Beau was still waiting to see what Dank would do.
Nodge was down to a few ten-dollar bills and a twenty and had
chucked his cards on the table. Dank needed five hundred to match
him, six hundred to see him. He arched a brow in Dank’s direction
and said, “If it was me, I’d just put your people on a bus.”

“This man says you can do business.” Nodge
nodded at Gregor. “We have business for you.”

“I don’t need another person’s business,
especially a person I don’t know.” Beau tapped the edge of his
cards on the table impatiently. “I have no pressing business
upstate, I’m not a babysitter, and I’m not the type to take a road
trip with strangers. So, either provide me with more details or
forget it. Your call. What’s it going to be, Dank? Call or
fold?”

“I think you’ve been misrepresented to me and
my friend,” Dank said, his accent getting thicker. Beau had already
seen the cards reflected in the man’s eyes – Beau had the winning
hand. And he wasn’t leaving the table until he knew the situation
with the shifter. Beau was a hellhound, not a cat, but he was damn
curious. “We were told you were a man of discretion who got things
done without asking questions.”

“Then you’ve been listening to the wrong
people when asking about me. I never do anything for anyone until
I’ve asked all the questions and gotten the answers.” Leaning both
elbows on the table, Beau fixed Dank with a glare that would have
most men with two brain cells to rub together, pissing their pants.
“We’re playing cards. Call or fold – what’s it going to be?”

Dank huffed, patting around his jacket
looking for more cash. He had maybe a hundred dollars in front of
him, and even with Nudge’s remains, he didn’t have enough cash to
play out the hand. If he folded, Beau would win by forfeit, and
Dank wouldn’t even know if he had the winning hand or not.

“Two hundred cash and a trade,” Dank said at
last.

“I already said I’m not taking three people
anywhere.” Leaning back, Beau tilted his chair, adding a spot of
icing to his insult. “Doesn’t look like you can afford me anyway.”
He stroked a deliberate finger over his expensive jacket.

“Bah. This is pocket change.” Admittedly,
there was a fair heap of pocket change on the table between them.
“You were curious about the dog we have tied up in the blanket.”
Dank pointed at the ceiling. “You’re an animal lover perhaps?”

“I’d love to know how a fur ball can tell you
they don’t want to be touched.” Beau flicked his hands at the
table. “Tell me that and you could have a deal.”

“Dank has such funny names for people,” Nodge
laughed, but Beau could scent the nervousness. “When he say animal,
he mean a person on two legs who acts like an animal. What you call
them? The people who have nowhere to go and sleep in doorways.”

“Poor people, you mean? Rough sleepers?” It
was getting more difficult for Beau to hide his anger. “You dare to
talk about unfortunates. People who’ve, quite often through no
fault of their own, have had a hard life and who can’t get a second
chance no matter what they do? Is that the type of person you’ve
got caught in that blanket?”

“He’s a pretty thing,” Gregor offered. When
Beau moved the force of his glare to his now ex-informant, the man
showed his teeth in a sickly grin. “Dank and Nodge – you have to
excuse them. It’s a cultural difference, nothing more. They view
the unfortunate differently to the way we do, Boss Man. When Dank
saw the young man – well, he didn’t have a lot of clothes on, and
he looked underfed. Dank figured he would give the young lad a
hand.”

“Fifty dollars!” Dank picked up his glass,
slamming a double shot of vodka down the back of his throat, and
then chucking the glass across the room, so it smashed on the far
wall. If Beau was meant to be impressed or intimidated, a smashed
glass wasn’t going to do it.

“I offer him fifty bucks. All he had to do
was polish my fat cock with his tongue. Then he can go. But no. He
kicked me, bit me, and started screaming.”

“Screaming is easy to stop if you know how.”
Nodge flexed his hammy fingers.

“That’s all very well and good, but what has
any of that got to do with me, or the fact that you still haven’t
called or folded your hand.” Beau made out he was totally
uninterested in the outcome either way. Underneath he was pissed
off, really pissed off that anyone sleeping in a doorway could be
treated like scum, but he knew it happened. Some people didn’t know
how good they had it until someone else took it away. And if Beau
was already mentally running through a list of people he did know
of, who might have an interest in pulling Dank and Nodge down a peg
or two, that was his business.

“I’m throwing him in the pot, to make up my
hand so I can see what you got.” Dank even bobbed his head from
side to side for a moment as if he was saying “gotcha,” in his
head.

“You’re using a person as part of your wager,
someone you picked up off the streets?” Beau didn’t bother hiding
his scorn. “Since when did he become yours to bargain with? You’re
short four hundred. What’s he going to do for me to make that up? I
don’t need to pay anyone to polish my dick.”

“Tell him,” Nodge said to Gregor. “Tell him
about the skinny blue-haired beauty with the lady lips.”

Holding up his hands, because he really
didn’t want to know, Beau said, “I don’t need to know. You’ve got
some fucked ideas about a deal. You’re just lucky I’ve got
somewhere else to be. I’ll take the kid in trade and drop him off
at a shelter on the understanding you leave him alone from now on.
Deal? Call.”

“Two hundred and the boy.” Dank spread his
cards on the table. For a moment Beau’s breath caught. He was sure
Dank had three of a kind, but the way the man was splaying them out
he was acting as if he had a full house… he’s misread his last
card.

Keeping his chuckle to himself, Beau looked.
“Three of a kind. Not bad.”

“Three of a…? I have…”

“Three of a kind,” Nodge said, pointing at
the cards on the table, and then tapping the last one. Beau
imagined the six and eight of hearts might look very similar to
people with eyesight blown out thanks to the vodka and dimmed by a
limited education.

“Ah, yes, I see. Three of a kind.” Dank still
looked confident, and Beau wondered what he’d heard from Gregor to
think for a second he was the type to bluff.

“Straight flush,” Beau said quietly, laying
his cards down flat on the table.

There was a moment’s silence. A red flush
worked its way up from Dank’s shirt collar and came up to spread
over his cheeks and jaw. Without appearing to, Beau was watching
all three of the men for a signal, a sign, any indication at all he
was about to get his ass handed to him. Gregor would never dare lay
a hand on him, but Beau still wasn’t sure why the meeting had been
called in the first place. And if there was one thing Beau didn’t
like, it was being treated as if he was a mushroom.

“I think you’ll find that money is all mine,
thank you gentlemen, and if you can cut down the young person from
the ceiling, that would be much appreciated.” Beau didn’t move, he
just watched, one hand slid down the side of his boot where his
slim but lethal blade was hiding and the other resting in his lap,
curled around so his claws weren’t showing. “Now would be good,” he
added when the three men didn’t move either.

“We play one more hand,” Dank said, banging
the table with the flat of his palm. “I have watch, Nodge’s watch,
keys to fancy Mercedes.”

“You’re going to need that Mercedes to
transport those three people you want moved upstate,” Beau said
drily, reaching over with his now claw-free hand, to scoop up his
money. Piling it up, he folded it loosely and stuffed it into his
jacket pocket. “As I said, I have things to do. Release the boy in
the blanket.”

“Boss Man.” Gregor was warning him but as
Beau was the one who didn’t have a clue what was going on, the
warning was fucking useless. A bit like Gregor had been all
afternoon. The Boss Man moniker was as misleading as fuck and was
just one more thing to keep Beau’s teeth on edge. The next time
the bastard leaves a message for me, I’m going to fucking ignore
him.

“Get him yourself.” Dank stood up quickly,
swaying and then hitting the table with his beefy thighs. The
glasses went tumbling to the floor, and Dank ignored them and the
hand Nodge was offering to help him remain on his feet. “That
bastard said you had people. They said you knew what to do and
where to go. You know nothing and have no one.”

Beau would dearly love to know who “they”
were, but he didn’t believe in trying to get information out of a
drunk. Waiting until Dank and Nodge disappeared through a door over
in the corner of the bar, Beau stood up, climbing onto the seat of
his chair to reach the swinging blanket mass hanging from the
ceiling. Without bothering to unwrap it, Beau cut the ends down,
hanging the rolled blanket and its occupant over his shoulder,
holding it steady with just one hand.

“Don’t bother calling me again,” he warned
Gregor who was the only one still sitting in his chair.

“I had a debt to pay, Boss Man, you know how
it is.” Gregor shrugged. “They said they wanted a meeting with you.
Insisted on you by name.”

“So, you did sell me out.” Beau wasn’t
surprised. When someone lived on their wits, and their only skill
was the provision of information others might need, it stood to
reason their loyalty only ever remained with themselves. “If I get
bashed by two dickheads in a dark alley anytime soon, I’ll know who
to blame and who I’ll come looking for.”

“Hey, you won the card game, didn’t you?”
Gregor scowled, waving his hand at the blanket parcel. “You’re
doing your good deed for the day, and you got some money in the
bargain. Not bad for an afternoon’s work.”

“It’s the fact I had to win this guy at all,
that’s the issue,” Beau snarled. “And those cards you had up your
sleeve weren’t even the same pattern design as the cards you played
with. Cheating at poker is one of the quickest ways to get yourself
killed. I thought you knew that.”

“I was just trying to help you out, and it’s
not like the drunks would notice. Besides sometimes, there’s worse
things than death waiting around the corner,” Gregor said
darkly.

You should know, you fool, because one of
those things is me. If I find out you’ve sold me out for more than
a meeting, you’ll see just how much worse than death I can be.
Grunting, Beau walked out the way he came in. If anyone thought it
was weird, him having a blanket roll on his shoulder, they didn’t
say anything.

Maybe they’ll think it’s a kink thing,
Beau thought darkly.







Chapter Two






Blue was in love. He didn’t know the man,
hadn’t seen him, but the moment Blue heard the newcomer in the bar,
his little white wolf bellied up and sighed happily. The man
smelled amazing. He wasn’t an arctic wolf – Blue wasn’t sure what
type of animal the man was, but he was a delicious smelling alpha
and Blue remembered enough of his pack elder’s teachings to know
the melodically gruff-sounding man/shifter was his mate.

Of course, in the present moment in time,
Blue was being bounced along on a shoulder wide enough to take his
whole body width. How incredible was that? Blue could also imagine
the man was tall – the bottom of his blanket burrito wasn’t
touching the ground no matter how much he was being bounced. He was
a little concerned that the alpha man hadn’t realized who they were
to each other yet, but that was okay. Blue could run fast, and he
would simply follow the alpha until the man understood what was
going on.

I’m sure he’s smart, Blue thought
dreamily. Despite the crap that had peppered his day, his current
situation was proof positive that the lovely Fates always kept an
eye on him. How else could a potential rape situation result in him
meeting his very own alpha mate. And then, because Blue was also a
realist – an optimistic realist – he recognized that he hadn’t
technically met the alpha yet, but as the sounds of other people
and traffic had increased, and the air seeping through the blanket
was fresher, they were at least outside the club. Blue was counting
that as a win.

“Are you still alive?” Guessing from the
context of the question, Blue gathered his alpha was speaking to
him. Only the man wasn’t speaking, he was crooning in a deep husky
voice that Blue could rhapsodize over. He imagined if his alpha
could see his face, the pupils in his eyes would be
heart-shaped.

“Yes,” he squeaked because Blue knew that
alphas liked prompt answers to questions. Then in a deeper voice
because the alpha couldn’t see him, and Blue needed the man to know
he was an adult. “I’m very thankful that my alpha saved me, so
thank you very much.”

“I’m not anyone’s alpha, pup.” The voice
sounded so soothing even when the alpha was doing his best to be
firm.

“Oh, my goodness. Do you have something wrong
with your nose?” Oh, no, my poor alpha. Maybe he’s disfigured in
some way. Blue immediately started thinking of romantically
placed scars, but then he got the idea he might have insulted his
mate.

“I mean, it’s totally okay if you can’t smell
things as well as I can. I’m an arctic omega wolf, and I’m small in
my shifted form. But sometimes, when I was back home, we had to
smell stuff in drifts of snow up to five feet deep if we wanted to
eat.” Only a slight exaggeration.

“You do realize we’re outside and people can
hear you, right?” The alpha made a sharp right, and Blue hoped that
meant he was heading for a vehicle. Wearing a blanket burrito was
losing its appeal, not that it had any in the first place.

“You’re the one talking to a blanket,” Blue
reasoned, “I figured you knew it was safe. So, where are we going?
Only if you have trouble with your nose, then I might need a shower
so you can smell the natural me, not the living on the streets me.
I mean, I’m not being pushy or anything, but scent is really
important in mate recognition and if you can’t scent me properly
then how will you know?”

The alpha stopped and Blue heard keys in a
car lock and then a vehicle door open. “How sure are you that I am
your mate when you’re still wrapped in a blanket?”

“A hundred percent.” And that wasn’t an
exaggeration at all. “My wolf knows. I know. Your animal side
probably knows too. You’ll know, hopefully, when I’ve had a shower,
and maybe a bite to eat? I can pay for it. I kept the twenty
dollars that horrid man gave me.”

“He said he gave you fifty.”

Blue felt himself being lifted onto a seat
and then there was some tugging at the blanket. “That man was
bullshitting,” he said, holding still in case his alpha needed to
use his claws. “He threw twenty at me to stop me screaming and then
his horrid friend smashed me right across the jaw. It was lucky I
still had use of my left eye otherwise I would’ve lost the twenty.
But it means I can buy us burgers.”

“I’m sure I can afford burgers,” the alpha
said drily. “Now close your eyes, the sudden light will probably
hurt them. This is quite a dense blanket.”

“Okay.” Blue closed them, and then he
moaned.

“What’s wrong?” Movement around the blanket
stopped.

“My face is still bruised, and my eye is all
puffy and I didn’t want you to see me like that. That won’t make a
very good first impression, will it.”

“Probably a slightly better one than me being
seen talking to a blanket.” One last tug and Blue’s face was free,
and a few seconds later, his hands and part of his torso too. The
alpha went to remove the rest of the blanket, but Blue stopped
him.

“That horrible lug was right in one respect.
I don’t have much on in the way of clothing. He ripped my pants,
and my top almost came right off when I was trying to get away.”
All Blue could see of his mate was blond frosted hair – longish
strands that seemed to fall over his bent head.

The bent head came up and Blue’s eyes widened
as he took a look at his mate for the first time. Clasping his
hands together, Blue just wanted to swoon. At least, that’s what he
thought the “I’m going to faint” feeling was all about. “My gods,
why aren’t you a model? Look at you. You’re gorgeous. And to think,
the Fates led you right to me. Isn’t that amazing?”

The alpha didn’t look as thrilled to see him,
but Blue expected that. All the alphas he’d read about were stoic
and he definitely wasn’t looking his best. “I’m sorry about the
face and things, and I probably don’t smell the best. I bet you’re
the type who never smiles and yet everyone around you does the
moment you walk by because you’re so lovely to look at.”

The alpha scratched his head and sighed. “Did
you hit your head today?”

“No.” Blue shook his head wildly making his
dark blue curls fly around his face. “I’m always like this – happy
and romantic. I always love to see the best in people and
situations around me, all the time. But no hanky-panky for you and
me. Not yet. Maybe not for quite some time. I have to get to know
you first.”

The frown on his beautiful alpha’s face
deepened. “Are you sure we’re mates? Only shouldn’t we be wanting
to tear each other’s clothes off?”

“Mine are already torn.” Maybe Blue’s
beautiful alpha had a problem with his eyesight too. “As for the
hanky-panky, or lack of it, I got told by our pack shaman the lack
of arousal as a teenager was just a quirk from birth. There’s
nothing wrong with my equipment. I’m just not like other wolves.
I’m special. I won’t feel arousal at all until I get to know you
and feel I can trust you. It’s just the way I am. For the record, I
can’t smell your arousal either.”

“No. I had an accident. I don’t feel things
like that very often at all.” The alpha looked sad. “I thought it
would happen when I met a mate, though. Although, something might
happen once you pass the collar test.”

“Not a mate, your mate. One
mate. We’re not going to be looking for another one.” Blue shook
his head. “Having three as mates or maybe more might be very
romantic in books, but you’ll find I’m selfish. I want to devote my
love and attention to you, and I expect the same from you in
return. We can’t do that if someone else comes along, now can we?
And what do you mean by collar test.”

The alpha still didn’t look very happy.
Fortunately, one of the things Blue excelled at was making people
smile. “You do know we’re mates, don’t you? Your animal side told
you, didn’t he?” Blue wanted to check because if he and his hunky
mate didn’t get that first step right, then the rest of their life
planning was going to be a shambles. And just because shambles were
what Blue was used to, didn’t mean he liked it.

“What’s your name?” He asked when the alpha
nodded in response to the first question.

“Beau. Look, I’m thinking…”

“Nope. Nope. Nope.” Blue shook his finger.
“Not on the first date. You can be pretty, or you can think, but
you can’t be both otherwise I’ll feel inadequate, because most
people assume I don’t have a lot going for me. I mean, I know
pretty people can think, and thinking people can be pretty, but
right now I need to feast my eyes on you because you’re incredible.
I can’t cope if you dazzle me with brain power too.”

“Maybe you have low blood sugar or high blood
sugar?” Beau suggested.

Poor dear. You aren’t the first person to
think that. “No, my sweet Beau, this is just me. Now, I’m
thinking, and I can think because I’m nowhere near as well put
together as you are, and I’m thinking that I need a shower, and for
that I need a change of clothes.” Blue’s stomach took that moment
to rumble loudly. “And then maybe some food.” Blue’s face was
heating, he could feel it. “But I have twenty dollars. I’m not a
mooch.”

He dug deep into what was left of his pocket
and pulled out the tattered note, handing it over, tucking it into
Beau’s collar when the man didn’t appear to want to take it. There
was no way he was going to put his hands in Beau’s pockets, not
until they’d claimed each other.

“The sum total of my worldly goods,” he said
proudly. “Given to you because mates share. I’ll find some odd jobs
tomorrow and get you more if needed, but twenty dollars can go a
long way if you know how. Do you think you could take me to the
nearest thrift shop so I can grab a change of clothing? And then a
shower, please. The local gym should be fine, and then I’ll shout
you the best burger you can have for ten bucks. How does that
sound?”

“Where’s your other stuff?”

“See, that’s what I mean.” Blue patted Beau’s
face. “You’re pretty, but you must have a lot on your mind if
you’re forgetting things already. Those gangsters already told you
I was homeless. What you see,” he indicated his barely-there top,
and the very warm blanket, “is all I have. Well, plus the ripped
pants and ragged sandshoes, but you can’t see them because of the
blanket.”

“Homeless people have stuff in shopping
carts.”

“Sheesh, cliche much?” Blue shook his head.
“You have to work up to having a shopping cart, and when you look
like me, but can’t show who you are inside, then other people fight
you for your stuff and you lose it. And I wasn’t about to give
anyone a blow job just so they’d leave me alone.”

Beau growled and Blue’s smile widened. Even
without the arousal factor, there was nothing wrong with Beau’s
other instincts. He’d been dreaming of a possessive and protective
alpha for as long as he’d known what one was.

“So, this is it. This is me. However, I feel
I should also remind you that while I have precious little in
material possessions, I have a fabulous wit, a sunny personality,
and I make people smile. Oh, and if I have food items, I can cook
them. You’ve got a real catch in me.”

“I won a lot of money playing poker with
those idiots,” Beau said sounding strangely faint and a little
distracted as he closed the vehicle’s passenger door. His voice was
being blocked by the vehicle itself, but thanks to Blue’s excellent
ears, he could still hear the man. “Food and clothes won’t be a
problem. You can have as much as you like.”

“Ooh, an ‘all you can eat’ place. I’m game if
you are.” Blue bounced happily on his seat as Beau went around to
the driver’s side and climbed in, closing the door behind him. “I’m
Blue by the way, and before you ask, yes, my hair is completely
natural, so I hope you don’t want me to change it. This is so
exciting, don’t you think?”

He sighed happily as Beau grunted. A lot
could be said with a grunt.







Chapter Three


What the fuck? How did I end up being a
hero to my apparent mate when my collar is nowhere around? Beau
wasn’t disputing the cute little wolf shifter’s claim. His hound
was keen and curious, and again, that was without the collar box.
When they’d visited Java and Cyril, despite Cyril’s insistence on
introducing him to hunky bears, Beau hadn’t felt a thing, but
barely two days home, and he ended up finding his mate –
apparently – in a blanket burrito of all places. A
possibility he hadn’t even considered.

But before he could process that new
development, he had something else to take care of first. Pulling
his phone out of the inside pocket of his jacket, Beau kept an eye
on the road as he tapped the screen to make a call. “I’m not
alone,” he said as soon as the call was answered. “What reason did
Gregor give for the meet?”

“I didn’t ask.” Jake’s voice was rough as if
he’d just got out of bed, which was highly possible. “We’ve dealt
with him before. Was there a problem?”

Ignoring the question, because Beau didn’t
think Blue would be a problem… in theory… he said, “Ask around. I
want to know everything there is to know about two European
gangster wannabes – Dank and Nodge.”

“Ugh, I’ve already heard of them.” Jake’s
yawn came through loud and clear, and Beau kept his sigh silent
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