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      Three Years Ago

      

      The pack politics here in Lobo Canyon was fascinating.

      Okay, so Miguel hadn’t been here long, but it was long enough for three things to happen. One, the pack alpha, Stephen, tried to scare him to death. Two, Miguel figured out his bestie and boss, Wulf, was totally into his ex. And three, he realized that not only did they have to fit the bride, who was way sweeter than her growly alpha fiancé, but Laurel came with a vast amount of sisters to be fitted as well. And that didn’t even include the groomsmen.

      Miguel was ready to go home. As soon as this wedding was over, he was grabbing his boss, and they were heading back to Santa Fe where they belonged.

      He was a banished one. Just like Wulf—who was back to going by Trey while they were here. Every single time he heard Wulf answer to the name he’d had before, it made him a little queasy. He just needed to go home.

      “Ow!” Damn it. He sucked his finger, not daring to get blood on the fabric he was hand stitching.

      “You okay?” The big brute who was one of the alpha’s enforcers stood in the doorway, just like Miguel had summoned him.

      “Perfect. Right as rain.” Go away.

      That long nose quivered. “You’re bleeding.” The big guy stepped right up to him, pulling a snowy-white handkerchief out of his pocket.

      “Good-good nose.” He held out his hand, and his finger was wrapped up, just like that. Oh man. Tall and broad and… so fucking hot.

      And when the guy touched him, well, his heart thundered.

      “I don’t want to stain your handkerchief.”

      “Oh, I have more.” The guy grinned at him. “That’s a heck of a puncture.”

      “Yeah, the needles are sharp, and I jerked.”

      “Ah. Well, it looks like it’s slowing down.” The guy pulled back, looking at his finger. “Neosporin.”

      “I’ll be fine. I don’t suppose you have a bandage?” I don’t suppose you want a blowjob?

      “Sure.” Something flared in those bright hazel eyes, but then the man walked away and returned a few moments later with a Band-Aid.

      “Thank you. You rock.”

      Remember, this was the pack that turned Wulf away. They didn’t welcome banished wolves, and Goddess knew, he was one of those. Scarred. Beaten. Thrust out. He didn’t belong here. He offered the big guy a half-smile, and then he turned back to his job. Sewing. He was here to sew and help his best friend and alpha.

      When the man didn’t leave, he glanced back up. “I won’t be doing groomsmen’s fittings yet.”

      “No? So you’ll be measuring me?”

      He blinked. “I will.”

      “Excellent. I’m River, by the way.” River held out one big hand to him.

      “Miguel.” He took River’s hand, and pure electricity shot up his arm. “Whoa.”

      River stared at him, eyes wide. “Hell, yeah.”

      “Uh-huh.” He couldn’t move. He was stuck, right there.

      They held on, both of them just frozen, mouths open a little. He wanted… Well, he wanted to climb that body and hump.

      “The door locks.”

      “Wh-what?” Had he heard that?

      “The door. It locks. I could go lock us in…” River’s voice had gone all deep and husky, really hot and making him twitch.

      It took maybe a full minute for the words to sink in too.

      “I—” He didn’t want to let go. Ever.

      “Is this where I get measured for my dress?” One of the bridesmaids popped her head in.

      “Yes.” Miguel cleared his throat, his cheeks going so hot he thought he might go up in flames. “Come on in.”

      “Hey, River. How’s it going?” The girl gave him a flirtatious smile, and Miguel fought the urge to growl.

      “Fine. Fine.” River had let go of his hand but was still staring. “I’ll see you later about that, Miguel.”

      “Yes. Yes, I’ll—see you.” By the moon, that son of a bitch was pretty.

      River waved, and the lady still in the room sighed. “He’s always so busy.”

      “Is he? He’s not the police, I know.” The cop was Wulf’s lust. Him? He wanted to play with Big, Red, and Pretty.

      “No. He’s Stephen’s right-hand man, so to speak. Cory is the law, but River is the enforcer.”

      “Ah.” Dammit. “That’s fabulous. The dresses are right here, so just choose the one with your name and go try it on. Then come out and I’ll mark hems and such.”

      “Got it. I’ll need help with the zipper.”

      “It’s not in yet.” He smiled for her. “Makes it easier. You’ve got sleeves, though, so you won’t be in danger of a costume malfunction.”

      “I bet you’ve seen way more boobs than mine.”

      She had no idea. “It’s not as common as you think.”

      “Huh. Okay.” She headed to the rack, and Miguel peered at the door where River had disappeared.

      Crazy. He was just hyped from zooming up here to rescue his boss. That was reasonable, right?

      He liked a handsome manly man. That was all.

      He was a healthy gay wolf. He could admire. And he had. That was so crazy, the electricity when they’d touched. He wanted more.

      But he wasn’t here for that. He was here to work.

      That was it.
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      River wanted to bite something. Preferably that delectable little wolf he’d just left. Talk about shitty timing. He wanted to nibble the sweet shoulders, bite the back of Miguel’s neck, nuzzle the small of Miguel’s back. That single touch had been a revelation. The scent of Miguel had reached him, and he was immediately hard.

      And now he wanted more.

      He stalked the hallway, waiting for the bridesmaids’ fittings to be over.

      Laurel came by, raising her eyebrow at him. “What are you up to?”

      “I was… checking the house. Are you good?”

      “I’m fine.” The bride-to-be’s nose twitched. “Are you sure?”

      “Sure about what?” River tried for innocent.

      “About checking the house, dork. You smell guilty.” She stuck her tongue out at him. “The future in-laws are supposed to come by this afternoon.”

      “Oh, yay.” River rolled his eyes. “Trey will be so happy.”

      “No shit, right? He’s pissed. There’s lots of water under that bridge, huh?” Her eyes were wide as saucers.

      “You have no idea, lady. It was a bad scene.” He wondered about Miguel’s scars. Where had they come from? They were so much worse than Trey’s—Trey had a set of claw marks across his face. Miguel’s were… disastrous.

      “I sort of do. You know, I was there when Trey ran. We took him in. That’s how I met my Stephen.” Laurel leaned against the wall. “He’s the bravest man I’ve ever met.”

      “I had no idea.” He looked at Laurel with new eyes, impressed.

      “No? He was with us for a while. I have the first dress he ever designed.” She pinked. “I was a little girl. It doesn’t fit anymore. I, uh, grew.”

      “And you still are growing, huh?” he teased. He was around her all the time. They might not have announced yet, but she was pregnant.

      “Shut up. Asshole.” Her laughter filled the air. “Don’t tell the dress designer.”

      “I promise, but you might want to. You won’t fit otherwise.” He winked at her. God, she was fun. Really, she had loosened Stephen up a lot. Not that River could blame his friend for being stuffy. His family had been torn apart by the former alpha, George, when Trey had been sent away. Now Stephen was the alpha, and he’d kicked that old man’s ass.

      He’d never been so proud to stand behind his alpha as when that bastard had begged for mercy.

      “You’re all puffy.”

      “I was thinking of the boss kicking George’s ass.” He wasn’t ashamed to admit it.

      “That was hot, wasn’t it?” Her grin was pure wickedness.

      “Hoo yeah. Stunning.” He waved a hand in front of his face. “Okay, well, I guess I’ll be about my job.”

      “Yes. Go protect my fiancé from… me?”

      “His brother.”

      “Ah. Well, good luck.” She gave him a thumbs-up and a quick kiss on the cheek. “Be careful, my friend.”

      Being careful totally wasn’t his job. He was all about putting himself in the line of fire.

      Laurel wandered off, muttering about flowers or birdseed or something.

      Thank God. River snuck back to the fitting room to peer inside, Miguel drawing him there like a beacon.

      Miguel was on his knees, checking a hem, but that’s not what River saw. What River saw was that amazing, taut little ass covered in dark gray with shiny silver stripes accenting everything.

      He cleared his throat, even though he wanted to sneak up and grab.

      Miguel turned and blinked up at him, the pale scars glowing on his tanned skin. “Oh. I… hey.”

      “Hi. You get her all fitted?”

      “She’s almost done. Doesn’t she look amazing?”

      “Yep. You guys did really well.”

      Miguel blushed and shrugged. “It’s not me. I’m a tailor. Wulf’s the designer.”

      “Yeah. Wulf.” That was so weird, how Trey had changed names.

      “He’s brilliant. He was so pleased to do this for the happy couple.”

      “That’s cool.” He thought that might also be the party line. Trey had to be conflicted.

      “Yeah.” Miguel went back to work, quiet and busy, head down, not making eye contact.

      He just stood there, because he had no idea what to do. He wanted Miguel. Now. He wanted to touch. He wanted to know what the lean body felt like. But more than anything, he didn’t want to scare the beautiful little wolf away. That would be a nightmare.

      River rolled his eyes. Seriously? A nightmare? Maybe a bummer, but he didn’t have anything better than that. It wasn’t like the scarred little one was going to stay here. No matter what message Stephen intended to make with bringing Trey back for the wedding—banished was banished, and nine times out of ten, it happened for a reason.

      He knew that, and he thought Miguel understood that too.

      It didn’t mean they couldn’t play, though, did it?

      Hell no.

      “Can I help you?” Miguel blinked at him, those dark eyes so beautiful.

      “I’m just waiting for my turn.” He wouldn’t pounce until the room was empty, but he would stalk this sweet, tight-assed wolf until they were both satisfied.

      “Your turn for what?”

      “For you.”

      Miguel snorted and shook his head, and Laurel’s sister giggled. “Boys.”

      Miguel nodded. “Indeed. We’re silly. Your aunt and the sisters are due in next, aren’t they?”

      “They are. It looks amazing. Seriously. It’s the best bridesmaid’s dress in history.”

      River wasn’t sure about that, but it was a dress, and it was lovely, and the blue suited her skin to a T. There was nothing to be ashamed of.

      Clothes were just clothes, as far as he was concerned.

      She disappeared into a bathroom, and Miguel stood, offering him a lovely view of a flat belly, somehow covered modestly and shown to its best advantage at the same time.

      “So, did Wulf send you in?”

      He wasn’t sure what to say, exactly—but he knew Trey was Miguel’s boss, and the chances of this wolf speaking to the alpha was slim to none—so he shook his head. “Stephen did. I’m just trying to make sure everyone is safe.”

      “But you’re in the wedding party. You’re important.”

      “I’m—” Well, he was, sort of. He was the alpha’s second, and that was important. He wasn’t going to shame himself or Stephen by pretending otherwise. So he stood tall, letting his chest swell with pride. “You’re right. I am. I’m the alpha’s second.”

      “Yes, so you won’t have been sent for a tailor who works for Wulf, and we both know it.”

      By the moon, wasn’t Miguel lovely? “Are you suggesting you can’t feel this between us? This electricity?”

      “Static shock.” Miguel managed to say that with a straight face.

      He was impressed. Still, he didn’t think so. Straight-faced or not, Miguel’s scent was pure magic, making his nostrils flare and making his wolf pace. “There was nothing static about what you made me feel. Not a thing.”

      “What do you want—”

      The young lady came back out of the restroom, the dress draped over her arm. “Here you go. Thank you so much. I already feel beautiful.”

      “That’s our job,” Miguel said with a smile.

      “I’ll see you both later.” She waved and walked out the door, leaving them alone together.

      Suddenly they were staring, devouring each other, looking and sniffing and—“I want you.”

      “You can’t.”

      River blinked. “What?”

      Miguel drew himself up tall, meeting River’s eyes head-on. “You’re not allowed to want me. I am banished. I am marked. I’m not allowed to sully your pack any more than Wulf was. Less, because I was never here. I was never one of yours.”

      “It doesn’t matter. I want you. I want to know everything about you.”

      Miguel stepped right into his personal space with a growl. “Everything. They cut me, put me in a fighting ring to die, and then tried to drown me. When that didn’t work, they sliced me open and left me on the side of the highway.”

      “No.” Banishment was one thing, but torture? No.

      “Excuse me?”

      “Why would we—I don’t understand.”

      “You don’t understand? We’re not all good. In fact, we’re animals.” Miguel thumped River on his chest. “We’re snarling beasts. We bite. We fight. We’re ugly. And what’s worse? It’s genetic. It’s fucking instinct! I am not defined by some weird-assed pointless motherfucking set of genetics that say I ought to be attracted to you!”

      “I’m good. Even as an animal. I am a good man.”

      “That’s what everyone says.”

      “Possibly, but I’m telling the truth.” He didn’t back away. “Is Wulf a good man?”

      Miguel nodded, so sure. So serious. “He is the best man I’ve ever known.”

      “Stephen is the best man I’ve ever known. He loves Trey. He fought the former alpha because he wanted Trey to be able to come home.” River forced himself to relax. Miguel had reason to be frightened, to be scared, and nothing, not anything, would be served by pushing the little wolf. He’d been pushed enough. “I’m glad you felt safe enough to come here.”

      Miguel blinked. “What?”

      “This is a place you can be safe in. You are welcome here. I want to get to know you—scars or fears or no—but I will not hurt you.”

      “I… thank you. Really.” Miguel gave him a rather shy smile, then stepped away from him. “Jesus, I whacked you. That’s incredibly not cool.”

      Oh, that was adorable. “You didn’t hurt me, li—Miguel. I can take it.”

      “Yeah, but that’s not the point, is it? You’re not supposed to have to.” Miguel blushed the prettiest deep red. “I’m sorry. Really.”

      “I accept your apology. Really.” River tried his least lupine smile on. “Do you need anything? Like… uh… coffee?”

      This one looked like he drank coffee.

      Good coffee like Stephen and Laurel, not crappy anything fueled coffee like him.

      “A coffee would be lovely.” Miguel actually clapped his hands with delight.

      “Come on. I know where the good stuff is, and you won’t have to deal with the drama unfolding in the dining room.” Trey and Stephen’s parents were there, seeing their wayward son for the first time since the banishment. Laurel’s parents were here, and they had been the ones to take Trey in. Talk about drama. Shit. He was going to avoid that like the fucking plague.

      “Drama? Weddings are like drama magnets. So much emotion and families joining up and falling apart. Add the liquor and bam.” Miguel chuckled softly and shook his head. “We specialize in high-drama clothes—red carpet, weddings, runway. They all come with hysterical tears at some point.”

      “Wow. My job is just to be all puffy and make sure no one gets hurt.” River winked, then headed out, making sure Miguel followed.

      “Oh man. I need that. Wulf is brilliant and fierce, but not particularly puffy.”

      No. No, Trey seemed… lean. Very. “Have you always been into… uh… fashion?”

      “I met Wulf, and he took me to his dorm. That was in design school. I knew when I met him that I wasn’t ever going to be, well, him. You know? I was going along and feeling amazing, and then I met someone brilliant and bam. It was amazing and shitty all in the same second.”

      When the little wolf relaxed, he could chatter. It was lovely.

      “Well, you seem to be in a pretty good place now, right?” Hell, River got that. He was never gonna be Stephen or even Cory. He was what he was.

      “I am. Wulf has a pack, and I fit in. We’re small but happy, and we work hard together. Wulf’s a good alpha.”

      Trey? An alpha? Never.

      He didn’t say it, though. He just smiled, making a ta-da kind of motion at the espresso machine that was in the “public” part of the main house. It was separated from the alpha’s quarters, and gave the pack a neutral meeting space, a place to chat. “What’s your poison, honey?”

      “I like lattes with extra shots of espresso. Can you do that? If not, just a coffee with cream is fine.”

      “I can do that, so yay.” He chuckled, glad Stephen had insisted on showing how all the buttons worked.

      “That’s cool. Thank you.” Miguel watched him, propping up against one of the sofas.

      “You’re welcome.” River rolled up his proverbial sleeves and got to work, hoping he was impressive. “So, you’re Trey’s second?”

      This was weird. Very weird.

      “I guess so, yes. I’m the one that deals with the pack when Trey’s traveling.”

      “Cool. It can be a big job, huh?”

      “Sometimes, but it’s not terrible. I love them; they’re family.”

      “I get it.” He and Stephen could tie it up, and him and Cory… Well, best not to think of that too much. Fuckbuddies were not the sort of thing you discussed with the guy you wanted to seduce. And he wanted that. Badly.

      Miguel didn’t fidget. He was… remarkably still.

      River kept sniffing, catching the hint of Miguel’s scent. Miguel would look at him from under those lashes every so often, and that threatened to make him so hard. Lord.

      “It smells good, doesn’t it?” Miguel wet his lips. “The coffee.”

      “It does. Really good.” Miguel smelled like heaven, and he wanted more.

      He handed Miguel his coffee, and their fingers brushed, lightning flashing between them.

      Miguel almost dropped the cup, so River grabbed his hands underneath, keeping it from tumbling down.

      “Easy. Easy, little one.” By the moon, he was on fire. On fucking fire.

      “Sorry. Sorry, I—I’m usually not so clumsy.” Miguel cupped the coffee in both hands. “You shocked me.”

      “It’s dry here.” That was bullshit, and River knew it was bullshit, but Miguel would bolt. He could tell.

      “At home too. Do you like Santa Fe? Have you been?”

      “I haven’t.” He felt a little silly saying it, since it wasn’t far. “I’ve never been out of the canyon.”

      “No? You should come someday. I love our space. It’s comfortable, has land, and is close enough to the city to make it fun.”

      “I’d like that.” The very thought sent him into a kind of panic. Logically he knew that life out there wasn’t as bad as they’d been told. Laurel, Trey, Miguel here… They were all just fine.

      Miguel looked up at him, smiled in a very sweet sort of way. “Maybe when Stephen and Laurel visit, then. Or will you stay here and protect the pack?”

      “I imagine I will, yeah. I mean, I’m not completely indispensable. I could come.”

      “There’s plenty of room. We’d love to have you.”

      “Thank you.” He thought it would never happen.

      “Yeah. I’m sorry. I should go back to work and leave you be.”

      “No! I mean…” He sighed. “I guess I’ve lost all my suave points, huh? I must seem like a total bumpkin.”

      “You? You’re beautiful.” Miguel clapped his hand over his mouth.

      “Thank you, sweet one. So are you.”

      “I’m sorry. That was inappropriate. True, but utterly inappropriate.”

      “Why? I think it’s kind of grand.”

      Miguel laughed and shook his head, and then he took a sip of his coffee. “Oh. Oh, this is nice.”

      “Thanks. Stephen really is a coffee snob.” He lowered his voice. “I used to drink Folgers.”

      “I’ll forgive you.” Miguel winked at him.

      “Thank you.” He relaxed, feeling like he’d gotten over his weird backwoods moment.

      “And we’re near Santa Fe. Teeny tiny. Cool, but little for a city.” Miguel winked at him. “So do you live in this house with the family?”

      “No. I have a shared place. It’s not near as nice, but it’s cool.”

      “Same with me. I lived in a trailer for a long time because the pack needed other things.”

      “What kind of a trailer?” Was that bad? It might be nicely self-contained.

      “Like a singlewide. It wasn’t nasty, just small.”

      “Ah. Cool.” He nodded. His place was kinda tiny, and he shared with the guys, but he wasn’t home much.

      “Yeah. There’s nothing wrong with small.”

      “Not at all.” He gave Miguel a slow, happy once-over.

      The little wolf blushed a rosy pink. That was—he sniffed, the scent deeper, so arousing.

      “You’re scenting me.”

      “I am. You smell like home.” He wasn’t gonna lie. He was turned on.

      “I do?” Miguel took a step closer, nostrils flaring.

      “Yes. God.” He reached out, grasping Miguel’s hips once he was near enough.

      “Yes.” Miguel fit perfectly in his hands, and his body was reacting happily, his cock rising hard in his jeans.

      “I…” Miguel looked up at him, lips parted and so sweet.

      Oh fuck yes. Please. He leaned down and lifted up at the same time.

      “Miguel? Honey? You out here? The bride’s momma is ready.” Trey stepped into the room, the smaller copy of Stephen going wide-eyed. “Oh! Oh dear.”

      Shit! He and Miguel sprang apart, but then he had to leap forward to catch Miguel when he stumbled.

      Miguel blinked at him. “So strong.”

      “Sorry. I guess you need to get to work.”

      “Yeah. Sorry. I didn’t mean to, I mean, uh. Thank you for the coffee.”

      “You’re welcome. When you need another one, let me know.” That was all he could offer with Trey right there.

      Those dark brown eyes were so deep he could sink into them. “I’d love that. Very much.”

      “Me too.” River let his lips curl into a smile. “See you later.”

      Miguel stepped away, and he could see the hard line of proof in those tight pants of how much River had affected him. They were in the same boat, and River gave Trey a bland smile.

      Trey, on the other hand, glared at him. “Do not seduce my best friend.”

      “What?” He blinked. “Why not?” Wasn’t that what weddings were for?

      Trey held his gaze and then, about the time he was about to growl, cracked a smile. “Just be good to him. No meanness. He’s a good guy. Fair?”

      “Perfectly. He seems like an awesome guy.” River would never want to hurt Miguel.

      “He is. He’s an amazing man. I’ll make sure you’ve got the last fitting. Good?”

      “That’s more than good, man. Thank you.” Hoo yeah. He couldn’t wait.

      “You’re welcome. Enjoy.” Trey walked off, chuckling under his breath.

      He rubbed his hands together.

      Maybe he ought to go home and clean a little real fast.

      Nah, he’d just use one of the bathrooms here. He didn’t want Miguel that far away. If he left, he might lose his chance.

      And he wasn’t risking that for anything.
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      Miguel cleaned up, ears perking as he listened for Wulf’s footsteps. Goddess, he’d just… he’d just gotten caught in the arms of the enemy. Well, maybe not the enemy. That was the sheriff, right? Still.

      Wulf was going to stare at him. Hard.

      He deserved it. Not that River wasn’t hot. Amazing. Charmingly insecure and yet utterly confident. And the man smelled like heaven. Heaven.

      By the moon, he was fucked.

      “Stop it.” Wulf walked in, whistling happily. “You’re allowed to hump the pretty puppy, dork.”

      “What?”

      Those bright green eyes danced with laughter. “Man, he hooked you quick. You can play with him. He’s harmless.”

      “He is?” River didn’t seem at all harmless to Miguel. He seemed like a dangerous addiction.

      “Well, he’s not going to hurt you. Stephen wouldn’t choose a cruel second. Not ever.”

      “No, no, I can see that. He just smells so good.”

      They glanced at each other, and then they began to laugh, the sound filling the air, loud and raucous.

      Wulf shook his head finally. “Well, he’s going to hang around and be your last fitting.”

      “Oh, you do love me best.” He shook his head and grinned. “So, the hookup with the sheriff?”

      “Still hot as fuck.”

      “Hmm.” Miguel chuckled. “We’re so bad.”

      “We are.” Wulf looked totally unrepentant. “I needed it, honey. I needed to just be for a minute. So much stress.”

      “I know.” Miguel had heard all the stories. “It has to be cognitive dissonance just to be back.”

      “It’s the strangest thing. I swore I never would, and here I am.”

      “Well, it can’t hurt that your brother is the alpha now.”

      “Yeah. Because that’s not weird and cool at the same time.” Wulf went a little wide-eyed.

      “Oh, I bet.” No one in Miguel’s family would ever have thought to stand up for him, let alone go after the alpha.

      Wulf would, though. He’d seen Wulf defend their pack fiercely.

      “Hey, are you okay?” Wulf touched his shoulder, and he realized he was stabbing fabric.

      “I was just being all butthurt and banished, which is silly.”

      “Ah. I get that.” The best part was that it was true. Wulf understood.

      “It does the alterations no good, though.” He winked. “Come on, bossman. Let’s bang this out.”

      “Yes. The bride is coming with mom and sisters. Are you ready?”

      “I am.” He loved actually working with clients. He loved working with Wulf and making beautiful garments.

      “Cool.” Wulf high-fived him, and he managed not to stick a needle in his boss.

      “Let’s do this thing.” Because at the end, he wanted to do River’s fitting.

      “Silly. You just want some.”

      Miguel nodded. “I do.” He wasn’t gonna lie. Not like he was going to get anything at home.

      “I hear you. I seriously hear you.” Wulf winked at him.

      “Cool.” A couple of ladies knocked and peeked in, and Miguel waved them into the room. “We’re ready for you!”

      Suddenly the room was filled with joy, with laughter and color and light.

      Miguel approved.

      Wulf had been allowed to come home.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

        

      

    

    
      “Hey, River. You do rounds?” Cory asked him.

      “I did.” River offered Cory a smile, even if he was a little done with everything right now.

      “Hey, man, help me get the beer out of the back fridge?” Cory asked.

      “Sure.” River followed Cory through the huge kitchen to the beer fridge. “Everything okay? Anything new on the crazy bastard front?”

      “The grandkids slashed the tires. They’re pretty grumpy. What do you think of Miguel?” Cory popped that right in there, surprising him.

      River growled, pure rage glowing in him. “You can’t have him.”

      “Whoa, man.” Cory shot him a surprised look. “I don’t want him. I have a mate.” Cory held up his hands, totally nonthreatening.

      River ducked his head, so ashamed. Shit. Cory was his friend. His periodic fuckbuddy.

      “Sorry, Cory. He—he makes me a little nuts. Trey had to separate us.” His cheeks heated, but he wasn’t stressed about that bit. He was damn happy.

      “Wow. Wow, I—congratulations? I guess that’s in order?”

      “Is it? I can’t leave Stephen; he’s Trey’s second. We can’t. I mean, how is it so serious already that I worry?” Shit, this was about sex, right? Sure. God. What the heck was wrong with him.

      “You’ll figure it out. Just like I have to.” Cory hauled beer out of the fridge, handing a twelve-pack to River. “I can’t let Trey leave me again, so we’ll have to make it work. Santa Fe isn’t that far.”

      “Are you moving? Are they coming here?” He probably needed to stop asking questions, but he was freaking out. What the hell was going on? Why couldn’t it be his turn for a fitting? Where was Buttercup?

      “Hey. Nothing is even in the planning stages yet. I just know now that Trey and I are together, we’re staying together.” That was firm. Cory meant it.

      “Oh. Okay.” River took a deep breath, trying to calm himself. “I feel like I just took a hard left turn and almost ran off the road.”

      “I get it. I was there two days ago.”

      “Yeah, I bet you still are. But at least you knew Trey was all… you know. Your deal.” River rolled his eyes at himself. So smart.

      “I do. Now. I know.”

      “Yeah. So I’m kinda in shock. You know? I mean… Damn.” River was really rattled. The longer the day had gone on, the more time he’d had to smell Miguel on him, to think.

      Cory clapped him on the arm. “Breathe, buddy. Seriously, in and out. Breathe.”

      “I am. I think? I don’t want to pass out.” River carried beer, almost bouncing off walls.

      Cory laughed at him, right out loud.

      “Asshole,” River murmured. He wasn’t used to being laughed at. The other guys were clowns, but he was serious mostly.

      “Yep. Get used to it, buddy. I’m all newfound confidence these days.”

      “Yeah, yeah. Smile.” He flipped off Cory after he set down the beer. “Anyway, I want to see if the fittings are over.”

      “Good luck, buddy.” Cory was almost sparkling at him. Asshole.

      “I don’t need luck.” River headed off. No, he thought this was fate.

      He could scent Miguel like prey, the trail so strong he would put his nose to the ground if he could. Instead, he followed it, wishing he’d thought to make another coffee. Miguel deserved to be wooed. To be tempted. To be fucked until he screamed. He could make Miguel a coffee before they left, if he wanted. First, he needed to touch. To listen to Miguel talk. To feel those hands on him.

      There. He finally found Miguel zipping dresses into bags and storing them in a back closet. The sweet wolf with the jet-black hair whistled, the soft sound joyful and merry.

      “Hey, honey. Are you ready to fit me?”

      Miguel whipped around. “I’ve been ready for hours.”

      “Oh, thank God.” He charged forward, grabbing Miguel up for a kiss.

      Miguel climbed his body, soft, near desperate sounds pushing into his lips. He grabbed that tight, tiny ass, hauling Miguel against him. That sweet backside fit perfectly into his hands, and the flavor of coffee and mint and man suited him to the bone. River was hard as a rock, his body on fire. The scent of Miguel’s hair, of his need, was amazing. He’d tell Miguel how much he wanted, but he couldn’t stop kissing, his lips clinging to Miguel’s. The heat astonished him.

      “I’m supposed to be measuring your—your instep.”

      River blinked. “Isn’t that my foot?”

      “Seam. Inseam. Shut up. You make me stupid.”

      “I like that. The stupid, not the inseam. I mean, that I make you happy.” Okay, so he was not coherent either.

      “If I get on my knees in front of you, I don’t know if I can stay professional.”

      “We can take your tape back to my place…”

      “Yeah? Because I want to… measure everything. Everyway possible.”

      “Then let’s get a move on.” That way they had real privacy.

      “Let me get my phone and my charger and my notebook…” Sweet frazzled pup.

      He goosed that fine ass. “Go. I’ll be by the back door.” He was parked out that way.

      “I-I have to tell Wulf where I’m going.” A fascinating mixture of worry and need flashed in the dark, pretty eyes.

      “Of course, honey. I need to tell the alpha I’m heading home.” Stephen was going to ride his ass like a prize pony.

      Miguel offered him a smile that made his knees weak. “Good deal.”

      “See you in a few?” He pecked another kiss on those lips. They were addictive—like eating something hot, and he wanted to taste again and again.

      “By the back door, right?”

      “Yep.” Lord, he was addled.

      Miguel disappeared, and suddenly he could
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