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Note from the Author

Hello,

For those of you who have been following my men from Cloverleah since book one, you’ll know there were a few times when I’ve mentioned something in a story, but not given any details. The first example of this was in book two, Griff and Diablo’s story. We learned there was something “different” about Diablo and in subsequent stories I’ve made reference to him being the king of the cats. But I never explained the story of how we knew that. 

Along the way, there’ve been a couple of others; Josh and Vadim’s honeymoon, some changes with Kane and Shawn and of course, Luke, Kurt and Tobias’s adoption of the little bear cub who briefly featured in book nine. So, although I really want to get onto the next story, I thought it was time to write the shorts I have been promising. I’ve picked four of them and they are all in this one book. 

Please note, to any of my new readers, the stories in this book aren’t standalone. Kane and Shawn’s story is book one of the series (The Reluctant Wolf); Griff and Diablo are the main characters in book two (The Runaway Cat). Josh and Vadim have their own book (seven – Watching Out for Fangs) but they don’t get married until book eight (Tangling with Bears); which is also where we meet Luke, Tobias and Kurt. The cub mentioned in Luke’s story is from book nine (Angel in Black Leather Pants) where he is saved by Vassago (the MC from that book) and Vadim. So as you can see, there’s a lot of backstory for these shorts, and it is a good idea to read their corresponding novels first. 

To the lovely readers who have supported me throughout, I hope you like these shorts. To help keep you straight with the timeline for the whole series, at the beginning of each story I’ll indicate where this short fits in with the main books. The next full Cloverleah book will be out in January 2017 and will feature Nereus (the merman), Raff (a sweet little red wolf) and Teilo (Adair’s brother). Until then, enjoy.

Love,
Lisa.


Reluctant King

(Griff and Diablo)

From about the middle of book three, when Griff and Diablo (The Runaway Cat) were sent home after helping Scott and Damien return kidnapped children to their relieved parents, and before their wedding which also features in Scott and Damien’s story (When No Doesn’t Cut It). 

Chapter One

“Fuck, I’m glad to be home,” Griff said as he and Diablo materialized in the welcoming comfort of their living room. He drew his mate into his arms and buried his nose in Diablo’s long blond hair. “You doing okay there, hon?”

“Yeah, or I will be.” Diablo pressed into Griff’s body, his arms wrapped tightly around his waist and Griff felt a slight shiver run up his mate’s spine, every muscle tense. “You think you’ve seen the worst people can do to others, and then something like this comes along and reminds you even shifters can be evil SOBs. Those poor kids; so fucking young and that bastard Jacob had no fucking conscience. I really wanted to hunt him down and shove a stick down his throat to his ass, then fucking spit roast him.”

“Damien’ll get him hon,” Griff said, his own wolf surging at the thought of the kids they’d been helping. “You saw the way the pack was with the kids; no one’s going to stop until Jacob’s been brought to justice, shifter style.”

“I know,” Diablo said, his body suddenly pliant in Griff’s arms. Griff locked his knees to take the weight, his hands sliding; one up to fist in Diablo’s hair, one down to curve around Diablo’s delicious ass. Diablo tilted his face and that was all the invitation Griff needed. He sighed as their lips touched, gently remembering every molecule of Diablo’s mouth. There was no hurry, no rush. Just two lovers reconnecting after a horrible couple of days. 

“You still want to take a bike trip and see your mom, or should we just stay here a few days and then fly to New York on Friday?” Griff asked, when they finally came up for air. Personally he’d be more than happy to spend the next three days in bed with his lover, before heading straight for the ceremony. Their three week planned trip was a complete bust, thanks to the bear shifters invading Cloverleah first and then problems in Damien’s and Scott’s pack. Griff just wanted to be married to Diablo; that was the most important thing. They could take a trip any time; well, anytime the pack wasn’t facing one crisis or another. 

Diablo chuckled against his neck. “You don’t want to meet your new mother-in-law?”

Oops. It would be safer to say Griff never imagined he’d be in a position where he had a mother-in-law to meet. “I’m sure your mom’s wonderful, hon. She raised you, didn’t she?”

“Smooth save,” Diablo said, raising his head and fixing Griff with his amazing dark eyes. “I just think we should; go and see her I mean. We’re already mated; we’ve gone through the mating ritual you wolves seem so committed to. I’m sure you can handle meeting one little cougar before the wedding ceremony.”

“Females of any species always seem to be highly protective of their offspring,” Griff said, half serious. 

“My mom’s not like that.” Diablo raised his hands and looped them around Griff’s neck. Griff tightened his grip on Diablo’s hips. He would never tire of feeling his mate’s body against his. “Shawn suggested I ask my mom about my dad. He told me the Fate’s light show at our mating ceremony isn’t a common occurrence, nor are the runes on our wrists.”

“I’ve never seen anything like it before,” Griff said, thinking back to their mating ceremony. It had all gone according to plan until the end when they were surrounded in a ball of light. The runes under their tattoo weren’t common either. “But then the only other mating ceremony I’ve seen is Kane’s and Shawn’s. It didn’t happen then.” He bent his head slightly and pecked Diablo’s puffy lips. “I haven’t got a problem going for a bit of a bike ride. Being zapped all over the country is all very well and good, but there’s nothing like the thrill of tearing down the open highway with the wind in your hair.”

“We’d better get saddled up then,” Diablo said, showing no signs of moving. In fact, his knee was nudging Griff’s apart. Hmm, cock bump. Griff fought the urge to grind; his mate was still talking. “Fortunately, Mom’s living in Kittanning of all places, which is on the way. If we got started now, we could overnight in Lexington; I know of a great little hotel there. An early start in the morning means we can be at Mom’s by lunchtime; stay overnight there and then head off for New York the following morning. We should get there in plenty of time for me to become Mr. Angel Bandures.”

“Your cat shifting mom is living in a place called Kittanning?” Griff’d never heard of the place. 

“Yep,” Diablo said, “and now you have an idea of her sense of humor. She was looking at a house in Cat Corner before she moved to Kittanning.” His eyes darkened and Griff felt his crotch twitch in response. “We’re already packed,” he said, his voice going husky. “It’s roughly nine hours to Lexington. Do you think we have time for a quick shower?” A slight swivel of Diablo’s hips left Griff in no doubt of what sort of a shower was on offer. 

Griff moaned as the scent of Diablo’s arousal thickened. “We showered this morning at Damien’s,” he muttered, trying to be responsible, thinking of the long ride ahead. 

“Then we don’t have to waste too much naked time getting clean,” Diablo growled. Griff felt a sharp tug on his neck, not that he had to lean forward that much. Diablo’s lips were scorching this time and full of promises Griff was well aware his mate would keep. He slipped his hand under Diablo’s tight shirt, relearning lean muscles, a trim waist and the delicious heat that seemed to inflame every one of his senses. The long ride, meeting his mother-in-law for the first time; none of that seemed important under the onslaught of his mate’s focused passion. 

/~/~/~/~/

Diablo shut off his engine, and waited until Griff did the same beside him. The sudden silence was a welcome relief. His bike was loud enough, but traveling with Griff who loved his Harley, had been hell on his ears. Still sitting on his bike, he pulled the tie out of the end of his braid, and ran his fingers through his hair. Damn that feels a lot better. 

“Is this it?” Griff asked. Diablo turned. His mate was eying the house, his shoulders tense and he made no move to get off his bike. Kittanning was only a small place, no more than four to five thousand people. It was set alongside the gorgeous Allegheny River, although his mother's house was further up in the hills. As a shifter, she'd always appreciated her privacy. Diablo smiled at her mock log cabin with its mock stone garage set in front of it. He'd grown up in the three bedroom, two-bathroom home and always felt safe there. It might look a little kitsch on the outside, but inside it was pure home. He noticed the lace curtain in the front window twitch and eased off his bike.

“My mother is going to love you, just as much as I do,” he said softly, well aware of his mother’s keen ears. He stroked Griff’s broad shoulders. “Knowing my mom, there will be cake, and she’ll have a meal whipped up in no time.”

“You didn’t tell her we were coming?” Griff swung his leg over the bike. 

“And spoil the surprise?” Diablo grinned. “Come on. She’s knows we’re here. Just don’t make any sudden moves.”

He sauntered up the path, his wolf shifter hot on his heels. Before he’d reached the steps, the front door was open and Diablo smiled. It had been months since he’d seen his mom; he was thrilled to see she was as cautious, and as healthy looking as ever. 

“Mom, is that any way to greet my mate?” He said, opening his arms wide. 

“Your mate? I thought it was some thug set to hurt you. Oh my stars, what must you think of me?” Hannah propped the large shotgun against the side of the house, and seconds later her body hit Diablo’s chest. He hugged her close; her scent not as reassuring as it used to be, but still reminding him of home. 

“Let me introduce you.” Diablo said after a few moments, his cheeks heating. “Mom, this is my true mate, Griff Matthews; he may look like a bad-ass, but he’s a good man. Griff hon, this lovely woman is my mom, Hannah Franklin.”

“I can see the family resemblance,” Griff rumbled as he came up beside him. “It’s a pleasure to meet you ma’am.” He held out his hand, but Diablo knew his mom, and sure enough she flung herself from his arms into his mate’s. 

“None of that ma’am nonsense,” Hannah said sharply after she’d given Griff a strong hug. “You can call me Hannah or Mom, your choice, but we don’t stand on ceremony in this house.” She stepped back and eyed Griff from head to toe. “I have to say, you’re a big one, and the first wolf I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. I’m sorry about the gun, but my boy always tells me to play safe. Please tell me you’ve made this boy of mine give up his awful work.”

“Er…er….” It was Griff’s turn to blush. 

“I handed in my resignation the morning after I claimed my mate, Mom,” Diablo said quickly. “Now, can we come in and sit down? I have to tell you, after being on that bike for the past six hours, I could really go for a cup of coffee, and is there any chance there’s cake in the tin?”

“Six hours? Oh my stars, of course, come in, sit down, Griff don’t mind your boots none, I don’t worry about things like that. Have you boys had lunch? Oh never mind; you’re still growing; I’ll rustle something up. You could’ve told me you were coming, Diablo. I would’ve made something special.”

“That’s exactly why I didn’t, Mom. I didn’t want you to go to any trouble. We can only stay one night, unfortunately. We’ve got to be in New York City by tomorrow evening.” Diablo grabbed Griff’s hand and tugged him into the house, looking around, a half smile on his face. Nothing had changed. The couch covers were wearing thin, but they were clean; the colors still bright. Pictures of him growing up were dotted around the walls. His mom’s favorite soap opera was on the television, the sound muted. 

“Wow, is this you?” Griff moved away to study the photographs on the wall. “You were gorgeous even as a kid.”

“He always was the pretty one,” Hannah said from the kitchen where she was busy slicing slabs of meat. Diablo moved through to help. “Smart too. Won all sorts of scholarships and prizes at school. I have all his ribbons and trophies and stuff in his old bedroom, if you’d like to see them.”

“You don’t mind me wandering around?” Griff seemed surprised, and Diablo realized, after a quick dip in their mind-link, that Griff was trying to be sensitive to what was essentially Hannah’s territory. 

“Just head on up the stairs,” he said, grabbing a knife and another chopping board. “My room’s second on the left. You can put our bags in there too when you’re ready. We’ll have to snuggle close because the bed’s not as big as you’re used to, but I’m sure we’ll manage.” Griff’s cheeks were delightfully flushed as he strode out of the house, his long legs covering the distance in seconds. 

“Is he treating you right?” Hannah whispered as they worked together. Diablo’s mind flashed back to his childhood. He had countless memories of him and his mom sharing the kitchen. It was his mother who inspired his love of cooking. 

“He’s my true mate, mom. When I met him, I couldn’t help but sink my teeth into him.” Diablo found herbs in the cupboard, and dressed the chops Hannah was preparing. “He’d never hurt me, ever. You should’ve seen him during our mating ritual; over sixty wolves challenged him and his pack for the right to mate with me. Sixty of them, and he was freaking amazing in every fight he had.”

“Wolves have some silly customs,” Hannah laughed, shaking her head. “All testosterone, and checking out the size of their dicks. It’s a
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