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Chapter One

Tobias let out a deep groan as he massaged
conditioner into his hair. The water pressure in the shower was
strong, the water hot and in that moment there were only two things
Tobias would change – the smell of bleach stinging his nose, and
the fact he was showering alone. The people who ran the otherwise
empty bathroom at the truck stop just outside of Cloverleah were
obviously keen on keeping the place germ-free; and cleaned it four
or five times a day, but Tobias could handle the sting of cleaning
products. He was only in the place because Troy had told him this
was one of the best places to get a no strings hook-up outside of
the pack, and after recent events Tobias felt he deserved a bit of
luck and a screw without a lecture attached.

I’m starting to think you’re a sex addict.
Adair’s words from the night
before pummeled its way into the forefront of Tobias’s brain and he
groaned again, for a completely different reason. Fuck Adair and
the horse he rode in on. The massive Cloverleah pack enforcer had
no right to make him feel like a slut, especially when his cock was
wedged firmly in Tobias’s ass at the time. Damn
hypocrite.

Wolf
shifters were a horny bunch, it was a fact of life and while the
whole pack was trying to find the magic guy causing all kinds of
problems; dealing with the council after the Atlanta pack debacle;
and finding the elusive Pelham who was a loose end that needed to
be tied up, Tobias was still left with far too much free time. He
ran patrols without complaint, he did everything he was asked; but
since his best friend Josh hooked up and been bitten by the icy
vampire Vadim, Tobias was finding the nights long and lonely –
playing video games was no fun on his own. Adair was just one of
the men in the pack he’d visited trying to get rid of that feeling of emptiness in his gut,
but apparently his actions were misinterpreted. Josh had laughingly
told him a few days ago that he was earning a reputation as the
pack slut, and damn it all if that casual comment didn’t hurt as
well.

I’m not a slut. There’s nothing wrong with wanting a bit of
company. And in Tobias’s
opinion, if the only way he could imagine he was cared for was to
give up his ass, then hell, he’d do it in a heartbeat. The
alternative was worse. Going to bed without some form of
skin-on-skin contact, where at least one skin wasn’t his own, meant
coping with nightmares. Nightmares Tobias would do anything to
avoid. He shuddered as if the water had suddenly turned icy and
grabbed his cock, pumping it into life, easing the instinctive
slide of his hands with conditioner residue.

Closing his eyes and letting the heat of the
water sear his back, Tobias’s mind flashed back to a couple of
weeks before. One of his favorite fantasies was with him on all
fours; a ruggedly beautiful Fae pounding his ass, while his mouth
was wrapped around the more than generous cock of another. Connor
and Fergus weren’t mates, weren’t even destined for the triad
situation that Jax and his two Fae mates had found themselves in.
But the ease with which they had wrestled control from Tobias, and
the coordination of their sexy efforts had Tobias suspecting that
it wasn’t their first time double teaming someone.

His groan resounded around the bathroom as he
pictured the look on Fergus’s face when the man had grabbed his
hair in both hands, rocking into his mouth, while his friend was
taking no prisoners with his back end. He could smell the lust from
both Fae, sense it in their brutish motions, the catch of their
breath…

“Fuck you smell good enough to eat.”

What the hell? Tobias tensed as arms with biceps
the size of basketballs, one tattooed and the other tanned were
suddenly around Tobias’s chest, one hand unerringly finding his
cock, the other holding him close. “Let me help you with that,” the
mellow voice purred in his ear, and after a moment’s hesitation,
Tobias relaxed. It was what he’d come to the bathroom to find after
all, and even if the man behind him was bigger than him, Tobias was
a wolf with plenty of experience in getting out of tight
situations. He could smell nothing but the scents of bleach and a
faint trace of the shampoo he’d been using, but it didn’t matter.
The hand around his cock was calloused and definitely knew what it
was doing. More importantly it wasn’t his, and while Tobias was
highly conscious of a slab of meat that defied description rubbing
the cleft in his ass, he didn’t sense anything dangerous in the man
and from the man’s grunts, groans and sheer babble as he was rutted
against, the guy wasn’t looking for penetrative sex.

“Fuck, I never thought…oh my Gods it’s…damn,
your body feels so good….” Swell, the guy was a talker. A talker
with a huge body, an impressive cock and what appeared to be a
decent set of abs on him, but Tobias kept his eyes closed and
focused on the hand – the hand that was bringing him closer to
orgasm faster than any set of fingers and palm had a right to. He
rocked into it, the cock riding his crease following his every
move.

Now the guy was grunting again. Meaty grunts
that came from the bottom of a big man’s chest. The rutting against
his ass had increased, the hand manipulating his cock matching the
pace. Tobias couldn’t help himself; he leaned against solid
muscles, his eyes still shut, riding the sensations, ignoring the
cause. The guy that would remain nameless seemed to be turbo
charging his way to orgasm and all Tobias could feel was the grip
on his cock tightening, the grunts in his ear and the flex of the
man’s thighs against his. It was as if the mountain of a man was
trying to get inside of him, and somehow, that unadulterated
passion, the sheer need coming from the man who was holding him,
was banishing the emptiness that Tobias had lived with for so long.
Like a big-assed wave, Tobias rode the sensations, his own pleasure
rising until…

One orgasm,
his; a second orgasm splashed against his back from the guy with
the amazing hand and then…fuck me dead, the guy’s a biter and what a
bite! Tobias bit his lip
to stop his howl escaping. Mother of God he had never come so hard
in his life. Spunk was pulsing from his cock with no end in sight,
and from the warmth he could feel on his back, his companion was
going through a similar feeling. Then, before Tobias had a chance
to enjoy the afterglow, the thick cock, the competent hand and the
big-assed body were gone. Tobias fell back against the tiles,
unable to support his weight, looking around in shock.

“Oh my God…where’s my phone…Kurt…got to ring
Kurt. Fuck it. Must have left it in the truck. I gotta get my
phone.”

Brilliant
hazel eyes, almost golden stared at him in panic. The guy was a
looker – long black hair in disarray, a wide full mouth built for
taking cock, a small goatee surrounded lush lips. The only thing
marring an otherwise perfect face was a bump on the man’s nose –
clearly been broken. Tattoos covered almost one half of the man’s
impressive body – a full sleeve, one half chest, thigh and even
down the man’s leg. Tobias felt a smirk hit his lips.
Oh to have the time
to explore those tattoos.

“Lost something? Somewhere you have to be?
Someone looking for you? This Kurt maybe?” Tobias bit his lip to
stop from laughing. His five-minute fuck buddy was looking more
like a lost soul with every passing minute. With his endorphins
still pinging around his system, Tobias could afford to be
generous. “You probably need to put your pants on if you’re heading
out to your truck for your phone.”

The gorgeous man looked blank for a moment and
then nodded his head. “Pants, right. Clothes on first.” He
struggled with the pile of clothing in front of him, as though he
didn’t know what they were, before pulling out a pair of black
jeans and slipping them over what Tobias observed was a truly
delicious set of buns. Big boots, lace-up steel caps by the look of
them covering massive feet, before a shirt that yep, definitely two
sizes to small was pulled over the man’s head. A wide hand checked
jeans pockets and the look of triumph as the man found his keys was
enough to have Tobias chuckling under his breath.

“Found them.” the man beamed, and it was a truly
lovely smile. Tobias smiled back. “You’ll wait here?” The man
looked so hopeful.

“While you phone Kurt?” Like Tobias was that
stupid. The man was cheating on someone significant, and he was
clearly looking for a quick getaway without coming across as a
complete asshole.

“You go make your call. I’ll be fine,” he added.
He had places to be himself. Josh and Vadim’s wedding for a start.
He had been chancing his luck as it was, disappearing from the pack
house when he was supposed to be getting ready to leave for Vegas.
Tobias turned off the water that was starting to run cold, and
rubbed his torso briskly with a towel. His nameless tattooed
fuck-buddy gave him one last look before he sprinted out the door,
and Tobias gave into the laughter he’d been holding in for the last
five minutes. That man was a tall streak of hunky stupid. Still,
the memory of those tattoos would provide good fodder for his spank
bank.

Getting dressed, he pulled out his cell phone
and tapped number #6. “Ready when you are,” he said when the call
was answered.

“It’s about time you got in touch,” Josh
grumbled on the other end of the phone. “Shawn was about to zap you
regardless of where you were.”

“Well, that would have been awkward some five
minutes ago. But now I’m showered, dressed, and in a good mood, so
he can zap me anytime he likes.” Tobias disconnected the call and
was still grinning when he vanished from the steamed-up bathroom,
his towel left forgotten on the floor.

/~/~/~/~/

“Can’t believe it, here of all places, fuck,
bumfuck nowhere. Where’s my freaking phone?” Luke knew he wasn’t
the brightest spark in the box at the best of times, but as he
wrenched open the door of his truck, for the first time since
meeting Kurt, Luke felt positively rattled. The only thing he could
concentrate on was talking to Kurt. Kurt would know what to do.
Fuck, he hoped he hadn’t messed anything up.

“Phone,
phone, damn thing, where are you?” Luke looked at the mess of
takeout wrappers and boxes that covered the passenger seat and
floor of the truck. If you clean up after yourself then things are easier to
find, little bear. Kurt
was right, of course, the man was never wrong. But that’s not helping me
now, Luke thought in a
panic. In desperation he grabbed an armload of wrappers and trash
and dumped them in a bin conveniently located next to where his
tractor trailer was parked and then looked back at his truck. A bit
less messy, but not much. Growling under his breath, Luke grabbed
another armful of trash, and then another, but when he could
finally see the passenger seat and floor, there was still no sign
of his phone.

“What the fuck?” Luke looked between the truck
and the trash bin. He was conscious of every passing minute. He was
terrified the lovely man would get tired of waiting and leave.
Clambering into his truck he checked the glove compartment, the
well between the seats, under the seats, he even checked to see if
he had stowed it under the sun visor, but nothing. Luke flopped
into his seat, his hands in his hair.

Kurt, babe, please, I need you. They didn’t share a mind link yet, but Luke
scrunched his eyes closed any way, thinking only of his lover and
tried to send out a message. Of course, he realized he probably
looked constipated, but damn, he wished Kurt wasn’t so far away.
They’d been apart for two days, Luke insisting he was more than
capable of driving the rig from Fort Worth through to Wichita and
back, but now he wished with everything he had that he hadn’t left
Kurt behind.

“I’m too sexy for my shirt…” Kurt’s ring tone. Luke could hear the tinny tune,
but it seemed like the sound was coming from outside. Leaping out
of the truck, he glared at the trash can, now filled with his
rubbish, before tipping the thing upside down, flailing his arms
through the boxes and papers. There, on the ground. Thank the
Fates. Luke sank his butt to the ground, tapping madly on the
screen.

“Kurt, oh my god, Kurt….”

“Little bear, is everything okay? I sensed your
distress. Are you hurt? Where are you?”

Luke breathed a sigh of relief, Kurt’s deep
voice making the world seem like a more manageable place again.
“I’m just outside of a tiny town, Cloverleah, I think it’s called.
But Kurt, I found him, at least I think it was him, because I got
hard, and he felt so good, and I just wanted to rub all over his
sexy body, and when he came…”

“Luke. Stop. Focus.”

Focus. Kurt was right. Luke knew he had a
tendency to run on about things.

“I’m sorry,” he said in a small voice.

“I’m not angry, little bear,” and Luke could
tell that he wasn’t. Kurt never got angry with him, even that time
when he thought he could microwave an entire jar full of honey so
it would soften, and forgot that the jar had a metal lid.

“Now start again, from the beginning. You met
someone who made your cock hard?”

Luke took in a deep breath, his cock hardening
again. “Yes.”

“And then what happened?”

“He was in the shower, here at the truck stop.
He was fondling his pretty cock, and his body was slim but muscled
and the water was just streaming down, and my cock was so hard I
thought it would burst out of my pants, so I took them off, because
it hurt, you know. And I don’t think he heard me, but I just had to
grab him, and then…”

“Breathe
little bear.” Yeah, that probably would be a good idea. Luke took in a deep breath and let it
out slowly.

“That’s good, babe, now, I presume you got in
the shower with him.”

“Yes, but I took my clothes off first.” Luke
remembered that Kurt wouldn’t like the idea of him wandering around
wearing wet clothes. He did tend to forget things like that
sometimes, especially if the salmon were running.

“That’s good, so then what happened? You grabbed
him. Did you frighten him?”

“No!” Luke stared at the phone, wishing Kurt
could see his face. He never intentionally frightened anyone,
except that one time, and that was the night Kurt came and saved
him…

“Don’t let your mind wander.” Kurt knew him so
well.

“I didn’t frighten him, he leaned on me, and he
let me play with him, and his cock just fit in my hand, and he
smelled so good, like honey and chocolate all melted together even
with the bleach stink, and I couldn’t help myself, his ass was
right there…”

“He let you have sex with him?”

“I didn’t want to do that without you there. I
just rubbed on him lots, and with the water and the smell, and when
his cock spurted out…”

“I get the picture, little bear and it’s all
right.”

“So he must be our mate, right?” Kurt wasn’t
upset with him, that was the main thing.

“You would’ve gotten sick, and you definitely
wouldn’t get a hard on with anyone else but our mate – I’ve told
you that before. So yes, the man is our mate. Unexpected, but
there’s no other explanation.” Kurt sounded so confident and Luke
sighed and smiled, even though he knew Kurt couldn’t see him. Kurt
knew about so much, and he would make sure everything was okay.

“Where is the man now and what’s his name?”

Oops. “I don’t know what his name is,” Luke
yelled as he leaped up, leaving the rubbish on the ground, and his
truck unlocked. “I left him in the bathroom.” Shit, had he been too
long, was the sexy man still there? Maybe the wolf had got upset
with him. He pounded towards the bathroom and flung open the door,
but of course the room was empty, nothing but a towel tossed on the
floor to indicate the room had even been used.

“He’s gone,” Luke wailed into the phone. He
walked over and picked up the towel, holding it to his nose. “I
have his scent, but nothing else.”

Luke heard the huge sigh over the phone and knew
that Kurt was possibly a little bit mad at him this time. He should
have gotten the man’s name at least.

“It’s okay,” Kurt said at last. “I want you to
find a motel and stay there until I arrive. We’ll just have to hope
that he wasn’t another truck driver, but if the town is as small as
you say, it shouldn’t be that hard to track down one human.”

“He’s not
human, he’s a wolf.” Did that make things better, or worse?
Luke held his
breath.

“A wolf?” Kurt sounded intrigued. “That should
make things even easier, there’s a probably a pack in the area. But
Luke, I don’t want you trying to find him on your own. If he has a
pack it might not be safe. I’ll be there tonight and we’ll find him
together.”

“Okay.” Luke wasn’t sure he wanted to wait, but
if Kurt said he should, then he probably should.

“At least you haven’t claimed him,” Kurt
continued, “because that would make things a bit more stressful.
Wolves get sick if they’re claimed and then left.”

Shit. Should he, shouldn’t he? Damn, he had to.
He couldn’t lie to his mate. “Er, Kurt, babe, I kinda, mighta,
possibly, probably…”

“Spit it out.”

“I bit him.”

Dead silence. Luke looked at his screen, the
call was still connected but Kurt wasn’t saying anything.

“Kurt?”

“Did you break the skin, and swallow any of his
blood?” What was going on with Kurt’s voice? He sounded…distant and
even Luke could tell it had nothing to do with Kurt being in Fort
Worth.

“Yes. That’s how I knew he was a wolf shifter.”
Luke really didn’t like the silence that followed and he said
quickly, “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to, I know I should have
talked to your first, it’s just he felt so good, and my bear came
out, and I know that I shouldn’t have done…”

“Enough.” Kurt didn’t need to yell to get his
point across. Luke shut up. Now he felt like shit and it was only
partially due to the missing wolf.

Another long silence and then another deep sigh.
“I know you didn’t mean to do anything wrong, little bear, but this
situation has just gotten serious. If we don’t do something, then
our new mate could be dead before we find him. Now find a motel,
text me the room number and I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

“Okay.”

Luke stood
in the empty bathroom, holding the damp towel, the only thing left
in the room that smelled of his mate. Kurt had disconnected the
call, not even saying goodbye, or saying any of those sweet things
that Luke lived to hear every day. He must be really upset with me.
Luke’s bear grumbled in his
head, as keen as Luke was to find the lovely smelling wolf. But
Luke figured that if he didn’t do as Kurt said, then his mate would
have a fit. Kurt always worried about Luke’s safety.
But…

“Hey you!” The door to the bathroom opened and a
short stocky man poked his head in. “Are you the one who left that
trash in the parking lot? Move your ass and get that mess cleaned
up, we run a clean establishment.”

Fuck. Luke shuffled towards the door, ignoring
the man’s glare. There was a big part of him that wished he hadn’t
gone on this wretched trip, or met a sexy wolf and made his Kurt
angry at him. But then he sniffed the towel again, and couldn’t
help but smile. That sexy wolf was so worth it, and when he and
Kurt found him again, Kurt would see that for himself.



Chapter Two

In Vegas

The bachelor party was in full swing and the
menfolk from Cloverleah seemed to be having a good time, although
as he surveyed the posh décor of the Bellagio Hotel’s banquet hall
from his position at the bar, Tobias was feeling decidedly flat. It
didn’t help that he was the odd man out, so to speak, with all of
the other men in the inner circle already mated, but as Tobias
ignored yet another intense eye fuck from one of Vadim’s vampire
friends, he was starting to think his single status wasn’t the
problem. The problem was…shit; he didn’t know why he was feeling so
out of sorts, he just knew he had definitely lost his mojo.

“Max seems to be more than willing to fill your
bed tonight,” Josh said with a laugh as he settled on a stool
beside him. Tobias smiled at his friend, but shook his head,
noticing the look of shock on Josh’s face. Josh was simply too
nice, that was the only word for it. Tall, blond-haired,
well-muscled, he was built like so many other wolf shifters. But it
was the innate goodness in Josh that allowed the two men to
progress from fuck buddies in the same pack, to friends.

“You’re the one who likes fangs in their
privates, not me,” he said with a wink, pleased when Josh blushed.
Truth be told the vampire under consideration was tall, dark-haired
and freakily good looking, but for some reason Tobias couldn’t
summon the energy to accept what was being offered.

“There’s a couple of cute waiters here too,”
Josh said, taking the teasing in good grace. The smug smile Josh
wore made Tobias wonder what fangs in his dick or any part of him
for that matter might feel like, but a dig in his ribs reminded him
of Josh’s focus. Apparently ensuring he got laid, not that Tobias
usually needed any help.

Unfortunately, he was in a sticky situation
where he wasn’t sure what to say. Josh was right, there were at
least five waiters that Tobias would have normally pursued – them
being human wasn’t a reason to turn down a quick hookup. Then there
was Max, the apparently hungry vampire, as well as a couple of
other men from the Atlanta coven. Face it, as far as bachelor
parties went, Tobias had a smorgasbord of men to choose from, all
outside of his own pack.

“It’s my job
as best man to keep an eye on you,” he said at last. “You know,
stop you from ending up being chained naked to a pole somewhere,
make sure you get to your own bed alone, wake you
up, get you dressed and to the ceremony. All the important stuff a
best man is required to do.”

“Aww, you
care about me.” Josh laughed and leaned his head on Tobias’s arm.
Tobias laughed with him, but his blond friend hit the nail on the
head harder than he realized. Tobias did care about Josh, not
in that way, but he
was definitely someone Tobias could always count on. He punched
Josh’s arm in response and Josh sat up.

“I agree it would be nice if you’d do all that
stuff for me,” Josh continued. “But your hookups last what, ten,
fifteen minutes tops? There’s plenty of time to have a bit of fun,
and still do your duties with me later.”

“Aww, now I’m the one who’s hurt,” Tobias
teased. He actually was, but he wasn’t going to talk to Josh about
the real reason. “You know I last a lot longer than fifteen
minutes.”

Josh’s face turned serious, his blue eyes
flashing in the lights of the bar they were leaning against. “Has
something happened? You know, since yesterday. You seemed pretty
bummed when you got back from the enforcers house last night, and
then you disappeared this morning. Kane was wondering where you
were, and Adair was looking for you first thing.”

“I had some things to do,” Tobias said quickly.
“I wasn’t on roster this morning, so I don’t know why anyone was
worried. I made arrangements with Shawn to zap me when you guys
were ready to head out. I just needed some down time.”

Josh looked
like he was going to say something else, but then Vadim appeared by
his side. Vadim was an ancient vampire but no one would ever know
it unless they spent a lot of time staring into the man’s black
eyes, which wasn’t easy to do. Vadim was tall, well-built, had skin
so pale it was as though he never saw the sun, and a beautiful
expressionless face that rarely changed – unless he was looking at
Josh. Like now. Vadim was looking at Josh with such warmth Tobias
suppressed a shiver. What would it be like to be the focus of such
intensity?

“Ready for the strippers?” Vadim asked. Tobias
coughed to hide his laugh. He never expected an expression like
that coming from the vampire’s mouth.

“You got me strippers? Please tell me they’re
male.” Tobias quirked his lips at the sight of Josh’s disappearing
eyebrows.

“They’re a bachelor party tradition, so I’ve
been told.” Vadim shrugged. “I managed to book the Thunder from
Down Under. I hear they put on a good show and can be
hilarious.”

“They do know they’re putting on a show for
guys, right?” Tobias was pretty sure that the sexy men only
performed for women, at least from what he’d seen on YouTube.

“They’re Australians, and apparently laid back
about the whole thing. It’s not as though they get naked; they’re
completely comfortable with anyone in the gay community although
they all profess to be straight. I figured the straight aspect
would be good seeing as so many of us are mated. It’ll be a fun
show, a bit of skin – enough to stir anyone’s juices without doing
any harm.”

Tobias had to admit that the harsh but beautiful
looking vampire had clearly done his homework. It was time to get
his head in the game and do his best man duties. He grabbed Josh’s
arm, and after a moment’s hesitation Vadim’s. “We’d better secure
you two some seats in the front row then. After all, this is your
bachelor party and as your best man, Josh, I would hate to see you
missing out on the chance to ogle all that glistening flesh on your
last night of freedom.”

“Spoken like a true human,” Vadim cursed,
allowing himself to be dragged along, more likely for Josh’s
benefit than his, but Tobias was grateful. Who knows, maybe he
needed to do some ogling of his own – might help get his mojo back.
Then he just might seek Max out and take him up on his offer. He’d
never been with a vampire and he could use his duties with Josh as
an excuse to make his escape if the delicious-looking man got too
intense.

/~/~/~/~/

Tobias tiptoed into the room he was sharing with
Josh. Vadim wasn’t impressed with the room allocation, but Josh
reminded him that a mated couple could never stray and if Vadim
could go the distance and have strippers at the bachelor party,
then Josh was going to spend the night with his best friend,
following yet another tradition of the couple spending the night
before a wedding apart. Of course, the strippers had Josh writhing
in Vadim’s lap, which had led to them disappearing for a while, but
Tobias was sure that his friend would be sound asleep by now. Sure
enough, he could make out the lump under the covers on Josh’s bed.
He kept his movements quiet, not keen to have any discussion at
all, with anyone.

Slipping into the bathroom, Tobias turned on the
light, and then the shower, stripping his clothes in record time,
before getting under the water. The heat did nothing to soothe his
anxiety.

What the fuck happened to me tonight?
Shouting at Max like that, getting all pissy when he tried to touch
me? What. The. Fuck?

Tobias looked at his cock, so innocently soft
and totally unaware that it was causing so much misery. Tobias
never had a problem getting a hard on. Never! He loved being
touched – caresses or manhandling, he didn’t care. Any touch with
sexual intent was enough to get him hard and raring to go – until
tonight.

Gods, how embarrassing and that was without
the freak out.

And it was. Tobias watched the strippers. There
was one guy in the show who looked a lot like that tattooed man
from the truck stop. Just thinking about that had him twitching in
his suit pants and armed with a cock that wouldn’t quit, Tobias had
eagerly sought out Max after the show. The vamp was willing, and
perfectly able, but the moment the man had put his hand on Tobias’
bulge…

I’m not going to think about it. Maybe it
was because of this travel thing Shawn does; maybe…just don’t think
about it.

Forcing his mind to go blank, Tobias reached for
the shower gel and soaped his body. He thought about washing his
hair, but he wasn’t keen on going to bed with it wet. He ran his
hand over his cock and balls, giving them nothing but the most
perfunctory of attentions. He wasn’t going to think about what it
might mean to him if his equipment never…

NO!

Angry with himself, his life, his – fuck
everything, Tobias turned off the shower, and grabbed a towel. He
ran it briskly over his face, and then further down his body,
squeezing out the ends of his hair where they’d picked up some
water.

Damn it, now I’ll have bed hair in the morning,
Tobias cursed as he walked to
the large mirror sitting above the counter. Despite having a hot
shower, the mirror was clear. Must be one of those fancy ones that…what the
fuck?

Tobias stared at his reflection. He watched his
hand in his reflected-self reach up, and touch a mark he’d never
seen before. There, on the join between neck and shoulder…it was a
set of fucking teeth marks. Not scabbed over, not anything like
that. No. The mark was fully healed leaving the pale white scar
that only ever remains on a shifter…

“If bitten by a mate,” Tobias whispered. “It’s
not possible, it can’t be. I’m mated?”

“Tobias? Are you okay? You’ve been in here…” Two
loud bangs on the door and then Josh’s head popped around the
bathroom door. Tobias quickly covered his mark, but either his
actions weren’t quick enough, or they looked suspicious. Josh
pushed open the door further and came to stand next to him.

“Whatcha
doing?” Josh had a huge smirk on his face and Tobias knew what he
was thinking. Boy, is he wrong.

“Nothing, just getting ready for bed. We’ve got
a big wedding to go to tomorrow.”

Josh’s grin got wider and he caught Tobias’ eyes
in their reflections. “Now, now, no deflection. Did someone get a
bit close to Max’s fangs this evening?”

“If they did, it wasn’t me.” There was no way
the marks on his neck would have come from a vampire. Which must
mean that tattooed man he tangled with at the truck stop…

“A human left hickeys on your neck?”

“No.” Tobias turned and faced his friend, his
hand still covering the mark protectively. “Look, something
happened earlier, before we left Cloverleah. I don’t want you
making a fuss, or telling anyone. Promise me.”

The smile fell off of Josh’s face in an instant.
“You have my word. What’s happened, are you okay?”

“I’m fine, but a hookup this morning left me
with a few side effects.” Tobias lifted the hand cradling his
mating mark and he knew the instant his friend saw the mark; a
split second later Josh realized its implication.

“Oh my God!” What was wrong with Josh, was he
channeling a teenage girl or something? “I’m so freaking happy for
you. You found your mate.”

Tobias didn’t want to poke holes in Josh’s
enthusiasm, but the man squeezed him so hard he couldn’t breathe,
and the jumping up and down was making him dizzy. “I wasn’t aware
he was my mate at the time and my mate has someone else,” he said
as soon as he was able to take a full breath. “As soon as he’d come
all over my back, he disappeared to phone some guy called Kurt.”
The more he thought about it, the more his heart ached like a
son-of-a-bitch. No wonder he was feeling like someone kicked him in
the gonads.

“Well, didn’t you hang around to see if he would
come back? How come you didn’t know he was your mate? Is he a wolf?
What type of shifter is he? That’s a freaking big bite.”

Letting out a huge sigh, Tobias tugged on Josh’s
hand. “This is not a conversation I want to have in the bathroom.
You’re supposed to be getting your beauty sleep, and I’m pooped.
Let’s get into bed.”

Josh seemed happy enough to be led into the
bedroom. Tobias found sleep pants, glad he had thought to pack a
pair, and climbed into his bed, while Josh got comfortable in his.
The glow from the small bedside lamp Josh had switched on showed
him that his friend wasn’t going to get any rest until he spilled
the beans.

“You know how you joked the other day about me
earning a reputation as the pack slut,” he started slowly.

“I was only teasing,” Josh said quickly.

“I know, but it hurt. And then last night,”
fuck, was it only last night? “Yeah well, I was with Adair; we’ve
hooked up more than once. I didn’t see any harm in it. He was
always willing, and he’s a bit of a stud muffin if you look at him
in the right light.”

“I’ve never
noticed.” No, well you wouldn’t now you have Vadim.

“Anyhow, he’s balls deep you know, and I think
we’re both having a good time, and then he has the nerve to say
that he thinks I’m a sex addict.”

“While you were?” Josh gave the classic symbol
for fucking.

Tobias nodded. “Yep, as I said balls deep, and
still talking. Must be losing my touch. Needless to say I got out
of there pretty damned quick.”

“You let him finish first?” Josh looked like he
was trying not to laugh, and Tobias felt warm inside, knowing his
friend was on his side.

“Nope. Left the asshole hanging. If he has to
blab during sex, then he can at least have the smarts to censor the
crap coming out of his mouth.”

“But Adair didn’t bite you, did he? Oh my God,
you two aren’t mates, are you?”

“Of course not, he’s hoping for some little
twink. He just fucked me because I offered.” Tobias leaned back
against his pillows and stared at the ceiling. “It got me thinking,
you know? After I left his room, and went to mine. I couldn’t
sleep, and I thought…” Tobias trailed off, not sure if he should
continue. But with no family and few friends, Josh was one of the
few people he trusted one hundred percent.

“I don’t like being thought of as a slut and I’m
definitely not a freaking addict. I’m the way I am, because, well,
you know why. So I thought I’d try and keep my hookups away from
the pack from now on. I’m not worried about how the others view my
sexuality; but if I’m ridiculed for it then I’m not going to get
any respect in a fight.”

“I get it, I do,” Josh said, his voice low. “But
this pack isn’t like Damien’s. The guys all think the world of you;
otherwise you wouldn’t be in the inner circle.”

“We don’t have an outer circle as such,” Tobias
pointed out. “There’s us, mates, and then the enforcers. That’s
it.”

“You know what I mean; your opinion is as
important as any one of us. Besides, that doesn’t explain how you
got mated or why you’ve come to my wedding on your own.”

“I told you, well part of it anyway. I was at
the truck stop outside of town. Troy told me that’s where he used
to go for hookups before he met Anton. I was there this morning;
thought I’d blow off a bit of steam before coming here and then
maybe I wouldn’t make an ass of myself hooking up at your
wedding.”

“But didn’t I see you go off with Max
earlier?”

Tobias shook his head. “That’s a whole different
story, although at least I know what went wrong with Max now.”
Tobias went onto explain the shower scene, how lost the man looked
and how adamant the tattooed hunk was that he had to phone this
mysterious Kurt.

“He did ask you to wait for him,” Josh observed
quietly.

“Yeah, but come on. I didn’t know he was my
mate. My wolf went into hiding because of that overwhelming stench
of bleach. I thought he was just a bashful hookup who needed to
work on his exit lines. Besides he clearly has someone else in his
life, and you needed me to come to Vegas.”

“You’ll get sick,” Josh warned.

Tobias wasn’t so sure, but he wasn’t about to
have a long drawn out discussion about that. “You need your sleep
princess, and remember your promise. I don’t want anyone knowing
about this.”

“I’m not sure how long you think you’re going to
be able to hide it. The guy’s a shifter; that much is certain.
Sooner or later he’s going to come after you. With the diversity of
mates in this pack, it’ll be interesting to see who you’ve ended up
with. Wouldn’t it be funny if you ended up with a rhinoceros?” Josh
said, turning on his side and getting comfortable.

Tobias closed his eyes, but sleep wouldn’t come.
He didn’t think anything about the situation was funny. He thought
about the guy in the bathroom – his gorgeous tattooed hunk.
Whatever the man was, he had an impressive set of teeth on him, but
why, after biting him, why was the lovely man in such a hurry to
leave? Sure, the stink in the bathroom dulled Tobias’ senses, but
this guy had bitten him. Why did he run off? Who was this fucking
Kurt, and why was calling him more important than introducing
himself or hanging around long enough to exchange phone
numbers?

Closing his eyes, his mind full of questions,
Tobias had a horrible feeling the darkness wasn’t going to give him
any answers. He was right.



Chapter Three

Earlier that evening in a motel

in Cloverleah

“The Cloverleah pack is a blood thirsty bunch
that kills bears among other things.”

Luke stared at his mate in horror. Kurt had
arrived just half an hour before, his mood not improved by the long
drive. He barely gave Luke a hug before sitting at the tiny dining
table in the motel room, and pulling out a sheaf of papers. Luke
normally would have laughed about how funny his mate looked, all
six foot seven of him, trying to cram his legs under the rickety
table, but he wisely kept his humor to himself. Instead he’d sat
silently as Kurt had pulled out picture, after picture, after
picture, of the members of the local wolf pack. Luke had been able
to recognize their new mate from one of the last photos and he
looked down, running his finger along the face portrayed. Tobias.
Their new mate’s name was Tobias Reynolds.

“It’s all here in the council records. They
killed three bear shifters on pack land. Three of them in the last
six months! That’s without vampires and more than half of a pack
from Atlanta.”

“Maybe the bears were attacking them. Maybe the
wolves didn’t want them on pack land. Aren’t they supposed to be
all about protecting territory and stuff?” Luke said, trying not to
let his mind go off tangent. Tobias was so pretty – he had such a
lean face, and his cheek bones stood out. His top lip was thinner
than his bottom, but they were perfectly shaped. The wolf had a
spot of facial hair, but that sort of thing wouldn’t bother a bear
shifter. Emerald green eyes stared out of the photo – they were
beautiful and yet so sad. Luke wanted nothing more than to find his
little wolf and hold him until his eyes smiled again.

“There’s nothing about that on this record,”
Kurt said, his voice still gruff. “But you could be right. This
Tobias is going to be a problem though, he’s a pack wolf. He was
born in a pack, has moved a couple of times, but always in packs.
He’s not going to want to move to Fort Worth to be with us, little
bear.”

He called me little bear. Luke was so thrilled to hear his nickname being
used, he almost overlooked what his larger mate said. But then the
words registered, and he felt his eyes fill up with
tears.

“But I love our den, Hom. Why wouldn’t he like
it? We set it up just for him. It’s got our big bed that you had
made with three people in mind, and those lovely pillows. I just
finished painting the bathroom, and putting up all those tiles.
What about our honey cellar and the smokehouse for the fish?”

Kurt was looking at him and Luke was sure that
the man felt sorry for him. He was rubbing his scar, the one across
his left eye, which showed that he was stressed. Setting the
picture down carefully, Luke got up and went to stand behind Kurt’s
chair, his fingers finding the tight knots his man’s broad
shoulders automatically. Kurt loved a good rub. Gods, he was so
tense and not in a good way.

“Luke, baby, you have to understand. We set up
our den because we thought our mate was going to be human. That’s
how this was supposed to work. Two bears and a human.”

“I know. We work and bring home the salmon, the
human stays home and tends our den and has the babies.” Luke had
heard the story a million times.

“That’s right, we were supposed to be mating
with a female human,” Kurt reminded him. “That pretty nursery of
yours isn’t likely to get used either, now you’ve claimed a male
wolf. There’s no turning back from a claiming bite. There’ll never
be a female in our future no matter what happens now.”

“I’m sorry.
It wasn’t my fault, Hom. He smelled so good, and looked like a porn
star under that shower. My bear wanted him and I couldn’t stop
him.” Luke dropped his fingers and slunk to the only couch in the
room. As motels went this one was functional, but Luke missed his
pillows, and his kitchen, and the nursery. He had put so much
effort into the bright princess room; even though Kurt had warned
him that he shouldn’t have done anything until they’d found their
third mate, and made sure the woman wanted children with them.
Maybe waited until the woman was pregnant and it was confirmed they
were actually having a girl. But Luke loved the pretty pink colors,
and the princess bling, and Kurt let him deck out the entire
room. A room
that would never be occupied, Luke thought with a pang.

Kurt came and knelt in front of him, and Luke
leaned into the warm fingers that moved down his face. “Little
bear, you’ve bitten the man. We have to see him, make sure he’s
okay. I don’t know why you got an erection for this guy. I thought
for sure our third would be female. You know how mama was looking
forward to cubs.”

Luke sighed. Kurt’s mama was a force of nature
and although she had never been mean to Luke, she made it plain
that cubs were in their future. Then a horrible thought crossed his
mind and he leaped up, almost tripping over Kurt in his rush to get
to a mirror.

“Little bear, what’s the matter?”

Jerking aside the neck of his shirt, Luke let
out a long sigh. It was still there, the mating mark that Kurt gave
him three years ago. He leaned on the faux wood dresser, his heart
pounding madly. He would die without his Kurt; he just knew it.

“Luke.” Kurt’s voice had that firm calming tone
to it that always settled Luke’s nerves. He turned to find the big
bear behind him and snuggled into Kurt’s chest.

“I thought, maybe, with what happened with
Tobias, that maybe we weren’t mates anymore.” Somehow, whispering
his fear made it seem even more real and he snuggled deep, looking
for reassurance.

“Oh, my little bear.” This time Kurt’s voice
held the warmth that Luke knew was only shared with him. “We will
always be mates, always. I knew from the moment I scented you in
that grimy bar that you were meant for me.”

“But you wanted our third to be a female. That’s
what your mama wanted, it’s what we always talked about, it’s what
happens to bears and now, now….”

“Shush,” Kurt said quietly, and Luke felt a big
hand running down his hair. “Face it, neither one of us were that
enthusiastic about introducing a woman to our den, especially a
human one. And clearly it’s not the only way that bears can live;
otherwise you wouldn’t have claimed this wolf.”

“Tobias,” Luke said into Kurt’s chest. He didn’t
like the way Kurt didn’t seem to want to use their wolf’s name.

“Tobias,” Kurt agreed. “Just because we were
raised to believe that we would have a woman as a third, doesn’t
mean that is what
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