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 Prologue

Yes, it’s finally happening. Vassago watched the events unfold through Jake
Poindexter’s eyes. The stupid human, who’d managed to summon and
trap him, hadn’t known the true extent of his powers, which was one
small mercy, at least for the pack Jake was trying to meddle with.
Vassago sat stuck in the pathetic body, as the boy tried to talk
his way, then buy his way into secrets that didn’t exist. Vassago
could’ve told Jake months ago that shifters were born, not made.
But no. Jake hadn’t given him a chance to even have a conversation.
One minute, Vassago was having a drink in a gay bar, sussing out a
possible fuck for the evening, the next he was face to face with
his potestatem, and
immediately ordered into Jake’s body. Jake wanted to become a
shifter, and he’d hacked and sliced his way through a dozen poor
souls before searching out the Cloverleah Pack.

Where he’d met his match, Vassago thought grimly. Being mind-wiped by a
vampire wasn’t a pleasant experience, but the moment the tall,
blond vampire started his chant, Vassago started testing the bonds
Jake held him by. As the memories were wiped one by one, Vassago
could feel his own magic returning, and before the vampire even
finished, he called on the smoke that allowed him to move freely
and forced his way past the gag someone magicked into Jake’s
mouth. Fuck,
it felt so good to be free.

Vassago’s
first instinct was to disappear, after all, he did have things to
do, like find his stone and a long-needed fuck in that order. But
the sweet vampire had ordered a salt circle and Vassago couldn’t
resist the urge to tease. Fancy being mistaken for a demon. He allowed the smoke of his essence to
morph into a huge cloud luxuriating in the stretch of his soul. It
was marvelous. All eyes on him. Nicer still. But he couldn’t talk
in essence form. Time to remember his physical self.

Oh, that feels a bit weird. Vassago hadn’t stood on his own two feet for a
good six months, and he relished the feeling of the hard ground
under his feet, even if it was concrete and he preferred grass. He
looked up to see a good dozen eyes staring at him, not a smile
among them. Two Fae, interesting. One, two, three…no make that four
wolf shifters. Hmm, no, five wolf shifters, but one of them was
half-Fae, but drat it, no, make that four. The big one standing in
front of him had a hint of a scent about him, and yet he wasn’t a
wolf, he was pure bear, but the smell…could it be? Vassago knew
he’d have to investigate that possibility before he
left.

Putting on his most seductive voice, Vassago
said politely, “I must thank you good gentlemen for setting me
free.”

“Don’t try using your tricks on us.”

Vassago wanted to laugh, but he didn’t think it
was appropriate. Oh look, the vampire had morphed into
interrogation mode. “Who are you, and what are you doing possessing
the human’s body? You know it’s against all paranormal laws.”

This time Vassago snorted. As if he’d done
something like that deliberately and in a man as pathetic as Jake;
although he wasn’t impressed that the vampire thought he was trying
to use his voice as a charm. Well…maybe he was, but it wasn’t as
though he could help it. “You can’t blame a man for trying,” he
said, trying to tone things down a bit, but nature is as nature
does. “But fine, I’ll stop. And for your information I did not
possess that…that…that thing you have hanging here. I was summoned
and enslaved.”

“You’re a
demon?” One of the wolves asked. He had a look of authority about
him and Vassago wondered if he was the Alpha, although the big
shifter/Fae mix and the Native American mountain in front of him
were both bigger. He laughed, until that wretched vampire growled
at him again. Old guys. What can you do?

“He’s no
demon, he’s a djinn. Now cut
it out.”

Oh, the vampire was getting testy, although that
could be his normal disposition. Vassago didn’t have a lot to do
with the fanged kind. They usually ran around thinking their shit
didn’t stink. Vassago laughed again, simply because that seemed to
make the vampire angrier.

“You’re so right, ancient one,” Vassago said,
with a strong emphasis on the word ancient. He had to get his jabs
in somewhere. “A poor djinn, summoned by this human idiot, enslaved
in that pitiful body and forced to provide mediocre magic for
someone who clearly doesn’t know how to use it.”

“You’re responsible for all of the shit Jake put
us through?” Hmm, seemed the Alpha owned a temper too, but Vassago
had been there when Jake conducted his stupid experiments, so he
could understand where the anger was coming from.

“Not responsible, no,” Vassago turned to the
vampire, knowing anything he said wouldn’t be believed. “Tell him
ancient one; explain how once summoned and enslaved a djinn can’t
do anything except what they’re ordered to do.”

“He’s right.
I take it Jake has your potestatem, your life stone.”

Hmm, his first impressions about the vampire
were right. He’d have to be a very old being to know the Latin name
for the object he couldn’t live without. Vassago crossed his arms
over his chest.

“He has,” he replied. “Although goodness knows
how he got hold of it. I never leave it in the human realm, which
means another djinn stole it and dropped it on this realm. While
I’m totally appreciative of you freeing me, thanks to your
mind-wipe and his brain now nothing more than a pile of slush,
there’s no way of knowing where it is. I’m going to have to track
it down before another human decides to trap me in their body and
not in a nice way.”

“You’re assuming I’m going to let you go.”

Like the
Alpha could stop him and Vassago could tell by the stern look the
vampire gave him, before dragging the Alpha out of room, the
vampire was going to be telling secrets about him. No matter. He
eyed the Native American shifter who stood in front of him. Immune
to magic; this was such a fascinating pack. But it was this mountain of a man Vassago wanted
to talk to.

“You have a hint of home in your scent, my
bear,” he said with a sexy grin.

“I’m not your bear, I already have two mates and
I’m not looking for more,” the bear said firmly. Vassago took
another discreet sniff.

“Two mates; what a lucky man,” Vassago was
almost jealous, although he was more a one-on-one type himself.
“And yes, now you’ve told me, I can scent them on you, too. But
someone else has touched you today, perhaps within the last
hour?”

Vassago gave the bear his due, he was actually
thinking about it. “Our head enforcer, Adair. He put a hand on my
arm before I came in here, but I’m surprised you can smell him from
that small amount of contact.”

“You’d be surprised what I can do,” Vassago said
with a grin while his brain was working fast. “Adair, Adair the
Enforcer. What a delicious sounding name, hmm. I bet he looks as
good as he smells.” He closed his eyes, thinking of all of the pack
members Jake’d been in contact with. One of them could’ve been
Adair, but Vassago wouldn’t have known about it.

As a
summoned being Jake could push him to the back of his mind any time
he liked, and as the little shit was always keen to be the center
of attention, there were a lot of instances where Vassago wasn’t
privy to what was going on around him or Jake as the case may be.
Damn. Not that Jake’s nose would have smelled this wonderful Adair
anyway, but Vassago was still a little miffed that he might have
lost the opportunity to meet his mate. He could…but then Vassago
remembered how he’d been summoned in the first place, and that
needed sorting first. He caught the bear’s eyes and said firmly, “I
have to find my potestatem. It’s
too dangerous for me to have my life force fall into the hands of
some other person with evil on his mind, and there’s no way I can
pursue a mating with that hanging over me. But please let this
Adair know Vassago will be seeking him out real soon. He and I have
some business to discuss.”

Vassago didn’t bother to wait and see if the
bear had anything else to say. He allowed his body to dissolve into
smoke, the particles getting smaller and smaller until he
disappeared from sight. He’d search the cave first, and then he’d
head back to Atlanta where Jake was living when he’d summoned him.
There were a huge number of places Jake could have hidden his
stone.

It was tempting to hang around, see Adair for
himself, but Vassago knew if he did he’d be trapped. The enforcer
of a pack was going to be wolf, and he wouldn’t take kindly to
being left once claimed. At least once he was claimed, Vassago
couldn’t be summoned by anyone else. His potestatem would be
broken, and the part of his soul that it housed would be lodged in
the body of his mate forever. It was with that thought in mind,
Vassago sped away. He had a lot to do.



Chapter One

“I really don’t want to go.” Adair was putting
his best growl into his voice, but of course he was talking to
Marius, his brother, who was totally immune.

“I know you have a mate,” Marius said. “I know
you seem to think that you’d be disloyal to him if you so much as
looked at another guy’s ass, but honestly? It’s been three months.
I’m not saying he’s not coming back, but you’ve been living like a
monk since you heard of his existence. This is just a few drinks
and a dance or two.”

“So what if I have been keeping to myself
lately. We’ve all been busy with the threat the pack is under.”
Adair wanted to yank the braids from his brother’s head. “There’s
been a lot to do here. We’re paid to guard this pack. I don’t have
time….”

“You fucking do.” Great. Now his other brother
Teilo had gotten in to the act. Adair should’ve known something was
up when Kane, the Alpha, called him into his office and ordered him
to take a few days off. So what if he’d been working seven days a
week since he’d learned of his djinn’s existence. He wasn’t hurting
anybody.

“You’re getting tired, you’re barely eating and
you’re ten times grumpier than usual,” Marius took up where Teilo
left off. It was a common tactic. “It’s fine you know you’ve got a
mate who’ll come back one day, but your wolf hasn’t scented him, so
there’s no reason you can’t find pleasure with someone else while
you’re waiting. At least come out, meet a few new people, have a
dance or three. It won’t hurt.”

Adair couldn’t work that out, the scenting side
of things that Marius was going on about. He should’ve been able to
find some trace of the man he’d claimed in mind, if not body. But
he’d scoured the cell Jake fucking Poindexter had been sitting in,
and could smell nothing more than the stench of the mad man. It was
as though the djinn who’d given his name as Vassago hadn’t even
existed. All that Adair had was a physical description and while
that could fuel his fantasies when he lay in bed alone at night, it
wasn’t a patch on having someone warm to hold onto.

This made what his brothers were saying all the
more true and frustrating. Adair thought his heart had been
captured by one of the inner circle wolves, Tobias. They’d slept
together more than once, and Adair thoroughly enjoyed spending time
with the young wolf. Things were fine until he’d opened his big
mouth one day, more out of concern and a spot of jealousy than
anything else. But his words sent Tobias looking for pleasure
elsewhere, and he’d found his mates in the process.

The more Adair watched Tobias with his two new
mates, the more he longed for that sort of connection. He couldn’t
lust after Tobias any more. That’d be wrong on so many levels. But
damn if his heart didn’t want someone to call his own. And
apparently he had someone. At least that’s what he’d been told. But
eighty-seven days later, with no sign of his djinn anywhere in
Cloverleah, his loneliness and the frustration grew with every
passing minute.

“I’ll go to Claudes with you,” Adair said
gruffly, admitting defeat. “But,” he added as Marius and Teilo
high-fived each other. “I’m not looking for a fuck buddy and I’m
not getting my dick taken care of by anyone else. I know you guys
don’t understand, but I know I have a mate, and I’m not going to
lead someone on who I don’t have a future with. That’s not
fair.”

“Bro,” Marius said, placing a hand on his
shoulder. “It’s okay to have a fuck buddy now and then. You don’t
have to fall in love with everyone you stick your dick into.”

“It’s mighty hard not to when that’s all you’ve
been looking for your whole life,” Adair said, shaking off Marius’s
hand. “I’m going to grab a shower and get dressed. I’ll meet you in
thirty.” He stalked off towards his suite of rooms, well aware he’d
said too much. Adair was closer to his brothers than any other
beings in existence, but even they couldn’t know the emptiness he
held in his heart and how he longed for someone to fill it.

/~/~/~/~/

Claude’s was crowded. Adair knew it would be. As
one of only two shifter-owned clubs in the country, Claude’s was
not only the home of the Tulsa pack, but on any given evening
hosted other shifters and humans alike, at least in the dance club
area. There was a BDSM side of the club that Adair couldn’t be
bothered with, which was shifter only. But Adair was more of a
dancer than a flogger type of guy and he didn’t have a problem
mingling with humans.

“You score us a table, and I’ll get us some
drinks,” Marius yelled over the loud music. Adair wasn’t sure
finding a clear table would be possible, but he pushed his way
through the crowds, unsure how he felt about the number of admiring
glances he caught and stray hands he felt on his ass. It was nice
to be appreciated, but Adair couldn’t shake the feeling he was
doing something wrong. He spotted a group leaving their table,
clearly on their way out; he snagged it, giving the waiter who came
to clear the table a big smile.

A wolf. Not unusual at Claude’s, but Adair
regretted his automatic smile when the young man leaned over,
tucking a napkin in his shirt pocket. “I get off in two hours,” he
said with a wink and a swish of his hips as he walked away.
Brilliant. The last thing he wanted was to have some baby wolf
panting after him. Adair was comfortable with his strength, alpha
power and the way he looked. Unfortunately, many young things saw
those same elements and thought “life-long protection.” He scowled
when he caught the young man looking at him again and the young
wolf’s eyes widened. Fucking A. Those wolves were worse; the ones
that got off on alpha power and the hint of danger they
represented. Adair hurriedly looked away.

“You’ll catch more flies with honey,” Marius
said, sliding into the seat beside him. Teilo plopped down on the
other side, and they both put drinks on the table. Adair preferred
beer but he picked up a glass of amber liquid and swallowed half of
it. Scotch. Good scotch. He could suffer through a few glasses.

“So, you see anything you like?” Teilo nudged
Adair with his elbow almost causing him to drop his drink.

“No,” Adair said shortly, “And if this is just
an effort by you guys to fix me up and get me laid, you can forget
it.”

“No one’s trying to lead your faithful dick
astray,” Marius said with a laugh. “Come on, get that drink down
you and let’s strut our stuff on the dance floor. Show these
youngsters how it’s done.”

Adair was tempted to just go home; but the music
was loud, with a low beat that called to his itchy feet. No matter
what he might say, his cock was already half-hard, the smell of
lust in the air intoxicating. Adair had been denying himself, and
that wasn’t a common thing for a wolf shifter, especially an alpha.
He was worried that if the issue in his pants got much worse, he
just might do something stupid like drag off some willing little
twink who’d be prepared to suck his dick. The problem was that
while Adair knew his dick would be forever thankful, he wouldn’t be
able to live with the guilt.

Marius thumped him on the arm and then dragged
him to his feet. “You’re here now. You can afford to stay for a
couple of dances at least,” he warned and Adair followed him,
cursing his brother who knew him too well. Marius pulled him to the
middle of the dance floor, and then let go of his arm, and Adair
found his body moving automatically to the beat. He was aware he
was an anomaly. He was an alpha wolf, until recently a mercenary;
yet he loved softer things like dancing and the feel of silken
underwear against his skin. Not that anyone was going to find out
that little secret tonight. Tilting his head back, so he couldn’t
catch anyone’s eye, Adair let the music take him. After months of
damn waiting and worrying, it was a relief to let go for a little
while. His worries would still be there in the morning.

/~/~/~/~/

“My, my, my,
don’t you move well my lovely,” Vassago whispered as he watched
Adair in the crowd below. This wasn’t the first time he’d spied on
his soon-to-be mate, but this was the first time he’d seen the man
doing anything other than working or sleeping. After he’d spirited
away from the cell three months before, he’d lasted a week before
he headed back to Cloverleah, just wanting a glimpse of the man
fate paired him with. After that first look Vassago was hooked and
he found himself zeroing in on his mate’s scent more often than
probably healthy. He’d yet to find his potestatem, and he was getting increasingly anxious about
it. It should’ve been in Atlanta, but every lead he followed turned
up empty. His search was hampered by the fact he couldn’t stay away
from his mate, no matter how often he tried.

His lips curled into a snarl as he watched some
young thing rub up against his mate. Admittedly, Adair moved away
but the young blond was persistent and common sense told Vassago
that his mate could only withstand so much. There’d been many a
time Vassago spirited himself within range of Adair, worried the
man would have someone sharing his bed. It hadn’t happened so far,
but….

What if he’s got sick of waiting for you,
the insidious voice inside of
Vassago’s head prompted? He knows you exist, but he’s a wolf shifter. An
alpha. They’re made for sex. Vassago knew that only too well. He spent more than a
century learning about all types of paranormals, fascinated by wolf
shifters well before he’d ever met one. Key things separated wolf
shifters from others – their loyalty, devotion to pack and their Alpha, and a
sex drive which was well documented in ancient lore. The stronger
the wolf, the higher the drive, and Adair was a very strong
wolf.

The blond
was making a move again, and from what Vassago could see Adair’s
brothers were encouraging him. Fuck it. Vassago scanned the surroundings for a dark
corner. There, that would do it. He didn’t want to cause uproar in
a pack, especially with humans around. Encasing himself in a wall
of magic, a handy thing to have when he didn’t want unknown
shifters pawing him, Vassago materialized and nimbly edged his way
closer to his mate. The blond had his arms wrapped around Adair’s
waist and it took all of Vassago’s energies not to zap the little
shit. Instead he pushed his way to the blond’s side, and smiled.
“It’s time for you to go now,” he said, pouring on his charm. There
were very few creatures that could resist his voice if he put his
mind to it.

The blond looked startled, but then dutifully
slipped away into the crowd and for the first time Vassago had his
mate’s full attention. Standing at least six foot five, with huge
shoulders and a mass of long wavy hair, Adair was dressed in a
bright green shirt that matched his emerald eyes, and tight black
pants that clearly showed which way he was dressing. Vassago
grinned and slid into the same position he’d removed the blond
from.

“You don’t have a problem dancing with me, do
you?” From the way Adair’s arms came around him, and the two men
fell into a slow rhythm, Vassago got the answer he was looking
for.



Chapter Two

Adair groaned under his breath, cursing his
wayward arms for taking his hands where they had no business being,
around someone else. Sure, the man in his arms looked a lot like
the description his packmates had given him of Vassago, but this
man didn’t have any scent, so it couldn’t be anything more than
coincidence. Adair’s wolf would know his mate from his scent, and
this guy wasn’t it.

Not that the little pixie-faced man seemed to
mind his wandering hands. If anything he burrowed closer and Adair
was shocked to feel his body respond. It took all of his efforts to
keep his feet moving to the music. Damn near impossible when all he
wanted was find a flat surface and pound the ass under his fingers
until they both passed out.

“Hmm, I knew you’d be strong,” the little pixie
said, his cute face turned up and smiling. Everything about the man
called to him, from his wavy black hair, longer on one side than
the other, to the trim body that seemed to fit against him as
though he was made to. Adair struggled to remember all the details
Kane had given him about his mate. Pixie face ticked all of the
boxes, but then Adair had a horrible thought and he scanned the
crowd for his brothers, who were grinning wildly and giving him the
thumbs up signal.

Fuck no. They wouldn’t. But Adair knew his brothers were more than capable of
finding some guy, getting him to mask his scent and damn it, the
man even had one green eye and one blue. Pixie face had to be
wearing contacts. Fucking shits.

“I won’t do
it,” Adair snarled at his brothers as he flung the little pixie
from his arms and stormed out of the club. Thanking the Fates
they’d brought their bikes instead of a car, Adair was on his and
blasting out of the car park as his brothers and the little pixie
face came running around the corner. Fucking assholes. Adair opened up the throttle and roared
off. His fingers became claws, and his teeth dropped. He had to get
away.

/~/~/~/~/

“Sorry, little dude,” one of Adair’s brothers,
Vassago hadn’t worked out who was who yet, patted him on the
shoulder. “Our brother’s got a mate. Hasn’t seen him yet, hasn’t
even scented him; but he knows he exists and he’s doing his level
best to stay faithful. Don’t take it personally.”

“Take it
personally?” Vassago yelled, and then remembering where he was, he
lowered his voice. There were humans around and it wouldn’t do for
any of them to see what he could do when he was in a snit. “For a
start you really need to watch who you’re talking to, because I
don’t look paranormal. And secondly that was my fucking mate, you idiots. Why didn’t he know
that?”

The two big men, who both looked a lot like
Adair, although slightly smaller, sniffed around him, a puzzled
look on their faces.

“You’re right. Why can’t I smell you?” One of
them said.

“Smell?” Vassago went to sniff under his arms
and then thought twice about it. He didn’t want to look like an
idiot. But his brow furrowed as he thought about his apparent lack
of smell. His smoke didn’t have a scent, because that would make
him too easy to track, but in his human form he should have a
scent. He’d materialized in the club and then….

“Shit!” He hissed. “My displacement spell.” He
thought hard for a second and then held out his hand. “Try
this.”

“Ah, now you smell like someone real.”

“You have a tang in your scent just like
Adair’s. Fuck, you’re our brother’s mate.”

“I freaking said I was, didn’t I? So tell me why
the fuck my mate took off like the hounds of hell were after him.
We were only dancing. I didn’t even have a chance to talk to
him.”

“Our brother has got some pretty old-fashioned
ideas,” the first brother said glumly, looking down the road where
Adair had disappeared. “He didn’t want to come tonight. But Marius
and me kinda forced him to.” Ah, so this was Teilo. “The man’s been
living like a monk for months; working himself to the bone, barely
getting any sleep. The Alpha was worried about him and so were
we.”

“I know,” Vassago felt the guilt hit him like a
ten-ton truck. “I’ve been keeping an eye on him. But without my
stone….”

“What do you mean keeping an eye on him? How? We
have the place wired tighter than anything.”

“You haven’t found your stone yet?” God’s having
two brothers talking to him at the same time was going to take some
getting used to.

“Er, no, I haven’t and that’s a huge worry,”
Vassago answered Marius first. “I think it might be in Montana, but
I can’t think why or how. It’s just every lead I’ve come up with
points in that direction. As for keeping an eye on Adair,” he
turned his attention to Teilo, “why wouldn’t I? You think I’m
immune to the mate pull? I’ve been driving myself nuts trying to
find my stone and get it somewhere safe. I’ve no choice but to find
it, and I didn’t want Adair getting upset if we claimed each other
and then I left to pick up the search again.”

“How come we never sensed you?” Teilo
persisted.

“You don’t have smoke alarms,” Vassago snapped
back. At the look of confusion over Marius’s and Teilo’s faces, he
sighed and said, “In my smoke form I’m aware of everything around
me; I can still hear and see stuff, and yet most wards and sensors
are wired to people or magic, not something airborne. My true
element is a scentless smoke. If you’d one smoke alarm around the
place then you might have had some idea I was around but it’s
unlikely.”

“Boy, Jax is going to spit bricks when he hears
about this,” Marius muttered.

“It’s my nature,” Vassago said, wondering why he
had to defend himself. He was more worried about Adair. Had his
mate got home all right? Had he even gone home?

“I know little dude, and I’m sorry,” Marius said
and Vassago was treated to another hard slap on his shoulder. “It’s
just the pack’s going through a quiet time, yeah; but we all know
the shit is coming. We just don’t know from where and it keeps us
all on edge.”

“So you see my point,” Vassago said. “I can’t
let Adair claim me, and then take off again. He’s got enough on his
plate. But my stone is deathly important to me. If I don’t have it,
then anyone who finds it and who recognizes what it is can summon
me and force me to be their slave.”

“Ever thought about asking for help in finding
it?” Teilo asked. “That’s what being in a pack is all about. If
you’re mated to Adair, then you’re pack. It’s that simple. And
we’ve got so many powers and shit running in Cloverleah, someone
should be able to help you get a handle on where it is.”

Vassago stopped for a minute, shocked because he
hadn’t thought to ask. Djinn were solitary beings, and there wasn’t
a lot of loyalty between members, even in clans. He’d already been
back to his realm to see if he could find out who’d stolen his
stone and left it in the human world. All he’d got was snickers,
more than a few hurtful comments, and enough hate thrown at him to
last a lifetime. It wasn’t his fault he didn’t fit the royal mold.
To be offered help…just because Adair was his mate? That’d require
a change in thinking, but Vassago had to admit it was a good idea.
He’d been suffering without his mate, and he didn’t think he could
keep the sexy shifter at arm’s length much longer. Especially now
he’d felt those arms around him, Adair’s body pressed against
him.

“Do you really think you guys could help?” They
said he should ask.

Marius put a big arm across Vassago’s shoulder.
Wolves seemed to be a touchy, feely lot. “If the pack won’t get
involved, we will. The three of us, we’re all we’ve got left.
Whether you had it before or not, you now have family, and if you
need our help, then consider it done.”

“Yeah,” Teilo said, draping his arm across
Marius’s. By the Fates these boys were big. Vassago stiffened his
legs to hold up under the weight. “Family is family and there’s
nothing we won’t do for ours. We owe our big brother; he saved our
lives more than once. But,” he huffed a sigh. “The first thing
we’ve got to do is get you back into our brother’s good graces.
I’ve a horrible feeling he thinks we’ve set him up.”

“Wouldn’t be the first time,” Marius
grinned.

“Nope, and probably won’t be the last,” Teilo
agreed. “Let’s get you back to ours; but I’m warning you now, an
angry Adair is not a pretty picture.”

Vassago shrugged. “You guys are built like
mountains and it’s you Adair’s pissed off with, not me. He
dismissed me as another twink looking for a quick fuck in the
bathroom.”

“But you’re the one who hid his scent. And
believe me, when he cops a whiff of you…,” Marius said, his grin
getting wider. “I hope you’re the bendy type, because considering
Adair’s had nothing near his dick but his right hand for months,
he’s going to be pretty unstoppable when he gets hit with your
scent.”

Actually Vassago could be highly flexible when
necessary, but he didn’t think his mate’s brothers needed to know
about that. But it certainly gave him a lot to think about as he
clung to Marius’s back as they sped back to Cloverleah. If what the
brothers said was true, he might finally get the fuck Jake had
rudely interrupted all those months before, and a new mate who
could help him find his stone in the bargain.



Chapter Three

Adair
slammed the axe into the wood, the resounding thwack doing nothing
to ease his temper. He imagined his brothers’ heads under the axe
and swung again. How could they fucking do that to me? Sure, Adair knew he hadn’t been easy to
live with lately, but then he never usually was. He had high
standards, expected everyone around him to have the same work ethic
he did, although he liked a joke as much as the next man.
But to rig someone
up to look like my mate just to prove a point?

Oh, he knew a lot of his anger was
self-directed. He’d allowed himself to react to that sensual body
in his arms. For a moment he imagined it was his mate, in the
flesh, and the link between brain and cock reacted accordingly.
Adair swung the axe again, sending wood flying. The eyes were the
final straw. Kane told him the man he was waiting for had the most
amazing eyes; one a brilliant blue and the other emerald green. No
one could fake that color and yet his brothers had the gall to
try.

Fucking assholes. Adair swung the axe faster and harder each time, trying to
find an outlet for his aggression. His temper wasn’t helped when he
heard the sounds of his brothers’ bikes coming up the driveway. He
hoped they’d enough common sense to leave him alone. After the
trick they pulled, he didn’t want to see them for at least a
month.

“Stay away from me,” he yelled when he heard
footsteps coming around the yard. “What you tried to pull
tonight…fuck, I should have your hides. You knew, you knew what I
believed and what I was trying to do, yet you made a fucking
mockery of it. A mockery of my feelings for a mate I haven’t met,
and one that’s killing me to wait for. I swear if you come anywhere
near me, brothers or not, I’ll fucking take this axe to your heads
and you won’t be getting up anytime soon.”

“But bro, we’ve got a present for you.” Nope,
his brothers didn’t have one ounce of self-preservation. Hanging
onto the axe, Adair turned, well aware that under the harsh
lighting he looked every inch as furious as he felt. His eyes
narrowed when he saw the little pixie man standing behind Marius,
an uneasy look on that cute face. What was worse was that his prick
didn’t care that he was holding himself true for his mate. No. The
fucking thing stood up and took notice.

“Does he know about us?” Adair had enough sense
left to ask. If the guy was human, he was about to get a rude
awakening about the paranormal world.

“He should. He’s your mate.” Fucking Teilo,
always so quick with his mouth.

“I’d know if that man was my mate,” Adair
snarled, keeping his distance. If he got any closer to the slim
beauty he’d have him bent over the nearest tree stump. Mate or no
mate, the man was a walking vision.

The little guy raised his hand and said quietly,
“Er, not if I was using a displacement spell so that I wouldn’t get
groped at the club. Your brothers pointed out I had no scent.” He
shrugged a pair of elegant shoulders. “Sorry.” A voice as soothing
as summer rain should never be used to apologize.

Adair’s mouth fell open as the words hit his
brain, and he looked at the man again, his eyes drinking in all of
the details he refused to notice before. The hair, where it was
longer, was as black as night and yet it had a sheen to it that
begged to be touched. On the other side of his head, Vassago
clipped it shorter, showing his triangular jaw bone and full red
lips. His nose was pert, there was no other word for it, slightly
sticking up at the end, and yet it suited the slender face. Vassago
was wearing a plain white button-down shirt, and in the gap around
his neck, Adair could see the hint of tattoos.

He let his eyes move downwards, and he was not
disappointed. Vassago had a slightly muscular torso and long legs
for someone so short; Adair noticed the top of his head barely came
up to his chest when they were dancing. But those legs had good
definition, and were topped with a perfect bubble butt clad in
skin-tight leather. An angel; he was staring at a real live angel.
Adair’s mind was swamped with the things he wanted to do to the
vision in front of him, but he closed his mouth with a snap, moving
forward. He had to be sure.

“So, you’re not angry with us now? Pleased we
took you out?” Marius would be the one seeking assurances. He was
the youngest of the three, and he seemed to need Adair’s approval
the most.

“Give me a minute. I’ll let you know.” He was
growling, but Adair was holding himself together by a thread as he
crossed the distance between the chopped wood and where Vassago was
standing. If this was just another one of his brothers’ jokes…Adair
refused to finish that sentence. Now that he’d seen, truly seen the
man standing in front of him; he prayed with everything he was his
brothers weren’t persisting with one of their childish pranks.

A faint scent wafted on the night breeze as he
got closer; vanilla undertones with a hint of sage and leather. A
masculine scent, definitely, and Adair’s nose chased it, seeking
more. His stomach churned; his skin tingled as though touched by a
million fairies, and his cock, which was hard enough before, ached.
Adair knew without looking, his sexy underpants would be a soggy
mess under his jeans in seconds.

“It is you.” Adair was finally in front of the
man who would be his forever. The scent that seemed almost teasing
before; now hit Adair with a powerful punch. His wolf surged
forward, wanting the man they’d been waiting for, unwilling to
accept any delay. Yet when Adair reached his hands out, he moved
slowly, knowing Vassago had already seen him at his worst. He
caressed Vassago’s shoulders and ran his hands up that slender
neck, keeping his hands gentle; his fingers tingled from Vassago’s
heat. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t know.”

“I should’ve known better. It’s me who’s sorry.
I just so badly wanted to see you.” Vassago’s low voice was
hesitant, but Adair was thrilled when his mate moved into his arms
as though he was meant to be there. That gorgeous face found a home
on Adair’s chest, his arms were tight bands around Adair’s waist
and Adair could feel the evidence of Vassago’s arousal on his
thigh. He tried to put that last thought out of his head. He’d
never have this moment again and he wanted to cherish it. His mate
was in his arms…finally!

Adair leaned over, breathing in the sweet scent
coming from Vassago’s hair, appreciating the slim frame bent into
his, molding into his body perfectly. Vassago was so small, which
fit Adair’s preferred type in every way; but for some reason,
holding his mate in his arms was different than any other time he’d
held someone close. Not something he did very often, but in that
moment, a pivotal moment as far as Adair was concerned; he could
feel his wolf and human body alike seem to sigh, as though he was
finally complete.

Of course, his juvenile brothers just had to
ruin the moment. “Aww, don’t they look sweet together. Do you think
we should go and make them some tea and biscuits or something?”

“Nah, more like coffee cake and ice cream;
that’s sickeningly sweet. Where’s the mad kisses and clothes
ripping?”

Adair’s growled out, “Boys,” had Vassago raising
his head and Adair was treated to a brilliant smile.

“Allow me,” he said with a slight wave of his
hand. Marius and Teilo disappeared.

“Where did you send them?” Adair was only
slightly worried. Even on first meeting, it was in a wolf shifter’s
nature to trust their mate.

“Back to that club you were in, complete with
their bikes in the parking lot,” Vassago said in that sexy low
voice of his. “I was hoping we could spend some time alone, and
even if they rode straight back, they’d still be gone an hour or
more.”

“They’re more likely to pick up some fun of
their own,” Adair said, breathing a little easier. “I think I was a
bit of a downer for them.”

“You had
every reason to be
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