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Chapter One

(Epilogue from Book 1 –
this story continues on directly from there)






“I’m genuinely not a party person,” Sy tugged
at the ends of his bow tie and attempted to tie it in some
facsimile of a bow.

“Our in-house writer made a valid argument,
Sir,” Brock said firmly, plucking the tie ends out of Sy’s fingers
and creating a perfect bow. “One of the reasons so much
misinformation exists about you and Necromancers in general is
because they don’t get a chance to meet and interact with you
unless they need your services. Hosting a party in your own house,
inviting people from all walks of life to attend is a creative way
of correcting misinformation.”

“I’m not going downstairs until Dakar gets
here,” Sy said stubbornly. “I might not get hives anymore with
people around, but….” He looked up to see Brock watching him
closely. “Don’t you ever wish things were back the way they
were?”

Brock offered one of his rare smiles. “You
mean the days when you used to spend six days out of seven trying
to work out ways of circumventing our social agreement?”

Sy chuckled. “And researching for hours on
historical topics which have no real basis in today’s world. Every
day seems so busy now. I do miss those quiet times.”

“That detective does make you happy, doesn’t
he?” No matter how much Dakar pleaded, Brock only ever referred to
him as the detective or Sir. “I assumed he did. I’ve longed for ear
plugs on more than one occasion walking down the hallway past your
bedroom door.”

“Yeah.” Sy nodded. “I didn’t think it was
possible to care for anyone apart from you. You’ve been my family
for so long. But Dakar’s amazing. Attentive, annoying, possessive,
and so damn curious about everything I do. My heart would be empty
without him. And my two C’s.” He smiled as he thought of Connor and
Clive. They were like a pair of mischievous cats most of the time.
“We’ve come a long way in a short time.”

“That we have, Sir,” Brock patted him on the
shoulder. “And before you ask, yes I am happy too. I see you grow
more and more settled in your role every day. I’d have to be blind
to miss the feelings between you and your mate. The patience you
show Connor and Clive astounds me. I’m proud of you.”

Sy gave in and hugged Brock quickly before
the man could object. “Are you sure it’s got nothing to do with our
friendly bear shifter?” He asked as he stepped back and smoothed
down his jacket. “I’m sure I’ve seen your detective’s car still in
the driveway many a morning.”

“Detective Summerfield is interesting and
surprisingly creative when you get him alone,” Brock said stiffly.
“Besides, I am sure he only stays because of the range of honey’s I
procure for his breakfast.”

“Don’t put yourself down, Brock,” Sy said
quietly. “You have a lot to offer the right man.” Checking himself
in the mirror, Sy held out his arms. “Will I do?”

“Your detective will be suitably impressed,”
Brock nodded approvingly. “Many of the guests have started to
arrive and people will be wondering where you are.”

“I do wish Dakar hadn’t chosen this evening
to go for a run with that new detective Steve. Wolves can’t tell
the time. I just knew he’d be late.”

“Nevertheless, once he realizes you’re
mingling in public and being ogled by so many of this town’s fine
citizens, I am sure he’ll want nothing more than to glower at your
side. Shall we go down?”

I can do this, I can do this, Sy
chanted to himself. He was aware Dakar was near, and he only hoped
the man remembered to get dressed before coming down to the large
ballroom. Dakar’s wolf was as keen on Sy as the two-footed version
was, and Sy was often picking himself up after being leapt on by
the exuberant animal who seemed to want to cover him in hair all
the time.

/~/~/~/~/

Shit, I’m late. Dakar ran onto the
main gardens around the mansion seeing all the cars, and chatter of
people in the huge ballroom Brock had decked out for the evening.
The party was a great idea. Although the police officers were now
friendlier when Sy was around, Dakar still wanted his mate to be
more comfortable out in public. This party was one way of showing
the Necromancer that not everyone thought he was sacrificing babies
to some ancient dark lord in a black magic ritual.

The party appeared to be in full swing. Music
tinkled out across the lawn and everywhere clumps of people were
laughing and talking among themselves. Moving closer to the
windows, Dakar spotted Sy standing by the entrance, Brock and Brad
hovering behind him. I’d better get my ass in there, he
thought, turning to find the side door Sy always left ajar for him
so he could access upstairs without anyone seeing him. But then he
stopped and watched as a long black limousine cruised up the
driveway. The car parked right out the front of the ballroom’s
French doors and a capped driver got out smartly and opened the
back-passenger door.

The hair on the back of Dakar’s neck rose as
a tall, elegantly dressed and totally arrogant man stepped out and
looked around. “Park around the back and find food in the
kitchens,” the fancy man ordered, waiting until the car moved away
before turning towards the main doors to the ballroom. As the man
moved into the light, Dakar realized he was seeing a familial
resemblance to his precious mate. Fur forgotten he moved forward.
If this was who he thought it was….

Creeping closer, Dakar watched as Sy’s smile
died and his eyes widen slightly before his face settled into the
mask Dakar worked so hard to get rid of. His mate’s focus was
entirely on the elegantly dressed man.

“Father. I wasn’t aware you’d been sent an
invitation.”

“I hardly need an invitation to visit my only
son.” The two men were standing at least five feet apart and made
no move towards each other. What kind of fucked up reunion is
this? Dakar slunk around the door. No one noticed him, they
were too busy watching Sy and his father.

Sy’s expression didn’t change. “As you can
see, I have guests to attend to this evening. Perhaps we can meet
at your convenience some time tomorrow? You can let Brock know
where and when.” Sy turned away.

“I’m sure you’ll want to discuss things with
me before then, son,” Sy’s father sounded like he had a baseball
bat up his ass. “Your mother and fiancé arrive in the morning to
get this place ready for your wedding set for two weeks time. We
will need to go over your expected behavior before you will be
allowed to meet your intended.”

Intended? Fiancé? Like fucking hell.
Ignoring the swarms of brightly dressed guests and the fact he was
still in fur, Dakar raced to his mate’s side, knocking him over in
the process. Oh well, no matter, easier to protect this way.
Straddling Sy’s body, Dakar lifted his teeth and snarled at the
intruder.

“What nonsense is this.” The distaste on Sy’s
father’s face was palpable. “Since when did you have a pet?”

Sy’s arms came up around Dakar’s neck but he
wouldn’t stop snarling. “I don’t have a pet father, and I have no
need for a fiancé either. I’d like you to meet Dakar, my fated
mate. As you can see, he’s very protective.”

“A wolf shifter as a mate? We’ll soon see
about that.” Sy’s father’s fingers twitched and Sy tensed under
Dakar’s body.

I can see me and the father in law are
just not going to get along. Dakar growled again and showed his
teeth for added emphasis.







Chapter Two






Sy had always lived by the adage if something
good came into his life, shit was bound to follow. Normally,
because his father would step in and sour any new experience for
him. As he grew up, his father’s snobbery and strict adherence to
social standards stopped him having friends, fun, or a life of his
own. All along he’d been viewed as a weak boy with no backbone and
he knew his compliant nature was partially responsible. But seeing
his father’s dismissive comments about his mate, with people edging
closer trying to hear what was going on, was enough to turn his
spine to steel.

Ignoring his father completely, Sy hugged
Dakar’s furry form, whispering, “Shift and I’ll make sure you’re
decent. No need to give our guests a show.”

Dakar nodded and Sy could feel it as the wolf
initiated his shift. Pulling on his magic, by the time Dakar stood
on two legs again, he was immaculately dressed in a tux that fitted
his shoulders perfectly. “Are you okay?” Of course, his mate’s
first concern was always for him.

“I’m just glad you got here. There’s so many
people I’d like you to meet.” Sy looked over and caught Brock’s
eye. “Brock, can you see to anything my father might need, please?
It’s time for Dakar and I to mingle with our guests.” Tucking his
hand in the crook of Dakar’s elbow, Sy deliberately turned them
away from his father’s glowering form and moved towards the nearest
couple who were unashamedly listening in on the stony exchange.
“I’m not sure if you’ve met the Wilsons before. Mr. Wilson is big
in construction. Mr. and Mrs. Wilson, may I present former
detective Dakar Rhodes, my mate? Mrs. Wilson, I must say that dress
looks divine on you. Such a lovely color.”

Never before had Sy been so grateful for the
social manners that had been drummed into him since he was ten
years old. On and on it went. Couple after couple, one group of
people after another. Normally, an event like his party would’ve
had Sy breaking out in hives and hiding in his room for weeks. Face
it, this was the first party he’d ever thrown since becoming
Necromancer. He hated social occasions and was useless at small
talk. But, conscious of his father watching his every move, Sy
smiled, made compliments, introduced his mate to everyone who’s
name he could remember. He was determined to prove to his father he
was not the weak-kneed little boy his father considered him to be.
It was easier than he thought it’d be with Dakar firmly by his
side, but after an hour Sy was feeling the strain.

“Let’s get something to eat,” Dakar murmured
as they moved on from a group of young ladies who didn’t look old
enough to be out on a school night. “I could murder a drink.”

“He’s still watching us.” Sy’s head was
pounding and his cheeks ached but he let Dakar lead him to the huge
buffet spread laid out at one end of the grand ballroom. “I’m not
sure how much more of this I can stand. Why tonight, of all the
nights he could’ve turned up, why now?”

“I’m more interested in why he feels he can
swan into your life with a ready-made wife standing by,” Dakar
said, keeping his voice low. He picked up two plates and Sy took
the one handed to him. Sy picked out a few pieces of roast meat,
and a spoonful of salad, waiting while Dakar filled his plate. He
really wasn’t sure what to say.

“Keep smiling,” Dakar warned, showing his
teeth. Sy felt the warmth of his mate’s hand on his lower back as
he was guided to a small table with two chairs. For some weird
reason, Sy remembered a cook, from back when he was barely in long
pants warning him his face would freeze in its position if the wind
changed. That’s was how his face felt now; stiff, uncomfortable,
and as if the slightest breeze would cause him to break.

He sat, picked up a fork and pushed his food
around his plate. Dakar, of course, tucked in as though it was his
last meal, but Sy had learned his mate always ate like that. “You
know things have always been difficult with my father,” Sy said
hesitantly, glancing over at the man in question who was conversing
angrily with an unflappable Brock. “I told you Brock warned me of
his plans to mate me off to a magic user in France when we
met.”

“But surely not now you’re mated. I presume
he did know about it?”

Sy bit his bottom lip. “I’m not sure.” He
waved his hands weakly. Dakar’s glower didn’t help his
self-confidence. “Today’s the first time I’ve exchanged words with
my father since he left town. I know Brock receives periodic
updates from him. But with everything going on with the Captain and
the new business…I think Brock was hoping for more time before he
said anything.”

“You haven’t spoken to your father in ten
years?” The glower was replaced with real concern. Sy tried to keep
his smile in place but he could feel his façade cracking.

“He and mother visit, once a year.” Sy felt a
shiver down his back as he remembered the terse dinners he’d
endured, his stomach tied in knots. “Father’s always preferred
talking to Brock than me.” Sy’s smile was genuine this time. “Brock
always looked out for me.”

The fork was gently taken out of his hand. Sy
didn’t even realize he was still holding onto it. But Dakar’s chest
against his head was real, as was the bulge under the man’s dress
pants pressing against his thigh. Sy didn’t even realize his butt
had left his chair, but the actions soothed him to the point he had
to close his eyes. Since leaving the Pedace Police department,
Dakar never hesitated to show his affection, no matter who was
around. Sy felt that consideration in the deepest reaches of his
heart.

“You’re the best thing that ever happened to
me,” Dakar’s soft whisper caressed his ear. “I’ve no intention of
letting you go. No frosty magic user with a broom handle up his ass
is going to freeze me out of your life.”

“He’ll try.” Sy knew his father hated to be
thwarted. “Bribes, coercion. Wait until he unloads the long list of
mistakes he feels I’ve committed over the years.” Sy felt a shaft
of fear. His father never forgot anything. Looking up, he knew his
eyes were filled with tears. “He’s going to make you feel as though
being with me was the biggest mistake you’ve ever made.”

Dakar rubbed the top of his tattoo, peeking
above his collar. “I’m a wolf shifter, sweet one. You and I are
bound for eternity. No one’s opinion about you bothers me, unless
it bothers you. No one will ever be able to say anything that will
cause me to doubt you, the love you have for me, and who you are as
a man and a Necromancer.”

“You really mean that.” Sy reached up,
stroking the side of Dakar’s jaw. His mate’s five o’clock shadow
was soft, but it gave Dakar a hard and edgy look. The crowd, the
music, the chatter, everything about the party fell away as Sy got
lost in the intensity of his mate’s expression.

The cheek under his palm warmed. “I know
trust is something earned over time,” Dakar’s voice was rough. “I
let you down plenty during my time as a detective. I’ve learned
from my mistakes. You are my sole priority, my heart beats for you,
my wolf howls for you. You are everything to me.”

“Dakar,” Sy knew his face was bright red.
Well versed in over twenty languages, Sy couldn’t think of any
response. Dakar was the first person to actually see him as someone
other than his position. It was thrilling, exhilarating and yet
there were still times when Sy wanted to pinch himself, or Dakar,
just to make sure the whole situation was real.

“Will it be rude if we disappear and leave
Brock to see to the guests?” Dakar bent his head, so they breathed
the same air. “I have a strong urge to unwrap you from your
expensive suit.”

“Brock will be amazed I’ve stayed this long,
especially with father here,” Sy admitted, as lust flowed from the
pit of his stomach and hardened his cock. “We can slip out the back
through the kitchens.”

“Come on then, sweetness,” Dakar helped Sy to
his feet before standing himself. “My wolf’s had a run, we’ve been
pleasant and polite to more than three dozen people and now my
stomach is full.”

“Time for a nap, then?” Sy took the hand
Dakar held out. He still felt a fissure of anxiety teasing his
mate, but he was getting better at it. “I could tuck….”

“Sebastian.” His father’s disapproving tones
froze Sy’s feet to the floor. His parents were the only ones who
used his full name. “I insist on speaking to you in my office.
Alone.”

Dakar gave his hand a light squeeze. Refusing
to let go, Sy turned, feeling his face morph into the mask he
always wore around his father. “I’m far too busy to travel to
Transylvania just so I can see what you’ve done with your
office. If you wish to speak to Dakar and me in our office,
I can meet you there at nine forty-five tomorrow morning. But
please be advised, I’ll only have fifteen minutes to spare as Dakar
and I have an appointment at ten. Now, if you’ll excuse me.”

Sy’s father’s mouth opened, closed and opened
again. Knowing he’d lose his advantage if he stuck around any
longer, Sy moved quickly behind the buffet tables and down the long
hall to the kitchens. Although the servant stairs were never used
on his side of the house, they were still there and ignoring the
bustle in the kitchen, Sy kept going, nipping in and out between
chefs with trays, baskets of bread, and the myriad of delicacies
Brock would have ordered for the evening. Dakar’s bulk was a
comfort against his back.

At the foot of the old concrete stairs, Sy
waved Dakar to head on up. “I’ll be there in a minute. I just want
to refresh my wards.”

Dakar frowned, but Sy wasn’t taking any
chances. He could count the number of times he’d got the last word
with his father on one hand and have four fingers spare. Tonight
was his first time. “Go. I’ll be right behind you.”

Waiting until Dakar disappeared out of sight,
up the winding stairs, Sy opened up his senses, calling on the
magic that lurked within his core. Since his tussle with the
Captain, where he had to rip open the fabric of the veil to channel
the magic from the spirit world, Sy’s magic had been stronger and
at times unpredictable. He hadn’t wanted to worry Dakar by
mentioning it, but he’d been careful not to use too much magic with
his mate around. Getting Dakar to head upstairs on his own was a
safeguard in case he ended up blowing part of the kitchen to
bits.

The wards hummed under his fingers. Every one
of the twenty plus staff employed at the Necromancer’s manor knew
not to go anywhere near his side of the house. Bound by an NDA Sy
drafted himself, most of the people who worked for him knew him by
sight but knew better than to interfere with anything he was doing.
They never spoke to him unless he addressed them directly.

Ignoring the curious stares of the kitchen
staff, Sy let his fingers trail across his existing wards, infusing
them with his new-found magic. A light hum filled the air,
inaudible to anyone but magic users. Sy didn’t care if his father
knew the wards were there, he just didn’t want him breaching them.
Especially, with Dakar naked in his bed as he’d been every night
since they’d bonded.

Wards. Sy’s fingers stilled as another
thought hit him. I never warded Dakar’s skin. Back before
the Captain tried to send him beyond the veil for good and
threatened every living being in Pedace with the minions from the
underworld, Sy recognized the danger Dakar could be in, simply by
being with him. But I never did anything about it. Swizzle
sticks.

Spreading his arms, letting his magic flow
through his fingers, Sy felt an answering push. Not this time,
father, he thought as he felt his power seep through every
crack and brick of the old house. For tonight, at least, he and
Dakar would be safe. Climbing the stairs to his room, Sy tried to
think how he could convince his alpha mate to subject himself to
the protection Sy could offer. With such a strong wolf, that was
the sort of conversation that could turn nasty if it wasn’t
broached in exactly the right way. I’m not sure I’ve got the
strength for diplomacy, he thought with a sigh.







Chapter Three


Dakar groaned as hot water pounded his neck.
His mind was a jumbled mess. Coming from a largely warm and loving
family, Sy’s lack of closeness with his father puzzled him, even
though Brock and Sy hinted at it before. He knew Sy was an only
child, but in his experience, only children were doted on, cared
for and cherished. If anything, Sy should feel smothered by
parental affection, but from what he’d seen at the party, the two
men could barely stand to be in the same room with each other.

I wonder if it’s always been this way,
Dakar thought as he bent his head lower, resting his hands on the
shower tiles allowing the force of the water to pound between his
shoulder blades. He knew Sy was socially awkward. Brock told him
the night of their first dinner together Sy had never been allowed
friends and had no idea about relationships. Although, he’d
certainly been raised to use his manners, as was evidenced at the
party.

Seventy years old and my precious mate has
spent most of them alone. Just the idea stirred Dakar’s
protective instincts. Yet, there was a stronger urge fighting for
control. Although, he hadn’t mentioned it to his stressed-out mate,
the mere thought of Sy’s father arranging a mating for his son
without even consulting him was enough for his wolf to fight to
make an appearance. Feeling threatened and not being able to kill
the threat, his wolf was all for pinning his mate down, mounting
him and claiming him all over again. His cock thickened as the idea
took hold.

Ignoring it for now, Dakar hurriedly washed
himself and shut the water off. Sy’s bathroom was always well
stocked with warm fluffy towels and Dakar squeezed the water from
the ends of his hair with one, before wrapping it around his hips.
He could never get enough of the sweet way Sy’s mouth dropped open
every time Dakar paraded around naked, but as Brock was known to
visit Sy’s room on occasion, the towel was necessary. Dakar had no
wish to flash his obvious arousal at the butler. It would be
wasted.

Sy was sitting on the edge of the bed, still
wearing his suit, his shoulder’s hunched, chewing on his bottom
lip. Climbing up on the bed behind him, Dakar rested his hands on
his mate’s shoulders, kneading gently. “You did so well tonight,”
he said quietly, thinking Sy was overwhelmed by the events of the
evening. “At least a dozen people commented on how polite and
friendly you appeared.”

“One of the advantages of having superior
hearing, I suppose.” Sy shrugged.

Okay, well Sy’s not thinking about
that. Dakar frowned as he thought of what else could have put
his mate into a funk. “I know you’re shocked by your father turning
up, but he can’t break our mating. No one can.”

“He’s going to try though. It would never
have crossed his mind I’d find a mate by myself or allow myself to
be claimed without his input.” Sy leaned into his touch, his voice
the emotionless monotone letting Dakar know his mate was really
upset. “All my life, he’s controlled everything I’ve done. My
schooling, who I could see, even how I could use my powers. If it
hadn’t been for Brock….”

Dakar’s heart broke all over again when he
thought of the sterile life his mate had lived. “But you’re your
own man now,” he said, keeping the pressure of his fingers light on
the tense muscles under Sy’s jacket. “Didn’t you say your father
lives in Transylvania? Ten years, you’ve been the Necromancer in
this town. He doesn’t control your life now.”

“He’s wanted to though. He’s always wanted
to.” Sy sighed. “He hated leaving here.”

“Then why did he leave the position to you?”
Dakar disliked Sy’s father on sight and nothing throughout the
evening improved his opinion of the man. But he was forced to admit
Sy’s father didn’t look like a man hovering around retirement
age.

Sy’s lip was getting a real workout from his
teeth and for the longest moment, Dakar thought he wouldn’t answer.
“My powers are stronger than his,” Sy whispered, as though
admitting a terrible secret. “There was an…incident….”

“Like the Captain type of incident?” Dakar
didn’t like thinking of the dangers his mate might have faced
before they’d met, but now his mate had aroused his curiosity.

Sy shook his head. “No, nothing quite so
dire. If father ever faced a demon like that, he’d have pushed me
into the middle of the fight and slammed the door on his way out.”
Another sigh. “It was so stupid at the time. One of those petty
things, but it had huge ramifications for all of us. It was
actually my mother’s fault. She’d been bragging about my skills;
her friends were all upper-class humans and she was always trying
to impress them. She’d insist I attend her gatherings, telling all
these people I could speak to their dead relatives. Father refused
to have anything to do with that sort of thing, claiming he had no
time for parlor tricks, but apparently it was fine if I was forced
to do it.”

“What happened?”

“My father decided to interfere. I was
dragged in front of the latest afternoon tea group and was
contacting this stupid woman, who’d passed the week before. My
father had been in a mood for days, goodness knows why, but it
never took a lot to set him off. He sent out his powers at the same
time, trying to contact the same woman beyond the veil.”

“And? Does that break some Necromancer code
of conduct or something?” Dakar gave up trying to massage the
tightness in Sy’s shoulders and shuffled around so they were
sitting side by side. The more Sy spoke of his family interactions,
the more Dakar understood why his mate struggled the way he did
with others. It wouldn’t be possible to trust a person enough to
call them friend if Sy believed he was nothing more than a trained
monkey called on to perform whenever his parents felt like it.

“Normally, it wouldn’t be a problem, or at
least I didn’t think so at the time.” Sy tugged at his tie, pulling
it off. “I mean, when a young Necromancer is in training, his
mentor, or in this case, my father, would always travel through the
veil with me to ensure I didn’t upset the spirits.”

Or he was being damn nosy. Dakar kept
his opinion to himself. “But I guess something else happened this
time?” He prompted, taking Sy’s hand between his own and dropping
his mate’s tie on the floor.

“He couldn’t get through the veil.” Sy looked
up, his eyes shining. “I was communing with the woman. Gods, she
was a vitriolic old thing. I could feel my father’s presence, but
he was pounding on the veil. It wouldn’t let him through.”

“But…?” Not for the first time since meeting
his mate, Dakar wished he knew more about the magical community.
“Didn’t you say your father used to accompany you behind the
veil?”

“Yes
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