
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Out of the Cage: An estranged man heeds his brother’s call and finds his choice blessed by Fate, if he can connect with the altered human.

	 

	 

	Anthony Holsteen hasn’t been in the same state as his brother, Dixon, in nearly a century. While they keep tabs on each other and talk a couple of times a year, they do better while far apart. All that changes when Dixon tells Anthony about the many problems his new wolf shifter pack is facing—government conspiracy, witches, humans being turned into shifters, and to top it off, a bigoted sheriff forced into retirement. While Anthony knows that living in close proximity to Dixon could create waves, he accepts the position of sheriff. After all, he would prefer to be in the know when it comes to those causing problems with paranormals.

	Even though Dixon has warned Anthony that most of the wolf shifters in his new pack have found their fated mates, he doesn’t expect it to happen to him. He isn’t a wolf, after all. His kind are deadly and feared and rarely find their mates. The scent of one of the altered humans, however, is undeniable. Anthony realizes that Crew Kester is his mate. Except, Crew isn’t gay and is just coming to terms with being a shifter. The man runs.

	Can Anthony put aside his dominant nature long enough to accept aid from a pack he doesn’t know so he can win the trust of a confused and wary Crew, not to mention his affection?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	Some battles are not with others. Instead, they happen within.

	 

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Wrapping the towel around his waist, Anthony Holsteen stepped from the shower. He used a hand to wipe the steam from the mirror. Grabbing another towel, he dried his face before peering at himself in the glass.

	“Are you really serious about doing this?” he whispered to himself.

	Anthony shook his head at himself before picking up his razor. “Guess I am,” he mumbled, then started grooming.

	As Anthony finished his morning routine, he thought about the phone call he’d received two days before. For almost a century, he and his older brother, Dixon, had kept clear of each other. While they kept tabs on each other, and knew they would always have each other’s backs, if need be, they never resided in the same state. Before the invention of the phone, it had been harder, and they’d mailed letters. With the creation of the phone, they talked on their birthdays... and that was it.

	It worked for them as they were both dominant sons of bitches, and if they didn’t see eye-to-eye on something, neither of them would back down. They’d trashed more than one living room and deck chair. To save their relationship, they’d agreed to keep apart from each other.

	Except, Dixon had called him two days before...and it wasn’t either of their birthdays. He’d asked him to meet with him in Stone Ridge at his alpha’s home. Then he’d shared some issues that not only the pack, but the paranormal world in general, were facing.

	To say Anthony had been blown away had been an understatement—government conspiracies, the CIA knowing about paranormals, problems with witches, contact with the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse, and more. Then Dixon had shocked him even further by asking if he would be interested in taking over the town’s sheriff position.

	Unable to help himself, Anthony had asked, “Live in not only the same state, but the same town? Are you certain that’s a wise idea?”

	Dixon had told him, “You’re my brother, Anthony. My only family. Don’t you think it’s about time we figured out how to get along?” After a couple of heartbeats, he’d added, “And I want you to meet my mate.”

	Anthony was overjoyed that Dixon had found his mate. His brother deserved that happiness. When Dixon had explained that many of the wolf shifters in the pack had found their mates, Anthony had felt a pang of regret. Unlike his brother, he wasn’t a wolf shifter. He’d taken after his mother, who was a poison dart frog shifter. Their parents had not been fated mates, and they were no longer together. In truth, Anthony wasn’t even certain if they were alive. He doubted Dixon did, either.

	Dismissing those unproductive thoughts, Anthony finished his morning routine. He walked out of the hotel room’s bathroom and spotted his prior night’s trick still asleep on the bed. The human lay sprawled on his stomach, the sheet around his thighs and his firm ass on clear display.

	Staring at the globes, Anthony felt his prick twitch. He smirked as he crossed to the bed. After sliding his palm over the delectable flesh he’d enjoyed gripping half the night, Anthony gave it a squeeze before releasing it. Then he pulled the sheet higher, covering the distracting view.

	Anthony had picked up the man at a bar a few streets over for stress relief. The shower was meant to wash off the scent of sex. He had no desire to meet Alpha Declan McIntire smelling of sweat and cum, so fucking the human again would undo all Anthony’s hard work. He’d have to shower a second time, which would mean he would be late for his meeting with the alpha wolf shifter. That would culminate in stress, and relieving stress had been the entire point of picking up the human.

	Shaking his head, Anthony crossed to his duffle bag and began pulling out clean clothes. The large bag contained just about the sum of his worldly possessions. His motorcycle outside rounded out the rest.

	Anthony liked to keep his options open, and he rarely stayed in one place for more than six months. He enjoyed the nomadic life. That was another reason he couldn’t figure out why he’d agreed to meet with Alpha Declan and his brother, who happened to be the pack beta.

	How the hell will I tolerate staying in one place for the foreseeable future?

	“Hey.” The human’s sleep-heavy voice filled the hotel room. “You leavin’?”

	“Yeah.” After buttoning his jeans, Anthony turned to eye the man in the bed. “I have a meeting to get to.” The man’s sleep-tousled dark hair fell in his face, half-hiding his green eyes. “The room’s check-out is eleven, Brad, so you have a few hours to sleep if you want.”

	Brad’s eyes narrowed, and he scowled. “My name’s Chad.”

	Anthony shrugged into his undershirt. “Okay. Chad then.” He picked up his Henley sweater next.

	“You’re kinda an asshole,” Chad grumbled, sitting up and swinging his legs over the side of the bed.

	Sitting in a chair, Anthony laughed. “Sure, Chad. I’m an asshole.” He knew he was, too. As he pulled on his socks, he watched Chad stalk toward the bathroom. Before the door closed, Anthony couldn’t help but point out, “But this asshole fucked your ass so good last night that you came three times.”

	Chad paused in the doorway and looked back at him. A smirk curved his lips. “Fair enough.” Then he barked a laugh. “Besides, I can’t remember your name, either.”

	Anthony laughed as Chad shut the door. He didn’t mind that in the least.

	After shoving his feet into his biker boots, he pulled on his leather jacket. He double-checked that he had everything and headed toward the door. As he slipped from the room, he heard the shower start.

	The idea of a wet, naked, soapy Chad entered Anthony’s mind. Once again, his prick threatened to plump behind his fly. Shaking his head, Anthony shut the door and headed to his bike.

	Time to get a move on.

	As Anthony roared away on his Harley, he realized he did feel pretty relaxed. The two-plus-hour drive into the mountains would help keep him that way.

	 

	The drive out of the city and up into the mountains went swiftly. Anthony appreciated that he’d put on an extra layer as well as his chaps. While he would never trade in his motorcycle, Colorado winters might actually force him to purchase a truck.

	We’ll see how this meeting goes first.

	Dixon’s directions were straightforward, and Anthony found Alpha Declan’s home with ease. He turned his bike onto the driveway and trundled down a gravel road. After a moment, the trees opened up to reveal a massive clearing containing a lodge-style, two-story home.

	Anthony saw a garage off to one side with two bay doors open. Several vehicles were parked in front of it, and two other motorcycles were in the left bay. The right bay stood empty.

	Deciding to take advantage of the silent invitation, Anthony rolled into the left bay and parked beside the other bikes. He swung off his Harley, taking a moment to admire the other machines. One was a Goldwing built for cruising, and the other was another style of Harley. Both appeared in fantastic condition.

	Hmmm... I wonder who maintains them for their riders. I could use a good recommendation.

	Anthony decided that, if given a chance, he would ask the wolf shifters. Heading out of the garage, he tucked his keys into his pocket. He eyed the huge deck that wrapped around to the back of the home, admiring the dark wood and stone trim work.

	Someone takes pride in their residence... and they’re rather wealthy.

	Huh.

	Before Anthony had even reached the steps, the front door began to open. He almost missed a step when Dixon appeared in the doorframe. Catching himself just in time, Anthony continued forward as he swept his gaze over his brother.

	Anthony had always thought Dixon to be damn near his opposite. Looking at them both, anyone could see that Dixon took after one parent while Anthony did the other. In their case, Anthony stood five-foot-ten with a wiry frame while Dixon stood six-foot-three and was big and broad. Dixon’s fair features were in stark contrast to Anthony’s bronzed complexion and medium-brown hair.

	As much as they were different physically, they were quite similar in personality... which often ended up the root of their problems.

	That was why when Dixon stepped forward, opened his arms, and wrapped him in a hug, Anthony tensed.

	“It’s good to see you, Anthony,” Dixon rumbled softly into his ear. Then he chuckled and added, “Bet you didn’t expect a hug.”

	Anthony slowly lifted his arms and returned Dixon’s embrace. “We’ve never been a hugging family,” he mumbled, feeling distinctly uncomfortable... and confused.

	“Well, people change.” Dixon relaxed his hold and took a step backward. A happy smile curved his lips, and warmth filled eyes that Anthony had always remembered as ice-blue. “Finding your mate will do that to a man.” With a shrug, Dixon smirked. “Gotta be a better man for Helsinki.”

	“Your mate?” Anthony recalled Dixon mentioning him a couple of days prior. When Dixon nodded, Anthony couldn’t help but comment, “Well, if the guy’s got you hugging, he must be a saint.”

	Dixon chuckled—fucking chuckled—as his blue eyes twinkled. “Most likely he is.” Turning, he lifted a hand and beckoned. “Come in. Alpha Declan is looking forward to meeting you.”

	Anthony furrowed his brows even as he followed Dixon into the home. “Looking forward to it?” He couldn’t help the disbelief that filled his tone. “Just what the hell did you tell him about me?”

	Dixon glanced back at him and winked. “Only the good stuff.” Then he began leading the way deeper into the home.

	Shaking his head once, Anthony closed the door behind him before following his brother. As he strode across the expansive tile foyer and stepped onto the hardwood floors, he peered around the open-concept space. There was a massive, comfortable-looking living room, dining room, and kitchen.

	“This way.” Dixon urged, turning toward a hallway on the left. “We have a late lunch waiting in the alpha’s study. We’ll sit, eat, and relax, and you can get to know a few of the inner circle.” With a smirk, Dixon added, “Me included, since it’s been so long.”

	Anthony nodded. “Okay.” As he left the living space and entered the hall, he cataloged a myriad of scents. “How many live in the Alpha House?”

	Waiting for Dixon’s answer, Anthony did his best to ignore how something amidst the twist of scents caused his blood to heat a little... even after his night of stress relief.

	Banishing thoughts of Chad... and pushing away the unmistakable sensation of rising arousal—neither were appropriate—Anthony listened as Dixon listed the number of people currently residing in the alpha’s home. There were quite a few—including the four altered, a vampire mated with one of them, as well as Enforcer Kade and his mate, Tom.

	He watched his brother open a mahogany door to reveal a massive office-study combination that had to encompass half the front of the lodge-house. There was a large desk with a couple of chairs straight ahead, but Dixon turned to the right.

	Taking up more than half of the room was a big seating area with several sofas and chairs clustered in a lounge-type setting, complete with sideboard, end tables, and a coffee table. The sideboard was covered in dishes of food and carafes of drinks.

	Over a dozen men milled around the room, eating and talking. From their scents, Anthony surmised there were a number of shifter species, a few humans, and even oddly scented guys that he couldn’t identify. When they noticed him and Dixon, they all paused to stare.

	Dixon immediately smiled and gripped Anthony’s shoulder. “Guys, this is Anthony Holsteen, my brother.” With a smirk, he added, “Try not to overwhelm him.”

	Several men smiled, and a few chuckled, but everyone went back to what they were doing.

	Two men came forward as Dixon urged Anthony toward the food.

	In short order, Anthony found himself introduced to Alpha Declan McIntire and his human alpha-mate, Doctor Lark Trystan.

	Five minutes later, surrounded by a group of clearly dominant, yet happy to chat with each other guys, Anthony wondered what rabbit hole he’d managed to fall down into.

	Are these guys for real? Surely they can’t be this friendly with each other all the time, no matter what pack hierarchy says.
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