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Author’s Note

As mentioned
at the end of the last book in this series, Angel in Black Leather
Pants, this book starts
about midway in the timeline for that book. You may recall Kane,
Shawn, and some of the others in Cloverleah went to San Antonio to
help when Scott and Madison were kidnapped and no one could find
them.

Part One
starts in San Antonio with the introduction of Raff (the rare Red
Wolf) to Damien’s pack and follows onwards to the kidnapping and
everything that happened afterward. As you
know, Madison meets his mate in this book too, but his story is
told more fully in his own book which will spark the spin-off from
the Cloverleah pack (The Gods Made Me Do It series) and include
mates for some of the other non-Cloverleah men we
have come to love. Part Two takes place in Cloverleah where Raff
and Nereus meet Teilo.

Some details
will be replicated through some of the books–it can’t be helped if I am going to keep the story
lines straight, but they will be told from a different perspective.
I do hope you enjoy this.


 PART ONE

San Antonio



Chapter One

“What was it you promised me, about working too
hard and leaving me in bed on my own in the morning? One
overnighter in the club and you’re reverting to your old bad
habits,” Scott glared at his mate. Damien might be the biggest
alpha in the land and he ruled the biggest pack in the States, but
his gruff demeanor didn’t frighten Scott. Although both men now
lived on pack grounds about twenty minutes’ drive from the club, an
issue with a supplier had them staying in their apartment above the
club overnight. Scott didn’t mind that, but he was agitated after
living next to nature for a while. He’d forgotten how bad the smell
of exhaust could be in the city. Waking up alone brought back old
insecurities.

“I’ll only
be another half an hour,” Damien said. His desk was a
mess of papers, which Scott could’ve cheerfully thrown in the
trash can. “Go down to the restaurant and get breakfast. By the
time your plate is clean, I’ll be done.”

“I’d rather
go out for breakfast,” Scott stuck his chin in the air. He scanned
the office. Malacai, Damien’s
second and Elijah, the pack doctor were sitting and watching the
show. “I’m sure Malacai
and Elijah will come with me.
Won’t you guys?” Scott grinned. It was good to be Alpha Mate
sometimes. He wouldn’t get turned down.

“Yes,
boss,” Malacai said drily.

“You’re not going without enforcers,” Damien
warned but Scott could see his mind was on other things. That was
all right. Scott would make sure he had his mate’s attention once
he’d had something to eat. If Damien didn’t want to leave his desk,
Scott would fuck him over it. Pleased with his little plan, he
sauntered around the offending piece of furniture and plopped on
Damien’s lap. “Kiss me,” he demanded.

Damien was always happy to oblige, and it was
Scott who had to tear himself from those wicked lips before he
forgot his resolve. “Later,” he said, standing and giving his cock
a nudge.

Damn mating hormones. Scott thought as he got his dick under control. Damien’s
grin wasn’t helping and Scott almost decided to forgo the outing.
But when Damien said quite clearly, “take enforcers with you,” in
that low voice that told Scott he didn’t want to be ignored, Scott
decided an outing was exactly what he needed. The enforcers were
getting too lax, and it had been a while since any of them had to
put up with guarding his precious person. Scott sniggered as he
sauntered down the hallway. “They’ll have to catch up with me
first,” he muttered. Scott didn’t mind making things difficult for
the enforcers, but he knew better than to upset his protective
mate. That didn’t mean he couldn’t have fun.

“So, breakfast,” he said cheerily. “I know
exactly where I’m going. I’m sure you remember the place, Malacai;
it’s where we had our first cup of coffee together, the first
morning I was here.”

“That food did smell good, and the coffee was
excellent,” Malacai agreed, tucking Elijah under his arm. “But if
you think we’re getting out of here without at least four men
following us, you’re sadly mistaken.”

“Unless you
have them on speed dial, they’d better move fast. I’m hungry,”
Scott said, sprinting down the stairs to the club entrance. Of
course, being the good little second he was, Malacai
did
have the enforcers on speed
dial, but Scott was determined not to let the extra breakfast
guests bother him. He didn’t get a lot of time away from Damien
by choice, but this unscheduled breather was a lovely
change, and Scott whistled a random tune as he wandered the four
blocks to the café he had in mind. If he was being rude in ignoring
Malacai, Elijah,
and the four flustered
enforcers as he went; no one commented.

/~/~/~/~/

Scott glared at Elijah, “Egg whites? All the
food you can have in a Texas Slam breakfast and you want egg
whites?”

“I like egg whites.” Elijah looked at Malacai
for confirmation.

“He likes egg whites.” Scott knew if Malacai
could have figured out how to pull his mate on his lap in public,
he would have.

“Why? It’s not as though we have to worry about
cholesterol.” Scott couldn’t understand why Elijah was ignoring all
the wonderful food options the little café had. The smell of bacon
and sausage in the air was making his stomach rumble.

“I know. I told you, I just like egg
whites.”

“I suppose you aren’t having sausage either.”
Scott shook his head.

“Am too. Their chicken sausage patty is to die
for.”

“Chicken sausage?” Scott made a choking sound.
“I suppose you’re going to have the gluten-free English muffin
too.”

“Oh, I haven’t tried that. It sounds good.”
Elijah picked up his menu again. “Scott? Stop banging your head on
the table. You’ll give yourself a headache.”

Scott lifted
his head and glared. “I’m trying to remember which reality I’m in.
You can get six of whatever breakfast items you want and you’re
ordering egg whites, chicken sausage, and a
gluten-free English muffin?”

“Well, no.”

Scott brightened. Maybe there was hope for
Elijah yet.

“I’m ordering the egg whites, chicken sausage,
gluten-free muffin, oatmeal, plain yogurt and two strips of turkey
bacon.”

“I think I’m going to cry.” Scott put his head
back on the table. Malacai laughed.

“Oh,” Elijah said innocently. “Do you think the
turkey bacon with the chicken sausage is too much?”

“Never
mind,” Scott sighed. He knew when he was beaten. “Remind
me again why I brought you along.”

“You may be right,” Elijah continued ignoring
Scott’s question. “Maybe a nice seasonal fruit would be good.”

“It’s going to be an apple.” Scott practically
shouted. He resisted the urge to wipe the smile off his friend’s
face.

“Oh, yummy. Apples.” Elijah actually clapped his
hands; Malacai laughed harder.

A waiter approached the table. “Are you ready to
order?”

“Oh yes,”
Elijah said, sitting up and giving the waiter his best smile.
The Little shit was so darn cute. “I’ll have the egg
whites, chicken sausage, gluten-free muffin, oatmeal with plain
yogurt and an apple if it is in season. Oh, and do
you have green tea?”

“Sure, what kind?”

“Organic tropical?”

“Got it in yesterday.”

“I’ll have that, thank you.”

Scott gritted his teeth. At least the other
orders weren’t as bad. Glaring at Elijah, he waited until everyone
else had finished putting in their requests before giving his
order. “Bacon strips, ham steak, hearty breakfast sausages, honey
jalapeno bacon, pancakes with extra syrup, Texas-size buttermilk
biscuits smothered in white gravy and your bottomless cup of
coffee.”

“Got it,” The waiter snapped his order book shut
with a smile. He was probably imagining the tip. “I’ll bring your
drinks.”

As he walked away, Scott whispered to Elijah.
“That’s how a wolf eats.”

“Fat ones,” Elijah whispered back. Scott glared;
Malacai laughed and a couple of the enforcers suddenly found their
phones interesting. Just another day with the San Antonio pack.

/~/~/~/~/

Logan’s
growl was muffled. Raff stopped, pressing his back up against the
wall, cursing his decision to try to find a temporary job. He was
hungry and so were the pups, but damn it, he should have known he
wouldn’t be safe. He wished Logan hadn’t followed him, but the
blessed pup had a protective streak a mile wide.
I shouldn’t have
gone into the bookstore. That rainbow flag was a dead giveaway. I
should know to stay away from anything that could label me.
Raff shuddered as he remembered
the job offer he had received in the store. As if he was desperate
enough to get on his knees. Maybe one day, but not
today.

Raff could hear voices coming down the street
and he flapped his hand at Logan, willing him to be quiet.

“Damn it. He has to be here somewhere.”

“Come out, come out, wherever you are, faggot.
If you’re good maybe we won’t kill you and your little dog too....”
The words were followed by the high insane giggle that warned Raff
to run in the first place. Logan growled again in response and Raff
bit his lip. Why did teacups have to be so damn loud? Raff couldn’t
explain to his precious pup there was no way Logan could take on
the six men determined to hunt them down. Raff knew he could even
the odds; shift into his wolf form, but red wolves were a small
species; even the shifters and Raff knew he was smaller than
most.

“He’s got to be here somewhere,” the voice
sounded closer. “Split up and check down every alley.”

Raff trembled and cursed himself for doing so
because Logan took that as his cue to bark.

“Over there!”

Fuck. So
much for a break. Raff ran, the men hot on his heels. Who knew six
humans could run so fast? The cold air did nothing to cool him
down; Raff was covered in sweat and panting hard. He might survive
an attack, but he knew Logan wouldn’t quit until they killed him,
and that thought made him run faster. Logan’s former owners had
nicknamed the pup, Killer before they dumped him. Killer had no
clue to his real size and thought he was a massive alpha instead of
a teacup poodle. Killer
might have been the reason Raff
was running; pissing on that blond ape’s leg was probably the final
straw, but Raff kept running. He wasn’t going to let Logan get hurt
or worse.

Raff rounded the corner and then skidded to a
stop. His plan was to turn right at the intersecting alley and hide
behind the projecting wall, hoping his pursuers would keep going.
But it was the wrong alley. Shit. He was in a delivery yard. Raff
had nowhere to go.

“Well, well... look what we caught, boys. The
little bitch and his mutt.”

Couldn’t be calling me the mutt, so I must be the little
bitch.

“Look, I’m sorry. I’ll pay for what he did
and...” Raff caught his breath long enough to reply.

“Oh, you’ll pay.” Raff had no time to register
the giant fist that knocked him back against the wall until he
fell. “Fucking abomination. We don’t want the likes of your kind
here.”

Logan lunged at the main attacker and Raff
winced as he heard a pained yelp when the man threw him against the
brick wall behind him. Raff swung out, but he was trapped; one man
catching his arms and holding his body open as the others pounded
into him.

“You’ll learn faggot... one by one, we’ll take
you out. You’re going to send a message to that fucker with the
fancy club.”

Raff couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He
was being beaten for an association he’d been doing his level best
to avoid. Raff knew about the Alpha in the private club hidden from
public gaze with black windows. He knew what Alphas did to red
wolves. Sex slaves or death. Not an option Raff wanted to consider.
His genetics were enough of a curse as it was. He knew the Alpha
was gay, but Raff’s size wasn’t going to do him any favors. The big
alpha would probably tear his throat out.

Fuck, if only I could shift, Raff thought frantically. I could at least make them hurt
before they killed me. Why the fuck am I protecting our species
when my own pack threw me out and that alpha in the club will rip
my throat out if he knows I’m here. Maybe death by Alpha was a better
option. Raff’s legs
finally gave way and his assailant let him drop to the
ground.

“So what
should we do with the bitch before we kill him?” Another man asked.
Raff’s eyes widened; he was terrified and gulped at the thought of
the situation getting a lot worse. The idiot was asking
for votes? Somehow Raff’s gut was telling him death by assailant
was going to be better than what that man was promising with his
eyes. The smell of lust made Raff’s nose twitch, and he thought he
was going to sneeze.

“I
gots a hard-on from the fight,” the man continued, as though his
reaction was perfectly normal. “Maryann wouldn’t give me none last
night. He’s got a hole just as good as anything else. Might as well
use him. Hell, he’ll probably like it.”

Raff
trembled and tried to back up but the wall stopped him from going
anywhere. Not rape. Anything but rape. He wouldn’t…he couldn’t...

“We got
time,” the man with the hard dick wouldn’t shut up. “Ain’t no one
going to come back here for hours. Truck’s not due in
‘till 4 pm. No one takes a break out here because Gerry locked
the damn doors when his staff kept sneaking out all the time. We
got plenty of time for me to get my rocks off and make him hurt.”

Raff’s eyes went monochrome and the sound of his
shirt ripping hit the air. He couldn’t stop it; couldn’t control
it. He was going to shift and that could mean the death of him and
Logan. But at least wearing fur would stop him being raped unless
that guy was kinkier than normal.

/~/~/~/~/

Scott took another bite of the jalapeno bacon.
He picked up a fork full of biscuit and gravy and waved it at
Elijah. “You can’t tell me you enjoy that as much as I enjoy
this.”

“I can and I do.” Elijah picked up a slice of
apple.

“Is he always like this?” Scott asked
Malacai.

The only answer he got was a grin. Scott wasn’t
sure if they were pulling his leg or not. He was getting the
distinct impression his friend was putting one over on him. He
wouldn’t put it past Elijah to get back to the club and order a
juicy steak with a bacon side.

“Hey! Come back here!” The man at the front door
yelled at a tiny dog as he shot between the man’s legs into the
restaurant. The waiters converged on him, but the little guy was
fast; dodging legs and arms. The waiters ended up in a tangled heap
on the floor; Brad, the one Scott was sure was gay, was grinning
from the bottom of it. Scott winked at him. He took another bite of
his bacon as tiny teeth sunk into his leg above his boot. “Hey!” He
shook his leg.

The pup
proceeded to have a frantic conniption fit. He ran back to the
door, then back to Scott, his high-pitched howl going
nonstop. Okay. Something’s up. I get the message.

Scott shot up from his seat. “Put that on our
tab and include a good tip.” He ran for the door hot on the heels
of the pup; ignoring the muttered curses as the enforcers and
Malacai threw down their forks and hurried after him; Elijah safely
in the middle of the muscle mass.

Scott dashed
around the alley after the pup. He had just enough time to note six
men holding a wolf captive
before he jumped into the fray.

One of the enforcers said to Malacai, “You know,
it’s only six humans, he can handle it.”

“Yeah... you want to explain the bruises to
Damien?” Malacai was rolling up his shirt sleeves.

“Hell no.”

Scott wouldn’t say it, but he was glad of the
support. He needed to get back into training again. It was at times
like this he missed his twin, Troy. Making a mental note to call
him as soon as he got home, Scott looked around as the man he was
hitting bit the dust. The delivery area was littered with bodies;
none of whom looked like they would be getting up anytime soon. He
turned to the small red wolf shivering against the wall. Scott
could hear the enforcers muttering.

“A Red Wolf,"

“By the Gods, it’s a Red Wolf.”

“I thought they were extinct.”

“Isn’t he pretty?”

“Those eyes... Never saw eyes like that.”

The crystalline amber eyes were filled with fear
as they focused on Scott.

“It’s okay. We aren’t going to hurt you,” Scott
crouched down as close as possible. “Please shift back. You can’t
run through the city like this and your pup is worried about
you.”

The trembling got worse.

“Please, I give you my word no one will hurt
you.”

Elijah came up beside Scott, crouching as well.
“I’m a doctor,” he said quietly. “Can you let me look at you? I can
do it in your current form if you prefer, but it would be better if
you shifted. Scott won’t hurt you. That big guy over there,
Malacai, he’s my fated mate and I promise you, he’ll keep you safe
and so will Scott. Scott is true mated to our Alpha. You won’t come
to any harm. Please, little wolf. You need help.”

The trembling slowed, but the wolf didn’t
shift.

“You can smell we aren’t lying to you,” Scott
tried again. He’d never seen a wolf shifter so skinny before and he
felt guilty for the huge breakfast he ordered. “None of these men
will hurt you. Smell them. They will guard you with their lives
because I told them too and because they know I have an
overprotective mate who will break their heads if I’m upset.” Scott
heard Malacai mutter something under his breath but it was pitched
too low for even his wolf’s ears. The Red Wolf seemed to snicker.
Could he hear that? Damn his hearing was fantastic even for a
wolf.

Scott
watched as the pretty little wolf slowly shifted into a man just as
pretty as the wolf form had been. The crystalline eyes were still
clouded with fear, but Scott smiled. Human was something
to work with.

“Malacai?” He called over his shoulder. “You’re
the biggest. Can I have your shirt and will someone call Damien and
have him send pants and a shirt? It’s freezing out here and humans
won’t handle a naked man too well. Some boots and a jacket would be
a good idea as well. The pavement’s frigid.”

The teacup poodle was curled up in Red Wolf’s
arms.

“Your little friend found us for you,” Scott
said, hoping the man would talk. “He’s a very determined pup.”

A soft voice replied, “That’s why the former
owners named him Killer before they dumped him. He’s pure Alpha.
His real name is Sir Logan Barksalot. I call him Logan.”

Logan growled when Scott reached a finger out to
touch him, but Scott wasn’t Alpha Mate for nothing. He persisted
and eventually the little dog, and the man he was attached to were
getting along fine. By the time clothes arrived for the wolf known
as Raff, Scott heard the whole story of the chase and the
beating.

“Get their
ID’s,” he said to Malacai, waving at the men who still hadn’t
gotten up. “Find out who they are and Damien will deal with them
later. They need an attitude adjustment.”
Scott could feel his wolf pushing to shift and deal with the
bastards. Looking after Raff had to come first.

Elijah touched his arm. “I think he’s going to
be fine but I want to check him out in my office.”

“I can’t!” Raff panicked. “I have to go back to
my room.”

“We can protect you.” Scott offered to take
Killer... Logan... Nah... Killer fit him better. His owners were
right. The little poodle was hugely protective of Raff. “We won’t
let anything happen to you and you can join the pack.”

Wistful hope came into those lovely eyes. Scott
felt his protective instincts ping hard. “I... I have to go back to
my rooms. I could come back later if you let me.”

“We’ll go with you.”

“No. I’ll be fine.”

“Look, I’m
not forcing you to come with us but surely you know how dangerous
it is. I mean look at what Damien sent with me just to walk a
couple blocks; all this for a cup of coffee and breakfast. You’re
even more valuable and surely you can see we have the means to take
care of you. I want to.” Scott put on his best puppy eyes; the ones
that made Damien melt. Raff was weakening...

“I need to go home. I have three more pups,”
Raff admitted quietly. “I don’t want to be a bother to any of
you.”

“If Killer has brothers and sisters, they’re
welcome,” Scott said, not sure how Damien was going to take to
having natural dogs in the pack. But he was determined not to let
the little wolf out of his sight. His gut was telling him Raff was
important, and he’d never ignored that feeling before. “We’ll get
them together.”

“It’s more his pack,” Raff looked down at Killer
with a smile; his whole face lit up. “They aren’t related. I...
look, you don’t want to come to where I live. It’s not so great.”
Raff looked up and Scott could see his cheeks were red. He wasn’t
sure what to say. Raff looked clean; Killer’s coat was healthy. How
bad could it be?

Elijah spoke up. “We need to go with you and
believe me, you now have a pack to care for you,” he said, stepping
forward. “Scott rescued me from a stinking hole my own mother put
me in and kept me in for four months. I was in the dark, alone with
almost no food and definitely no way of getting clean. The stench
was enough to blind a man. Where you live can’t be any worse than
the smell of that hole. Now let’s get your pups and your stuff and
find you somewhere safer to stay.”

Scott took the timid nod as a win, and although
he’d have a lot of explaining to do with his mate when they finally
got back to the club, he knew in his gut he’d made the right
decision.



Chapter Two

Raff stood
stunned, looking around the room. He barely noticed Scott slipping
out the door. The keys for said room were clutched tightly in his
sweaty palm. This is a freaking palace, Raff thought. In reality, it wasn’t. It was a
one-bedroom apartment; but for Raff, who’d been living in a tiny
room, sharing a bathroom with drug addicts and alcoholics it ranked
right up there with a mansion. It even had central heating. Killer
barked and tugged at his pants. “We’ve really landed on our feet,
Logan. You have no idea.”

Forcing his
feet to move, Raff played with the buttons on the television
remote; he couldn’t remember the last time he watched a show. He
wondered if the Golden Girls was still showing; it’d been
a while since he’d had a good laugh. Killer was tugging him again
and Raff noticed Buddy and Butch had already found a way onto an
armchair and were snuggled up together sleeping; Joey was sprawled
out on the couch. Seems it didn’t take a lot for his furry friends
to feel at home.

“But you’ll
want feeding, won’t you?” Raff glared at the
persistent ankle biter. “Let’s see if there’s anything in the
kitchen for you.” It’s not as though he had any money to buy food;
it’s why he’d been job hunting in the first place. Scott told him
he could order whatever he liked from the club restaurant and Alpha
Damien grunted his agreement. But Raff saw the look on the huge
man’s face and didn’t want to do anything to upset his tenuous
position in the pack. Damien accepted him into the pack on Scott’s
say so; Raff’s face red with mortification from Scott’s description
of his living conditions. The back of his neck still burned from
where Damien touched him.

“Oh, my lord,” Raff stared at the cupboards in
amazement. He’d never seen such an array of foodstuff outside of a
supermarket. He hurriedly opened the large fridge which was stocked
with meats; some cooked, some raw; three different types of
cheeses, a tray of eggs, two huge bottles of milk and the bottom
drawer held four large dog food rolls; a premium brand Raff had
drooled over every time he’d braved a visit to the store.

Suddenly the
enormity of the events over the past eight hours hit him and Raff
fell to the floor, tears streaming down his face. Killer climbed up
on his knee and started licking his face and Raff chuckled in spite
of himself. “Oh,
Logan. This could be a new
start for us,” he whispered. “No more scrounging for food; no more
being scared in the night.” Killer huffed. He wasn’t scared of
anything.

“I miss Mom and Dad,” Raff said, keeping his
voice low. “I miss the pack, I miss….” Killer barked and licked his
face again.

“You’re quite right,” Raff said, straightening
his spine. “No point in worrying about stuff we can’t change. You
heard what Scott said. Get settled; get used to our new home and
then if I want to, he’ll help me get a job. I don’t know… I’m not
sure how it’s going to go working in the club, but Malacai said no
one would touch me unless I wanted it. What do you think?”

Killer
jumped off his knee and stood in front of the fridge door, his head
tilted to one side. Raff sighed and got to his feet. “At least I
know where I stand with you. Go and get the others; I’ll grab your
bowls out of my things. We’ll all be eating well tonight.”
And
hopefully,
for some time to
come, he thought as he
pulled out a dog roll from the fridge and started hunting for a
large knife.

/~/~/~/~/

Damien curled his huge body around Scott’s and
Scott wished he could purr. “Did you get the red wolf settled in
okay?” Damien asked gruffly. Scott stretched his body out along his
mates and wiggled.

“Yep. I
think he’s a bit overwhelmed about everything. He… he’s been told a
lot of bad shit about alphas and their treatment of wolves like
him. Then there was that attack today and that hovel he was
living in…how could his pack kick him out like that, especially
looking the way he does? He’s lucky we found him.”

Damien’s
capable hands turned him, so he was looking into bright gray eyes.
His mate wasn’t a pretty man by any stretch of the imagination, but
those thin lips had brought him so much pleasure over the months
they’d been together and from the warmth, in Damien’s
eyes he’d be feeling them again real soon. “That little wolf will
be safe here and if anyone begs to differ, they’ll deal with me
personally. I wish he’d come to us sooner, but the Fates move in
mysterious ways and he’s here now. This pack will look after him;
we will look after him.” Scott felt firm hands on his ass; oh yes,
things were going nicely. But Scott still had one major niggle to
voice.

“Do you think he’ll be safe working in the bar?
I’d suggest the kitchen but if Killer escapes the apartment and
finds him in there, Chef will have a fit and there isn’t a lot else
he can do around here,” Scott ran his hands down Damien’s hips. His
mate had muscles upon muscles and Scott knew every one of them.

“Malacai will watch him in the bar and make sure
any trouble-makers keep their distance. Raff might not know it yet,
but he’s got people watching his back. It’s all those damned
enforcers could talk about; how pretty he is and what a cute little
wolf form he has.”

“Just the enforcers?” Scott’s hand found his
target and Damien’s eyes glowed. “Raff’s got amazing eyes.”

“I prefer
cheeky blonds with bright blue eyes,” Damien snarled and
lunged forward, his lips catching Scott’s with perfect precision,
and for the longest time they were far too busy for
conversation.

/~/~/~/~/

Raff lay in
his new huge bed, staring at the ceiling, the dogs arranged over
his legs fast asleep. Killer was sprawled on the pillow beside him,
flat on his back, his mouth open and his little paws twitching as
though he was chasing something. Knowing Killer, it wasn’t a
rabbit. He’s
probably imagining himself leading the pack on a run,
Raff thought fondly.

He should be
sleeping too. The bed was ginormous and so comfortable with clean
sheets and four huge pillows. His stomach was full for the first
time in months. Raff
spent almost an hour in the
lavish tub that took up half his bathroom, and he found plenty of
comfortable clothes in the dresser. Raff’s own stuff was
being laundered, yet
another free service offered to
people who lived at the club. The chatty young blond, Cody, who’d
brought him his dinner pointed out the phone, told him which
numbers were on speed dial and for the first time in a long time,
Raff felt… safe.

“Could it
be?” He whispered in the dim light. “Could this place be home?”
Killer snorted, coughed and rolled over, slapping Raff in the face
with a paw. Raff chuckled and cuddling Killer in his arms, he
finally fell asleep. For once, nightmares
didn’t bother him.



Chapter Three

Raff jumped
as he heard the bushes behind him rustling. He turned to see Buddy
dragging what looked to be an old jacket out from the undergrowth.
“We’re not taking that back to the apartment with us,” he warned.
Two days since Scott had saved him, and this was his first time
outside of the club. The dogs were all litter box trained, but Raff
knew they could do with some exercise. Killer was
developing a paunch with all the good food he’d been eating. Raff’s
inability to resist puppy eyes didn’t help.

“They find the darndest things, don’t they? Give
it here,” Elijah laughed as he tried to tug the coat from Buddy’s
teeth. When Raff mentioned he wanted to walk the dogs, Elijah and
Malacai had volunteered to come along, and while Raff knew it was
more for protective reasons than friendship, he’d been happy to
agree. Malacai didn’t say much, but there was a smile on his face.
Raff knew with Elijah around, Malacai wouldn’t let anything happen
to either of them. The man was a devoted mate.

“How did you and Malacai meet?” He asked as he
helped Elijah rescue the jacket and tossed it in the nearest
trashcan.

“He held me after Scott got me out of that hole
I was telling you about,” Elijah said with a smile. “I was a hell
of a state, smelly, skinny and half dead and here I was getting a
boner being in this huge man’s arms. Confused the hell out of me. I
tried so hard to hide it.”

“I take it Malacai felt the same way?” Raff
risked a quick look at the big man who was throwing a stick for
Killer. Killer didn’t want to chase it; at least not until Joey,
Buddy and Butch did and then he raced after them barking madly.

“Do you know how we know when we’ve found our
fated mates?” Elijah asked quietly. Raff shrugged. Mates were
arranged in his pack; pairings designed to increase the size of the
pack. He’d never heard of fated mates until Scott said Damien was
his.

“It
has to do with scent. I wanted to wallow in
Malacai’s scent, but of course, I didn’t
smell like myself. After I’d showered, though...,”
Elijah grinned.

“So you smell someone, and they smell really
good….” Raff felt there must be more to it.

“And your dick hardens so fast it makes your
head spin and you get all growly and possessive if anyone so much
as looks at your mate.” Raff’s eyes widened. Elijah wasn’t any
bigger than he was.

“It’s a mate thing,” Elijah said, “We all do it,
even us little guys.”

“And none of
the bigger guys mind?” Raff couldn’t believe what he was hearing.
Oh, he knew Elijah was telling the truth; his ears,
eyes, and nose were highly acute in either form. He’d just never
come across a pack where his size wasn’t seen as some huge
disadvantage.

“Mates trump everything,” Elijah said, watching
his wrestling on the ground with the tiny dogs. He was so careful
with them. “When you find yours, there’s nothing you won’t do for
him, or them for you.”

“Him,” Raff said quickly. “That’s why… you know…
with my pack.”

“You have no
idea how many men we have in our pack who went through the same
thing,” Elijah said, slinging his arm over Raff’s shoulder.
As if we really are
friends. “You’ll see;
hell, I was in the same boat. Scott and I originally came from the
same pack, along with his twin. Troy, the twin, got banished
because he was caught with a guy; Scott disappeared about six
months later when Troy found a new pack and somewhere for them to
work. If Damien hadn’t wanted Scott to try reconnecting with his
family….” He broke off and giving into impulse, Raff hugged
him.

“Scott’s dad lives in this pack now too,” Elijah
said after hugging Raff back. “He met his mate, a younger human
woman and they live in a house on the pack grounds. We’ll have to
take you out there sometime soon. You’d like Scott’s dad; he’s been
really helpful with some of our younger pack members.”

Raff wasn’t sure what to say but then it didn’t
matter because Killer came running straight past him, growling and
barking madly. The hair on the back of Raff’s neck stood up, and he
made to run after his dog, but Malacai held him back. “Someone was
watching us; Killer caught his scent before I did,” Malacai said
grimly. “Stay here.”

“Come on,” Elijah said, tugging Raff’s arm.
“Let’s collect the other pups before we lose them too.”

The park
area was large; edged with trees and bushes of all sizes. Killer
was long gone from sight, and it didn’t take long for Malacai to
disappear. Raff started to tremble; his fragile feelings of safety
shattered. He shouldn’t have come out. He shouldn’t have left his
apartment...

“Here, hold this one,” Elijah ordered, and Raff
found himself with an armful of Joey; his Chihuahua cross. Buddy
and Butch were sitting at Elijah’s feet, looking up expectantly.
“And here come the reinforcements,” Elijah added as four men headed
their way. Raff was glad Elijah seemed to know them. His
fight/flight had kicked in and he was all for running back to the
club and never leaving it.

Elijah was
just explaining what happened when Malacai appeared out of the
trees, Killer struggling in his arms. “I want every inch of those
woods covered,” Malacai snapped to his enforcers as he got closer.
“It’s one of ours but I don’t recognize the scent. Whoever
it was didn’t want to be found, and he had no good
reason for spying on us the way he did.”

“Yes boss,” all four men snapped a quick salute
and took off running.

“You’re hurt,” Elijah said, and Raff could see
Malacai had a scratch down his face. It wasn’t deep but Malacai
seemed happy enough for his mate to fuss over him.

“There’s no point in calling this one Logan,”
Malacai said handing Killer back to Raff. “He was damn mad when I
caught him and brought him back. He’d got the scent of whoever was
watching us, and he was hell bent on finding him.”

“Killer did that to you?” Raff was horrified.
“I’m so sorry.”

Malacai
laughed. “I wouldn’t worry about it. It’ll be healed by the time we
get back to the club and besides, I like my mate fussing over me. I
would’ve let the little bugger keep running but there’s a busy road
on the other side of those trees and I didn’t want him
run over. Let’s just say there’s a lot of alpha spirit in
that little body. He doesn’t like being told what to do; reminds me
of Damien, actually.”

Raff managed a tight smile and kept an even
tighter hold on Killer as they headed back to the club. But his
mind was in turmoil. He didn’t know what was worse. The thought his
precious pup could’ve been hit by a car; the idea that someone was
watching them in the park or that Killer might decide to take a
chunk out of Damien. None of those thoughts helped calm his jittery
stomach.

/~/~/~/~/

Raff was half-dozing on the couch, sort of
watching a reality show on television when someone knocked at his
door. Frowning, Raff muted the television and pushed Killer off his
lap, much to the small dog’s disgust and hurried to answer the
door.

“Alpha Mate,
Scott,” Raff added when Scott frowned at the title. “Is something
wrong? Has something happened? Oh, my god, this is
about Malacai isn’t it? Killer didn’t mean to hurt him. Malacai
said it was okay. Is the Alpha angry at me? Do I have to go? I’m
sorry; of course,
I have to go. I’ll just get my
things; we’ll get out of your territory….” Raff turned from the
door, but Scott’s hand caught his arm.

“Whoa dude; has anyone told you, you panic too
much,” Scott said. “Calm down, take deep breaths,” Raff didn’t
realize he’d stopped breathing. “Now, sit down and tell me what
horrible sin you think you’ve committed. I saw Malacai not ten
minutes ago and there was nothing wrong with him that I could
see.”

“I… er….” Raff knew he had no choice so he sat
on the couch; Scott right next to him and explained what happened
earlier that day.

“So let me
get this
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