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      The last thing Sebastian Zeller wants is to be pack Alpha. But when the pack leader, his uncle Ron, is attacked, he has no choice but to leave his beloved Colorado mountains and fulfill his duty as Ron’s heir—at least until his uncle recovers. In the meantime, he intends to lure the attacker out… and make them pay.

      

      When Ron gets wind of Sebastian’s plan to catch the attacker, he doesn’t like the idea of risking his heir. That’s where Jaxon Reedis comes in—he’ll balance protecting the dark and sexy werewolf with pretending to be his personal assistant. He’s walking a fine line that requires all his foxy wit and craftiness… and that’s on top of the inescapable feeling that he and Sebastian are meant for each other. When the attacker returns, will they be able to maintain their deepening bond when danger threatens to tear down everything they’re building?
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            One

          

        

      

    

    
      Sebastian glanced behind him, the prickle on the back of his neck never something he ignored. Screw the spider sense; he had wolf senses. Someone was following him, and it was a predator. Going to Denver for meetings always left him a little vulnerable.

      Now if he could just get the bastards to attack him.

      He let his steps slow, faking an expression of cluelessness, of innocence.

      The footsteps finally became audible behind him. Yeah, come on. Come get the puppy.

      He began to whistle, joyous as a lark. Silly pup, la la la.

      The footsteps rushed, the attacker running now. Sebastian turned a corner, then whirled about, waiting. Ready.

      A knife flew out of nowhere, and he slapped it out of the air with a growl. “Try harder.”

      The acrid scent of fear filled the air, and the guy backed off. “They didn’t say you could fight.”

      “No?” He stepped forward. “What did they say?”

      The guy held his hands up, his big, beaky nose telling him bird shifter. “Nothin’. I don’t know nothin’.”

      “Seriously? A flutterby-baby to get an apex predator?” He growled deep in his chest and let himself bare his teeth.

      The guy turned tail and ran, flat out, in the other direction. Well, shit, how was he supposed to get any information now?

      No fair.

      No fun.

      “Look what I caught!” His packmate and oldest friend popped into the alley, Mr. Birdbrain in hand. “A bird in the hand, and all that.”

      “Oh, Alan. You do know how to make a man happy.”

      “I do. Too bad you were never willing to take my more pervy offerings. This one might sing for us, though.”

      “Mmm. Promise?” He growled again, letting his teeth show.

      “Totally.” Alan shook the guy. Hard. “Who sent you?”

      “Fuck you,” the guy squawked. “This is a job.”

      “Who hired you?”

      “I got the job off a message board.”

      Alan squeezed the bird-guy’s throat a little, making him screech.

      “I swear! Payment through one of those anonymous services.”

      “Anonymity is boring,” Alan snarled. “I wonder if you will be so anonymous once I tear your face off.”

      “Oh, honey. Too much too soon. You have to start slower.” He was going to kick Alan’s butt.

      “What?” Alan gave him wide eyes. “I was doing De Niro.”

      “No, you were doing De Nutso. Let him go, man.”

      “Listen to the psycho-puppy. Let me go.”

      Alan bared his teeth. “You ever come around again, I’ll bite.”

      The bird squalled, beginning to shake, like an emu losing his feathers.

      When Alan let go, he ran, leaving behind the distinct odor of pee.

      Sebastian chuckled. “Never send a bird to take down a wolf. You hungry?”

      “Starving. Steak?”

      “Hell, yes.” With a baked potato. He loved the skins.

      “Come on.” Alan hooked their arms together. “That was fun. We can do it again tomorrow, right?”

      “We totally can. Until I find out who tried to kill Uncle Ron? We’re hunting and being hunted.”

      “This is the most fun ever.”

      He shot Alan a glare, and he got a blush, the bright blue eyes glowing.

      “Well, not Uncle Ron, buddy. That sucks.”

      “Yeah.” Uncle Ron was still recovering from an attack that had left him teetering, one foot in the grave, the other on a banana peel. Sebastian wanted none of that shit. Uncle Ron was… mentor, Alpha, family, boss. Everything.

      Sebastian owed it to him to ferret out who had attacked him.

      Ferret. He knew a few guys who would crack up at that.

      Maybe more than a few.

      Alan winked at him, sharing the joke. Why the hell couldn’t they have hooked up?

      He shook it off. They would always be buds. That was worth far more than any booty call.

      Time for steak.
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        * * *

      

      “Jaxon. Good to see you.” The big boss, Richard, stood, then reached out to shake his hand.

      Jax shook, wondering what he’d done wrong. He’d just finished up a job bodyguarding a really rich werebuffalo investment banker’s kid while he was on a vacation in Cancun.

      He was rocking the best tan.

      Still, he’d met Richard, CEO of Nose to Tail Inc. exactly once. At last year’s Christmas party in Steamboat. So why was he here?

      Richard gestured to the chair across from his desk. “I imagine you wonder why I called you in personally.”

      “I am. Makes me nervous, boss.”

      “Well, don’t be. An old friend of mine has sent out feelers about retaining some protection for his nephew. He wants someone discreet. Someone who doesn’t look like a bodyguard. I want you to sit in on my call with him.”

      “I can do that.” Oh man. How discreet was discreet, exactly? Did Richard want the guy to know he was here?

      “I’ve told him via email that you’ll be joining us. Ron says the situation is rather delicate.”

      “Yeah? Cool.” That was right up his alley. Delicate, that was him. Del. I. Cate. Sensitive too.

      He grinned. Foxes were all about that stealthy shit.

      Richard touched a button on his phone. “Can I get Ron Zeller on the line, please?”

      “Ron Zeller, like the textile magnate Ron Zeller?”

      “That’s the one.” Richard gave him a severe look. “Behave.”

      “Yes, boss.” Like that was even remotely possible.

      “Patching you through, boss,” said the disembodied voice of… oh, what was his name? Richard’s assistants changed often enough it was hard to remember.

      Richard was a little growly. A touch.

      “Thanks. Hello, Ron? This is Richard, and I have Jaxon here.”

      “Thanks for returning my call, buddy. I need a babysitter for my asshole nephew with a death wish.”

      Richard grinned, looking as if he was biting back a laugh. “This would be Sebastian?”

      “It would. He’s trolling for my would-be assassins, Rich. Seriously. Like he’s ten feet tall and bulletproof.”

      Rich. Who called the boss Rich? That was a brave man.

      “Oh, dear. Well, I have all faith in Jaxon here. Say hello, Jaxon.”

      “Hello, Mr. Zeller. Pleased to meet you.”

      “You have a nice voice. You are a predator, yes? Seb won’t respond well to prey.”

      “Well, I’m a fox. I know wolves can think of us as prey, but I hold my own.”

      “I know a lot of foxes in the security biz. They’re well suited.”

      “We are. Tell me about your nephew,” he demanded.

      “Seb might as well be my son. I took him in when he was twelve years old and just wet behind the ears. He’s a brilliant guy—one hell of a designer, believe it or not. He gets that from his mother—but it scared him when I got attacked, and he’s lost his fucking mind. He’s out there with his packmate baiting assassins and showing his ass.”

      “His packmate? Who is that?” Jaxon needed to know all the variables.

      “Alan White. He’s a baby wolf and he thinks Seb hung the moon, and together they’re adrenaline junkies. I’m about to call Alan home on some project, but that won’t stop Seb.”

      “Are they a couple?” That would make things more difficult.

      “No. Not for lack of trying on Alan’s part, but no. They’re just best buddies, and they egg each other on.”

      “Ah.” That was easier. Cull the one out of the picture, and he would just focus on the nephew. “So, what’s my way in?”

      “He needs a personal assistant. He needs to do his job. Stop worrying about me. You can help him stay alive and get organized.”

      “I can actually do that.” Whew. He’d trained at butler school. He could be a butler, a valet, a personal assistant, a personal trainer, and a ninja-fox bodyguard.

      “I’m going to survive, and I’ll be damned if he has to spend his prime years defending me. He’s a good man, but he has to stop being foolish.”

      “Indeed,” Richard said. “Youth can make a man feel invincible.”

      “So can stupidity,” Ron muttered.

      “Yeah, and it can make him extinct.” Jaxon nodded. “Where and when do I need to be?”

      “He’s based in Estes and he’ll winter there, but he’s in Dallas right now, aggravating people.”

      “Dallas.” Jaxon sighed. Hot and humid.

      “For another three weeks. Then he has to go home.”

      “Got it. I’ll get packed.” Jaxon glanced at Richard. “Is there a file?”

      “There will be by the time you fly.”

      “You’ll keep him safe?” Zeller asked.

      “I will, sir. I have a very good success rate.”

      “Good. He’s my heartson, and he’ll take everything one day. I need him to thrive.”

      “Jaxon is the best I have, Ron.” From Richard that was high praise.

      Jaxon rose, intent on getting his shit together and heading to Dallas.

      “I’ll have the ticket sent to your phone,” Richard murmured.

      “Thanks.”

      Richard waved him off with a half smile, then went back to his phone call.

      Jaxon started a mental list for packing. Khakis and button-downs… Was a bow tie too much?

      He needed to seem innocuous, nerdy, harmless enough to ignore. A personal assistant extraordinaire. Glasses. Nondescript.

      He chuckled softly. Okay, this could be fun. Seriously.

      Jaxon figured he could use a dose of fun.
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      Sebastian was going to bite someone.

      Possibly Uncle Ron. Calling Alan home on some fool’s errand, like Ron needed help in Boulder. Bah.

      He knew better. The old man was separating them so they wouldn’t get into trouble. Or as much trouble.

      God, he hated going to the office. Dallas was so much more fun if you didn’t spend all day in a high-rise. He stared at the office door. Maybe he could just run.

      “Mr. Zeller?”

      “Yeah?” He turned to see who had made it through the security downstairs.

      “Hello.” A dapper little man stepped up to him, holding out a hand.

      He tilted his head, his nostrils flaring, scenting for danger. All he got was a very pleasant cologne and a patient smile.

      “I’m Jaxon Reedis. Your new personal assistant.”

      “Pardon me? I’m not sure you have the right person. I haven’t hired anyone.”

      “No, your uncle did.” That last was said with a tiny, sympathetic grimace.

      “Huh.” Interfering old man. He didn’t need someone to check his emails. “Well, I’m sorry, man. I’m not interested. I’ll make sure Uncle Ron pays you a decent severance. You said Reedis? I’ll make the call. Have a good one.”

      “Oh, now. I think you could use some help.” The little guy pulled out a sleek phone. “You’ve missed two meetings today.”

      “Nonsense.” He hadn’t missed them; he’d skipped them to try and get a bead on the assholes who had hurt Ron.

      “Your fabric distributor here is, um, a bit peeved.”

      “Yeah.” He didn’t know what to say, so he went with not saying anything.

      “Look, I know you don’t want me around, but I promise, I can be helpful and unobtrusive.”

      “Let me call my uncle. I think there’s been a mistake.” Like a vast, weird, grumpy-making mistake.

      “Sure.” Reedis stepped back, giving him the illusion of privacy.

      He grabbed his phone and perched on his desk, slamming one finger on his uncle’s name.

      “Hey, kiddo. How’s design?” Ron sounded better than he had the last time they’d talked.

      “Uncle. There’s a young man here… uh, Reedis? You know anything about this?”

      “I do. You keep missing appointments and failing to turn in designs. You’re not on vacation. So I sent a babysitter.”

      “Pardon me?” He saw red for a moment, crimson coloring his gaze.

      “You and Alan were jerking around when you’re supposed to be filling in for me and doing your job. I need you on the ball.”

      His growl was deep and immediate, and if he’d been in Ron’s presence, there’d be a new Alpha, then and there. “I don’t need you to tell me how to do my fucking job.”

      “No? Then do the actual job. Stop hanging your ass out there as bait. Don’t be stupid, boy.” That voice brooked no argument.

      “Last time I checked, what I do on my own time is mine. Don’t push me.” He wasn’t in the mood.

      “Seb, please.” Ron sighed. “Please, just do this for me, okay?”

      “Whatever. Take care of yourself.” He hung up and looked at Reedis. “You work this right, it’ll be the best job you ever had. You don’t even have to show up.”

      “I like to keep busy.” Reedis gave him a gentle smile. “I rescheduled those two meetings.”

      “Good deal.” Fuck a doodle goddamn do. “I suppose you want a desk, hmm? Let me call and get someone to set you up.” There had to be somewhere to stick this guy for a couple of days until he got bored and went home. He called his liaison to facilities management. “Hey, Lindsay? This is Sebastian Zeller. I have a guy that needs a place to light for a couple of weeks until I head home. You have a place downstairs somewhere that’s decent?”

      “Oh, hey. Sure. If it’s your new personal assistant, though, he already said he would set up in your outer office.”

      He let himself growl. “Did he?”

      “Yessir! I had a whole desk setup delivered ten minutes ago!”

      “How enterprising.” He glared at his new employee, who was proving to be a challenge already.

      At least there was a door.

      “He said that he had permission….”

      “You did good, honey. No worries.”

      “Okay. Anything else, boss?” she asked.

      “No. No, I’ll have you close the active part of the offices down in a few weeks, but we’re good now.”

      “You got it.” She hung up.

      He turned to look at Reedis. Reedis looked back, head tilted slightly.

      “They set you up out there, apparently. I tried to get you something downstairs, but….”

      “I’d like to be close by.” Reedis beamed. “I’ll be quiet as a church mouse, I swear. As long as you meet with me once a day to talk schedules.”

      “Right. Schedules.” He just wanted to get the fuckers who had hurt Uncle Ron. Then he could relax. Get back to designing, which he loved.

      “Yes. Now, I also have a few things for you to sign. Your uncle’s assistant begged me to get you to look at them.”

      “Oh? All they have to do is email.”

      “Mmm.” Those bright green eyes sparkled. “About your company email account.” He let one eyebrow rise. “I haven’t been in it, but the webmaster tells me you maxed out your storage space.”

      “Oh, for fuck’s sake.”

      “I can help with that, if you want. Sort things, make sure the important stuff is all that’s on the front page. However, if you do personal stuff in there, I can just give you some ideas about setting up folders.”

      “I don’t.” He didn’t trust his personal stuff to email. He called.

      “Then if you can set me up with the password, I can dig in and fix it for you.”

      This guy was too good to be true. Which always made Sebastian suspicious.

      “I’ll get you a list of passwords, sure.” He opened the office door and smiled, trying for nice and not feral.

      “Thanks.” Reedis gave him a little submissive head duck. “I really need this job, Mr. Zeller. I appreciate it.”

      Oh, something was off there, something was… weird. He wasn’t buying it. Maybe this guy was here to poison him or something. Sebastian would have to keep an eye on him.

      Neat. It was something else to worry about. “I’ll bring you the passwords. Later.”

      “Sure. I’ll just get set up out here.”

      “Cool.”

      “You want coffee?”

      “No.”

      “Okay.” Reedis smiled again, and it was cute. Like, really.

      “See ya.” No poisoning. Yay! He needed to research this Reedis guy, find out where he came from and shit. This was way more fun than stupid meetings.

      Then, if he found out something he didn’t like, well, he could have even more fun. No one messed with his family.

      No one.
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        * * *

      

      Jaxon Reedis moved around the office, setting up everything where he wanted it. The phone had to move. It sat right where he would whang it with his sidearm if he had to pull it out of his desk and make a quick shot. The printer needed to be on a stand, not on the desk. Who did that?

      How on earth had Ron Zeller’s people worked in this mess?

      Obviously not very fucking well if the man had been attacked in the office.

      He rolled his eyes. Okay, file folder thingy there, and the gun could go under here….

      Sebastian came thundering into the office, eyebags black as night, a day’s worth of beard on him. He headed straight for the coffee maker and started fumbling with it.

      “Boss.” Jaxon said it gently. “Go sit. I’ll get the coffee. How do you take it?”

      “Cream. Lots. Tiny bit of sweet. Please.”

      “You got it.” Jaxon moved, slipping around the desk to steer Sebastian into the inner office and let him sit. “Be right back.”

      The coffee maker was a Keurig thing, thank goodness. Coffee in seconds. He brewed a double cup, then added generous cream and one sugar.

      “Late night?” he asked, tiptoeing back into the office.

      “Yeah. Hunting. My head….”

      “You can hunt in Dallas? How cool! What do they stock and where?” He played the fool, but the reminder was necessary. Sebastian needed to be careful who he told what.

      “Wild game. Alan and I make a decent hunting pair, had a couple of hard chases last night.”

      “Nice. I like to hunt voles.” He grinned, trying for goofy dork, not baring his teeth at the thought of hunting. Uhn. He did miss that.

      “Voles. I’ve been known to try for them. I’m not that quick, though.” Sebastian drank deep, the long column of throat working. Jaxon had to admit, that was kinder than he expected. He’d been sure the wolf would mock, but no.

      Interesting.

      He was starting to like Sebastian already, which made his job tougher, really. Someone he didn’t like, he could be totally objective about.

      “I’ll let you get some coffee in you. Should I see what the ladies downstairs brought in by the way of pastry? Then we can meet about your schedule.”

      “Yeah. Yeah, that would be very cool. If not, there’s a place that makes egg and bagel sandwiches. They deliver.”

      “I’ll find it!” He sent Sebastian a smile before trotting off to find Nancy, a forty-something she-wolf who’d been with the Dallas office nearly ten years.

      She offered him a warm smile. “Your boss looks like hammered shit. Does he want egg sandwiches?”

      “He does. Where do I get those?” He liked Nancy a lot. She had a calm way about her, and he had to grin back at her no matter what.

      “Here’s the menu. The one he likes is marked and there’s an account. Mr. Sebastian loves them, and they make him a better wolf.”

      “He had a late night, so I’m all over that. I think his schedule might shock him some.” He chuckled. Yeah, everyone wanted a piece of Sebastian Zeller. Jaxon only hoped he found out who wanted the biggest, bloodiest chunk before his new boss did.

      “He’s trying, though. I’ll give him that. This is not in his wheelhouse, and he’s giving it his all.”

      “He really is. I hope I can help. I’m really good at organizing to take some of the load off.” And if Sebastian made some of his meetings, people would stop screaming and give him some time off.

      “I’m tickled to have the help. I’m not suited to personal assistant, to be honest. I have a bit of a temper.”

      “Yeah? Do you get snappy?” He loved that she was so wolf.

      “Honey, menopause is a stone-cold bitch.”

      “Ouch. I want to hug you.” When she opened her arms, he did just that. “Thanks for the menu.”

      “It’s always right here, filed under emergencies.”

      “Nice. I’ll run a copy and do the same thing.” He waved it happily before heading back to his desk. He would order a variety, because frankly, he was starving too. His new digs didn’t have a lot going on in the cabinets.

      That would change. All creatures needed snacks. And good coffee. Maybe his new boss would spring for an espresso machine.

      Yum.

      Meanwhile, the Keurig would—“Hey! Can I get three morning bagels with bacon and cheese and the eggs fried hard, and three with sausage and cheese with scrambled? Oh, and a cinnamon bagel with honey cream cheese.” Nancy would love that. He just knew it. Possibly because it was circled twice on the menu.

      Just like that, food was ordered. He liked this. Dallas was… hot but full of friendly people. More pit bulls and cattlemen than he’d ever seen in one place, but friendly.

      He hummed, going to the coffeepot to make himself a latte. Latte in a K-Cup. Woo.

      About the time the food showed up, Sebastian came out of his office with an empty mug.

      “Here, let me.” Jaxon took the mug. “Food is here. I got a mix.” The bagel place had told him what the regular order was in addition to the stuff he’d gotten. He would pass out the others in a bit.

      “Oh. Oh, I love those. Thank you. Seriously. That’s cool of you.”

      “No problem at all.” He led Sebastian to the wee conference table on the other side of the room from his desk. “Sit with me, huh?”

      Sebastian sat with coffee and food, one bleary eye fastened on him.

      He put on a cheerful smile, then unwrapped two sandwiches. “Eat. I’m starving.”

      “Me too.” There was a bruise on the bottom of Sebastian’s jaw. Knuckles. Dammit. What the hell was he doing out there? Breaking kneecaps?

      “Mmm.” Okay, the bagel place was a win. Bacon to the rescue!

      Sebastian wolfed down the first sandwich, pun totally intended, then slowed down halfway through number two. He got it. He was hungry too. Jaxon ate one in a few quick nips, then savored the second, the latte a perfect accompaniment.

      “Thanks for the food. We having a meeting or something?”

      “Not today, no.” Jaxon rose, making for his bullet journal. “You do have two tomorrow, and you have some reading to do for one of them. I’ve sent a PDF to your Dropbox.”

      “Yay. This is what? The mill?”

      “Yes. The other meeting is with a fiber supplier. Ron lined it up months ago, but they’re promising.”

      That sparked a little bit of interest, he thought. Not much, but a touch. Maybe designers factored in the fabric when they made a design. Jaxon had no idea.

      He handed over another bagel. “Alan wants to play paintball next weekend. Should I schedule it?”

      “Yeah. Yeah, I like that. Shooting Alan in the ass is one of my favorite pastimes.”

      Jaxon blinked. Uh, did he mean that in a sex way, or just in a fun kinda way? He swallowed wrong, choking on a piece of bagel.

      “Whoa. Whoa, you okay?” Sebastian moved like the wind, immediately coming to help.

      “Yeah. Sorry. Got something stuck.” God, everything sounded like fucking today. Everything.

      “I hate that. You need a bottle of water?” Sebastian was already moving toward the fridge.

      Every time he thought he had a handle on Sebastian, the man changed. He watched Sebastian move, admiring the line of back and ass.

      He could tap that. He could totally tap that.

      Bad fox. He looked away when Sebastian turned back to him, rubbing his throat to get the sympathy vote.

      “Here. The water will help.” Sebastian opened the top for him.

      “Thanks so much.” He grabbed the bottle so he could take a careful sip. Bagels were scratchy, dammit. Still, he learned something new about Sebastian every time they spoke.

      “Sure. Sure, so two meetings tomorrow. Yay. I’ll read the paper.”

      “Cool. I’ll check in with you at lunch. You have a great design setup in there.” He pushed his chin toward the inner office.

      “It’s okay.” Sebastian looked out the window, gaze far away.

      “What’s your setup like at home?” He was supposed to be encouraging homesickness. Sebastian was wanted at home as much as he was here in Dallas.

      “I live in Estes Park, up in Colorado. I have a studio there, a house. It’s beautiful, quiet.”

      The words were so… melancholy. Jaxon felt bad for the guy. “Well, your schedule is pretty clear by next week.”

      “I have a few things to deal with, but I hope to be home before the snows come. What about you, man? Where’s home?”

      “Originally? Northern California. Up by Chico.” He had a cabin out closer to the Nevada border, not far from Tahoe. A tiny bolt-hole home.

      “I love the coast. I love the mountains more, but….”

      “Oh, I like it too, but I’m inland, you know? Bears and foxes and eagles….”

      “Yes. Like in my neck of the… well, mountains.”

      “Yep.” He grinned. “I can’t wait to see.”

      He got a confused little look, then a smile.

      Jaxon didn’t falter. He was going wherever Sebastian went, and Sebastian was going home soon if it killed him. “I’ll call the paintball place.”

      “Good deal. I’m sure Alan will stop by at some point today. He’s sleeping in.”

      “So when did Alan get back in from Boulder?” He could tell he would have to be very careful about Alan.

      “Couple days ago. I need him to split his time a little. He’d rather be here anyway.”

      “Are you two…?” He was pushing it, and he knew it, but he had to ask.

      “Lovers?” One eyebrow lifted into Sebastian’s hairline. “Not that it would be a thing if we were, but no. We’re not compatible. We’re packmates. We grew up together. He’s… he’s my heartbrother.”

      “Ah.” That made him a little sad. Foxes lived in families, but his had been gone for a long time. Jaxon was a lone fox, so to speak.

      “Yeah. We’ve been together since before I can remember.”

      “That’s cool.” He felt a little deflated now, just thinking how he missed his folks. “Well, I need to get back to it.” He stood, knowing Sebastian would get the hint.

      “Good deal. Don’t work too hard.” Sebastian disappeared into his office like smoke, the door closing behind him with a click.

      Jaxon sighed. Okay, so he needed to stop getting all deep and personal. He’d fucked up a nice moment of intimacy and information sharing. What the hell was wrong with him?

      He never got weird. That was his strength. Focus and speed.

      Jax shook his head. Back to work. Now. He rolled his chair back in front of his computer. First, paintball. Then he would research Alan.
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      “I need Alan in Boulder, Seb.” Uncle Ron was already growling, and he hadn’t been awake a whole ten minutes. Christ.

      “What are you doing up this early? Aren’t you trying to recover, for chrissake?”

      “I am recovering, and I would do better if Alan didn’t keep running off to fuck off with you in Dallas!”

      He growled deep in his chest, his fist burying itself in the pillow. “We’re working. I am trying to get your shit done and protect the pack. You know that. I don’t need your interference!”

      “My interference?” Ron’s voice deepened. “You aren’t Alpha yet, boy. Don’t you give me shit.”

      God, like he ever wanted that. Just the thought made him want to get in a car and drive until no one could ever find him. Ever.

      “I’m doing my job. Alan is helping me. What is your major malfunction? Don’t you trust me?” Because if Ron didn’t, the son of a bitch could fucking fire him.

      “I do.” Ron sighed. “I just worry. You two can get in some trouble together.”

      “We’re just two guys having a little fun.” And trying desperately to figure out why someone would hurt their Alpha, kill two of the pack lieutenants.

      “Uh-huh. Well, I really do need him, Seb. The offices up here are switching out all the computers for new.”

      “All right. I’m having lunch with him today. I’ll tell him.”

      “Thanks.” Ron coughed, the sound full of wet grossness.

      “Are you doing your breathing treatments? You need to be. Twice a day.”

      “Oh, for fuck’s sake. You and that nurse of mine. I’m doing them. I just got all worked up.” Ron was as bad at following the rules as he was.

      “Yeah, yeah. You get to call and bitch, I get to bitch back.”

      “I hear you.” Ron sighed, the sound less horrifying. “When you coming home?”

      “As soon as I can. I want this shit done before the first snows.” He ached to be in the mountains, to winter in his den.

      “That’s the best thing I’ve heard in ages. I miss you, kid.”

      “I miss you, Uncle.” He loved the man with all his heart. That was why he was trying so hard to be… everything.

      “You’re a good one, Sebastian. Come home soon.”

      “From your lips to the Goddess’s ears.”

      “You got it. Love you.” Ron hung up before he could say anything in return. Cagey old man.

      Asshole wolf.

      He sighed and plopped back down on the bed. Damn, he needed another half hour. Maybe an hour. When was that meeting again?

      Maybe he’d just skip it.

      He closed his eyes and his phone beeped, Jaxon’s face showing up.

      <Don’t oversleep. Car is coming in forty-five>

      Okay. He could sleep fifteen minutes and have half an hour to get ready.

      Maybe he only needed fifteen minutes to get dressed….

      He hit the alarm and pulled the covers over his head. Screw it.

      He was fucking tired.
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        * * *

      

      Jaxon bebopped around his tiny kitchenette, wiggling his ass to the music in his headphones. He did love the Violent Femmes, yes he did. He also liked macaroni and cheese, and that he could make on his little two-burner stove.

      He’d finally gotten Sebastian wired for sound, so he didn’t have to follow the man physically as much.

      He had cameras in the office, outside all the doors and windows, in Sebastian’s cars. Creepy? Sure. But Sebastian wasn’t cooperating. Oh, he’d met with the fiber supplier, but the mill owner Jax had to take on, pleading illness for the boss. So Jaxon had made it easier on himself.

      The man was wearing down, so it wasn’t all a lie. There were only so many all-nighters Sebastian could pull.

      He glanced at his monitor setup to see a red light flashing. Shit. Sebastian was on the move, probably with Alan.

      Dammit.

      He turned off his music and went to the monitor, watching the two men stalking out, wearing black, hell-bent for leather.

      Crap. Okay, he had to get a move on. This wasn’t watch-on-TV stuff.

      Sebastian’s driver—a huge, dark man—stepped out of the shadows, and both wolves growled, stepping into his business.

      The big guy spread his hands, a smile on his face. He was talking fast, but Jax couldn’t hear
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