
	If London has his way, this human and shifter pairing will be the event of the season!

	 

	 

	Alpha Donavan Haas has a secret. Something he’d die before admitting to. To his coyote pack, he is stubborn, masculine, and dominant, but his inner self longs to be free. He’s living in a gilded cage, but who holds the key?

	London Fishman is a quirky human nurse who’s read far too many shifter romance novels. Being kidnapped by Xander’s pride only reinforces his belief in the existence of the paranormal. London yearns for a mate of his own. And then he meets Donavan, and all his dreams have come true.

	But happily ever afters are sometimes hard to come by. Don’s sins of omission become a barrier between them, and his actions remind London too much of past lovers who have hurt him.

	True strength lies not in dominance, but in knowing who you are. If Donavan doesn’t figure that out, and tell London the truth, he just may lose him.
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	“Being deeply loved by someone gives you strength, while loving someone deeply gives you courage.”—Lao Tzu

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“You’re mine, stud. You can run from me, but my coyote loves a good chase.” Donavan couldn’t help but devour London with his eyes. “I’ll hunt you down and gobble you up, my mate.”

	It was funny how the cute human’s mouth dropped open.

	“Ah, shit,” Xander muttered.

	Asa scratched his head. “That’s a twist I certainly didn’t expect.”

	Donavan ignored them. All that mattered was the tall man Fate had given him. At almost thirty, he’d thought he’d never find his mate.

	Asa squeaked beside him when London’s eyes rolled back in his head and the guy passed out, crumbling on the kitchen floor.

	That must hurt like a bitch.

	Donavan arched one brow. He shot Xander a quick glance. “I didn’t come on too strong, did I?”

	“Yeah, you did. I see you’re still an asshole,” Asa muttered.

	Crouching down, Donavan rolled the guy to his back and cradled his head in his lap. He brushed his fingers through London’s long, floppy blond hair. Don smothered a chuckle. With his cut-off shorts, and open pink button-down shirt over a white wife beater, the man looked like a beach bum who’d just rolled out of the nearest dune.

	Xander stood beside them. “Maybe we should bring him to the living room where he can lie down.”

	“And maybe get a doctor or something in case he hit his head,” Don said.

	“London is our nurse. He’s the only trained medical staff around.” Asa crossed his arms over his chest.

	Suddenly, London groaned and rolled to his side. He lifted a hand to his head, then opened his eyes and squinted. “God. I had the weirdest...” He gasped, his gaze meeting Don’s. “You’re real!”

	“Uhm...”

	London’s eyes widened to the size of saucers. He grabbed for Don’s shoulders. “You called me your mate. Please, tell me you didn’t lie. I can’t believe it.”

	Don scoffed and stood. “I’d never lie to you.”

	Scrambling to his feet, London swayed for a second before he caught himself. A wide grin split his face. “Yes! Yes, I knew I was destined to be a mate.”

	“Well...” Donavan grunted when London grabbed him and lifted him off his feet. The perky human even spun him in a circle. He steadied himself against London’s shoulders, noticing how defined they felt. “Let me down. Immediately.”

	“Nope.” London chuckled, his eyes twinkling with a heavy dose of mischievousness that promised trouble in Don’s usually ordered life. “My... aren’t you the cat’s meow?”

	“Coyote,” Don replied with an amused smirk.

	“Uh.” Asa lifted his index finger. “Buddy, I don’t think lifting and spinning an alpha is a good idea.”

	The grin on London’s face grew even wider. “I’m the mate of an alpha?” He tightened his grip around Donavan’s waist. “Awesome. Will you claim me soon?” Their position nestled their groins together distractingly, and the proof of London’s excitement was hard as a rock in his shorts and made it difficult for Don to follow the human’s rambling. “I heard it involves a bite. Does it hurt much? And do you want to date me before you bite me? I mean, we shouldn’t do it here in the kitchen anyway. That’s not sanitary at all.”

	Obviously, London knew the dynamics of mating. Don cleared his throat, feeling a blush creep into his cheeks. “Easy, stud,” he said dryly. “I’m Donavan Haas. Coyote alpha of the Pumpkin Creek pack. And no, you’re not allowed to make fun of that name,” he added sharply.

	London curled his lips into his mouth, but Don felt London’s body vibrate against his with the strain of keeping quiet.

	“Let me down. Now. I won’t claim you here in this kitchen.” The command in Don’s voice was clear as day. Usually people went above and beyond to follow his orders. Quickly.

	London, however, seemed unfazed. He had the nerve to peck a kiss on Don’s cheek. “London Fishman. Don’t make fun of my name and I’ll return the favor. I’m twenty-six and a former nurse. Well, I was a former nurse. I worked at the hospital in Gering, but my grandmother, who’s on the hospital board, had me fired because I’m a flamer. Then I worked at a pharmacy, the one where Viggo found and kidnapped me. Now I’m a nurse again. The pride’s nurse. I really don’t miss the hospital. You wouldn’t believe the drama between the staff. I can tell you, the hospital series you see on TV are all true.” He rolled his blue eyes in a dramatic fashion.

	Don blinked for half a minute, processing the string of unsolicited information. “Your brain-to-mouth filter seems to be broken.”

	London winked. “Yup. Broken beyond repair. You’ll get used to it. If I talk too much, ignore me or tell me to shut up.”

	Don would never tell his man to shut up. That’d be plain rude. He’d stick with ignoring him if it became too much. Or he’d put something between London’s full lips. “Pack your stuff.” Don wriggled in London’s grip. “You’ll come home with me.”

	“Dominant much?”

	Don snorted. “Dominant. Possessive. Sullen. And, as Asa will gladly confirm, an asshole. You’ll still come with me.” He didn’t see why he should beat around the bush. The man was his now. The sooner London realized it, the better for them both.

	“Of course, my dear.” London topped the ridiculous endearment by rubbing his cheek against Don’s, still smiling as though he’d won the lottery. London sure was acting a little weird, and Don wasn’t sure if it was just the mating pull taking its toll on the human.

	He snarled. “Stop it already. I’m not some puppy you can cuddle.”

	“Not a cuddler?” London pouted but lowered Don to his feet. “You’re cute like a puppy, though.”

	“No,” Don said, dragging out the o. He tugged at his suit jacket and brushed off some imaginary lint. “Cortez? Would you help my mate pack his stuff? I trust you’ll keep your hands to yourself.” He hoped the warning was clear. From the expression on his beta’s face, Don knew he’d been understood.

	London, on the other hand, looked as though he thought Don the most charming man in the world.

	Did he just flutter his lashes?

	“Wait.” Xander held up his hand. “Slow down. London is an honorary member of this pride and our local nurse. You can’t waltz in and demand he come with you.”

	London shocked him again when he brushed a kiss across Don’s lips and smiled tenderly. “It’s okay, Alpha. Although I’ll miss you all, I’d like to go with Donny. I’ll make a cuddler out of him. Nobody can resist my boyish charm.” Then he clapped his hands. “Chop chop, Cortez. We don’t have all day.”

	Don watched London turn on his heel and punch Cortez’s shoulder. The beta didn’t even flinch. London left the kitchen with a notable swish to his hips, still talking like a waterfall, and Cortez followed quickly.

	“I can’t believe this.” Asa scowled at Don.

	Don scowled back, crossing his arms over his chest. “At least London understands the importance of mates. I don’t have the patience to drag home a reluctant man.”

	“You’ll have to keep him in line, Alpha.” Raul had scraped himself off the floor after Don had laid him out for touching London. The man shrank back when Don shot him a glare.

	“How I treat my man is none of your fucking business. Mind your place, Beta, or I’ll find a replacement.”

	Raul winced and tilted his head in submission.

	Xander cleared his throat. “Don...”

	“I’m sorry for stealing your nurse.” Carding his fingers through his neat hair, he shot Xander an apologetic smile. “You know how it works. He’s mine.”

	Xander nodded, albeit stiffly. “I understand. But London’s a very dear friend.”

	Don’s hackles rose at the underlying threat. “Do you think I’d treat my mate badly? How long have we known each other?”

	“Okay,” Asa said, lifting his hands in the air. “I think Xan’s alpha-voice is sexy as hell, but being in one room with two head honchos gearing up for a pissing contest is not my cup of tea.” He patted Xander’s belly, lifted onto his toes, and kissed the white lion’s cheek. “I’ll go and help London.” Then he trained his gaze on Donavan. “It might take a while until he’s ready. He needs to say good-bye to the pride. Especially Jaxon. And he has like a ton of clothes. Lun is a fashion victim.”

	Don dipped his head before he pulled out a chair and sat down, his legs crossed. He barely suppressed the urge to bob his leg impatiently. As it was, the move looked way too girly and graceful for a hard-assed alpha-male. Oh, fuck it.

	“Thanks, brat.” Xander smiled. “I’ll take Raul with me and see that we finally get rid of our prisoners.”

	“We brought two vans,” Don said.

	Asa walked over to Donavan and placed his hands flat on the table.

	Don shot him an amused smile. “Yes?” He thought he knew what was coming.

	“If you hurt my friend...”

	Don thought the butterfly wasn’t the least bit threatening, with his rainbow hair and slender form. However, Asa wasn’t a pushover either. They stared at each other for several silent minutes. Then, slowly, Don lifted one corner of his lips into a smirk. “I’d like to have more men like you in my pack.”

	Asa stopped short. “What?”

	“You’re a good friend and not afraid to fight, even if the odds are against you.” Don grew solemn. “You have my word. I’ll do anything to make him happy. I’ve waited a long time. Thirty is old for a coyote to mate.”

	Asa nodded as he straightened. “I believe you. Although you’re an ass, Xander says you always keep your word.”

	Donavan roared with laughter. “I see you two still haven’t forgiven me for hitting on you.”

	“No,” Xander and Asa both said at the same time.

	Asa laughed and gave Xander another kiss. “I’ll go after London.” When he left the kitchen, Xander cleared his throat and sat down in the other chair.

	Great. Let the lecture begin.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	London stared into his drawer, but he didn’t see the socks and boxers lying in a messy rainbow-colored tangle. His breathing turned fast and shallow as the whole magnitude of his situation hit him upside the head.

	“Hey. You okay?”

	He heard the gruff voice as though his head was under water, but he didn’t react. London didn’t care if he offended the hulking guy.

	London’s mate was downstairs and ready to whisk him away into the great unknown. He wasn’t in the mood to entertain a disgruntled shifter, no matter what his rank. Stuffing his hands into the drawer, he scooped out a mountain of boxers and turned to face the other man.

	“Cortez, isn’t it? Bag?”

	The guy—who didn’t correct him, so London guessed he was indeed Cortez—frowned. “I’m not your maid.” Despite the denial, the beta crossed the room to London’s wardrobe and pulled out a big suitcase. “Here. You better hurry. Donavan isn’t known for his patience.”

	London rolled his eyes and dumped the load into the open suitcase. “I trust you’ll give me his schedule. I wouldn’t want to miss worship the leader time. Do we go down on our knees or something? Is there a protocol? Do I need special clothes?” Sounded like bullshit. Xander was a strong alpha without an attitude. He didn’t need anyone kissing his feet to feel like a man. London hoped Donavan wasn’t an arrogant asshole.

	Grabbing a stack of shirts, Cortez shook his head with a smirk. “You’ll worship him on your knees all right. He might be shorter than you, but make no mistake. Donavan’s a powerful man. You saw what he did to my brother.”

	“Sorry about that.” London frowned as he wedged several colorful chinos under his arm. “But your brother’s an ass. Seeing Don deal with him was hot as hell.”

	Cortez shrugged. “Yep. Raul deserved it. I hope his future mate will teach him some manners.”

	“London?” Asa rushed through the door and threw his arms around him.

	London dumped the pile of pants and folded the slender butterfly shifter into a tight hug. “Hey. Everything all right?”

	“Yeah. Just... I’ll miss you.” Asa looked up and stuck out his lower lip. “We’ll all miss you. I can’t believe Don’s stealing you from us. Of all the shifters in the world...” His chin wobbled dangerously.

	London smiled. “Hey, now.” He cupped Asa’s face. “Donavan’s pack isn’t far from here. You can visit any time. And I’ll come by, too. And we’ll both be alpha mates. How cool is that?”

	“I guess,” Asa muttered, but his expression said he wasn’t happy.

	“Since I was dragged into this crazy world, I wanted nothing more than a mate of my own,” London reminded his friend. “You said Fate picks mates. And that it still takes time and effort to make a relationship work. Neither Don nor I are perfect. We’ll probably argue and fuck up multiple times.” He ignored Cortez’s grunt. “But seeing you with Xander, and seeing Jaxon and Viggo, I think it’ll be worth the fight. I want what you guys have with your men.”

	Asa smiled and squeezed his middle. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to ruin this day for you. Finding your fated one is reason to celebrate. It’s just so sudden. I’m a bit overwhelmed.”

	“Me too. I’ll probably freak out as soon as I’m at Donavan’s.” Who was he kidding? He’d been on his way to a mental breakdown before Asa had hugged him. London wasn’t sure if the churning feeling in his belly meant he was happy and excited or about to throw up.

	Please, don’t let it be the latter.

	“Look,” he said, disentangling himself from Asa’s hold. “I’ll give you a call as soon as I’m in my new home. And you and Jax have to visit soon. Since Don has a stick up his ass, I don’t have much hope regarding his interior design. Chances are I’ll need help pimping the place.”

	Cortez growled. “You’ll do no such thing.”

	London waved his hand. “Oh, hush. You’re not entitled to an opinion about my home. I need a cushy, cuddly place to feel comfortable. Donny strikes me as a leather-and-chrome guy.”

	“The alpha will flip,” Cortez muttered as he closed the suitcase with a jerky movement. “Is there more?”

	London blinked and pointed at the wardrobe. “That’s not even half empty.”

	“Who needs so many clothes anyway?” Cortez fisted his hands on his hips. “The pack raises and sells cattle. It’s a dusty place. And when it rains, there’s mud everywhere.”

	“Then I wonder why Don’s wearing such expensive suits. Just because I made minimum wage doesn’t mean I don’t recognize an Armani suit when it’s wrapped around a hot guy. And said guy is pressed against my front.” He grinned. “Not that it’s a hobby of mine, pressing expensively clothed men against me.”

	Asa giggled.

	“That’s beside the point.” Cortez sighed. “Don’s the boss, and he can wear whatever the hell he wants. Nobody wears pastels on a farm, though.”

	“I’m surprised you know what pastels are,” London deadpanned as he packed his beloved white jeans.

	Cortez snorted. “I have sisters.”

	Asa stuffed more of his clothes into two sports bags. “Take what you need for one week. I’ll send Alan to deliver the rest during the next couple of days. I’m sure Don’s eager to return home.”

	“Fine.” London sighed and brushed his floppy bangs off his forehead. “I’ll get my kit.” As soon as he was in the bathroom, he closed the door and leaned against it with a huff. The course of his life had changed irrevocably today. Although the thought of living with a virtual stranger was scary, London couldn’t help but feel hope blossom in his heart.

	Finally, he wouldn’t have to worry about a lying, cheating partner. He’d know the person sharing his bed belonged to him and only him. He’d never smell someone else’s cologne on his partner’s clothes, or wonder if he’d really had to work overtime.

	He still wouldn’t give up his white jeans. But if he had to wrestle with a dominant, moody coyote shifter in exchange, so be it. London grinned. He’d probably have loads of fun wrestling Don’s lean frame into all kinds of interesting positions.
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