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 Prologue

 


 


Wolf shifter Eric Wentworth, was born into a
pack where the alpha ruled with an iron fist.

 


From the moment he was born, Alpha Sanders
knew that Eric was a true-born alpha. No one had ever seen one. So
everyone thought that they were a myth. No one knew exactly how
powerful Eric was. However, Alpha Sanders was afraid that Eric, one
day would take over the pack. Eric had kept his distance from the
alpha while growing up. He didn’t like him, and he didn’t trust
him. It was common knowledge that Alpha Sanders hated gay shifters.
Eric was gay, and so were many of his friends.

 


It was on a fateful night in June; Eric was
twenty-six at that time when Sanders went too far. Sanders had, In
a blind rage nearly killed Ross. It seemed that the alpha hated
Ross the most. Why? That was anyone’s guess. Ross was one of Eric’s
best friends, and he was gay. It was young JJ, or Jordan Jones, who
had come to Eric’s room, telling him that Sanders had Ross in his
basement. Jordan was only eleven and had gotten a full-blown panic
attack at seeing a bloodied Ross, with his hands tied to a meat
hook that hung from the ceiling.

 


It was then that Eric had used his powers for
the first time. He had kicked in the door and had nearly choked
Sanders by drawing all the oxygen from the air surrounding the
alpha. When the alpha was down on his knees and gasping for air,
Eric had warned him never to harm anyone of the pack again. He had
unhooked Ross and carried him back to his room. Eric knew that Ross
was safe with him because Sanders wouldn’t attack him if he knew
what was good for him.

 


Sarah Davenport, who was a close friend of
Eric, had taken care of Ross. She had been in shock at seeing the
severely wounded shifter. When Eric had returned with an
unconscious Ross, Jordan Jones had still been in the room.

 


The kid had been trembling with fear. He
didn’t want to go back to Alpha Sanders. Jordan was the nephew of
Dorian Jones. JJ parents, Dorian’s brother and sister-in-law, were
killed in a car accident. From that time on, Sanders had taken JJ
under his wings. Dorian had tried several times to get JJ back but
to no avail. Dorian was Eric’s best friend. They were inseparable
since kindergarten.

 


Two weeks after the attack on Ross, Alpha
Sanders and several of his men had come to Eric’s room. The alpha
had given Eric three days to leave pack lands. If after these three
days Eric was still on pack land, they would kill him. Well, they
could try, anyway, he could wipe them out in seconds. Eric had
agreed, but on the condition that all of those who wanted to leave
with him were free to do so. Alpha Sanders had reluctantly agreed.
It had taken less than three hours to gather his friends and inform
them about Sanders’ demands. Both Ross Diaz and Dorian Jones had
told Eric that they would leave with him.

 


It was a given that Dorian would leave with
his best friend and soon-to-be new alpha. Sarah Davenport wanted to
go as far away as possible from her pack. She had lost her husband
in a questionable hunting-accident. Her daughter Rose, who was only
fourteen, wanted to leave too. Mike Prescott and his best friend
Devon Cruz also wanted as far away as possible from Sanders and his
inner circle. After hearing what they thought was a rumor, Billy
Nash and Jesse Parker had come to Eric’s room, asking him if it
were true, and that they were allowed to leave the pack.

 


Dorian had tried to take JJ from the alpha’s
house. However, there were too many men, and they had overpowered
him. He had told Eric that he could not and would not leave without
his nephew, Jordan. Eric had promised to get JJ. The alpha had
expected for Eric to come for Jordan, so he had the boy moved to
another house, outside pack lands. It was all Eric could do, not to
kill the alpha right there and then. He didn’t like to use his
powers, but Eric had used them and nearly killed Sanders in the
process. Somehow the alpha didn’t want JJ to leave the pack. Jesse
had followed Sanders, who had a scared JJ in the car with him. He
had told Eric in which house JJ was.



Eric and Dorian drove to the house where the
alpha kept Jordan. No one had even tried to stop them when they
broke down the door, stormed inside and took JJ with them. The boy
had squealed in delight when Eric and Dorian had come for him. What
Alpha Sanders didn’t know, was that Eric Wentworth was a rich man.
His grandfather had always kept his fortune a secret from the
alpha. The old man had made several successful investments and had
multiplied his money. When he died, he had left everything to, his
only grandson. Eric had made good investments. Since he couldn’t
use it without getting the alpha’s attention, he was getting richer
every year. Only Dorian knew about the money. Eric knew that the
time had come to start spending some of his money. They needed a
house that would provide room for all of them. Eric was looking for
a ranch, with many acres of land.

 


All shifters shared their soul with a spirit
which could be an animal of any sorts. Eric and his friends where
wolf shifters, so they needed enough space to run and hunt. All
shifters needed to shift once in a while if they wanted to keep
control of the animal that lived inside of them. Eric had searched
the internet for suitable places. The house needed to be vacant
because they needed to move in right away. It took Eric only a few
hours before he found the perfect place for them to settle down. It
was a ranch that had almost seventy-thousand acres of land. Eric
had seen several photos, and it had looked good.

 


They didn’t need more than three days to move
off pack land. Eric had bought the ranch overnight and had paid
extra to get the deeds in his name within twenty-four hours. He had
hired several moving trucks to transport everyone’s belongings.
Nothing would be left behind. Eric had also bought three extra cars
so they all could travel comfortably. Besides, they would need
those three cars anyway. Eric had always wanted to breed American
Quarter horses. Now he could turn that dream into reality.

 


Eric hoped that his friends would stay and
help manage the ranch because this wasn’t something he could do on
his own. As it turned out, everyone liked what they saw. Sure, the
house would need some work, and they had to rebuild the barns, but
the place was perfect. The first night everyone had pledged their
loyalty to accept Eric Wentworth as their alpha. The Wentworth Pack
was born. After they settled in, Eric had started buying horses.
The first horse that Eric bought was Daisy. He took one look at the
beautiful mare, and Eric was a goner. The second horse was a colt,
which apparently, was more trouble than he was worth. Something
deep inside him had screamed to buy the young horse. This horse was
named Skyler and would stay and grow old at the ranch. Eric knew
that he would never sell the beautiful colt. After that, Eric had
started buying horses for his breeding program. After three years
of hard work, Eric had managed to make a name for himself in the
quarter horse community. Buyers from all over the country bought
his horses.

 


The pack had, of course, stayed at the ranch
and moved into the cottages that surrounded the main house. Only
Jordan and his uncle Dorian had remained in the main house. It
seemed that the young boy was scared that his former alpha would
kidnap him. That was the reason they stayed with Eric in the main
house. The alpha had to assure JJ several times that Sanders would
not come for him because Eric and Dorian would protect him. It was
then that Eric had bought Jordan his first horse and the kid had
been so happy. Dorian had arranged for riding lessons, so he knew
how to handle his horse, which he called, Happy.

 


Now, ten years later, the quarter horse ranch
or QH-ranch was thriving. The pack lived in peace. They had never
heard of Sanders again, and that was for the best. Eric knew that
if their former alpha ever showed his ugly face at the ranch, he
would kill the bastard.


Chapter one




Eric looked up at the sky as he wiped the
sweat from his forehead. Even though it was still early in the
morning, it was already pretty hot outside. He gently spurred his
horse toward the east pasture, hoping that all of his horses were
still present and unharmed. However, after the storm they had last
night, he doubted that. Eric kept all his horses close to home when
a storm was coming. They had had several emergencies, the day
before. Four mares had given birth. So, it was all hands on deck,
which left no time to bring in all the horses. The ones that were
at the south pasture had to stay, and Eric hoped and prayed that
they were okay. He loved every single one of his horses. His whole
life, he was fascinated by them. American Quarter Horses were
strong, kind, and they were able to outrun other horse-breeds in
races less than a quarter of a mile. Most ranchers used American
Quarter Horses for driving cattle, though.

 


When Eric arrived at the south pasture, he
saw that the broken fence. “Dammit,” he cursed softly. A quick
headcount told him that two of his horses were missing, and he knew
that one of them was his precious Daisy. After some searching, Eric
found both horses. The stallion seemed alright, but Daisy, the
mare, was wounded. She had cuts and scrapes at her chest and front
legs. Daisy walked toward Eric because she knew, and trusted him.
The stallion, however, kept his distance as he restlessly stomped
his hooves on the wet soil. Daisy was one of the first horses that
Eric had bought after they settled. Eric had bought the mare for
his breeding program because Daisy had an excellent pedigree and
her foals would bring Eric good money.

 


For reasons unknown, Daisy never became
pregnant. Still, he hadn’t sold her. Eric couldn’t do it because
the alpha loved Daisy too much. After he inspected the wounds, Eric
knew that most of them were superficial. He fished his cell phone
from his pocket and dialed for Dorian. His best friend and beta
answered on the first ring. “Hey, Eric, is everything okay?” Eric
shook his head. “No. Not really. Two horses broke loose, Daisy is
one of them, and she is hurt. It’s nothing life-threatening, but I
need the vet to take a look at her. I need to be sure that she’s
alright.” “On it boss. How long until you’re back?” Dorian
interrupted the alpha before he could continue. Eric smiled.
“Thirty minutes give or take,” he answered. “Alright, I’ll see you
soon. I’m going to give the vet a call, right now.” The line went
dead, and Eric knew that his friend was already on the phone with
Doc Winters, the veterinarian.

 


Eric decided to take both horses home. Even
though the stallion seemed unharmed, one could never know. The ride
back to the house was slow because Eric didn’t dare to stress the
mare. When he neared the barn, his wolf was restless and howled in
frustration. It was all Eric could do not to lose control. His wolf
had never behaved like this. Eric slowed his stallion, Skyler, to a
stop. He needed a few minutes to get his wolf under control. What
in the hell was wrong with the damn animal? After his wolf had
calmed down enough, Eric continued toward the ranch again. When he
finally arrived at the barn the sweetest smell wafted into his
nose, and his wolf went wild all over again. Eric took a few deep
breaths to steady himself. Dorian must have felt Eric’s inner
turmoil because confusion was written all over his face.

 


The alpha still was on his horse when he
looked down into the warmest, most stunning darkest brown eyes he’d
ever seen. He dismounted his stallion and swallowed hard, but the
lump in his throat wouldn’t go away. The man with the stunning
brown eyes hesitated for a moment, but then he held out his hand.
“Hi,” he said shyly, “I’m Jory Bradshaw.” “The new veterinarian,”
Eric finished Jory’s sentence, as he took the offered hand.

 


The vet smiled. “Yes, I am,” he answered, and
for what seemed like hours they just stood and stared at each
other. Jory’s heart was racing a mile a minute. The man in front of
him was simply gorgeous. He was huge and must easily be six feet
and four inches. His light brown curls were an unruly mess, and he
had beautiful, piercing green eyes that Jory thought could see
straight into his soul. The vet’s mouth was dry, and he had to
swallow before he was able to speak. “In about six months Doc.
Winters will retire, and I’ll take over the practice,” he explained
in a soft voice, and the sound went straight to Eric’s cock. The
alpha was glad that he wore a long plaid shirt that hid his
erection. It felt like all the oxygen had left the air. Eric could
barely breathe. There, in front of him stood his mate. A wave of
dizziness gripped him like a tidal wave.

 


Sweat broke out, and Eric wiped his forehead
with the sleeve of his shirt. Jory’s look changed from a happy one,
into a concerned one. “Mr. Wentworth? Are you alright?” Jory asked
tentatively. The man didn’t look good; in fact, he looked like he
could pass-out every minute now. “It’s nothing,” Eric said as he
shook his head. “You don’t look well. Please, sit down,” Jory
insisted as he took Eric’s hand, guiding him to a barrel of hay.
“Sit down and put your head between your knees. Breathe slowly. In
through your nose and out through the mouth,” Jory urged gently.
Eric obeyed, and slowly his breathing improved. With every careful
breath he took, the dizziness slowly disappeared. “You already look
better,” Jory gently smiled down at him. Eric lifted his head, and
his heart skipped a beat. Jory’s thick, wavy hair was so black that
it looked blue. His stunning brown eyes were dark as coal and so
intense. Eric felt like he could drown in their depths. Jory’s
built was slim, but not skinny. Damn, his mate was gorgeous. “I
feel better now. Please, call me Eric,” the alpha breathed.

 


Jory’s warm smile was back again. “I will, if
you call me, Jory,” the vet answered, and his eyes twinkled with
mirth. Eric smiled. Was the vet flirting with him? “I can do that,”
he said. By the gods, he was glad that he still was able to use his
voice. On the outside, he was the strong alpha that always kept his
cool. However, right now, he was a trembling mess. Jeez, his mate,
his mate! Was it even possible? Did gay shifters get a mate? It
felt unreal. Eric glanced sideways, where a confused and concerned
looking Dorian was watching him. “Excuse me for a minute, I need to
talk to my foreman,” Eric said. Maybe Dorian had answers? The man
always had answers. Eric looked around until he spotted Jordan.
“JJ,” he called, motioning with his hands for Jordan to come to
him. “What’s up, boss?” The young wolf immediately responded as he
walked toward the alpha. Eric smiled. “Would you hold Daisy and
Roman for a sec? I need to talk to Dorian.” JJ nodded. “Sure
thing,” he answered, as he took over the reins from Eric. The alpha
walked a few steps away from his mate. When he turned, he saw that
JJ and Jory were animatedly talking to each other.

 


It was important that Jory would get along
with the rest of the pack members; in fact, it was crucial that
they all got along with each other. It would strengthen the pack.
“Can you tell me what the hell is wrong with you? For a moment I
thought you would shift right then and there,” Dorian said in a
voice filled with concern. The beta had never seen his alpha so out
of it. It was almost like he was sick or would go bonkers at any
moment. “Believe it or not, but I think, I just met my mate! Tell
me, is it possible?” Eric whispered. The alpha was still sweating
and trembling.

 


Dorian’s mouth opened and then closed again.
“What? Did you say, mate?” The beta couldn’t believe his ears; this
was impossible! Gay shifters didn’t get mates, and why would they?
Mates were for straight shifters because of the reproduction. “Are
you sure? I mean, Jesus, I,” Dorian was speechless, and that didn’t
happen often. Eric chuckled. “Yeah, I’m positive. It feels right,
you know.” “How can that be?” Dorian whispered in disbelief. “I
don’t know. All I know is that Jory Bradshaw is my mate.” Eric
answered as he was again wiping the sweat from his forehead. He
couldn’t quite believe it, but there it was. His wolf knew, and
that’s why the damn animal was so restless.

 


Dorian smiled. “Congrats, man.” The beta
squeezed Eric’s shoulder. “Go to your mate,” Dorian added. The two
friends walked at a slow pace back to the barn entrance. They were
just in time to see Jory reaching out to Skyler. The vet held out
his hand so Skyler could smell him. “That’s a beautiful stallion,”
Jory said, as he started to stroke Skyler gently over his soft
velvet nose. Both Eric and Dorian had their mouths hanging open.
Jory looked from Dorian to Eric in confusion. “Is something wrong?”
He asked with hesitation. “No! Only, Skyler doesn’t let strangers
anywhere near him.” Eric was stunned. “Skyler never lets anyone
near him other than JJ and me,” Eric explained. “Hell, even the old
doc had problems treating him,” the beta interrupted, laughing.
“Dorian is right! You are good with horses, doc,” Eric complimented
Jory.

 


Somehow the vet felt proud of the praise
coming from the handsome rancher. It was a strange feeling because
it shouldn’t matter that much, but strangely, it did. The next
thing Jory knew, a huge dog a mixed breed that had many colors,
came running straight toward him. The vet braced himself just in
time when the dog jumped at him, barking and licking him. “Digger,
behave!” Eric growled, at once, the dog sat down. “I’m sorry; he
normally doesn’t behave like this,” Eric apologized softly. “It’s
okay. Really. He’s just enthusiastic, nothing wrong with that,”
Jory replied, as he smiled reassuringly. Their eyes met as Jory
Looked up. He was stunned to see the heat in the eyes of the
gorgeous rancher. God, the man was attractive. Jory shook his head.
He needed to focus on the horses. Still, it was difficult to do so,
and that wasn’t like him. Jory never had problems concentrating on
his work. After all, he couldn’t afford to make mistakes.

 


He inhaled deeply, let it out slowly, and
said, “Now, let me take a look at these two here.” Jory pointed at
Daisy and Roman; the stallion stood patiently behind JJ. He was so
glad that his voice sounded steadier than he felt right at that
moment! Eric cleared his throat. “Yes, of course,” he answered
quickly. “Meet Daisy and Roman,” Eric added for good measure. Yeah.
That sounded lame. He needed to get his shit together and fast
because this was insane! Could he be so smitten with the human?
Eric didn’t even know the guy, but he smelled so damn good. The
scent of fresh pine-wood and strawberries wafted into his nose, and
it made his brain fuzzy. Eric’s wolf was close to the surface; it
wanted to take him down and claim the sweet little human. Jory
smiled.

 


After taking a first look at the stallion,
and seeing no wounds, he said, “Roman seems to be fine. So I will
start with Daisy first.” Jory’s voice brought Eric out of his
musings, and when Jory wanted to take his bag with medical
supplies, Eric was faster. “I will carry this into the barn, okay?”
Jory gave Eric a questioning look, but let the man carry his bag
anyway. Eric felt so off base. He had never expected to find his
soul mate. He needed to ask Sarah how to approach Jory. Sarah would
know what to do. His wolf wanted to claim what was his. The alpha,
however, knew that he had to be careful. Jory was human, and he
didn’t know about the paranormal world. Would Jory accept his wolf?
Dorian, calling his name, brought Eric back to the here and now.
Dorian chuckled. “Focus my friend, focus.” Eric swallowed hard.
Damn, he needed to get his head straight. Jory looked at him in
amusement, and then he began examining the horses.


Chapter Two




It took a good two hours for Jory to examine
both horses. When he looked up, he gazed right into the most
beautiful green eyes he’d ever seen. Jory had to swallow before he
said, “The wounds are superficial, so no worries there. Did you
know that this little lady is pregnant?” Jory said as he motioned
at Daisy. Eric nearly did a double take. “My Daisy is pregnant? Are
you sure?” He was baffled. Then he said, “I didn’t know. We tried a
few times, but she never got pregnant,” Eric answered quietly. “I
see. I took some blood because I want to be sure, but I don’t think
that I’m wrong.” Jory grinned. “Wow,” was all Dorian could muster.
“Wow indeed,” Eric echoed. “I’ll test her blood today, so we know
for sure. If this is her first pregnancy, then we need to monitor
her closely.” Jory was concerned. There had to be a reason for the
mare’s sudden pregnancy.

 


All his life Jory had loved animals, all
kinds of animals. That’s why he became a veterinarian so he could
help animals in need. Even though his father, Robert Bradshaw, was
a famous surgeon, he had encouraged his son to become a
veterinarian, if that was what he truly wanted. Robert Bradshaw
just wasn’t that kind of man who would force his child into
becoming his successor. Warm breath in his face brought Jory out of
his thoughts. Daisy was brushing her soft nose gently against his
cheek. The vet shook his head and looked up at a smiling Eric. “Are
you with us again?” Eric asked in an amused voice.

 


“Sorry,” Jory said as he felt his face heat.
Jeez, was he blushing? Damn! He decided to ignore the embarrassment
he felt. There was nothing he could do about that right now anyway.
Jory cleared his throat, and then he continued. “Uh, is there a
reason that she never got pregnant before?” If so, he needed to
know. “Not really. Daisy is healthy, but she just never got
pregnant. We don’t know why. After a while, we just stopped
trying,” Eric said while tenderly stroking Daisy’s soft nose. Jory
nodded. “So you breed horses. However, when Daisy couldn’t get
pregnant, you still didn’t sell her. You really must love your
horses,” Jory said in a soft voice. As a shifter, Eric could smell
a lie from a mile away. His mate, however, meant every word, making
Eric a very proud and happy man. Gently stroking the mare, Eric
said, “Yeah, I love them, and especially Daisy.” At the questioning
look Jory gave him, Eric explained. “She was the first horse that I
bought, ten years ago. I bought her from an abusive asshole.”

 


The alpha’s eyes were filled with pride and
love, as they did whenever he talked about his horses. Jory seemed
very pleased with the way Eric spoke about them. “So, that makes
her about twelve years?” Jory asked. “Almost. She turns twelve in
four months. Is her age a problem?” Eric was worried. He’d rather
have the mare not pregnant if that put her in danger. “I really
can’t tell. She is almost twelve years, and this is her first
pregnancy. It helps that she is in excellent health,” Jory said
reassuringly. “What can I do, to keep Daisy and her unborn foal
safe,” Eric asked.



Jory smiled. He said, “What she needs the
most is rest. No one can ride her, but she needs to exercise. Daisy
will need extra vitamins and minerals. You know, the usual.” Eric
nodded. “No problem. Do you have these vitamins and minerals?” The
alpha asked. “Yes. I have all that you need at the clinic,” Jory
answered softly. “I send JJ to pick up everything. What is the best
time to come by?” Eric had said that he would send JJ, but he would
go instead. When Jory was finished examining both horses, he began
to put away his equipment. Eric, however, wasn’t ready to let his
little human go, just yet. “So, if you have the time, Sarah made a
fresh pot of coffee.” Eric blurted out. He couldn’t help himself.
The alpha was desperate to spend more time with the stunning vet.
His heart was racing, and he had difficulty breathing.

 


His wolf wanted to claim what was his. It was
all Eric could do to keep his the damn animal from emerging. He
stopped breathing altogether when Jory answered in a soft,
melodious voice. “Yes, please. I could use a cup or two because I
had a rough night.” Eric didn’t like that answer. If, his little
human had a boyfriend? Well, that wouldn’t be good. Eric’s wolf
became angry. Once again, it took everything Eric had to stop his
wolf from getting the upper hand. His wolf was furious at the
thought of another man touching his mate. “A rough night?” Eric had
to ask, and he couldn’t prevent the growl that came with it. Jory
cocked his head. It almost seemed that Eric was mad at him.

 


Eric Wentworth was a handsome, yet strange
man! For a minute there, Jory thought that he had seen Eric’s eyes
change color. That couldn’t be. Could it? As odd as he considered
the rancher was, Jory couldn’t help the feeling of attraction to
the man. Hell, he didn’t want to leave Eric. The thought of going
home after the coffee saddened him like nothing he’d ever
experienced in his life. It felt as if a thousand butterflies were
partying in his stomach. He inhaled deeply, then, he said, “I had
an emergency.” At the questioning look Eric gave him, he explained.
“There was an alpaca, and she had problems giving birth. It all
went well, though! Mother and daughter are doing great.” Jory
offered, as he closed his medical bag.“You are my last patient for
today,” he added. I will be your last in every way that counts,
Eric thought.

 


With a last look at the horses, they walked
to the main house. Digger walked behind them, happily barking. Jory
gazed at the main home. It was a wooden structure with dark green
shutters and a dark green, gabled tiled roof that made the house
fit perfectly into its surroundings. The house also had a beautiful
wraparound porch. A wooden table with six rattan lounge chairs
stood to the right side. On the left side was a wooden swing set.
Flower pots were everywhere, all with several kinds of flowers. The
different colors gave the porch a beautiful sight and made it even
more, homey. To the left side of the house was a garage that had
room for at least two cars. The second story was under the large
gabled tiled roof. It had three huge bay windows. They walked up to
the house, and Eric put his hand on the small of Jory’s back, as he
opened the door for the vet to enter. Jory shuddered at the
intimated touch.

 


The hall was one huge open space. To the left
was a quarter spiral staircase that led to the second floor. A
sturdy whitewash side table stood on the opposite of the stairs. On
the wall hung a bright colored painting, with streaks of green,
blue and red. The white ceiling and walls made the entrance
inviting and bright. Past the side table, were two large doors that
led to the kitchen. Those doors were open most of the time. To the
left just behind the stairs was the door that led to Eric’s office.
Further, in the back, were two, huge sliding doors which stood
open, and Jory could see the living room.

 


Eric still had his hand on the small of
Jory’s back when he led him into the kitchen. Jory gasped at seeing
the spacious state-of-the-art kitchen. The kitchen had two sets of
six burners, three ovens, a microwave, two dishwashers, and two
huge, double door refrigerators.

 


All the sturdy cabinets were whitewashed oak.
The countertop was of dark green marble with silver and black
specks. It had two large sinks that were sunken into the counter. A
whitewash oak table with twenty-two matching chairs stood in the
center. There was a bowl of fruit on the table and a beautiful vase
with wildflowers that all had different colors.

 


Now, if only he knew how to approach his
mate. Eric had never felt so insecure in his life. Should he ask
him out? Take him to dinner, or buy him flowers and chocolate? Eric
didn’t know what to do. Humans always wanted to date first.
Shifters didn’t date. They found their mate. They mated, and that
was that. Eric was at a loss. Sarah however, seemed to have no such
problem. She gave Eric a knowing smile. Then, she said, “We have a
BBQ this evening, and we would love to have you join us as well. It
gives our boys the opportunity to meet you, too.” Putting Jory on
the spot wasn’t her intention, but Sarah already knew that Jory was
the alpha’s mate. The woman knew these things. Jory didn’t have
anything planned for the days he was off. That was a perfect opportunity to see Eric again, so
soon. “Yes, I would love to come,” Jory answered without
hesitation. “Great, BBQ starts at six. Right now, you need to eat!”
Sarah said.

 


“Yes, ma’am,” Jory grinned as he saluted
Sarah. Eric and Jory both took a seat at the kitchen table. Jory
felt the loss immediately when Eric pulled his warm hand from the
small of his back. Sarah placed two, steaming mugs in front of
them. Cream and sugar had already been on the table. After that,
she put a plate with scrambled eggs, bacon, and hash-browns in
front of Jory. Jory looked uncomfortable. “Is something wrong?”
Eric asked, and Jory saw the concern in his eyes. He looked even
more uncomfortable, but he answered anyway.



“I don’t want to insult Sarah, but I’m a
vegetarian. I appreciate that she made me breakfast, but...” “No
problem,” Eric assured the handsome veterinarian. She disappeared
and came back with a basket that filled with freshly baked bread.
Jory nearly drooled, smelling the homemade bread. “Sarah?” “Yes?”
“Jory is a vegetarian,” Eric chuckled softly. Sarah’s eyes grew
wide. “Oh,” Sarah responded. “I will bring you a fresh plate. Do
you eat eggs? We use only the eggs from our chicken,” she said as
she took the plate away from Jory. “You don’t need to give me a new
plate. If you could remove the bacon, I will eat the rest. It’s no
problem,” Jory assured her. “No, I make you a fresh plate. Try the
bread, you will like it,” Sarah insisted, smiling warmly. Jory put
a piece of the fluffy bread in his mouth and moaned softly. Eric’s
cock took notice. The sound was sexy and sensual. He suppressed a
groan when suddenly, his jeans became too tight. Sarah put a fresh
plate with scrambled eggs and hash browns, in front of Jory.

 


“Do you want pancakes?” Sarah asked from
where she stood behind the kitchen counter. She smiled knowingly at
Eric. The alpha knew that she could smell his arousal, but there
was nothing he could do about it. Jory hastily swallowed his
scrambled eggs. “No pancakes, thank you! I already have overeaten.
The homemade bread is delicious.” he answered softly. Sarah’s smile
was blinding. Jory yawned. “I need to go now because I need to
catch some sleep,” he said.

 


Jory looked at Sarah when he spoke again.
“Thank you so much for breakfast, Sarah. It was the best I had in a
long time. And thank you for the invite,” Jory added. “No need to
thank me, sweetie. Now, you go home and rest properly.” Sarah told
him in a way that sounded too much like his mom. Pushing the chair
back, Jory stood, and so did Eric. “I walk you out, Jory.” Eric was
quick to offer. “Thanks for making breakfast for Jory,” Eric said.
Sarah just smiled at him. After Jory drove off, Eric walked over to
the corral where Dorian was watching JJ working with one of the
quarter horses. Eric stood beside Dorian. “Do you know anything
about a BBQ we’ve planned for this evening?” He asked while he kept
his gaze on JJ. Dorian shook his head. “I don’t think so. I would
have remembered if we had a BBQ this evening.” Eric’s beta and his
best friend answered calmly. Eric grinned like a loon. “Well, we
have one now.” Dorian turned his head to look at Eric. “Say what?”
Eric chuckled.



“Sarah just invited Jory to a BBQ we seem to
have tonight,” Eric said, and he saw the exact moment the lights
went on, and his foreman put two and two together. “That’s one
clever woman,” Dorian drawled. “Yeah, a clever woman indeed,” Eric
echoed, with a shit eating grin on his face. Eric still couldn’t
believe that he had found his mate, a male mate at that. The alpha
chuckled softly. “Care to share?” Dorian asked because the beta
knew his friend all too well.

 


Eric looked up. “Imagine the ugly face of
Sanders,” he said laughing. Dorian cocked his head, looking grim he
said, “Jeez, that asshole. I didn’t think of the bastard in a long,
long time.” The beta, like the rest of Eric’s small pack, had bad
memories about their former, so-called leader.


Chapter Three


Jory parked the car in front of his cottage.
It was small, but it was his. He’d bought it with the money that he
had saved when he was a vet in New York. Jory was glad he always
had put some money in his savings account. That’s why he could
afford to buy the little cottage. It had one bedroom. The kitchen
was separated from the living room, by a beautiful wooden counter
was the breakfast, lunch and dining area. The kitchen cabinets were
solid wood, and the stainless steel sink was the finishing touch.
Yes, Jory loved his home from the moment he had seen the cottage on
the internet. He had immediately fallen in love with Willows Creek.
Somehow, the small town had called out to him, inviting him to come
and live there. The ad in the newspaper had sealed the deal.
Willows Creek needed a new veterinarian.

 


Elmo Winters, the town’s veterinarian, was
planning on retiring in a few months, and there was no one else to
tend to the sick animals. The veterinarian should be able to treat
not only pets but farm animals as well. It all happened so quickly.
Jory had called Doc. Winters. Then he had taken a trip to the small
town to meet with the veterinarian of Willows Creek. After the doc
hired him, Jory resigned his job in New York and moved to Willows
Creek.

 


When Jory exited the car, he felt a
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