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DEDICATION

 


To my readers, I hope you enjoy Dev and
Toby’s story.
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Prologue

 


Dev Walker didn’t believe in happy endings.
He’d always been the optimist, the voice of conscience and reason.
The better man, his brothers called it, because one of them had to
play the role.

Men who didn’t flinch from getting their
hands dirty, whose list of sins kept piling on top of each other,
didn’t deserve redemption. Dev knew that for a fact. He liked to
believe that maybe, if he worked hard at his part, it might become
reality someday. Took Dev some time to realize all he was doing was
deceiving himself, when everyone else knew the truth he avoided all
these years.

Dev, Kal, and Van did whatever was needed
for Jax Starr, their former alpha, without giving a shit about the
consequences. After escaping from a broken home, Jax gave them the
wolf bite and a home. He trained them to be the best at killing.
Back then they didn’t know the full weight of the payback Jax
demanded. Only a matter of time before the past came bearing down
on him.

After Jax died, Dev, Kal and Van decided to
follow their mentor and only decent friend, Reed Williams, to the
town of New Haven. Hoped to start afresh and live life as opposed
to taking it. Living, in Dev’s estimation, proved to be much harder
than dying. Evidence enough in the way the other wolves stayed
clear of him in his first New Haven pack meeting.

Ignoring the secret looks and whispers from
the other men and women he passed by, Dev made his way to the
plastic seats at the back of the town’s only gym. Carlos Medina,
their new alpha, used to hold meetings at his house, but when he
took in more members, he decided they needed a bigger place.

Dev used to think Carlos was one hard
bastard, but changed his mind when Carlos risked his life to
challenge Jax, protect his town and pack, and reclaim Reed as his
mate. Standing beside Carlos in front of the rented space, Reed
shot Dev a nod. At least one person wanted him here, which didn’t
count for a lot. Dev suspected Reed was the sole reason why Carlos
let Kal, Van and he move in. That, and the extra muscle they could
provide.

Seeing the other two seats empty, Dev
silently cursed. Where the fuck were Kal and Van?

“What the hell? Am I still in high school,
counting on my brothers so we could band together like a dejected
and pathetic group?” Dev muttered, collapsing on one of the
chairs.

Jesus, he was a wreck. Hell, an emotional
baggage train on the road to nowhere, when he needed to stay
together. Show the other werewolves Kal, Van and he belonged here
with them. All he had to do was grit his teeth, attend every pack
meeting and social event in Kal and Van’s stead. Boy did they host
a handful of those for some reason.

Reed called the endless list of parties,
barbeques and picnics essential bonding activities for all the
members who transferred over from Jax’s pack to integrate with the
New Haven wolves.

He did his best to pay attention to what
Carlos, Reed and the other enforcers said, but his mind kept
traveling. Escaping to places he didn’t like to re-visit. Sour
memories Dev kept locked in. Who had they been really kidding? No
one could say they didn’t try adapting to their new life. God knew
they gave it their best shot.

“Excuse me.” Someone poked a finger into his
shoulder. “Hey, handsome. I’m talking to you. You deaf or
something?”

Dev blinked at the slightly portly but
handsome man in his twenties waving a hand in front of his face.
Handsome? God. It had been ages since anyone tried flirting
with him. He studied the man with interest.

Short and neat wavy blond hair, expressive
green eyes underneath thick glasses, wearing jeans and a button
down white shirt. Dev sniffed the air, separating the man’s scent
from the others with ease. His wolf looked far from powerful, but
hell, did he smell good. Divine almost.

Dev smelled irritation, fearlessness and
some kind of subtle cologne. He wanted more. Needed to pull the man
to him so he could press his nose to his skin, let his tongue dart
out and taste the salt of skin. Dev bet he’d taste just as
good.

His wolf prodded further, saw the man’s wolf
lazily wake up and gaze back at him, unflinchingly like the
man.

“Seriously, man? You’re like, hogging three
seats.”

Dev couldn’t help but smile, showing teeth.
He stretched out long legs further, showed the man the bulge in his
jeans, and grinned obscenely when he flushed pink. “Ask me nicely
and I might let you pass, little wolf.”

“Who the hell do you think you are? I
haven’t seen you before either, so you must be a newbie. The least
you can do is be polite. I had a freaking bad day at work,” he
snapped, crossing his arms, glaring at him.

Dev pretended to innocently glance around
the other filled seats, aware he and the stranger had gotten the
attention of the other wolves, but he didn’t give a fuck about
appearances. Not now, when he was having the most fun he’d ever had
in what felt like years. “Bad day? Tell me about it.”

“Like hell I will. I’m in no mood for games,
cocky asshole.”

“Ooh. No one’s called me that in ages.”

The man could have done a lot of things.
Curse at him, move away, find another seat. He did none of those
things, but stood his ground. Dev heartily approved of that.

“Just because you’re one good looking piece
of ass, it doesn’t make you better than anyone else. Move or else,”
the man threatened, fists curling at his sides.

“Or else?” Dev prompted, delighted the man
called him good looking. Never mind he said it in a fit of anger.
Dev could work with that. He scowled when a worried-looking wolf he
didn’t know came by the man’s shoulder.

“Toby, what are you doing? Stop being
stubborn, Sal and I saved you a seat. There’s no reason you should
pick a fight with him,” the newcomer hissed.

Toby. Finally Dev had a name.

“Go away, Ken. I’m not letting this bastard
push me around. I want this seat,” Toby insisted, voice rising,
turning heads.

“Yeah, Ken. He wants this seat. Let him work
for it. Besides, we aren’t done talking,” Dev said lightly. Ken
crossed his arms and glared at him, or tried to. He balked when
Dev’s dominant spiritual wolf snarled at his weaker beast.

“You smug—” Toby began, halting when Carlos
let out a warning growl, sending a wave of his commanding energy as
the pack alpha to effectively silence everyone.

Carlos gave Dev a chilly look that for some
reason, made Dev sit up. “Is there a problem here? Because I don’t
fucking tolerate troublemakers, especially when my mate isn’t done
talking.”

“Carlos,” Reed interrupted, but Carlos
raised a hand, his gaze fixed on Dev.

Dev swallowed, aware of the press of
Carlos’s wolf against his own. When Jax lost his temper, he didn’t
give a damn about the damage he’d caused in his rage. Carlos might
be a tough son-of-a-bitch at times, but he was a good leader, just
looking out for his own.

“This bastard won’t move aside and he’s
hogging three seats,” Toby said loudly, bristling.

“No trouble here,” Dev said smoothly,
standing up. He flashed Toby a polite smile. “I’m just playing
around, no harm done. Here, please have my seat.”

Toby blinked in surprise, his expression a
mixture of confusion and annoyance. Reed shot him a curious look,
but Dev didn’t want to explain, or rather, he couldn’t explain why
he reacted like a jerk. Dev didn’t like the silent assessment
Carlos gave him, but whatever it was Carlos saw, he looked
satisfied and resumed the meeting as if nothing happened.

“You don’t want my seat?” Dev asked Toby
innocently.

“Humph.” Toby promptly sat. He seemed to be
trying his best not to look discomforted, but Dev read him easily
like an open book. Toby’s entire body stiffened and a visible tic
rode on his left cheek the entire time. Cute, Dev mused.

Their human halves might have chosen to
trend lightly, but their spiritual beasts continued to stare at
each other unblinkingly with rapt attention, the tension between
them mounting. Dev’s wolf paced, itched, and growled. Drowned so
badly in want, it needed to feel Toby under him this instant.

Taking Toby would be easy too, with Toby
sitting so damnably close. So tempting to press his nose up Toby’s
neck, imprint his scent on him. It didn’t help he knew that on some
instinctive level Toby wouldn’t mount a resistance. Maybe Toby
would pretend at first, eventually caving in, and responding with
enough passion to burn both of them out.

Dev gritted his teeth, balled his hands at
his sides and tried his best to look interested at the words Carlos
was saying. It took all of Dev’s discipline to reel in his
wolf.

When the meeting ended, Toby looked relieved
to run off. Dev watched him leave with his friends, and saw him
turn pale when Ken whispered into his ear, revealing his identity,
Dev assumed.

“What did we miss?”

Dev looked up from his seat to see his
brothers frowning at him. “Nothing, let’s have dinner.”

The way Toby reacted should have taught Dev
to back off. A guy like Toby deserved a better mate, but Dev
couldn’t easily let go. Selfishness maybe, but after exchanging a
few heated words, Dev knew, deep down, he couldn’t lay his eyes on
another wolf without making sure Toby wasn’t for him.
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