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 Prologue

Three months before

Jax closed the bedroom door leaving Dean and
Matthew to their privacy for a few moments. There was a part of him
that almost resented the two men and the closeness they shared –
Damn pack members were meeting their mates all over the place. Not
for the first time in as many weeks, Jax regretted his decision to
join the Cloverleah pack. He might be a wolf shifter, but he wasn’t
a pack sort of guy – he had been alone for so long he had almost
forgotten what being a part of a pack could be like, even one as
small as Cloverleah.

The only reason he was in Cloverleah was because
Diablo had offered him a job with his new business. Diablo the
sinfully beautiful ex-FBI agent and resident cat shifter, and,
coincidentally was the only person in existence who knew most of
Jax’s secrets. Jax was happy working at the security company Diablo
now owned with his husband, wolf shifter Griff. But then Troy had
got in trouble with his mate, Anton, and the pack needed someone
with up to date military knowledge, and because Jax had been
drooling over Troy from afar for ages, he jumped into the pack with
both feet to help out.

Yeah, and look where that ended up. Sure Troy
and his mate Anton had more than a few problems at the start, but
they were all rosy sweet on each other now. It plain curdled Jax’s
stomach to see the two men together. Troy deserved so much better
than Anton. The guy was just so damned nice, and Anton…well, he had
spent too many years in the military to be anything more than a
killing machine. Like Jax, Anton had been a black ops soldier for
most of his adult life and Jax knew personally that nothing
positive came out of those types of experiences. The PTSD that Jax
had faked to get out of the army was very real for Anton, and…yes,
well nothing good came from that line of thinking, Jax reminded
himself. Next it was Dean and Matthew’s turn to mate, and now…Yep,
the whole fated mating business plain sucked in Jax’s opinion.

Snorting to himself, Jax wandered down the
hallway of the huge pack house, clutching a piece of paper in his
hand. Since that one long moment in the bedroom before, Jax had
resisted looking at it again, not sure if he could hide the
emotions that flooded his body when he caught sight of the two men
in the picture Dean had drawn. One tall with long dark hair, the
other one the same height with long blond tresses that Jax could
imagine would flow down the man’s slender back. Aelfric and Fafnir.
Two faces so alike and so devastatingly beautiful, it would make a
mortal man’s eyes hurt. And alongside the beautiful images, the
stark depiction of a mating mark that burned inside Jax’s
brain.

Dean’s words teased Jax’s memory. “They’ve been
looking for three hundred years. Until they met me, no wolf shifter
would even go near them. I just thought, if I sent to the picture
to the packs we know, that maybe someone would recognize the mark
and come forward…” And without thinking of the consequences Jax had
offered to send the picture out to all of the packs in the US, just
to keep the little omega happy.

“You’re getting soft old man,” Jax muttered to
himself as he headed off to find a computer. He had a bit of time
before the next pack meeting and he could start getting the picture
out to all of the other packs, just like he promised. He was a man
of his word after all. And he was damned good at keeping his
emotions to himself, regardless of what they were.



Chapter One

Present day

Heaving a huge sigh as he slammed shut his hotel
room door, Jax leaned back against the door and closed his eyes. He
was so freaking tired, although that was not something the big wolf
shifting enforcer would ever admit to. Wishing he was anywhere but
in a poncy hotel in Atlanta, Jax pushed himself up off the door,
and headed for the bathroom. Maybe a hot shower would relax him –
if he had the chance to get one in before the Alpha called for him
again.

Stripping off his clothes with the ruthless
efficiency he was known for, Jax ran his head under the hot running
water, easing his head and neck, trying to get the kinks out. What
he really needed, he admitted to himself, was a good long run in
his wolf form, but Kane, the Cloverleah Alpha, had forbidden them
to change forms outside of their rooms in case the Atlanta pack
took offense. While Jax knew that was a sensible decision from a
security perspective, it didn’t make the order any easier to
follow.

Jax groaned as he ran his hand over his tight
neck muscles and wished that he had someone to share his shower
with. The tall, strong faceless man he imagined running big,
capable hands over his aching muscles, quickly evolved into an
image of the Fae. Fuck yes! Two sets of strong hands, easing the
kink from his neck, running down his broad back, two hands cupping
and kneading his buttocks under the solid flow of the water, while
another two caressed his cock and balls...

“Damn it,
No! Not again!” Jax cursed out loud as he shut off the water, and
stepped out of the shower, drying himself briskly with a towel. He
would not think about the Fae. He would not waste time thinking
about something that was never going to happen. Hearing a loud
knock on his door, Jax gave his cock a solid thump to remind
it,
that it had no say in his thought process, and wrapping
the towel around his hips, he went to answer.

“Something up Jax?” Diablo said with a grin as
he sauntered into the room. A huge cat shifter, with a lean and
lethal body, Diablo couldn’t do anything but saunter, slink, or
glide his way anywhere. Diablo had the innate grace of his breed.
His beauty was an added bonus, or a curse depending on how you
looked at it. Diablo had suffered a lot because of his looks during
his ten years in the FBI. Personally Jax had stopped thinking about
Diablo’s beauty a long time ago. Diablo was one of his few friends,
and Jax was truly happy when Diablo had met and mated with
Griff.

Jax went over and plopped down next to his
friend on the couch. “Na, nothing,” he said tersely. “Just edgy,
you know. Need a run.”

“I know what you mean,” Diablo said, and Jax
knew that his friend did empathize. The Cloverleah pack, well some
of them, were in Atlanta, Georgia, at the request of the Alpha
there. It seemed the Atlanta pack was having trouble with the local
vampire coven. There had been deaths on both sides, and neither
side had been able to come up with an agreement to stop the
fighting. The problem was, while Dean, the Cloverleah pack Omega,
could stop the two sides fighting simply by being in the same room,
it didn’t mean that the two sides would actually start talking to
each other. It was a giant clusterfuck in Jax’s opinion and he was
tired of it.

“How’s Dean doing?” Jax asked, ignoring his
friend’s incredulous stare. Okay, so he wasn’t known for being that
solicitous about any other pack member’s wellbeing, but Jax did
have a soft spot for Dean. The little Omega had a way about him
that made any decent wolf shifter want to protect him, and Jax was
as much under his spell as all of the other men in Cloverleah. It
wasn’t just that Dean was an Omega either, Jax thought he was a
really decent man, even if he was so young.

“It’s been a long two weeks, and Matthew’s
getting worried about his little mate. So is Kane. Using his powers
every day, just to sit and listen to two groups gripe about shit
that hasn’t got anything to do with the cause of the fighting, is
enough to put anyone’s nerves on edge, and Dean is the smallest of
us all,” Diablo said.

“Strong though,” Jax said, agreeing with Diablo.
Indeed, he had been one of the many men who had underestimated the
pack Omega when he had first met him. Dean was only five foot six,
while everyone else in the pack was six foot or over in height. He
was also slim, in comparison to the bulky muscles favored by the
other men. With his shock of auburn hair, and his pale thin face,
Dean almost looked like a Fae except that his eyes were a silver
grey, as opposed to the violet eyes that Aelfric and Fafnir
had.

Stop thinking about the freaking Fae, Jax warned
himself, tuning back into Diablo’s conversation again.

“…no way of knowing why we were actually called
in. It’s fucking frustrating.”

Jax had wondered the same thing, more than once,
but nothing in his research had brought up anything sinister about
the Atlanta pack or the vampire coven. Yes, there had been reported
deaths but nothing the two head men had mentioned would have been
the cause of those deaths – or shouldn’t have been. The only
positive was that there had been no deaths since the Cloverleah
pack arrived.

An errant thought crossed his mind, and Jax
looked at Diablo as he let the idea take root and grow. “What if…”
he said slowly, as the idea he had started to gain some urgency.
“What if the two groups are working together, and this is another
plot to capture Dean and/or Shawn?”

“But the deaths…the wolves and vampires that
have been killed,” Diablo said, but Jax could see that his friend’s
brain was working along the same lines his was.

“None of us have seen any bodies, and none of us
expected to see any aggression between the pack and the coven
because of Dean…”

“We need to call Kane and the others,” Diablo
said, pulling out his phone. “We need to find a way to convince
these guys from Atlanta that Dean is with us, when in fact he
isn’t. That’s the only way we are going to be able to tell for
sure.”

“I like how you think, my friend,” Jax said as
his lips tried to twitch into a smile. As far as he was concerned
the sooner they got to the bottom of this mystery, the sooner they
whole lot of them could go back to Cloverleah.

/~/~/~/~/

“I’m not happy about it,” Kane said firmly, an
hour or so later. All of the men had convened in Jax’s room, and to
say the place was bursting with testosterone and Alpha power was an
understatement.

Griff, an Alpha wolf in his own right and Kane’s
cousin, sat with Diablo on his lap, taking up half the couch.
Matthew, with Dean on his lap was taking up the other half. Kane
and Shawn, also mates, were sharing a recliner chair. From his
position against the wall, Jax watched his pack members as they
argued among themselves.

Kane, as the Alpha of the Cloverleah pack was a
typical wolf shifter. Tall, although not as tall as Griff or
Matthew, he exuded calm and power. Most of the time. At the moment
he was getting positively agitated at the thought of Shawn being in
danger, although personally Jax didn’t know what Kane had to worry
about. Shawn was smaller, only about six foot two, and slimmer than
Kane. But the man was a freaking Shifter Guardian for goodness sake
and was the closest thing to the Fates walking on earth. Jax had
seen Shawn use his powers on a couple of occasions, and what that
man could do with a twitch of his fingers was positively scary.

Not that Matthew wasn’t being as protective as
Kane, and given that he was also an Alpha wolf, he bristled with
power, even with Dean on his knee. Dean’s power as an Omega hadn’t
been seen in wolf packs for decades. Years before virtually every
pack had its own Omega, but because they were small in build, most
Alphas had considered them weak. Many Omegas had been horribly
abused and the Fates allowed them to die out. Dean, apparently, was
the first one born in a long time. It seemed the Fates were hoping
that the dynamics among wolf shifters had changed for the better,
although that remained to be seen.

Dean had suffered more than his own share of
abuse from his home pack, but he managed to get away and Jax had
learned recently that the young man had been found by Kane at a bus
shelter. Kane took him home to Cloverleah where he had been living
with Griff and over time the Cloverleah pack was formed. Jax had
been told that the only reason so many Alphas could live together
in harmony in the pack was because of Dean’s power – something that
had increased when he had met and mated with Matthew. Dean’s gift
was peace and harmony and Jax had felt the full force of it himself
when Dean had been abducted recently by his home pack, and the men
of Cloverleah went to get him back.

Now Matthew was a big one, Jax thought to
himself. In fact the only wolf shifter Jax had seen that was bigger
was Damien, Alpha of the San Antonio pack. Matthew had the long
dark wavy hair typical of wolf shifters and he packed a lot of
solid muscle on his tall frame. While Jax was sure he could take
the man in a fight if he ever had a need to, it wouldn’t be pretty.
And when Matthew was in protective mode, like he was right now,
nothing could stop the man.

“What do you think Jax?” Diablo’s voice cut
through Jax’s thoughts and brought him back into the room.

“About getting Shawn to create a decoy for Dean
and having the decoy go to the meeting instead of the real thing.
We would need a person for Shawn to work his magic on,” Diablo
continued and Jax curled his lip. Yes, he had been wool gathering
but it wasn’t as though the men in the room were anywhere near
close to coming to a decision.

“You’d best zap in Josh,” Jax said firmly. Now
his mind had caught up with the conversation it was working
overtime. “He’s the only one in our pack who isn’t mated, and the
only wolf shifter we know that we can trust explicitly. If we bring
in someone from the Tulsa, Denver or San Antonio packs then we run
the risk of something going wrong and involving other packs
unnecessarily.”

“You’re not mated, Jax,” Kane said.

“No, I’m not,” Jax growled, reminding himself
that he was never going to be either. “But both the Atlanta pack
and the coven expect to see me on guard duty. My absence could make
them suspicious.”

“Well how the hell are we going to protect Dean,
if the rest of us are busy playing fucking charades with the
Atlanta bunch?” Matthew said angrily. “I’m not going into the next
fucking meeting protecting Josh’s ass, when Dean is left alone. No
disrespect to Josh, but you know what I mean.”

Matthew had a good point. If everyone from
Cloverleah was busy trying to work out if they were being played by
the guys in Atlanta, then Dean would be unprotected and Jax knew
without asking, that wasn’t an option any man in the room was
prepared to entertain.

“Can you manage two changes?” He asked Shawn,
when no one had spoken for about five minutes. Shawn shrugged his
elegant shoulders.

“To be honest, I’m not sure,” Shawn said. “The
biggest problem I can see is that without Dean’s power in the room,
every one of us is going to be edgy around the Atlanta pack, and
that’s without the vampires. If fighting breaks out I am not going
to be able to hold the illusion of one man, let alone two.”

“Why are we even bothering?” Griff said
suddenly. “We’re better off heading back home and forgetting this
lot even existed. It’s fucking clear that the vamps and the wolves
here are in cahoots about something, and that doesn’t bode well for
any of us. They called us in specifically knowing we had an Omega
and a Shifter Guardian in our pack. That has always sounded fishy
from the start.”

“But if the Atlanta pack want us, then won’t
they just follow us to Cloverleah? And maybe bring the vampires
too?” Dean’s quiet voice packed as much impact as any others in the
room.

Diablo and Jax looked at each other, and then
Diablo looked at Griff.

“We’d be on home turf,” Jax said, his long
association with Diablo giving him a clue on what the two men on
the couch were thinking. “We’d have the advantage. People in town
would let us know if anyone new started hanging around, and we can
fortify the pack house for Dean and Shawn’s safety. I can’t see the
vampires following the wolves out of their own territory, but even
if they did, we would still be safer at home than in this poxy
hotel.”

“I hate bringing trouble into our town,” Kane
said, but Jax could see the Alpha was considering it, while holding
a mind speak conversation with Shawn.

“Hey, at least on our home turf anyone coming in
uninvited is automatically suspect, and besides Matthew and me can
bury any stray bodies in the woods,” Griff said with a grin,
flexing his arm muscles along the couch. Matthew’s evil laugh
shivered down Jax’s spine. Jax had no doubt that the big man would
kill anyone that even looked at his sweet little mate the wrong
way. Although Matthew shut up pretty quickly when that same sweet
little mate hit him across the chest. From the glare Dean threw at
his mate it would seem the Omega wasn’t keen on Matthew’s
bloodthirsty and overly protective side.

“So, do we make a run for it, or do we let the
Atlanta Alpha know we are heading home?” Diablo asked.

Kane looked at Shawn for the longest minute,
sharing their mind link. While Kane was Alpha, no one knew more
about pack law than Shawn, and his being a Shifter Guardian gave
them an added edge. His word was law when applied to shifters.

“We will pass on our regrets to both Alpha
Morgan and Regent D’Arcy that we have been called back to
Cloverleah on urgent pack business,” Kane said. “I am not going to
have us running from here with our tails between our legs, but I
think we should all make plans to be ready to head out first thing
in the morning. Jax, you can make our travel plans and see to our
hotel accounts. Griff and Diablo I want you two to come with me
while I get in touch with our hosts.”

“What do you want me and Dean to do?” Matthew
asked.

Flashing a quick look at Kane, Shawn said, “I am
going to zap you two back home as soon as you are ready. When you
get there, get in touch with Troy, Anton, and Josh and have them
all move back into the pack house. Let Troy know that if Scott and
Damien aren’t busy, it might be nice to get a visit from them about
now as well.”

“Yes,” Matthew grinned. “It would be nice to see
those two again and Damien’s handy to have around.”

“Wouldn’t it just be easier if Shawn zapped us
all back home?” Jax didn’t have a problem sorting out planes and
cars and shit, that’s what the computer was for. But with Shawn’s
powers surely it would be a lot quicker to zap them all home and be
done with it.

“We still don’t know for sure if the Atlanta
pack and the coven are in cahoots with each other,” Kane said and
when he grinned his handsome face took on an evil twist. “I am
going to call a meeting with just the two leaders and see what kind
of a vibe we get from them when Dean is not around. It will
hopefully give us a better idea of what we are facing when we get
home.”

“Besides,” he added, throwing an arm around
Shawn’s shoulders and leading him out of the room. “How can we give
our potential enemies the chance to attack us if they don’t know
what our travel plans are. Come and give me an update as soon as
the details are finalized, Jax. I’ll be in that meeting but feel
free to interrupt.”

“Yes, Alpha,” Jax muttered with a smile of his
own. Swiping his laptop off of the small dining room table, Jax
started to type furiously. The sooner he got their travel plans
sorted, the faster he could get into that meeting.



Chapter Two

The attack came, just as Kane had predicted, as
the men were in the parking lot behind the hotel, getting ready to
head off to the airport. Fortunately there weren’t any humans
around. When Jax had headed into Kane’s room after making the men’s
travel arrangements Alpha Morgan and Regent D’Arcy were both calm,
and yet both of them tried to convince Kane that the men from
Cloverleah needed to stay in Atlanta a while longer. But in the end
there was nothing that the two men could say to change Kane’s mind.
Pack law was absolute on one major point – an Alpha was always
responsible for his pack above all else. Although Jax grinned in
the privacy of his own room at the look of shock on Morgan’s face
when Kane told him that Dean and Matthew had already headed off to
the San Antonio pack to assist Damien, so the Cloverleah pack would
be of no use in Atlanta.

As the oldest known wolf shifter in existence
simply the name “Damien” was enough to strike fear in the heart of
many other Alphas. The San Antonio pack was one of the largest in
the States, and when Kane explained that the Cloverleah pack had a
mating tie with the almighty shifter himself, Morgan’s face went
white. Not an easy thing for a healthy wolf shifter’s skin to do.
The conversation ended not long afterwards, and Jax was confident
that Morgan wouldn’t go after Matthew and Dean while he thought
they were staying with Damien.

Three Atlanta wolves and three vampires
surrounded the men’s SUV now. If Jax had had any doubts about the
two factions working together before, they were immediately
dispelled. He caught sight of two of the vampires making a move on
Kane, and quickly got out of the SUV. His wolf surging forward, Jax
reminded himself he couldn’t shift, but neither could their enemy.
Years in the military had Jax well used to fighting in human form
and he couldn’t stop the grin on his face as he pounded a huge fist
into one of the vampire’s face. The sound of bones breaking and the
tinkling of fangs on the pavement could be so satisfying.

After weeks of tension, Jax felt the stress fall
off his shoulders as he mucked in with the other men, fighting like
the machine so many believed him to be. As the sounds of sirens
sounded in the distance, someone had obviously called the police,
Kane grabbed one of the wolf shifters by the throat and snarled in
the battered wolf’s face.

“Tell your Alpha he’d better never step foot in
Cloverleah, or he won’t ever leave. Got it?”

“Kane, hon, the man can’t talk with your hand
wrapped around his throat,” Shawn said quietly, the amusement
evident in his voice.

“Nod then,” Kane snarled. The wolf nodded and
Kane let him go, wrapping himself around Shawn as though he needed
the man to save his sanity, which Jax could understand. He wouldn’t
have minded the soothing scent of his mate himself. Shaking his
head to clear out thoughts that were just going to get him into
trouble, Jax straightened out his clothes and turned to greet the
officers that had arrived on the scene. Time to play human and come
up with a plausible story. Fortunately that was something Jax was
well used to doing.

/~/~/~/~/

By the time Jax and the other men got back to
the pack house in Cloverleah, Jax was ready to bite someone’s head
off. He hated travelling on commercial airlines. He had been seated
next to an obnoxious child who alternated between kicking him, and
picking his own fucking nose. Every five minutes or so the mother,
who sat on the other side of the child, would say something benign
like “don’t annoy the nice gentleman,” which the child promptly
ignored. Jax had been sorely tempted to flash his fangs at the
little brat, but he figured that wasn’t a good idea on a crowded
airplane.

So while the sight of Dean’s beaming face
waiting to greet him at the door would normally be a positive
thing, Jax just felt like snarling. He needed food and a hot
shower, not necessarily in that order. But Dean was too cute to
kick, so Jax stifled his urge to growl and simply nodded at the
little man.

“Jax, Jax, you did it. You did it!” Dean was
positively bouncing with excitement, and Jax didn’t have a clue
what the little man was on about. His question must have shown on
his face, because Dean went on.

“The Fae, you found the mate for the Fae.
They’re coming here.”

“What, that’s not possible,” Jax spat out before
he could think.

“Of course it’s possible Jax,” Matthew said
coming up behind Dean with a huge grin, clearly taken with his
happy mate. “There’s no guarantee that these wolves are the real
McCoy of course, but they all carry a birth mark similar to the one
that Dean drew and they are coming here to meet their possible
mates.”

“They? There’s more than one?” Now Jax felt
positively stupid and he hated that feeling. He cursed the Atlanta
pack under his breath. If he had been in Cloverleah when these men
had been in touch he could have put them off.

“Four of them Jax, four. Can you imagine?” Dean
was still bouncing and every bounce sent Jax’s nerves into
overdrive.

Shaking his head and trying to clear the rush of
possessive thoughts that swamped his brain, Jax tried again. “We
only have one mate, Dean, you know that. There’s only one shifter
in the entire world that will be the Faes’ mate. So either these
guys have the birthmark or they don’t. It’s that simple.”

Matthew
snarled a bit at Jax’s tone, and Jax tried to lighten up. But it
was hard. Four wolf shifters, coming to Cloverleah, all hoping to
be the Fae’s mate. Pawing over his Fae. Not while he still had breath in his body!

“They all have similar birthmarks,” Dean said
either not picking up on Jax’s attitude, or choosing to ignore it.
“They all have the sign of the trinity, but from the pictures they
sent through it is hard to tell if they are the real thing or not.
So any way, when I was talking to Aelfric and Fafnir earlier…”

“The Fae are here?” Jax’s breath came faster and
he struggled to control it. He couldn’t see Aelfric and Fafnir, he
just couldn’t. Dean laid a comforting hand on Jax’s arm and Jax
flinched at the contact. He was immediately sorry when he did as
Dean couldn’t hide the flash of hurt crossing his face. The man was
just too sweet and every emotion he had showed on his face. Jax
schooled his features into its customary bland mask, but it was
hard to do when his head was flying in a dozen different
directions. Taking a deep breath, Jax centered himself. He would do
anything to take the look of hurt off of Dean’s sweet face.

“I am sorry, Dean” he said in a quieter tone.
“It’s been a long flight, a bratty kid on the plane, I’m tired and
need a shower. Are the Fae still here?” Please don’t let them be
here, Jax begged in his head and he almost wept with relief when
Dean shook his head.

“No, I called them in earlier, and they met
Matthew, Anton and Troy,” Dean said.

“They are one hot pair. Pure sex on legs,”
Matthew said, his smile splitting his face wide open. Dean hit him
hard on his chest, and Matthew’s grin just got wider if that was
possible. Jax could feel a growl threatening his own throat, but he
swallowed it down.

“You know I don’t mean anything by it, little
one,” Matthew said stroking his hand down Dean’s cheek. Jax’s heart
ached at the intimacy in that one little gesture. Fuck, I am
behaving like a girl, he swore to himself, knowing that it was
thoughts of the Fae that had tied him up in knots.

Dean melted under Matthew’s touch, and Jax
figured it would be only seconds before the two men would be making
out in front of him. It wouldn’t be the first time.

“The Fae?” He asked quickly, wanting to make his
own escape.

“Coming back tomorrow,” Dean managed to get out
before his mouth was claimed by Matthew. Guess that’s the end of
that conversation, Jax thought. He hurried up to the room that Kane
had given him the last time he had stayed over, desperate to be
alone.

But Diablo barreling in behind him as he went to
close the bedroom door put paid to that idea. Already on edge, Jax
snarled at his best friend and wasn’t put out when Diablo hissed
right back. Diablo was good like that. Never took offence but
didn’t take crap either.

“Cut the shit, Jax,” Diablo said as he shut the
door firmly behind the pair of them. Throwing his hands up in
frustration, Jax stalked through the room, throwing his bag on the
bed.

“Not now, Diablo, come on,” he snarled. “That
fucking plane trip, those poxy ass guys in Atlanta. I need a
shower, food and a damn good run.”

“So do I,” Diablo said, his beautiful face
serious for once. “Now what the fuck is going on with these Fae.
You sent out the message to the packs. There’s guys coming here
hoping to be the Faes’ mate and you damn near bit poor Dean’s head
off. This is not like you, Jaharan. Cut the crap and talk to me,
damn it.”

Jaharan. Fuck, Jax couldn’t remember the last
time someone called him by his proper name. His Fae name. In the
pack only Diablo knew it, and Jax had sworn him to secrecy, never
to reveal it to anyone. Names could be dangerous in the wrong
hands, and Diablo only ever used it when he was deadly serious
about getting some answers.

Cursing under his breath, Jax sat down on the
bed, and looked at Diablo who was leaning against the door.

“Those men aren’t the Faes’ mates,” he said
shortly.

“You can’t know that,” Diablo said quickly.
“They claim to have a birth mark similar at least to the one that
Dean drew. Where’s the harm in letting them meet the Fae and seeing
if anything can come of it? From what Dean says those men have been
on their own for a long time. They deserve a chance at
happiness.”

“Don’t you think I don’t know that,” Jax
snapped, his temper rising again. Just the thought of Aelfric and
Fafnir with anyone else was enough to set his blood boiling and his
wolf howling. Diablo didn’t take the bait though, didn’t rally back
in anger. He just stood there with his inscrutable cat-like calm
and waited for Jax to continue.

Huffing a sigh of annoyance, Jax pulled his
tight muscle shirt out of his pants and over his head. He flicked
his hands down his torso, his eye brow raised at Diablo.

“Very hunky,” Diablo said with a smirk, “but I
have a mate thank you very much.”

“Watch,” Jax said, as he put his hand over his
heart. Muttering a few words that Diablo wouldn’t have a hope in
hell of understanding, Jax let a small surge of magic flow through
his fingers to the skin below. Then he took his hand away.

Diablo’s eyes widened and then he moved closer,
looking at the triad symbol now sitting on Jax’s chest. Very
similar to the one that Dean had drawn, just the elements in a
different place.

“Are you telling me that anyone with a spot of
Fae in them can replicate a Fae mating mark?” Diablo asked, looking
at Jax’s chest in fascination.

“No,” Jax said shortly, pulling on his muscle
shirt again and covering the mark from Diablo’s gaze. “I’m telling
you it is impossible for anyone with any type of magic or artistic
skill to replicate a Fae’s mating mark exactly.”

Jax watched as he saw Diablo’s eyes widen in
understanding. “You mean…all this time…and you knew…and you’ve
hidden it? From me, from Dean, from your mates?”

Jax dropped his eyes and nodded.

“How long have you known?” Diablo asked quietly,
sitting next to Jax on the bed and covering Jax’s hand with
his.

“That I had two Fae mates?” Jax shrugged. “Ever
since puberty when the mark first appeared. It was also around the
time I first shifted…”

Jax trailed off knowing that Diablo wouldn’t
push to hear any more on that particular topic.

“So anyway, once I realized that the Fae didn’t
hold with wolf shifters, or anyone different, I use a spot of magic
to keep the mark hidden and as far as anyone is concerned I am pure
wolf shifter.”

“Jax, these two, they don’t sound like they
would be like that. They know their third mate is a wolf shifter
and they have been actively looking for him for…”

“Three hundred years, yes I fucking know.” Jax
snatched his hand away from Diablo’s and buried his face in his
hands.

For three months Jax had been plagued with the
knowledge that the Fae that Dean had come across were his Fated
Mates. He had always known Fate intended for him to be part of a
triad, but as the Fae and wolf shifters don’t mix as a rule, he
didn’t worry about it – submerging himself in his life as a wolf
shifter. But Fate…”damn the Fates are canny,” he said out loud.

Watching Diablo, Jax could see when his friend
cottoned onto what he was talking about. In all the world what were
the chances that Dean would end up in Cloverleah, or that Jax would
too? Even greater were the chances that Dean would bump into the
two Fae Jax was meant to spend the rest of his very long life with.
The fact that the Omega had asked for Jax’s help in find the Faes’
mate was just the icing on the Fate cake as far as Jax was
concerned.

“So what are you going to do now?” Diablo asked
softly. “The two Fae will be here tomorrow to meet their would-be
mates. Dean said Aelfric and Fafnir are quite excited about it. All
four men are from the same pack, which okay, is weird in itself,
but they are all travelling together.”

“Which pack are they from?” Jax was already
thinking that he might have to put his research skills to the test
There was no way that four wolves from the same pack would all have
similar birth marks, which meant that the marks had to be fake. In
which case why were the men coming here, and what did they actually
want?

As Jax lay back on the bed, staring at the
ceiling, he realized he didn’t have a fucking clue what tomorrow
would bring. If he had his way, then he would shift into wolf form
and stay out in the woods until the whole drama was over.

But.

If trickery was involved with the marks the
visiting wolf shifters claimed to have, then the Fae could be in
danger. Jax might not want to claim the two men, but his wolf side
wouldn’t allow him to leave his mates unprotected in a potentially
dangerous situation either.

Fucking wolf.



Chapter Three

As it was, Jax didn’t have any choice but to be
present when the visiting wolves arrived, and Dean went off to
summon Aelfric and Fafnir. Kane had decided that the visitors
weren’t to know that Dean was the link between the wolves and the
Fae, as it wasn’t safe for anyone concerned. Given their problems
with the Atlanta pack, Kane also wanted the whole pack present when
the four wolves arrived with their supporting pack members. That
included Jax. The wolves were from the North Dakota pack and no one
in Cloverleah knew anything about them. That was making Kane
edgy.

The only bonus for Jax was that Kane had said
the meeting would be held outside of the pack house. This was
unusual enough in itself for Jax to know that Kane wasn’t happy
about their visitors’ arrival – the idea of four potential mates
was probably the biggest clue that something wasn’t right. As a
rule, if an Alpha requested permission to visit another pack’s
grounds, they would be invited into the house and encouraged to
share a meal. Wolves didn’t tend to try and kill someone they broke
bread with. But Kane had insisted that the pack congregate
outside.

Jax hoped that meant he could keep a tight
control on his own responses to seeing the two men who were
supposed to be his. He knew if he got a whiff of their scent that
he wouldn’t be able to control his wolf who was shitty enough with
him as it was. Sometimes his wolf was just too damn simplistic for
his own good.

Picking a place close enough to the Alpha to
prevent any problems, yet far enough away, he hoped, not to have
too much to do with the Fae, Jax stood relaxed in his customary
military stance. He was mildly amused to see that Anton, the only
other recent military man in the pack, was doing the same thing on
the other side of the pack members, with Troy tucked in beside
him.

Jax had thought a lot about Troy at one time –
enough to join the Cloverleah pack in the first place. There was
something so friendly and uncomplicated about the beta wolf. He was
only six foot tall, but he was solidly built with a handsome open
face. But it wasn’t his looks that had attracted Jax’s attention.
Troy was really clever, a whizz on computers and yet quiet in
nature – only talking when he had something important to say. Jax
had honestly thought he could make a life with the young shifter,
but that was before his wolf found out about the Fae. Now the damn
thing wouldn’t let Jax go near anyone else, hankering to claim the
two beautiful men that Jax had only seen a picture of.

Seeing two SUVs pull into the long driveway in
front of the pack house, Jax took a deep breath to center himself,
his face a mask of indifference, his eyes hidden by the black
aviator glasses he had put on earlier. Jax’s violet eyes were the
only outward sign of his Fae heritage and he wasn’t about to do
anything that might draw attention to himself. All he had to do was
get through this meeting, the Fae would dismiss the visiting wolves
and everyone could just get back to important things like
protecting the pack against a possible attack from Atlanta.

As the two vehicles pulled up and ten men got
out, the corner of Jax’s lip twitched as he watched Kane, Griff and
Anton, all move subtly in front of their mates. Shawn, Diablo and
Troy were all well capable of taking care of themselves, but some
things were just inherent in wolf shifters, and the desire to
protect a mate was the strongest of all instincts. It was the only
reason he was standing with the rest – otherwise he would have
defied Kane’s order and taken the consequences later.

The group of men stopped about ten feet from the
Cloverleah pack and Kane stepped forward.

“I am Kane Matthews, Alpha of the Cloverleah
pack. Please state your name and your business,” he said in a
formal tone Jax had barely ever heard the man use.

The tallest of the ten men stepped forward also.
“Alpha Sorenson of the North Dakota pack sends his regrets that he
couldn’t be here personally. I am his Second, Beta McLeod. These
four men here,” he indicated to four wolf shifters of various
shapes and sizes, “are here to see the Fae. These other men,” he
waved to five individuals who were ranked behind McLeod, “are the
enforcers that the Alpha insisted accompany us.”

Kane’s eyes swept over the group and Jax knew
that the Alpha missed nothing. While it wasn’t unheard of to send
enforcers with high ranking pack members, there was nothing in the
scents of the men in front of them that indicated any of them held
any special rank in the pack.

“One on one enforcers seems excessive,” Kane
said, keeping his voice formal. “However, I defer to your Alpha’s
judgment in this matter.” No matter what happened, Kane wasn’t
about to let even a small show of force rattle him. It was
something that Jax admired about the man.

“It is also unusual for four men to all claim
the same mate,” Kane continued. “Birthmarks are almost unheard of
among wolf shifters. Would you have your men show their marks
please?”

“I am sure if you let us see the Fae, scent
alone will determine which one of these men are the Fae’s mate,”
McLeod said smoothly. “I don’t see them among your men.”

“The Fae are here,” Kane said and Jax could feel
the intensity of his Alpha power increasing. Shawn put a calming
hand on Kane’s shoulder as Kane continued. “They are not an oddity
or circus ponies that are trotted out for your inspection. My
enforcer Jax knows the mark we are looking for and he would like to
see the marks your men wear.”

Startled at being singled out, Jax flashed a
quick look at Kane, but the man was giving nothing away. A tight
grin on Diablo’s face had him wondering what the meddling cat
shifter had said to the Alpha before the meeting. Cursing himself
for not paying more attention to what was going on with everyone
else, Jax moved forward and stood by Kane, as they waited for the
four men to disrobe.

Or at least be shirtless. All four of the men
had a mark, that even from where he was standing, Jax could see
were similar to the Fae’s, emblazoned on their chest, above their
heart. But that was the problem.

“These men don’t carry the right mark,” Jax said
to Kane, ignoring the four men. “They are not birth marks. Without
looking any closer I would guess they are henna tattoos and not
likely to even be permanent.”

“You have no right to say that, without looking
closer,” McLeod bluffed. “Tanner here has exactly the same mark as
was in the drawing sent to us.” He dragged forward a young blond
man. Pretty enough with his curls, and clearly submissive, and
McLeod was right. The mark on Tanner’s chest was almost identical
to the one in the drawing that Jax kept in his wallet.

Ignoring him, Jax turned to Kane instead,
keeping his back to the North Dakota wolves. “Alpha, the Fae’s mate
will have a mark that contains the same elements as their own. The
mark this wolf has tried to replicate, poorly I might add,” he said
in a low voice, throwing a look over his shoulder, “is like
Fafnir’s – the one that Dean drew.”

“But doesn’t that make them a match?” Kane said
just as quietly. Jax and Shawn, who stood on the other side of
Kane, shook their heads. “No Alpha. The mate’s mark will have the
same elements but be in a different configuration. Fafnir and
Aelfric don’t have the same mark – their marks have the same
components. The Faes mate’s mark will be the same.”

“You have no right to ignore us. These men have
travelled a long way, and we have a right to meet the Fae,” McLeod
yelled, obviously trying to use the volume of his voice to assert
some authority over a situation he was fast losing control
over.

Kane turned, probably to let McLeod know just
how unwelcome he was on pack grounds, when the most beautifully
husky voice Jax had ever heard came from the porch.

“It’s all right Alpha. We have no problem
meeting your visitors.”

Jax looked up and his heart stopped. Literally
stopped in his rib cage for what felt like a full minute, before it
started pounding in






















tmp_449042760d72dcf8ef44e53a80189ab1_nF7tkO_html_m1193d645.jpg





cover.jpg





