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      A fiery human. A rule-abiding wolf. And a bond neither can deny.

      Werewolf and bookstore owner Horatio Ortega has always had a soft spot for one particular human—his childhood friend, Corey Malone. As the alpha’s second, it’s Horatio’s job to keep the peace in town, but Corey seems hell-bent on breaking every rule in the book. The more Horatio tries to stay away, the harder it becomes to ignore the undeniable pull between them.

      One explosive night changes everything, revealing that Corey is Horatio’s fated mate. The fiery connection between them is impossible to resist, but Horatio has responsibilities to his pack.

      When Corey lands himself in hot water with the local werebear clan, Horatio must step in to keep the peace. But convincing Corey to accept their fated bond might just be the biggest challenge of all. Can Horatio tame his wild mate before it’s too late?

      

      Destined for You is Book Two of the Blue Moon Wolves series, a gay shifter romance of instant love and fated mates that shows even the wildest hearts can find their perfect match.

      Originally published in 2016, this edition has been updated and revised.
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      Fifteen Years Ago

      

      I ran as fast as my twelve-year-old legs could carry me.

      Panting, muscles burning, I needed a break, but there was no time to stop.

      I risked a glance over my shoulder, but my tormentor was still right behind me, closing in fast.

      “Come back here, you useless piece of shit!” my father, Raul Ortega, yelled, his voice loud enough for the neighbors to hear.

      Heads popped out of windows, but most just went back to whatever they were doing.

      No one would help me. They all had their own problems—why would they bother with mine?

      A thousand scenarios ran through my head. Maybe Raul would trip or a car would hit him, but that was wishful thinking.

      I sprinted down the sidewalk, taking a sharp turn. The footsteps behind me grew fainter—Raul was losing speed.

      Time to make my exit at the usual place and get a couple of quick minutes of peace.

      Oh, Raul wouldn’t forget, drunk as he was.

      Once I came back to our little RV home, he’d be waiting. I couldn’t keep relying on my friends to hide me.

      Hayden wouldn’t have minded, but Hayden was off on a camping trip with his older brothers.

      I hated the weekends.

      Saturdays, I spent dodging Raul; Sundays, I spent curled up in my miserable cubicle of a bedroom, nursing my aches.

      Seeing the chain-link fence to the side of the road, I breathed a sigh of relief.

      Ignoring the “Private Property, Keep Out” sign, I gripped the fence and began to climb.

      I’d done it so many times I could do it blind.

      Swinging one leg over the top, I paused to listen, hearing my father’s curses from somewhere nearby.

      “Go to hell, bastard,” I muttered.

      I jumped down the fence, landing in someone’s abandoned backyard.

      The old Whittaker Mansion had been here for as long as I could remember, collecting dust and cobwebs.

      It stuck out like a sore thumb in our neighborhood, but most kids avoided it like the plague.

      Rumors said it was haunted, but no ghosts had bothered me so far. I liked the calm and quiet—and I liked seeing the boy there.

      Not just any boy, but Corey, the kid from the other side of the neighborhood.

      Usually, kids like Corey—who came from Blue Moon’s upper crust—didn’t associate with kids like me, but we shared something in common.

      Once a garden, the sprawling grounds of the Whittaker property now looked like an overgrown jungle.

      I made my way to the rusty playground.

      Corey was already there, in his private school uniform, kicking at the dirt while sitting on his favorite end of the swings.

      He brightened at the sight of me.

      “Finally. I thought you’d never come,” Corey said, squinting at me, then nodding toward my black eye. “What happened?”

      I smiled. We always played the same game. “I fell.”

      It didn’t escape me that Corey had rolled the sleeves of his school blazer up because of the heat, revealing purple bruises matching my own.

      Corey nodded absently. “I fall a lot, too.”

      Over the weeks, I pieced together Corey’s story.

      After his elder brother died, Corey became heir to the Malone conglomerate, but he was never his father’s favorite.

      Less smart, not as athletic as his older brother, Corey’s father thought fists might help him along.

      “Someday, I’m going to get the hell out of this shit hole and never look back,” I muttered.

      I was surprised when Corey suddenly jumped out of his swing and stood in front of me, clutching the chains of his swing, eyes desperate.

      “You can’t do that.”

      “Why not?”

      “I don’t have any friends, real friends, except you. Most kids in my school only talk to me because of my family name. Promise me, Horatio, you won’t leave.”

      I let out a bitter laugh. Corey’s father wouldn’t let a kid from trailer heaven anywhere near his home.

      Both of us had our share of problems.

      “We’re friends? We meet here once a week, but we don’t hang out, do the stupid things normal boys do,” I said.

      Corey looked stung. He lifted his chin, blue eyes blazing, and swept a hand through his shaggy blond hair. “We’re not normal.”

      “No. We’re not,” I agreed.

      We rocked back and forth on our swings, not speaking. Eventually, Corey said, “I’m going.”

      “Be my guest.”

      I watched Corey stomp back to the fence, climbing it with the same agility I had.

      Without him there, the place felt incredibly lonely.

      Even if we talked about nonsense—schoolwork, or the movies we hated—the sound of Corey’s voice was comforting.

      “I’ll apologize to him next week,” I muttered to myself, rising from the swing.

      The garden felt too eerily quiet without another soul to appreciate it.

      I never did manage to return. That week, a werewolf bit me and my two friends during a school trip. Things changed.

      My father became frightened of my changing nature for a change. I learned to stand up for myself.

      A newly changed wolf didn’t have much control over his beast, though, so I kept away from the Whittaker place until I could get a better handle on it.

      I waited for Corey, but he never showed up again.

      Later, I heard Corey had been shipped off to a private school in France.

      I was pissed he didn’t say a word, but then, what did I expect?

      Still, I kept my stupid little promise. I never left Blue Moon, but it was because I had a pack to worry about.

      Years later, Corey came back home. The sullen boy I knew had become a reckless adult, spiraling downward.
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      Despite being the owner of Books with Claws, I liked stocking shelves and immersing myself in the usual tasks I could hand off to my employees.

      The bookstore was one of two of my passions. The second was my pack. I had fond memories of the place.

      The need to leave home and my father’s fists always led me back to Corey and his secret place from my childhood.

      When Corey left town, I would head to this bookstore and lose myself in a book while time flew by.

      When I heard the original owner wanted to close the place down after decades, I used most of my savings to buy it back.

      The bell to the bookshop chimed.

      Scenting another shifter, I turned, frowning when a pack member searched the place for me.

      My wolf became annoyed.

      Only a week ago, I had to help sort a mess for Hayden, my best friend and the pack Alpha, over Hayden’s tabby shifter mate.

      Couldn’t he ask for a little peace around here?

      Judging by Jaime Benson’s look, I was going to have another busy evening.

      The Blue Moon Pack was the dominant animal group in town, so it fell to us to sort out shifter problems.

      I avoided getting my hands dirty if possible. I’d go for negotiations first.

      Hayden relied on me to be the peacemaker, but sometimes, certain things could only be solved with violence.

      “What’s the damage?” I asked Jaime, leading him to the back of the bookstore.

      I never discussed pack business in public.

      “Fight broke out at Harris’s bar.”

      “Casualties?”

      “None so far, but two shifters are fighting over a human.”

      “As a pack enforcer, you couldn’t handle that, or call for back-up?” I asked, exasperated.

      The wounds I’d sustained from the week before when Hayden tangled with three outsider shifters hadn’t completely healed.

      I was in no mood to dive so soon into another fight.

      Oh, I handled my own well enough, but I was looking forward to having a normal evening.

      I planned on hitting my favorite bar for dinner and some beers, then taking some willing sexy thing home to warm my bed for the night.

      Ever pragmatic, I didn’t believe in the concept of mates.

      Commitment took too much. Letting someone hold my heart captive or casual sex?

      I’d take the latter any day, and it didn’t hurt that I never lacked for company.

      “Well...” Jaime licked his lips as if he wanted to phrase what he wanted to say delicately. “I could call Don and Howie, but you said if it involved your human, I talk to you first.”

      “My human.” I didn’t like the sound of that.

      Despite seldom talking to Corey Malone in years, certain pack members called him that.

      Hell, the little human had no idea how many times he could have died over some foolish fight if it weren’t for me
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