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To all those who are victims of hate because of
“differences” know that you are loved.

To Carla and Amanda who really put a shine on my
words, I couldn’t do this without you.

To my readers who inspire me every day with their
stories, their comments and infectious excitement about my new
books.

Thank you all for being a part of my life.












Author’s Note






This is the third book in The Necromancer’s
Smile trilogy. I have written this, assuming you have read the
previous stories, and hope that I have filled in enough details for
you to remember what happened in the previous books without bogging
it down[image: tmp_c3c806e9992ecef5a8e741c8fdfeb1a4_ziRelJ_html_m33b4c6d6.jpg]

A slight content warning: There is
more violence in this story than in the others, and Sy really comes
into his own with this story. There is also, unfortunately but it
had to be told, references to historical child sexual abuse
pertaining to one of the new secondary characters. If this is a
trigger for you, then I’m sorry this story might not be for
you.

Hug the One you Love

Lisa







Chapter One






Under normal circumstances Brock would have
had a fit about the state of the kitchen; albeit quietly, politely
and delivered in that British clipped accent Sy had come to
recognize as a sign of anger over the years. And he’d have every
reason to be annoyed. Coffee cup rings marred the polished surface
of the table, barely seen among the crumbs and discarded plates. Sy
could see the pink blush of early dawn kissing the horizon through
the large picture window but he doubted anyone else noticed. The
grim faces around the table were focused on one thing and one thing
only – the slender finger nestled in tissue paper held in a plain
box. Connor’s finger.

Sy sighed as he listened to Dakar’s voice
getting steadily angrier. It was typical – his mate, Brock’s mate,
and Clive’s lover all had police training. The guest house that
Connor shared with Clive had been thoroughly searched by the
keenest noses in the business – and came up with nothing. Charlie,
Dakar’s father, sent his enforcers, Kendall and Randy out nosing
around every inch of the grounds. They’d turned up half an hour
before with nothing unusual to report.

Refilling the coffee pot for the third time
that morning, Brock met Sy’s eyes, giving a brief nod. If he hadn’t
had company, the Necromancer of Pedace would have rolled his eyes.
He’d been trying to get a word in edgewise since the impromptu
meeting had been called, but the Alphas in the room made it
impossible to be heard.

“I do know where Connor is.” Sy’s social
issues had gotten better since he’d been mated to Dakar, but with
the exception of Brock and Clive, the other people crowding around
the table were shifters. Loud shifters. Their keen ears would have
probably picked up what he had to say, if they hadn’t been too busy
trying to talk over each other.

Sy cleared his throat and tried again. “I
said, I know where Connor is.”

“What’s that, son?” Sy’s relationship with
his biological mother was the stuff of nightmares, but since she
arrived the day before, Dakar’s mom, Angie, seemed determined to
make him feel like part of the family. “Did I hear you say you know
where this young Connor is? Well, why didn’t you say? Where is he?
We’ll go and rescue him now and be home in time for breakfast.”

“Of course,” Dakar slapped his forehead with
his palm, which had to hurt. “All those cold cases you solved. You
can talk to spirits alive or dead. I’m so sorry, babe, we should
have thought of that first. Where is he?”

“I can get a squad in, if we have a
location,” Steve broke in eagerly. The way he’d been cuddling Clive
despite the raucous nature of the meeting, it was clear the human
felt responsible for Connor’s disappearance. In Steve’s wolf
shifter mentality, it was simple. Find Connor and someone else to
blame the disappearance on so Clive would feel better.

“We’d need to know the nature of the danger,
before we go rushing in half-cocked,” Brad said cautiously. “We
don’t want to find Connor and then have his abductors kill him at
the last minute.”

“Oh, come on Brad, our men have had
training….” Steve was keen for the police to be involved, although
he’d respected Dakar’s decision not to call them in so far.

“I’m sure this can be handled in house,”
Charlie, Dakar’s father objected. “After all, this Connor is
family, right? That’s the shifter way.”

“I thought Connor was human….”

“He’s not human, he’s a familiar….”

Dakar tried to cut in, only to have Steve cut
him off. “Dad, you don’t have to….”

“Missing persons is a job for the
police….”

Sy wasn’t prone to anger. Conscious of his
power levels, he kept a tight lid on his emotions unless he was
alone. But every minute the people around the table kept arguing,
was yet another minute poor Connor was enduring his ordeal. Sy was
sorely tempted to just disappear and go and rescue Connor himself,
but a gut feeling telling him the whole situation was a trap, and
his promise to Dakar to not just disappear without saying
something, stopped him.

Plucking his staff from the ether, grateful
for the solidarity it gave him in his position, Sy banged it firmly
on the tiled floor, the loud crack it made causing everyone to
flinch. “Enough.” Dakar’s parents, their enforcers and even Steve’s
mouth dropped open as the power behind that single word bounced off
the kitchen cabinets and rattled the kettle on the stove. “Connor
is in the Underworld. I won’t allow any of the Pedace police
officers, family members,” he nodded to Charlie and Angie, “or
enforcers to go down there.”

“Connor’s dead?” Clive whimpered, reminding
Sy of how much the human journalist had to learn about the
paranormal world.

“Connor is alive. He’s being held against his
will, he’s in pain, and no, he doesn’t know who took him.” Sy kept
his voice low and laced with power. “In an optimal world, Brock and
I would go and rescue him as we’ve done in the past, but,” he added
as Brad and Dakar growled, “as we are both mated now, I can’t
object to our mates coming with us. They are well-warded against
any dangers we might encounter down there, everyone else is
not.”

“Can’t you just summon him?” Charlie asked.
“I thought that was the only way demons could get out of the
Underworld.”

“Demons can travel to any realm,” Sy said
tersely, “although the only beings who can be summoned from the
Underworld are demons. The souls of the damned would never stay
down there, if some misguided idiot could just summon them out
again. We have to go and retrieve Connor ourselves.”

“Now, you wait just a cotton-picking minute,”
Angie said angrily. “I don’t care if you’re the cutest thing since
the Easter Bunny or that you’ve got more power in your little
finger than my mate has in his whole body. I’m Dakar’s mother and I
refuse to allow you to drag my boy down to that infernal place no
matter how much magic you’ve etched into his skin.”

“Why don’t you just cut my balls off and
stick them in your damn handbag, mom,” Dakar snarled. “If something
happened to dad, you’d rally every able-bodied person in the pack
and take them to the far reaches of hell itself if you thought you
could get him back.”

“But I thought Connor was just a guest. It’s
not as though he’s mated or related to anyone here.” Angie seemed
stunned by Dakar’s outburst although Sy couldn’t work out the
reason for her confusion. She was a wolf shifter. Dakar was an
Alpha wolf shifter and hated anyone suggesting he was weak,
something Sy learned when he was having issues with his own father.
The lethal combination of Dakar’s pride and an enhancement spell
provided by Sy’s not so dear family, almost cost them their mating.
Under the influence of Sophia’s potions, Dakar’s anger and jealousy
were magnified and Sy had no wish to go through that again.

But maybe Angie was operating under other
instincts. “Any wolf with an ounce of sense knows to stay away from
the Underworld. The smell of sulphur alone can be enough to drive
any shifter crazy.”

“If you want to see a wolf go crazy, then
suggest I let my mate go into danger alone one more time.” Dakar’s
lips curled back revealing his fangs. “Dad got it right. Connor’s
part of our family. He’s young, he’s hurt, he’s alone. I’m
fucking shocked you’d even think of suggesting I stay behind.”

“Shifters don’t mess with the Underworld for
good reason, son,” Charlie said quietly. “Demons are the one thing
that any sensible wolf would turn tail and run from and on their
home turf the demons have the advantage. You’d be walking into a
trap and have no way out.”

“Thank you for your ringing endorsement of my
skills.” Sy stood up and clicked his fingers, his shoulders sagging
under the familiar weight of his coat. “I realize most of you here
don’t know me very well, and probably discount me as Dakar’s
arm-candy, but as the ruling Necromancer in this county, it is my
duty, part of the oath I swore when I took this position, to
protect Connor and familiars like him.”

He scanned the faces of the others at the
table. Kendall’s and Randy’s mouths were open, their eyes wide,
Angie’s mouth was set in a thin line refusing to look at him or her
son. Charlie was muttering quietly to her, patting her hand. Sy
quirked his brow at Dakar before looking over to where Brock was
holding Brad as though he might break. “Brad, Brock, I won’t think
any less of you, if you stay behind….”

“Don’t even think about it, Sir. My place is
with you and as my pooh bear has rightly pointed out, his place is
with me, so we’re both coming.” Sy almost chuckled over Brock’s
endearment for Brad. “We’ve been in tighter fixes before and got
out just fine.”

Not recently, Sy thought as he held
out his hand to Dakar who was watching him expectantly. The tugging
feeling in his gut didn’t dissipate as they disappeared from the
kitchen. Mind you, that might have something to do with Angie’s
outraged scream as they left everyone else behind.







Chapter Two






Mom was right about the smell. The
Underworld was exactly as Dakar imagined it. Stark black rocks
stood in contrast to a dull red sky. Plumes of foul-smelling mist
hissed and shot into the air from deep crevasses that crackled
along the ground like black veins. Screams of the damned could be
heard, thankfully at a distance, but Dakar didn’t think he’d ever
been in a more depressing place. “How do souls end up trapped in
this place?” He asked, shuffling closer to his mate, trying not to
gag as an extra strong whiff of sulphur hit his nose. “Don’t they
all reside beyond the veil until they’re reincarnated or move
towards the light?”

“Some souls committed such atrocious acts in
life, they’re never redeemable. Those are the damned you can hear,”
Brock replied drily. “Over that way, I believe, Sir.” He pointed to
a large tower of rocks. “Did the young familiar indicate if he was
alone?”

“I can’t reach him when I’m down here, but he
didn’t mention his captors being anywhere near him the last time I
got in touch with him. That was a while ago though, so we need to
hurry.” Sy set off in the direction Brock indicated, Dakar
struggling to keep up. The acute senses he relied on from his
animal half were getting hammered by the pervading smell and the
shrieks that pierced his ear drums and made his wolf want to cower
or bite something. Looking over at Brad, he could see the big bear
was suffering just as badly.

“No wonder demons are twisted,” Brad puffed.
“Having to live with this shit all the time is enough to drive
anyone insane.”

“Not all of the Underworld is like this, in
fact, only a small part of it is,” Brock explained. He didn’t
appear affected by the noise or smell and neither did Sy, striding
along with his staff, focused on the rocks in front of them. “There
are towns and villages much like our world where the only
difference you’d notice is the color of the sky and the fact you
never need to wear an overcoat. Demons fall in love, raise
families, work jobs and study, much like any other species – they
are not necessarily born evil per se. The percentage of evil demons
is probably no more than in any other species. It’s just when a
demon does create havoc, it’s loud, public, and usually devastating
to those affected.”

Dakar wasn’t sure what he could say to that.
Demon stories were told to kids of all species, giving a clear
indication of what might happen if the child did something bad.
Demons were the bogeymen of the paranormal world, just like they
were for human children, and hearing Brock discuss them as if they
were no different to shifters was disconcerting at a time when
Dakar was looking for some stability in his situation.

Although, when Dakar thought about it, his
last police captain had been a demon. Not that the captain had been
a ringing endorsement for demon reputations. The man had been
ruthless in his desire to kill Sy, and had manipulated others on
the force for years, resulting in many murders of innocents that
didn’t need to happen. Not helping the situation now, Dakar
reminded himself. The police captain was gone, torn to shreds by Sy
using every last bit of his power. The Captain wasn’t the immediate
concern. Connor, who had once had a tenuous connection to the
Captain through his brother Robert, was.

His wolf was used to being a loner. Being
away from a pack didn’t bother him and usually Dakar lived his
life, confident in who he was and what he could do. But the
Underworld was unsettling on so many levels. There were none of the
scents Dakar’s wolf was used to, and while he would never leave Sy
to go into danger alone, the unfamiliarity of the place made him
more hyper alert than usual.

And that was without the seething resentment
he was carrying due to the verbal castration from his mom of all
people. So, when Sy yelped and tumbled to the ground, Dakar might
have over reacted, his shift flowing seamlessly over him, as he
stood and growled between Sy’s prone figure and everyone else.

“Don’t get in a panic. I wasn’t looking where
I was stepping and I twisted my ankle on a pebble,” Sy huffed,
using Dakar’s fur to pull himself upright. “Connor’s right in
there,” he pointed to a small gap in the rocks. “Use your shifted
form for something useful instead of guarding me from inanimate
objects and see if you can scent anyone else around.”

How the hell can I smell anything down
here? Dakar’s human half complained, but the wolf was so proud
to be doing something for his powerful mate. Tail held high, he
sniffed the ground and surrounding rocks, freezing when he caught
the scent of blood. His lips curled as he snarled, inching closer
and closer, one paw step at a time.

A whimper. Holy fuck, it’s Connor. All
thoughts of being subtle flew out of his head, Dakar and wolf in
full agreement. Connor was family, and he was hurt. It was an Alpha
wolf’s duty to save him. Shouldering his way between two huge
rocks, Dakar growled as he fell into a small opening. He’d found
Connor.

“Oh, my gods, Connor, no.” Sy pushed past,
his slender figure a blur as he sprinted towards the bound figure.
“Brock, Brad, secure the area. Dakar shift back. He needs
help.”

Dakar wasn’t sure they’d made it in time,
even as he shifted. Strapped to a large iron chair, Connor’s face
was gaunt and white, his lips tinged with blue. One hand hung
limply down his side, the pooled blood underneath it indicating
where the missing finger had come from. Naked, the young man’s body
was a mass of boot-print shaped bruises and large patches of black
and yellow blobs resembling fist marks.

“He’s still breathing,” Sy urged, laying his
hands over Connor’s heart. “Untie him so we can get him out of
here. I’ll try and boost any energy sources he has left.”

The suggestion of life made Dakar move
quickly. The straps, large leather affairs with bulky buckles were
easy enough to remove. But Connor wasn’t moving, and neither was
Sy, a warm red glow emanating from where he was touching Connor’s
chest.

“This is the work of demons; at least three,”
Brock’s anger was shocking in itself. Sy’s oldest friend never lost
his cool. “Sir, we must get out of here, they will come back.”

“They’ve got nothing to come back for,” Sy
said bitterly. “They’ve stripped him – drained him of his familiar
powers – it’s a wonder he’s still alive.”

“We can talk about this later,” Dakar said.
He wasn’t fighting demons on their home turf, especially when one
of their family was hovering close to the veil. Moving his arms
under Connor’s slight form, he lifted him, the weight barely
registering. Praying to whoever would listen, Dakar hoped he wasn’t
hurting the young man any further. But Sy’s horrified gasp made him
pause. Looking over he saw his mate’s face was as white as the
unconscious young man’s. Sy was staring at Connor’s back.

“They’ve branded him.” Sy’s hand covered his
mouth and his eyes filled with tears. “They’ve permanently branded
him as a warning to me.”

Confused, Dakar carefully turned Connor, so
their fronts were pressing together. Any thoughts of what Sy might
think of him cradling a naked man when he was in the same state
flew out the window as Dakar gazed at the markings on Connor’s
back. The burned brown letters, almost black, written in gothic
script that stood out in contrast to Connor’s pale skin, were easy
to read.

The Necromancer will be mine.

“The demon who did this knows how to spell
Necromancer,” Brock said grimly. “That’s one clue at least. Sir, we
need to leave, and we need to leave now. They had to know you’d
come for the young familiar, otherwise they wouldn’t have marked
him like this.”

“The spells….” Sy’s voice was so husky he was
hard to understand. “The spells they could create from Connor’s
powers….”

“We can worry about that when we get home,”
Brock snapped. “Hold onto me, now!”

A large hand slapped down hard on Dakar’s
shoulder, jolting his whole body. Brock, he thought as his
molecules dispersed. Seconds later he was standing in Sy’s kitchen,
Connor still nestled in his arms. His parents, their enforcers,
Steve and Clive were still sitting where they’d left them, although
the empty plate count had increased so at least they’d gotten
breakfast.

“Take him to one of the spare rooms, and get
him cleaned up,” Sy said quickly. “I’ll be in the library. I have
to find something to help him.”

“You two aren’t going anywhere,” Angie stood,
her eyes blazing with fury. “You, young man,” she pointed at Sy,
“are going to sit here and explain to me how the hell you could
drag my son into the depths of the Underworld like it was a picnic,
and you Dakar Rhodes are going to get some clothes on and come and
apologize to your mother for pushing aside my loving concerns for
your safety.”

“Can’t you see Connor’s hurt?” Dakar said
quickly as Sy froze mid-turn, his eyes wide. “You can have your
hissy fit later, but for now, he needs help and if anyone can help
him, it’s Sy.”

“He’s got a few bruises,” Angie said
dismissively. “That’s not going to kill him. You’ve got more
important things to do than play nursemaid to a human.”

Dakar’s mouth dropped open. “Here,” Brock
said calmly, “I’ll take Connor. You do what you have to do here.”
He handled Connor’s limp frame easily, disappearing through the
kitchen door with Brad hovering beside him. Wide eyed, Clive and
Steve scurried up from the table and followed.

Sy hesitated, but then he pressed his lips
together, shook his head in Dakar’s direction and left, not before
flicking his fingers so at least Dakar’s junk wasn’t flapping in
the wind.

Dakar waited until everyone was out of
earshot. “Do you realize what you’ve just done?” He asked, keeping
his voice low.







Chapter Three






“What I’ve done?” Yep, Dakar got his temper
from his mom. “What about you? How dare you go against your nature
and everything we’ve taught you and go running into magic
situations you know nothing about.”

Dakar frowned. “Go against my nature? What
the fuck is this about? Is it against my nature to protect members
of my family? Is it against any Alpha’s nature to rescue an
innocent victim who’s been hurt? Explain to me how it goes against
my nature and my training to stand by my one true mate no matter
where his path takes me?”

“Sit down, son,” Charlie said quietly but
firmly. “I think what your mother was meaning is that it’s not
common for any shifter to be true mated to a magic user. We’re not
disputing your mating, but as the Alpha in your relationship, it is
your duty to keep your mate from putting himself in harm’s
way.”

Dakar angrily yanked out the closest chair
and perched his butt on the edge of it. “Explain what you’d have
done differently, dad.” He couldn’t look at his mom who was
bristling so hard, she clearly had more to say.

“This running off to the Underworld.” Charlie
flung his hands up. “For goodness sake, son, wolves do not belong
down there. No one with a sane mind does.”

“Connor didn’t belong down there either.”
Dakar refused to back down. His relationship with his parents had
always been the best, but he couldn’t help feeling that the only
reason there hadn’t been conflict before was because he’d never
deviated from true wolf shifter behavior. All that changed when he
met Sy, of course, but his parents didn’t know that.

“But why did you have to go after him?”
Charlie leaned his elbows on the table. “Look, son, me and your mom
are as pleased as punch you’ve found your true mate, but you need
to have a stronger control on what that young man does. This
running off to the Underworld on a whim resulting from magic voices
you can’t even hear – you could’ve been a demon kebab and we’d
never have known anything about it.”

“A whim?” Dakar could feel his anger rising
and for the first time in his life, his wolf wanted to challenge
his father. “Dad, like it or not, my mate’s respected in everything
he does. You’ve seen it yourself. You’ve heard me talk a dozen
times about the things he can do. He doesn’t hear voices in his
head like a schizophrenic, he talks to spirits. He’s never in his
life done anything on a whim, and saving Connor was exactly the
sort of thing he and I would do.”

“You are the Alpha in this house.”

Yeah, and talking to me like I’m a teenager
isn’t helping, dad.

“Think about it, son. How much does this mate
of yours do, that’s actually necessary?”

Dakar was taken aback. He glanced at his mom,
who was still tight lipped, and then at Kendall and Randy who were
doing a good impersonation of statues. “Necessary? How in the hell
can you question the necessity of what Sy does? He just saved
Connor, or have you forgotten the battered young man I carried in
here not ten minutes ago?”

“Did your mate save Connor, or was it his
fault the young man was kidnapped and brutalized in the first
place? None of us missed the brand on the young man’s back.”

Emotions had to go somewhere, and the fist
Dakar thumped through the tabletop was a start. “I can’t believe
you went there,” he snarled. “My whole life I’ve believed you were
the type of loving and supportive parents most kids dreamed about.
But no. That was clearly all a farce. You were only good to me when
I lived up to what you consider an Alpha wolf should be. But the
moment I do something different, you sit there, cowering around my
mate’s table, judging us and lashing out at me because you’re faced
with things you don’t understand.”

“Your father’s never cowered in his life,”
Angie spat.

“Hasn’t he?” Dakar could glare just as hard.
“If any of you had any commonsense, you would be cowering, you’d be
shaking in your damn boots. Do you have any idea of how powerful my
mate is, or what a truly wonderful human being he is under all that
power? Were you there when he gave every last ounce of his energy
to stop a demon and his ghouls overrunning the town?”

“You said yourself, the demon was only after
your mate. It’s only right he stopped him.”

Unable to sit any longer, Dakar got to his
feet, his body tense, both fists clenched on the table. “My mate
has a name, dad. Sy, or for those of you who think he’s a fucking
freak, Prince Sebastian York.” Dakar was incensed and if his
parents had been anyone else, their blood would have been messing
up Brock’s table.

“Did you sit and watch him go through file
after file of cold cases, talking to the dead even though it
drained him every second he was doing it? Pushing, pushing himself,
just so he could give closure to the families who waited for word
of their loved one. Have you seen the joy on the faces of the
people who come here to ask them to talk to dear Uncle Ebner or
Aunt Gertie because if he didn’t then their families would be torn
apart? No of course you haven’t. You’ve been too blinded by his
house, and the way everyone bows to him as he goes through town to
even consider what it takes to garner that type of respect.”

“We’re getting off track,” Charlie said.
Dakar noticed he was holding his mate’s hand tightly enough to
whiten his knuckles. “You went to the Underworld with nothing but a
bunch of tattoos and your mate’s word to go on. You may believe
you’re caring for your mate by supporting him in what he does, but
he had no right to ask that of you. Tell me, if your mate is so
magnificent, how is he taking care of you?”

Straightening his spine, Dakar shook his
head. Taking three steps to the pantry, he quickly unlocked the gun
safe Brock had allowed Brad to install, finding Brad’s gun and
bullets. Loading the gun efficiently, he handed it to Kendall.

“What…?” Kendall looked at the gun in
askance.

“Wait.” Dakar held up his finger and then
pulled off his shirt. “A bunch of fucking tattoos, I believe you
said.”

“I didn’t curse about them.” For the first
time in his life, Dakar heard a note of uncertainty in his dad’s
voice.

“But that’s what you think all this is?”
Dakar ran his hand down his heavily inked torso. He remembered the
hours Sy spent, lovingly etching every mark on his skin, warding
him against magic and every other form of attack. “Artwork from my
mate because he doesn’t like unmarked skin perhaps. Perhaps you and
mom thought Sy has some kind of kink, or maybe these markings are
all part of his hoodoo voodoo dark magic?”

A flush covered Angie’s cheeks, causing Dakar
to snarl. “I’ll show you how my mate protects me.” He turned to
Kendall. “Shoot me.”

“What the fuck? I can’t.” Kendall looked
between his Alpha and Dakar nervously. “You’re the Alpha’s son. We
grew up together.”

“I know you’re a crack shot, shoot me in the
shoulder.” Dakar flexed the mentioned body part. “They’re wide
enough for you not to miss.”

“Dakar,” Charlie warned.

“No, damn it. Clearly there are some things
you just aren’t getting through your thick head. My mate is a magic
user, the highest ranking most powerful magic user in the land. You
weren’t there the night he lovingly crafted every spell on my skin,
ensuring I’ll be safe no matter what I face in life, and believe me
I’ve faced plenty that would turn your hair gray. Now, Kendall,
shoot me, damn it.”

“He doesn’t need to, babe.” Dakar turned and
saw his mate standing in the doorway. Sy raised his slender hands.
Electricity crackled from his fingertips. “Is this what you needed
them to see, my love?” He flung his hands out to the side, and
suddenly the table and everyone sitting at it were surrounded in a
ring of fire. Flames shot four feet high, and the smoke alarm
started to ring as Charlie and Angie yelled. Sy’s smile grew wider
as he crooked his finger from the other side of the flames. “Come
to me, love.”

“You always know how to make an entrance,
babe,” Dakar stepped towards him, but his father grabbed him by the
arm, pulling him back against the table.

“Are you fucking out of your tree? Those are
real flames.” Charlie’s eyes were wild, and Dakar saw Kendall and
Randy doing their best to shield Angie from the heat of the flames,
having bundled her up so she was now sitting in the middle of the
table.

“I trust my mate to care for me, as much as I
care for him,” Dakar said, tugging his arm from his dad’s hold. “It
would have been easier to let Kendall shoot me, because Brock is
going to have a fit about his scorched cupboards, but if you don’t
mind….”

The flames burned hot, but they bent away
from his touch as Dakar stood on the ring of fire. Spreading his
arms wide, Dakar let his head fall back, as he felt the caress
against his skin. Whispers. Licks. Just like his lover’s touch.
Only when he was certain his parents had got the message, Dakar
lowered his arms, raised his head and with a cocky wink at his
stunned audience, he stepped out of the other side to where Sy was
waiting.

“I always knew you were hot stuff,” Sy
grinned, sliding into his arms. “Thank you.”

Dakar tilted his mate’s sweet head. “How much
did you hear?”

“Enough to know you get three rare steaks for
dinner tonight, and a blow job for dessert.” Sy kept his voice low,
but the promise was clear.

And my mom and dad think Sy doesn’t care
for me, Dakar thought as he held his mate close to his
heart.







Chapter Four


Connor was resting comfortably, or as
comfortable as a man could be when covered in bruises. But Sy and
Brock had worked, bringing him as much relief as their magic
allowed them too. For now, he was being hovered over by a worried
Clive and Steve. The worry was justified, as Connor had yet to wake
up. And also Sy had no way of knowing how the young familiar might
react to the draining of his powers or what that might mean in the
long term.

Still fretting about it, Sy was determined to
go to the library, as he’d told Dakar he would do. But Brock
alerted him to what was going on in the kitchen between Dakar and
his parents. While Sy’s first instinct was to just hide in his
library – until his in-laws went home - their mating had gone
through enough conflict already, and it was Sy’s turn to prove he
could support his mate.

It hurt Sy, hearing Dakar’s parents’ distrust
of him and what he did. It was such an about-face from the day
before, when Angie in particular seemed charmed whenever Sy
mentioned his work. Sy could only imagine what Dakar must be
feeling. One of the first things that captivated Sy about his mate
was how Dakar called home every Sunday night without fail.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered, patting Dakar’s
chest.

“You, my love, have nothing to be sorry for,”
Dakar said, his voice gentle, so in contrast to the way he’d spoken
to his parents. He raised his voice slightly and Sy knew with their
enhanced hearing, his parents and the enforcers would hear.
“Unfortunately, some wolf shifters are very set in their ways and
have a very narrow view of how they look at the world. I myself,
was a bit like that when I met you, but you, my love, have opened
my eyes to so much.”

Sy pulled himself out of Dakar’s hold
reluctantly. “Not everyone is equipped to deal with the things I
see every day,” he admitted, loud enough for the others to
hear.

“Maybe not, my love,” Dakar turned him, so
they were facing the captured wolf shifters who were still eying
the flames suspiciously. “What more people need to realize is that
it’s people like you, Sy, who make sure that the dangers in this
world, most of which can barely be comprehended and only imagined
in the darkest of nightmares, stay in the imagination only. And
that even though most people don’t see the dangers, they should
still respect the ones who risk their lives to keep it that
way.”

“Son,” Charlie called out. “Your mom and I
might have misunderstood some things about your mate, but can you
please get rid of these damn flames? Have you got a fire
extinguisher, or will water work? I’m not sure this table will hold
up much longer.”

“You’re lucky Sy didn’t
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