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Craving His Love

 


Stone McKie has come back to the Black
Hills, the only place he’s ever felt at home. He never expected to
find a mate waiting, or that the creative omega would be terrified
of him.

 


Josh was raised believing that he wasn’t
worth anything other than being a whipping boy for more dominant
wolves. The thought of being the mate to a big, burly tattoo artist
is too terrifying to contemplate, but he can’t seem to keep his
distance.

 


When a threat from Josh’s past catches up to
him, he has to turn to the one man who scares him for protection.
Can Josh get past his fears and accept the love he desperately
craves? Will Stone have to leave the one place he’s ever felt at
home, to follow his mate?
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Dedication

 


For everyone who has risen up from the ashes
to start over.

You are the brave ones.
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Chapter One

 


Josh Clement stood in the middle of his new
store and surveyed the boxes decorating the floor around him. I
don’t have nearly enough stock to fill this space. His original
plan had been to rent a small, quaint space for his shop. When he
arrived in town the day before, however, he discovered he was the
owner of an abandoned building. Drew Tao, the pack alpha, never
mentioned it when Josh originally called to ask permission to move
there. Apparently, the building belonged to Josh’s family, and, as
the only surviving member in town, he inherited the property.

He’d been tempted to ask about his real
father but decided against it when Alpha Tao didn’t bring it up.
Some things were better left alone. This was the start of his new
life and he’d made certain his past wouldn’t follow him by not
leaving any forwarding address. This would be his safe place.
Somewhere he’d never have to be afraid to be himself. Somewhere
he’d never be found. During his conversation with Drew Tao, he
realized the alpha didn't give a damn about Josh’s sexuality.
Instead, he’d told him to behave himself and not to piss off
someone named Gee.

“This is way more space than I need,” he
muttered as he surveyed the room. Everything in his life had
shifted for the better in a matter of a couple of weeks leaving him
in constant state of awe. He’d dreamt of one day owning a yarn shop
where he could showcase his own knitting designs. Although he had
no idea how much business he would actually do in a small town like
Los Lobos, he could rely on his online business for the bulk of his
sales. There were the sales from knitting patterns he’d designed to
help supplement his online income. With an almost nonexistent
overhead other than stock, electricity, and water, and the
generously sized loft apartment upstairs, he could make this work.
It’s almost too perfect.

For years, Josh never really lived his life.
Instead, he survived it. To suddenly find himself with almost
everything he’d ever dreamt of seemed far too good to be true. He’d
never really had anything to lose in life, and now all of that had
changed. He kept waiting for it to be yanked away from his
grasp.

Banishing his gloomy thoughts, he
concentrated on moving some of the sturdy wood display tables
forward and turning the shelves to create a faux wall across the
back of the shop. The small change made the space seem smaller and
made his meager stock look less out of place. When Mrs. Arven, the
sweet old lady he considered his surrogate grandmother, had to give
up her shop and move into a senior’s home closer to her children,
she left all the remaining inventory to him.

He decided to take a break from unpacking
when his stomach grumbled, reminding him he’d skipped lunch. He
only had a little bit of snack food in the apartment because in his
excitement to get unpacked he hadn’t thought of grocery shopping.
Letting his wolf free to explore and hunt in the forest around him
would solve his hunger, but shifting forms never came easy to him.
He needed to be mentally prepared for the stress and anxiety it
gave him. Because I’m used to shifting to avoid getting my ass
kicked.

Locking the shop door gave him a great deal
of pleasure. The feel of a key in his hand added to the sense of
security he craved. After a quick look up and down the street, he
realized his choices were limited. The bakery or diner looked
promising but the bar would have beer, something Josh could really
go for after a day of cleaning and unpacking.

He glanced up at the name “The Den” hanging
over the bar door and remembered Alpha Tao’s warning about the
owner. That’s who I’m not supposed to piss off.

The exact moment Josh stepped into the bar,
almost everyone turned and looked at him. The music continued to
play as he froze in the doorway, uncertain if he should turn and
run. This is what prey feels like. As an Omega, he didn’t have a
fight-or-flight sense. He always fled. Everyone appeared to go back
to their individual conversations but he couldn’t shake the itchy
feeling across the back of his neck, as if they still watched him.
Taking a deep breath, he continued on toward the bar

“What can I get for you?”

Josh looked up...and up at the bartender. A
big burly man, obviously with some native ancestry in his blood,
stood there with his hand braced on the countertop. Arousal slammed
against Josh’s senses in a hot rush. Older men turned his crank
hard and this guy looked like a walking wet dream.

“You and a twin brother would be a great
start.”

“There’s only one of me, boy.”

Please be gay. Please be gay. The deep
rumble of the big man’s voice coupled with the authoritative tone
when he called Josh “boy.” Holy crap. If he threatens to spank me,
I might just come in my pants.

“One of you is still more than enough for
me.”

The big guy arched his eyebrow and shook his
head. “’Fraid I’m not on the menu.”

Disappointment crashed over his senses like
a bucket of ice water, deflating his cock faster than a popped
balloon. “I'll take a beer, then, please.”

“How about you show me some ID first?”

“I’ll show you anything you want.” The quip
shot out of his mouth before he thought to stop it. Freedom from
his obsessive former pack and living with humans for so long had
loosened his tongue.

“Boy, you’re going to get yourself in a heap
of trouble with that mouth.” He took Josh’s driver’s license, a
frown pulling at his eyebrows as he looked down at it. “Joshua
Clement? You Katie Ann Clement’s son?”

“You knew my mom?” Horror washed over Josh,
leaving a bitter taste of bile in his throat. Oh God. Please tell
me I didn’t make a pass at my father. It would be his luck that the
first person he met in this town would be the violent man who sired
him. Josh didn’t have many hard limits when it came to sex, but
incest sat at the top of his squick list.

“Yup, she tried to flirt with me when she
was about your age, too.” He arched his eyebrow as he handed the
card back. “Didn’t do her any good either.”

Relief rolled over him as he took back his
ID card. “My mom never told me much about her life here.”

The bartender nodded as if Josh confirmed
something for him. “Heard she passed away in an accident.”

It wasn’t a question. Could he be a spy? Why
else would he know things about his mom, years after she left this
place?

“Yeah, accident, that’s what they told me,
too.” But Josh knew the truth. His mom’s death hadn’t been an
accident. By taking her own life, she’d committed an act so
abhorrent to their kind—no one spoke of it. It took years before he
came to terms and stopped resenting her for leaving him all alone
in the world. An open victim to all the bullies she’d hated.

“I’m glad you made it back here.” Gee slid a
bottle of beer across the counter. “This pack is very different
from the one you came from.”

“Things have changed a lot here, too, from
what I understand.”

“Now that’s an understatement. I hope you’ve
gotten yourself in to see Drew Tao. Wolves are always welcome here,
but it’s only proper manners to check in with the alpha first.”

“Yes, sir, I did. Spoke to him a week ago
about relocating here.”

“You the one opening a yarn shop in the old
hardware store?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Explains why you smell like prey.”

Josh almost spewed out a mouthful of beer,
swallowing it all down in the last second. “Understandable. I’ve
never thought about it before. I work with a lot of natural fibers,
alpaca, wool, angora, nothing wrong with acrylic blends, but I
never like the finished product as much as one made from natural
fibers.”

“Sheep and rabbits? That’s some good eats
around here, boy. You better be careful before someone decides to
take a bite out of you.”

“Oh, I wish.” The words bypassed his filter
and shot out of his mouth. What is wrong with me? Josh’s muscles
instantly tensed to avoid the strike he knew would be headed his
way.

Instead of the violent explosion Josh
expected, the big man laughed. “It’s safer around here but not that
safe. You still need to be careful.” He stuck out his hand, “I’m
Gee.”

Josh swallowed and shook Gee’s hand,
mentally going over everything he’d said in case anything could be
construed as insulting. “It’s nice to meet you, Gee.” The big man
didn’t appear to be pissed off, neither had his stepfather right
before he flew into one of his famous rages, continuing a
conversation with his fists.

“Why do you like to play with prey
fibers?”

“I love the feel of them and the smell,
although it could explain why I’m always hungry when I’m
knitting.”

“What can you make?”

“Anything. Shawls, scarves, mitts.” Josh
pulled out his phone and tapped on the photo gallery, lifting the
device so Gee could see some of the pictures. “These are some of
the patterns I designed.”

Gee took the phone and slid his big finger
over the screen, skimming through the images. “Who’s this?”

He turned the phone around and Josh saw the
picture of him and Mrs. Arven. “She’s like my adopted grandmother.
I never met my mom’s parents.”

“Yeah, you did. Trust me, you’re better off
with the one you chose. Katie Ann’s mother was a complete bitch
through and through.”

Gee might as well have stabbed Josh in the
heart. His poor mom had tried to be a good mother but couldn
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