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Chapter One

Dean Weil hummed softly as he slowly basted
the huge roast for the last time. It was cooked to perfection.
Running his eyes around the kitchen in the pack house, he was
satisfied that all was in order for the dinner party his Alpha Kane
had planned for the evening. None of the pack members stood on
ceremony, but they did enjoy their food and Dean was one of the
main cooks for their small pack.

Pleased to see that all of the food was
actually ready to be served, Dean picked up the big stack of plates
and cutlery so that he could put them on the dining room table. All
of the men preferred to serve themselves. Just as he was about to
go out to the table, Shawn, Kane’s mate and hence the Alpha Mate,
came into the kitchen.

“Here,” Shawn said quickly, taking the
plates from Dean’s arms. “Let me set those out for you.”

Relinquishing the plates with a small smile,
Dean fussed over the salad and went to check the vegetables that
were on a low heat in the oven. Shawn laughed as he came in. “I
came to see if you needed any help, but it looks like you have
everything under control.”

Dean ducked his head but not before he took
a good look at the Alpha Mate. Shawn had been quite slim when he
first met Kane, his years of being on the run from hunters keeping
him lean and unsettled. Now as Kane’s true mate, the Shifter
Guardian had found peace and it showed in his good looks. Shawn was
about six foot two inches, a good six inches taller than Dean. His
long black hair hung straight down his back and the man had more
than enough muscles to handle himself in a fight.

Shawn’s crystal blue ice eyes never missed
anything, and his full pink lips sat neatly in a triangular face.
In Dean’s eyes Shawn was one of life’s beautiful people and the
man’s manner matched his stunning looks. He was also the only other
person in the pack that actually loved to cook, although Diablo was
a passable cook too – but his mate Griff kept him busy with their
security company.

“I had a bit of time today,” he said
quietly, never really comfortable when anyone’s attention was on
him. “And I knew you would be busy with Kane, so I just rustled up
a few things.”

“A few things?” Shawn laughed again, as he
checked the oven and noted the gravy simmering slowly on the stove
top. There was a freshly made salad on the kitchen counter along
with what looked like homemade rolls. The roast venison in the oven
smelled succulent and the roasted vegetables looked crispy and
done, just how everyone liked them. Then Shawn looked across at
Dean, who was scuffing his feet against the polished wood
floor.

“What is it, Dean?” Shawn said, coming to
stand in front of him. “Are you worried about the new men coming
into the pack tonight?”

“A little,” Dean admitted. “I just got this
feeling, you know, like something is going to happen and it’s
making me a bit edgy, that’s all.” Dean had a problem meeting new
people and he tried hard to stay in the background whenever the
pack had visitors. He worked at Kane’s Custom Rides business, and
Kane was good at making sure that Dean stayed out of sight then as
well.

The fact that the dinner that evening was to
welcome two new men into their gay only wolf shifter pack, was
something Dean had been trying not to think about all day. He woke
up with what he called his ‘edgy tummy’ and had been trying to pass
it off as just nerves all day. Hence the cooking. Cooking and his
art were the only two activities he could do, that would take his
mind off any problems he had. But ignoring the warning signals in
his gut was a little harder to do. He had learned long ago that it
paid to pay attention when his body was telling him something, but
he couldn’t tell Shawn that.

Shawn threw his big arm over Dean’s shoulder
and Dean took a moment to savor the man’s comforting scent. He knew
he had nothing to fear from Shawn, or the other men in the pack,
but the thought of meeting strangers, didn’t make him feel so
good.

“Just remember, every man here will protect
you,” Shawn said softly. “You never have anything to fear here on
pack lands.”

Dean gave himself a shake. He knew he was
safe here, although the recent incidents with Kylan had made
everybody a bit on edge. Still, he was a grown up now, not a
frightened child with no support, and it was about time he started
acting like it. He owed Kane and the others a huge debt of loyalty
– they became the family he had always dreamed he could have – and
he wasn’t going to let a stupid thing like shyness or a reluctance
to meet strangers upset everyone else.

“I’ll be fine,” he said mimicking the
softness in Shawn’s voice. Turning his back on Shawn so that he
could get the roast out of the oven, he said, “can you call the
others in for dinner and I will get this out on the table?”

Giving him a quick hug, Shawn left,
presumably to Kane’s office where he was meeting with the two
newcomers – Matthew and Josh. Dean kept himself busy putting the
food out on the table, and making sure everything was in place.
When he heard voices coming down the hallway, he struggled with the
thought of disappearing into his room, but this was a pack meeting
disguised as a dinner, but a meeting nonetheless, and he knew he
had to attend or explain to his Alpha why he wasn’t there.

He did dash out to the kitchen. He had
forgotten the salad and although he knew most of the wolves in the
pack didn’t eat a lot of greenery at all, he always made some type
of salad to go with a meal. Today he had made a macaroni salad with
bacon and cilantro and he knew from experience that the dish made
an interesting side accompaniment to the roasted venison. Venison
was such a strong meat, something that wolf shifters adored, but
the blandness of the macaroni, with the saltiness of the bacon, in
Dean’s mind at least, formed the perfect counterpart.

Dean grabbed the bowl off of the bench and
headed back out to the dining table. In his absence the pack had
arrived and he was momentarily embarrassed as Kane looked up and
smiled at him. His Alpha was a big man, with long dark hair, a
handsome face and amazingly deep blue eyes.

“Dean,” Kane said those blue eyes warm and
caring. “You’ve done us proud this evening. Come and sit down. I
want to introduce you.”

Giving a small smile, but keeping his head
down, Dean scurried to his place at the table, and slipping into
his seat next to Troy and Anton. He would rather everyone just
ignored him and got on with their meal, but Kane had held his hand
up and was speaking.

“Okay everyone, these two men sitting at the
end of the table are Matthew Carmichael, and Josh Francis. Josh,
Matthew, this is Griff and Diablo, Troy and Anton, Jax, and Dean,
our Omega, and the one responsible for the wonderful meal this
evening.”

Dean had to look up as his name was called.
It would have been rude not to. He had met Josh before, when Josh
was still working as an enforcer with the San Antonio pack and he
smiled quickly at the tall blond haired man, who was quick to smile
back. Dean didn’t get any negative vibes off the man. Josh was good
looking, and his open face was friendly, which helped put Dean at
ease.

Then Dean looked across at Matthew, and it
was as though time itself had stopped right in that moment. He
couldn’t look away. Matthew was a devastatingly handsome man. But
it wasn’t the man’s long, dark wavy hair, that caught Dean’s
attention, or the fact that the man was built. He had to be almost
as big as Damien, Troy’s brother-in-law and Alpha of the San
Antonio pack. No, it was Matthew’s eyes that held him captive.
Deep, dark and full of a hunger that Dean had seen too often in his
past. He wasn’t sure he liked it.

As he watched, transfixed, Matthew sniffed
the air discretely, and if anything the hunger in his eyes grew.
Without thinking of the consequences, Dean did the same thing, and
there, amongst the scent of his pack members, was the tantalizing
smell of cinnamon, vanilla and aroused wolf. Having met Josh
before, and not even registering his scent, Dean knew the smell had
to be coming from Matthew. His body immediately reacted and he
wanted desperately to drop his eyes, but it was as though Matthew
held him in a trance.

“So Matthew, what do you do for a living?”
Kane’s voice cut across Dean’s confusion. Thankful for his Alpha’s
timely intervention, because Dean was seriously worried he would
embarrass himself by jumping Matthew’s solid frame and humping the
man, Dean immediately dropped his eyes and focused on his food.
Although his erection would not go down, he was able to eat, keep
his eyes on his plate, and tune out of the conversations going on
around him. His wolf was screaming at him, but no one would know
it, looking at his face.

“You’re awfully quiet tonight,” Troy
whispered, so the others at the table wouldn’t hear him. “Are you
okay?”

Dean flashed a quick smile at Troy, making
sure he didn’t include Matthew in his gaze. God, he didn’t know
what he would do if he caught that man’s eyes again. “I’m always
quiet,” he said to Troy.

Troy flicked a quick look down the table to
where Matthew and Josh were sitting. “Are either of our visitors
worrying you in any way?” He asked, keeping his voice low.

Dean quickly shook his head. He cared about
Troy like a brother and knew that the man always had his best
interests at heart. But he couldn’t talk to anybody about how he
was feeling at the moment. Not until he could sort it out for
himself.

“No, I’m good,” he said, still keeping his
voice quiet. “Just a bit tired, cooking all day, you know.”

“Its good food,” Anton said, from his
position on the other side of Troy. Dean grinned again, but knew he
didn’t have to reply. Anton, Troy’s mate, was almost as quiet as he
was. The tall, blond ex-black ops soldier never said very much to
anyone at the dinner table. Get him in a strategy meeting and a
totally different side of Anton emerged. The man was an excellent
soldier but lacked a few social skills. Dean could relate to
that.

Troy was more like Josh in that he was blond
and he had a friendly, handsome face. Clear blue eyes shone from a
fresh face framed by shaggy blond hair, which Dean noticed Troy was
growing a little longer than normal. Troy was only six foot tall
but he was built like the fighter he was. As a Beta wolf, it was in
Troy’s genetics to want to protect and nurture his pack, and Troy
did both. It was his identical twin brother, Scott, who was now
mated to Damien and Dean knew how hard it was for Troy when Scott
moved to Texas. Now that he had Anton in his life, it seemed that
Troy was a lot happier.

Finishing the rest of his food in silence,
Dean quickly cleared his plate and stood up, planning to put his
plate in the kitchen and then escape to his bedroom. He could come
back down and clear up the plates when everyone had finished eating
and had left the table.

Shawn caught his eye as he headed out to the
kitchen. “I’ll clean up tonight, Dean,” he said with an
understanding smile. “You cooked, so it’s only fair.”

Nodding his thanks, and definitely not
looking at anyone else, Dean scooted through to the kitchen and
then headed up the back stairs to his room. Closing the door behind
him, he went across to his mirror and stared at his pale face.
Auburn hair hung around his face, his eyes a pale grey signifying
his Omega status, thin cheeks and high cheek bones. Dean knew in
the gay community he would be considered a twink because of his
size and his naturally submissive nature, but he wasn’t pretty by
any stretch of the imagination.

What Dean couldn’t help but wonder now, as
he looked at his reflection, was how the hell he could look so
ordinary, when he had just had the most momentous day of his life.
He had met, and scented, his mate, and now, he didn’t have the
foggiest clue what he was going to do about it. The fact that the
man was his new pack member was the least of his problems.

/~/~/~/~/

It had taken every ounce of Matthew’s
control to keep his seat when the sexy little Omega had walked into
the dining room, clutching his bowl of salad. Everything about the
little man had called to him. The way he walked, the shy way he
ducked his head and tried to keep himself invisible, even the way
he ate was adorable. Matthew was almost thankful that Kane had
interrupted his eye fucking of the little man when they were first
introduced. Dean’s pale grey eyes had eyed him like he could devour
him in one sitting, and Matthew knew exactly why. Dean’s unique
scent of tangy lemongrass underlain with coconut set his blood
boiling the moment he sniffed for it. Only his mate, someone he had
been waiting for, for more than one hundred years, could give him a
throbbing cock and set his heart thumping madly, all in a split
second.

But there had been a tinge of fear in Dean’s
scent as well, and Matthew forced himself to put aside his need to
get to know the other man better, and focused instead on getting to
know the other members of his new pack. Not an easy thing to do
when his cock was threatening the seams of his jeans. But if Dean
was timid, or scared of him for whatever reason, then Matthew knew
he had to move slowly. He guessed that Kane had caught the smell of
his aroused state, so he purposefully didn’t look at Dean again for
the rest of the meal, although it was so hard not to. Even as he
kept up conversation with the other men, he noticed that Dean
barely spoke and in fact was the only man at the table that didn’t
try and engage him in any way.

As he went to leave the table, after what
was a delicious meal, and friendly company, Kane pulled him aside
for a moment, while everyone else went into the living room, or off
to their respective homes.

“Dean is important to us,” the Alpha said
bluntly. “We don’t treat our Omega like some other packs do. In
this pack he commands as much respect as anyone else. Are we clear
on that?”

Inside, Matthew heaved a huge sigh of
relief. In many packs the Omega was used as a sexual convenience,
often abused and treated like crap, purely and simply because of
their inbuilt submissive nature. Over his many years visiting and
travelling around other packs, he had seen many sad and cruel
cases, where Omega’s were starved for food and affection, kept in
prison like conditions, in many cases not even allowed to mate,
even if they did find their true mate.

On the outside, however, he kept a neutral
mask on his face. “I would never hurt Dean,” he said letting his
tone reflect his sincerity. “Your Omega has nothing to fear from
me.”

Kane looked at him for the longest moment,
as if trying to gauge the truth of his words. But Matthew was being
totally honest. Dean was his mate and he would never hurt the man,
no matter what Dean may or may not do.

Finally Kane nodded. “That’s good to hear. I
had planned to pair you up with Dean, given the threat against our
pack. I have insisted that all of our men double up. However, given
your obvious attraction for Dean I’m not sure…Maybe it might be
better for both of you if I pair him with Jax instead.”

Fuck No! Matthew’s wolf screamed at him and
it was at times like this that Matthew almost resented his Alpha
nature. He had spent decades without a pack, but after challenging
Damien for the Alpha position of his pack so many times, more for
fun than anything else, he had come to long for the stability that
being in a pack could give him and his wolf.

It was Scott, Damien’s mate that had
suggested he come to the Cloverleah pack – telling Matthew about
the threat the pack was under. For some reason Matthew felt
compelled to come and offer his assistance, even though he knew he
wouldn’t be leading the pack. But to listen to another man, his new
Alpha, consider the idea of placing his unclaimed mate with
another, single man, was testing his control to the limits.

Realizing he had no choice, Matthew leaned
towards Kane and said as quietly as he could. “Dean is my mate. My
true mate. There will be no point in pairing him with anyone else
but me.”

A range of expressions flickered across
Kane’s face so fast, Matthew couldn’t work out what they meant. But
just as quickly, Kane smiled, and said through tight lips, “I
should congratulate you, but to be honest, I don’t envy your
position. Dean has only been with me for about five years, and his
back story is not a pretty one. I can only advise patience, my
friend – lots and lots of patience, if you decide to pursue
him.”

Now Matthew was puzzled. “Why wouldn’t I
want to be with my true mate? I have waited a century to meet
him.”

Kane’s eyebrows rose, and he said, “Fuck,
you look good for an old guy.” Then he smiled to show he was
joking. “Look, Dean doesn’t do well with new people. He is
naturally shy and quiet. He has got a story to tell, and maybe
someday he will trust you enough to share it with you. But in the
meantime I am asking you, as your new Alpha, and as a potential
friend, that you take things slow. No matter how hard it is, try
and let Dean set the pace of how things go between you. It’s really
important that he doesn’t feel manipulated into doing something
he’s not comfortable with.”

Matthew knew there was a wealth of hidden
depths behind Kane’s words, but he was astute enough to see that
the man in front of him wasn’t going to break Dean’s confidence.
Taking a deep breath, he said in a firm voice, “Would it be easier
for you and Dean if I left the pack?”

“No,” Kane quickly replied, almost yelling.
“No,” he repeated in a quieter voice. “I need someone strong who
can be by Dean’s side. Kylan, the man who has it in for this pack,
had an interest in Dean, probably because of his Omega status. They
are exceeding rare, and not many packs have one. All of the men
here agree that Dean is one of the many reasons that Kylan is
targeting us.”

Then his eyes narrowed and he glared at
Matthew. “Unless you are telling me that you aren’t man enough to
protect your mate, and would rather leave him when our pack is in
danger. If that’s the case, leave now and let me look after Dean
like I have been doing all these years.”

Matthew bristled under the insult and he
fought down his wolf for the second time that evening. Pound for
pound he knew he could take Kane, and probably the Alpha position
of this little pack. But Matthew was an old wolf, and he wasn’t
stupid. He had paid attention to how the pack members acted at
dinner. Initially he had been surprised that Kane was the Alpha,
given that Griff was bigger, conversation suggested that Diablo was
a powerful cat. Both Jax and Anton had military training and Kane’s
own mate was a Shifter Guardian.

The fact that there was so much Alpha power
at the table, and yet everyone got on so well, and were even, if
Matthew thought about it carefully, really close, Matthew knew that
even if he did challenge Kane, it was unlikely that he would have a
pack to lead. The men in this pack wouldn’t follow anyone else but
Kane.

So he pulled in his wolf, and his temper,
and simply said, “My offer to leave was to give Dean some breathing
room. A chance to come to terms with having a mate. I certainly
didn’t plan on going very far, or staying away permanently. I have
been alone for a long time, and I won’t pass up the opportunity to
get to know, and claim the young man now. Consider him well
protected.”

This
time Kane smiled for real. “Then I wish you all the luck in the
world,” he said and Matthew knew the Alpha was being genuinely
honest this time. If he ignored the silent you’re going to need it,
then that was because it was in
his nature to face any challenge head on. As he went up to the room
he had been given in the pack house, Matthew wondered if Dean was
asleep, or if he was thinking of Matthew, as much as he knew he
would be thinking about his sexy little Omega.



Chapter Two

Three days later, Dean was struggling and he
knew that something had to give. Probably his sanity, he thought
ruefully, as he looked around the room he had been holed up in
since the dinner party three nights before. The room was pleasant
enough. Everywhere in Kane’s house was comfortable and designed for
wolf shifters in mind. So the wooden floors strewn with rugs, the
plush covers on the bed and the amazing shower in the bathroom,
were all par for the course, in Dean’s eyes. He liked it at the
pack house, but when he was feeling as anxious as he was, he
preferred his own place. Still that wasn’t going to happen any time
soon so plopping down on the bed, he tried to make some logical
sense of his emotions. They all seemed to center around Matthew –
surprise, surprise – but he had to make some decisions.

He knew who his mate was, but he didn’t know
anything about him except that the man was an Alpha, and probably a
lot older than everyone else in the pack. He had that air of
mystery about him that suggested he had seen things, Dean had only
dreamed about.

Matthew wanted him, sexually – that was
obvious from that first intense look they shared. Just thinking
about the intensity in Matthew’s eyes and the hunger in them, made
Dean’s body shiver and his wolf itch to go out and find their other
half and submit, belly up.

And. Yep. Nothing.

Sighing, Dean rubbed over his messy hair.
That was the problem with logical thinking. Only facts could be
included. His problems were more the emotive kind. Fear, shame,
fear, worry, fear, excitement and yes, that cursed feeling of
having his cock hard all the freaking time, because his mate was
sharing the same house. His unclaimed mate. Dean felt like he could
fly into a million pieces without any provocation whatsoever, and
quite frankly he was struggling not to.

So for three days Dean did what he always
did when he was troubled, worried, or had something to work out in
his head. He drew pictures. He designed motifs to go on cars and
bikes. He drafted out elaborate paintings in his head, and on
paper. But at the end of three days that had just caused Dean
another major problem. He had run out of art supplies.

Normally that wouldn’t be a problem. Dean
had transport and money and the small art supply shop in Cloverleah
was well stocked. So all Dean had to do was sneak out of the house,
and head into town. But. Dean let out another big sigh, Kane had
told everyone that until the matter with Kylan was sorted, everyone
had to go about their daily lives in pairs.

Kylan had been a new pack member, who had
come to Cloverleah for Griff and Diablo’s mating ceremony. He had
been one of the men who had challenged Griff for the right to mate
with Diablo, and lost. But after the challenge he had petitioned to
join the pack, and he had been accepted without question.

There didn’t seem to be any problem with the
man, beyond the fact he was far too nosy for his own good, until
Troy’s mate Anton had been detained by the United States Army. All
of a sudden, without any prior warning, the pack learned that Kylan
had actually sold out the whole pack, including their shifter
status, to a fanatical General who wanted to use Anton, and then
the rest of the pack, as his own personal army. It had taken some
sneaky scheming from Anton and his friend to get the problem
sorted. Unfortunately, in the aftermath of an amazing explosion,
Kylan disappeared and Troy found out, through his own computer
hacking skills, that the man, as he appeared to the Cloverleah
pack, didn’t exist at all.

Because Kylan seemed to have such a hard on
for the Cloverleah pack, Kane had basically put them all on lock
down. Custom Rides was closed until further notice. All available
hands were working through Griff and Diablo’s security company
trying to find leads on who Kylan really was and why he had
targeted the Cloverleah pack. And Kane had given explicit
instructions that no one from the Cloverleah pack was to go
anywhere alone. No matter who they were.

That wasn’t any problem for the mated pairs
– Kane and Shawn, Griff and Diablo, Troy and Anton. They liked
being together. Hell, they hated being apart. Josh had joined Jax
in Scott’s old house, and they were apparently spending their days
training and working with Griff and the others trying to find out
more about Kylan. Dean wasn’t needed for that sort of thing – he
was an artist at heart, the Omega of the pack and nobody expected
him to train.

That’s why Matthew had been assigned to him.
Because he was an Omega, Kane wanted Dean protected by an Alpha.
Matthew was the obvious choice, although now Dean was wondering if
he might have been better off paired with Jax. The man was highly
trained, was big built like most wolf shifters, looked like a mean
sex god and had freaky eyes. Dean didn’t really know him either,
but he did know that Jax wouldn’t try and jump his bones. But Kane
had paired him with Matthew, and that led to Dean’s latest dilemma.
If Dean wanted to go to town, then he would have to ask Matthew to
go with him.

Dean tried to tell himself to man up and
approach his mate. He told himself repeatedly that he really didn’t
have anything to worry about. Matthew was his mate - the man would
never hurt him. He would want to have sex with him, and maybe even
want to claim him. That was the nature of the mating bond. But he
would never hurt Dean. But it was the sex issue that was at the
heart of Dean’s problem.

In most cases, when shifters met and claimed
each other, sex was involved. The dominant partner would fuck the
less dominant partner, and bite him at the moment of orgasm. In the
Cloverleah pack, the men there had all originally thought that they
couldn’t have mates because that is what Kane, and his cousin
Griff, had been told when they left their home pack. Then Kane met
Shawn and that myth was blown to pieces. Gay men could have true
mates, blessed by the Fates. Griff’s meeting and claiming with
Diablo cemented that idea.

The myth about claiming during sex was blown
out of the water when Damien, in a fit of whatever, had bitten
Scott, after Scott had gotten injured chasing some rogue shifters.
Nobody thought the mating bite would take – in shifters it leaves a
permanent scar so every other shifter would know the individual was
part of a mated pair, the scar only occurring for true mates. But
for Scott and Damien it did take, and considering the men hadn’t
shared more than twenty words together over the short time they
knew each other, that caused the two men a lot of problems. But the
men of Cloverleah learned then, that sex wasn’t always necessary in
a claiming.

Matthew would want to have sex. Dean was
sure of it. Dean’s body let him know, almost every minute of the
three days he had been stuck in his room hiding out, that it wanted
sex too. The Fates were funny like that. When two true mates met,
they would have this insatiable need to have sex with each other,
often. It didn’t matter who the two people were, what their
backgrounds were, or anything at all. It was if the Fates decided
that two mates would have a compulsion to be together, they would
have sex, during which claiming was inevitable thanks to their
animal spirit, and then the couple learned to live with each other
after that. But while Dean’s body was hungry for Matthew’s body,
Dean’s brain wasn’t sure he could go through with the act itself.
He hadn’t had sex for more than six years, for good reasons.

Shutting his eyes to stave off the bad
feelings that always flooded his system when he wandered off down
memory lane, Dean forced himself to be practical. He didn’t know
for sure that Matthew even wanted him. The big Alpha might have a
compulsion to want to be with him, but the guy might not find Dean
attractive and could control himself. He certainly looked capable
enough.

If he could just find a piece of paper, but
no. Everywhere Dean looked, he saw pictures, but no clean paper. Or
pencils. Or… Cursing under his breath, Dean snatched up his wallet
from his dresser and headed out of the room before he talked
himself out of it. He needed his art supplies and if Matthew didn’t
want to go with him, then he would go by himself. Kane would be
angry, but Dean was getting desperate. If he didn’t put pen to
paper soon then he might do something really stupid. He’d done it
before.

/~/~/~/~/

Matthew swallowed his groan as he was
blindsided by the delicious smell of his mate coming down the
stairs of the pack house. For three days Matthew had been hoping to
see Dean, but the man had remained in his room, not even coming
down for meals. When Matthew had asked Kane about it, the Alpha had
said that Dean quite often got lost in his art work, but usually
came down to the kitchen later at night after everyone had gone to
bed. Matthew had stayed up late every night, hoping to see his
little mate, but either the man was not eating, or he was more of a
sneak than Matthew had given him credit for.

From the gaunt look on Dean’s face as the
man came to stand in front of him, it would seem the man had not
been eating and Matthew’s need to look after his mate sprung up out
of nowhere. Thinner than he had been three nights ago, Dean still
looked amazing to Matthew. His trim body, hidden by a baggy t-shirt
and even baggier jeans, still shone through as the man moved.
Matthew forced himself not to adjust his cock in his own tight
jeans, biting his inner lip as his dick connected with his
zipper.

“Hi,” said Dean in a rush, “I’m not sure if
you remember me – Dean? From the dinner the other night. Yes, well,
I have to go to town to get some supplies and, well Kane said I was
supposed to have someone with me if I went anywhere. But I can see
you’re comfortable and all that, on the couch and probably relaxing
and I don’t want to bother you. So can you just let Kane know I am
at the art store and I’ll be back in an hour? I’m sure I will be
fine. Thank you.”

As soon as he finished talking, Dean turned
to go and Matthew quickly got to his feet. He had only been sitting
on the couch because it was close to the front door and the main
stairs. He had worked out it was the best place to be close to his
mate, barring sitting outside of the man’s bedroom door. Because
that would be just freaky. But Matthew was bored out of his skull
and desperate to spend time with Dean. So if Dean thought he was
sauntering out of the door without him, well his little mate was
going to be in for a big surprise. Dean wasn’t going anywhere
without him.

“Dean,”
he said, his deep voice probably giving away more emotion than he
was comfortable in sharing. He was aroused, but he was also pissed
off that his little mate thought he could just wander into town
against the Alpha’s orders and with no thought to his
safety, and the Omega
had clearly not been eating. Dean stopped in his tracks but didn’t
turn around so Matthew stepped over to him, standing between him
and the door, forcing a calmness he didn’t feel.

“Kane said you aren’t to go anywhere on your
own,” he said quietly. “If you will give me a minute, I will get my
wallet and come with you.”

Not bothering to see if Dean agreed or not,
Matthew sprinted up the stairs to his room. As he grabbed his
wallet off the bag at the foot of the bed, he caught sight of his
face in the mirror. The wicked grin might not be appropriate, he
reminded himself as he headed back out of the door.

Dean was waiting for him on the front porch
of the house. Matthew rather liked Kane’s home. It was a big place,
built in the style of a log cabin, and the porch ran right around
the house. A large pack circle created out of rocks decorated what
could be termed the front yard, and the other three sides of the
house were surrounded by a stretch of grass leading into a forest
area. Matthew was looking forward to going for a run and he hoped
that at some time during their trip to town, he could convince Dean
to go with him.

“Bike or car?” Dean asked as they headed
around to the garage that took up considerable space on one side of
the house.

“Car,” Matthew said. The thought of his mate
riding a bike on his own sent shivers of alarm up Matthew’s spine.
Besides, he couldn’t talk to Dean if they were riding their
motorcycles. Dean didn’t say anything else, just slipping into the
driver’s seat of a large SUV, waiting for Matthew to join him. As
soon as Matthew got into the vehicle, he knew he had made his first
mistake. At least if they had been riding motorcycles he wouldn’t
have been encased in Dean’s scent. He opened the passenger side
window, but it didn’t make much of a difference.

“What made you think that I would forget who
you are? You already know what you are to me,” he asked as Dean
headed the vehicle into town. Matthew had decided that they needed
to be blunt about a few things – he didn’t think his dick would
ever forgive him if he didn’t try and make some headway with his
timid mate.

“Wow, you get straight to the point, don’t
you?” Matthew was pleased to hear that Dean had a bit of
spirit.

“I see you once, you disappear for three
days and then try to blow me off when you do come out of your room.
I figured I’d better take advantage of the situation while I have
you captive in the car,” Matthew said with a smile, looking across
at Dean. He caught a flash of lust as Dean looked at him quickly
and then focused back on the road ahead of them.

“Yes, well, I had a few things to think
about,” Dean said so quietly Matthew almost didn’t hear him. For a
moment Matthew’s heart sank, thinking that his mate was considering
rejecting him before they had even gotten the chance to know each
other. But Dean continued.

“I have had a few issues in the past,” Dean
explained. “I wasn’t sure how my mate would handle them, if I ever
met him that is. And now I have, and well, I…needed art
supplies.”

Matthew thought over what Dean had said,
searching for what was behind his words. On the face of it, the
words themselves didn’t make sense but Matthew got the idea Dean
was trying to say that he had some worries about being with a mate,
but had decided to speak to Matthew anyway. At least he thought
that was what Dean was saying.

“I think the thing about true mates,” he
said slowly, feeling his way, “is that it doesn’t matter too much
what has happened in the past. It’s more about how the two people
would be together in the future that should be more important.”

He thought the words would be helpful to his
skittish mate, but Dean looked more worried than ever. “What
happens though,” Dean said, “if the past could impact the future
those two people might want to have?”

Ouch. Matthew was not keen on that word
‘might.’ After waiting so long to finally meet Dean, he had to do
something to get that word ‘might’ removed from the young man’s
vocabulary. But it wasn’t as easy as an Alpha demanding that Dean
see things his way. He could do that, but things might not work out
so well in the long run if he did. Kane had said that Dean needed
to have control over his decision making process, so Matthew sucked
in a deep breath and said, “I’d like to think that if there is
something in your past, that you think could upset our future
relationship, then at some point, it might be nice if you could
share that problem with me. That way the two of us could work on
the solution together.”

Matthew had deliberately used the words
‘you,’ ‘me,’ and ‘us’. Speaking in euphemisms or hypothetical
situations about mates, was not going to help and Matthew knew they
didn’t have too much time. If Dean was going to scurry back to his
room the moment they got back to the pack house then he had to give
the man something to think about.

Looking around, Matthew saw that they had
pulled into town. Cloverleah was only a small place, with most of
the shops all lining the main street. Dean pulled up in front of a
small diner and stopped the car.

“I need to go over there,” he said pointing
to a little art supply store across the road from the diner. “I
thought you might be more comfortable if you went and ordered
yourself something to eat – Kathy’s diner serves real good food. I
won’t be very long.”

“I’m coming with you,” Matthew said firmly.
“I will take you to lunch when you’ve finished your shopping.”

Dean looked like he was going to argue, but
he gave a tight little smile and got out of the SUV. Matthew
followed, and the two men walked over to the art store.

“Dean, how nice to see you. It’s been ages.”
A pretty young man with a huge smile splitting his face, greeted
Dean warmly, before casting a wary eye over Matthew.

“Hi Ben,” Dean said. “Yes I’ve been busy and
haven’t been in town much. Did you get that paper I ordered?”

“Yes, sure sweetie,” Ben said. “Anything for
you, you know that.” Matthew was fascinated with Dean’s blush, but
he wasn’t keen on Ben’s overly friendly manner. He moved closer to
Dean as Ben kept on chatting.

“Yeah, what’s up with the shop, man? See
your boss has got a sign on the door. You guys having some
problems?”

“No, nothing like that,” Dean said looking
over a rack of pencils. To Matthew they all looked the same, but
Dean was picking out different ones, so they must have some
significance for him. “The boss, he just needed a vacation and
doesn’t trust the rest of us to do the work without him.”

Dean seemed pleased that Ben laughed, but
Matthew wasn’t pleased that Ben had moved closer and even bumped
shoulders with his young mate. Suppressing his growl Matthew leaned
against the wall, and crossed his arms across his chest, knowing
the deliberate move emphasized his broad chest muscles, and huge
biceps. Ben threw him a quick look as he moved, and then audibly
swallowed as he took in just how big Matthew was. Matthew wasn’t
into scaring little humans but he wasn’t going to let anyone near
his mate either.

As the two men went over to the counter to
ring up the sale, Matthew heard Ben whisper, “Who’s the bodyguard
Dean? You sure you’re not in any trouble?”

Dean looked over at Matthew and Matthew saw
Dean’s throat work, and the smell of arousal hit the air. Yep, the
attraction factor was still burning hot. “…Kane’s cousin,” he heard
Dean whisper back. “House sitting while the boss is away.”

“So how long until you’re back at work,” Ben
asked. “Kinda miss seeing you around.”
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