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      The sun was setting, on an early winter day in Melbourne. The red and orange hues faded in the sky, darkness nestling in.

      “See you back at the ‘Borough. I’ve gotta make one more stop, then I’ll follow you.”

      The Betas nodded their understanding and Grayson jumped into the cab of his truck. He drove to the computer shop to pick up his new laptop, then returned to the truck with one destination in mind.

      Home.

      He put his hand on the keys, but a familiar scent caught his attention and he faltered.

      “What the hell…?”

      It couldn’t be.

      He got out of the truck and pocketed his keys, after locking the doors. There were wolf shifters nearby and they were on the hunt. He could smell their adrenaline, their excitement.

      These wolves had been members of his pack, he recognized their distinctive scent. Or they had been… until they’d gone rogue. As Alpha, it was his responsibility to make sure they weren’t up to no good.

      Grayson moved through the streets, following the tracking instincts in his blood, as old as time.

      He turned and kept moving up the street until he saw a recreational reserve, with a playing field, a car park and a clubhouse all surrounded by trees.

      A good, quiet rendezvous point. But a hunt was on, and this would be a perfect spot for an ambush.

      He moved around in the shadows and watched as the scene unfolded. A car pulled up to the reserve, turning into the main entrance. The driver stopped and switched the lights off.

      Grayson inhaled the air, scenting the excitement of the wolves’ hormones increasing.

      Then he spotted them. Two men, behind the parked cars.

      Suddenly he saw whose scent had caught his attention. Tollie stepped out into the carpark, under the main lights, to greet the men who got out of the cars.

      Thugs, definitely. And human, too.

      What was Tollie up to?

      And who were the two others setting up the ambush?

      Probably Alexander and Ned, Tollie’s brothers.

      Tollie was talking to the humans in leather jackets and one wore dark glasses. Who the hell wore sunglasses at night?

      He needed to stop this now. Tollie and his brothers could literally eat those humans for breakfast.

      A wolf-shifting male was twice as strong as a human, and it was obvious Tollie’s brothers were going to ambush these humans.

      Grayson couldn’t stand by and let his old pack-mates shred anyone, it was not only unethical but it had too many ramifications for his kind.

      With the stealth of his wolf, Grayson went wide and then snuck up behind the pair, who had their full attention on the encounter in the car park. It was obvious from their poised position that they were about to spring their trap and he needed to stop them before they did.

      He’d nearly reached them, when Alexander spun to see Grayson, taking away the element of surprise.

      Grayson leapt forward and hit the Beta’s jaw, pushing it sideways across his face, short-circuiting the Beta’s nervous system all the way to his knees.

      Grayson turned towards the other brother, who was swinging a haymaker towards his head. Grayson’s fists lifted up to his scalp, creating a protective shield with his arms that absorbed the blow.

      Grayson brought his fist down in a punch he’d been taught by an old boxer, like the action of a fast-bowler, right into the middle of the brother’s unprotected face. The brother was unconscious before he hit the ground.

      Shouts erupted from the car-park meeting in response to the noise of the fight. Now it was time to screw up Tollie’s meeting properly.

      The humans shouted out to them and Grayson called back to the meeting beneath the lights.

      “Hey, Moe…Larry and Curly can’t make it to the party. They’ve got a bit of vertigo at the moment.”

      The humans jumped in their car and took off.

      Grayson smiled as he grabbed the two Betas by their belts and hefted them forward.

      Tollie came barreling up. “What the hell is your problem, man? Grayson! What the fuck are you doing here?”

      “I could ask you the same thing, Tollie. What was the plan, huh? Take whatever the humans were selling you? Or kill them before you paid them?”

      Tollie scowled at him and bent down to attend to his brothers.

      “Grayson, what the fuck? Seriously. You kicked us out of the pack. You have no rights here. Fuck off and leave us alone.”

      Grayson glared down at the Betas. He’d done everything he could to make these men a welcome and happy part of their community.

      “You left, and that was your choice. That doesn’t mean you can come down to Melbourne and cause trouble. If you attract attention from the human police you know that’ll bring down a whole new hell on all of us.”

      They’d been family when they lived in the Borough. Now the three brothers looked like a group of street urchins.

      “Fuck off, Grayson,” Tollie spat, his spine straightening until he was at his full height—till three or four inches shorter than Grayson. “It’s your fault we’re here.”

      “Listen here, Tollie. You can’t look after yourselves, let alone a pack. So, either come back and accept the hand that fate dealt you, or fuck off entirely and leave here and the ‘Borough well alone.”

      Grayson’s wolf rose to the surface as Tollie’s eyes flashed with his shifter.

      A growl rose and vibrated through him and the men stumbled backwards.

      “Just go, Grayson!” Tollie yelled as the brothers slowly got to their feet.

      “Tollie, by the looks of your boys, you need to return to the pack. Accept reality, and stop being such a pain in the arse.”

      These stupid wankers might have already attracted the wrong attention. The last thing they needed was to have the police on their doorstep.

      “Fuck off, Grayson, and leave us alone.”

      Tollie grabbed his brothers and they stumbled away.

      Grayson watched them go, ambivalence tearing him apart. He knew those Betas would need guidance to get back on the right path, but he had a pack to protect.

      So he returned to his truck and drove away.

      It was time to kick their pack’s security up another level. With those rogue netas still around, and as stupid as ever, the pack needed to be protected.

      Luckily their predecessors had been vigilant in regards to safety of the pack and their family, and had built a town that would protect the weakest of them.

      They’d built tunnels under the homes that were used as an escape route if the houses were ever under attack. But the humans had evolved their weaponry significantly since the days of pitchforks and lighted torches.

      Each house had triple-thick brick internal walls, bulletproof glass and automatic locking systems.

      But they could do more. He had to speak to his father about installing motion sensors and security cameras on the perimeters. And some of the outlying farms needed a lot more up-to-date technology.

      Rain splattered on his windscreen and grew heavier the further out of the city he drove. He turned the wipers up to the third tier, focusing hard on the white lines on the road so he didn’t swerve near the other traffic.

      In Greensborough, they were lucky it rained so much. Their fields were green and lush, their crops abundant.

      He rounded the small hospital on the corner and said goodbye to Melbourne for another couple of months, heading home, alone. To a house that was empty, like his heart.

      He’d never expected to still be single at thirty-five. Male shapeshifters were born with a birthmark that was distinct to each individual. Baby girls of the pack were born with no birthmarks, however, a mark appeared on their skin once they turned twenty-one.

      The woman’s perfect mate would have the same mark on his body, in the exact same place. It was a straightforward and easy way to know who Fate had decreed for you.

      It was a system that had worked for their pack for centuries, and everyone in their town believed wholeheartedly in it.

      Grayson had turned thirty-five on his last birthday, and he still hadn’t met a woman, wolf-born or human, who had his black, gnarly tree shaped mark.

      When he’d been younger he’d been glad to have the extra time to live without the responsibilities of a mate, children.

      Now? It was frustrating as hell. Not to mention, extremely lonely.

      A small, red car ahead of him swerved into oncoming traffic, narrowly missing a white sedan that swung out of the way.

      “Hey, buddy, be careful. Whatcha doing?” Grayson muttered to himself.

      The car suddenly sped through a huge puddle and spun out. Grayson slammed on the brakes, though he knew it would be in vain. The weight of his truck would be impossible to slow down enough as the smaller vehicle slammed into the passenger side door.

      It hit with a loud bang and sickening crunch, then ricocheted off and headed towards a tree like a runaway train, smashing into the trunk.

      “Holy crap!”

      Grayson’s heart pounded so loud in his ears it sounded like a bongo drum and sweat broke out on his brow.

      He stomped on the brake and managed to pull the heavy truck to a shuddering stop. His gaze flew to the mirror, watching the small car he’d inadvertently run off the road.

      Was the driver okay? Were they drunk? What the hell had happened?

      He put the truck into park and jumped out of the cab, the cold rain pouring down on his head and soaking him in seconds. He cursed as his heart raced with adrenaline. This was the sort of stuff you saw in the movies, not on empty roads in country Victoria.

      “Hey! You okay?” he called out to the car that had smoke billowing from the bonnet and glass shattered over the bonnet and ground.

      A soft moan sounded from the car, and Grayson’s heart rate began to gallop.

      “Fuck.”

      They were alive. Barely though, by the sounds of it.

      He walked across the road carefully and reached the car’s window. He reached for the handle and pulled open the car door. That was when he saw the driver for the first time.

      Grayson’s whole core tightened and burned, and he grabbed for his chest, feeling his heart burst and flame.

      What the fuck was that? He gasped for breath and opened his eyes. He hadn’t even realized they were shut.

      In the mashed up little red car, sat a stunningly gorgeous man. Probably in his mid-to-late twenties.

      His light brown hair held a red tinge to it and sat loosely around his face, almost to his shoulders. Blood poured down one side of his face from a gash just above his right eye.

      And it wasn’t stopping.

      “Oh, shit, I’m going to help you out, okay?”

      

      He tore his wet t-shirt off and ripped it into several strips with shaking hands. It looked so much easier on TV.

      He wrapped two strips around the man’s head wound and jumped as something sparked under the hood of the car.

      “That’s going up. I’ve gotta get you out.”

      

      The man’s head lolled around on the head rest as though he understood what Grayson was saying and was trying to reply.

      “Good. Let’s go.”

      He reached into the car and put his arms under the man’s slight body, lifting him out of the car and pulling him back towards the truck.

      He had to get this guy out of the rain, away from the car and somewhere safe.

      He didn’t smell like he’d been drinking. In fact, a scent unlike anything Grayson had ever smelled reached his nostrils. He inhaled sharply, getting even more of the tangy orange aroma.

      His cock hardened in his jeans and he gasped at the strength of the reaction inside his body. His knees shook as he staggered to his truck, pulling open the door and hoisting the man in the passenger side.

      Blood soaked through the makeshift bandages, and the young man was getting paler by the minute.

      Despite his superhuman strength, the power fled Grayson’s body like a vampire was draining his life source.

      His arms were barely strong enough to pull himself around to his side of the truck and climb in.

      When he’d finally managed it and pulled shut the door, he let out a massive sigh.

      He didn’t really know what was going on here, but as he shook off the water streaming down his face and thrust a hand through his long hair, he assessed the situation further.

      His body was weak but aroused, despite the cold and the danger. How was that possible? Unless…

      No. It couldn’t be, could it?

      The man next to him wore a black t-shirt and Grayson gasped as his eyes spied a strange mark beneath the cotton.

      No way.

      He pushed the sleeve up, groaning aloud when he saw the mark he’d been looking for his whole life. The black, gnarled tree that he carried on his own arm, imprinted on a human male!

      “Oh, fuck!”

      Grayson pinched the bridge of his nose and squeezed his eyes shut.

      It was almost unheard of for an Alpha male to have a human mate at all, let alone a person who was most certainly… not female.

      What sort of cruel twist of fate was this?

      The man beside him gasped and spluttered awkwardly, blood dripping down his chin. His breathing had changed, a raspiness that hadn’t been there before now appearing.

      He had two choices, take this man to a hospital in town, or take him home to Greensborough. They had a great doctor and several nurses at the hospital.

      Grayson twisted around and groped beneath the seat for the Red Cross first-aid kit. His fingers found the cold handle and he pulled out the metal box, relief winging through his terrified heart.

      He removed the strips of shirt that he’d wrapped the man’s head in to stop the bleeding. Hopefully there wouldn’t be an infection.

      He opened the packaged bandages from the first-aid kit and dressed the wound properly, his heart racing in his chest so loudly he could hear it beating above the rain pelting down on the truck.

      As he patted the gauze, pulled the edges of the gash together, wrapped and held the wound tight, his whole body ached with the need to gather this stranger up and keep him close.

      “Focus,” he muttered to himself He taped the clean, white bandage into place. That would hold for now.

      The man moaned and rolled his head again, making Grayson’s heart leap and do a virtual dance.

      “Holy shit…” He leaned away, his breath coming in painful gasps. Of all the people… in all the world.

      He swiped a hand over his mouth and let his hand clench into a fist as it lay against the dashboard. What in the hell should he do?

      He blew out a long breath and gripped the steering wheel. He had to get his mate back to safety. Now.

      My mate… Oh fuck, the possession shit was happening already.

      The truth of the thought made him cling tighter to the steering wheel while the man beside him grew whiter by the minute.

      Grayson reached over, his balls throbbing with lust at the scent curling up into his nostrils. Even half dead, his mate aroused him like no other. Damn.

      He lay the passenger seat as far back as it would go and frowned at the blood now soaking the bandage.

      As he started the truck, a single dribble of red liquid slid down the stranger’s cheek.

      “Oh, to hell with it.”

      There was no choice. He had to take the man home with him. The very idea of letting him go and perhaps never seeing him again made pain course through Grayson like a sharp knife sliding into his guts.

      He turned the engine back on and glanced over to his mate.

      “No, I’m not letting you go.”

      He shook his head at his own possessiveness and pressed his foot on the accelerator.

      He’d never even been attracted to another male before, let alone had sex with one. Why would Fate choose a man as his mate?

      The gorgeous stranger beside him moaned a little, and his head dropped forward.

      Grayson reached across and gently pressed his head back, his heart leaping at the softness of his mate’s tousled hair and smooth skin. Even pale, bleeding, and unconscious, he was fucking beautiful.

      “Bloody hell.” He turned off the main road and pushed the truck harder up the hill into the mountains.

      He wiped his palm across his forehead, sticky with sweat. His heart thumped like crazy with purpose, his brain whirling with the implications of what he’d done, and what he was about to do.

      Greensborough was the only place for them both, but the question was—what the hell was he going to do with his little human when he woke up?
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      Someone was pounding on Reagan’s head with a sledgehammer. Heavy, insistent, and downright unbearable.

      When the fuck did I have time to go out and get drunk?

      The throbbing continued and seemed to get worse as Reagan forced his eyes open and a bright light hit his eyeballs.

      “What the…” He blinked rapidly as he brought his arm up to press his palm to his forehead, searching for a way to dull the pain consciousness had brought.

      “Ow!” Pain sliced through his ribs, and he hissed as his respiration increased and his heart beat a steady, heavy rhythm in his chest.

      Reagan tried to get up from his supine position, but the nausea that accompanied the wave of pain proved too much to bear.

      “Please don’t try to get up. We haven’t given you anything for the pain yet as we weren’t sure of your medical history or allergies.”

      Reagan looked towards the mature female voice that was coming from somewhere within his room. He narrowed his eyes as he stared, his brain frowning over the lack of sense this was making.

      His vision was clearing finally, and everything around him looked legitimate. The doctor in a white coat, a sterile hospital room. He’d obviously had an accident of some sort. Why didn’t they have access to his medical records in the hospital?

      “Where am I?”

      The brunette woman smiled at him with practiced warmth.

      “Can you tell me if you are allergic to any medications? I’ll give you something for the pain, and you can sleep.”

      “What happened to me?”

      The woman pulled his blanket up, and the lights dimmed a little. His eyelids were so heavy it felt like they were weighed down by lead weights.

      “You were in a car accident and sustained a few broken ribs and a moderate concussion from what I can determine. Do you have any pain in your body other than your head and ribs?”

      Reagan let his eyes close and groaned as another wave of nausea hit.

      “Can I prescribe some Endone? Can your body handle codeine or morphine derivatives?”

      Reagan nodded, then wished he hadn’t as his headache returned with a vengeance.

      “Endone’s fine. I’m not allergic to anything…”

      He’d sort all this out when he woke up again. He was so tired.

      There was rustling and some murmured words, but he couldn’t stay awake a moment longer. He fell quickly into a dream filled sleep.
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      Reagan’s mouth was so dry. Endone did that, of course. He’d forgotten.

      But as he checked his once aching body and found sweet relief from the pain, it was well worth the cracked lips and parched tongue. His head didn’t feel like it was stuck in a vise anymore either, and his breathing was easier now.

      He blinked awake slowly, forcing his eyes to open and then focus by pure will. It took a minute longer than it should have, but when he achieved his goal, he could finally see everything around him.

      He had a good look around the plain white room he’d been brought to. Nothing weird to report off the cuff, yet he knew in his gut that something wasn’t right here.

      Reagan clenched his abs for support and hefted himself up with effort, hissing as pain curled up and spread out through his chest in waves of heat.

      “Fuck. That hurts.”

      “Of course, it does, you idiot. You ran your car head first into a tree!”

      Reagan cried out in surprise and yelled again with pain as he twisted to see the man whose voice had thundered at him. Six feet five of hulking male stalked forward from the corner, glaring at him with as much menace as Reagan had ever seen on anyone.

      “Lay down before you hurt yourself.”

      Reagan’s heart leapt into his throat, and he gaped at the giant. He almost expected the man to physically push him back down, but as he waited, it didn’t happen.

      The man kept his distance while staring at Reagan with an intensity that was unnerving. Well, to be accurate he had to admit that it was almost unnerving, because the giant was too striking to be truly terrifying.

      Reagan pushed the strong feelings of instant attraction down and focused on finding something ugly about the man in front of him. He searched the guy’s grizzly face, square jaw, and piercing blue eyes. And yet he couldn’t find any feeling, other than the urge to run his hands over the prickly skin of the man’s jaw and draw him in for a kiss.

      Reagan was gay, always had been. There had never been a time of experimenting to find out about his sexuality. He’d known who he was from the age of thirteen.

      But his focus, for as long as he could remember, wasn’t hot guys and sex, it was medical school. Getting through University on a scholarship and no parental help was bloody hard. Gorgeous men, or men of any kind for that matter, were a luxury he didn't allow much time for.

      “Hang on a minute! What day is it?”

      The grizzly bear’s eyebrows rose, and he slowly crossed his meaty arms over his massive chest.

      Shit. Could the man get any bigger or more substantial? He looked like some sort of lumberjack from Reagan’s dreams.

      “Ah, Thursday about two, why?”

      “Thursday! Fuck! My exams start next Friday and I haven’t even finished my study notes. I need to get out of here.”

      Reagan sat up and pushed down with his hands to get rise off the hospital bed.

      The big man’s reaction was extreme. He growled like a big dog, pushed Reagan down on the bed with two hands, and then jumped back as though he’d been burnt in the process.

      “You stay there. You’re injured and can’t drive, and the doctor hasn’t cleared you to get up yet, either.”

      There was something seriously weird going on. This guy wasn’t giving off any gay vibes at all, and yet Reagan’s nipples were as hard as ice chips. And the way the guy was looking at him… Reagan couldn’t stop likening it to the way a hungry man would stare at a juicy steak.

      He narrowed his eyes at the man towering over him.

      “Who died and made you the boss of me?”

      The man blew out a long breath, his gaze skittering all over the room like an embarrassed teenager. “I’m Grayson. I help run things around here… I…”

      Grayson groaned and spun away, storming out of the small room, leaving only cold air in his wake.

      What in the hell was that?

      Reagan lifted the white sheet and glanced down at his naked body. His ribs were black and blue, but other than that, he didn't appear to have sustained too much damage.

      From whatever the hell had happened.

      Grayson had said something about a car accident…

      His hand crept up to his face, and he winced as his fingers touched swollen, tender, hot flesh, and stitches covered with plastic. “Great…a head injury. There goes the last two weeks of study.”

      A chuckle entered the room as an older woman walked in. “Study? What are you studying, Reagan?”

      Oh, they know who I am. Thank God.

      “Medicine. Exams start next week. Where am I?”

      The doctor nodded, making a note on his chart. “I assumed you were a student. I found a hospital I.D. badge on you. Congratulations on almost finishing. How are you feeling?”

      You didn’t answer my question.

      “I’m okay. Vision’s fine, bilateral temporal headache, and my ribs hurt, but I think I can stand up and go home soon.”

      She smiled at him with that look they’d been taught, the one that said, “I’m listening to you, but I’m in charge, not you.”

      “We’ll decide that in a few hours. You’ve only just regained consciousness, and it would be remiss of me not to monitor you a little longer. I’ll get the nurse to come and give you some more painkillers.”

      “I don’t need any more, I’m feeling fine. When can I be discharged, and you haven’t told me where I am yet.”

      “You’re in the mountains of Greensborough. Your car swerved off the road and hit a tree yesterday. One of our residents found you and brought you here.”

      “I swerved off the road? Shit, did I hurt anyone?”

      “No, luckily the other driver managed to handle his truck, even in the rain.”

      Thank God for that.

      “But, why did they bring me here, rather than take me back to the Whittlesea hospital? I work there and must have been driving home…”

      His mind wandered, trying to remember finishing his shift. Had it been raining? Had he fallen asleep?

      “Oh, shit. I could have killed someone.”

      The doctor leant over and squeezed his arm.

      “I remember how hard university was. The long hours, the ridiculous hospital shifts. Get some rest, and I’ll be back to check on you in a few hours.”

      He smiled back at the woman who’d apparently tended his wounds. He was grateful, of course, for her care, but the hairs on the back of his neck began to stick up. What the hell was he doing in Greensborough? He hadn’t even realised there was a hospital here. It certainly wasn’t listed on any Doctors reference guide he’d ever read.

      She left with another professional smile, and he lay back as though he was going to do as she asked.

      He waited another couple of minutes to make sure the doctor had gone before slowly swiveling around and sitting up in bed. His head spun like a top, but it was a lot better than it had been when he’d woken up earlier.

      It was time to escape and work out exactly where he was. There was something fishy going on here and he didn’t trust anything he was being told.

      He pulled himself to a standing position and staggered across the small room, falling into the chair by the window when his tired legs gave out.

      He heaved in a sharp breath around his fractured ribs.

      “Holy hell.”

      That had taken more effort than he’d expected. Maybe he shouldn’t be moving around so much. He shook his head at his weakness. He worked two jobs and managed a full-time course load at University, with very little support, family, or assistance. Now he was wondering if he could even dress himself. Wow, how things had changed.

      Drugs. That was the short-term answer.

      He fumbled for the small plastic cup containing more Endone and swallowed them down with some water from the bedside table. It wouldn’t take long to kick in and should hold him for a few hours.

      “Now...where the hell have they put my clothes?”

      A nearby dresser looked promising, so he dragged open the top drawer from his seated position and let out a small whoop when he found clean black t-shirts. He pulled one out, loving the soft feel of the cotton on his skin as he slid it on. Pain splintered along his right side as he lifted his arm and twisted to get the clothing on.

      He clenched his jaw and tightened his resolve. The next drawer revealed blue jeans and grey sweats.

      Perfect.

      Reagan glanced towards the window. Sunshine, yet it was May. Only a month away from winter in Australia, so the wind would be chilly.

      He managed to stand on legs that wobbled and pull on the jeans that were a touch too big. No matter. He was up, he was dressed, and he was getting out of here.

      “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

      Reagan jumped and twisted, gasping as pain shot through his chest once again. It was the big gorilla from before. He lowered his eyebrows and glared at the guy standing in his doorway, lustful heat twirling through his traitorous body, completely at odds with the anger in his mind.

      God, he’s delicious!

      “What does it look like I’m doing? I’m getting out of here!’

      Grayson marched into the room, laying down a laptop computer and some magazines on the side table.

      “I thought you’d be getting bored by now.”

      Reagan was struck with the thoughtfulness of the gesture, yet he couldn’t get over how weird everything was around here. “I’d prefer to just go home.” He began to edge towards the door, and Grayson shadowed him.

      “You…can’t.”

      Reagan stared up into the dark blue eyes of the six foot four giant. At exactly six feet, he was no midget, but compared to Grayson, he felt petite.

      “What do you mean I can’t? If this is a hospital, they have to let me go. I’m healing, I’m feeling well, and I have so many exams to study for, you have no idea!”

      His voice had turned childish and sounded like he was pleading, so he cleared his throat in a rush. Panic was starting to infiltrate his system, and he wasn’t sure whether to run or fight.

      Grayson’s incredibly sexy eyes scanned him then he nodded once.

      “I’ll take you around town, and answer your questions, but you’ve gotta promise to stay until tomorrow so we can sort out a few things.”

      Reagan opened his mouth to rebut the request, but thought better of it. He may not get a better offer than that, and what was one more extra day when he’d probably be dosed up on meds at home anyway.

      “Okay, but are you going to tell me where I am?”

      He wasn’t sure he believed that doctor, but something about this big guy told Reagan he’d be honest. Grayson beckoned him with a hand, so together they stepped outside the hospital room and into a white corridor.

      His heart pounded louder, blood thrumming in his veins with each step he took. After a turn and two doors, Reagan was led outside into the sunshine and fresh air filled his lungs.

      He blinked rapidly, lifting his hand to shield his eyes from the heat and the light. Relief filling him with such intensity he realized he’d been feeling very claustrophobic in that white room.

      Something to consider when talking to his patients in the future.

      “You’re in Greensborough.”

      So, the doctor had been telling the truth.

      Then he was even more curious why he’d been brought here rather than back to the Whittlesea hospital.

      “Isn’t that a couple of hours north of the city Melbourne?”

      Grayson nodded, his gaze darting around at the people in the street.

      “Yes, northwest, to be precise. We’re up in the hills and quite closed off, so we generally don’t get many visitors.”

      Something in the way Grayson said no one came to visit made little prickles of unease rise on Reagan’s skin. He grinned up at Grayson to keep the crazy at bay. “So, you guys are some sort of weird cult then? With sister wives and a prophet of some sort?”

      Grayson shook his head and indicated a building in the distance. Reagan looked that way and noticed a church of sorts. “Most of the people in town are Christian. Presbyterian Church, or Catholic. And no, we aren’t some weird cult. We just like to stay off the grid and live our lives away from Big Brother.”

      Reagan nodded in understanding. He got a bit creeped out by the way social media and cell phones followed your every move too.

      He took this first opportunity to look around the town he knew nothing about, a little disappointed to see that his imagination had been creating something that simply wasn’t there. What had he expected? Twenty-foot high fences and people in straitjackets?

      Out here in the sunshine, there wasn’t anything unusual at all. It looked like any main street in a small country town. There was a post office, a general store, a pharmacy, and a pub.

      But his curiosity still wasn’t satisfied.

      “Well, if there’s nothing weird going on here, then how come I can’t leave? And as a side note, you were the one who brought me back here, weren’t you?”

      No other scenario made sense. Why else would this exceptionally hot man be babysitting him?

      Grayson nodded with a terse jerk of his head.

      “Thank you for saving my life. But why did you bring me here when you should have taken me back to Whittlesea? That’s where we had the car accident, wasn’t it?”

      Grayson nodded. “Yeah, I was down in town getting hardware supplies for the coming winter.”

      “Why didn’t you take me back?”

      Grayson shrugged, ignoring the question, making the tightness grow in Reagan’s belly.

      He tried again. “Tell me why I have to stay here an extra day. Why can’t I just go back home now?”

      Grayson rumbled a little, a strange growly noise that made Reagan jump back.

      “What the fuck is going on with your throat?”

      Grayson shook his head and turned away a moment before twisting back around, his dark blue eyes turning almost black. “Look, I'm asking you to stay one day. That’s not too much to ask considering you almost wiped me off the road and died on the way back here.”

      What? Oh, damn.

      “I didn’t force you off the road. What are you talking about?”

      Grayson growled again, the sound so visceral it caused Reagan’s belly to tremble.

      “You were swerving along the road, and even though you slammed into my truck, I managed to keep it on the road and not run into a tree like you.”

      Reagan bit his lip and looked away. Shit. He could have done some major damage.

      “I was coming home from night shift. I’m working two jobs on top of medical school. I must have fallen asleep—I don’t know—I can’t remember much before the accident.”

      Grayson stepped around him and gently ran his fingers through Reagan’s hair. “You hit your head, so I’m not surprised.”

      Reagan didn’t move as tingles of awareness and longing passed down his spine. He looked up and met this stranger’s gaze, hearing the gentle tone of concern for the first time.

      Reagan stared up at the man-mountain, letting the heat between them flicker and build. His skin tingled, and he bit his lip, their eyes meeting in a clash of need.

      What on earth was happening here?
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      Grayson clamped down on his wolf, hard, who howled like the moon was at its highest. He used every bit of his self-control not to pull his mate in for a kiss.

      What would his mouth taste like? Would it have the flavours that he’d dreamed of?  Those special hormones or whatever they were, that he’d searched for in every kiss he’d ever had. Those flavours of ecstasy that he innately knew existed, had been hinted at through some of the best of those kisses that had always fallen short.

      His heart had ached for years, waiting to feel the closeness of his mate. To have all those things that he would share with the one destined for him. The feelings that he would have, not for just one day but for all his life.

      There was no denying the fact that Reagan was his. He’d heard the legends a thousand times since he was a child.

      And unfortunately for him, his feelings for this human fit the stories like a glove.

      The first sign, of course, was the almost painful attraction to Reagan, despite the fact that Grayson had never been with a male before. The feelings were beyond his control, he knew.

      Who or what attracted one person to another was not a chemical reaction they knew anything about. It was inborn. He’d met people all his life and yet no-one had ever caused his body this reaction.

      Waiting another thirty-five years to maybe feel this again and forego all the joy in his life? Even if his destined mate had been purple with green spots, he’d rather a life of love than wander the earth alone. Reagan was definitely his mate—he could feel it in every cell of his body. That identical mark didn’t lie.

      The legends said that the attraction would grow stronger and stronger if they didn’t fulfil the bonding soon. There was no denying the inevitable.

      How was he going to explain the legends and the inevitability of it all to his human mate? He was pretty sure the soul mate ideal was not a very smart pick-up line to use in this case.

      A loud noise sounded in the street and Grayson turned, pushing Reagan behind him to shield him in the case of any harm.

      “What are you doing?”

      Reagan struggled against Grayson’s grip, and he let his mate go. It was just a ladder clattering off the side of a shop and onto the pavement.

      “Nothing. What other questions do you have?”

      “Who are you?”

      Grayson heaved a massive sigh and tilted his head. That question was so much more complex than his little mate realised.

      “Come, meet our council.”

      Reagan gave him a strange look, one eyebrow flicking up, but he kept his mouth shut. Grayson had a strange premonition he’d see that look many times in his future, and the thought made his heart perform that strange quiver it had been doing since he’d first laid eyes on Reagan.

      A mate—his mate—for life.

      They walked towards the town square and his father stepped out of the meeting hall unexpectedly.

      Damn, he should have spoken to his dad first.

      “Son, who do you have there?”

      His father's sharp gaze narrowed in on Reagan, and Reagan looked back and forth between them. He had a good idea knew what his mate must be thinking. The apple hadn’t fallen far from the tree with him. He was just a younger, slightly bigger version of his father.

      “Dad, this is Reagan. Reagan, my dad. The head of our Council.”

      “You guys have a town council? I would have thought Greensborough would have been part of a larger shire.”

      Grayson nodded while his father studied Reagan with keen, blue eyes. It was an excellent observation of Reagan’s, but they were completely independent. Always had been.

      “No, we’re self-governing in a lot of ways. The council is made up of five men. My father’s the...mayor.”

      “Nice to meet you, son.” Grayson’s father extended his hand and Reagan just stared for a moment, then shook himself visibly.

      “I’m Reagan.”

      “Jack.” His father smiled with natural charm.

      “Is that…” His dad pulled on Reagan’s arm and brought him closer, staring at the birthmark curling down beneath his short sleeve.

      “Hey, do you mind?” Reagan yanked as though to pull his arm back, but Jack had a tight hold on him.

      “Dad, let him go.” Grayson's voice growled out of him in deep waves. His mate was released.

      Reagan rolled his shoulders and straightened to his full height, which was half a foot shorter than the men around him. “It’s just a birthmark. Nothing contagious or anything. “

      Jack stared at them both with wide open eyes. “Um…what do you do, Reagan?”

      His dad’s voice had gone strange, high-pitched, and strained.

      Hold it together, Dad.

      His father was having a harder time recovering himself than Grayson had. Discovering your soon-to-be son-in-law was human, and a male, would be a shock to anyone. Especially an Alpha.

      “I’m a medical student. I just have to finish my last semester of exams before I get my license and can start practicing. Although, I would like to continue with a residency for a specialty, I think.”

      Jack’s face lit up with a smile so wide it looked like it would crack. Then he began to chuckle.

      “A doctor. Oh, son, your mother will be proud.”

      Jack slapped him on the back with a heavy whack, and Grayson pushed him back. Bloody smart-arse.

      “Stop it. Bloody smart-arse.”

      Reagan held up his hands and took a step back, as though intimidated for some reason.

      “Look, I don't know what's going on, but I need to get back to the city ASAP. I have eight days until my finals, and I haven't worked this hard for six years to miss them now.”

      Grayson’s arms shook at his side. Why didn't Reagan understand?

      “You can’t leave!”

      He reached out for his mate and watched Reagan’s pupils dilate with fear as he stumbled away.

      Oh, no.
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      Reagan took three steps back, his heart rate picking up with the adrenaline now pumping through his veins. He couldn’t stay and fight these two goliaths, so his muscles began to tremble as he prepared for flight.

      “Grayson, son…”Jack placed a calming hand on Grayson’s shoulder, and Reagan took the opportunity the older man had given him. He spun on the ball of his foot and pain ricocheted through his ribs as he pushed off from the ground and began running.

      Reagan pumped his arms to make himself move faster, his head was spinning like a top.

      Oh crap, oh crap. Where in the hell should I go?

      Grayson was closing in on him. Reagan could hear his breathing and the thud of his foot falls as he drew closer. The pain in his ribs was making him sweat and he could feel the faintness closing in on him.

      “Reagan!” Grayson bellowed, and reached out to grab him. Reagan twisted out of his reach and turned right, heading for the forest line. If he could just get away from Grayson, he might have a chance.

      “No!” Grayson's voice boomed through the air as he knocked Reagan sideways, tackled him, and together they rolled to the ground.

      “Ow!” Regan grunted and cried out as pain coursed through his ribs, and his head exploded with black light. His shoulder was scuffed on the ground and his body became the pillow that lay beneath the huge bulk of Grayson's body.

      “Let me go!” He screamed up at the man above him, and Grayson flipped him over and grabbed both of his hands, pinning them above his head with the strength of iron shackles. Reagan gasped for air, the blackness receding as the pressure on his ribs released.

      “No. You have to listen to me!”

      “Get off me!” Reagan fought against his captor, throwing back his head and flexing his spine, attempting to show Grayson how mad he was. When the man above him only glared down, Reagan finally let himself fall flat against the grass. He was never going to win this one.

      “Fine. I’m listening.”

      A smile twitched at the edges of Grayson’s mouth, then it was gone.

      “I need you to stay, for just one night, then I’ll drive you home myself tomorrow.”

      “Bullshit.” There was no way Reagan believed that. “For all I know, you’ll lock me up in some dungeon and throw away the key. I don’t trust you for one second.”

      “I’m serious. Come on. If I let you up, do you promise to listen for a minute?”

      With Grayson’s heavy body crushing his pelvis, he didn’t have much of a choice.

      “If you get off me, yeah, I’ll listen.”

      His ribs ached with fire, and his belly hurt from Grayson’s weight, and something was sticking into his thigh.

      As Grayson moved off him and stood up, sweet relief rushed through Reagan’s body. He sat up carefully, staring at Grayson's crotch where his huge erection was now obvious.

      “That was what was digging into me?”

      Grayson flushed bright pink and looked away, breathing hard. “Blame the adrenaline.”

      Yeah, right. “Whatever you want to tell yourself. Anyway…What do you wanna say?”

      No matter what Grayson said, it wouldn’t measure up against the pressure of his university course.

      “You said you’d stay for a day, why the change of mind?”

      That was true, and he’d still need rest from his accident once he got home, but he didn’t like feeling trapped.

      He’d never liked it. And the lack of a choice was a hot button of his.

      “You know you’re freaking me out, right? We have a car accident and instead of driving me to the nearest hospital, you just take me home with you. It’s weird, and you haven’t given me any real answers as to why you did it.”

      Grayson frowned, and reached out, pulling Reagan to his feet. Pain split his ribs, but the warmth of Grayson’s touch dulled it immensely.

      “You won’t believe me if I tell you the truth, and I don’t want to scare you.”

      Reagan stifled the need to make a smart-arse comment. Horror movies taught you not to poke the crazy. But this really did sound like some sort of freaky place.

      “Well, you’ve got me hostage. I’m two hours from home with no car and no phone. Shit, where is my phone?”

      Grayson shrugged. “Don’t know. In the car, still? I didn’t have time to look for anything like that.”

      “Probably… Anyway, tell me what’s going on. I think I can take it.” If they were some weird cult, the last thing they’d want was a queer doctor, surely?

      “Walk back with me, and I’ll explain some of it.”

      Reagan nodded, his head whirling and making his stomach lurch. More painkillers were definitely needed. He began walking back with Grayson, a calm washing over him once again.

      Something about this beautiful, big man completely un-nerved him. He was pretty sure if he let his guard down properly around Grayson, he would be completely swept away.

      “Talk.”

      “Okay. Well, let me tell you about Greensborough, first. Our ancestors built their homes here almost a hundred and fifty years ago. Five original families settled this town. Over the decades, more families have been added and we have grown as a community. As you know, we are self-governing and almost self-reliant. Our soil is very fertile, and we farm much of the land to the east. Our focus is on keeping our community strong and healthy, a bonded unit.”

      “I don’t know Grayson… It’s sounding more and more like a cult, but go on.”

      A weird hysteria was making a smile stretch across his face. He shouldn’t be smiling, he knew he shouldn’t be. But there was something strangely comical about all of this.

      “We aren’t a cult, we’re a pack.”

      Reagan stopped walking. “Of what? Animals?”

      Grayson stopped and turned towards him, his dark blue eyes hooded and showing concern. “Sort of. We have a… magical gene that runs through the males in our family lines. We shape shift. The females can’t.”

      Reagan swallowed hard, his mind a blank. A magical gene? That did what, again?

      “Um…shape shift? As in… you can turn into an animal? What sort?”

      Is this some kind of joke?

      “I’d prefer not to say at the moment, just keep up with me, okay?”

      Reagan couldn’t help but roll his eyes. He’d fallen into the twilight zone.

      “There are many legends about our people, and we have great faith in Fate. I believe I was meant to save you, meet you, and if you’d just give me one more day, I’ll explain everything.”

      What choice did he have? Steal a car and run away? His logical mind pointed out that so far, they’d looked after him just fine. If they wanted to hurt him, they would have done it already.

      “Okay, but you need to swear that you’ll take me home tomorrow.”

      “If you want to go, of course, I will.”

      “What do you mean if I want to go? Have you not been following what I’ve been saying? I have exams. Lots of them!”

      Grayson started walking once again, and Reagan followed. “I know. A doctor. Pretty impressive.”

      Reagan shrugged. “Yeah, well, I love it.”

      Grayson grunted in response and together they walked back in silence, the electrical attraction between them shimmering like light on a lake.

      “It’s almost dinnertime. Shall we go meet everyone?”

      “What do you mean everyone?”

      His shoulders ached and his ribs burned.

      “I think I need some more pain meds.”

      He swayed a little as his vision began to darken at the edges. He stumbled, groping for anything to steady himself when Grayson grabbed him and swooped him up into his arms.

      “Put me down. I can walk.”

      He could barely see, but this was getting bloody embarrassing. First Grayson had hunted him down, wrestled him to the ground and now he was holding him like a baby.

      The massive hulk carrying him grunted. “Relax. I’ll take you back to the hospital, then we can go eat.”

      Reagan closed his eyes and let himself relax into the arms carrying him. Not like he had much of a choice, anyway.
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      Grayson’s body burned with the heat of his mate in his arms. The man was as light as a feather and as fragile as one of their females. All males born in their community shifted form, and with that came speed, strength, and a vast superiority to heal.

      Their females did not.

      And thus, the men of their pack were very protective of their more fragile mates.

      Grayson had never thought it would be possible to feel this way about another man. The desire to protect him, to care for him, even to fuck him until he passed out with exhaustion.

      A strange warmth rose up his neck.

      Sex with another man. Who would have thought?

      Obviously, the Fates had. This man had been created for him. He needed to get used to the idea. His hormones were already adapting to the situation, so he better adapt his subconscious as well, because his body had intentions of doing things he’d never thought possible. And it felt damn hot and bothered about doing them.

      He flinched and pushed open the hospital door, depositing Reagan safely with Doctor Sarah, and moving back to stand in the waiting room. Despite his little speech to himself, another part of him still hadn’t come to terms with the fact that his mate was a man. It felt like something, or someone, had truly fucked up.

      He’d have no children. And that was probably what annoyed him the most.

      Why Reagan? Why a man at all? It made no bloody sense.

      He shook his head and began pacing the hall. An acceptance of their fates was in their genes, but as an Alpha, one of only five born this generation, part of him wanted to buck the system. Marry someone else that wasn’t his ‘true’ mate.

      A woman, preferably.

      Perhaps that would still be possible? Especially if Reagan was set on leaving.

      Grayson could find a female whose mate had died, or never became known to her? It would mean no strong, true mate bond for them, but it would mean a family. A continuation of the bloodline for his father’s Alpha genetics.

      Reagan stepped back into the hall, a box of pills in his hand.

      “I’m all good to go, although I think I’m going to need some new clothes. The doctor said mine were thrown out.”

      A shudder coursed up Grayson’s spine as the memories flicked into his mind. “They were covered in blood.”

      Driving Reagan back to Greensborough had been the toughest two hours of his life. He’d known that the other hospital had been closer, but he couldn't bear the idea of potentially losing his mate to the human system.

      Instead, he’d risked Reagan’s life for his own selfish purposes. Now, especially knowing what he did about his life to come, a part of him regretted that choice.

      “Let’s go.”

      He marched out of the hospital and waited for his mate, who toddled behind him.

      “Can I get some clothes now?”

      Grayson flicked his wrist to check the time.

      “Yeah, we’ve got about ten minutes before everything shuts down. We’d better hurry.”

      He strode down the path, making a few quick turns until they both stood in front of the only male clothing shop in the ‘Borough. He pushed open the door and shoved Reagan inside. “Pick some stuff for today and tomorrow.”

      Reagan nodded and chose a couple of pairs of black jeans, checking their sizes, then selecting two t-shirts and a grey hoodie.

      Grayson’s eyes slid down his mate’s thin body. Compared to the other males in their area, Reagan was small... So easily hurt.

      He pushed the thoughts away. No one would dare touch Reagan while Grayson drew breath.

      “Shit.”

      Reagan’s face appeared stricken.

      “What’s up?”

      “I don’t have my wallet!”

      “Don’t worry about it.” Grayson took the clothes from his mate and placed them on the counter. “Put ‘em on my account, Sally, okay?”

      “Sure, Grayson.” The petite blonde gave him an interested look and began packing up the clothes. Sally was married to one of the Betas and was already expecting her first child.

      “I can pay you back tomorrow, as soon as I can access a bank.”

      Grayson rolled his eyes and shoved the bags at his mate. “It’s a few clothes. Forget it. Thanks again, Sal. See you at dinner.”

      Reagan gave him a quizzical look.

      When they stepped out of the shop, he asked his mate, “What’s wrong now?”

      “Do you all eat together? Like a commune?”

      Grayson groaned and tugged Reagan along the street. “I live a block from here. You can get changed there, then we’ll go to dinner.”

      Why did his mate have to question everything? It would be so much easier if Reagan had been brought up in the pack and already understood everything.

      He reached for his keys, stepped up to his new town house, and unlocked the door. “Come in.”

      Reagan stared at him for a minute as though weighing his options, then obediently came inside.

      “Where’s the bathroom? “

      “Through there.” He pointed to the downstairs bathroom, and Reagan went off to change, closing the door firmly behind him.

      Grayson let out a breath slowly, feeling the darkness shifting inside him. His mate was home, in his house, where he belonged. A lightness filled his heart that he’d never experience before and as he realized what the feeling was, he let his head drop, defeated. Reagan was the one. There would be no other option for him now.

      Damn it.

      “All done.” Reagan stepped back into the kitchen area, his lithe legs now encased in clothes that fit, his broad shoulders stretching the cotton tight.

      Inside his mind, Grayson’s wolf howled and pawed at the ground, tight with lust and need. Kill that thought! He couldn’t take Reagan now, especially not against his will. Their mating needed to be done right. With full disclosure, and consent.

      He clenched his fists tight, digging his short fingernails into his palms, tensing his muscles as hard as he could so his body would absorb the adrenalin. His body was way too into this.

      The pictures of Reagan’s naked muscles, his lean rump, the groans, the ecstasy, kept flashing up on his mind’s screen. Focus, Grayson, focus.

      “This is a really nice place.”

      Reagan glanced around the open-plan living area with awe in his eyes, and Grayson encouraged the tension out of his body and away.

      Focus on the present.

      “I built it last year.”

      He hoped Reagan didn’t notice the robotic answer. He was proud to have gotten out those words, given the state of disarray of his mind.

      He had to think about something different.

      “Let’s go eat.”
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      Grayson kept Reagan in sight at all times as they made their way to the hall. The whole pack ate together. It was how they were raised. Economical, easy, and good for bonding.

      He pushed open the door and let Reagan step inside first. The noise and warmth of the gathering hit them like an oven door, and Reagan stepped back into Grayson’s chest.

      A growl rolled through him as his wolf reached for his mate, wanting to pull him closer and protect him from all those around them.

      “Why do you keep making that noise?”

      “Because you keep touching me.” The retort was out before he could stop it and Reagan shot him a hurt look before glancing away.

      G.........””I…”G..........”

      “Grayson!” Megan’s voice burst out, knocking any apology that was forthcoming from his mind. His bubbly baby sister could throw a storm off its path. Megan bounced up to him, her curling red hair flowing around her beautiful face. “Hi, I'm Megan. Grayson’s sister.”

      She stared straight at Reagan, and Grayson watched as his mate fell under his baby sister’s spell, his shoulders visibly relaxing as a bright smile lifted his face. “I’m Reagan. Nice to meet you, Megan.”

      Megan brought Reagan in for a very gentle hug, rubbing his arm to expose the birthmark she obviously already knew about.

      She stared at it for a moment, her mouth dropping open. “Grayson! Is it...”

      “Is it what?” Reagan's eyes narrowed as he looked from his arm to Grayson.

      Grayson shrugged, not willing to answer that question just yet. “It’s just a weird mark, Megan. Relax. Let’s go sit down.”

      His sister stared at him with wide eyes before scowling and grabbing Reagan's hand. She pulled him towards the Alpha’s table, where all five families sat at the center of the vast hall. There was room next to Megan, and she tugged Reagan down to sit next to her, everyone at the table staring at Grayson’s mate with interest.

      Heat crawled over his back, and Grayson stepped forward, a growl raising and vibrating through his chest as he wrapped an arm around Reagan’s shoulders in a possessive claim.

      “What are you doing?” Reagan hissed at him.

      Grayson’s wolf clung to his mate, the presence of so many unmated wolves around him making him anxious. But his human side could feel the weight of the eyes on him, and he knew he wasn’t doing the right thing.

      His father stood up, staring at him hard. “Grayson. Sit down.”

      His wolf had no choice but to obey and he let go, dropping into the seat next to Reagan.

      Reagan glared at him, and Grayson’s heart danced at the sight of his mate’s strength and passion. Anger it may be now, but later on, that would translate into something so much more powerful. Life with Reagan was going to be anything but boring.

      “Who’s your friend, Grayson?”

      Tony, the Alpha sitting next to his father, asked casually, picked up a chicken leg and began eating it with apparent nonchalance.

      But the table was quiet, and everyone was staring.

      Did he dare lie about the importance of Reagan to him?

      “I’m Reagan Forster. Grayson saved my life last night when I smashed my car into a tree, but I need to get home, so Grayson said he’d take me back to Melbourne tomorrow.” Reagan’s voice was strong and steady, and pride blossomed in Grayson’s chest.

      Few men could withstand the energy of the table that currently surrounded him, and his mate wasn’t missing a beat.

      He cleared his throat and began introducing everyone. “Reagan, this table is for the five elders who run our Council. My father, Jack, you know. This is Tony, Charlie, David, and Ron. And their families.”

      The way their pack operated, there were only five Alphas in a generation, and all of them bore only one Alpha son. The rest of the community were ranked as either Beta or Omega males. The Betas were often sent to university, but the Omegas were put into more laborious or service type roles.

      Grayson didn’t agree with the rigidity of their hierarchy and believed all men were born equal, and able to determine their fates. But times were slow to change, and there were definite physical advantages born to the Alpha protectors of their group.

      And he did have to admit that the Elders were right about one thing, they had not stayed such an active, vibrant community for no reason.

      Everyone seemed happy within their role in the community, except the Rogues—seven men, all born Betas, who bucked the system. They wanted nothing to do with learning a trade, nor educating themselves to further the betterment of the community. They were lazy and cruel, yet wanted to lead the pack as an Alpha did.

      What they failed to understand was that an Alpha was the main protector of the pack. He would die for the pack. And the Rogues wanted nothing of that responsibility, and only wanted the status that came with the title.

      It wasn’t happening.

      Never.

      Not on his watch.

      “Nice to meet you all. And thank you for allowing me to use the facilities at the hospital. Doctor Sarah did an excellent job of patching me up.”

      “My husband tells me you’re a doctor?” His mother's sweet voice spread down the table, and Grayson couldn’t help rolling his eyes. Of course, his father had gone straight home to brag about Grayson’s newly found mate.

      “Yes ma’am, although I haven’t graduated yet. Six more exams and I’m done.”

      Ron, the elder sitting closest to them, his deep voice rolling down the table, said, “Another doctor will significantly improve the pack.”

      “What do you mean?” Reagan sounded surprised, and Grayson struggled not to groan. Could they be a little more subtle?

      Grayson grabbed their plates and jabbed at Reagan to get up. “Ron probably wants you to stay. Take it as a compliment. Let’s get some dinner.”

      Reagan looked confused, but followed him as they made their way over to the buffet table next to the kitchen.

      “Get whatever you want, as much as you can eat.” He began piling his plate with roast beef and chicken, his stomach growling with the aromas of their chef’s offerings for the night.

      “Wow. What a feast. Do you get this every night?” Reagan was cautiously taking some of the potatoes and Grayson scooped up some stewed beef and dumped it on Reagan’s plate.

      “Eat this. You need to regain your strength. And, yeah, this is normal. We eat well.”

      A werewolf’s appetite was twice that of a human male and their chefs catered accordingly. Most chefs were Betas, and they had both strength and creativity.

      “Okay.” Reagan took a little more—not nearly enough by Grayson’s standards, and then headed back to the table.

      Grayson took more food, then he stopped. His belly tightened and pulled at him as Reagan moved further away.

      Stuff this.

      He abandoned the buffet and went back to the table, his body settling down the moment he took his seat next to his mate.

      This wasn’t a good sign of what was to come. This need to be so near Reagan would be his undoing.

      Reagan was engrossed in a conversation with his sister, so Grayson let his gaze wander. His father smiled at him, and his mother’s eyes were shimmering with tears.

      His chest tightened with emotion. He’d never thought about how his parents would feel when he finally found his mate, but they were happy. More than that, they looked relieved.

      He’d have to speak to his dad about Reagan being a male. How would that work with the succession plan?
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      “Tell me more about yourself, Reagan. Do you have a big family? I sooo want a big family when I get mated. Five kids at least!” Megan rambled on, and Reagan couldn’t help laughing and smiling with Megan as she talked.

      She was utterly enchanting.

      “Mated? You mean, like married?”

      She cocked her head at him. “Yeah, I suppose so. We have a slightly different ceremony than you do, I’m pretty sure, but that’s me. Anyway…tell me about your family.”

      He swallowed hard. Family…what was that? “I…ah, don’t have much family actually. Everyone’s gone.”

      Megan waved at someone, and when Reagan turned around, he found an older woman walking towards them who had Grayson’s bright blue eyes.

      “Reagan, this is my mum, Katherine. Mum, Reagan was just telling me about his family. Go on.”

      The person next to Megan moved and Katherine slipped into his place. She had a kind face and bright eyes, and her aura was soothing. Just as his mother’s had been.

      “Ah, well, I was just saying that I don't really have any family. Dad was an only-child, and so was Mum. And they only had me. My grandparents died when I was young and then when I was eighteen, Mum and Dad passed away too. A car accident, actually.”

      He took a long drink of the water in front of him.

      That had almost been him, too. Shit. If it hadn’t been for Grayson, he may have passed away just as his parents had.

      He stared at Grayson for a moment, gratitude spilling over him like a hot shower.

      “Anyway…that’s me.”

      Katherine reached over and squeezed his hand. “I’m sorry to hear about your family. I’m sure your parents would have been very proud of you.”

      He choked on a sob, tears tingling in the back of his nose and throat. Ridiculous that after eight years he could still get so choked up. “Thanks…um, they knew I wanted to be a doctor and were very supportive of it. Dad especially. It was practically his dying wish, so I can’t tell you how important it is for me to do well.”

      Katherine continued to hold his hand and smile at him. “It is so lovely to meet you.”

      Reagan stared at her, the tears in her eyes confusing him. Why was everyone acting like they’d been waiting for him, and he was meant to stay forever? It was very strange. “Thanks.”

      “Eat,” Grayson
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