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Dedication

At the end of every year, I look back and
think of all the positives I’ve had in any particular year and the
things I want to change moving forward – the one thing I would
never change is the love and affection I have for my amazing
readers – may your 2022 be safe, happy, and filled with the love
you deserve.

To Jon, Barry, and Phil – a huge thank you
for all you do for me.

And finally, to my grown kids – Holly, Peter
and Thomas – I get to finally see you in two days, and I’m so
excited, but remember, you live in my heart always xxx







Chapter One






Newton was drowning in papers.

He had not left his house in over a week and
figured there was at least another four or five days of cleaning up
the mess of everything that happened before he was finished.

He had filed a number of lawsuits against the
council, which was not only risky, but essentially pointless, since
the judges were all Council appointments.

“So why bother?” Cam, his brother, asked. He
was there, dropping off another box of files.

“Due process,” Newton said. “If I don’t file
them, then it reflects badly on me. Anyone who took a peek at the
public record would later scream ‘why didn’t the Northern
Territory’s lawyer do anything.’ I don’t want to be remembered that
way.”

“Remembered?” Cam laughed. “Why the past
tense?”

“Because,” Newton said, “I’m drowning in
paperwork.”

He opened a new file folder.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” he said.

“What?”

“Old Man Hyam is lodging a complaint against
the Council, saying they discriminated against him due to his
condition.”

“Wha…?”

Newton scanned the letter. “That bastard is
actually arguing that they only let him go because he was a
paraplegic, and that he should’ve been detained and given a chance
to defend himself properly.”

Newton took off his glasses and pressed his
fingers into the bridge of his nose. “Is this guy for real? I mean,
how did they even get him to go along with the plan? Last I checked
he hated his son and everyone else on the planet.”

“He called the mansion and said, ‘whatever I
can do’. Shaved his head and everything for it. People change, I
guess,” Cam said with a shrug.

“I guess.”

“Speaking of which, I gotta go and get
changed,” Cam said as he walked to the door. “Big dinner tonight
with the four boys and their mates. A truffle fest, apparently.
Kyle had his first taste of them when he was captured, but now he
wants everyone to try them. It’s Aiden’s treat.”

“Wonderful,” Newton grumbled. “I’ll be fine
here with another night of mac and cheese and sixteen more hours of
paperwork. Don’t worry about me.”

“Never do,” Cam said. “I know damn well you
can take care of yourself.”

Newton opened the new crate of files,
screamed in frustration, and checked the label on the side of the
box.

“Cam!”

His brother poked his head back in through
the door. “Yeah?”

“This is the wrong box of files,” Newton
groaned.

“Oh,” Cam nodded. “There were two there. I
guess I grabbed the wrong one.”

“I need the other one,” the lawyer bit his
words out in exhausted agitation.

“Can it wait til tomorrow?”

“NO!” Newton barked. “Get that kid to send it
over… the brother…”

“Michael? He’s back home with his mom and
dad. They all went back after the pizza night.”

“Thanks for inviting me to that, by the way,”
Newton said, the sarcasm dripping from his lips like a dog’s
slobber.

“Sorry, bro,” Cam said. He did at least look
shamefaced. “It was all pretty hectic.”

“Well, I can’t get over there and back and
finish this all off,” Newton growled.

“Don’t worry,” Cam assured him, “I’ll get it
to you. One way or another, it’ll be here within the hour.”

“I don’t know how…”

“Me neither. But it will. Gotta fly!”

Newton threw the box lid across the room in
frustration as he watched his brother run off, seemingly without a
care in the world.

The boys and their mates!

Newton wanted to take ten minutes to feel
sorry for himself, stuck in work while everyone he knew and loved
had a warm body to share their night with instead of pasta and
paper.

Ten fucking minutes, but no. It too would
have to wait. Just like everything else.

The insult to injury was that not a single
one of those beefy boys, his brother included, would truly
appreciate what a truffle was.

But Newton did. He loved them and
hadn’t enjoyed the taste for years.

/~/~/~/~/

Forty minutes later, as he was standing over
the stove top stirring powdered cheese product into a milky noodle
soup, a scent wafted across the room and made him weak in the
knees. His groin felt suddenly on fire, and his palms went
instantly sweaty.

In his aroused confusion, Newton sniffed the
packet of orange dust.

It wasn’t that.

As if someone were tugging on his cock, he
felt pulled around and was suddenly facing the door, where a tall,
massive, and totally hot beast of a man stood holding a box of
heavy files like it was nothing more than a marshmallow.

“Hey,” he said, and the sound of his voice
caused Newton to start salivating. “Cam asked me to bring this over
to you.”

Newton saw that the titan was breaking out in
a sweat and starting to shake. He can smell me too.

“Where would you like this?”

“Just drop it anywhere,” Newton said.

And the big hunk did.

The box spilled open across the floor, mixing
in with the carefully stacked and meticulously categorized files
Newton had already read and reviewed.

This tall and dark dream was walking towards
Newton, each inhaling the other’s scent the closer they got.

When he was about six feet away, he stopped
and snarled his upper lip, which the lawyer took as a clear
invitation.

Newton leapt across the room into the
towering man’s arms, and the two of them quenched their loneliness
and hunger on each other.

The kettle on the stove began smoking and the
papers tumbled to the floor as the two of them tore at each other’s
clothes. Newton saw the visitor tilt his head back, exposing his
neck.

Newton had the shirt off his gorgeous
intruder in a matter of seconds and took a moment to run his
fingertips over the wraparound tattoo that colored the man’s right
breast and arm. He didn’t usually care for tattoos, so Newton was
pleasantly surprised to find he was turned on by the artwork. In
fact, he was turned on by everything about the guy. His look, his
incredible scent, his voice.

“I didn’t catch your name,” that deep voice
rumbled as his hands cradled Newton’s head, guiding it down lower
to the promised land.

“Newton,” the lawyer answered, as he
unclasped the belt buckle and lowered the fly on the bulging jeans
before him. He could almost taste the colossal prize that was
waiting for him behind the zipper’s teeth. “And you are?”

“Tron,” the giant groaned as he gently thrust
his hips forward.

Newton, down on his knees now, was about to
peel back the briefs and gorge himself on some long overdue cock,
when the name finally registered in his febrile brain. He twisted
his head free of the man’s grip and leaned back on his heels.

“Tron?” Newton repeated. "Council renegade?
Trainer of assassins? That Tron?”

“Yeah,” Tron said. “Is that a problem?”

“No, it’s not a problem,” Newton said as he
took one last look at the delicious piece of meat hiding behind the
cotton briefs. “It’s a fucking catastrophe.”

It took every ounce of will he had left, but
Newton stood up and crossed back to the stove and turned off the
burner. Smoke was starting to rise from the burned pot.

“Fuck!” He said, and dropped the whole thing
in the sink, turning on the water. The burnt saucepan hissed and
steamed as the water hit it.

“Look, I don’t know what you know or don’t
know, Newton, but the public version of me was from a long time
ago.”

“Not long enough,” Newton said, doing
everything he could to not make eye contact. His body was still
raging, his wolf angry that it was denied what was clearly its
fated mate. After all this time, to finally catch the scent of his
mate, and it had to be the fucking trainer of the assassins.

“I’m sorry you feel this way,” Tron said.
Newton could hear in his voice the strained effort to sound calmer
than he was. “But it’s pretty clear we shared something powerful
just now.”

“Fucking assassins,” Newton said, as he
continued to look away.

“I’m not an assassin,” Tron said. “No tattoo
under my eye. See?”

“Yeah, well, if there was, I wouldn’t have
let you step inside my house. You’re not a trained killer. You’re
the fucking monster who trained the killers.”

“I did train them,” Tron said, “and that’s
something I have to live with. And if I’m a monster, so be it, but
it’s pretty clear that I’m your monster.”

“It was a mistake,” Newton tried to say.
“Just an overactive libido, exhausted from too much work.”

Tron took a step closer. “Look at me.”

Newton turned away and held up his hand.
“Stay back, please.”

Tron took another tentative step. “You can’t
deny it, Newton. Look at me.”

“I can’t. I won’t.”

Another step. Newton spied the butcher knife
sitting in the wooden block on the counter. One more step, and
he’ll have to grab it.

“Please.” Newton could hear the pleading in
Tron’s voice. It stirred his compassion, and a shitload of other
emotions, but he still couldn’t look.

Don’t take another step. Gods almighty,
don’t take another step.

He sensed the step before Tron even lifted
his foot. Newton’s wolf was on high alert, and he was hyper-aware
of everything. Only, trouble was his wolf wanted this beast to come
closer, whereas he did not.

Newton swiftly reached forward, grabbed the
knife from the block, and spun around with incredible speed.

Tron, however, reacted at the speed of light
itself, and had a vice grip on Newton’s relatively tiny forearm
before he knew what was happening.

“Let go of the knife, Newton,” Tron
whispered. “I’m not going to hurt you. I would never hurt you.”

Newton was looking into those irresistible
cinnamon eyes again. Combined with the voice and that scent that
cried ‘home’ and ‘safety’… not to mention ‘fuck me senseless’, but
he couldn’t deal with that right now… Newton was paralyzed with
confusion.

He loosened his grip on the knife and Tron
gently took it from him and set it aside, out of reach.

“You can’t be here,” was all Newton could
manage to say. He wanted him here and wanted him gone all at once,
so the hate and passion were breaking even in him. But that’s not
why he knew Tron had to leave.

“Let’s give this a couple of minutes to
settle down,” Tron said. “Let our animals relax a bit, and
then…”

“No, I’m sorry, but you really can’t be
here,” Newton repeated. “I’m preparing a case against the Council.
You’re essentially part of the Council, and therefore part of the
case. You being here, us together, in any way, shape, or
form, is a conflict of interest. I’d be disbarred. You have to
leave. Now.”

Tron glanced around, and Newton saw him nod
in understanding.

“Right,” Tron said. “I get it. I’ll go. But
only if you promise me that once this trial is done, you’ll let me
see you again.”

“If it were up to me,” Newton said, “the
answer is not on your fucking life.”

Tron smiled and nodded, then stepped back
towards the door.

“Lucky for us, then, that it’s not completely
up to you.”

As Tron was about to walk out the door,
Newton watched him turn, and whisper just loud enough so Newton
would hear him: “Trust your wolf.”

Newton breathed in the scent and sight of him
one final time and watched as Tron silently vanished from the
lounge room, slipping out the door like he had never stepped
through it in the first place.

Once he was gone, Newton sank to the floor
and hugged his knees to his chest.

Gods almighty, he silently implored,
Please, please, don’t let me be mated to him.







Chapter Two


What just happened in there?

Tron asked himself that question a dozen
times as he walked back to his car.

He had built his life on never being
surprised. Ever. He always knew as much as he could before walking
into a strange location and dropping of a box of files to Cam’s
brother seemed safe enough.

He thought back to a bit earlier. Levi’s
mate… Cam – Ranger’s best friend and Newton’s brother. He was in a
panic, needing to shower and get out the door for dinner. Everyone
was off for some fancy night on the town. The four assassins and
their mates. Tron wasn’t invited, which was fine with him.

He still found it bittersweet to be around
Ranger, Marcus, Levi, and Sean. He was glad that they were all
settled and mated, happy for them even, but he could not erase the
absolute horror he had put them all through. He was sure they
couldn’t either.

Of course, this beautiful man, this
Newton, doesn’t trust me, Tron thought. I’d hate me
too.

Tron had heard a bit about Cam’s brother,
whom he only knew as “the lawyer”. How he had pulled a gun on Levi
and lived to tell about it. Tron tried to recall what he imagined
this ballsy lawyer looked like. Older, for sure. Maybe a bit out of
shape, boasting a soft belly and receding hairline. Smelling like
printer toner and oat-milk lattes.

Never in a million years could he have
imagined the vision he’d been greeted with. Not a hot, young,
twink, with an ass to die for, stunning eyes, and the cutest mouth
just begging to be kissed.

Yup. Tron was completely blindsided by what
happened in there.

He looked back to the house. He respected
Newton’s wishes and left him alone but couldn’t drive away just
yet. He wanted to catch one more glimpse of his destiny in the
window.

Forty minutes went by, and still there was no
sign of Newton.

Tron sighed and started the car. He began to
drive off, one eye continually looking up to his rearview mirror to
catch a glimpse.

Nothing.

/~/~/~/~/

It felt too early to go home. The house would
be quiet with everyone out. Just the enforcers coming off their
shifts and some cleaning staff.

Tron didn’t want to see the enforcers. He was
responsible for their training and did his absolute best to avoid
contact with them outside of the training studio. In there, he had
to be ruthless. Not as ruthless as he once was with the assassins,
of course. No enforcer would lose his life if he didn’t advance to
each new level. Sure, they’d be ridiculed, punished, shamed, and,
therefore, motivated to do better. If they failed a second time,
they’d be out. There was no shortage of candidates to draw on.

Tron found himself driving aimlessly. He
forgot where he was going, where he was, how to shift the gears on
the manual transmission of his vintage sports car. Thankfully his
body knew what to do. Around every corner, ahead at every light,
was Newton. He couldn’t get the smell, the image out of his mind.
Was this what love felt like? Tron knew it was too soon for that,
but his heart had never ached before either.

Tron had never been out of control of his
thoughts, his feelings. ever. It’d always been too dangerous for
him and others. Now suddenly, with the delivery of a box of paper,
doing a favor for someone he knew but had always kept at arm’s
length, his entire world was upside down.

He felt his palms. Damp. The hard-on between
his legs was also a rarity. Not that he couldn’t get it up. He
wasn’t that old, for fuck’s sake. No, just having a lingering
erection long after the moment had passed; that was new.

Like a fucking teenager, he
thought.

Nothing much to do about it now except head
back home, jack off, and try to get some sleep. Figure out how to
win Newton over, so his wolf wouldn’t be in opposition any longer
than it had to be. Which was way more uncomfortable than a case of
blue balls.

Tron was looking out to his right, checking
the street sign to see where he was, when he saw a dark sedan pull
up. His nerves suddenly sent out a warning signal, and he sensed
something familiar, but forgotten. A memory from a different time
in his life. In the backseat of the sedan, holding a cane between
his legs, was none other than Master Kimbo, Tron’s old trainer.

Well, at least that’s who it looked like.
Tron did a double take and was about to roll down the window on the
passenger side and call out, when the sedan pulled away.

Tron followed it.

Master Kimbo!

Tron tried to remember the last time he saw
his old teacher. It was that long ago, he couldn’t put his finger
on a time or date – he couldn’t even remember the year, only that
it was a long time ago. He did conjure up memories of being taught,
trained, and - at times - tortured, using earlier versions of the
very techniques Tron refined when he trained the assassins.

Master Kimbo was a genius, and the most
invincible creature Tron had ever encountered. Although it was hard
to reconcile his memories with the shriveled package of a man that
sat in the back of that sedan.

If it was even him.

Tron watched the sedan turn left up ahead. He
followed.

Towards the end of his training, Tron
remembered Kimbo’s comments. He had succeeded with flying colors,
and Kimbo said something along the lines of ‘you have much left to
learn, but nothing more from me’.

Or something like that. Kimbo, when he wasn’t
yelling to get a man’s blood pumping and scare the living shit out
of anyone, spoke in those cryptic, ambiguous sentences. Almost
poetic, now that Tron thought of it.

Whenever that final night was, Tron received
the feedback as he always did, reviewed the plan for the following
day, again as he always did, and laid out his strategy for
correcting any mistakes. Then the two would start again at dawn,
with a cardio workout and strength training.

But Kimbo wasn’t there that following
morning. Nor at the studio later that day. Nor the next. Or next.
Or next. He simply vanished.

Tron didn’t know where he lived, or if he was
mated, had a family, or anything of his personal life. Come to
think of it, he didn’t even know if Kimbo had a personal life
outside of the highly specialized work he was doing for the
Council.

Over the years, Tron thought of him so many
times. He would always hear the master’s voice in his head, as if
he was there, speaking to him for real when there was a problem
Tron couldn’t solve. The man was more of a father to him than
anything else. Kimbo had left a lasting impression on who Tron
would become.

The sedan turned right up ahead, followed by
a sharp right again into an alleyway. Tron followed, but as he
turned into the alleyway, there was no sign of the car - only trash
cans and stray cats.

He got out of the car and walked to the end
of the alley. No sign of the car, and there was no way a sedan that
large would have negotiated the corner out of the alley so
quickly.

Tron lightly jogged to the street, and back
again, scanning the roads. Nothing.

He checked the alley for garage doors. There
were a few, but when he tried them, they were all locked.

Could the car have slipped into one of the
garages, and someone have closed the door and locked it that
quickly?

A slight breeze blew past, and Tron picked up
the smell of food cooking in an apartment nearby. Noodles. He
immediately thought of Newton, home with the burning pot on the
stove.

His heart fell along with his mood.

Right. He’d found his mate, been rejected,
and was hurting.

Grateful for the brief distraction from
reality, Tron concluded that he imagined seeing Master Kimbo, and
whatever car he was following didn’t go down this alley at all. He
must have lost track of it early on. Besides, Master Kimbo, a
robust but old teacher way back when Tron was a kid starting out,
must surely be dead by now.

Long dead.

/~/~/~/~/

Newton finally uncurled himself from the
floor and did his best to snap out of feeling sorry for himself.
His potential mate finally crossed his path. And he’s worse than
a killer. He’s the maker of killers.

All those years hating the assassins. His
brother Cam, gone, following Ranger all over hell and back, never
coming back to the home Newton had created as an adult with his
brother in mind. Newton had struggled to understand and yet when
Cam had called him to help with Aiden, Newton had dropped
everything just to give his brother a hand. Finally, they were
living in the same place, and just as they were starting to figure
out how to be brothers again, wham! Another assassin came along to
fuck everything over. Levi – asshole assassin, who’d bitten his
mate and yet left Cam hanging for so long. Cam hadn’t told anyone
about it. Not even Ranger.

Not even me, thought Newton.

Then the cluster-fuck with the Hyam boy and
another assassin - Sean this time - leaving Newton buried under an
avalanche of a lawsuit. One he couldn’t hope to win and yet, if he
made one wrong step or spoke one syllable out of turn, he could
find the career he’d worked so hard for gone in a puff of smoke and
dust.

As he thought about it, every disaster or
bout of heartache in Newton’s life was connected in one way or
another to these four killers with the tell-tale tattoo under their
eyes. And now, the tattoo artist himself had waltzed into Newton’s
life, spoke a half dozen words, and Newton jumped into his arms
like some femme fatale
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