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      Hello reader, and welcome to book #2 of the Ombra Pack Chronicles! So, by now, I’d guess you’ve read all about Parker and Aiden and how they got the Ombra Pack started. Well, now we need to move onto the rest of Parker’s werewolf friend group and see how their love lives shake out!

      

      I’ve been looking forward to telling Wyatt’s story since I first started writing down the idea for this series. I love a good ‘gay for you’ trope, it’s one of my favorites. But this time, I wanted to make sure that Wyatt didn’t beat himself up too badly about it. I know it’s hard to go through a major change as an adult, but we live in a new world, and Wyatt has super supportive friends. I wanted him not only to accept himself but to thrive after he found his groove. And I know you’re going to love watching him find it. Not to mention, Tanner is a pretty sweet guy with the patience and care that Wyatt needs to blossom.

      

      Without further ado, let’s get on with the show!
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            Wyatt

          

        

      

    

    
      A real estate conference was honestly the last thing I wanted to go to, but it wasn’t like I could turn it down. My father sure as hell wasn’t going to go. That would interrupt his golfing schedule.

      To say I was feeling a bit salty about the whole situation was an understatement. Not only that, but I’d been forced to take along a newbie on top of it. One of my father’s friends from Illinois was sending his son over to join me at the conference. Apparently, he wanted to get into some aspect of real estate that I was too busy to pay attention to. It was probably tech or something. That’s what everyone did who was my age at these things. I’d spend the entire day in meetings and presentations, easily being the youngest person there by forty years. As for the other guy, I hadn’t seen him yet.

      After a long day of listening to old businessmen talk about the ‘good old days,’ I wandered back to the hotel and checked in. I’d been invited out to the catered dinner, but the last thing I wanted was to socialize even more. No, I’d just order room service or something and get some sleep. The conference only had a few hours left the next morning before I could hop a plane back home. Maybe if I was lucky, I wouldn’t have to even meet this new guy. If he was anything like his father or mine, we probably wouldn’t get along.

      Either way, it didn’t matter. It was just for one night. After that, I’d be back at my apartment in my own bed. I just wish the one night I had to stay out wasn’t on the full moon. Being a werewolf brought enough challenges without having to attempt to blend in during the most invigorating night of the month. The full moon meant running through the woods on pack land, having a rather rare steak, and letting it all hang out, which was something I almost never got to do. But now, thanks to my father, I was stuck in Chicago at a four-star hotel with a bunch of humans.

      No, it was probably better that I was spending the night alone in the hotel room. At least I’d be able to shift and relax a little. I actually had a crazy idea to see if my wolf form would fit in the jacuzzi tub. Why not, right?

      Needless to say, I was a bit surprised when I keyed into my room and found a human man standing there, his suitcase open on the single queen-sized bed.

      “Uh…” I began, glancing back at the room number. “Are… Are you in the wrong room, or am I?”

      “I… don’t know,” he replied. He was doing his best to be kind, but I could tell he was annoyed by my intrusion. “The keycard let me in.”

      “Mine did, too,” I sighed. “I guess the hotel messed up. I’ll go back down and get a new one. Sorry about that.”

      “No problem.” He waved me off, going back to unpacking his clothes.

      Who unpacks clothes at a hotel? It’s weird unless you’re going to be there for like a month. That was my first thought as the door closed behind me. My second thought was that that man smelled damn good. I leaned against the wall, taking a deep breath. It was vanilla all the way through. Not that cheap stuff in candles or soap, but real vanilla like the kind used in high-end restaurants. It was sweet, sophisticated, and rich. For a moment, I thought it must be a cologne of some sort, but there was no hint of chemicals to it whatsoever. The scent seemed to soak into my pores, overwhelming my senses. It reminded me of an old girlfriend I used to have who practically lived at a bath and body store. I suddenly wanted a cupcake, and my dick sucked.

      “Alright,” I muttered to myself as I headed back to the elevator. I reached down and shifted my half-hard cock to the side. “Calm down.”

      It felt a little weird that I was getting riled up about his scent, but I blamed it on the sudden wave of spicy memories about my ex and the full moon. All of my senses were heightened, and that also meant I was horny as hell. Unfortunately, there were almost no women at the conference, and I wasn’t into guys. Being gay was cool or whatever, but it just wasn’t for me. Pussy was too good and too easy to get as a wolf to even want anything else.

      By the time I’d made it down to the lobby, most of my boner had faded. Stepping up to the concierge desk, I placed my keycard on the desk and rang the little metal bell.

      “Can I help you, sir?” a young woman asked as she stepped up behind the desk.

      She was fairly attractive. Putting on my best smolder, I leaned one elbow on the desk, trying to look as cool as possible.

      “Sorry to bother you, but I think I got the wrong keycard,” I replied, making sure to make direct eye contact. Human women loved that kind of thing. “I keyed into my room, and there was already someone in there.”

      “So sorry about that, sir,” she replied, giving me a customer service smile. “What’s your name and I’ll get this sorted out.”

      “Wyatt Trombley.”

      She clicked away on her keyboard. “Ah! Here you are, Mr. Tombley.”

      “You can just call me Wyatt.”

      Another customer service smile. She wasn’t buying it.

      “Well, Mr. Tombley, it looks like you’re in room 307.”

      “That can’t be right,” I replied, giving up the flirty façade. “That’s the one I went to.”

      “It looks like you booked a single queen room with the jacuzzi tub, yes?”

      “Yeah, but by myself.”

      “I show that the booking was for a single adult until two days ago. It looks like a Mr. Trombley called in to add another person.”

      “Fuck,” I hissed under my breath.

      That was when my father told me about the other guy joining me at the conference. He’d called the fucking hotel and pretended to be me to get the booking adjusted. That cheap bastard not only made me pay for my own room at a conference he forced me to go to but also got me to pay for his friend's son, too.

      “Well, I guess I need to get another room then,” I replied with a sigh.

      “I’m sorry, sir, we’re fully booked this weekend due to the conference.”

      “I’ll take anything. I don’t care what it is.”

      She glanced down at the computer and clicked a few times. “I apologize. There’s nothing. There are several conferences going on this weekend. Everything downtown is booked. There are several hotels on the outskirts of town if you want to try those, but they are usually the first to go with events like this.”

      My heart sank as I realized she was right. The airport, the cabs, and the trains had all been swamped for the weekend, thanks to the multiple conferences going on. February was a big time to get all the realtors together as they prepped for the wave of summer sales to come. Not to mention, I was fairly certain there was also a furry convention in town. I’d spotted a few of their suits as I crossed town. That meant that the entire city would be booked up, and I didn’t fancy a two-hour drive to get back to the conference the next morning. I made plenty of money, but that didn’t mean I wanted to spend it all on cab fare.

      I reached out, taking the keycard back. “Alright,” I sighed. “I’ll figure it out, I guess.”

      “My apologies, sir.”

      “No problem,” I lied as I stepped away.

      Well, I’d learned my lesson. The next time I made any bookings, I was going to either not tell my father about them or require that all changes be verified with personal information so he couldn’t change things.

      I crossed the lobby, heading for the elevator once more. I couldn’t help feeling more than a bit irritated as I waited for it to take me to my floor. There I was, trapped in Chicago on the full moon with no privacy and forced to share a room with another dude. If he’d been a werewolf like me, we might have been able to make it work. But since he was human, that meant I had to consciously suppress every single urge I had for the entire night. As soon as I got back to the office, I was taking a fucking vacation. If I had any balls, I’d quit and start my own firm. But my father would never let me do that. Besides, he couldn’t be far from retirement. I was so close to having the entire business in my hands. Once he left, I wouldn’t have anything else to worry about again.

      A few minutes later, I swiped the keycard again, the lock beeping and turning green. I pushed the door open, the wave of vanilla washing over me once again. Behind the bathroom door, I could hear the shower running. That guy was not going to be happy when he walked out and found another dude in his room.

      It wasn’t until my gaze fell on his suitcase that the situation finally dawned on me.

      There were two of us, and there was only one bed.

      And where the hell was that vanilla smell coming from?!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Tanner

          

        

      

    

    
      I heard the door open while I was in the shower, and I couldn’t help but sigh. First, it was that weird guy that keyed into my room, and now housekeeping was in there for no reason. I’d literally just checked in, and it was almost nine o’clock at night. I didn’t need anything.

      Turning the hot water off, I stepped out of the shower and pulled a towel around my waist. I didn’t even take a moment to dry off. A quick word would get them to leave, and I could go about my night. All I wanted to do was relax after a long day of conversing with people who could barely use their phones, much less understand the complicated nature of the listing system I was working on developing. Realtors, like any other sales business, was made up of frat bros and old men who were far more concerned about their golfing game than anything else. A silver tongue had gotten them everywhere in life, and they saw no need to change it.

      “No housekeeping needed,” I said, pushing my way out of the bathroom.

      I stopped dead in my tracks as my gaze fell on him. That guy from before… he was in my room again. And this time, he was sitting on my bed.

      “Um… What are you doing here?”

      “You must be Tanner,” he sighed, tossing his phone down and pushing himself upright. “You’re the son of my dad’s friend, right?”

      My mouth fell open slightly. I knew Walter Trombley in passing. He’d been around since I was a kid. He and my dad had been good friends for over a decade. It seemed like they were out on the golf course every weekend or flying off to go on some business trip. My dad had mentioned Walter had a son, but that was all I really heard about it. But the man sitting in front of me was not the gangly teenage boy I’d imagined in my head for all those years.

      He was a man. And a damn fine one at that. As he stood up from the bed, I noticed he’d changed out of his suit into a pair of running shorts and a tank top. The thin fabric left little to the imagination as he walked toward me. My eyes were inexplicably drawn to his cock as it bounced back and forth between his legs. I gripped my towel a little harder as my own body responded to the view.

      “It’s nice to meet you,” the man said, holding out a hand. “My name’s Wyatt.”

      I looked up, tearing my gaze away from his bulge and up to the rippling muscles of his arms. Reaching out, I saw he had large hands covered in thick veins that ran up his forearms. Everything about him was vascular and masculine. I glanced up at his deep blue eyes and his messy ginger hair, taking it all in. He was gorgeous.

      The moment our hands connected, I felt a sort of jolt between us. The hairs on my body stood up, and my stomach did a weird sort of flip. I caught some recognition in his eyes, like he felt it, too. However, the quick shake was over in an instant, and the feeling began to fade just as fast.

      It was probably nothing more than static electricity.

      “H-Hi,” I said at last, doing everything I could to keep his gaze instead of ogling him like a piece of meat. “Nice to meet you, too.”

      Wyatt shook his head as he pulled his hand back, clearly confused about something. “Well,” he said at last. “It looks like my father has been up to his usual cheapskate methods. He called and altered my booking to include you but didn’t think to ask them about a room with more than one bed.”

      I’d read this in smutty romance novels before, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

      “I guess we could both sleep in it,” I replied. “Unless you want to sleep in the tub.”

      “Ain’t no way I’m sleeping in a tub, bro. I’d rather just share a bed.” He shook his head. “No, homo.”

      Bro? No homo? Ugh. There went that fantasy. Anybody who called me bro was definitely not looking for some nerdy twink like me to share a bed with them. Just by looking at him, I could tell he was straight anyway. There was a sort of ingrained confidence he had that I just didn’t see in other gay guys. And as for the ‘no homo’ part? That was a red flag in my book. He was hot but not worth getting my ass kicked for. Reliving high school wasn’t my fantasy.

      So much for that sexy Chicago hookup, I was hoping to have.

      “I could try to find another place to stay…”

      “Nah, don’t worry about it, dude. Besides, I already checked with the front desk and with Google. There isn’t a single room available in this entire city right now unless you wanna hit a divey motel outside of the city.”

      “Yeah, that sounds terrible,” I replied. “Well, I guess at least it’s just for one night.”

      “Right.”

      We both stood there for at least twenty seconds, an awkward silence filling the void between us.

      “Well, I’m gonna go finish my shower…”

      “Cool, bro,” Wyatt replied. “I’m gonna order food on the company card since my dad decided to spring this on us. I’ll get you on there, too, when you get out.”

      “Thanks,” I smiled, giving him a small wave as I headed back to the bathroom. “I won’t be long.”

      I hopped back in the shower, letting my thoughts overtake me as I soared up. At least the guy wasn’t a total prick. He seemed less like a bully and more of an actual nice guy. But that only made my mind wander further. I couldn’t help wondering if he was the kind of guy who was straight as an arrow or the ‘bros help other bros out’ type. The latter had my dick hard as I tried to soap up. I couldn’t help reaching down and giving my throbbing cock a squeeze.

      A small moan escaped my lips as images flooded through my mind. Judging by Wyatt’s gym shorts, he was decently hung. Not to mention, I’d had a hard time tearing my eyes away from all those bulging muscles of his. It wasn’t uncommon to see fit realtors. They knew that good looks got them clients and helped make the sale. It had been proven time and time again. Even so, Wyatt was a rather exquisite example. I couldn’t help the stroking motion that began, my fist pumping over my soapy cock.

      “No,” I hissed through gritted teeth, forcing my hand away. “That’s only going to make tonight all the more awkward. Just jerk off when you get home.”

      With a sigh, I forced myself to rinse off, turning the water to cold at the last minute to get my raging hard-on to go away. It worked. Mostly. Even after I dried off and pulled on my clothes, I had a hard time forcing my chub into my underwear. I’d chosen a tight pair on purpose in a vain attempt to keep it at bay.

      That thing had a mind of its own sometimes.

      Eventually, I made my way back out into the hotel room, only to find Wyatt with his hands buried in my suitcase. I felt my skin prickle almost immediately. There was definitely a butt plug packed between my socks, along with a bottle of lube. I usually wore it during these boring conferences just to spice things up, but I hadn’t had a chance to slip it in yet. And, of course, that’s right where his hands were.

      “Uh… Did you lose something?” I asked, anxiety spreading across my skin.

      “Fuck!” he cried, nearly jumping out of his skin. He backed away from the bag, his face turning beet red in an instant. “S-Sorry, bro,” he stuttered. “I… I was trying to see what kind of cologne you’re wearing. I had an ex-girlfriend who had a similar one, and curiosity got the better of me.” He reached up, scratching the back of his head. “I shoulda just waited. Sorry, dude.”

      “It’s okay…” I stepped up to the edge of the bed and glanced down, my butt plug on full display. My cheeks flushed as I flipped it closed. “I’m not sure what you’re smelling, but I don’t wear cologne.”

      He nodded. “Oh. Maybe it’s body wash or something.”

      “Maybe…”

      I couldn’t help a quick glance down. Why the fuck were his shorts tented?! As I looked back up, I realized he was staring straight at me. Caught.

      “So… uh… food?”

      “Right, right,” he said, flopping down on the bed and throwing a pillow over his crotch.

      He was just as aware of his problem as I was.

      “What do you like?”

      “Anything Asian.”

      “Sounds good to me.”

      I plopped down in the cuck chair at the end of the bed and crossed my legs. “Orange chicken for me.”

      “You got it, bro.”

      Ugh. I did not understand what was going on with this guy. But I had a feeling sleeping in the same bed with him was going to be a very awkward experience. I glanced around the room, desperate for any other place to bed down for the night. However, the room was fairly small, and unless I wanted to sleep in the cuck chair or the tub, the bed was the only option. Forget sleeping on the floor. I wouldn’t have done that at home, much less a hotel that greasy people were coming in and out of all day long. I knew what went on in these places.

      Nope. The bed was the only choice, and I wasn’t looking forward to it.
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      I lay there in the dark, facing the wall, unable to ease my racing mind. I still didn’t understand what had come over me. Why had I, against all my better judgment, gone through Tanner’s suitcase while he was in the shower? The excuse I told myself was that I had to know the source of that irritatingly wonderful scent. It seemed to disrupt all of my senses, making it hard to concentrate on anything else. Not only that, it kept me permanently at half-mast, which was ridiculous. He was a guy, but for some reason, I couldn’t stop it from happening. Even when the memories of my ex were driven away by my racing thoughts, my dick still wouldn’t cooperate.

      And, of course, as I was digging through it, I found his butt plug. It told me the majority of my assumptions were right. I’d caught him staring at me multiple times. Not that I could blame him since I was sporting a chub the entire time. Anyone would look. But he seemed to look just a little too long. That, mixed with the scent of arousal on his person, left no doubt in my mind that he was gay or at least bi. Which, to be fair, I was completely cool with. I’d been the focus of male affection before, and I always politely turned them down. I wasn’t a dick. My two best friends in the whole world were gay, and there was nothing wrong with that.

      Even so, I couldn’t explain why, when I found the butt plug, I had the inclination to sniff it. The rich vanilla scent permeated his luggage, and I felt this undeniable urge to bury my face in it and just breathe it in. The plug, while perfectly clean, still smelled of his pheromones, and they had a power over me I didn’t understand. Thankfully, I’d managed to put it down before he walked out of the bathroom. That would have been deeply embarrassing and impossible to explain.

      But there I was, lying in bed only six inches from him, our backs facing one another. The queen bed was barely big enough for the two of us, and we were balancing on the extreme edges just to make sure our skin didn’t touch. The vanilla scent had grown warm as he slept, the heat of his body spreading it throughout the room. I was nearly suffocated by it lying so close to him. And yet, at the same time, I couldn’t help but breathe deeply, taking more and more of it in with each passing breath.

      My cock, for the past hour, had been rock-hard because of it. To say that was confusing was an understatement. But, as the light of the full moon poured down on me from the window nearby, I couldn’t help feeling the wolf inside of me itching to get out. I had so much pent-up energy that needed to be released, but I couldn’t think of a way to get it out. I could sneak to the bathroom and shift, but I was too turned on to even consider it.

      I turned onto my back, my throbbing cock tenting the sheets over my belly. Glancing down, I watched as it bobbed up and down, thrumming in time with my heartbeat. My gaze shifted over to Tanner, who was sleeping next to me. His chest rose and fell as he slept, his pale body illuminated in the moonlight. He was a pretty handsome guy. It looked like he took care of himself, and although he was a bit on the lithe side, he looked strong. His thick brown hair stuck out at odd angles against his pillow, giving him a sort of rugged look. He kept a short, scruffy beard, and I recalled his deep brown eyes that were so soft and friendly.

      What the fuck was I thinking about?

      Sighing, I crossed my arms over my chest, the bed bouncing beneath me. Why did this guy have me so riled up? Was it just the moon, or was there something else going on? My mind was reeling from his scent, my body was on horny lockdown, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how much I wanted to touch him again. When we shook hands, it was so electric, unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. The moment our hands touched, I
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