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Chapter One

 

 

Prologue

 

Ale walked into the kitchen, laughing at Chester and Silas. It was great to see them both happy and at ease with their mating. They'd had a few bumps along the way, but now that everything had settled, they were great together.

Troy was leaving for college in a few days, so they’d thrown a party for him. Ale had yet to meet him because, as soon as Troy had seen him for the first time, he’d disappeared.

He stumbled a little and grinned. Maybe he should have stopped a beer or two ago, but he was having a great time and hadn’t realized quite how much he’d had to drink. Now all that drinking was catching up with him and he really needed to go. Finally finding the bathroom door, he turned the handle, but it didn't open. Frowning, he tried again, turning the handle several times.

“Five minutes,” came a muffled voice from inside. Sacha.

“More like ten, Sach,” Jared replied.

A loud moan came through the door, followed by a harsh groan. For fuck’s sake, couldn’t they keep their hands off each other for two seconds? Ale shook his head and walked up the stairs, opening the first door on the left. He knew the door on the right lead to Silas and Chester's room.

Not paying attention, he staggered into the bathroom to take a piss and moaned with relief as he emptied his bladder, leaning against the wall when he stumbled to the side.

Flushing the toilet, he washed his hands and walked back into the bedroom, stopping when he saw Troy sat on the bed.

"Hey, kid. What's up?"

Troy didn't say anything but stood and stepped closer until they almost touched.

"Why do you smell so good?" he asked, leaning closer to sniff at Ale's neck.

Ale pushed him back. "Hey, stop that kid."

"I'm not a kid. I'm a man." Grabbing Ale's hand, he pushed it down onto his hard dick.

Ale snatched his hand back. "What the fuck are you playing at?"

Troy opened his eyes, and Ale took a step back. His eyes glowed red with emotion and Ale couldn't look away.

Without warning, his back slammed into the wall behind him, causing him to instinctively reach out and grab Troy by the shoulders in an attempt to push him away.

Troy knocked his hands off and leaned against him, their bodies touching as Ale tried desperately to move away.

"Stop it, kid. I'm too old, and your dad would kill me."

Troy ignored him and sniffed along his neck again. "Smell good."

"If you need to feed, I'm sure there's blood somewhere." Troy fisted his hair, tilting his head to one side, and Ale struggled to get free. "No, Troy."

"Can't stop. Got to-"

Ale jerked as Troy's fangs sank into his neck and his vision faded out. Reality disappeared, and he felt like he was standing over himself, watching it happen, hearing his own moans followed by the sounds of their clothes tearing.

Their bodies moved together, desperate for a connection, desperate to become one. He cried out as a tight heat wrapped around him, tipping him ever closer to the edge, and closer to what he needed. 

In what felt like seconds, the most powerful orgasm he'd ever had flooded through his body, causing him to buck up into the weight on top of him, trying to get closer, wanting to prolong the deep, intense connection for as long as possible.

Reality soon began to creep in though and Ale became aware of sunlight filtering in through the blinds, and he blinked, turning his head away. The weight on top of him moved, sliding off, and he looked at the person who lay next to him.

"Troy," he whispered in disbelief.

Troy lay curled on his side, his body shuddering, and Ale could feel his pain like it was his own.

Sitting up, he gripped his shoulder, pulling him over and staring into his tear-streaked face. 

Troy blinked up at him, then whispered, "I'm sorry."

Ale straightened and finally glanced around the room and then back at them.

Their clothes were strewn everywhere, and they were both naked. Ale's heart pounded in his chest, sweat breaking out over his body, and he swallowed hard.

"Did I-"

"No, you didn't."

"But, we had sex, yeah?" 

Troy nodded. 

"Fuck, I don't... shit. Fuck, Troy, I'm sorry."

"You don't feel it, but you will," he muttered brokenly.

Ale opened his mouth then closed it slowly when he realized what had happened. "Mates?" he whispered, incredulously.

"I didn't know. I just knew I had to feed from you and... have... you."

Ale sat there unable to say a word. His mind was a chaotic mess as images of them together flooded his head along with Troy’s despair and pain. Fuck, he didn't want this.

He shook his head and moved further away. "Troy..."

"I know you don't want me," Troy muttered. "I can feel how revolted you are about it."

"It's not that. I'm almost as old as your dad! We can't be mates. I'm no fucking good for you."

"We are." Troy moved off the bed and stood naked with his back to Ale. "I'm sorry you feel this way, and I wish it could be anyone but you." Troy straightened his shoulders. "Get dressed and get out. We can forget this happened and we don't have to see each other again."

Ale shook his head. "I'm not stupid, Troy. I know you need my blood-"

"Ship it to the college."

"What about sex, Troy?"

Troy shrugged, still facing away. "I'll figure something out."

"Troy-"

Troy spun around and glared at him, his eyes flashing red with anger. "I know you don't want me, okay. I know this is a huge fucking inconvenience to you. I can feel it—" Troy punched his chest "—here. So, get dressed and fuck off."

"At least tell me you've had sex."

Troy snorted. "Well, I have now. Thanks for that."

Ale dropped his head into his hands. Fuck, a virgin. "Troy-"

Troy got in his face and growled, "Get the fuck out." His eyes continued to glow red as he spoke, and Ale finally nodded.

"Okay, but we need to sort out blood-"

"I'll message you and let you know when I need it. I can supplement from other blood sources. Get it bagged and sent to me."

Ale nodded and dressed quickly. When he reached the bedroom door, he turned to Troy. "Troy, I'm-"

"If you say you're sorry, I'm gonna lose my shit."

Ale stared at him for a long time, but neither spoke, and finally conceding defeat, he nodded once more and left the room, closing the door behind him.

Downstairs, he walked into the living room and collapsed on the sofa. He rubbed his chest, feeling Troy's pain and misery, and closed his eyes. Shit, a fucking kid. He was mated to a fucking kid, and he was the son of one of his closest friends. How the fuck did this happen? Why on Earth would they end up as mates?

And more importantly: What the fuck were they going to do now?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

Eight Months Later…

 

Alejandro Martin was sitting in the command center, monitoring the teams out in the field. They were on another urban search and rescue for two missing boys. Two young boys.

When the frantic call had come through to them to ask for their help, they had dropped everything, flying to the scene and offering any assistance they could. Ale had set up his equipment in the room being used as the command center and every piece of information that came his way, no matter how small, was being passed on to his team out in the field.

Aged five and six, the boys had been playing in a local park when they’d disappeared. Their moms, who were nearby, had only taken their eyes off them for a few minutes whilst they caught up with the local gossip and they were gone.

The initial report came in from the moms themselves and despite the local law enforcement searching the area where they’d last been seen, they had found nothing. The search area was then widened and BOLOs — Be On the Look Out — had been sent out to all law enforcement in the surrounding areas. Door to door canvassing had taken place, along with a search of nearby yards, empty buildings, outhouses, as well as the standard institutional checks like hospitals, shelters and other such places.

Places the boys were known to play, friends they knew: the police searched everywhere and had come up empty-handed. It was like they’d simply vanished into thin air, no trace of them to be found.

By the time Rescue Inc had become involved, the NCIC, or National Crime Information Center, and the media had been alerted. Search teams were deployed with dog handlers and a helicopter was also in attendance. They needed to find those two small boys, and fast.

The media pestered everyone with questions, shouting out to them whenever anyone stepped outside. What were they doing? Why hadn’t they found the boys yet? Who was involved? Did they have any suspects?

The center was buzzing with officers from around the region coming and going. New search teams were set up and locations passed out for them to investigate. The fathers of the two missing boys had been allowed to stay in the room, something Ale wouldn’t have allowed in case news came in about the missing boys’ location and condition.

He wasn’t in charge so could do nothing about it. All he could do was pass on all relevant information to his teams out in the field. Any new information that could lead to the missing boys, Ale sought, sifted through and passed on.

The weather conditions were also changing, and Ale was conscious of the fact that if temperatures dropped, then the boys were in serious danger of hypothermia or worse. They needed to be found… now.

When he heard the chief call the search off, he updated Chester, who was understandably pissed off at being called back. As Ale was talking to him, he heard a scuffle behind him followed by screaming. Quickly spinning around on his chair, he froze at the sight before him. One of the missing boys’ fathers had a gun and was waving it around, pointing it at both him and the officers.

“Keep looking for my son!” he screamed. “Don’t fucking leave him out there.”

“Chester, we have a situation,” Ale murmured into his cell.

“I heard. We’ll be there as soon as possible.  Be safe.”

Ale slowly lowered the cell onto the desk, keeping his eyes firmly fixed on the father. He waved the gun around and Ale stared at it, seeing the overhead lights glint off the metal. The air was heavy and filled with tension, everyone on high alert and staring at one man. If he had a chance, he was taking the weapon. The man could accidentally discharge it, and someone could get hurt.

He watched and waited as the other father tried to calm him down and make him see sense. After several tense-filled seconds, the gun lowered. The officer closest to him tried to snatch it away and the gun went off. Ale broke out in a cold sweat, watching in what felt like slow motion as the officer slumped to the ground. The father was shocked and horrified, dropping the gun like it was on fire, a hand covering his mouth as he shook his head in disbelief, the blood draining from his face.

“I didn’t mean… I never meant…” He stuttered, the words jumbled together.

The adrenaline was coursing through Ale, despite the danger having passed, when out a nowhere a wave of positive emotions flooded through him and for a split second the feelings confused him before he realized what had happened. The tight control he always kept on his emotions had slipped for a moment when his defenses were down and Troy had felt them. He slammed a lid on the connection. He couldn’t afford the distraction right now even though he desperately needed it, needed Troy, even if he wasn’t prepared to admit it.

Snapping back into the present, he watched another officer quickly cuff him, the man offering no resistance. His eyes were glued to the injured officer and even as he was dragged away he couldn’t take his eyes off him, shaking his head and muttering, ‘I’m sorry’ repeatedly.

The officer quickly received treatment for a gunshot wound to his shoulder and was led away by paramedics. The other father was also removed, and Ale turned away, getting straight back on his cell to update Chester. 

“All clear. Situation dealt with.”

“What happened?”

Ale sighed. “One of the fathers took an officer’s weapon when he realized the search was being called off.”

“Poor guy.”

“Yeah, but now he’s landed up in jail with potential charges hanging over him.”

“Shit. Look, we’re ten minutes out.”

“Okay. I’ll update you when you get here.”

Ale hung up and closed his eyes, breathing deeply and searching for the connection between him and Troy. Even though he was aware of it, he couldn’t access it and he realized that Troy had shut it down from his end.

Sighing, he ran a weary hand over his eyes, rubbing them. He had no idea what to do and the one person he would have gone to talk to about it with was mated to Troy’s father. Complicated didn’t even begin to cover the situation.

Ale didn’t have relationships, he had one or two-night stands. Nothing permanent. He didn’t want or need the hassle that went with it, but now he had a mate. A kid who was still learning about life and Ale didn’t have a fucking clue what to do.

He’d unintentionally hurt Troy, that much he knew, but he had no idea how to fix it. 

Sighing again, Ale grabbed the printouts handed to him. It wasn’t something he could deal with right now. He had two little boys to find.

❊❊❊

Troy sat in the college library trying to research material on an assignment he had due, but he was struggling. The words jumped around the page and he sighed, leaning back in his chair and staring at the wall opposite.

He swallowed, his throat itching, and he knew he was cutting it close. He needed to feed, the thirst clawed at him, but not just any blood would do. He’d been trying to go for as long as he could before he had to contact his mate.

He had precious little left and he refused to contact him for more. He didn’t want to be tied to a man who didn’t want him. Not that he could do anything about it.

If only he’d known what he’d been feeling that day, then everything would be different. He’d never experienced a feeling like that before or the way Ale’s scent had pulled at him. And as for his blood? It was like it had been calling him and he’d been unable to resist it.

As soon as Ale had been close enough, his scent and the sound of his blood pulsing through his veins had overwhelmed Troy and he stepped closer instead of stepping away.

He could remember it, the need clawing at him to be closer, to feed from him and to feel his body on and in his. His body had buzzed with arousal and as soon as he had stepped closer he’d been unable to resist the needs pulsing through him.

It didn’t matter what Ale had said, Troy couldn’t stop himself from piercing his skin and drinking his sweet blood. He didn’t know who had stripped first, or if they had simply ripped the clothes from each other’s bodies, but he remembered the feeling of fullness and rightness. The orgasm that had ripped through him was one he’d never experienced before or since, but then, his own hand was a poor substitute.

That one reckless move had tied them together because Ale was his mate and that was what Troy had been feeling. The mate pull.

No one knew. Troy couldn’t talk to anyone about it and he knew Ale hadn’t either. Silas, his pops, would lose his shit over it. Troy was nineteen and mated. At least, he’d lost his virginity to his mate. Was that actually a good thing? He’d never get the chance to play the field, to be with other men and women.

So now he had tied himself to a man, a mate who didn’t want him, and he was struggling to be around others. Here, at college, where he should be out fucking at every opportunity.

Troy dropped his head into his hands when his eyes itched and burned. No, he wasn’t going to cry about it. Not over Ale. He didn’t deserve his tears. Troy needed to pick himself up and move on. Someone else would want him.

He heard footsteps approaching and he blinked a few times to make sure there were no tears and he lifted his head, smiling when he saw it was his roommate, Adan.

“Man, that professor’s a dick!” Adan said as he dropped his bag to the floor.

“I know. I’m trying to do his assignment now.”

Adan stared intently at him, before asking, “Have you fed?”

Troy was lucky that Adan had no problem sharing a dorm room with a vampire. Even in this day and age, some humans were leery about it. Adan's best friend was also a vampire, so he was well aware of the needs vampires had.

“I’m okay.”

“You don’t look it, man. You’re pale as fuck. There’s blood back at our room. Make sure you have some when you get back.”

“Worried I’ll chomp on your neck?” Troy asked with a grin on his face.

Adan waved his hand at him. “I’ve been fed on before when Dylan was injured. It’s biology, but you’re taking it too far. Don’t think I haven’t noticed, man.”

Troy sighed. “Adan.”

“Troy,” Adan said in a whiny voice.

They both grinned and then chuckled. “Okay, I’ll feed when I get back.”

“Good.” Adan poked at the papers in front of Troy. “Now this piece of shit assignment.”

“I found the books we need for it.”

For the next ten minutes, they worked together until Troy broke out in a cold sweat. He glanced down at his body, listening to it, feeling the emotions coursing through it, but then realized it wasn’t him. It was Ale. Something was happening to Ale. Something bad.

He knew Ale was out in the field on a rescue mission. Silas had told him about it the day before when they’d spoken. Something must have gone wrong for Ale to feel this way.

They never tried to reach out for each other, so Troy didn’t know what to do. Should he try to send positive vibes through their bond, to show his mate his support? What if he did it and it was the wrong thing to do or he pissed Ale off?

Shit, he didn’t even know what to do and he had no one to talk to about it. Fuck it, he’d send him what he needed, even if he didn’t want it.

Closing his eyes, he concentrated on the bond they shared and sent him positive emotions. He knew Ale received them. He felt his shock and surprise come through to him, and then suddenly, Ale cut him off. Cut the connection, like he’d slammed a door in his face.

Troy gasped and stood, stumbling away from Adan, who called out his name in surprise as he managed to stumble to the bathroom, slamming into an empty cubicle before collapsing on the floor and breaking down. The tears streamed from his eyes, running down his face, and Troy whimpered, trying to keep quiet. He didn’t want anyone to know he was there.

His chest ached, actually physically ached, as his body shook with emotion.

He sat on the cold floor, leaning back against the door, and did nothing to stop the tears from falling. His mate had rejected him… again and the pain was just too much to bear. Troy knew in that moment that he would never try to help Ale again. He needed to learn to keep the connection between them silent. 

He needed to move on and forget about him because his mate wanted nothing to do with him and he’d have to learn to live with it.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

Dropping his bag by the door, Ale walked into the kitchen and took the coffee Silas gave him.

“Thanks, man.”

Chester had his arms wrapped around Silas, and from the expression on both their faces, Ale knew they were talking silently to each other.

“I’m doing steak tonight.”

Ale nodded at Silas. “You okay with me staying?”

“The spare bed’s made for you. Not a night you want to be on your own.”

Ale nodded and collapsed on the nearest chair, exhaustion pulling at him. Both boys had been found but were in critical condition, and Ale had asked to be kept updated.

There were no words to describe his feelings when news had reached them that the boys had been located. Now, they were in the best place and hopefully they would recover from the hypothermia and injuries they’d sustained.

Finding them had been a lucky fluke. No one knew about the old abandoned mines and if a team hadn’t stumbled across a hole in the ground, the boys might never have been discovered. They’d been playing when the ground had given way beneath them and they had fallen in, trapping them below ground and out of sight.

Now the local authority was aware of them, they’d been busy searching for more openings to make them safe so this never happened again. Once was one time too many.

Ale closed his eyes and opened them when he felt a hand shake his shoulder. Staring up at Silas, he furrowed his brow, asking, “Is everything okay?”

Silas smiled at him. “You’ve been asleep for an hour. Why don’t you come outside, eat, and then go to bed?”

“Shit, an hour? Really?” Ale sat up in his chair and rubbed his eyes.

“Chester nodded off for a bit too. Come on and eat.”

After Ale had eaten, he thanked both Silas and Chester, he went upstairs to the guest bedroom. As he passed Troy’s room, he paused and quietly opened the door. He stepped in and stared at the bed that had changed both of their lives. 

He walked over and sat on it, his hand running over the covers. He could see it clearly in his mind, the events of that day. Troy biting him and the sex that had followed.

Rubbing a hand over his face, Ale glanced around the room, picturing where his clothes had fallen. Even now he couldn’t remember how he’d stripped, or how he’d suddenly been naked.

He vaguely remembered a little about the sex, but he did remember how amazing it had felt. Troy’s body had been so responsive, so hot and deliciously tight.

“Shit,” he muttered, running a hand through his long black hair.

What the fuck were they going to do? He couldn’t keep sending him his blood. At some point, their relationship would have to change. Troy deserved better than what Ale could give him. Ale was twice Troy’s age and had seen too much to be the mate Troy deserved.

War had changed something in him. Made him emotionally harder than the man he had been before. Troy had suffered enough in his young life that Ale knew he wasn’t the mate for him, but there was nothing either of them could do about it now.

Troy had sealed their fate that day.

Ale knew he’d handled the situation poorly. Shocked at what had happened, he’d been disgusted by the fact that he’d had sex with Silas’ son. Troy had picked up on how revolted he was with himself and misunderstood that feeling, assuming he was revolted by him.

Lost for words, he’d ended up leaving and they’d had only communicated by text since. Blunt and direct to the point messages.

A noise at the door caused Ale to glance up. Silas was staring at him.

“How does the house feel with Troy not being here?”

“Strange.” Silas sighed and walked into the room. “I know he can be a pain in my ass, but damn, I miss him.”

“Quieter though.”

“God, yes, but now he’s gone, I miss the noise.” Silas grinned. “Miss him stomping across the floor like he’s about to come through the damn ceiling, but he’s doing what he wants to do.”

Ale stood and walked towards the bedroom door. When he reached it, he asked, “He’ll be back for break, right?”

Silas frowned and gave a subtle shake of his head. “I really don’t know what’s going on with him recently. He’s… distracted and his grades are falling. He won’t talk to me about it.”

“He’s probably out partying. He’s at college having fun. I’m sure you were the same at that age.”

“Yeah, maybe.” Silas didn’t sound convinced.

Shit. Ale knew it was because of him and their bond just like he knew Troy needed more of his blood but was stubbornly refusing to ask for it and it wasn’t like Ale could speak to him about it. He’d set down rules before Troy had left for college, but one of them had been that he should contact Ale if he needed more and Troy hadn’t.

Fuck, what did he do? He stared at Silas, gave him a small smile, and left him in Troy’s bedroom. He needed to be alone at that moment and think about what they were going to do.

Once there, Ale sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the carpet beneath his feet. He clasped his hands together and let them rest between his spread legs. The situation was a mess. It didn’t matter how many times he’d looked at it or how he thought he could do something different. The end result was always the same. He and Troy had mated. They were bound together until one of them died.

He actually researched if the fabled mate bond could be broken, not because he didn’t want Troy, but because he felt Troy could do so much better than him. All he’d found was rumor and speculation. Nothing concrete.

He lay on the bed and closed his eyes and immediately he saw the image that always haunted him. Troy’s face in that second when he’d come. It was like the image had been imprinted on his mind, playing the same clip over and over again.

He’d looked glorious. That was the one word that sprang to mind whenever he remembered it.

Black hair, damp with sweat, red eyes shining bright, and pale skin flushed with heat. Pleasure written clearly on his features. So incredibly beautiful in his passion.

Automatically, Ale’s hand moved down his chest and rubbed his hard dick, groaning at the touch. His dick pulsed with need and he knew only being inside Troy would bring him the relief he craved. His hand certainly wasn’t doing the job. 

Why did Troy have to be so attractive? He felt like a fucking pervert every time he came shouting Troy’s name. He had to find a way to break their bond, even though, deep down, part of him didn’t want to. It was what was best for Troy though. That was all that mattered.

❊❊❊

Troy shot up from his bed, his skin pebbling in the cool air. A dream had woken him, one of him and Ale together. It was always the same fucking dream. Their mating, their bodies touching and sliding together. The fullness in his body as he rode Ale, taking what his body demanded.

He swallowed, his throat dry and he tiptoed over to his fridge. Opening it, he stared at the blood he had left that Ale had sent him. It wasn’t enough, but he wasn’t going to beg for more. Not from that fucker. That fit fucker.

Groaning, Troy grabbed the bag and went into the bathroom, shutting the door gently behind him. He didn’t bother to warm it up, but drank straight from the bag, gagging as the cold, thick liquid filled his mouth. A few mouthfuls were all he could afford to take. Ale wouldn’t be sending him anymore for another week or so.

He sat on the toilet and closed his eyes, remembering that night from so long ago. Sinking his fangs into Ale’s neck, piercing his bronzed skin, and drinking his sweet, warm blood. The only time he’d ever drank from a human and it was his mate, so of course the blood had tasted phenomenal, and the sex? Yeah, he didn’t want to think about his one and only time, so he dreamed about it instead.

And now he was left to drink this shit version from a sterile plastic bag.

Why him? Why Ale?

Okay, so he was hot to look at with his long, dark hair and tanned skin, and from what Troy could remember, his dick had been great too. Ale certainly knew what he was doing when they’d been fucking, knew how to make him feel good, like his whole body was alive.

Right on cue, his dick hardened, and Troy stared down at it in disgust. He could stroke one off, but his orgasms had been pathetic since his mating to Ale. It was like his body knew there was better out there and refused to give him what he desperately needed.

He wrapped his arms around his stomach and gently rocked on the seat, trying to calm down. He took several shaky breaths as his emotions threatened to overwhelm him again. Every time he thought about his mate he reacted in one of two ways: being aroused or devastated.

What was he going to do? He couldn’t live the rest of his life in this condition. He wasn’t really living, just going through the motions and trying to hide shit from Ale. Couldn’t leak any of that shit to the one person who was meant for him. Couldn’t have Ale know how deeply his actions hurt.

“Why?” he whispered brokenly.

The dam burst, and he bit his fist and sobbed. Tears ran down his face and his chest heaved as Troy tried to hold the emotions back, but that wasn’t going to happen now. Now the emotions had been let out, they had to run their course.

Why him? God, he was so tired of fighting the emotions, the need to be with his mate. He was a vampire and his vampire nature wanted its mate, even if his mate didn’t want him. He didn’t know how long he could fight it for. The daily struggle just to get through college and coursework was getting too much.  Pretending to be happy,  smiley, and friendly drained him constantly.

He needed more of Ale’s blood. He always needed more. The demands he was making on his body was the reason why. Too much stress, too much fighting with himself, made the hunger stronger, the need greater. 

Yet again he thought back to that day when he was at home. The BBQ that changed his life. He should have talked more to his pops when he wanted to explain mates to him, but that was just too embarrassing. Like the birds and the bees talk. No chance was he sitting through that hell. But look where he was now, all because he’d rolled his eyes and refused to listen.

Ale was right. He was just a kid who couldn’t handle adult situations, except he was now smack bang in the middle of one. 

Should he call his pops and tell him the truth? Troy furrowed his brow. No, he knew exactly how he would react. He’d hunt Ale down and strangle him. Chester would probably help too. He might not be his real parent, but Chester treated him like a son.

When he was in his bed at night, he could feel an echo of what Ale was feeling. He knew Ale was doing everything he could to block his emotions from Troy, but occasionally some slipped through, and even though Troy hated it, he loved it too. He was plain fucked up.

He stumbled when he finally stood up, shivering as he realized how cold he was. He walked quietly back to bed, making sure Adan was still asleep, and pulled the covers up to his chin.

Cold. Another sign he needed to feed and only Ale’s blood would help. The other blood wasn’t doing much for him now. He wouldn’t ask. He’d find a way through this until Ale sent him more. They had an arrangement and Troy wasn’t going to break it.

He curled on to his side and stared at the wall in front of him. Why? Why Ale?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

Troy slammed in, the door banging off the wall, and stormed over to the refrigerator. Pulling the door open, he grabbed a bag of blood and went to the bathroom, slamming that door shut behind him.

He bit into it, and drank, ignoring the cold, thickness of the liquid the bag contained. It didn’t take him long to finish. Throwing the bag in the trash can he kept for them, he leaned on the sink and glared at his reflection.

His eyes glowed red and he hissed in a breath, gripping the cold sink in his hands. Why him? Hadn’t he gone through enough? First Tina, that bitch of a mom, and now this shit?

Why Alejandro? Why him? Why couldn’t he have someone who was closer to his age and who, yeah, like, wanted to be him?

He dropped down and squatted on the floor, breathing deeply. His dick was constantly hard and no amount of jacking off helped. He needed to get laid but only his mate would do. A mate who didn’t want him.

Twisting on the floor, he leaned back against the wall and gently banged his head on it. Staring at the ceiling, Troy sighed deeply. His life was fucked up. He would only have one mate and his had disappeared.

Yes, Ale saw to his basic need: his blood, but other than that he wasn’t there. Troy wanted him, no, needed him, but that was never going to happen. They were never going to be in a relationship. 

He dropped his head into his hands and groaned. Shit, with Chester living at home, Ale would be there too. How was Troy supposed to act around his mate when no one knew the truth?

A knock on the door caused Troy to raise his head. “Yeah.”

“Are you okay?” Adan asked.

Try closed his eyes. Of course, Adan would be concerned. Adan’s friend was a vampire, so he would know the signs.

“I am now. Just left it a little too long. Got caught up in revision. I’ll be out in a minute.”

“Sure, okay.”

Troy stood and looked in the mirror again. He could see the thinness in his face, the weight he’d lost. The dark shadows under his eyes, and the paleness to his skin.

Shaking his head, he pushed away and opened the bathroom door, finding Adan waiting for him outside.

“Look, Troy, I’m worried. Dylan will be here soon, so maybe you should talk to him.”

Troy grimaced, shaking his head. “Nah, there’s no need. I’ll be fine.”

“You know he’s a vampire. He can help. Maybe you need more blood. We could go and get some.”

Troy smiled at Adan. He needed to contact his mate and ask for more blood. That’s what he needed to do. He was going through it too fast.

“I’ll be fine.” Needing to change the subject, Troy asked, “So, where are you taking Dylan tonight?”

“You should come. You need a night out.”

Shaking his head, Troy said, “Going home. I think I need a break from college. Too much partying and homework.”

“Partying? You?” Adan laughed. “It’s you who needs to go out. When was the last time you had sex? Me, I’m out as often as I can and, man, some of the girls here.” Adan licked his lips. “Fucking fine.”

Troy grinned. “And you’re fucking your way through them.”

Adan shrugged. “I’m young and-”

Someone knocked on the door and Adan grinned again. “Dylan!” he shouted, springing up from his bed and throwing the door open.

“Adan!” Dylan hugged Adan and stepped in, shutting the door behind him. “Hi, Troy.”

Troy winced when he caught Dylan’s frown as he looked over at him. “Hey, Dylan.”

“So, where are we going tonight? Need a drink and, man, I need to get laid.”

Pointing at Troy, Adan said, “He’s going home.”

“What?” Dylan shook his head and pointed at him. “You need sex, Troy, not to go home.”

Troy smiled sadly and shook his head. Only one person would do it for him and he didn’t want a kid like Troy.

“I know something’s not right. You eating and feeding?” Dylan asked, dropping his bag next to Adan’s bed.

“It’s not that,” Troy muttered. He really didn’t want to talk about it.

“What is it? I know you don’t tell me much, but I know something’s wrong.”

Troy picked up his cell debating about contacting his mate so soon. Sighing, he said, “I’m mated.”

Dylan grinned. “That’s fucking great! I thought mates were like some mythical shit!”

Smiling, Troy said, “I know three mated couples. All of them are human and vampire matings.”

“Seriously?” Turning to Adan, Dylan said, “I have a mate. How fucking awesome is that!”

Adan smiled back at him. “You’ve talked about mates for years.”

“So, what’s he or she like?”

Swallowing, Troy answered Dylan’s question. “He. He’s part of a rescue team that get called in when anyone needs help.”

Dylan punched Troy in the arm. “I can’t believe you never told me. All this time, Troy. That’s great-”

“He doesn’t want me.”

Dylan’s mouth fell open. “What? I… what?” Dylan frowned. “Your mate doesn’t want you? What the fuck! You’re really mated, right?”

Troy nodded. “We were both drunk. I had no fucking clue what I was feeling when I saw him, I just had to get close to him and…”

“Bite him and that led to you two fucking. Shit, Troy,” Dylan muttered, rubbing a hand over his face.

“Yeah, and now we’re both fucked.”

“Why wouldn’t he want you?”

“It’s complicated, Dylan.”

“Not that fucking complicated. We only get one mate. There’s no spare hidden away somewhere. He knows this, right?”

“Yeah, he does, but like I said, it’s complicated. Like, really fucking complicated.”

“And I repeat, nothing is that complicated. If he’s thinking about himself and not you, then he’s a fucking selfish bastard.”

Troy stared at the cell in his hand, breathing deeply. “My pops is mated to a vampire, Chester, and my mate is Chester’s friend. They’ve known each other for years.”

“And? What fucking difference does that make?” Dylan demanded.

“He’s older than me. Like, a lot.”

“And so the fuck what?” Dylan paced the small room. “I was taught that a mate is the most important person in your life. If I ever find mine, I will keep hold of him or her. I wouldn’t let them go.”

Troy nodded. “I know, but it’s a bit difficult when your mate tells you not to bother.” Troy rubbed his chest. “I could feel how much it bothered him.”

Dylan sat next to him on the bed. “What do you mean?”

“When you’re mated, you can feel them. Strong emotions mainly, but I don’t know for sure. I try not to feel him or reach out to him and certainly don’t talk to him. That’s too personal.”

“Don’t talk to him. Do you message him?”

Troy frowned glancing at the cell then smiled. Dylan thought he meant talk, talk. “Telepathy.”

Dylan’s mouth fell open. “Holy shit. Like mind talk?”

“Yeah.”

Dylan’s mouth opened and closed a few times and he looked over at Adan. “Telepathy. That’s awesome.”

Adan shook his head. “Seriously?”

Troy smiled. “Yeah. All the mated couples I know do it. Especially when one of them is away. They say it keeps them close.” Troy shrugged. “I don’t really know.”

“You’ve never…”

“No. He doesn’t want me. I hate asking him for blood.”

“Shit, Troy.” Dylan looked at him, shaking his head and looking him up and down. “You’re not getting enough, you know that. I can see how thin you are from the last time I was here. You can’t keep going like this. At some point, you’re going to lose control and attack someone.”

“Yeah, and I share a room with you. I’m like number one on that list!”

Troy winced. “Sorry, Adan. I’m going to text him today and ask for more.”

“You need more than his blood, Troy,” Dylan argued. “You need him.”

“He doesn’t want me. He told me he was too old and that I should find someone else. I could feel it.” Troy thumped his chest. “I could feel how he felt about being my mate. He was revolted!”

“What, because you’re younger than him? So the fuck what?” Dylan shook his head. 

“Dylan,” Adan muttered. “It’s none of our business.”

Dylan turned to Adan, and said, “He needs his mate, Adan. You don’t mate with someone and then walk away. They’re connected now. They will feel what the other feels.”

“He’s right, but you can’t make someone want you,” Troy whispered. “Ale doesn’t want me.”

❊❊❊

Ale stared at the campus building Troy lived in, debating whether he should go up and speak to him. No matter how hard Troy tried to keep his emotions hidden, Ale could feel his pain… and hunger. The hunger was gnawing away at him, and Ale knew how it was making him feel.

Why hadn’t Troy contacted him sooner? Ale could feel the need he had for more blood and yet Troy hadn’t said a word. He knew he’d told Troy to contact him when he needed blood, but he never thought Troy would endanger his life and potentially the lives of those around him by ignoring this need.

Troy’s behavior was irresponsible, reckless, and dangerous. Behaving like the stupid kid he was.

His fingers drummed on the steering wheel as he stared at the building in front of him. Sighing, he slowly pushed the door open and stepped out, slamming it shut behind him. He leaned back against his truck, sighing again.

He ran his fingers through his long dark hair, remembering Troy fisting it in his hands, and an image of their time together flashed through his mind.

He growled quietly. He needed to stop thinking about that day. Needed to move on even when every part of him wanted Troy. His pale skin, black hair and blue eyes. Even now, months later, Ale could easily recall the image of Troy naked and aroused, his body clenching around Ale’s.

Pushing off the car, Ale sauntered over to the building. He knew what floor Troy was on, what number his room was. He’d managed to get the information from Chester on their last mission and now he was here to speak to his mate and fix this mess.

Troy had to tell him when he needed more blood. By the time Ale left, Troy would be under no illusions of what he had to do next time he ran out and waiting to contact him wasn’t it.

He waited for the elevator to arrive and stepped to one side when a group of teenagers got off. As he stepped in, he heard giggling behind him as one commented, “Oh, I’d have him.”

Ale turned and smirked at them, chuckling when he heard them laughing and waited as the elevator rose to the floor he wanted.

The smile dropped from his face as he approached the door and he shoved his hands into his jean pockets after knocking on it.

Some kid opened it and looked him up and down before saying, “What do you want?”

“I’m here for Troy.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

Adan walked over to the door and opened it, saying, “What do you want?”

“I’m here for Troy.”

Troy’s head snapped up when he heard Ale’s voice. He scooted back on the bed, lifting his legs up and wrapping his arms around them. He closed his eyes, trying to cut out the emotions rushing through his body. His mate was here. He was right here.

He wanted to run over to him and hold him close. Kiss and touch him. Bite him and feed from him.

“Is that him?” Dylan asked quietly.

Troy nodded. “I’m not ready,” he whispered.

“Don’t worry. I’ll help.”

Dylan stood and walked over to the door. “What do you want with Troy?”

“That’s none of your business. Where is he?”

“Well, it is my business. What do you want?”

Sighing, Troy stood and walked to the door. He whimpered when he saw Ale. Tall and broad, muscles bulging in his arms as he stood leaning against the door, hazel eyes fixed on his own blue, his long hair loose around his shoulders.

“Hello Ale.”

“Can we go somewhere to talk?”

Dylan put his arm over Troy’s shoulders and pulled him in front of him so Troy’s back was against his chest. “You know him, babe?”

Troy closed his eyes briefly. This wouldn’t help. “It’s okay, Dylan.”

Ale looked between Troy and Dylan, grinding his jaw. Troy glanced down, seeing Ale’s hands clenched into fists.

“Are you sure, babe?”

Troy turned and smiled at Dylan. “I’m sure. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

Troy stepped away only to have Dylan pull him back and kiss him. “I’ll be here waiting, babe.”

Troy glared at Dylan who smirked back at him and then followed Ale down the corridor to the elevator. He didn’t say anything and neither did Ale, the silence heavy between them. 

Troy was conscious of every move Ale made and he shoved his hands in his pockets to stop himself from reaching out to touch his mate. He wanted to touch him, desperately. He pursed his lips and closed his eyes, only opening them when the elevator arrived.

He stepped in behind Ale and moved as far away as he could. He needed the distance because having Ale so close was tearing him apart. His mate stood only feet away, but he was untouchable. He might as well be on another continent.

They rode down in silence and when the doors opened, Troy followed Ale as he walked out of the building. They went around the side, away from everyone, and Troy folded his arms over his chest, waiting for Ale to speak.

He wasn’t going to say a word. Fuck that. Ale had come here, so he could be the one to talk first. Childish? Yes, but Troy didn’t care.

“I know you need to feed, Troy. I can feel it. Why aren’t you asking me for more?”

Troy grunted. “You want fuck all to do with me, so why should I bother you?”

Ale stared at him and eventually sighed. “Because no matter what we both want, we’re mates. You need me.”

“And you must really fucking hate it. I can feel you, Ale. I know when you’re thinking about me because I can feel it.”

“It doesn’t matter. We’re still mated, and you still need my blood. You need to feed.”

Troy slashed his hand through the air. “No.”

Ale stepped closer. “I can feel it, Troy. Don’t be a stubborn fool.”

Troy glared at Ale. “Fuck. You.”

Ale glared back at him and suddenly grabbed Troy, pushing him up against the wall. Troy had time to suck in a breath before Ale’s lips met his and Troy lost all thought. His mate was finally kissing him.

He groaned loudly and fisted Ale’s shirt in his hands, parting his lips and sucking Ale’s tongue in, moaning when they tangled together.

 The kiss was messy and desperate, and Troy pulled Ale closer, rubbing against him, desperate to feel his hard body. He whimpered as emotions flooded through him, his and Ale’s. It didn’t matter what Ale said, he was into the kiss just as much as Troy was. His arousal flowed through their connection and ramped up Troy’s, his hard dick rubbing and sliding against its mate.

Ale suddenly broke the kiss, breathing heavily, and stared at him for a few seconds. Then he pushed Troy towards his neck. Troy moaned, inhaling his mate’s scent, and ran his fangs up and down Ale’s neck before biting into Ale’s flesh. He groaned when he tasted Ale’s blood, drinking deeply. So much better coming from Ale than a sterile plastic bag.

Ale’s hand rubbed his dick and Troy groaned, arching up into the touch, trying to increase the friction. He was so close. The smell, taste, and touch of his mate was overwhelming his senses. Being completely surrounded by Ale, all Troy could do was feel.

His balls pulled up as a tingling sensation shot through him and he grunted as he came, his body jerking. He heard Ale’s harsh groans and knew he’d also come.

He eventually pulled back and licked the wound, sealing it. He opened his eyes and stared into Ale’s hazel ones and knew the exact second Ale shut down again, putting distance between them.

Ale let him go and took several steps away. “Don’t let it get so bad again,” he muttered before walking away.

Troy watched shocked, his eyes widening. He shook his head and shouted, “You cunt!” 

Ale stopped walking but didn’t turn around. “I’ve told you, Troy. This isn’t going to happen.”

Troy watched Ale continue to walk away. Troy growled, grinding his jaw and clenching his fists. The selfish bastard. “Fuck you, Ale!” he screamed before turning and storming away.

He didn’t remember walking to his room, but he was aware of people jumping out of his way. He was furious. No, he was beyond furious. How dare Ale treat him like that? Like some cheap fucking hook-up. Troy was his mate. Who the fuck did he think he was? Walking away from Troy like he meant nothing to him.

He slammed the door to his room open, and ignoring both Adan and Dylan, he went into the bathroom and straight into the shower. There was nothing worse than crusty dried come. Oh, wait, there was. Your mate making you come and walking away like nothing had happened.

Within ten minutes, he was showered and dressed. Fuck his mate. Fuck Ale.

To Adan and Dylan, he asked, “Ready?”

He was going out and he was going to find someone who wanted him and then he was going to fuck Ale away. 

❊❊❊

Ale sat in his car and slumped in the seat, dropping his head into his hands. He could feel the rage inside Troy, could feel it bubbling over, consuming him, controlling his thoughts and actions.

He closed his eyes and sighed. “Shit,” he muttered.

How long could they keep doing this when it was tearing Troy apart? The pain and anger were almost too much for Troy to take and Ale could feel it all. He knew Troy tried to shield him from his wants, needs, and desires, tried to keep his emotions hidden, but there were times when Ale felt them and knew that Troy was struggling with it. 

Right now, Troy was pissed. He was beyond pissed. 

Ale didn’t know how much time had passed, but something caught his eye and when he looked up towards the campus building, he saw Troy and his friends leaving.

He sat up straight, his eyebrows shooting up when he noticed what Troy was wearing. Skin tight jeans and a tight t-shirt that showed everything off. So, Troy was going out to get laid.

Growling, Ale glared at him and his friends as they stood waiting. His stomach churned and his chest tightened. Troy was going to fuck someone else. Ale thumped the steering wheel. He had no one to blame but himself. Hadn’t he told Troy that they could never be together? That they could never have a relationship. Well, it looked like he’d finally listened and now Ale was the one feeling pissed off.

He clenched his hands into fists, his jaw tightening when a group of men looked Troy up and down. Troy smiled in their direction and words were said, but Ale was too far away to hear.

A cab pulled up and the three of them got in. Ale watched it pull away.

He closed his eyes, breathing harshly. A burning anger rose in him. No, he deserved to feel this way. Troy was young and should be going out and having fun. He shouldn’t be stuck with an old man like him. Ale was fucked up after witnessing too much horror. You didn’t get to see the things he had or do the things he’d done, without it leaving scars. No, Troy was better off without him.

Even though he was doing what Ale wanted, Ale felt sick to his stomach at the thought of someone else kissing and touching and fucking Troy. But this was what he wanted, wasn’t it?

Starting the engine, Ale pulled away.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

The music was blaring from the speakers and Troy was in the middle of the dance floor, letting the beat roll through his body. He needed this. He needed to forget about Ale and move on because the bastard had made his decision and Troy wasn’t wasting his life waiting for Ale to change his mind.

He lifted the almost empty bottle of beer and drained the contents. He didn’t give a fuck that he wasn’t old enough. He needed to get drunk and then laid. He needed to fuck someone and have them wipe out the memory of his mate. He passed the now empty bottle to Dylan and continued dancing, ignoring the concerned look Dylan threw his way.

The lights above him moved and swirled, a dizzying array of colors that splashed across the dancers. Troy sang along with the song playing, trying to forget what had happened earlier.

He ran his hands over his abs and chest, closing his eyes and letting the music take him away. His body moved in time to the beat, his hips swaying from side to side. People danced around him and when someone touched him, Troy leaned back into it, letting the man’s hands do what they wanted.

The man dancing behind him ran his hands up and down Troy’s chest, and he squeezed his eyes as they itched. The man behind him wasn’t Ale, but he’d do it because he needed to move on and forget about the human.

His skin crawled at the man’s touch, but Troy ignored it and tried to enjoy the closeness. The stranger’s touch felt all wrong and Troy kept his eyes shut. One time he’d slept with Ale and it had fucked his body up.

The man behind ground his hips into Troy and he felt his hard dick rubbing along his ass. The hands continued to move over his chest until one moved beneath his t-shirt and it was skin on skin. Troy panted, his body shuddering, but not with pleasure. He needed to do this though and he ignored the revulsion he felt at the touch of a man who wasn’t Ale.

Ale didn’t want him. Never would.

Troy tilted his head when the man licked down his neck and shuddered again when he was bitten. Taking a deep breath, Troy tried to ignore the way his stomach churned. He had to move on. He wasn’t going to spend the rest of his life celibate. The stranger’s hands caressed his ass, squeezing the cheeks, as he bit Troy again.

“You wanna take this somewhere else,” the man said, as he rubbed his hard dick against Troy’s ass.

Troy bit his lip to stop the sob breaking free, and taking a deep breath, he nodded, letting the man take his hand and lead him from the dance floor. He caught the look Dylan gave him, and again, ignored it. He followed him to the bathroom and watched as he checked the stalls until he found an empty one.

Troy let him push him inside and leaned back against the cubicle wall as the stranger dropped to his knees in front of him. He stared down at him and watched him unzip his pants and pull his limp dick out, stroking it several times.

“Fuck, yeah. You’re gonna be big.”

Troy grunted and closed his eyes, leaning his head back and trying to get aroused as the dark-haired stranger sucked his dick into his mouth. It felt good, and he clearly knew his way around a dick, but it did nothing for Troy and he struggled to get hard.

He bit his lip once again as tears formed and he tried to enjoy what was happening but the man on his knees in front of him wasn’t his mate.

The head bobbed and the talented mouth sucked and licked, but nothing worked, so Troy thought about Ale doing this to him, and finally, his body responded. His dick hardened and the stranger hummed.

“Yeah, I knew you’d be big,” he muttered before sucking his dick back into his mouth.

Troy’s mouth fell open and he stared at the bobbing head. He kept his thoughts on Ale, imagining him there on his knees, sucking his dick. It was Ale who licked up his shaft, Ale’s fingers that were fondling his balls, and Ale who was blowing his mind.

He dropped his head back and stared at the light above them and then looked down at the stranger at his feet. He couldn’t do it. No matter how hard he thought, how much he pretended, the man who kneeled at his feet wasn’t who he wanted, and eventually, a harsh sob escaped. He couldn’t do this. This man wasn’t who he needed and no matter how much he tried to convince his body otherwise, it wasn’t going to happen.

He pushed the man away and fumbled to get his dick back in his tight jeans, sobs choking him up.

“What the-”

“Sorry,” Troy mumbled, trying to pull his zipper up and open the cubicle door at the same time.

“No fucking way!”

Troy was spun around and slammed into the cubicle wall hard enough to knock the breath from him. The man tugged at his jeans, trying to pull them down, and Troy tried to push him away. The man slammed into him again, forcing Troy back against the wall.  He stepped back, pushing the stranger away, and glared at him from over his shoulders, his eyes glowing and fangs dropping. He hissed at the man, watching the color drain from his face.

The man gulped and lifted his hands up in front of him. “Sorry. My mistake. I fucked up.”

Troy pushed past him and opened the door, staggering out of the bathroom and onto the main club floor. He needed to get the fuck out. His hands were clammy and his heart pounded in his chest. He moaned, desperately pushing past people who got in his way. 

Troy eventually managed get outside and leaned against a parked car, struggling to breathe and control his rapidly beating heart. He clenched his hands into fists, barely able to stand still and not give in to the need to run to his mate.

“Troy.”

Troy grimaced when he heard Dylan behind him. “Go, please. I’ll be okay.”

“Fuck. I’m sorry, Troy.”

Troy turned around and looked at Dylan. Shaking his head slowly, Troy asked, “Why, Dylan? Why him?” His voice broke on the last word and the tears that had threatened, fell, running down his face.

Dylan gripped his neck and pulled him close. “I’m sorry. Fuck, I’m so sorry.”

Troy’s body shook as his sobs rocked him. He leaned against Dylan, who took his weight, holding him tight.

“I don’t know what I did… why him… why couldn’t I have a mate who wanted me… what did I do…” Troy asked brokenly.

He didn’t know how long he cried for before he felt Ale’s presence behind him. He stiffened and pulled back, rubbing his eyes with his hands. His shoulders tensed and he growled softly, causing Dylan to inhale sharply and move around him, blocking him from Ale.

“You think I can’t see you? Look what you’ve done. Some mate you are. Look at him.” Dylan pointed at Troy. “You did this. You fucking bastard. Just leave him alone and crawl back into the fucking hole you came from.”

“I’m sorry,” Troy heard Ale say.

“Fuck off,” Troy muttered, and he turned sideways so he could see Ale stood behind them.

“Troy-” 

Troy spun around and glared at Ale, Dylan's hands gripping him when he lunged forward. “I said to fuck off, Ale. I get it, okay. I’m moving on. Go and find some older human who’ll be everything you fucking want. Not some fucking vampire kid like me.”

“You being a vampire has nothing to do with it, Troy. I explained this to you.”

“I said to fucking go!” Troy screamed as more tears escaped. “You don’t want me. So, fuck off and leave me alone.”

“Troy-”

“He said to fuck off, didn’t he? You deaf or something?” Adan said as he stopped next to them.

“I don’t know who either of you are, but this is between Troy and me and has nothing to do with you.”

“Nothing to do with us?” Adan said, incredulously. “I’ve been here for him every single day and where have you been? Nowhere. You send him blood and you think that’s enough? Fuck you and fuck off.”

“Troy-”

“Just go,” Troy muttered, the anger draining from him.

He slumped and only Dylan’s grip stopped him from falling to the ground. He stared long and hard at Ale before deliberately turning his back on him.

He knew the second Ale decided to go, felt the fight drain out of him.

“Okay, but we need to talk.”

“No, you don’t,” Adan muttered. “Just go. We’ll take care of him.”

Troy closed his eyes and held onto Dylan and eventually felt Ale move away, the connection between them growing more distant but not breaking. God, how he wanted him to be gone, but also desperately wanted him to stay.

He was too fucked up over it and when Dylan hugged him once more, he let him, as more tears fell.

If only letting go of Ale was as easy.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

Ale sat in his car, a place he was finding himself in often. He stared at Chester and Silas’ house and knew he had to tell them the truth. He sighed, knowing the fallout would be explosive, but he was determined to do it anyway, even if it ruined his friendship with Chester.

Troy needed help with this and Ale wasn’t the person to do it. He knew fuck all about mates and he knew he was fucking Troy up with his behavior.

He’s seen the state Troy was in. Dark circles under his eyes, the too pale skin that showed he wasn’t getting what he needed. The weight loss concerned him. Troy was the same height as him and he couldn’t afford to lose weight the way he was. It was another indicator to Ale that he wasn’t getting the blood and nutrition he needed.

He knew Troy’s grades were falling. He’d heard Chester and Silas discussing it and wondering why when Troy was such a smart kid. Shit. He needed to stop thinking of him as a kid.

Getting out of the car, Ale walked over to the front door and knocked. When he heard Chester shout for him to come in, he followed the sounds of their voices and found them in the kitchen, sitting at the table.

Ale made himself a coffee and sat at table and listened as they talked about Troy, a conversation that he’d heard multiple times over the last few weeks.

He stared at the coffee in front of him and wondered how he was going to tell them without fucking things up. Troy was Silas’ son and he knew Chester cared deeply for him too.

He sighed and closed his eyes. He didn’t want to be doing this, but Troy needed him to step up and tell them the truth because hiding their mating was destroying Troy.

“He won’t talk to me,” Silas mumbled.

“Give it time.”

“How much time, Chester? It’s been months. I’ve tried being patient with him but I’m his-”

“He has a mate,” Ale muttered.

A deafening silence filled the room at Ale’s words and he looked at both Silas and Chester, who were staring at him dumbfounded.

Silas was the first to recover, and asked, “What?”

“How do you know?” Chester demanded from across the table.

Ale stared at Chester until he stood up straight, realization dawning on his face. Ale swallowed when he saw the faint glimmer of red in his eyes.

“You?” Chester spat the word out, glaring at him.

“What?” Silas’ mouth dropped open and he stared at Ale. “You’re his mate?” He shook his head. “No fucking chance.”

“I am. We’re mated.”

There was a second of silence, before Silas roared, “You’ve had sex with my son!”

Ale winced and closed his eyes until Chester asked, “When?”

Ignoring Silas, Ale answered, “At the party before he left for college.”

“You’ve had sex with my son? I’m gonna fucking kill you!”

Chester grabbed Silas when he lunged for Ale, and Ale sprang back from the table, knocking his chair to the floor. “I’m sorry.”

“Let me go, Chester,” Silas ground out. Glaring at Ale, he held his hands out, ready to grab Ale, and hissed, “When I get my hands on you, you fucking piece of shit, I’m gonna-”

“How is this helping, Silas?”

Silas glared at Chester. “Troy is my son.” He thumped his chest and then pointed at Ale. “He fucking touched him!” Turning back at Ale, he screamed, “He’s nineteen! He should be out getting drunk, partying and having lots of sex, not stuck with you. He’s had enough shit in his life. He doesn’t need you.”

Ale sighed. “We were drunk and he had no idea what he was feeling. He bit me, and before I even realized what was happening, we’d had sex. I know I’m too old for him. I know he deserves better than me, Silas. That’s why I’ve stayed away. I send him my blood and I’ve left him alone.”

Keeping hold of Silas, Chester asked, “Why tell us now?”

Ale rubbed his chest. “I can feel what it’s doing to him.”

Chester sat down and pulled Silas down next to him. Silas resisted, and they stared at each other before he finally nodded. Chester reached out and held Silas’ hand then turned back to Ale. “You can’t leave him like this.”

“I can’t believe you had sex with Troy.”

Sighing, Chester said, “Silas. Get over it. It’s done. We need to focus on now and how we all help Troy.”

“I can’t be his mate. You know what I’ve been through. Shit, you were right there with me, living it. Troy doesn’t need someone scarred and bitter like me. I’m too old and-”

“I think you’re exactly who he needs, Ale.”

Both Ale and Silas stared at Chester. “What?”

“Think about it. Think about what Troy has gone through, Silas. He’s nineteen and he’s had to deal with some awful, fucked up shit.”

Silas looked down at the table. “Tina,” he muttered.

“Yeah, Tina. It’s not every day a child has to kill his parent. He’s suffered, Silas, and he’s kept secrets. Had to grow up way sooner than any kid should have to. Ale is exactly what he needs. Someone who is grounded, focused, and loyal.”

“Ale can go and fuck himself.”

Silas twisted in his seat. “Troy. What are you doing here? You said you were staying-”

Troy glanced at Silas. “I changed my mind. Ale, fuck off.”

Ale looked at Troy, seeing his shitty condition, but before he could say anything, Chester spoke. “Have you been feeding?”

Troy glanced at Chester then back to Ale, glaring at him, his eyes shimmering with the red in them. “Nothing to do with you.”

“Of course it does.” Silas said. “You look like shit. When was the last time you fed?”

“Yesterday, wasn’t it, Ale?” Troy continued to glare at him. “He came over to campus, acting like he cared, and then he walked away like nothing had happened. Told me to find someone else, so I did.”

Ale’s eyes snapped to Troy’s. Troy had been with another man? “What?”

Troy smirked and leaned back against the wall, arms crossed over his chest. “Yeah, that’s why I was out last night. You should know that, mate. You found me at the club.”

“What is going on?” Silas asked.

“Yeah, Ale. Why don’t you tell them?”

Ale stared at Troy and wanted to wipe the smirk off his face. “You know why, Troy.”

“I’ll do it then. He turned up at my room and we went outside. Had a bit of fun, didn’t we, until you shot your load and walked off. Told me to find someone else, so I went out and I did. Never been into bathroom sex, but it has its benefits.”

“I came to you because I could feel how hungry you were, and you know what happens when you bite someone.”

“Yeah, they get their rocks off then walk away. Got that, mate. Thanks.” Troy pushed away from the wall and walked out of the kitchen.

Ale stood up and left the table, following him outside. “Troy?”

Ale didn’t see Troy until he was grabbed from behind and slammed up against the railing of the porch. “Fuck off.” Troy growled into his ear.

Ale pushed him away and spun around to face him. “We need to talk about this.”

“No, we don’t.”

Ale sighed and rubbed his forehead with his hand. “Look, Troy-”

Troy suddenly spun around and grinned viciously at Ale, his eyes glowing. “Yeah, let’s talk.”

Ale barely had time to gasp before Troy was on him, forcing him back. He grunted when he hit the railing and then again when Troy bit into his neck. Ale winced as pain radiated throughout his neck and shoulder.

“Stop. Now.”

Troy ignored him and bit harder.

“Release him now, Troy. We don’t feed from humans without their permission,” Chester demanded.

Troy pushed Ale away and Ale reached up feeling the blood run down his neck, wincing at the ragged edges under his fingertips.

“Shit, Troy.” Chester tilted Ale’s head. “Sorry, man.” Ale closed his eyes when he felt Chester lick the wound closed. 

“Thanks,” he mumbled when Chester stepped back.

Silas grabbed Troy by the arm, shouting, “What the fuck are you playing at?”

Troy didn’t answer but pushed Silas away and hissed at him.

Ale had had enough. He grabbed Troy and spun him around to face him. “Pack a bag. You’re staying with me.”

Troy spat in his face and muttered, “Fuck you.”

Ale ignored the spittle on his cheek and stepped closer. “Pack a bag or you go with nothing.” He glared at Troy, neither of them backing down. 

Slowly, the red in Troy’s eyes faded and he nodded once. Ale released him and watched as he walked back into the house. He lifted his arm and wiped his face, grimacing as he did.

Ale looked at Silas and Chester and winced at the expressions on their faces. Silas stood still, shaking his head and staring at the door that Troy had walked through.

Chester looked furious, his eyes burning red, and when he looked at Ale, the glow intensified. Ale stared back, knowing he was to blame and nodded slowly.

“I know this is my fault.”

“Yes, it is. You should have told us immediately, Ale. How long have you known me? You know what happens when a vampire doesn’t feed properly and it’s worse when it’s your mate. Troy needs your blood, Ale.”

“I thought I was doing enough and I trusted him to tell me if he needed more blood.”

“This is Troy we’re talking about. No way would he tell you if he needed more. We’re lucky he didn’t go on some feeding rampage,” Silas muttered as he walked over to Chester.

Chester opened his arms and Silas stepped in, sighing. “You taking him to your cabin?” Chester asked, kissing Silas’ head.

“I think it’s best. We need some time together to sort this out and he needs time to recover.”

“You’re not having sex with my son,” Silas mumbled.

Ale rolled his eyes. “I know.”

“So, what are you going to do? How are you going to let Troy feed from you? You’re mated, and mates have sex when they feed.”

“I’ll figure something out.”

Silas lifted his head and stared at Ale. “If you hurt my son, I will hunt you down and kill you. Are we clear?”

“Silas.”

“No, Chester. He’s caused enough damage already. I won’t let Troy suffer anymore.”

Chester’s eyebrows shot up. “And how is killing his mate going to help?”

Silas shrugged. “Don’t know and I don’t care.”

“Silas, come on. Think about it.”

Silas stared at Chester, hands on hips. “Chester. He hurt Troy. I’m his pops. How do you expect me to react?”

“Look, Silas. I’m sorry. How many times do you want me to say it? I know I’ve fucked up and I’m trying to fix it. We both agree I’m not the right man for your son, but what can we do about it now? Some time away will help us to figure things out.”

“Are you ready?” Troy asked quietly, his bag in his hand.

Silas walked up to Troy, and put his hands on his shoulders, staring into his eyes. “Are you sure you want to go, son?”

“We need to sort this out.”

“Come on. I’ll drive.” Ale walked around the side of the house, hearing footsteps behind. He could also hear Silas talking to Troy and Troy’s mumbled replies. He stopped by his car and Chester stood next to him, giving Troy and Silas some privacy.

“Sort this out and don’t fuck it up, or I’ll let Silas hunt you down.”

Ale glanced at Chester in surprise, his eyebrows arching. “What?”

“You heard.”

Chester walked away and left Ale standing, staring at his back. He knew he’d fuck up his friendship by revealing the truth. Just something else to fix.

Troy hugged Silas and then walked towards him. Ale took the bag from him and put in on the back seats then, with a final glance at Chester and Silas, he got in his car and drove away.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

Troy sat in silence and watched the scenery as Ale drove. He couldn’t talk to him. The bastard had caused all this and now he was staying with him. Why had he agreed to it when it was clear that Ale didn’t want him? Why had his pops let him leave?

Man, he wished he’d known about mates. The scent, the pull, the driving need to bite and fuck. If he’d known, he might have been able to avoid Ale and nothing would have happened. Troy’s life wouldn’t be chained to him.

He continued to stare out of the car window, purposely avoiding Ale. He heard him sigh and turned in the seat as much as the belt would let him, showing Ale his back. He wasn’t giving him anything.

He wanted to turn back time and erase everything that had happened. This was a mess. His life was a mess and he didn’t know what to do to change it. He rubbed at his chest as it tightened and closed his eyes against the tears threatening to fall. Why was everything so fucked up?

“Troy.” Ale sighed his name. “Talk to me, please.”

Troy ignored him and hunched in on himself. He wanted to scream and punch him, but at the same time he wanted to cry and shut out the world. He was so damn confused, and it didn’t help that he could feel Ale’s emotions. This close and he couldn’t shut them out.

“Troy. Come on, talk to me.”

Troy remained silent and the silence deepened, becoming uncomfortable and heavy with everything that was being left unsaid and Troy did nothing to change it. Let Ale feel as uncomfortable as he did.

He was tired and hungry. His body was heavy with fatigue and it felt like his eyelids had weights attached to them. He struggled to keep them open because he didn’t want to fall asleep near Ale and yet that was all he wanted to do. Fall asleep wrapped in Ale’s arms.

He rubbed his chest when he felt a wash of sadness roll over him and he groaned when he realized Ale was feeling his emotions. He needed to stop him feeling them.

“Troy,” Ale tried again. “Please talk to me. Let’s sort this out.”

“I’ve got nothing to say,” he mumbled. “Stop asking me.”

“Troy, we need to talk and sort this out. This situation isn’t good for you. You’ve lost weight, you’re struggling at college, your emotions are all over the place. Let me help you, please.”

“Are you going to be my mate?” Silence filled the car. “Yeah, didn’t think so.”

“Troy. We’ve talked about this. I’m too old for you. You need someone your own age, someone you can go out and party with and have fun.”

“Yeah, that’s not going to happen, is it? Got you instead. So, I’m fucked, just not in the way I want.”

Troy heard Ale sigh. “You can still do all those things. I’ll continue to send my blood and you can carry on with your life.”

Someone his own age? Go out and have fun? Ale clearly didn’t understand anything about mates. “Fuck. You.”

“Troy-”

“Stop. Just stop. You don’t have a fucking clue.”

Ale stopped talking and Troy closed his eyes again. He didn’t want to talk. He wanted to get out and leave.

“Turn the car around. I want to go home.”

“No, we’re almost there. Stay tonight, and if you want, we’ll leave tomorrow.”

What Ale said was true, as within minutes they turned off the main road and drove along a dirt track among the trees until they came out in front of a large log cabin. 

The cabin stood alone, a two-story structure with wide windows along the front. It had a porch that ran along the front, disappearing around both sides. Trees were on either side of it with a path that led off into them.

There were a few chairs and a table on the front porch with a grill next to them. It looked homely and welcoming and Troy hated it. Well, no he didn’t, but he wanted to because it was Ale’s.

Ale parked in front of the cabin and turned the engine off.

“Well, we’re here. Let’s get your things inside and I’ll show you to your room.”

So, he was going to have his own room. Of course, he was. Wasn’t like Ale wanted to be anywhere near him, let alone in the same bed.

He grabbed his bag and followed Ale towards the cabin, pausing while Ale opened the door. Once inside, he dropped his bag and stared around the large, open-plan room, whistling in surprise.

A large living room with a wood fire opened into a spacious kitchen. Troy could see a door leading out the back, which he assumed was the utility room. The room was decorated in a pale yellow, a color Troy wouldn’t have associated with the big man stood next to him.

Ale walked towards the stairs and pointed up. “The bedrooms and bathrooms are up here.”

Troy picked up his bag and followed Ale up the stairs. Ale stopped outside the furthest door and watched Troy. “This will be your room. Drop your bag off and I’ll show you around the rest of the house and then we can go outside.”

Troy stepped into the room and dropped his bag, staring at the large bed in the center. A bed all for one. Sighing, Troy left the bedroom and walked back downstairs, finding Ale waiting for him.

“So, kitchen and living room. Utility through there.” Ale pointed at the door Troy thought led to the room. “Downstairs is the gym. You can use that while you’re here. Get changed. We’re gonna go out and I’ll show you the area.”

❊❊❊

Troy walked through the trees, a couple of steps behind Ale, trying and failing to avoid looking at his ass. Damn, the jeans Ale wore molded to his ass and Troy struggled to keep his dick under control. The last thing he wanted was for Ale to become aware that Troy wanted to fuck him, but damn, that ass was a masterpiece, begging Troy to take a bite.

He looked away, desperately needing to control his body. He wanted to bite and fuck, but knew neither would happen. Ale had a cast iron will and was determined to keep things exactly the way they were.

They reached a break in the trees and Troy stepped out and stopped next to Ale. He stared out across a lake breathing deeply and closing his eyes. The peace and tranquility of the area settled him and reminded him of the times he would go fishing with his pops. 

“This is my place. I bought it a few years back when I needed a place to go to get away from everyone.”

“The cabin, the woods and lake?” Troy asked.

“Yeah, all of it.”

Troy was amazed. “Wow. How many acres?”

Ale gave him a small smile. “Twenty-five.”

“Wow,” he muttered again. The area they stood in was beautiful, quiet and calm.

“While you’re here, you can go anywhere you want.”

“Why?”

Ale glanced over at him and frowned. “Why what?”

“Why bring me here? You don’t want us to be mates, so why did we come here?”

“We need to sort things out between us without other people around. We haven’t spoken since it happened. You text me when you need blood and that’s it. The one time I came to you, it didn’t end well, did it?”

“So, what?”

Ale dropped his head, rubbing the back of his neck. “Troy, please. Let’s talk about this.”

“What is there to talk about? We’re mates and you hate it. I can feel that, Ale, so don’t bring me here and try to act like you want to sort things out. We’re stuck together, and I wish I could change what happened.”

“What about sex, Troy? You tried it and look what happened?”

“And what about you? How was it for you?” Ale looked away and Troy felt his nervousness and shame. “You’ve done it, haven’t you? You’ve fucked someone else.”

“Troy-”

“You fucker! You know what it’s like for me and you went out and fucked someone else.”

Troy turned and ran back the way they’d come, tears running down his face. He knew Ale didn’t want him, but to have sex with someone else knowing how it would affect him left Troy devastated and angry at himself for feeling that way.

“Troy.” Ale grabbed his arm and spun him around. “I didn’t have sex with him, okay.”

Troy pushed him back. “You fucking liar!” he screamed.

“I wanted to, but I couldn’t because of you. So, we’re both stuck.”

Troy pushed him again. “I wish I’d never met you. I fucking hate you!”

Troy walked back to the cabin, ignoring Ale who walked next to him. When he reached it, he went straight to his room, slamming the door behind him, and threw himself on the bed. He screamed into the pillow until his throat was raw and sobbed until there were no more tears left to shed. His mate had been with someone else and Troy hated him. Despised his mate and the other fucker too for having what he couldn’t.

Ale really didn’t want him.

It was about an hour later when Ale knocked on his door, saying, “Food’s ready.”

Troy rolled over and stared at the door then sighed and stood up. He was here for now, so he needed to get on with it. Walking downstairs he found food already on the table and Ale eating.

He sat down and stared at the steak and baked potato then helped himself to salad. Neither of them spoke and several times Troy felt Ale gearing himself up to say something, but nothing came out. The food was good, and Troy ate, not realizing how hungry he was until he’d smelt it.

He could feel Ale watching him, could feel his exasperation at his behavior, but Troy didn’t give a fuck. Ale had been with someone else. That was all Troy could think about. The betrayal cut deep, maybe too deep.

When he finally pushed his plate away, Ale asked, “Do you need to feed?”

Troy didn’t even look at him as he stood and walked away from the table and back to his room. Closing the door quietly behind him, Troy dropped onto the bed and curled up on his side, staring out of the window and watching the sky darken as night fell.

He could feel Ale’s disappointment in him, like a heavy weight on his chest and he hugged his knees closer. He didn’t want to feel any of these emotions, but he had no choice. He needed to grow up and accept the fact that he was mated to someone who didn’t want the same thing. Ale didn’t want him. He wasn’t waiting for him to grow up, he’d already moved on.

Did he want Ale? In all the time he’d struggled with his mating, he’d never really thought about if he actually wanted Ale or not. He simply wanted his mate. Wanted what he saw the other mated couples have. He closed his eyes and thought about the human.

The long dark hair and deep hazel eyes, a strong nose and jaw that was always covered in stubble. Big hands that fit his large body and his ass that had Troy practically drooling earlier. Yes, he was attracted to him and he wanted to have sex, but what about Ale the man?

He didn’t know him at all, had barely said two words to him before they’d mated. Maybe now that he was here with Ale, he’d have the chance to get to know him. Get to know Ale the man, not Ale his mate, even though he was both.

He needed to grow up and face reality and sort this mating out. They needed to find some common ground to work on. Troy chuckled quietly. Common ground. Wasn’t he being all mature and shit? But he knew he needed to do this because this half-life he was living was slowly killing him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

Ale sat at the table and watched Troy leave. He didn’t try to stop him. He could feel Troy’s emotions, and knew he needed the space at that moment. Too much, too soon and Troy was struggling to cope.

Sighing, Ale stood and cleared the table, putting the dirty dishes in the dishwasher and then walked outside, cell in hand.

He sat on the chair outside and enjoyed the sounds of the surrounding wildlife. He came here often, his place away from everything, a place he’d needed when he first left the service. He’d needed to recover, emotionally, mentally, and physically.

He’d seen too much, had experienced too much and the peace and solitude at the cabin had helped him pick up the pieces of his shattered life and put them back together again. He would never be the man he was before he saw death and destruction, but he was moving forward with his life in a job he enjoyed.

He glanced up towards the second floor of his house when he finally felt Troy’s emotions settle. Ale smiled sadly. He expected too much from Troy. He was a teenager, dealing with a situation that he wasn’t equipped to handle. He suffered too much as well, a child who’d had to kill his parent to survive.

Why Chester thought they would be good together, Ale didn’t know, and he certainly didn’t agree. Whatever it was Chester saw in them eluded Ale and left him scrambling to figure it out.

The worst part of it all was his growing attraction to Troy. Every time his thoughts moved in that direction, he shut it down immediately. He felt like a pervert, lusting after a much younger man, but Troy was his mate and so he assumed this was normal, but it still made him feel creepy.

Sighing again, he picked up the discarded cell and groaned when he saw all the missed calls from both Chester and Silas.

Damn, they were the last people he wanted to call, but he understood why he had to. Troy was their son and they loved him.

Unlocking his cell, he called Chester and waited for him to answer.

“Ale.”

“Chester.”

“How is he?”

“He’s asleep right now. I showed him around, fed him and he went to bed.”

“Did he feed?”

“No, he refused, and to be honest, I didn’t want to push him after everything that’s happened the past two days. He’s gone through a lot recently.”

“I know.” Chester sighed.

Ale could hear Silas in the background asking questions and eventually he came on the line. “How is he?”

“Like I told Chester, he’s asleep. He’s eaten and now settled.”

“If you do anything-”

“Silas. He’s my mate. I know it wasn’t intentional, but it happened, and we have to agree, me and Troy, how we’re going to deal with it.”

“Ale, he’s my son and I want to be included-” Ale heard a muffled, ‘shut up, Chester, and let me finish speaking’ before Silas came back to him. “As I was saying, he’s my son and I want to know what’s happening.”

“He’s an adult and entitled to decide for himself.” 

He heard the sharp inhale, then, “Don’t you talk to me about my son, like you care about him. If you gave a shit we wouldn’t be in this mess now. It’s your fault he’s in this state. No one else's.”

“I know that,” Ale snapped. “I’m more than aware how much I’ve fucked up, so I don’t need you throwing it in my face.”

Silas was silent, and Ale ran a hand through his hair. “He’s my son, Ale,” Silas muttered. “I love him, and I hate seeing him like this.”

“I’m sorry. If I’d known what was happening…” What would he have done? He’d been drunk and had most likely been feeling the connection between them too.

“I know.”

Again, there was silence until Chester came back on the line. “What’s the plan, A?”

“I don’t know. I’m hoping being out here will help to calm him down and then we can talk about what we’re going to do.”

“Or maybe you could be his mate.”

“Chester…”

“Ale, you are it for him. Yes, he’s young and I understand where you’re coming from, but he’s an adult now and you need to treat him as one. You’ll only make things worse if you treat him like a child. Troy hasn’t been a child in years.”

Ale nodded. He knew Troy’s past. “I know.”

“We’ll go now. Let you get some sleep. Call us tomorrow, please.”

“I will.”

Ale ended the call and walked back into the cabin. Going slowly up the stairs he went to Troy’s room and quietly knocked on his door. When he got no response, he opened the door and stood, watching Troy sleep.

His dark hair spilled over the pillow and his pale skin shone in the moonlight. He was still dressed in jeans and t-shirt and Ale couldn’t stop himself from walking over and running his fingers through Troy’s hair. 

He sat on the edge of the bed and watched his mate sleep. Yes, his mate. It didn’t matter what he said to justify the way he’d treated him, Chester was right. Troy only had one mate and Ale was it.

As Troy slept, the ever-present tension disappeared, and in its place was a young man. Gorgeous and full of life. Ale’s mate.

He ran his arm over Troy’s leg, needing to touch him. He knew it was their bond. He’d seen the guys on his team with their mates, saw how they touched each other, the smiles they only gave to their mate.

How would they react when they found out what had happened?

“What do you want?”

Ale looked over at Troy and smiled. “I came in to see if you needed anything.”

“No. I’m fine,” he snapped out.

Ale’s sighed and stood, walking out of the room. As he reached the door, he heard Troy say, “Thank you.”

He nodded and left the room. They had a long way to go before they fixed the problems between them.

❊❊❊

The next morning Troy wandered around the cabin searching for Ale but couldn’t find him. Then he remembered the basement. 

Opening the door to the gym room, Troy stopped at the threshold and gaped. Ale was on the running machine in nothing but a pair of shorts. His muscles moved fluidly as he ran and sweat slid down over his chest and back.

His tanned skin, a reflection of his Hispanic heritage, gleamed in the sunlight streaming in from one of the small windows and Troy’s dick hardened. He unconsciously rubbed it, biting his lip as pleasure and lust flowed through him.

He swallowed, moaning at the play of muscles and the way Ale flowed as he ran. His ass was a thing of beauty, big, meaty and solid-looking. Troy so badly wanted to kiss, lick and bite it. To be honest, he wanted to do a hell of a lot more than that.

While Troy had been staring, Ale had slowed down until he stopped. He panted heavily then glanced at Troy.

“Troy,” he said hoarsely.

At that second, Troy realized that Ale could feel him and knew that he was aroused. He whimpered and ran from the room, desperate to get away.

God, how could he have been so stupid! He should have known that Ale would feel his emotions considering how close they were.

When he didn’t appear, Troy sighed and put the coffee machine on and waited for him. What was he supposed to say? Sorry for finding you fit?

Troy snorted, then chuckled. Yeah, that would work, wouldn’t it?

When the machine had finished, Troy poured himself a drink and then sat outside enjoying the morning air. It was peaceful out there, the sounds of the wildlife the only things he heard, and he stretched his legs out in front of him, waiting for Ale.

Ten minutes later, he appeared and sat next to Troy with his own drink. “Fishing?”

“Sorry?”

Ale smiled at him. “Want to go fishing today?”

Troy stared at him for a few seconds and then nodded. “Okay.”

“I’ll get the gear ready.”

It didn’t take long to gather all the items they would need, — Ale obviously spent time here fishing. The fact that Ale didn’t mention what had happened in the gym was a blessing as far as Troy was concerned.

Troy followed him through the trees again, but this time he had more of an idea as to where they were headed. When they finally made it to the lake, they walked along the wooden pier and put their fishing rods and tackle boxes down. Ale sat on the edge with his feet dangling above the water.

“Good day for fishing,” he said.

“Yeah, it is. Should we get set up?”

Ale nodded and stood and between them they had their hooks baited and their rods in the water. They sat in silence, but it was comfortable, and Troy sighed, leaning back on his elbows and closing his eyes.

“I bought this place after I left the service. I needed time away from it all.”

“You were with Chester, right?” Troy asked, glancing over at Ale.

“Yeah. We met at boot camp and stayed together throughout our time in. He helped me get through a lot of shit.”

“You’ve seen… combat?”

Ale looked over at him and gave him a grim smile. “Yeah, we have.”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t ask.”

Ale sighed and shrugged. “It’s not something I like to talk about. Seeing men wounded or killed in action. People I knew, people I called my friends.”

“Sorry,” Troy mumbled. What else could he say? He’d never experienced it, but he had heard Chester a few nights when he had nightmares and he would find him out on the deck, coffee in hand, staring out at the rolling fields, lost in thought.

“You deserve better than me, Troy.”

Troy watched the water ripple in the slight breeze. All he kept hearing was Ale saying he was too old, too damaged, but he never heard if Ale actually wanted him. That was about to change.

“Can I ask a question?”

Ale glanced at him. “Shoot.”

“Do you like me?”

Frowning, Ale said, “Of course I do. You’re a great kid, Troy.”

Troy stared at Ale. “That’s not what I meant and you know it.”

Ale sighed and rubbed a hand over his face. “Troy-”

“Why can’t you just answer the fucking question?”

Ale twisted around to face him and said, “What do you want me to say, Troy? That I find you attractive? That I want to bend you over and fuck you? That I want to tie you to my bed and do whatever I want to you?”

Troy stared incredulously at Ale, his mouth falling open, and he nodded like a bobble head. “Yeah,” he muttered in a breathless voice.

“That I’m double your age? That I’m scarred inside and out? That you’re starting your life, going college and making something of yourself?” Ale glared at him. “Stop thinking about it, Troy. It’s not going to happen.”

Troy took a shaky breath in. No, he wasn’t going to stamp his feet and scream at Ale. “What if you are what I want? Don’t I get a say in this? This is my life too.”

“Troy-”

“No, don’t. Just do one thing for me. You brought me out here for a reason, didn’t you?” When Ale nodded, he continued, “Then think about us and not all the reasons you have as to why there shouldn’t be an us.”

Ale stared at him for the longest time, until he finally nodded. “Okay, I will.”

Troy let out a huge sigh of relief and nodded back. “Thank you.”

Silence descended again, but it was more comfortable this time, with no heaviness around them. After a couple of hours, they’d caught several fish, or Troy had, and began to pack their equipment away. Ale handed Troy the fish and grinned at him.

“What?” Troy held them up and looked back at Ale.

“You caught most of them, so you can clean them.”

Troy gasped at him. “What? No fucking way! Pops cleans them.” Even as he said it, Troy winced. Pops wasn’t there.

Ale grinned. “Yeah, Pops isn’t here.”

“Come on, man. There are like guts in there.” He waved the fish at Ale, who jumped out of the way laughing.

“Exactly. I’ll put the equipment away and set the grill up and you can descale and gut them.”

Troy pouted, giving Ale a mock glare. “Fine, but next time you can do it.”

“Don’t catch so many then.”

Troy grumbled under his breath and walked back along the dock with Ale. He was not looking forward to his job. Not at all.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten

 

 

Shit, he could still smell the fish on his hands. He’d washed them several times but couldn’t get rid of the smell. Or he was imagining it there now. Pulling a face, Troy told himself he was never gutting another fish again. Fucking disgusting and that was why his pops did it.

Troy sat watching Ale cook the fish on the outside grill. He was absorbed by his hands and the way they moved. Large hands, with various scars on the back. Sign of the battles he’d been in.

Sighing, Troy tuned back into Ale who was talking about the mission that saved Jeremy. The rushing water and Jeremy almost drowning before Donnie reached him. The problems Donnie had while Jeremy decided their future.

Troy had met both of them and he found it difficult to believe the two men had struggles at the beginning of their relationship. Looking at them now, they were clearly in love, always close, always touching.

Standing, Troy walked over to Ale and grabbed the items he’d brought out to make a salad.

Ale smiled. “I was about to get onto that.”

Shrugging, Troy replied, “You’re doing the fish. I think I can manage a salad.”

Ale stared at him, then raised a hand and touched his cheek. “You look better. Still a little pale.”

Troy moved away, breaking the contact even when it was the last thing he wanted to do, but he knew Ale hadn’t meant the gesture. “I’m feeling better, thanks.” Clearing his throat, Troy said, “I would never have thought Donnie and Jeremy struggled at first.”

“Well, you know about Jeremy’s ex, Patrick?” Troy nodded. “Jeremy was scared and who can blame him. He suffered because of that bastard. Fuck, he could have died because of him.”

“Yeah, Pops was there.”

Ale nodded. “That’s where they met, your pops and Chester.”

“Yeah, I remember Pops being really weird after and then he told me and I, well, I didn’t take it well.”

“Understandable, given your past.”

Troy shrugged. If he never talked about her again, it would be too soon, but of course, Ale wanted to talk.

“Tina was your mom-”

“I don’t want to talk about her. I’ve talked enough.”

“Troy, I really think-”

“No, Ale. I’m not discussing her. I’ve talked and talked and talked. That’s it.”

Ale sighed and turned to face him. “She was your mom-”

“And she hunted and killed a human, making me watch before I had to kill her when she attacked me. I don’t want to go into it again, Ale. I’ve said enough. I just want to forget all about it.”

“Troy.”

Troy dropped the salad and gripped the edge of the table. “Ale, no.” 

Troy waited for Ale to say something more, but all he did was nod his head and turn back to the grill.

“These are ready. Want to eat out here?”

“Yeah.”

They sat and ate in silence, Troy caught up in memories of that night, seeing that kid knelt in the muddy ground, bleeding heavily. He could still feel the tightness in his chest, the burning in his throat from all the screaming.

He glanced down at his hands, remembering the blood that covered them-

“Stop.” Ale’s hand reached over and grabbed his.

Troy looked over at Ale when he spoke.

“Don’t,” he whispered. Ale had no right to pry into his emotions. Only the person who wanted him could do that.

Ale sighed and removed his hand and Troy missed it immediately.

The silence returned, but it wasn’t the same as before. It was heavier, carried more tension. Troy tried to ignore it as he watched the sun set, the colors moving through yellows and oranges and reds into dark blues and grey until only the dark remained.

At some point, Ale cleared everything away and returned with blankets, one of which he passed to Troy. Troy smiled and covered himself with it, only then noticing the drop in temperature.

“Here,” Ale muttered and moved closer to tuck a corner in. Troy reached out at the same time and their hands touched.

Troy looked up at Ale and parted his lips in surprise. He could feel Ale, feel his arousal, his lust and want.

Ale sat back, muttering, “Of course I’m attracted to you.”

Troy shook his head, trying to understand Ale. “But?” 

“But nothing, Troy. Leave it please.”

Troy opened and closed his mouth a number of times before asking, “Why? Why are you doing this to us?”

Ale sighed, rubbing a hand over his face. “Troy, please.”

“I try to ignore your emotions, but I can feel them. I know what you’re feeling.”

“And that’s why I try to block them off.” Ale sat forward, staring out. “You have so much going for you. Why would you want to be stuck with an old man like me?”

“But you’ll live as long as I will.”

Ale glanced over and him, frowning. “What?”

Troy shook his head, mirroring Ale’s frown. “Didn’t Chester tell you?”

“No. They’ve both been quiet about it.”

Troy snorted. “Yeah, quiet. They are anything but quiet. I walked in on Pops giving Chester a blow job. On the kitchen table.”

Ale burst out laughing. “No, you didn’t.”

“Oh yeah. Fucking embarrassing and if I’d come home a few minutes earlier, I’d have interrupted something else entirely.” Troy shook his head. Remembering the conversation, Troy said, “So, yeah, you’ll live as long as I will and from what they’ve found out, that could be decades longer than normal.”

“I never knew. That’s… wow.”

“Jeremy and Sacha have been researching this shit. There’s more, but I think you know about that. Strength, stamina. There’s also the issue with vampires and reproduction.” Troy shrugged, stood up, and stretched, making sure his t-shirt rode up, exposing his abs. He smirked when he heard Ale’s indrawn breath. Lowering his arms, he faced Ale, and said, “Just think about it. We have years to be together. Years to explore… stuff.”

Troy walked away, but before he stepped into the house, he glanced back at Ale and smiled when he saw him watching. He quickly jogged up the stairs, and when he made it to his bedroom, he slumped back against the closed door.

He glanced down at his hard dick and grinned. “Maybe,” he muttered. He’d given Ale plenty to think about and for the first time in months, Troy was starting to feel more positive about them.

❊❊❊

Ale groaned quietly when Troy stepped into the house. It was getting harder and harder to fight the pull, especially when the reasons he was doing it were disappearing. Increased strength and speed he knew about, but living longer? That meant he and Troy would have years to be together, not years when Troy would be nursing him in his old age and left alone when he died.

A whole new world was possible now, one where he and Troy were together. A future they could build together as mates. He could continue to work at Rescue Inc. for far longer than he thought possible. Troy could earn his degree and get a job doing something he loved. They could live together, maybe have a family together. But, more importantly, Ale could finally kiss and touch him, show him all the love and pleasure he could.

Ale felt a mental knock, then heard Troy’s voice. You could show me.

Ale’s head dropped back and he closed his eyes. So, you’re listening to my thoughts now.

You’re broadcasting? I think that’s the right word.

Ale rubbed his forehead with his hand. Shit. I’m sorry. Go to sleep, Troy. We can talk more tomorrow.

Night, Ale. I… wish you were here with me.

Troy.

I know. Night, Ale.

Night.

Ale rubbed his chest. He could feel Troy’s sadness, his pain and despair, like they were his own emotions and knew he was the cause. He’d known all along, known the pain he was causing both of them, but had ruthlessly pushed them to one side, believing he was doing the right thing for both, no matter what it cost him personally.

Yet, now the possibility of a long future for them loomed in front of him and Ale still held back. His fingers drummed the arm of his chair. He wanted Troy. Wanted to do so much with him and to him. That creamy skin called to him, those amazing blue eyes could hold him prisoner in their gaze and Ale wanted to see them clouded over as lust and ecstasy pulled him under. 

His fingers itched to touch him, to clench his hair, and Ale groaned, palming his dick. He rubbed it through his pants, biting his lips to stop the sounds spilling out. He was close, always close when his thoughts turned to Troy. In fact, he’d given up trying to stop thinking about Troy when he was jacking off. He couldn’t come unless he thought about Troy. He moaned again, his dick throbbing in his jeans.

He tried to close the connection between them, but this close to Troy, he was sure some of his emotions and lust was leaking through.

And Troy confirmed it.

Ale, please.

I’m sorry, Troy. I didn’t mean for you to feel it.

I know. You never want me to feel your emotions.

Troy.

Night, Ale.

Ale winced when Troy cut him off. Why was he fighting his needs? His and Troy’s. They were both here, both wanted each other, and they were mates. There would be no others and Ale didn’t want someone else, some nameless, faceless fuck. He wanted his mate. His gorgeous, fit as fuck mate, and he was only feet away.

Standing, Ale walked back into the cabin and locked the door behind him. He paused, staring at the stairs that led to Troy and pursed his lips, imagining him lying naked on the bed. All his creamy flesh exposed to Ale’s eyes.

He was tired of fighting.

Pushing away from the door, he walked up the stairs and stood outside Troy’s door and again paused. The door opened and they both stood staring at each other. Ale’s eyes drank Troy in, skimming over his face and body, wondering how he had avoided this moment for so long.

Ale made the first move and pulled Troy towards him.  “I’m tired of fighting, Troy.”

Troy’s eyes searched his face. “Then don’t.”

Ale dropped his forehead onto Troy’s as Troy’s fingers trailed over his cheek. “Troy,” he whispered.

Troy blushed, and confessed, “I don’t know what to do.”

Ale raised his head and stared heatedly at Troy. “I do.”

Ale moved closer until there was no distance between them and watched the pupils in Troy’s eyes take over until there was virtually no blue left, seeing the red sweep in. A faint blush stained his cheeks and Ale could feel the puffs of air on his lips.

“Ale,” Troy whispered.

Ale groaned, closed his eyes, and kissed him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven

 

 

Troy’s eyes slid closed and he moaned into the kiss. Ale’s tongue traced his lips, licking across the plump flesh and Troy opened them, letting Ale’s tongue in.

Their tongues touched and Troy whimpered. He could barely remember their one and only time, but here, in this moment, he would remember every second of it. Ale took control of the kiss, angling Troy’s head, so he could deepen it. His tongue touched everything: Troy’s tongue, the roof of his mouth, even his teeth, and Troy moaned throughout.

As they kissed, Ale moved them closer to the bed, his hands tangling in Troy’s hair, and he moaned again at the little bite of pain, loving the sensation of Ale’s hands on his body.

He dreamed of this moment for so long that now it was here he felt like pinching himself to make sure he was awake and it was real.

Ale broke the kiss and stared at him, then leaned forward to kiss him gently, rubbing his lips over Troy’s. His hands trailed down over Troy’s abs and gripped the hem of his t-shirt and then slowly pulled it up. Troy lifted his arms and when Ale pulled the shirt free from his body, he bit his lip and peeked up at him through his eyelashes. Shit, now it was going to happen he suddenly felt nervous and he swallowed, watching Ale’s eyes move over his body

Ale lifted his hands and slid them up Troy’s chest, until he reached his neck. One slid behind and pulled him closer.

“You’re mine,” Ale murmured as his lips kissed Troy’s neck.

Troy swallowed and closed his eyes. “Forever,” he whispered, and then added brokenly, “Please don’t leave me.”

Ale leaned back, looking at him softly. “I never meant to hurt you. I didn’t want you saddled with an old, broken guy like me.”

“But it doesn’t matter.”

“I know that now and I’m not going anywhere, Troy. You’re mine.”

Troy nodded and closed his eyes when Ale’s lips descended on his, the kiss deep from the start.

Troy gripped Ale’s hair, twisting the long strands in his fingers and pulling him closer. He kissed Ale with everything he had, making him understand how much Ale meant to him.

“I know,” Ale murmured between kisses. “I know.”

Troy melted into the kiss, his senses overwhelmed by Ale. His touch, taste, and smell. He’d wanted this moment for months and now it was here, he could barely believe it was happening.

Ale pushed him gently onto the bed and Troy fell back, staring up as Ale stripped his shirt free from his body. Troy sat up and traced a jagged scar above his nipple.

“Gunshot. A long time ago.”

Troy ran his fingers over the scar repeatedly, realizing how close he’d come to losing his mate before he’d ever met him.

Ale eventually took hold of his hand and held it in his. “So close,” Troy murmured.

“Strip, Troy. We have something to do.”

“Something,” Troy muttered, smiling up at Ale.

Ale grinned down at him. “Yeah. Something.”

Troy stood and pushed his jeans and boxer briefs off, then kicked them to one side and stood naked in front of Ale, giving him time to stare at his body.

“Fuck, Troy,” Ale breathed out.

Ale reached out and ran the knuckles of one hand over Troy’s chest. “Yours,” Troy told him quietly.

Ale quickly stripped and Troy’s breath caught. His tanned skin gleamed in the light and Troy stared, mesmerized as Ale’s muscles moved. He swallowed and slowly lifted his hand to run it over Ale’s smooth skin.

He inhaled shakily, amazed by the fact that he stood naked in front of his mate, able to look and touch and taste. Ale brought their bodies together and Troy whimpered as their warm skin touched.

“Shh. I’ve got you,” Ale whispered as his lips touched Troy’s.

Troy sank into the kiss, letting Ale control it. His hands slid up Ale’s arms and neck, where he held on. Ale moved them closer to the bed and eased Troy down, lying on top of him. Troy spread his legs and Ale settled between them. When their hard dicks brushed, Troy cried out, the sensation almost too much for him to take.

Ale kept on kissing him, and Troy let him take the lead. He lay on the bed and closed his eyes as Ale kissed down his neck, biting him at the base and sucking up a mark. Ale then moved further down Troy’s body, stopping when he reached his nipples.

Troy lifted his head and looked down, watching Ale. Ale’s eyes caught his and he slowly lowered his mouth and licked across the nub, causing Troy to gasp. 

“Do you like that?”

Troy nodded, biting his lip when Ale licked it again. He moaned when Ale flicked his tongue over it and cried out as he sucked it into his mouth. His head dropped back onto the bed, his body shuddering as Ale worked his nipple with his tongue.

Troy groaned harshly when he gently bit it, sweat breaking out over his skin. His hands latched onto Ale’s head, his chest arching up into Ale’s mouth, silently begging for more.

Ale licked it, flicking it with his tongue before moving over to the other nipple and sucking that one into his mouth. Troy whimpered, the tugs going straight to his dick, causing it to harden even further, if that was possible.

Ale moved down, his lips and tongue tracing every inch of skin they could reach. His palms slid over Troy’s body, gripping his flesh before moving on. Troy didn’t know how to cope with everything he was feeling. He’d never felt this way before and he knew it was partially down to the bond but also because Ale knew what he was doing. Where to kiss and lick, or bite and suck.

Troy lay on the bed drowning in pleasure, moans and whimpers filling the air.

“So responsive,” Ale murmured against his hip.

He moved down, and Troy held his breath, waiting for Ale to touch him there. He didn’t have to wait long. First, he felt his breath on his hard flesh before the tip of Ale’s tongue licked down his shaft.

Troy’s body shook and Ale’s hands tightened on his hips, holding him in place as his tongue traced the large vein back up to the head. He licked over it, the tip of his tongue dipping into the slit as he sucked the precome bubbling at the tip.

Swallowing, Ale whispered, “So good, Troy. You taste amazing.”

Troy whimpered again and fisted the sheets in his hands when Ale repeated the move, licking over the head. Troy glanced down and his eyes caught Ale’s and he watched as Ale sucked the head of his dick into his mouth and Troy cried out, his body shuddering.

Ale sucked and swallowed, his tongue moving everywhere, and Troy closed his eyes, his head arching back into the bed, making broken sounds as Ale worked the plumped head.

Ale sucked more of his dick into his mouth and Troy cried out again, his legs trembling. Ale kept swallowing around him as more he took more and more of Troy into his mouth and throat until his nose was buried into Troy’s pubes.

Troy glanced down whimpering again when Ale moved back up keeping the suction tight around his dick. His balls pulled up and he reached a hand out, touching Ale’s head, his fingers tangling in Ale’s hair.

“I’m gonna… close… ”

Ale hummed and the vibrations shot straight to his balls. Lightning curled around his groin and he jerked when the first stream of come shot from his slit and into Ale’s mouth.

Ale hummed again, his throat moving with every swallow. Troy cried and whimpered with every shot of come, sweat dampening his flushed skin. His hand tightened in Ale’s hair, unable to stop his fingers clenching.

When his orgasm ebbed away, Troy slumped back on the bed, panting hard, sweat running down his face. He opened his eyes and stared at the ceiling, swallowing hard, his mouth dry. His first ever blow job from his mate.

His eyes flickered down when he felt Ale’s tongue move between his balls.

“You smell so good, Troy.”

His dick twitched and Ale chuckled. “To be young again with no recovery time needed.”

“What are you doing?” He gasped as Ale’s tongue moved further south.

“Rimming you.”

Troy whimpered causing Ale’s to chuckle. “I’ve never…”

“I know, and I’ll be the only man to do this to you. Hold your legs up for me, Troy, and spread them wide.”

Troy lifted his legs up off the bed and spread them wide, exposing himself to Ale.

“Yeah, like that. Fuck, you look good.”

Troy clenched his eyes shut as Ale’s hands grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled them apart, exposing him further. He flinched when Ale’s hot breath gusted over his hole and then jumped when the tip of Ale’s tongue traced around it.

He gasped and moaned as Ale’s tongue licked the skin around his hole, so tantalizingly close but never actually touching the wrinkled flesh. He whimpered, desperate to feel his tongue licking at his hole, but Ale teased and tormented him, running it up and down his crack but always avoiding touching it.

When the touch finally came, Troy groaned harshly. His body trembled, and he gripped the back of his thighs, pulling them higher and giving Ale more space.

Ale’s tongue stroked over his hole, just the tip, up and down repeatedly. Troy was shocked by how good it felt. He’d never expected to feel this much. 

Ale’s tongue licked and stroked over his hole, then circled it before moving back to lick it again.

“Fuck, you taste good, Troy. Can’t wait to fuck you with my tongue.”

Troy made a high-pitched sound and Ale chuckled. “You like that, don’t you? There’s so much I’m going to show you, starting with this.”

Ale’s tongue slid into his hole and Troy shuddered, crying out loudly and clenching around it. 

“Shit, you’re tight.”

Ale could only get the tip of his tongue in, but Troy could feel it all the way through him. He relaxed as Ale’s tongue moved in him, and as he did, more of Ale’s tongue was able to slip into his ass.

Eventually, Ale had his whole tongue in and wriggled it in his ass, causing Troy to gasp in shock. “What?”

Ale pulled back, saying, “My tongue in your ass and now I’m going to fuck you with it.”

Troy whimpered then groaned as Ale did what he said he would and fucked him with his tongue. In and out it moved, and Troy was helpless under the onslaught of sensations coursing through his body. 

When a finger pushed in, he arched up, his eyes widening, and he cried out.

“Just my finger for now.”

Ale used both his tongue and finger, widening Troy, and eventually Troy relaxed. When a second finger pushed in, he groaned then jerked when those fingers rubbed over a spot inside.

“Your hot spot, Troy. Now let’s have some fun.”

All Troy could do was lie there and let the feelings roll over him. The pleasure and bliss were almost too much for him to take and with every swipe of Ale’s tongue or rub of his fingers pushed him higher.

His balls tightened, and Ale whispered, “Ready for number two, then?”

Troy whimpered and then virtually screamed when Ale sucked the head of his dick into his mouth as his fingers continued to rub his prostate. He couldn’t stop the orgasm that rushed through him and lay panting on the bed, his arms and legs flopping to the side.

Ale crawled up his body and looked down at him. Troy blinked up at him and smiled softly.

Ale returned it, saying, “Hey, look at you all flushed and blissed out.”

Troy chuckled quietly. “Ale…” He trailed off, not knowing how to say what he was feeling. His mate was here with him and they were doing things Troy had only dreamed about. To finally be able to kiss and touch his mate was almost as powerful an emotion as the ones Ale was creating in him.

Ale leaned down and kissed his lips. “I know,” he whispered against them.

“What do you know?” Troy asked.

“I know you love me. I love you too.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twelve

 

 

Ale stared down into Troy’s flushed face, watching the smile spread across his face.

“I’ve come twice. Even at my age I might need a minute.”

“You’re a vampire, Troy. You might need a few seconds.”

Troy grinned at Ale. “Yeah?”

Ale leaned down and kissed Troy, their tongues sliding past each other, and Ale moaned as he tasted Troy. He let his body rest on Troy’s and slid his hands into his hair, angling his head so he could deepen their kiss.

Troy wrapped his legs around Ale’s waist and Ale ground his hard dick against Troy, moaning again when he felt Troy’s dick begin to harden. Oh, to be that young again.

Ale rolled them so Troy was on top and he broke the kiss to stare up at Troy. Troy gave him a shy smile, ducking his head and peering at him through his eyelashes.

Ale let his arms drop to the side and grinned. “I’m all yours.”

Troy sat him, rubbing his ass on Ale’s dick, causing him to groan. “Really?” Ale nodded and Troy grinned. “Great.”

When Troy kissed him, Ale closed his eyes and let their tongues tangle, but they didn’t kiss for long before Troy was moving south. 

Ale watched Troy lick across one nipple then move to the other. He swapped between both, licking and sucking them.

“Bite them, Troy,” Ale murmured.

Troy glanced up at him and Ale saw his fangs dropped down and he gasped when Troy scraped them across his skin. It looked and felt erotic and when they pierced his skin, his body shook, shivers of pleasure running over him.

He shivered once again as Troy licked the wound closed, then moaned when Troy did the exact same thing to his other nipple. Fuck, he liked it. Who knew he’d enjoy being bitten like this?

Troy moved down his abs, his fangs scraping over Ale’s skin. When he reached his dick, Ale heard him take a deep breath in before his tongue licked down his shaft.

He watched Troy move up his shaft then take the bulbous head into his mouth and suck it. Ale cried out when warm, wet heat enveloped him and his hand gripped Troy’s shoulder as Troy’s tongue dipped into the slit. Ale watched him swallow and moan. The visual was hot! Troy sucking his dick and swallowing his juices almost had him coming on the spot.

Troy gripped the base and angled the shaft up so he could take more into his mouth. He gagged when he moved down, a blush covering his cheeks.

“Hey, take what you can. There’s no rush.”

“I just want to please you,” he whispered.

“You do, Troy, but deep throating takes practice.”

Troy grinned. “Guess I’ll have to practice a lot.”

Ale chuckled, and the sound choked off when Troy sucked him back into his mouth. Troy’s dark hair dropped forward covering his face, but Ale could feel what his mouth and tongue were doing to him. Licking and sucking, taking more of him into his mouth every time he moved down over his shaft.

Ale ran his fingers through his hair and muttered, “I don’t want to come like this yet. I want to come in you, Troy.”

Troy pulled off, his eyes shining red. “Fuck, yes.”

“Come up here.”

Troy moved up Ale’s body and Ale pulled him down so he could kiss him again. He couldn’t get enough of Troy’s mouth and tongue.

As they kissed, Ale rolled them so he was on top of Troy. Their hands moved over each other’s bodies until Ale moved down Troy’s body again. He sucked two fingers into his mouth to get them wet, making sure Troy saw what he was doing.

Troy whimpered when Ale’s hand moved between his ass cheeks and caressed his hole. His fingers ran over the wrinkled flesh gently before he pushed the tip of one in. He felt and heard Troy’s shaky breath and he kissed his inner thigh.

“You okay?”

“Yeah. I can take more.”

Ale pushed the finger further in then pulled it out slowly. He moved his finger in and out a few times then pushed a second in.

“Lube?” he asked as he worked his finger in and out.

Troy pushed his hands under the pillow and passed the tube to Ale who raised an eyebrow at him.

Troy shrugged and glanced away, his cheeks flushing.

Ale opened the tube and poured some on his fingers then pushed two back in, working the lube into Troy’s ass. After a few seconds, he pushed a third in and then waited for Troy to relax. As he waited, he kissed Troy’s thighs, murmuring, “You feel so good, Troy. So good.”

When he finally relaxed, Ale moved his fingers, scissoring them, stretching Troy’s hole. When he felt he was ready, Ale slipped his fingers out and poured lube on his painfully hard dick, groaning when he stroked it.

He moved in between Troy’s legs and bent over him, kissing him gently. “Ready?”

Troy nodded, biting his lip. “Yeah,” he whispered.

“We don’t have-”

Troy gripped his biceps. “I want this. I want you. Please, Ale.”

Ale stared into Troy’s eyes for a few seconds, then nodded. He lined his dick up with Troy’s hole and gently pushed in, stopping when the head popped past the muscles.

He held himself still, gritting his teeth at the hot, tight squeeze on his dick, waiting for Troy to relax. Troy panted, the red glow in his eyes dimming and Ale kissed him, slowly and thoroughly, putting as much emotion into the kiss as possible. When Troy nodded, Ale pushed in until his balls touched Troy’s ass. He stopped again and lay on top of Troy, kissing him softly.

“I feel so full,” Troy muttered.

“It’ll get better. I promise.”

Ale kissed him again, their tongues moving together and slowly pulled his dick out before pushing back in. Troy moaned softly as Ale continued to move, wrapping his legs over Ale’s back.

Ale continued to kiss him, whispering words, telling him how good he felt, how much he needed him. He changed the angle of his thrust until Troy cried out and he knew he’d hit the right spot. He made sure he kept hitting that spot with every thrust into Troy’s body. Troy cried out continuously, his hands tangled into Ale’s hair, their mouths eating at each other.

Ale could feel Troy tighten around him and he groaned harshly.

“Close,” Troy whimpered.

Ale pushed his hand between their bodies and fisted Troy’s dick. “Bite me.”

He tilted his head, exposing his neck to Troy and grunted when Troy’s fangs pierced his skin, then moaned with ecstasy. He shouted as he came, his hips jerking uncontrollably as come pulsed from his dick.

His hand stroked Troy’s dick and Troy cried out, wet heat covering Ale’s hand as he too came.

The intensity of his orgasm stole Ale’s breath and he rode the waves of pleasure, unable to stop his body jerking from the effects.

When his orgasm ended, Ale slumped on top of Troy, both of them panting. Sweat coated Ale’s skin and he shivered slightly as the chill in the air brushed over him. He felt Troy’s fangs pull free and his tongue slide across the puncture marks, sealing the wound closed.

They lay quietly together until Ale felt himself slipping free from Troy’s body. He gently pushed away and stood on shaky legs, slowly walking over to the bathroom. He wet a cloth and cleaned himself then went back to Troy and cleaned him too.

Troy watched him with heavy lidded eyes, smiling gently. “Thank you.”

Ale lay next to him on the bed, pulling him into his side and moving the covers over them both. Troy snuggled into his side, kissing his neck several times.

“You okay?” Ale asked.

“I’m fantastic.”

Ale tipped Troy’s head up and stared into his eyes. “You are,” he whispered before kissing him.

Ale didn’t know how long they kissed for before Troy swung his leg over Ale’s waist and rubbed his ass over Ale’s dick. Ale bit his lips, his hands gripping Troy’s hips.

“What do you want?”

Troy smiled, rotating his ass over Ale. “You. I want to ride you.”

Ale grabbed the lube and passed it Troy. Troy poured some into his hand then fisted Ale’s dick. Ale watched Troy lean up, and he felt the spongy head of it brush against Troy’s hole until Troy got it at the right spot and pushed down.

Ale moaned when his head popped through the tight ring of muscles, his hands tensing on Troy’s thighs. He kept his eyes on Troy, watching him for any signs of discomfort but there were none.

Troy moaned deeply, his head falling back as Ale’s dick was squeezed by Troy’s ass. Troy moved up and down slowly at first, moving his hips until he found the position he wanted. Ale carefully sat up, helping Troy to change his position, and gripped him by the back of his neck, kissing him deeply.

Both of them moaned as Ale’s penetration deepened. Troy moved once more, and Ale thrust up into Troy. The sounds of their skin slapping echoed around the bedroom, an accompaniment to their moans of pleasure.

Ale didn’t want it to end. Here, with Troy, was where he belonged, and he knew Troy felt the same. He could feel Troy’s emotions, the connection deepening between them. Troy whimpered and Ale kissed him, putting as much emotion into it as possible. He let Troy feel it through their bond and he knew when he did because Troy cried out and tightened around him.

Troy pulled back, his body shuddering as pearly ropes of come shot from his dick to coat both their chests. Ale grunted, gripping Troy in a tight embrace, his dick pumping in and out of Troy’s ass, prolonging his orgasm.

Troy suddenly grabbed Ale by his hair and yanked it to the side. Ale caught a flash of fangs before Troy bit him and Ale cried out. His own orgasm shot through him, arcs of electricity flooding his body, and he cried out again when he felt Troy’s pulls on his neck.

He kept hold of Troy until he eventually moved back, licking his neck before dropping his head onto Ale’s shoulder. Ale panted, his heart beating rapidly in his chest, and his arms tightened around Troy, holding him close.

“Ale…”

“I know. I can feel it.”

“Me too. Why did you hide it for so long?”

“You know why.” Ale sighed.

“Silly human.”

Ale felt Troy’s smile on his skin and he squeezed him, causing Troy to chuckle. “I’ll give you silly human.”

“No going back now?”

“I think that ship has sailed.” Ale sighed again. “It’s explaining it to your pops that has me worried.”

 “Chester will sort it out and Pops knows all about mates. Chester’s shown him plenty of times,” Troy added ruefully.

“Has he?”

“Oh yeah. I heard him showing Pops on a regular basis before I left for college.”

“Did you walk in on them after the kitchen incident?”

“No, thank god! Once was more than… oh, I actually got them twice. Jeez, I really need to scrub my eyes.”

“Twice? That wouldn’t bother Chester.”

“Yeah, I know about his kinky side.”

Ale lay them both down, and asked, “How do you know about that?”

“I had to go into Pops bedroom and they had handcuffs attached to the bedposts. Never had them before Chester.”

“Did it bother you?” Ale had known about Chester’s kinky side for years and it had never bothered him. Different strokes and all that, but how did Troy feel about it? He wasn’t feeling any revulsion from him.

“No, not really. Kinda freaked me out at first. It’s my Pops, right. Who wants to think about their parent having sex? If I can forget that it was my Pops, well, it was kinda…”

“Ever thought about being tied up?”

Troy sat up and stared down at Ale. “Yes and no. I’d like to explore it, but it scares me too. You know about Tina?”

“Yeah, I know about your mom.”

Troy glared at him, red flashing in his eyes and then disappearing. “Don’t call her that. She stopped being mom a long time ago. Bitch messed me up.”

Deciding to drop the subject, Ale said, “Let’s shower and then I think we should get some sleep.”

“Are you going to stay with me?” Troy dropped his head when he asked, and it reminded Ale of how young he was.

He lifted Troy’s head up and stared into his eyes. “We share the same room from now on.”

Troy’s smile lit up his face and Ale couldn’t resist kissing him. The shower could wait a little bit longer.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen

 

 

Troy stood waist deep in the lake and glared at Ale who was rolling on the deck laughing his ass off.

“So, not funny.”

“It really was. That fish-” Ale broke off, laughing harder.

So, the fish scared him when it smacked him the face, and yes, Troy did yelp like a little boy, but Ale didn’t have to laugh at him because he accidentally fell into the lake to get away from the fish.

The least he could do was help him out. Troy smirked. “Come on, help me out.”

He moved closer to the side and reached a hand out and as soon as Ale took it, he grinned and pulled Ale in. He caught the look of surprise on Ale’s face before he hit the water and burst out laughing.

When Ale came up spluttering and swearing to the surface, Troy was ready to greet him with a huge grin on his face.

“Not so funny now, is it?”

“You cheeky shit!”

Troy chuckled and clambered onto the side, leaning down and helping Ale out. They both lay on the wooden deck, staring at the cloudless sky above.

“It was funny,” Ale mused, rolling his head over to see Troy.

Troy grinned. “Yeah, it was.”

“Not me in the water.”

“Yeah, you.”

Ale grunted and rolled on top of Troy. Troy looked up at him, watching the droplets of water drip from Ale’s long hair.

Ale leaned down and brushed his lips across Troy’s. “That’s it?” Troy asked.

“I want you to fuck me.”

Ale sat up and pulled his wet t-shirt free, letting it drop with a wet slap next to them.

Troy slid his hands up over Ale’s chest feeling the muscles move beneath them. He gripped the back of Ale’s neck and pulled him down so he could kiss him. Troy’s tongue licked Ale’s lips, sucking the bottom one into his mouth and biting gently.

He loved Ale’s taste and when Ale opened his mouth, Troy sucked on his tongue. Ale pulled him off and Troy helped him take his t-shirt off. They stayed sat up with Ale’s legs wrapped around Troy’s waist and Troy let his hands move over Ale’s back, gripping the flesh.

He fisted Ale’s long hair and, pulling his head back, Troy nipped at his neck, licking across the small mark he made. Ale grunted, rubbing his dick on Troy.

“Do that again,” Ale demanded.

Troy licked and sucked his neck, letting his fangs scrape his skin. Troy felt Ale’s body shudder and repeated the move before letting them pierce his flesh. As he bit Ale, Troy moved his hand and rubbed Ale’s dick. They both moaned and Ale shuddered again, crying out, and Troy felt his dick throb in his hand.

He pulled his fangs free and licked the wound closed as Ale rested his head on his shoulder, panting.

When he eventually lifted his head, he said, “You didn’t come.”

Troy smiled, lifting a hand to brush the hair from Ale’s face. “No, I want to come inside you.”

Ale grinned and stood, pulling Troy up with him. “Need to get naked for that.”

Troy watched Ale strip, revealing the hard muscles and smooth skin. He trailed his fingers over Ale’s arms then linked them behind his neck.

Ale pulled him close and they kissed as Ale pushed Troy’s pants down his legs. Troy kicked them off and let Ale lay him on the decking, spreading his legs so Ale could fit between them.

He looked up at Ale, seeing the smile on his face.

“What?” he asked.

“I’m glad you didn’t give up.”

“I did,” Troy said.

“No, you didn’t. I always felt you, no matter how hard you tried to hide it. I felt your pain and loneliness, your sadness and your fear. I also felt your love.”

Troy sucked in a shaky breath. “Ale-”

“Shh. It’s okay. I love you too, Troy, and I’m never letting you go.”

Before Troy could say anything more, Ale kissed him, deep and filled with passion. Troy moaned into it, arching his hips off the decking and rubbing their dicks together. He fisted Ale’s hair, pulling him closer. Ale tangled their tongues together, dominating the kiss, and Troy let him take over. He knew who was in charge right then.

They kissed and touched, hands sliding over each other’s bodies until Ale moved down, kissing along Troy’s neck. When he reached the base, he bit it and then sucked up a bruise. Licking across the fresh mark, he moved further down, placing open-mouth kisses over Troy’s chest, while his fingers plucked and pulled at Troy’s hard nipples.

Troy moaned, loving the brief flash of pain. “Ale…”

“So responsive. Just for me.”

“Just you, Ale. No one else.”

Ale licked across one of Troy’s nipples before sucking it into his mouth and flicking it with his tongue. Troy’s hands tangled in Ale’s long hair, holding him to his chest, and he closed his eyes as Ale’s played with his nipples, his dick jerking with every swipe of his tongue.

He groaned when Ale’s teeth bit and arched up as bliss shot through his body. His nipples were sensitive and Ale knew this. That was why he was spending so much time teasing and tormenting them.

Troy reached down and grabbed his dick at the base, squeezing it. He was getting too close and he wanted to come while fucking Ale, not while he was playing with his body.

“I’m getting close,” he murmured.

Ale released his nipple and looked up, grinning at him. “I guess I’ll have to move on then.”

Troy groaned again when Ale moved down his chest, licking and sucking and biting, leaving him covered in marks. Each time, Troy reacted. He simply couldn’t not react. 

“Aw, fuck, Ale.”

“Soon, Troy. Soon I’ll be riding your dick, feeling it fill my ass. You want that, don’t you?”

Troy whimpered, staring at the evil glint in Ale’s eyes as he smirked.

Ale moved further down until he was above Troy’s leaking dick. He lifted it up and licked across the wet head, precome dribbling down the shaft and pooling on Troy’s abs.

“Fuck, look at you. So hard and wet.”

“Ale,” Troy whined.

Ale sucked the head in, dipping his tongue into the slit and Troy’s hips shot up. Ale sucking and slurping, licking up and down his shaft until he was wet with Ale’s saliva.

Ale moved until he was crouched over Troy’s dick, and, holding it up, slowly sat down. Troy whimpered when he felt the Ale’s wrinkled hole brush his dick and cried out when his dick popped through and was suddenly encased in hot, wet heat. He gripped Ale’s thighs, holding on tight as Ale lowered down until their groins met.

He lay panting, eyes squeezed shut as the onslaught of emotions crashed over him. It was almost too much for Troy to take and he gritted his teeth, determined not to come too soon.

Ale moaned above as he rolled his hips and Troy whimpered again. He opened his eyes and stared at Ale, mesmerized by the sight of him. He looked stunning with his head thrown back and all his dark hair cascading down his back.

His hole clenched around Troy’s dick and his grip tightened on Ale’s thighs. Ale looked down at him, seeing Troy’s chest heaving, and he slowly lifted up, tightening his ass as he moved.

Troy moaned and panted harshly, watching Ale slide up and down on his dick. The feeling was indescribable, the heat, the tightness, the way Ale moved above him. 

Their eyes met and neither looked away and Troy’s breath caught. His mate was fucking gorgeous. Troy felt his eyes grow wet, the itch intensifying the longer he stared at his mate.

Ale must have sensed it because he leaned down and kissed him. Slow and thorough, their tongues moved together, as Troy’s hands slid over Ale’s back until his fingers threaded through Ale’s hair, holding him close.

They continued to kiss as Ale moved on Troy’s dick, slowly at first, enjoying the sensation, but it wasn’t long before they both needed more.

Ale sat back up, and staring down at Troy, moved harder and faster. Troy grunted along with Ale every time they slammed together.

“Ale,” Troy said, unable to put together the words to tell him how he felt, but Ale understood.

Leaning down, he whispered against Troy’s lips, “Me too.”

Troy stared up at his mate, his mouth falling open as he panted. His balls pulled up and Troy felt a tingling sensation around his groin. He didn’t want to come, he wanted this to last forever. He wanted to remain connected to Ale for as long as he could, but his body had other ideas.

He lunged up and grabbed Ale’s hair, pulling him down and slamming their lips together. His body jerked as he came, come pulsing from his dick into Ale. He moaned with every shot, his body overloaded with ecstasy that rushed over him.

He could feel Ale stroking his dick, moaning into his mouth until he cried out and warm, wet heat, coated Troy’s abs.

Troy collapsed back onto the decking, panting heavily, his body coated in come and sweat, and Ale slumped on top of him. He wrapped his arms around his mate and closed his eyes, turning his head towards Ale’s neck and inhaling his scent.

He felt Ale squeeze his dick and he grinned and bit into Ale’s neck. Ale cried out again, his body jerking. Troy only took a couple of mouthfuls before licking the wound closed and then he nuzzled into Ale, holding him close.

They lay together for a few minutes until one of them shivered. Ale moved off him and rolled to the side, throwing an arm over Troy.

“I think we need to take a dip in the lake to clean up.”

Troy opened his eyes and glanced down at his chest and abs, seeing the evidence of what they’d just done. The cooling come was making him itch and he grimaced when he sat up, feeling it in places he really didn’t want to.

Ale jumped up and stretched and Troy lay smiling as he watched Ale’s body on display. Fuck, he looked great. Hard in all the right places, with muscles that bunched when he moved. Troy loved Ale’s body.

Ale grinned down at him and reached his hand out. Troy took it and let him pull him to his feet. Laughing, Ale wrapped Troy in his arms and jumped from the pier into the cool water.

Troy had a second to realize what was happening before the cold water covered him. He pushed away from Ale and surfaced, spluttering and wiping water from his face.

Ale emerged next him, chuckling at the expression on his face. “Clean now.”

“Yeah, thanks for that. Warn me next time.”

“I did,” Ale grinned.

Troy shook his head and clambered up the side of the decking, reaching down and helping Ale out. “You need to be careful, old man. Don’t want you damaging anything.” As he spoke his hand stroked over Ale’s dick, giving it a squeeze.

“I’ll give you old man,” Ale muttered before taking Troy down.

Laughing, Troy tried to get away, but couldn’t move as he was laughing too hard. Ale moved in between Troy’s legs and settled over him, grinning down as water dripped from his hair.

“Hmm. What do I have here?”

Troy returned his grin when he felt Ale’s hard dick slide over his abs. “Wanna go again?” he asked.

“With you? Always,” Ale said, then moved down to kiss Troy.

Troy moaned into the kiss. He could get used to this.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fourteen

 

 

Singing quietly, Ale moved around the kitchen preparing breakfast. He’d left Troy in bed, recovering from a night filled with passion and lust. Now they’d moved forward with their relationship, they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Ale had never felt this all-consuming need to be with someone like he did with Troy and he understood why Chester had fought so hard for Silas.

When he and Troy had been exploring each other’s bodies, the pleasure they felt crossed their bond, making the emotions stronger and more potent. All-consuming was the right word to describe it.

He could smack himself over the head for the way he’d treated Troy and their mating, but Troy was a better person than he was and when Ale had mentioned it, he’d shrugged it off, saying it was over now. He wasn’t sure if he could have acted as maturely as Troy, considering the amount of pain he’d caused him. But now Ale had a lifetime to make it up to him. 

So, there he stood, flipping pancakes and grilling bacon because he knew they were Troy’s favorites. The syrup was on the tray and once everything was ready, he’d wake Troy up with breakfast in bed. Damn, he was becoming sappy, but he loved it. He’d never had the opportunity to spoil someone before and now he had his mate, he was going to do the best he could.

When everything was ready, Ale picked up the tray and carried it back to their bedroom. He stood at the doorway watching Troy sleep. His black hair was mussed and he had a stubble across his jaw and Ale thought he was the sexist man he had ever seen. Yeah, he knew he’d been calling Troy a kid, but after spending these last few days with him, he knew beyond a shadow of doubt that Troy was a man.

He walked over and placed the tray on the floor and sat on the bed, running his fingers through Troy’s hair. The gentle action woke Troy and he blinked sleepily up at Ale, smiling when his eyes fully opened.

“Hey,” he murmured, sleep still coloring his words.

“Hey, sleepyhead. Hungry?”

“Mmm, yes, I am.”

Ale smiled and leaned down to pick the tray up. When Troy saw it, his mouth fell open and he smiled at Ale. “You did this for me?”

Ale grinned and placed the tray on Troy’s lap, leaning forward to kiss him. “Just for you.”

Troy looked at the food and then smiled shyly at Ale. “Eat with me?”

“Of course.”

Ale waited until Troy ate first then tucked in. “Damn, this is good,” Troy mumbled between mouthfuls.

“Didn’t your Pops tell you not to eat with your mouth full?” Ale said, grinning.

“Meh, he’s not here.”

“Which I’m grateful for considering the noises you were making last night.” Ale arched a brow and grinned again when Troy blushed.

“Your tongue…” Troy’s blush deepened.

“It does seem to like certain parts of your body.” Ale winked and Troy almost choked on the food he was eating.

“God, stop. Please.”

Laughing, Ale kissed him. “Okay. Eat up. We need to go shopping. When do you have to go back to college?”

“Er, several days ago?”

“Are you going to miss too much?” The last thing Ale wanted was for Troy to fall behind.

“No, I’m up to date with all my assignments and I’ve been able to do some here, but I need to be back for Monday.”

“So, we have three more days together. We definitely need to buy more food then. Eat up and then we can go grocery shopping. Wanna go hiking after?”

Troy nodded while stuffing his mouth full of more food. Ale furrowed his brow, shaking his head as he watched Troy eat. He had no idea where he put all the food he ate. 

After they’d finished eating and had a shower, which naturally led to lots of naughty fun, they got into Ale’s truck and drove to the nearest grocery shops. Ale couldn’t help but grin at the look on Troy’s face. He was happy, and not only could Ale see it, he could feel it too. He’d spent so much time and effort trying to ignore the connection and Troy’s emotions to fully appreciate it.

He reached over and held Troy’s hand, smiling when he felt Troy squeeze it. He didn’t need to say anything, the bond, their connection did all the speaking for him.

When they pulled up outside the grocery store, they both got out and walked over. The limo parked at the side of the store caused Ale to furrow his brow. It was out of place, but he shrugged off his feelings and followed Troy inside.

He shivered when the cold air hit his skin and rubbed his arms as he scanned the shelves. Ale walked down the aisle, grabbing what they needed, and when he had everything, he turned to look for Troy but couldn’t find him.

Furrowing his brow, he checked all the aisles, but Troy was nowhere to be seen.

Troy. Where are you?

Getting no response, he tried again. Maybe he’d done it wrong.

Troy.

There was still no response and Ale walked outside quickly searching the area.

Troy.

Oh fuck, Ale. Graham.

It was faint, but it was definitely Troy.

Where are you? Ale asked, rubbing his head as pain radiated through it.

Whatever Troy was going to say faded out and Ale sucked in a lungful of air. He broke out in a sweat and then he felt it. Fear. Not his, but Troy’s.

Troy.

Nothing.

Troy!

Still nothing. Grabbing his cell from his pocket he quickly dialed Troy’s number. When he heard ringing, he spun in a circle until he saw it. Troy’s cell phone was on the floor between the gas pumps.

He lowered his slowly, walking over to the cell and squatting next to it, watching the screen darken. He picked it up and checked it over then pocketed it.

He didn’t know who Graham was, but he knew who would.

Ale paced the area as he waited for Chester to answer.

“Ale. What’s-”

“Who is Graham?” Ale interrupted. 

“Graham. I’m not… hang on.” Ale could hear muffled voices then Chester came back on the line. “Graham is Troy’s grandfather. Why are you asking?”

“Troy’s gone, but he contacted me telepathically. All he said was Graham, then he kinda faded away.”

“Shit. Graham has him?”

“His cell was on the ground outside the store we stopped at. Why would he want Troy? I thought Troy had nothing to do with them?”

“He thinks Troy should be with him, learning how to be a true vampire. Look, where are you?”

Ale gave Chester the directions, and asked, “Is he in any danger?”

“I don’t know. We’ll be there as soon as we can.”

Ale dropped the cell to his side when Chester hung up. Why would Graham want Troy now? What was going to do with his mate?

❊❊❊

Troy sat in the back of the limo staring out of the window. His head hurt from trying to reach out to Ale. At least he’d been able to pass on some sort of message to him. 

“I’ve been trying to talk to you for some time, Troy.”

Troy turned to look at the vampire sat next to him, trying to see Tina in him. He was her father after all. This vampire was his grandfather.

“You could have just called.”

“Silas won’t let me speak to you, so I had to resort to this,” Graham spat the word out. “Pathetic human.”

“That pathetic human is my father.”

“We need to arrange your education, Troy. You need to learn what it is to be the member of a superior species.”

Troy’s eyebrows shot up and he stared incredulously at Graham. “What the actual… superior species? Where the fuck did you come up with that shit from?”

Troy’s head shot to the side from the blow Graham gave him. “You will watch what you say to me, Troy. I have no problem punishing you.”

Troy touched his jaw, feeling the pain blossom under his fingers. “Stop the car now.”

“It’s a limousine, and no, I won’t. You will learn your place, Troy, or I’ll force you to. Do you understand me?”

Troy swallowed when he saw the red in Graham’s eyes and nodded slowly. The last thing he wanted was for Graham to lose his shit in the limo. Troy didn’t know him, didn’t know what he was capable of.

Graham was someone he’d heard of but had never actually spent any time with. He knew Graham had refused to speak to Tina after she had married his pops, and now, he was sat in this long black dick extension of a car going fuck knows where.

“You’ll like living with other vampires, Troy. It will teach you everything you need to know about us as a species. We are stronger, faster, our senses are far more superior to those humans you’ve been forced to spend time with, but don’t worry, Troy, we’ll fix all of that.”

“Where are we going, Graham?”

Troy winced when another blow landed. What was up with this dick?

“I am your grandfather and you will address me as such, and to answer your question, we are going home. To my estate.”

“Estate?”

Graham glanced at him, waiting.

“Grandfather,” Troy added through gritted teeth.

“Better, but still not good enough.”

Troy shot backward and Graham grinned maliciously at him. “You will learn to obey me, Troy. I think we’ll change your name. So—” Graham waved his hand in the air, the disdain evident in his voice “—American.”

“I kinda like my name, Grandfather, and Ti- mother chose it for me.”

“Against my wishes, George.”

“George?”

Graham nodded. “Much better than Troy.”

Troy stared incredulously at Graham. “I would prefer Troy, please, Grandfather.” He knew he had to speak respectfully or suffer the consequences. He already knew that Graham had no problem hitting him.

“I’ve made my decision, George.”

Troy sat in silence and stared out of the window. If only he had his cell on him, but he knew that wouldn’t help. He needed to try to contact Ale again even if it meant one nasty ass headache.

Ale.

Troy winced and rubbed his forehead. Why hadn’t they practiced this when they were together?

Troy, where are you?

Going to Graham’s estate.

Troy broke off as the pounding in his head worsened.

“It won’t be long till we arrive and you can start your new life, George. I’m looking forward to showing you how we plan to take over and rule this planet the way we should be.”

Troy gaped at Graham. “Are you fucking insane?”

The blow caused his head to bounce off the window frame and he groaned as pain ricocheted through his face and head.

“It looks like I’m going to have to teach you some manners, George.” Graham sat back in his seat and shook his head. “It’s no surprise that human didn’t. He let you run wild and do whatever you wanted, but no more. You will learn our ways and take your rightful place.”

Troy held his face in his hands feeling the blood trickle from the cut in his eyebrow. A tissue appeared in front of him and when he reached for it, Graham grabbed his hand. Slowly, Troy raised his eyes to Graham’s and gulped when he saw the red in them.

Graham pulled him closer and grabbed his jaw, twisting his head closer to him. Troy shuddered when he felt Graham’s tongue lick over the cut, and as soon as Graham released him, he moved as far away as he could.

As they drew closer to Graham’s estate, Troy was certain of one thing: he was never going to be like Graham. Never.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifteen

 

 

Ale gripped the sides of his head when Troy’s voice faded out.

“You need to practice more,” Chester told him.

“Graham’s estate,” Ale muttered, breathing deeply.

“That fucker! He has nothing to do with Troy for years and he thinks he can turn up and take my son away from me? I’m going to break the motherfucker’s neck!”

Chester grabbed Silas by the shoulders. “Troy is our priority. We get him first and then you can have Graham.”

“I want him,” Silas said through gritted teeth. “He touched my son, Chester. The fucker’s gonna pay.” Silas spun around and glared at Ale. “And you—” He pointed his finger at him— “I’ll speak to you later.”

“I’m sorry, Silas. I never thought this Graham would come after Troy.”

“Not that. You’ve been having sex with my son!”

“We’re mates, Silas. I love him.”

Silas worked his jaw from side to side. “You love him, do you? Where have you been all those months after you mated with him? Nowhere! You left him to cope with all this shit on his own and now you love him? Fuck you, Ale.”

“Silas, this isn’t helping us.”

Silas stormed across the parking lot, stopping by Ale’s truck. Ale could see his shoulders moving with every breath he took. “He gonna be okay?” he asked Chester.

“Give him a few minutes. This hasn’t been easy on him. Troy’s his son and he wasn’t expecting any of this for a few more years.”

Ale sighed and stood waiting next to Chester. About five minutes later, another truck pulled up and Jared, Donnie and Miguel got out.

“What’s the situation?” Donnie asked when they approached.

“Looks like Graham has taken Troy back to the family estate. Silas will know more about that than me.”

“Graham?” Miguel asked.

“Troy’s grandfather. He hasn’t shown any interest in Troy. He turned up once, not long after me and Silas mated, but nothing since.”

“And now this?” Miguel frowned. “Why now then?”

“That’s the question.”

“Er, look, guys, you should know something,” Ale muttered. Sighing, he added, “I’m mated to Troy.”

Donnie’s mouth fell open as Jared chuckled, shaking his head. Miguel stared blankly at him. 

“You’re funny, man.” Jared said, grinning. When he saw the look on Ale’s face, his grin faded. “Seriously? You’re mated to Troy?” When Ale nodded, he asked, “Since when? Why haven’t you told us? Shit, Troy’s a kid!”

“And that’s the reason why. He’s young and we were both drunk when it happened.”

“The barbecue before he left for college,” Donnie said. “You were different later and Troy disappeared.”

“Okay, we can sort it out later, but right now, we need to get Troy back,” Miguel said. “What’s the plan?”

“He’s at the estate. Silas knows where it is. We’re going there to bring Troy home and deal with Graham.”

“I’ve gotta ask, but did he go willingly?” Miguel asked Ale.

“I don’t think so. His cell was on the ground and he tried to tell me where he was going.”

“Tell you?” Donnie pointed to his head.

“Yeah. Hurts.”

“It’ll get easier.”

Silas walked over to join, and after glaring at Ale, said, “We’re an hour away from Graham’s place. He believes vampires should be in charge and that humans are cattle.”

“Wow, that’s really gonna work. What a dick,” Donnie said, shaking his head. “I can see humans following along with that. Jeremy would punch me and tell me to go fuck myself if I tried any of that shit on him.”

Jared chuckled. “Yeah, Sacha would just shake his head. He tells me it’s hard enough with me in the house.”

“So,” Ale interrupted. “Let’s go and get my mate.”

“My son.” 

“Silas, please. We can sort this out later.” Silas growled at Ale and walked away, flipping Ale off over his shoulder. “I thought you said you’d talk to him.”

Chester grimaced. “It’s not going too well.”

“No shit, C. I think we all got that,” Donnie muttered.

“Well, I’m not riding with him,” Miguel muttered before walking over to the other truck.

Jared waved, gave them all a smirk and followed Miguel with Donnie trailing after.

“Great. So, it’s me. You and the man that wants to kill me. Thanks, Chester. Totally awesome.”

 “Totally?” Chester snorted. “Come on, let’s go and get my son… and your mate.”

❊❊❊

Troy stared at the mansion as the limo pulled up outside. It was huge! Like the ones he’d seen on TV. Graham sat waiting until the door opened and left Troy in the car. Snorting, Troy got out and stood staring at the place.

“Come on, George. Time to meet everyone and begin your education.”

Troy rolled his eyes and followed Graham up the steps that led into the mansion. Once inside, he stared at all the marble. Marble floors, expensive paintings hung from walls, vases on pedestals, and a huge staircase leading straight up to the next floor.

Servants came over, helping Graham to take his coat off, and Graham waved a hand at Troy to follow him to a doorway on the left of the grand foyer.

Walking behind him, Troy suddenly stopped at the doorway when he saw inside the room. A young naked man, no, a male vampire, knelt on the floor with his wrist raised in the air.

Graham sat on the sofa next to him and took the wrist, biting into it, and began to feed. The young man flinched along with Troy.

“What are you doing?” Troy asked, even though it was plainly obvious.

He looked the vampire over, seeing the dirt, bruises, and healing bite marks. He was skinny, clearly undernourished.

Graham paused feeding and threw an irritated look in Troy’s direction. “What does it look like, George?”

“Is he your mate?”

Graham scoffed. “Of course, he isn’t. He’s a blood slave. I bought him six months ago. We all enjoy him.”

“You all enjoy him? So, there are more vampires here?”

“And the human blood slaves that feed us. This is the way it should be.”

“So why is he a blood slave? He’s a vampire?”

“His father sold him to me. We enjoy everything he has to offer.”

Troy swallowed hard at the hidden implication. “Everything?”

Graham sighed and dropped the wrist. Twisting on the sofa, he patted a spot next to him. “Sit here, George. I can see you need education more than I had thought. Jacques was sold to me by his family. They didn’t want him because he took up with a human. A male human. So now he feeds us and satisfies a few of the vampires here who like to have sex with males as well as females.”

“And he gives you permission to do these things to him?”

Graham stared at Troy and then laughed. “Of course not, George. I own him, like all the other blood slaves.” He leaned forward and patted Troy’s cheek. “Give it time, George. You’ll learn.”

The door opened, and Graham glanced over and then nodded. He stood and brushed off his slacks then said to Troy, “I have to attend a meeting. Enjoy Jacques here, his blood is exquisite.”

Troy watched Graham leave, and once the door closed, he stood and stared around the room, looking for a phone. Jacques didn’t move from his position on the floor as Troy searched, and eventually Troy squatted in front of him and asked, “Where’s the phone?”

Jacques didn’t look up but pointed to a side board that Troy had somehow missed. He jogged up to it, but before he picked it up, Jacques spoke.

“You can’t ring outside. You need the code.”

“Fuck! I need to call my…” Troy stopped and looked at Jacques. The long blond hair and startling green eyes that stared at him. Swallowing, he asked, “Do you want to leave here? Do you want to be free?”

Jacques nodded, a sob escaping. “Yes,” he whispered.

“I need a phone or a cell or…”

“Or?”

“My mate,” Troy whispered.

He closed his eyes and concentrated on Ale, trying to bridge the distance between them. When he thought they had it, he spoke to him.

Ale

Troy. Where are you?

Graham’s estate. Pops knows where. He has blood slaves.

What?

Sorry. Gotta stop. Hurts.

We’re on our way. Love you.

Troy winced and rubbed his head, the sudden pounding making him want to vomit. He collapsed on the sofa, breathing harshly, waiting for the pain to subside.

“Are you okay, George?”

“Troy. My name’s Troy, but he doesn’t like it.”

Jacques nodded. “He doesn’t like a lot of things.”

“Where are the others held?”

“Basement.”

Troy nodded and stared out of the window. No wonder Tina had been the way she was. Growing up here, with this?

“My dad’s the local sheriff,” he muttered.

“Can he help us?” Jacques asked, hope evident in his eyes.

“He’s on his way.”

Frowning, Jacques tilted his head. “How?”

“My mate told him what happened.”

“You’re mated? You seem too young.”

Wincing, Troy nodded. “Yeah, it kinda happened but we’re moving on. It’s good now. Anyway, I told him, and he told my Pops.”

“How long?” Jacques asked shakily.

“They’re on their way now. I won’t leave you. I promise.” Jacques nodded, tears falling from his eyes, and Troy moved to sit next to him on the floor. “I won’t leave you,” he muttered again.

❊❊❊

They stopped outside the gates that led to the estate next to another vehicle already waiting. Michaela stepped out, along with two new members, Jensen and Dean, and approached the truck.

“So, what’s the plan?” she asked when they all gathered together.

Silas answered, “I don’t think they will open the gates for us, so we need to take everything we can and go in over the walls.”

“Troy said he has blood slaves,” Ale added, after Silas finished speaking.

Silas growled. “That doesn’t surprise me.”

“Sacha will make sure the council finds out.” Jared said, crossing his arms over his chest. “Fucking slaves.”

“Right, let’s get ready. Here’s the layout. We’re here—” Silas pointed to the map, “— and the mansion is here, roughly a mile from the gate. Stick to the trees until nightfall, then we go in. If he does have slaves, we need to find them all and get them out. I have units on their way here, and I’ll meet them here. We can keep Graham busy so you can get inside and check the place out.”

“Agreed, everyone?” Chester asked.

When everyone nodded, Chester separated them into teams, and once they had everything they needed, they moved out, leaving Silas behind. The wall was tricky, but they all managed it, and once inside, they went their separate ways. Ale and Chester were heading for the front entrance, Jared, Donnie and Miguel had the servant’s entrance, while Michaela, Jensen and Dean had the back.

Once they were all in position, Silas checked in with Chester and they all sat and waited.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixteen

 

 

Troy sat at the long dining table surrounded by vampires he didn’t know. The human blood slaves and Jacques knelt beside each one, including him. He glanced down at the bowed head of the woman next to him and bit his lip.

He slowly reached down and touched her head, feeling her jump at his soft touch. She glanced up at him through her hair and he gave her a small smile then sat back up and tried to finish eating the food that had been placed in front of him.

He knew his pops and Rescue Inc were outside waiting. He also knew that Deputy Roberts was outside asking to speak to him, something Graham was refusing to do.

Troy glanced around the table, trying to remember faces. He didn’t want anyone to get away with what they were doing here, and from what he’d heard, in other places like Graham’s too. He needed to gain access to a laptop or computer so he could copy files or folders before they disappeared.

He looked at the clock, seeing the time was a little after eight. It was dark outside, so it wouldn’t be long before something happened.

Where are you?

Troy jumped when he heard Ale and coughed to cover up the sudden movement. Shoveling some food into his mouth, he answered.

In the dining room. Others here.

How many?

Troy did a quick head count. Eight, including me at the table and the same number on the floor.

What?

Slaves kneel on the floor.

That’s fucked up.

Please hurry, Ale. They feed after eating.

We’re in place, Troy. Five minutes.

Troy hunched over his plate, waiting. His foot bounced under the table and he shifted on his chair, trying to keep still, but failing miserably. He wanted to go home with Ale.

He glanced down at the woman by his side and back up to Graham. Graham was holding court, that was the only way Troy could describe it. Everyone was tuned in to what he was saying, smiling and laughing at whatever Graham said.

God, Troy wanted to be anywhere but there. How could Graham and these other vampires treat humans and Jacques this way? What was wrong with them? Couldn’t they see how wrong they were?

Banging on the front door interrupted the conversation around the table and Graham sighed dramatically.

“I really wish that deputy would leave.”

A minute later, a servant came in with Silas behind him. Troy jumped up and ran towards him, hugging him when he reached him.

“Pops!”

“Troy. Are you okay?”

“I am now.”

“Graham. Want to tell me what’s going on here? Why are there people on the floor, naked?”

Graham threw his napkin on to the table and stood. He walked around the table until he stood in front of them and sneered at Silas, looking him up and down before dismissing him.

“George, please sit down at the table.”

“Who the fuck is George?” Silas demanded.

“Me, Pops. Graham thinks I should be called George.”

“Seriously? What the fuck is wrong with you, Graham? Troy, go outside and wait for me please. Deputy Roberts is there. Tell him to radio in. We’re going to need more people here.”

“George, stay where you are,” Graham ordered.

“Yeah, fuck you, Graham.”

Troy went to leave the room when there was a crash behind him. He spun around to find Silas on the floor with Graham on top of him.

“Get off him!” Troy screamed, jumping on top of Graham to pull him off.

Hands grabbed him, pulling him away from Graham, and he fought them off, trying to help Silas fight off Graham’s attack.

Ale! Help us!

Coming now.

“Get off me! Pops!”

The weight on top of him suddenly disappeared and a quick glance revealed Jacques fighting the vampire who had been on top of him. Troy lashed out, punching the vampire in the side of the head, and then spun around to fight Graham and another vampire attacking Silas.

All the self-defense Silas had taught him over the years kicked in and Troy punched and kicked anyone who came near him, throwing one vampire across the room and into a wall where he fell in a heap. He took blows, his clothes were ripped, but he never gave in until a heavy blow landed across the back of his head.

The pain had him crying out and he fell to the floor, gasping in agony. He whimpered when he tried to get up, the pain pounding in his head, and he collapsed back onto the floor.

“Stupid little shit,” a male voice said above him.

“Get the fuck away from my son!”

Troy panted and tried to reach out to Ale, but the pain was too much. He swallowed hard as his stomach rolled and he panted through his mouth, trying to stop the urge to vomit.

Sounds from outside the room reached him and he was roughly pulled up from the floor by his hair, causing him to cry out, and the intensity of pain in his head doubled. He was vaguely aware of being dragged from the room, the cold marble floor sliding under his skin.

The cooler, outside air touched his skin and he heard a car door open. “Get him in here,” he heard Graham say as he was dragged closer to a car.

Troy looked up and saw Graham waiting inside his limo and he began to struggle against the hands that held him.

“Ale!” he screamed. “Pops!”

“Get him to shut the fuck up,” Graham hissed, “and in the fucking car. Now!”

Troy fought the hands that held him, pushing and pulling to get away from them and the car that Graham now sat in.

“Ale! Pops! Chester!”

Troy cried out when he was punched in the stomach and his legs buckled. Just as he was about to be pushed into the car, the hands holding him fell away and Troy dropped to the floor. He looked up to see Ale stood next to him, fighting the vampires that surrounded them. 

Just when it looked like he was about to be overwhelmed, Donnie, Jared and someone Troy didn’t know appeared and fought by his side, pushing the vampires back. Within a minute, the other members of Rescue Inc appeared, along with several officers who arrested the remaining vampires and Graham, who hadn’t succeeded in leaving.

Troy sat on the ground, head dropped into his hands, panting heavily, sweat cooling on his skin. He’d come so close to being taken, to possibly losing everything.

“Hey, you’re safe,” Ale muttered, sitting next to him and pulling him into his arms.

“Troy, son.”

“He’s overwhelmed right now,” Ale said, dropping a kiss on to Troy’s head. “He needs a few minutes.”

“When I get my hands on Graham, I’m going to tear the bastard apart.”

“Sheriff! We need you over here.”

“Fuck. I’ll be back in soon.” Troy felt Silas squeeze his shoulder then heard him walk away.

“Ale,” he whispered brokenly. 

Sobs burst free and he turned towards Ale, letting him comfort him, holding him tight and knowing he’d keep him safe.

“I’ve got you, Troy. I’ve got you.”

❊❊❊

Ale held Troy as he cried, closing his own eyes when tears threatened. When he’d seen Troy being dragged by two vampires, he’d thought he’d lost him.

There were no words to describe how he’d felt in that moment, the rush of emotions that threatened to overwhelm him. The thought of losing his mate after such a short time together had almost knocked him to ground, and if it hadn’t been for Silas, he may have fallen.

Silas, who was stronger than he had been in that moment, had somehow forced Ale to continue running, rushing to save Troy.

He pulled him closer, needing to feel Troy in his arms. What the hell was going on? He knew enough from Jared, and his mate, Sacha, to know owning blood slaves was against vampire laws, so why were they here? Humans and one vampire. A vampire, from what Ale had overheard, that had been sold by his own family.

That was fucked up. Who sold their own child? 

Troy moved and Ale loosened the grip he had on him. When Troy lifted his tear-stained face, Ale wiped the tears away with trembling fingers. So close to losing him. Too close.

“Ale,” Troy whispered, lifting his face up.

Ale bent down and kissed Troy, sliding his lips across his. Troy whimpered and Ale kissed him again, deepening it, needing to feel Troy all over.

Troy’s tongue touched his and Ale moaned, letting their tongues slide together. His hands framed Troy’s face as they kissed with Troy twisting and wrapping his arms around Ale.

Ale broke from the kiss and rested his forehead against Troy’s. “When I saw them dragging you towards Graham, I thought I’d lost you.”

“Me too, but I knew you’d come for me. I knew you wouldn’t let them take me away. I fought them, Ale, I didn’t want to leave you.”

“I would never stop looking for you if they had taken you. I love you too much.”

“I love you too.”

Ale kissed Troy again, putting as much emotion into the kiss as he could. He could feel Troy’s through their bond and he whimpered. He’d almost lost him.

“Shh. I’m here now. You saved me, Ale.”

“I was almost too late.”

“But you weren’t.” Troy leaned back and looked into Ale’s eyes. “Take me home, Ale. I want to go home.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seventeen

 

 

Troy walked back into the mansion, holding Ale’s hand, and stopped when he saw the level of activity. There were police officers everywhere and Rescue Inc members moving around the building, taking photos and documenting everything.

Statements were being taken with EMT in attendance and some vampires that Troy didn’t recognize.

A noise to the left drew his attention and he stared at Jacques who was huddled in a corner and refusing to leave. Dropping Ale’s hand, Troy slowly walked over to him with a hand held out in front of him.

When he reached Jacques, he knelt on the floor in front of him and gave him a small smile. “Hey, Jacques. Are you ready to go?”

Jacques shook his head, not making eye contact, and Troy glanced over his shoulder to see what he was staring at. His eyebrows shot up and he looked back at Jacques. “What has Miguel done? Has he hurt you?”

Jacques shook his head again and leaned forward, whispering, “I can’t.”

Troy furrowed his brow, not understanding him. “What? You can’t what?”

“Please take me away from him.”

“What’s he done? I’ll get Ale or Chester-”

“No!” Jacques shouted. Everyone turned to face him, the noise in the room dropping. “It’s not that,” he whispered, continuing to stare at Miguel, who was now watching him.

Shaking his head, Troy asked, “What’s he done?”

Jacques looked at him through tear-filled eyes and muttered the one word Troy hadn’t been expecting. “Mate.”

Troy dropped his head, sighing deeply. “Shit.” 

“Yeah. I can’t, not now. I need to get away.”

“Jacques-”

“Please. Please take me away.”

“I will, but he needs to know. He’ll be feeling the connection. He’s in the same room. He keeps looking at you.”

“Please, I can’t.” Jacques pleaded with him.

“I’ll get you out of here, I promise.”

Jacques’ eyes widened and he scrambled further into the corner. When Troy looked over his shoulder, Miguel stood behind him, staring at Jacques.

“Can I help you?” he asked in a low voice.

Jacques shook his head, his eyes glued to Miguel. Miguel frowned and tilted his head.

“I’ll see to Jacques, Miguel.”

“Jacques.” Miguel murmured the name.

Troy looked between the two of them, who were now practically ignoring him, and he had no idea what to do.

Ale. I need help.

What’s wrong? Is Miguel causing problems?

Shit, Ale. They’re mates, but Jacques is nowhere near ready for that, not after everything he’s been through here.

On my way.

“Hey, Miguel. I need you outside helping Donnie.”

“Sure,” Miguel said slowly, his eyes never leaving Jacques.

“Now, Miguel.”

“Huh?” Miguel broke eye contact and frowned at Ale.

“Outside with Donnie.” Ale nodded his head in the direction of the door and Miguel nodded.

“Sure,” he said again, his eyes going back to Jacques.

“Miguel.”

Miguel took a couple of steps away and Ale grabbed his arms, pulling him towards the door. Miguel kept glancing over his shoulder at Jacques until he was pulled from the room.

Jacques slumped forward and Troy reached out to grab him.

“I can’t.”

“I know. He’s gone now.”

Jacques raised his eyes slowly until he was staring at Troy. “But he’ll be back. He feels it. What am I going to do?”

“We’ll get you checked out at the hospital and when they release you, you’ll come and stay with me and my mate,” Jared said, squatting in front of him. “For as long as you need, but you need to tell Miguel the truth. Don’t hide it from him.”

“I can’t tell him.”

Jared shook his head and leaned forward towards Jacques. “Don’t lie to him or hide it. Sacha did that and it almost ruined everything we had. Don’t do that to your mate.”

“How…”

Jared gave him a small smile. “I know. Come on, let’s get you checked out.”

Jared helped Jacques stand, and with Troy’s help, got him outside to a waiting ambulance. Troy waited while Jacques was treated, keeping an eye on Miguel, who seemed to be moving closer to them.

Eventually, Jacques told him to bring Miguel over, which Troy did. He stood with his back to them, trying not to listen in, but he still heard Miguel’s reaction.

“I’m not leaving you! How can you tell me this and then expect me to just forget about you? What kind of person do you think I am? I’ll come with you to-”

“No! Troy!”

Troy turned and pushed past Miguel, standing in front of him. “You need to go now, Miguel. I’ll let you know what happens.”

An anguished look covered Miguel’s face. “Troy, please don’t. I can-”

Troy leaned closer to Miguel and whispered, “I know. I know what it feels like to have a mate who doesn’t want you.” Miguel glanced over at Ale, then back at him. “You need to give him time and space to recover. He was a blood slave.”

“I know that. I know what happens to them. It doesn’t make him any less of a man because of what they did to him, but I can’t just walk away.”

“Give him time.”

Miguel stared at Jacques and he eventually nodded. “Can you give him my number? He can call me when he’s ready.”

Troy nodded and watched him walk away, his shoulders slumped and running a hand through his hair repeatedly.

“We’re taking him to the hospital now. You coming?”

Troy nodded and jumped in the back, letting Ale know where he was going.

I’ll meet you there. Be careful.

Love you.

Love you too, Troy.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eighteen

 

 

Jacques peered at the human sat in the crap plastic chair next to his hospital bed. He’d come in while he’d been sleeping, but as soon as he woke up, Jacques knew he was there. Miguel, his mate.

Asleep now, Jacques could look at Miguel—his short, dyed blond, spiky hair, tight fitting t-shirt, and dark blue jeans that molded to his thighs.

Closing his eyes, Jacques turned away. He couldn’t be thinking about the human like that. He wasn’t going there ever again. No one was touching him. No one. And yet he couldn’t stop his eyes from opening and looking at the man as he slept.

The door opened quietly and another human walked in, smiling when he saw Jacques awake.

“I’m not sure if you remember me. I’m Jared. We talked before you came to the hospital.”

Jacques nodded. He remembered Jared and his offer to stay with him. “Yes, I do.”

Jared frowned at Miguel then turned back to Jacques. “My mate, Sacha, is getting the spare room ready for you. When you’re discharged, you can come and stay with us.”

Jacques nodded again because, in reality, he had nowhere to go and nowhere to call home. His family had sold him like a spare piece of furniture they no longer wanted. He’d made the council aware of what they’d done, so no doubt they’d be up on charges and having every asset stripped from them. They could be homeless, just like him.

“What about him?” Jacques asked, nodding towards the sleeping human.

Sighing, Jared stared at the floor. “Miguel’s your mate, so at some point he’s gonna want to talk to you.”

“I’m not ready,” Jacques whispered, watching Miguel. “I don’t know if I ever will be.”

“No one’s forcing you to do anything you don’t want to do. Take time to heal and recover, then think about it.”

Jacques continued to stare at Miguel, biting his lip. Yes, he would take the time he needed, but the question was: what would he do after he’d healed?

Epilogue

 

Troy glared at Ale, his arms crossed over his chest, leaning against the counter in the kitchen. “One word was all I wanted.”

Ale sighed. “You were in your exam. I won’t help you cheat.”

“He’s right, son, and you know it.”

“Not helping, Pops.” Troy didn’t take his eyes off Ale when he answered Silas.

One word was all he wanted. One fucking word.

“One word would have helped you answer the question. You know it, I know it, so don’t be like this, Troy. You don’t need to cheat because you studied for these exams.” Ale paused and pinned Troy with an intense stare. “You knew the answer, didn’t you? You wanted me to confirm you knew the answer.”

Nope. He wasn’t going to answer that. “What good is this talking in our heads shit if you won’t help me?”

“It has helped you, but I won’t use it so you can cheat.”

“Ale, you totally suck.”

“And you’ve never complained about it,” Ale retorted, arching an eyebrow at him.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Just stop right there. I don’t want to hear about you and my son-”

“Kitchen table, Pops.”

“You should have been in school, Troy, and then you wouldn’t have walked in on it.”

“Or maybe you should have been paying attention and then you might have heard something,” Chester added as he grabbed the steaks and walked out.

“Chester. That doesn’t help,” Silas shouted at Chester’s back as he followed him out.

Troy smiled remembering the last few months since he and Ale had truly mated. He spent every weekend with Ale at the cabin and sometimes Silas and Chester would join them. When he was in college, or Ale was working, they remained in constant contact, so even though they weren’t together physically, the distance didn’t feel too great, and now he was home from college for the summer.

Ale grinned at Troy and moved closer to drop a kiss on his lips. “So, two weeks out at the cabin, just the two of us.”

At least that way I can make some noise.

I do miss the sounds you make. Ale’s grin widened.

Troy smiled back, closing the distance between them and putting his arms around Ale’s shoulders. Can’t wait to fuck you again.

Soon, mate.

Love you.

Not as much as I love you.

“Stop kissing and get out here with the fixings,” Silas shouted.

Ale sighed, leaning in and kissing Troy. “Cock blocked by your Pops… again.”

“Tomorrow,” Troy murmured, kissing Ale back.

“Tomorrow,” Ale copied, deepening the kiss.

“Now, you two. No making out in my kitchen.”

Troy sighed and grabbing Ale’s hand, pulled him from the kitchen. Tomorrow would come soon enough.
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