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Blurb

Stone, alpha wolf and tracker for the council, was on an unusual but easily completed job; all he had to do was pick up a runaway omega and return him to his home pack. Sounded simple enough but when Stone catches sight of Wyatt, living in a derelict cabin in the middle of nowhere, he knows his life is about to change.

Wyatt, omega wolf, has been on the run from a forced mating for three years; living hand to mouth, doing his best to raise his four-year-old sister, Maddie. Always watching over his shoulder, scared to interact with anyone, he has no idea how much his life will change when a stranger knocks on his door during a summer storm.

But Wyatt’s past isn’t about to let him go and when the council gets involved, Stone must do his best to protect the man who stole his heart and the sweet little girl who calls him Uncle. After all, if you can’t stand the heat….

M/M true mate romance. Heat level 4.
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Chapter One

Stone twitched as a steady stream of raindrops dripped down his back. He’d been holding his position for over four hours and while the weather was warm, heralding the start of summer, the persistent rain made his perch on the tree damned uncomfortable. As did the nagging sensation in his gut that something wasn’t right.

His keen eyes swept over the tiny house again. Ramshackle was the word that came to mind. Not the sort of place a slutty omega used to the finer things in life would hole up in. Yet he’d been given this specific address and he wouldn’t leave until he’d knew who was living there. Stone cursed the dark curtains preventing him from seeing inside the building.

His phone vibrated against his leg. “What?” Stone kept his voice low.

“Why aren’t you on your way back yet? You got the address hours ago.” No alpha wolf liked being yelled at and Alpha Horridge of the Mason Wolf Pack was one of the worst offenders. Stone cursed the day he took the job.

“There’s no evidence your omega is here.” Stone did another sweep of the building. “It doesn’t look like anyone lives here.” Horridge couldn’t detect a lie over the phone.

“His tracking chip shows he’s in the area. Get him. I want him back by tomorrow noon or I’ll send someone else to do the job.” Stone’s ears were assaulted by the dial tone and he shoved his phone back in his pocket.

His sense of unease grew. Stone knew omegas got a bum rap in a lot of packs, but a tracking chip was a step too far. Everything about the job was wrong, from the way Horridge got in touch with him, to the instructions he’d received. Stone was a tracker, one of the best in the country. He had no trouble chasing down rogues and thieves. But being sent to an address to pick up an omega who, according to the information he’d been given, caused trouble among Horridge’s betas for being a cock-tease…why did the guy run in the first place?

“Not going to find my answers sitting here.” Stone jumped from the tree and headed to the porch. He had his orders but Horridge should have done his homework. He wasn’t about to drag an unwilling omega back to a pack, simply because Horridge paid him to do it. His gut told him there was more to the story than Horridge let on and the answers were behind a door that had seen better days.

Laying his ear against the wood, all Stone could hear was the canned sound of a television. Cartoons were playing. Sniffing around the door handle, Stone stepped back in surprise as his cock filled. Things just got a whole lot more interesting, he thought as he pounded on the door.

****

Wyatt froze. Someone was trying to take his door off its hinges. He looked down at Maddie and put his finger over his lips. Her eyes widened and she scrunched down under the blankets. “Not a sound,” Wyatt warned as he got up, making sure the bedroom door was firmly closed before he took the two steps towards the front door.

“We don’t want anything, thank you.” He called through the door, praying it was a lost salesman.

“My car broke down and my phone’s dead.” The rough voice didn’t sound reassuring. “I wondered if I could use yours?”

“I don’t have a phone, sorry. If you go about five miles down the road, the store will have one you can use.” Wyatt leaned closer to the door. The man’s voice sent tingles down his spine and his wolf wanted to jump out and meet him. Not a sensible thing to do.

“It’s pissing down. Can I at least come in and get dry? I’d love a cup of coffee if you had one spare.”

What’s he think this is, a coffee house? But the visitor was right; the rain had been pounding his old tin roof for more than an hour which was why he was late getting Maddie to bed. Wyatt’s hand hesitated over the door latch. There’s no chance someone could find me here. It’s just a stranded traveler. Geeze, where’s your sense of compassion? Besides, he could hold his own with most humans…it was only other shifters he had problems with. “Hang on,” Wyatt said as he wrestled with the door. The frame was warped and the damp weather caused it to stick. “I’ve just got to…oh.” Wyatt fell back as the door was shoved open. “You…you…no, I won’t go back! I won’t got back. Get away from me.”

Scuttling backwards on the floor, Wyatt tried to get his lungs under control. The alpha sauntered in like he owned the place, a half grin visible through his dark goatee, droplets of water sliding down his bare arms and hitting the floor. “I don’t know who you are,” Wyatt struggled to his feet, thinking of Maddie probably cowering in her bed. “You’ve got no right barging in here. I want you to leave.” He pointed at the door praying his arm wouldn’t tremble.

“I think we’ve got a lot to talk about, omega.” The alpha took in his surroundings. Wyatt was painfully conscious of what he’d see. A tattered couch that doubled as his bed. A tiny kitchenette with a rusted gas cooker that barely worked half the time. His old laptop sat on the two-person dining table. The only new item was the television. Maddie begged and pleaded for it and while Wyatt could ill afford the expense, it helped keep Maddie occupied while he tried to keep up with his online work. Wyatt’s eyes flicked to Maddie’s bedroom door. Don’t come out. Please don’t come out.

“Something important in that closed room?” The alpha moved towards Maddie’s door, and Wyatt gasped.

“A lover perhaps? Your alpha tells me you’re quite the cock-tease. Wolves not good enough for you anymore? I don’t smell any humans in here but then maybe they came in a back way?” The man’s hand hovered over the bedroom door handle.

“No. It’s not what you think.” Wyatt knew his face was bright red, but he’d deal with his alpha’s wild accusations later. For now, he just had to keep the pushy alpha out of Maddie’s room. “Why don’t you sit down?” He suggested. “I’ll make that coffee you wanted. Please.” Wyatt didn’t want to add the last word but it had the desired effect. His unwanted visitor moved away from the door and plunked his considerable mass on the couch. The springs whined in protest. Wyatt busied himself making the man a coffee. He only had two mugs and he didn’t think his visitor would want his drink in a Sesame Street mug featuring Oscar the Grouch and the Cookie Monster. Unsure he could stomach anything anyway Wyatt stuck to making a single cup.

“Here you go.” Unwilling to get too close, Wyatt held out the mug over the back of the couch, standing as far away as he was able. He caught a whiff of the stranger’s scent. Aged oak, mulled wine, and the unmistakable musk of wet wolf. To his horror, Wyatt felt his cock harden and he hurried to one of the dining chairs, tugging his shirt over his lap.

For a long moment, the two men just stared at each other. Wyatt knew this game. Horridge used to play it frequently. As soon as Wyatt spoke, he’d be hit. Wyatt swallowed the lump threatening to choke him. His visitor, for the want of a better word, was a lot bigger than Horridge. One punch and he’d be dead. He sat patiently, waiting the man out, trying not to fidget with the edge of his shirt.

“Alpha Horridge sent me,” the big man said at last, putting his empty cup on the floor and then leaning back on the couch. “He claims you’ve caused dissent among his betas with your sexual advances and you’re to be brought back for punishment.”

“That’s an outright lie,” Wyatt jumped to his feet, horrified by what Horridge had said. “I’ve never, I would never….” Shut up now. “That’s not true.” His mouth didn’t get the message. “The only reason Horridge wants me back is because of Maddie and my virginity and he wants to take that away from me too.” Please open up and swallow me now, Wyatt begged the harsh floor as he sank back into his chair covering his face with his hands. I’ve ruined everything. Why couldn’t I just shut up?


Chapter Two

Stone wasn’t sure who was more surprised at the omega’s outburst but he didn’t like the shame and horror that distorted the man’s beautiful face as he spoke, or the way his face was now hidden behind hands that spoke of a hard life. All omega wolves were pretty, even the males, but this one had the face of an angel and the voice to match. His shaggy blond hair hung low over darker eyebrows, brilliant blue eyes and a cute straight nose Stone longed to stroke with his tongue. Pale lips and a well-defined chin combined to create the most perfect face Stone ever had the pleasure to lay eyes on.

The alpha was also wrestling with a huge slab of guilt. Stone hadn’t believed Horridge’s story but he took the job anyway. To think how his callous words about the omega’s sexual conquest would have hurt the young man wasn’t something that sat right with him. “What’s your name?” He asked gently.

“Wyatt.”

“Last name?” Horridge hadn’t been big on details.

“Horridge.” The quiet whisper echoed around the room.

“You’re related to the Mason Pack alpha?” Stone’s unease at his assignment grew.

“He’s my uncle. My father’s brother.”

“And he wants to mate with you?”

Wyatt gulped but said nothing. He didn’t need to. The despair in his shoulders said it all.

“Fucking hell,” Stone hated that his curse made Wyatt flinch, but honestly? “You’re telling me your uncle is trying to force you into a mating with him? Doesn’t he know that’s illegal?”

“An alpha is stronger when mated with an omega.” Wyatt’s flat recitation was bad enough but now the young man wouldn’t even look at him. “I’m the pack’s only omega.”

“And that’s why you ran away. To prevent the forced mating?”

Wyatt’s eyes flickered to the closed door. It wasn’t more than a blink, but Stone caught it and now he was even more curious about what was behind it. “I didn’t want to stay in the pack anymore.”

I’m not surprised. “Wyatt. Horridge has you chipped. He knows where you are. That’s why he sent me here.”

“Chipped?” Wyatt didn’t seem surprised. “How? I never let him near me.” He fiddled with the leather bands around his wrist. “There couldn’t be…oh no!” His eyes wide, Wyatt ran to the closed door, flinging it open. Stone got up slowly and edged towards the room. His guilty feelings worsened as he looked inside.

Unlike the rest of the shabby cottage, someone had put a lot of love into what was obviously a little girl’s bedroom. The walls were freshly painted a soft pink. The bed was clearly new; the decorator was going for a princess theme. Soft toys lined the floor and the dresser which was overflowing with clothes of all colors. Flicking his eyes back to the bed, Stone realized he’d been noticed.

“Who’s that?” The little girl whispered as only a child could, loud enough for everyone to hear.

“He came to warn me about Horridge. He won’t hurt you.” Wyatt’s glare dared Stone to call him a liar.

“He smells nice,” the little girl smiled, and Stone was captivated. It was clear she and Wyatt were related; sharing the same hair color, eyes, and chin.

“What’s your name, little one?” He asked, carefully easing himself into the room. He had a tendency to intimidate and he didn’t want to frighten a child.

“I’m Maddie and I’m almost five.”

“My name is Stone. Nice to meet you.” Stone’s hand dwarfed the little one held out to him. “You have a really pretty room.”

“Wyatt did it,” Maddie blushed. “I was sad because I had to leave all my things behind. But I didn’t want the bad men to catch us. You’re not bad, are you, Mr. Stone?”

Fuck, felled by a four-year-old. Stone shook his head. “No, sweetness. I’m here to help your…Wyatt.”

“Maddie,” Wyatt said urgently. “I need you to think. Have you had any falls or scrapes, boo-boos you don’t remember how you got?”

“From before?”

Wyatt nodded. Stone ran his hand over his mouth to hide his grin. Maddie’s thinking face, with her scrunched up nose was adorable.

“I haven’t been to the doctors since mommy and daddy went to heaven when their car broke,” she said at last. “He stuck needles in me but Uncle Horridge said it was to make sure I didn’t have any bad blood. I don’t have bad blood, do I Wyatt?”

“No, sweetie,” Wyatt shook his head. “Your blood is all soft and red and smells so sweet. Can you show me where the doctor put the needle in?”

“There was two, I remember,” Maddie said, pulling up the sleeve of her nightgown. “He stuck one in here,” she pointed to the top of her arm and Stone watched as Wyatt stroked over the area, “And one here, but I can’t reach it.” Maddie’s arm was bent trying to get to the back of her neck. “That one hurt really bad, but I didn’t cry.”

“You’re a very brave girl,” Stone said gravely as he watched Wyatt feel cautiously around the back of Maddie’s neck. “I don’t like needles at all.”

“Do they make you cry? Ouch.” Maddie pulled away from Wyatt, pouting.

“Sorry, Maddie, I accidentally caught you with my claw.” Wyatt pulled his hand away, something clenched in his thumb and finger. “Let me clean my hand and then I’ll come back and tuck you in, okay?”

Wyatt hurried out of the room and Stone found himself the focus of Maddie’s attention. “Are we going to have to move again?” She whispered sadly. Stone wondered how long the two had been on the run. Horridge made it sound like a recent thing, but now Stone wasn’t so sure.

“I thought you might like to come and visit with me,” Stone said, attempting to soften his features. “I have a lovely big house with a swimming pool.”

Maddie’s eyes lit up and then her face fell again. “I’d love a pool,” she said, plucking at her bedclothes. “But Wyatt says we can’t live with a pack anymore. It’s not safe.”

“I don’t live in a pack either,” Stone said firmly, “so you will both be perfectly safe with me. Now, why don’t you snuggle down and get some sleep and I’ll talk to Wyatt about coming to visit. Is there one of your toys you’d especially like to sleep with you?”

“Can I have Jimmy?” Maddie pointed to a large, fluffy white wolf. “He reminds me of Wyatt when he’s furry.” Stone handed it over and after making sure both of them were covered with blankets, quietly left the room, pulling the door closed.

Full night had fallen, and Wyatt had lit a candle. Sitting at the table, his shoulder’s slumped, Stone realized, to his horror, Wyatt was crying. Without thinking of the consequences, he quickly covered the short distance between them and pulled Wyatt into his arms, settling them both on the couch.

“That bastard. That fucking bastard.” Wyatt’s tears covered Stone’s neck. “That’s why he didn’t send anyone after us before now. He knew where we were all along.”


Chapter Three

Wyatt had reached breaking point. Three years, six states, more than fifteen moves and all the while, Horridge had known where he was. Like a cat playing with his food, he let Wyatt and Maddie get settled and then he’d send some sign, letting Wyatt know he hadn’t been forgotten. At first Wyatt could write it off to Maddie as a game, but the constant traveling, the forever looking over his shoulder; it had all taken its toll and Wyatt wasn’t sure how much longer he could go on.

This time the “sign” had been Stone. “You’ve been paid to take me back, haven’t you?” Wyatt pulled his head out of Stone’s neck and hurriedly wiped his face.

“I’m not taking you back, you or Maddie.”

“But you didn’t know about her, did you?” Wyatt had seen Stone’s eyes widen when he went in the bedroom. “Of course not. She wouldn’t have been mentioned,” he scoffed. “Girls don’t have pack position and Horridge knew damn well, if you found us both, you’d bring Maddie along too. He’s a cheapskate getting you to retrieve us both for a single person price. I hope you got your money up front.”

“He wanted you alive.” Stone seemed shocked.

“If you think I’d willingly go back while I’m still breathing, then you’re as dumb as a pile of rocks and I’ll die defending Maddie. Did you know he’s already promised her to his head enforcer? She’s four and her mate has been picked for her already.”

“Why don’t you start at the beginning and tell me how all this came about?” Stone’s hand seemed insistent Wyatt bury his face in the big man’s neck. He didn’t have the strength to resist. It’d been so long since he’d been hugged by someone bigger and stronger than him and he curled in, hoping the smell of his arousal would go unnoticed. Not that it was as strong as before. Thinking about…Wyatt knew he had no choice but to tell the truth and pray Stone would help in some way.

“My mom and dad were killed in a car accident three years ago. Maddie was two. She was a…surprise. I don’t think my parents dreamed they’d have another child. I got told it was rare for omegas to have siblings and I’d already gone through my first shift.”

“I’m sorry for your loss.” Stone’s voice was grave, his touch gentle.

“Thank you. Anyhow, this was just before my eighteenth birthday. Horridge said I wasn’t old enough to look after Maddie by myself and moved us into the main house.” Wyatt shivered. “I hated it. I was barely allowed to see Maddie. Horridge assigned one of the pack women to come in every day to see to her needs. I was expected to accompany him all the time. Meetings, pack runs, even if we were just hanging about the house, I never had a minute to myself.”

“Maybe he valued your opinion on pack matters?”

Wyatt chuckled and even to his ears it sounded false. “It’s clear you haven’t spent much time in the Mason Pack. No one has an opinion but the alpha. My job, as Horridge succinctly put it, was to sit still and look pretty. If I ever opened my mouth, he shut it for me and if he couldn’t be bothered clenching a fist, one of the enforcers would do it for him.”

Stone’s thighs were rigid under his legs, and his scowl was fierce, but Wyatt was beyond caring. This man wanted his story? He’d get it. All of it. “On my eighteenth birthday, Horridge told me there was going to be a full pack party on the night of the full moon which was four days later. He informed me he was taking me as a bonded mate and I was expected to be willing and compliant.”

“Fuck. No one should be bonded until they’re at least twenty-one. Not even fated mates.”

“Horridge figured I was old enough. He planned to strip me of my virginity with the whole pack watching.” Wyatt could still remember Horridge’s betas laughing and cheering when Horridge told them all. “I would’ve gone through with it. He threatened Maddie. Said if I didn’t do as he ordered, he’d dump her in a human town and leave her to fend for herself. She’s my baby sister. I couldn’t let anything happen to her.”

“But surely, you would’ve had some power as Alpha Mate? You could’ve changed things for you and Maddie within the pack once you were mated.”

Wyatt reminded himself the stranger he was curled up on had no idea how things ran in the Mason pack. “Horridge already has an Alpha Mate; a woman he bonded with in a pack merger. He also has two other female bonded mates who serve as concubines, servants, or whatever you want to call them. At least he did three years ago. Goodness knows how many he has now.” Wyatt looked up, unable to read the expression on Stone’s face.

“Horridge isn’t gay,” he continued. “He despises gays. He simply wanted the only omega in his pack under his control and it seems he doesn’t have a problem getting his dick hard for me. But see, that’s why he didn’t want to lose Maddie. He doesn’t care about her; barely acknowledges she exists most of the time, which is another reason I took her when I ran. He thinks she might be an omega too, although it’s too soon to tell. If that was the case, then Berrin, the head enforcer, would miss out and Horridge would take her for himself, kicking me out of the pack at the same time. I’m not making this up,” Wyatt wasn’t sure if Stone believed him or not. “Horridge was very clear about his plans for me and my sister and went into great detail about it.”

Stone seemed to be wrestling with inner demons, although Wyatt didn’t know why. For some strange reason he felt safe though and if this was the only hug he got before he disappeared with Maddie again, he was going to milk it for all it was worth.

“How did you get away?” Stone said at last.

Wyatt looked down at his hands. He wasn’t proud of the next bit. “I stole my dad’s car,” he whispered, ashamed of his actions. He wasn’t a thief by nature and hadn’t touched another thing that didn’t belong to him before or since. “One of the pack members had fixed it up after the accident. It was a classic and I knew it was worth a lot of money. I couldn’t take anything else except my laptop and a change of clothes. I grabbed as much for Maddie as I could carry, waited until Horridge and the others were sleeping, and disappeared. I sold the car two towns over so we had money to live on and we’ve been on the run ever since.”


Chapter Four

The only thing stopping Stone from driving back to the Mason Pack and tearing Horridge’s head from his shoulders was the weight of Wyatt’s body on his. An alpha with a pack could rule pretty much however he liked. If his members didn’t like it, they could leave and become lone wolves like himself, or petition to join another pack. There was no law saying Horridge couldn’t have three wives if he wanted them. Most packs were closed communities, interacting with the human world infrequently and while polygamous relationships weren’t common, they did happen. The Mason Pack was on the outskirts of Albuquerque, far enough away to stop any human authorities interfering with them.

But to go against family; to threaten banishment on an innocent child as a means to force a young man barely legal to mate with him? Stone felt sick for the part he’d been forced to play in the whole situation…although. Stone grinned. “You and Maddie don’t have to worry about Horridge anymore. Once I’ve taken you home with me, he won’t ever know where to find you and if you’re claimed, then he can’t try and force a mating bond on you either.”

“Claimed!” Wyatt’s wiggle was unexpected, and Stone found his arms empty as his mate paced the floor. “That’s your price for letting us go? You want to mate with me instead? How is that any better than what Horridge wanted? You might be better looking but I don’t even know you.”

“Don’t ever compare me to that asshole,” Stone growled. “Listen to your wolf, use your nose. What did you smell when you were sitting on me?”

“Aged oak and mulled wine. It’s nice.” Wyatt blushed.

“And that smell made you horny.” Didn’t Wyatt know anything about fated mates?

“Oh…well…yes, but….”

“Have you ever felt horny smelling anyone else before?”

“No, but then, it’s not as though I go around sitting on strange men’s knees or sniffing them.”

Damn, now he won’t even look at me. “Wyatt, what do you know about fated mates?”

“Nothing. I’m mean, I remember mom…mom used to tell me stories when I was little about how she met dad and she just knew he was the one for her. But I’ve never heard of fated mates before. The alpha decides who is going to mate with whom. I thought all wolves were paired like that.”

“In some packs maybe, but that’s not the way it has to be. Come here, please, Wyatt.” Stone’s arms ached to hold his precious mate again. He held them out, waiting, barely breathing, until Wyatt stepped into his embrace. “What do you feel when you’re close to me like this?”

“Safe.” Wyatt inhaled sharply and then clambered onto Stone’s lap. “Safe and horny and my wolf’s in a tizzy.” His slender arms wrapped around Stone’s neck. “I feel as though I’ve known you for a million lifetimes. Why is that?”

His last words ended on a whisper, his breath brushing Stone’s face. “Because we’re fated mates. Fated mates trump bonded mates, alpha orders and everything else. Fated mates are what every shifter dreams of,” Stone growled. “I promise you, right here, right now, I’m never letting you go.” Wyatt’s whimper tugged at every protective instinct Stone ever had. Pulling his mate closer, Stone gave into the desire he’d had since he first saw Wyatt on the floor. He nudged their noses together, rubbing his cheek against the softness of Wyatt’s skin before gently brushing their lips together.

“Oh wow, I never knew….” Wyatt’s arms were like a vice around Stone’s neck and he pressed his lips harder, his tongue gently caressing the seam of Wyatt’s mouth.

“Open for me.”

Wyatt’s lips parted like a flower under the sun, but it was Stone who was burning. He groaned as the full impact of Wyatt’s essence bloomed along his tongue, filled his nose, and hardened his cock to the point of pain. Wyatt’s responses were clumsy, reeking of inexperience, and Stone’s wolf howled with pleasure at the idea of just how untouched his mate was.

Naked. He needed to feel the silkiness of Wyatt’s skin, but his lips refused to give up their prize. A hard man, Stone saw kissing as a necessary evil when hoping to convince a hook up but meshing his lips with Wyatt was an orgasmic experience in itself. Unable to wait, he shifted his claws, Wyatt’s shirt ripping under them as easily as paper.

Yes. Wyatt’s skin was as hot and silky as he hoped it would be. Slender build, every muscle in Wyatt’s back was lightly defined. Stone’s hand caressed every inch. Wyatt broke their kiss, panting hard as he edged his fingers under the waistband of Wyatt’s jeans.

“Please don’t rip them,” Wyatt panted. “I don’t…I haven’t…I’ll take them off if you give me a minute.”

Without any of the shyness Stone expected, Wyatt slipped off his lap, shrugging off his slippers and pushing his jeans to his knees before kicking them off. He stood there, his skin illuminated by the candle, and Stone groaned as he stood up, shedding his clothes just as fast.

“Bed?” He asked, tugging Wyatt back towards him, his skin heating as they came together.

“You were sitting on it.” Wyatt chuckled.

Of course. Maddie has the only room. Stone hoped she was a sound sleeper. Hooking his jeans with his foot, Stone caught them one-handed, searching for the one-use lube packets he always carried with him. “I’m going to fuck you,” he said, wincing at how harsh his voice sounded in the gloom. “I’m going to fuck you and bite you and from that moment forward no one will ever touch you again. If you have any doubts, you tell me now.”

“What about Maddie?” Wyatt’s chin went up.

“She’s family.” Wyatt’s raised eyebrow made Stone want to punch himself. “I will treat her as my own sister. She will always be cared for and protected, and I won’t let anyone harm her.”

“Even if something happens to me?”

Stone frowned as a red flag in his head tried to get his attention. Unfortunately, when raging hard, his cock had the louder voice. “I promise I’ll care for her as a cherished sister for the rest of my life.”

Wyatt’s bright blue eyes searched his face for a long minute before the younger man nodded. Then just as quietly, he turned, bending over the back of the couch, his pert ass on full display. Stone swallowed and then swallowed again. He was not a spiritual man, but he could worship those gently rounded mounds for days.

“Changed your mind?” Wyatt peered over his shoulder and Stone pinched himself as he moved forward.

“Not on your life.” Stone ripped the lube packed with his teeth, spreading most of the contents on the fingers of his left hand as he spat out the packet. Using his right arm to hold Wyatt steady, he rubbed a gentle circle around the tight muscles guarding Wyatt’s hole. They were surprisingly soft, and his fingers slipped in easily.

Omega mine, his wolf howled in his head and Stone recalled some distant memory about the anomalies omegas showed when they met their fated mates. The self-lube and prep was probably necessary to prevent damage from impatient alphas. Stone sent a vote of thanks to the Fates as he spread the remaining lube on his length instead.

“Are you ready?” Stone gripped Wyatt’s hips firmly although it wasn’t as though his mate was going anywhere. Apart from an imperceptible tremor down his spine Wyatt didn’t move.

“Do it.” Wyatt’s head came up and his knuckles turned white as they gripped the couch.

I’ve got more class than to just pound into you, baby, but then you don’t know me yet. You will. Stone smirked as he lined up his cock and gently thrust inside.

Or maybe I left my class at home!

Wyatt’s body sucked him in and Stone went willingly. Every other fuck felt sterile in comparison to Wyatt’s heat. Like the difference between sleeping on a cardboard box and rolling in a feather duvet. One was necessity, one was heaven and Stone was in horny heaven.

“Tell me when I can move,” he grunted as their balls slapped together.

“Now.” Wyatt braced himself and Stone thrust. Lust clouded his brain, his wolf pushed forward, causing Stone’s fangs to drop and like a piston, Stone pounded into his mate’s willing body. This is going to be the shortest claiming in history. He feels so fucking goooooood….


Chapter Five

Wyatt groaned under Stone’s onslaught. He’d seen people having sex before. Horridge was fond of unzipping his pants and sticking his dick in the nearest hole, uncaring of who was watching him. It was just a power trip for him. Women, men, it didn’t make a difference to the alpha who would berate one of his men for being gay one minute and shove his dick in the man’s mouth the next. But what Stone was doing was different. Wyatt couldn’t put his finger on why he didn’t get the feelings of revulsion he usually got watching sex. Maybe it was because they were mates, but he knew he’d bend over for Stone anywhere, anytime.

His own hard on was another surprise. He was wolf. Sex was a natural part of life but for years his cock had been firmly in the off position. Now, leaking like crazy, banging against his abs as Stone rocked into him, Wyatt felt he’d go mad if he didn’t get the friction his dick demanded. One hand came off the couch and Wyatt fell forward, hurriedly resuming his grip on the cushions.

“I’ve got you.”

Wyatt moaned as Stone’s hand found his cock and caressed it. Held as he was, Wyatt lost control of his body; his brain emptying of everything except the force of Stone’s thrusts and the exquisite pressure on his cock. His wolf howled, and Wyatt tilted his neck, recognising the power of the stronger animal. A low growl sounded behind him and seconds later Wyatt felt a pinch of pain before his body exploded. Every ounce of tension, all his worries, anger, and stress disappeared as his balls pulsed and streams of spunk coated the couch. Closing his eyes, all Wyatt could do was pray his knees would hold out as his wolf’s spirit, normally a timid creature, greeted the older Alpha with the exuberance of a puppy, curling into the stronger wolf spirit’s embrace. Safe.

Safe. Wyatt could feel it too and while the idea he may have to go back to Horridge one day still tickled the back of his consciousness, the weight of the world fell off his shoulders knowing Maddie would be safe. Stone wasn’t the type of man to let her down; something Wyatt knew deep in his soul. As Stone carefully pulled his fangs from his neck, he twisted Wyatt’s body, pulling them both onto the couch. “You’re mine now. No more thoughts of Horridge,” Stone whispered in his ear. But Wyatt barely heard him. Encased in Stone’s arms, he felt nothing but relief and happiness as he sank into a deep sleep.

****

Stone’s sense of pride increased as Wyatt curled up against him. There was another emotion tickling his system. Happiness. Something he hadn’t felt in a long time. Oh, he knew, like any other matings, there would be times when he and Wyatt would disagree. But that was what make-up sex was for. Stone couldn’t wait to try it. For now, he didn’t want to move, unwilling to shatter the perfection of this one moment. He’d done what so many shifters longed for and never had. He’d found his mate; his untouched mate. Well and truly claimed, any shifter who came within three feet of Wyatt now would smell the stronger shifter on him.

Shaking his head, Stone mused about the mysterious ways the Fates intervened and pulled mates together. When Horridge first approached him – him, not his team, he wanted to dismiss the arrogant alpha’s offer outright; chasing errant omegas was an insult to his considerable skills. But the money the scurrilous alpha offered was double his usual fee. Looking down at Wyatt, he grinned. He’d got half his fee upfront and there was nothing Horridge could do about getting that back.

Leaning his head back on the couch, Stone’s mind raced as he made plans. His house wasn’t set up for children, but he could order a truck to move the things in Maddie’s bedroom. He wasn’t going to upset his new sister by making her leave anything behind. Truthfully, he expected he and his friends would be spoiling the girl rotten. None of his team had much to do with children and Maddie brought out his protective instincts from the moment he’d laid eyes on her. He imagined his friends would feel exactly the same.

Thinking of his team had Stone reaching out with his foot, trying to snag his jeans. “You’ll need blankets. They’re under the couch cushions.” Stone jumped.

“I thought you were asleep, young lady,” he said, blushing as he realised his cock was still buried inside his mate. “Can you throw me a cover or something?”

“Wyatt yelled. I was scared.” A pink throw hit his shoulder. Stone wiggled and moved Wyatt onto the couch cushions, covering him before he leaned over and grabbed his jeans. He needed a shower, but he’d made a vow and taking care of Maddie was more important. Stuffing his cock away, Stone stood once he was sure he was completely covered, from the waist down at least.

Maddie was standing in her doorway, her hair disheveled, her scent tinged with anxiety. “I’m sorry you were scared, little one,” Stone said gently. “Wyatt and I are fated mates and I just claimed him as mine. Do you know what that means?”

“I know you wanted to sex him from the minute you came into the house.” Maddie’s chin mirrored her brother’s, daring Stone to deny his attraction.

“Why don’t you let me tuck you into bed and I’ll tell you the story of Alpha and Omega mates?” Stone waited until Maddie nodded and turned back into her room before following her. He left the door open, Wyatt’s quiet snores hopefully soothing the little girl. Perching himself on the end of the bed, he waited again until Maddie was settled, Jimmy the fluffy wolf clasped against her chest.

“Once upon a time, a long time ago,” Stone began, “the wolf god Fenrir was really sad. He had land and a great big house and lots of other wolves to play with but he didn’t have anybody who loved him for himself. Gods can get lonely, you know.” He smiled as Maddie’s eyes widened.

“Anyhow, the Fates were watching Fenrir. They saw how well he looked after his pack and how he always made sure they had enough to eat and somewhere to sleep at night. He protected his pack and kept them safe, but he was always sad. The Fates got together and they talked long into the night. One said Fenrir needed more land, but he had more than he could cross in a week. Another suggested he might need a holiday, although Fenrir would never leave his pack.”

“He wanted someone to love him,” Maddie cried out. “Everyone needs someone to love them.”

“You are quite right, little one,” Stone couldn’t help but smile. “For all his pack mates, and having people around him, Fenrir didn’t have anyone to love him just for him. So, the Fates worked together and they wove their spells and made a wish and it was declared that every wolf, every paranormal, would have a fated mate; that one person who was made to be their perfect partner to love and cherish for the rest of their days. And now, centuries later, that is still true today. Wyatt is my fated mate and I’ve waited a long time to meet him.”

“How do you know when you’ve met your mate?” Maddie had her head resting on her chin, watching Stone closely.

“Scent,” Stone struggled to find a child-friendly way of describing the huge mass of emotions that swamped his body as he spotted Wyatt for the first time. “You don’t find your mate until well after you’ve shifted. Your wolf will know and when you find that special someone you love them and protect them and look after them, and their little sisters, forever.”

“And you want to have sex with them. Uncle wants to have sex with Wyatt. I heard him talking about it with his enforcers when I was tiny. Is he Wyatt’s mate too?”

You’re not that big now, Stone thought, wondering what kind of environment the Mason pack had where it was common to talk about sex in front of children. “You can be attracted to someone and not be mates, but if you meet your mate, you don’t want to be intimate with anyone else again,” Stone blushed as Maddie’s eyes pierced his. “You will learn more about that when you are older.” His mom used to say the same thing to him when he was Maddie’s age.

“Uncle Horridge is going to be very angry. He doesn’t like it when people tell him no,” Maddie said showing a lot more maturity than a child her age should have. But then Stone supposed that’s what came from being on the run for more than half her life. How the heck did the two of them survive?

“We will deal with Uncle Horridge when the time comes,” Stone said firmly. “I don’t live in a pack but I have a lot of big friends that will love you and Wyatt and help keep us all safe.”

“I’m glad you banged our door down,” Maddie said with a yawn.

“I’m glad too, princess. Now sleep and when you dream, imagine swimming in a big blue pool and your own fancy room with a giant bathroom.”

“Pink,” Maddie murmured.

“You can decorate it anyway you like.” Stone leaned over and brushed his lips over Maddie’s head, his wolf taking in her scent. Family, his wolf said, and Stone agreed, his heart swelling as it added another person to the ones he held dear.

Watching her sleep for a long moment, Stone finally stood and closed Maddie’s door, leaving it ajar in case she got a fright through the night. Pulling out his phone, he tapped his contacts for “team” and sent out a group text. Confident his friends would have everything ready by the time he got home, Stone curled around his sleeping mate. He should sleep, he would need the rest, but Horridge’s comment about sending reinforcements worried him. They’d have to leave at first light. He’d get no rest until his mate and his new little sister was safely in his own home.


Chapter Six

Wyatt was hot – sweat pouring down his face, damp chest type of hot. It was early summer; warmer temperatures were expected, but damn when did we get hit by a heatwave? He opened his eyes, expecting to find he’d slept late but the room was still dark. What the…. Peering over his shoulder he was greeted with dark eyes set in a handsome face. He squeaked as all the blood ran to his cheeks.

“Morning?” How could he have forgotten he’d been claimed the night before? As his memories came flooding back his cock hardened and his ass felt damp, causing him to blush even harder.

“We need to get moving.” Stone’s whisper sent a chill down Wyatt’s spine and he sat up, brushing aside the arm wrapped around his hips.

“I can’t move Maddie again. It’s so unfair.” His gaze automatically flicked to Maddie’s bedroom. Fortunately, she was still asleep.

“Horridge told me last night if I wasn’t on my way back by noon he’d be sending someone else. We have to move now.”

“Fuck. I’m so tired of running,” and Wyatt was. Always on the run, always looking over his shoulder. His tiny website business bought him in money when he had the time to work, but looking after Maddie, trying to stay solvent – it was all proving too much. An overwhelming tiredness hit him, and Wyatt knew he’d reached the end of the line. It was time to give in. Horridge was never going to give up. At least he’d had one special night with Stone and that was more than any omega could ask for.

“Can you take Maddie?” He asked, hoping the stern man holding him understood his need to protect. “Keep her out of Horridge’s clutches. See to it she has a stable home for once? It would break my heart to leave her but at least I’d know she was safe and with you.”

Stone snorted and then laughed. “You think I’m going to leave you here? We’re mated. That’s my mark you wear on your neck. Don’t you realize Horridge is going to kill you the moment he sees it?”

“But you’ll be far away by then.” Wyatt had to get Stone to understand. It was Maddie’s only chance. “You’re a huge alpha. You can keep Maddie safe in a way I just can’t. Please, you have to.”

“Who’s going to look after her when I’m dead?”

“Dead? Why?” Wyatt’s hand reached up and touched his mating mark; even the gentlest touch sent shivers of want through his body.

“Babe, I’ve claimed you, I can’t live without you and I have no intention of trying and that’s not just some romantic crap. Our life threads are bound. You might be willing to sacrifice yourself to keep your sister safe, but are you going to sacrifice me, too?”

“No.” There was no hesitation. “I couldn’t do that, and I won’t.” Wyatt would give up his life for Maddie but he’d never endanger anyone else, especially not the man looking at him as though he was something edible. He looked down, realizing he was still naked. “Guess I’d better put some clothes on. Can you put the kettle on? I need to make breakfast for Maddie and start packing her stuff.”

“Kiss me first.” Wyatt leaned over. Stone was like his own personal heater, although the harshness of his mouth, the way his hands caught Wyatt’s head and held him warmed his insides and had him panting in seconds.

“We are going to my home,” Stone said when he finally pulled back. “I have friends. You and Maddie will be safe. I promise.”

“And you? Will you be safe?” Wyatt wanted to believe their mating would be a turning point in his life, but he didn’t want his uncle killing his mate.

“Always.” Stone dropped another quick peck on Wyatt’s lips. “I have someone very important to live for.”

****

Stone could feel the tension pouring from Wyatt and Maddie as he pointed his truck for home. They’d been on the road for almost two hours, the Arizona state line was coming up and neither Wyatt nor his sister had said a word since the engine started. Maddie had been quiet all morning; dressing quickly when told to and eating her breakfast without a word of complaint. Her only distress came when Stone told her his friends would be packing her room. Wyatt grabbed a half a dozen cuddly toys and her pillows as tears threatened those baby blue eyes. Now curled up in the back seat, surrounded by her fluffy friends, Maddie was sleeping. But Wyatt – his body was strung so tight Stone worried how long it would be until he snapped.

“My friends have been with me a long time, I think you’ll like them,” Stone said, breaking the silence. “I met them while serving in the military. You’ll meet them when we get to my house.”

“I thought you said you didn’t have a pack.” Wyatt finally turned his head in Stone’s direction, seemingly finding the boring miles of nothing but desert sands and the occasional trees fascinating.

“It’s not a pack.” Stone was unused to explaining himself, but Wyatt deserved to know what he’d be faced with. “My friends are shifters, but only one of them is a wolf. Baron is a lion shifter, Cal’s a bear, Tom shares his spirit with a Hawk; it was him who got me the deal on my land. I have a place just outside Gonado, which is Navajo Indian country. He was born there. Chip’s a cougar; it will be him and Horn who will be packing up your house. Horn’s the only other wolf; a beta. You’ll meet them a little later. They texted and said they’re only an hour behind us and knowing Chip’s driving, they’ll be trying to catch up to us.”

“Sounds like you have a crowded house. Are you sure you have room for me and Maddie?”

Stone laughed quietly although it was a fair question considering the hovel Wyatt had been living in. “I had delusions of having my own pack one day,” he explained. “Back in the day when I believed the only shifter worth knowing was a wolf. Twenty years in the human military and finding my friends soon knocked some sense into me. My house is bigger than Horridge’s.”

“I’d like to meet any friends who could knock some sense into you. Look at the size of you.” Wyatt smiled, a truly genuine smile and it was if the sun came out. Stone felt its warmth right to his core and he wished he wasn’t on some boring highway with an innocent four-year-old in the back seat.

“My friends make sure I don’t get too big headed,” he agreed. He looked up as they passed the Arizona/New Mexico marker. “Why don’t you tell me a bit about yourself and what you do? We’ve got about another hour’s drive ahead of us and I’d really like to know more about my amazing mate.”

Wyatt’s blush was enough to make a man cream his jeans. Stone was glad when his mate started to talk; it gave him something else to focus on.


Chapter Seven

Stone snarled as he pulled into his driveway, spotting a familiar non-resident limousine taking up most of the parking area. Councilor Warren of the shifter council was an old alpha and most of the time he treated Stone and his friends fairly. But Stone knew the man rarely left the Council compound in New York. His arrival now was too much of a coincidence.

“Who does that belong too?” Wyatt checked Maddie who was starting to stir as the car slowed down and bounced over the potholes.

“Someone who has no reason to be here.” Stone parked his car, pondering his next step. He couldn’t leave Wyatt and Maddie in the car. For one thing, it wasn’t fair to them. Besides, he could protect them better if they all stuck together. Hopefully, Barron, Cal, and Tom were home and he knew Chip and Horn wouldn’t be too far behind him. “Let’s get rid of these unwanted guests and then I can show you your new room, Maddie.”

“Don’t you have room in your house for guests, Uncle Stone?” Maddie asked as she climbed out of the car, her eyes wide as she took in the length of the limo. “Do you make them sleep outside? Is that why your friends have such a big car?”

“No, princess, that’s just someone who likes to make himself look important. You don’t have to worry. He won’t be staying.”

“Remember your manners though, sweetie,” Wyatt added as Stone picked Maddie up and tucked Wyatt under his arm. Wyatt made a noise of protest but didn’t move away. His wolf on full alert, Stone strode into his house. Ignoring the wide hallway with its grand staircase, he moved straight into the living room. Barron and Cal were seated on the couch, Warren was sitting back on a large easy chair as though it was a throne, flanked by two enforcers trying out for the secret service. A large coffee pot took up most of the coffee table. Warren had been there for a while.

“Councilor Warren, you’re a long way from home.” Stone’s wolf added a growl to his tone. Warren made no move to get up from his chair and while he might be a big-wig in the council, Stone was the stronger wolf.

“I was waiting for you.” Warren smiled. “I see you’ve brought in the runaways. Horridge will be pleased. I’ll take them back with me.”

“No! This was a trap? How could you do this?” Wyatt grabbed hold of Maddie, pulling her from Stone’s grasp, causing her to whimper. Seeing Maddie’s frightened face was one thing, but the horror on Wyatt’s would haunt Stone for the rest of his days.

“It’s nothing of the sort,” he said quickly, the hairs growing on his arm. He addressed Warren directly. “You had no right coming in here and stirring trouble with my mate. You’re frightening a little girl. Does that make you feel good?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Stone, but I won’t be spoken to with such disrespect.” Warren stood, smoothing down the creases in his pants. “My good friend Alpha Horridge mentioned you were doing a private job for him and when Barron said you were on your way home, I decided to drop in and save you the trip of returning the two fugitives.”

Stone growled. “How did an omega and his little sister go from being runaways to fugitives? Horridge hired me to retrieve Wyatt and his reasons for that were bullshit. Maddie was never mentioned in my brief and I’m telling you now, Wyatt’s not going back either.”

“You said a bad word, Uncle Stone.” Maddie tugged on his jeans and Stone brushed across her hair.

“I know Princess, but sometimes bad words come in handy.” Stone looked across to where Barron and Cal were looking nonchalant, although Stone knew they missed nothing. “See that big guy over there, the one with the blue shirt and the messy beard?” Cal waved and smiled. “He’s got cookies in the kitchen. How about you go with him and he can show you where you can wash up. It’ll be lunchtime soon.”

“What about the nasty man who wants to take us away?” Maddie hid her mouth behind her hand but, of course, everyone could hear her.

“Me and Wyatt will take care of him. You go with Cal.” Stone gave her a tiny push and she made her way across the room, taking a wide berth around Warren and his guards. Cal met her half way, picking her up and hurrying out of the room.

“Now then.” Stone cracked his knuckles and flexed his shoulders, focusing his energies on Warren. “Start talking. You’ve never shown this much interest in our jobs before and you certainly didn’t cross the country on a whim. What’s going on?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Warren seated himself again. “Horridge is a friend. He told me the trouble he’d been having with his omega. He mentioned he’d paid you to return the young man. I’m just saving you a trip.”

“What did my Uncle tell you exactly?” Wyatt was scared; his fear showed in his voice and gave a horrible tinge to his scent. Stone just wished his nose would clear so he could scent Warren. Something wasn’t right.

“Your Uncle? I’m talking about the Alpha of your pack.” A flash of confusion crossed Warren’s face, gone as quickly as it arrived. “The man who took you in and cared for you when your parents died.”

“I know what that Alpha did.” Wyatt crossed his arms. “Alpha Horridge is my father’s brother. He plans to force me to mate with him because I’m the pack’s only omega. He thinks it will make him stronger – strong enough to take the council seat, perhaps.” Stone’s eyes narrowed as Warren’s face twitched. “Regardless, he threatened to banish Maddie, drop her in a human town if I refused. I had no choice but to run. She was barely two years old at the time.”

“Surely there must be some misunderstanding. Horridge told me he only has your best interests at heart.”

“The interests of his dick you mean,” Stone interrupted harshly. “I’d like to know why you couldn’t smell the lie if he’s such a good friend of yours.”

“All our contacts are by phone. He called me, spitting tacks about your incompetence. Wanted to know if it was usual for you to take so long to complete a job.” Warren was hiding something. Stone didn’t need to scent that. It showed on his face. “Anyway, I am sure this can all be sorted out once we reach Horridge’s pack. I’m not sure why you’re so invested in what happens with the Omega and his sister, Stone, but I give you my word they’ll be safe.”

“I’m not going BACK!” Wyatt yelled. “Do you think it’s been fun for me, on the run for three years, no one to turn to, no one to help? I was raised in a pack. They should’ve helped me but instead…instead…they were going to rape me.”

“You’re young. You misheard things,” Warren said, waving at his men with a raised finger. “Just come along quietly and we’ll work this all out.” The two men moved forward and Stone quickly put himself in front of Wyatt. Barron stood too, his claws already formed.

“Stand down, Stone,” Warren warned. “I can see why you’d be taken with him. It’s in an alpha’s nature to protect those weaker than themselves, and he’s a pretty wee thing. But this doesn’t concern you.”

“What part of ‘my mate’ didn’t you hear?” Stone snarled. “Fated mate. Claimed and bitten. Any ties he might have had with his home pack are now null and void under the laws you uphold for shifters everywhere. He and Maddie are under my protection and I’m not letting you take him.”

“Fated mate? Are you sure?” Warren held up his hand and his men fell back. “Show me your mating scar?”

“I don’t have one, yet.” Stone gently pulled Wyatt forward, keeping his hand on his mate’s lower back. “Show him your scar, babe, if you wouldn’t mind. I’ll make sure I’m wearing one from you tonight.”

Wyatt tugged at the neckline of his shirt and Stone’s pride in his mate grew. “I’m a fast healer,” Wyatt tilted his neck slightly. “But as you can see, the scar took. Stone is my fated mate. No one else could leave a mark on me like he has. That means I get to stay with him and even Horridge can’t fight that.”


Chapter Eight

“Shit.” Warren lurched back and fell in his chair, his face pale. One of his men offered him a coffee but he waved it away. Stone tucked Wyatt under his arm, secretly thrilled when he felt Wyatt’s arm wind around his waist. His mate was trembling but at least the scent of anguish had disappeared.

“Do you want to tell us what’s going on, Councilor?” Barron asked politely as he retook his seat. “Alpha Omega pairings are common in wolf culture. I thought you’d be pleased Stone found his mate. Don’t you guys usually celebrate things like that?”

“Normally yes, but there’s a lot more going on here than you could possibly imagine.” Warren looked ten years older. Stone edged Wyatt to a loveseat and sat down. Wyatt chose to sit on his lap, his arms now linked around Stone’s neck. Whether it was for safety, or Wyatt simply wanted to stake his claim, Stone wasn’t sure, but he wasn’t going to complain.

“Look,” Warren said at last. “I’m going to come clean with you but none of what I say can leave this room. Understood?”

Stone nodded.

“Horridge isn’t a friend of mine. He’s an overbearing asshole and your young omega was right – he does have designs on my council seat. If I don’t return the omega, then he’s threatened to challenge me outright and he’s got a lot of support among some of the bigger packs. We can’t afford to have a man like that on the council.”

“I have a name,” Wyatt said stiffly, “and that’s part of Horridge’s problem. He doesn’t care about people at all, not even those in his pack. I’m just a pack position to him. I’m an omega, so I should be mated to him whether I want it or not. It doesn’t matter that he already has an alpha mate and two other women who serve his sexual needs.”

“Polygamy’s not illegal in packs,” Warren shook his head. “And though we frown on inter-family relations, that’s not illegal either, given no children will result from the union and he’s not your immediate family. Can you explain what happened with your parents? Surely they didn’t agree for you to be mated to your uncle.”

“I know they argued about it.” Wyatt bent his head, his voice almost a whisper. “My dad was alpha of the pack then. Horridge was always hanging around, especially after Maddie was born.”

“Was this before or after your first shift?” Stone asked. He didn’t think Maddie was the reason for Horridge’s attention.

“After. I shifted when I was fifteen and my white coat clearly marked me as an Omega. My dad was thrilled. He knew I didn’t have an alpha personality and he talked about forging an alliance with a neighboring pack by mating me to someone strong who could look after me. But he didn’t plan on doing that until I was twenty-one and he would have asked for my input first. He would never have just mated me to someone I couldn’t get on with.”

Wyatt’s voice broke and he stopped for a second before going on. “Horridge argued with him a hundred times about how an omega should serve the pack and be mated to an alpha within the pack to keep it strong. He was the only other alpha.”

“What did your dad say?” Warren’s voice was respectful for the first time since they’d arrived. Stone noticed Barron pulling over his computer from a nearby table, typing furiously.

“Dad thought Horridge was sick, wanting to take his nephew as a mate. He arranged for Horridge’s mating to the daughter of another pack, citing the importance of a merger and Horridge seemed happy for a while. But then my mom and dad died in a car accident and things went downhill from there. Horridge became alpha and forced Maddie and I to live with him. The only reason he didn’t rape me on my eighteenth birthday was because he wanted to do it in front of the pack and the pack run wasn’t due until the full moon four days later.”

Stone tried to keep his growling in check, but he didn’t think he was very successful. Barron winked at him and then focused on his screen; Wyatt stroked his neck. Surprising. That helped.

“Can I just butt in a minute?” Barron asked. “Your parents died when you were seventeen, is that right?”

Wyatt nodded.

“And your uncle took over the pack because he was the only alpha in the pack.”

Nodding again, Wyatt said, “the pack wasn’t happy about it. Many of the families left the area, but no one could challenge him because he had the support of his wife’s pack as well.”

“And when do you turn twenty-one?”

“I’m already twenty-one.” Wyatt’s cheeks flamed. “Me and Maddie had a little party two weeks ago.”

Stone closed his eyes, biting his lip. He could just imagine what sort of party that was. Maddie and Wyatt, in their derelict cottage…fuck. Twenty-firsts were usually a big deal in a pack. He blinked rapidly.

“That’s why Horridge is looking for you now,” Barron said. “You’ve reached maturity. You’re now entitled to your inheritance from your parent’s estate. Horridge filed the papers with the council two weeks ago. Stone, you lucky dog. You’ve mated a very rich man.”

“But,” Wyatt looked confused. “My dad didn’t have any personal wealth. He lived for the pack. His businesses, his houses…all his money went into the pack.”

“No, it didn’t,” Barron said. “Oh sure, he made sure the pack coffers were full; there’s a full list of his assets on the council records, including the pack house and land that are under the control of the pack alpha. But separate to that, your dad’s personal wealth was in the billions; he made some shrewd business investments through his life. He also ensured it was all tied up in a trust for you and Maddie. His will is on record, in accordance with council law, and your uncle hasn’t been able to touch a cent of it.”

“So, his wanting to mate with me was a way of getting hold of my dad’s money?” Wyatt sounded disgusted and Stone could understand why.

“It was all about control, babe; control, plain and simple. You said yourself he wasn’t gay, but if he raped you in front of the pack then he was exerting his control. Once bonded to him, you’d have no choice but to turn your assets over to him and you also mentioned that when Maddie came of age, he planned to bond with her too if she was an omega. You can bet your bottom dollar he’d have taken her as a concubine regardless of her wolf, so he could control the money in her trust too.”

“Okay, there’s a lot going on here, and clearly this situation is more complicated than it looks.” Stone had almost forgotten Warren was in the room. “But the fact of the matter is, Horridge still hasn’t done anything illegal. Mates share assets. It’s part of our way of life.”

“Isn’t it illegal to file a mating notice when the mating hasn’t even taken place?” Barron asked Warren. “Your friend Horridge filed the mating papers the same day he filed the release papers for Wyatt’s inheritance. Stone’s got a rep for being the best tracker in the country and he was hired four days after those papers were filed with the council. The Clerk in the office emailed Horridge wanting Wyatt’s signature on the form before he’d release the inheritance money. You can see where this is going.”

“Are you hacking council records?” Warren didn’t seem shocked and Stone smirked. Barron’s skills were as legendary as his.

“It’s not hacking if I have a password.” Barron waved at his computer. “The thing is, under Shifter law, a mating can only be recorded if both parties sign the documents. The back and forth of the emails suggests Horridge tried to say that as an omega, Wyatt doesn’t have the rights to sign anything and as the alpha, all control of Wyatt’s assets should go to him. I think the clerk was a bit annoyed with Horridge’s attitude, because he’s insistent on getting proof of the mating from Wyatt first. Thank god for red tape, I say.”

“I haven’t been near my home pack in three years,” Wyatt protested. “How can he claim to have mated me? Isn’t there any checks on who files these forms? What if someone is being forced like I was, or was pushed into a mating they didn’t agree with? What if someone claims to be mated to someone else for financial gain or pack position like Horridge is doing when half of the mated pair is living miles away?”

“It’s not common for people to file a false mating,” Warren said, “although this case shows that maybe we should do more to check on the status of the mated pair before it’s recorded. The thing is, I am still not sure if the council as a whole will agree Horridge did anything wrong. He sent Stone to retrieve his ‘mate’ and clearly intended on mating you. He could always plead a promise from Wyatt’s father; he could say the arrangement was agreed upon years ago and he’d just waited until Wyatt was twenty-one to act on it. I can’t see him getting more than a slap on the wrist for filing papers in advance.”

“You’re forgetting about the money,” Stone thought fast. “Horridge filed the mating papers to gain access to Wyatt’s inheritance. If the clerk hadn’t been having a bad day, he would have got it. Barron, do a search, see if you can come up with any outstanding debts Horridge’s pack might owe.”

“Already on it.” Barron typed furiously.

“What the hell am I going to do, Stone?” Warren sighed. “I’m old. I’ll admit it. I’d like nothing better than to retire and spend time with my great-grandkids. If Horridge challenges me, I’ll lose and then that odious man will be responsible for the welfare of wolves everywhere.”

“Not if someone else challenges you first.” Wyatt had been nestled in Stone’s neck, clearly taking comfort from their joined scent. But he lifted his head now and faced Warren without a shred of fear. Something Stone was thankful for. “If you yielded to someone like Stone, for example, then Horridge could only gain a council seat if he faced my mate first. Could you imagine his face if he had to face you instead?”

Stone admitted his mate has a good plan – with one fatal flaw. “I don’t want to be on the council, sweetness. All those meetings would bore me to tears.”

“There’s only two meetings a month and you could live here the rest of the time. It’s an easy enough job,” Warren seemed to think it was a good idea.

“You’d be a good council member,” Wyatt gently cupped Stone’s chin and he looked down, not surprised to see the warmth in his mate’s expression. “I’ll admit to an ulterior motive, though; I want omega rights improved across all packs and this business with the mating paperwork seems so inefficient. How many other omegas have lost rights to their own land, homes, or businesses simply because an alpha claimed them? How many have been forced into bonding when they come of age, rather than be allowed to find their fated mate?  You know the only reason Horridge didn’t come for me and Maddie sooner was because he’d have to pay for our room and board. He was always complaining about that. Omegas deserve better protection than that.”

“You really think I could make a difference?” Stone was shocked to see how much Wyatt believed in him considering they’d known each other less than twenty-four hours. But seeing the passion on Wyatt’s face, he was warming to the idea.

“I’d make sure you did,” Wyatt grinned. “I always thought there should be like half-way houses or something for wolves evicted from their packs for silly reasons. The shifter laws need a major overhaul – they are so last century, especially in relation to rights for women and omegas. And then there’s other shifters. What happens to lions who are forced out of their packs, or bears who find their clans invaded by wolves? Then there’re the prey animals. Who do they turn to when predators move into their territory….”

“Your mate makes some good points.” Warren interrupted Wyatt’s flow. “A lot of the council members are out of touch with what’s going on today. With Wyatt by your side, you could make a big difference to shifters everywhere.”

Stone could feel excitement bubbling inside of him; something usually only felt when he was on a chase. The thought that he could actually make a difference, do something positive instead of chasing rogues and criminals wasn’t anything he’d ever considered before, but now it was all he could think about. He’d worked for the council for years and knew his mate was right. They deserved a solid shake-up and that was without the issues Wyatt was talking about.

Wyatt was nodding at him; Barron gave him the thumbs up. Even the secret service wannabes bristled with excitement. “Are you sure?” he checked with Wyatt one last time, even though his yes was on the tip of his tongue. “We’d have to travel. It would probably be safer for Maddie to stay here when we do. You’ve had a lot of changes in your life in the last few days. Do you want more time to think about it?”

“I don’t need more time.” Wyatt’s smile was hotter than the noon-day sun. “I imagine Maddie’s already got Cal wrapped around her little finger and I have complete faith the rest of the men here will be just as devoted within a day.” Barron groaned. “I’ve seen some sorry states in the three years I’ve been on the road and I imagine you have too. Let’s do this.”

Stone knew his little mate was right. Brushing a gentle kiss across Wyatt’s forehead, he set him on the couch and stood tall and proud. “I challenge you, Alpha Warren for your seat on the council. Barron and Wyatt stand as my witnesses.”

Warren stood, shaking both his bodyguards’ hands before stepping forward. “I yield,” he said tilting his chin up, exposing his throat. “My bodyguards will testify the challenge was done in accordance with our laws.” And just like that, without a drop of blood spilled, so unlike a typical challenge where at least one participant would end up dead or severely injured, Stone found himself mated, with a new baby sister, and a seat on the Shifter Council. All in all, it’d been an eventful day.


Chapter Nine

Wyatt was procrastinating in the bathroom. He knew it. Stone probably knew it too, but Stone wouldn’t know why. The rugged alpha wouldn’t have had an unconfident day in his life. Wyatt stared at his reflection in the mirror, pushing his blond hair off his face. He didn’t look any different, which was a surprise in itself. Closing his eyes, he thought back over the tumultuous twenty-four hours. Lost my virginity, got claimed by an alpha, ran from my home again, not that it was much of one, and now I’m a councilor’s mate. Me. An insignificant Omega from the Mason Pack. Oh, and I’m rich – richer than winning the lottery. What a freaking day.

But none of that compared with what Wyatt knew would happen in the next five minutes if he’d just move his ass out of the bathroom. Through the long, and in Wyatt’s opinion tedious, afternoon involving paperwork, calls to the council, and getting Maddie’s room set up when Chip and Horn arrived, Stone still found the time to touch him, kiss him, and whisper things making Wyatt blush. Things like how he couldn’t wait to be claimed; how his ass was twitching in anticipation…Wyatt spent the afternoon with permanently burning cheeks and he was sure everyone in the house knew what Stone was doing.

Driving me nuts, is what he was doing, Wyatt thought angrily as he splashed cold water on his heated face. I haven’t got a clue how to top. What if I hurt him? Wyatt knew about prepping – he did own a computer and had been curious during the long nights he spent alone after Maddie went to sleep. But watching videos was one thing. Doing it and making it good for Stone – nothing he’d watched suggested tips on that side of things. Fuck. This is going to be a disaster. I just know it and Stone will be all understanding but he’ll know and I’ll know and I….

“Have you drowned in there?” Stone’s amused voice sounded through the door.

Wyatt hurriedly dried his face. “Just coming,” then he winced.

“Not yet, I hope,” Stone laughed. “I’m all ready for you.”

Ready? What does he mean, ready? What does ready even mean? Wyatt’s head filled with visions of a naked Stone – tattooed muscles, thick thighs, bulging biceps, and an ass Wyatt couldn’t ignore. I hope he’s ready enough for both of us. He yanked open the door and then froze as his mouth dropped open.

Stone’s room was bright and comforting; the wood and white walls and bed alleviated by splashes of color in the cushions and curtains. But Wyatt didn’t have time to take in any of that; it was Stone on the bed fisting his cock that held all his attention. His own cock pushed at the waistband of his boxers, begging to come out and play.

“You have to come over here if you’re going to claim me.” Stone’s rhythm never faltered.

One step, then another. Wyatt’s fingers fluttered in their need to touch. There was so much to take in; the strong black tattoos running down Stone’s arm, the inked trail of ivy circling around the opposite hip. Some scrawled text was inked down Stone’s torso and…and…damn, who was Wyatt kidding? All he could see was the negligent way Stone handled himself and a tiny hint of color peeking from between parted legs.

“I…er…damn…I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.” Wyatt’s whisper sounded like a shout to his ears, but he had to confess. He wasn’t going to hurt Stone by showing a confidence and experience he didn’t have.

“Step one. You climb on the bed between my legs. After you’ve got rid of the boxers.”

“That’s two steps.” Wyatt did as he was asked. This close, the scent of Stone’s arousal caused his cock to leak.

“Step three then, lean over and kiss me.” That was easier said than done. Stone was a good foot taller than Wyatt. Wyatt moved over Stone’s body, groaning as their cocks met. He’d have to slide up further, but his cock wanted him to stay where he was.

“Let’s try it another way,” Stone’s smirk showed through his carefully groomed goatee. Wyatt found himself flat on his back, Stone hovering over him. “I know you haven’t done this before,” Stone whispered between kisses. “I can smell the slick from your ass and know your body’s prepared for me. But just this once, I want to try it this way. You deserve to claim me as I claimed you.”

“I can’t bite and top you all that the same time. I’m too short.”

“You’re a pocket-sized perfection and I’m falling for every luscious inch of you.”

Wyatt didn’t have a chance to respond. Just as he did with their first kiss, Stone took over; his warm tongue forcing its way into Wyatt’s mouth, taking away his ability to breathe. He reached up, fingers tangling in Stone’s long, dark hair, urging the man closer and whimpering when his efforts were unsuccessful. His body arched, desperate for skin on skin contact, yet Stone held himself off.

“Not yet, not yet,” Stone muttered as Wyatt wrenched his mouth free to complain. “I’m close enough to spill now and I want in your ass when this is over.” He reached back and a loud squelch sounded above their harsh breaths. “I used a lot of lube.”

Is that a blush I see? Wyatt was pleased he wasn’t the only one with a red face, but then any attempts at thinking were derailed as Stone grabbed his cock and sat on it.

“Don’t move!” Wyatt’s hips left the mattress as his body tried to make sense of the heat, the pressure and…. “Oh, my fucking god, I’ve never felt anything like it.” His balls were tingling a sure sign he was about to embarrass himself. “Please, don’t move. Not yet.” He panted, deep inhales and exhales while Stone stayed frozen above him.

“Is it always like this?” Wyatt asked when he’d finally pushed his orgasm back enough to speak.

“Hmm, like what?” Stone purred, rolling his hips. “Hot. Moist. Fucking fantastic?”

“Yes!” Wyatt yelled as Stone rose up and slammed back down. “Fucking hell, yes. Do that again.”

Lying helpless wasn’t how Wyatt imagined his first attempt at topping would go but with every cell in his body alight with the desire to come he didn’t have the breath to complain. If Stone was feeling any discomfort, he wasn’t showing it; flexing his thighs, rocking up and down on Wyatt’s cock, his own leaking all over Wyatt’s stomach.

It was too much; too intense. Everything from Stone’s ragged breathing matching his own, to the intense friction milking Wyatt’s cock. His fangs dropped, his wolf giddy with excitement and Stone’s eyes gleamed with his own wolf as he leaned and presented a thick muscled neck. “Bite.”

As if he could refuse. Arching his neck, Wyatt bit hard; his yell as his cock emptied muffled by skin, muscle, and the sweet taste of Stone’s life force. Stone roared, a sticky warmth streaming onto Wyatt’s belly but all Wyatt was conscious of was the snap he felt inside, as though something out of line had finally fallen into place. He felt Stone shudder and hurriedly disengaged his teeth, licking lovingly over the wound. Stone would scar and every paranormal in existence would know he was taken. Wyatt didn’t think he could feel any happier if he tried.

That was, until Stone growled, “Roll over.” In the long night that followed it seemed Wyatt’s capacity for happiness could keep growing and growing and growing. All thanks to Stone and the loving he showed with every touch and kiss. Somewhere in between the frantic couplings, soft words, and loving touches, Wyatt lost his heart that night and he was sure he couldn’t have given it to a more deserving person.

Now all he had to do was share those feelings with his mate.


Chapter Ten

Stone slapped his hand over his mouth, edging around the side of the crowded kitchen where Princess Maddie was holding court. Just as Wyatt predicted, within five days every man in the house took Maddie into their hearts and with the dexterity known only to young children, Maddie took full advantage. Barron, in his lion form, was acting as a footstool. Chip and Horn were arguing over the state of Maddie’s eggs. But it was Cal and Tom that really caught Stone’s attention.

“What on earth are you wearing?”

Cal touched the princess crown tucked among his curls, his cheeks turning a lovely shade of pink. “It’s for our afternoon tea party.”

“You’re just jealous because you weren’t invited,” Tom straightened his cardboard crown and stuck his tongue out. “I thought you were waiting for a call from the council.”

“I am. I just needed coffee. Wyatt doesn’t know what to pack.”

“Is Wyatt going to be okay?” Maddie looked up from her plate of eggs. Scrambled and fried, Stone noticed.

“I’m sure of it, sweetheart. It’s you I’m worried about. Are you sure you can take care of these big lugs while we’re away?”

“It’s a big job but someone has to do it.” Maddie sighed and stabbed at her eggs. “I know they loves me really.”

“That they do, princess.” The men all laughed as Stone brushed a kiss on her blond head, barely missing her crown. His phone vibrated in his pocket and he pointed outside. Chip nodded and Stone knew his men would protect Maddie with every breath they had. He strolled outside, tapping the screen to answer the call.

“Councilor Stone.” He still couldn’t get used to his title.

“Councilor Stone, the message you were expecting came through this morning. The caller requested use of the Council challenge ring which has been granted. As per council laws you are allowed two witnesses to attend and the caller has been advised. A plane has been sent to your position.”

“Thank you. Was the caller advised who he’d be facing?”

“He simply asked for the challenge against the Wolf Shifter Council Member to be recorded, sir. I doubt anyone bothered to fill him in. After all, you’ve not been in your position very long and it can take time for records to be updated.”

“Perfect, Sarah, thank you.” Warren asked Stone to keep his personal secretary on. An older mated wolf with three grown children, she liked the regular hours and keeping busy. A thirty-minute video call when Stone took over the office and the woman had been a godsend ever since. She took care of all the petty matters that crossed his desk and adored Wyatt on sight. When she heard about Maddie, she promised no one would bother them unless it was vitally important. Stone was looking forward to meeting her in person.

“I’ve also arranged for your suite to be prepared. You will meet the other council members for an informal dinner tomorrow evening which will give you and your mate plenty of time to enjoy the sights. As mates are included in the invitation, not much in the way of business will be discussed.”

“I’d like to get a feel for them before I start pushing for law changes,” Stone admitted. “The dinner is a good idea. Keeping my mate quiet during the dinner might be a different matter. He has some strong ideas.”

“He wants to see some positive changes for shifters.” Sarah seemed to approve. “I am sure with his fresh face and passionate manner the other members are sure to respond favorably to anything he does say.”

Stone certainly hoped so or they’d be dealing with him. He’d never met anyone but Warren in all his dealings with the council. Despite the council being for all shifters, most animal types stayed with their own, which worked in his favor, as Horridge was unlikely to hear about the change in Councilors before the challenge. Winning his challenge against Horridge should send the message he wasn’t to be messed with, which would be important with the other members, especially being new in his position. Thanking Sarah for her efforts, Stone disconnected the call and went to find Wyatt. Packed or not, the plane would pick them up in an hour.

****

“Are you sure you’re going to be okay here without me?” Wyatt dithered. Brown jacket or black. He couldn’t remember a time when he had so many clothing options, but a quick online shopping spree and the closets he shared with Stone were full. He stuffed the brown jacket in his suitcase and kept the black one aside to wear. Maddie was sitting with her legs crossed on the bed, approving and disapproving his different choices.

“You need to be with your mate,” she said, pulling out the brown jacket and replacing it with a blue one. There was something in her tone that had Wyatt putting down his clothes and cuddling her instead.

“What’s wrong, sweetie? I thought you liked it here.”

“I do.” Maddie snuggled close. “My uncles are all lovely and they take care of me so much. But I…it’s just been us for a long time. I’m going to miss you.”

“I’ll only be gone four days,” Wyatt knew what Maddie meant though. Looking after her had been his sole focus for years and Stone had said she could come on later trips. Just not this one. The risk with Horridge sniffing around the council buildings was too much. “I will miss you, too,” he added, “And you can come on the next trip. Me and Stone will have to find out all the lovely things you can see when you get there.”

“Will you bring me a present?”

“Of course. What would you like?” Wyatt wondered if this was where he had to explain ponies weren’t keen on being ridden by shifters.

“A big, black, fluffy wolf like Uncle Stone. Then I can have him guard my bed at night while you’re at work.”

“You care a lot for Uncle Stone, don’t you?” Wyatt brushed Maddie’s hair from her face as she nodded enthusiastically.

“He’s the best, well, not the best because you’re the best in the whole world, but then he’s the best because he cares about me and he loves me, and he tells me so every night when he tucks me in at night.”

“Shall I tell you a secret?” Wyatt whispered. “I’m in love with Uncle Stone.”

“Me, too,” Maddie giggled, and Wyatt rolled her over and tickled her belly; neither of them noticing Stone watching them from the door, rubbing a finger over the suspicious wetness in the corner of his eye.


Chapter Eleven

The private rooms that made up a councilor’s suite were far more sumptuous than the utilitarian décor of the outer offices seen by the public. The couch Stone and Wyatt were curled up on would cost more than an average yearly salary, although it wasn’t comfortable. Stone wiggled around, trying to find a soft spot for his ass, taking care to hold onto Wyatt as he did so. The man was uncommonly quiet and had been since they got on the plane.

“Are you okay, babe?” Stone wasn’t sure Wyatt would answer.

“You’re going to fight Horridge in two hours.”

“I thought you trusted me to beat him.” Stone wasn’t one for showing it, but it hurt thinking Wyatt didn’t believe in him.

“I do, I really do. Horridge is just a bully. I’ve seen your wolf, remember. He’s got no chance against you.”

“What’s worrying you then?”

“Nothing. Lots of things. I don’t know. I’m just being silly.”

Turning Wyatt’s cheek so they were facing each other, Stone growled softly. “There’s nothing silly about speaking your mind. Tell me.”

For a long moment Stone wasn’t sure Wyatt would say anything but then it all poured out. “I didn’t realize being on the council meant any wolf could challenge you. It worries me if you have to fight all the time. Then there’s the pack, the Mason pack,” he added. “I know my uncle’s a pain in the ass, but there’re no other alphas in the pack. What’s going to happen to all those people?”

Wyatt’s an omega – he’s hard wired to care. Stone knew that was Wyatt’s biggest strength and also had the potential to be their biggest issue. He forced himself to hold back his first response; who cares. “The council will appoint another alpha to lead the pack. You can help me pick someone if you like because you know the people best. And as for me being challenged, Sarah told me this was the first time it’s happened in over a hundred years. Most wolf shifters have too much respect for council members to suggest challenging them and no one is keen on being a council member anyway. It’s just Horridge who’s taken it into his head to rule all wolf kind. He’s not going to be an issue after today.”

“I told you I was being silly.” Wyatt pouted, and Stone had to kiss those full lips. His wolf was keyed up, knowing the challenge was imminent. Loving on Wyatt would definitely take both their minds off things.

****

“I’m going.” Wyatt wasn’t keen on being found naked and still smelling of sex when Anthony, one of Warren’s ex-guards knocked and said Horridge had arrived and was waiting for them at the challenge ring. But it’d taken him two seconds to dress and he wasn’t pleased when Stone blocked him at the door.

“I don’t want Horridge seeing you.”

“Tough, because I want to see him.” Wyatt pushed past and smiled at Anthony. “Is Horridge in a mood?”

“Yes, Councilor Mate, especially when we confiscated his enforcer’s weapons.”

“I knew he’d try and cheat.” Wyatt held his grin for Stone. “Coming Councilor?”

“I really don’t want Horridge seeing you,” Stone muttered as they fell in behind Anthony and Frank; two other guards behind them. Wyatt wasn’t used to walking with an entourage, but it did help quell his nerves.

“This is something I have to do.” Wyatt wasn’t going to disrespect his mate by talking in a normal tone and kept his voice low. “He bullied me, he planned to rape me. He threatened my sister. I want to be there when you rip out his throat.”

“You’re bloodthirsty for an omega, aren’t you?” But Wyatt saw the quick upturn of Stone’s lip.

“Try having your virginity threatened by a controlling bully and see how you feel. Besides, I want him to know I survived when he won’t last the day. I can’t wait to see his face when he gets a load of you.” Wyatt ran his hand down his new Armani suit. It screamed of understated elegance right down to the shine on his new black boots.

In contrast, all Stone had on was a pair of tight black jeans, a matching leather waistcoat and his boots. He’d be shifting to fight, so getting dressed up was a waste of time. Even so, the power of his wolf was obvious the closer they got to the challenge hall and Wyatt noticed more than one of the council staff shiver and lick their lips as Stone went by. He should’ve insisted Stone stay shirtless, then they could all see his mating scar. Next time, he promised himself.

“Okay, this is it, Councilor.” Anthony stopped outside a set of high wooden doors. “Frank and I will be your witnesses, Jeb and Torrin will remain outside the doors but within earshot in case they’re needed. Although I’m sure they won’t be. Councilor Mate, you can take a seat in the stands. Remember, you can’t go near the challenge ring until after the fight is over and a winner declared.”

“I wish you’d call me Wyatt,” he grumbled as Stone took his face in his hands. A bubble of nerves attacked his stomach as he saw the intensity of Stone’s expression. “I believe in you,” he said softly. “Go kick some ass.”

“Your wish….” Stone’s voice muffled as their lips joined. Wyatt was terrified and determined not to show it. The challenges he’d seen Horridge win in the past were blood baths, but his gut told him Stone would come out victorious. Maybe I should have stayed in our room, but Wyatt was made of stronger stuff. This was his bully Stone was facing and the least he could do was show his support. Taking one last inhale of his mate’s scent, Wyatt pulled back and straightened his shoulders.

“Let’s get this done.” Anthony opened up the big doors and stepped aside.


Chapter Twelve

Unlike pack challenge rings that were conducted outside, the Council challenge ring was created out of a dirt floor, inlaid among the original wooden flooring. Given the council buildings were in the heart of the financial district in NYC, the necessity for keeping council activities hidden was understood, but Stone wished he could feel the air on his face as he stepped into the room. As it was, the fans swirling in the ceiling did nothing to dispel the late afternoon heat.

His eyes sweeping the room, Stone noticed Horridge’s eyes lighting on Wyatt; the fanatical leer and the way Horridge grabbed at his crotch sickening him. “Glad to see you’re here to see me win the council seat boy. Your ass will make a fine reward when I’m done.”

Biting his inside lip, Stone escorted Wyatt to his seat high in the stands, then went down, flexing his muscles as he stood outside the challenge circle.

“In accordance with Council tradition and shifter laws I must first outline the rules. Both….” Anthony pulled out a scroll from inside of his jacket and started to read.

“Hang on a minute. Where’s Warren? Has he defaulted?” Horridge turned to his enforcers and grinned. “Told you he wouldn’t show. Weak old man.”

“Alpha Horridge, sir,” Anthony’s mouth twisted as though he found the words distasteful. “You called a challenge with the wolf council representative.”

“Yes. Warren. Everyone knows he’s been the wolf leader for far too long and let me tell you there’re going to be some changes….”

“Sir, Elder Warren relinquished his position over a week ago. Councilor Stone is now the wolf representative.” Anthony nodded his head in Stone’s direction.

“Stone? Stone. The tracker I sent after that damned omega?” Wyatt had been right. Horridge’s face was worth seeing if you found a slack jaw, bulging eyes, and the sheen of sweat funny. “How the hell did Stone get on the Council?”

“I’m an Alpha wolf, I challenged Elder Warren at his request and as you can see, I won. Now, are we going to do this, or are you defaulting like the coward I know you to be? My mate and I,” Stone flashed a grin at Wyatt, who was waiting nervously in the stands, “have dinner plans.”

“No, no, no, no, no.” Horridge’s mouth worked furiously. “No. This is a set up. You’re lying to me. The omega can’t mate without my permission and Warren’s too much of a coward to face me, so he’s sent you as a proxy instead.”

“I can assure you, sir,” Anthony pulled himself to his full height. “The Council does not deal in set ups. Your challenge was against the wolf representative, no names mentioned, and the wolf representative is here to meet that challenge. I must insist your enforcers leave the challenge circle, so we can begin.”

“But…but…but….” Horridge’s eyes were wild as one of his enforcers whispered in his ear. Stone couldn’t see what was said, but Horridge’s face went white. The whispering enforcer slapped the other one’s arm and they both moved out of the circle, standing with their arms crossed. Stone had a feeling any love between Horridge and the men protecting his back had just disappeared. Beta wolves had no time for cowards.

“I demand this matter of the omega be settled first.” Horridge shook as he stood in the ring alone. “He was promised as my mate and the papers have already been filed. Stone has no right to claim he’s his.”

“Yes sir, about that paperwork.” If Stone didn’t know better, he’d say Anthony was enjoying himself. “It’s an offence to file mating records before bites are exchanged, especially when the man in question was no longer part of your pack, having been absent for three years. If there’s anything left of you after the challenge, you will be called to face those charges. Rest assured. No harm was done. The Councilor Mate was able to claim his inheritance left by his father and has shared it equally with his mate as shifters do. However, you will be answering charges for fraud. You and whoever else was in your little scheme.”

“You took my money?” Horridge was damn near foaming at the mouth. “Of all the ungrateful, son-of-a-bitch, asshole….” Horridge’s two enforcers bowed their heads to Stone before leaving the room. “Come back here, you pieces of shit.” The door slamming was a fitting response. Clearly, Horridge wasn’t the type to inspire loyalty unless money was involved.

“As we’ve lost two of our witnesses, I’ll call in two men from the council.” Anthony spoke into his mouthpiece and seconds later Jeb and Torrin strode in, closing the door firmly behind them. “Right. We have four approved witnesses. Let the challenge begin. Horridge, you may shift first.” Anthony stepped back as Stone stepped into the circle.

“No, wait.” Horridge jumped as Stone growled and then he ripped off his shirt angrily. “Fine, you fuzzy assed whore. I’ll fight you. I’ll rip your fucking throat out and dance in your blood before I take that precious mate of yours and ream his ass so hard he’ll choke on my cock.”

He should have kept his big mouth shut. The instant Horridge shifted into a rangy grey wolf, Stone initiated his own shift. He barely had time to shake out his fur before Horridge was on him, clawing and biting for all he was worth. Stone’s wolf form had thick fur and at least fifty pounds on his challenger. The two wolves rolled around the ground as Horridge realized his mistake and tried to get away. Horridge’s snarls turned to whimpers as Stone pressed his advantage.

Blood scented the air, infuriating Stone further. As Horridge tried to slip away, he grabbed Horridge’s leg, the bones making a satisfying crunch as he dragged the wolf under him. Horridge’s body shimmered as he shifted back, his hands in front of his face. “I yield. I yield. I don’t want you to kill me.”

Stone shifted too and wrapped his hands around Horridge’s thick neck. “Too bad. Under Shifter law, section 6, subsection 4 paragraph c, I hereby sentence you under the mating laws for threatening my mate. Night, night.” One twist of his hands and Horridge’s blubbering stopped. Stone stepped back, brushing his hands together and then accepted his pants from Anthony, who checked over the body.

“Nice move, Councilor, quoting shifter mating law in the middle of a challenge,” Anthony commented as he noted the time of death.

“Well, I hold a position of authority now, don’t I?” Stone smirked as he pulled on his pants. “It’s not as though I can go around killing people who piss me off. What kind of a reputation would that give me?”

“One the other council members might sit up and take notice of.” Anthony laughed as he indicated for Frank to give him a hand lifting Horridge out of the ring.

Jeb stepped in front of him as Stone looked around for Wyatt. “Councilor Stone, just letting you know, the two enforcers from the Mason pack have been apprehended. The list of suitable Alpha replacements for the Mason pack are waiting for you on your desk.”

“Thank you, Jeb, I’ll get my mate to check them over in the morning. Now, if there’s nothing else?” Jeb stepped aside and Stone saw Wyatt hovering on the edge of the challenge circle. “I will be unavailable for the rest of the evening. See to it we’re not disturbed.” Waiting long enough for Jeb’s nod of acknowledgement, Stone strode across the ring, pulling Wyatt into his arms. His mate’s scent soothed him like no other, even tinged with nervousness and relief.

“I knew you’d do it. I love you.” Wyatt clasped him tight around his waist, turning his face up for a kiss. For a moment, Stone was shocked, wondering if his ears were playing tricks on him. But the warmth emanating from his mate, the expression in his eyes, Stone knew he hadn’t misheard.

“I love you too, my mate,” he said softly. “And when we get back to our suite, I am going to show you just how much. All night long.”

“We have meetings planned first thing in the morning,” Wyatt protested as Stone led him out of the challenge hall.

“The meetings can wait.” Stopping, Stone swung around and lifted Wyatt off his feet. “Don’t you get it yet? You are number one for me. Maddie and the men in our home come a close second and while this job is important too, it will never be more important than you are. You are number one to me and don’t you ever forget it.”

“Yes, Councilor Stone,” Wyatt chuckled as Stone’s arms tightened. “You can put me down now. I’m coming along willingly.”

“Nope, I love you exactly where you are.” Ignoring Wyatt’s protests, Stone marched back to their suite. He’d noticed the looks he’d got before the challenge and couldn’t think of any better way to show how much he was taken with his omega mate, than to have his mate in his arms, and his scar gleaming like a beacon for all too see.


Chapter Thirteen

Wyatt rolled his eyes as he watched the crowd of overstuffed businessmen trying to curry favor with his mate. News of the challenge spread quickly and while Wyatt hadn’t known why other council members would be concerned about it, as soon as he met the others at the arranged dinner it was clear Stone stood out among the rest. Shifters aged very slowly and yet all the other council members looked well into middle age, which meant they would be hundreds of years old. With his dark hair falling around his shoulders, his muscles bulging under the suit he’d put on and his permanent scowl, Stone was every bad boy fantasy come true and it seemed some of the members were unsure how to interact with him.

Trusting Stone could handle himself, Wyatt turned his attention to the councilors’ mates. Another glaring difference. He was the only male mate, which surprised him. But then, apparently older shifters meant having old school attitudes, if the upturned noses he’d received were anything to go by. Used to being snubbed, Wyatt had pulled out the iPad Stone had bought him, determined to get some work done, but that was two hours before and he was hungry.

Casting one more look at Stone who seemed to be in deep discussion with Councilor Tomas, the bear shifter representative, Wyatt slipped his iPad away and ambled over to the buffet table. The food was artfully arranged but Wyatt was secretly sickened by the display. Big platters overfilled with beef, venison, and pork. Large cauldrons of stew which smelled delicious, but which could feed a hundred people instead of the twenty catered for. There were plates piled high with pastries and savories, and that was without the desert table.

“Can’t find anything you like? The chef will prepare something specially if you have specific dietary needs.” Wyatt looked over to see Councilor Benson eyeing him as though he was on the menu.

“I could eat anything here, I’m not fussy,” Wyatt said, edging further away as Benson came closer. “I just hope the food not used here will be donated somewhere. Otherwise it’s such a waste.”

“Ah, you’re one of those bleeding hearts,” Benson laughed as he picked up a slice of beef and folded it into his mouth. “You’ll soon find the council is an exclusive world. We get paid well to ensure shifter laws are adhered to and honestly, the worries of peasants are hardly our concern. This isn’t a democracy. It’s not as though we can get voted out.”

“Well, maybe it should be.” Wyatt’s anger, that started percolating when he’d seen the files for the Mason Pack alpha replacement and increased at his treatment at the dinner bubbled over. “There’s enough food here to feed an entire pack,” he waved his arm at the spread, “but chances are it will all go in the trash. There are shifters out there starving, barely making ends meet, and you all stand around wearing suits that cost a year’s salary and have endless discussions on keeping down the rogue population.”

“Rogues are a serious concern. Their behavior threatens our existence among humans. Most of our resources are focused on stopping that from happening.” Benson didn’t seem concerned. If anything, he looked bored and that infuriated Wyatt further.

“And yet you let good food like this go to waste when there are shifters out there homeless and starving. That’s without even considering the abuses happening in packs, prides, and herds. Women being forced into matings, omegas and children abused by those bigger and stronger than them. All of you are in a unique position to do something positive for shifters everywhere and yet you are so damned isolated from what happens in the real world, you can’t even see what’s going on under your nose.”

“I see you, little omega,” Benson moved closer. “And I must say you are far more tempting than anything on this table.”

“I can’t believe you would say something like that. I’m mated and so are you.” Wyatt half turned, looking for his mate but Benson grabbed his arm; the grip would leave bruises.

“Bond mates. Political mergers. You know how it is, although how Stone scored a sweet little morsel like you is beyond me. Still, I’m sure he won’t mind sharing you. We all do a spot of partner swapping here. Come out the back with me and let’s see if those lips of yours look as I good as I imagine them around my cock.”

“Let go of me,” Wyatt hissed, trying to pull away but for all his age, the cat shifter was hellishly strong. When pulling didn’t work, he moved forward instead, driving his knee into Benson’s balls. The man yelled and fell back and suddenly Wyatt was conscious everyone in the room was watching them.

“You pompous assholes make me sick,” he yelled, furious at the way he’d been handled. “Standing around here making small talk, wasting good food and swapping your bond mates when there are real life issues going on right outside this door. Shifters out there are counting on you to set a standard and all you can do is…Gods, you make me sick. Disrespectful, wanton waste and…I can’t stay here a minute longer.”

Ignoring Stone’s worried gaze, Wyatt hurried from the room. He could hear Benson yelling for him to be arrested but he was beyond caring. Anthony fell in beside him as he stalked down the hallway.

“Are you going to arrest me for hitting a councilman in the balls?”

“I’m sure he deserved it and I think Councilman Stone is handling that little matter as we speak.”

“Yeah, well, he was so busy schmoozing he didn’t even notice someone hitting on me.” Wyatt rubbed his chest as he walked, unsure why the idea of Stone ignoring him hurt so much. “Damn cat thought I’d just leave with him and fucking suck his dick. What type of place are you running here?”

“One that’s about to get a huge shake up thanks to you and your mate,” Anthony grinned as he held open the door to their suite. “Personally, I can’t wait.”

Wyatt wasn’t so sure. They were meant to stay for two more days, but he was missing Maddie. He pulled his suitcase out of the closet and started pulling open his drawers, leaving Stone’s alone. He wasn’t spending another minute in the council buildings. What Stone did was entirely up to him.


Chapter Fourteen

“You manhandled my mate,” Stone accused, glaring down at Benson who was still writhing on the floor clutching his balls.

“Didn’t you get the rule book?” Benson bit back. “You’re a man of the world. You’ve been in the military. You know what it’s like when you’re forced to bond with someone who doesn’t meet your needs. Hell, all of us claimed women because back in the day anything else was frowned on and it still is. I don’t know why you didn’t get the memo, but your little cock-tease is going to have to go back to the gutter you picked him out of. I was just having a bit of fun with him first.”

Stone struggled to work out what insulted him more; the way Benson talked about his mate, or the assumption that he’d ever let Wyatt go to fit in with the council’s rigid standards. “Let me get this straight. You’re telling me as a council member, I can’t have Wyatt as my mate?”

“It’s like I was telling you, Stone,” Tomas broke in. “Council members have to be seen to live within certain standards so that other shifters can follow our example. Bringing along a young omega with big ideals is one thing, but you should’ve picked a female date for the evening. Our wives were very upset when he arrived.”

“Wyatt’s not some date I picked up for the evening, he’s my FATED MATE!” Stone ripped the collar of his shirt, showing his scar. Tomas paled and sweat broke out across Benson’s face. “You broke the one law sacrosanct to all shifters. You interfered with my mate.” He pointed his finger at Benson. “He told you he was mated, and you still insulted him, grabbed him and tried to drag him off for your sick little games.”

“He’s an omega….”

Stone cut Benson off with a slash of his hand. “An Alpha and Omega pairing are the most revered in the shifter world. With him by my side I am stronger, and yet he provides the caring side of this partnership. What you did was beyond reproach and I have every right to rip out your throat right now.”

“Now, come on Stone,” Stevens, the Hawk representative said hesitantly. “These dinners are all the same. Our wives don’t mind being swapped around and Benson had no way of knowing you two were fated mates.”

“Your wives are okay with this, are they? They’re okay with being passed around like hookers just so you guys can get their thrills. Well, let’s ask them, shall we? Ladies, is that your only function in life? To provide the jollies for ancient council members?”

“I used to be a teacher until my father mated me off to Benson. Said it would improve his position with his pride.” The young lioness Benson was mated to glared at her mate. “I never dreamed he’d turn me into a whore, sending me out to lay with people he wanted to sweeten a deal with.”

“I was perfectly happy on my own,” Tomas’s wife agreed. “Now, I don’t get to see my cub and I’m forced into these ridiculous clothes and made to lay down for anyone who asks, simply because of my husband’s position.”

“I don’t mind so much,” Stevens’ wife added. “My husband never comes near me. He’s too busy playing with the pretty boys who ‘run’ his office. I’m just dusted off and forced to come to these dinners which is the only time my husband has anything to do with me. My parents were hoping for grandchildren by now, but at this rate they’ll be hybrids if I ever get pregnant at all.”

“Vanessa,” Stevens warned.

“No, I won’t shut up.” Vanessa turned to her friends. “Stone’s not ashamed of his new mate. You see how he stands up for him, willing to kill Benson just for touching him. Don’t you see how badly we’re being treated? We deserve better than this. That young Wyatt was right. Things do need to change and I’m going to start by divorcing my husband and going back to my parents. I have a fated mate out there somewhere and so do all of you. Don’t you want the chance to meet them?”

“Don’t you think of leaving….” Benson threatened his wife, but Stone stood in front of the women, his arms crossed.

“Or you’ll do what?” He raised his eyebrows. “This is exactly the sort of thing my mate was talking about, something I’ve been trying to get any of you to listen to all evening. Instead, all I’ve heard is how hard it is to gain use of the council jet, and what a bore it is having to sit on the Shifter Council every month. You abuse your position, you disrespect your bonded mates to the point they want to leave, and you dare to tell me I have to discard the one man created for me by the Fates.”

“It’s the way things have always been,” Tomas protested. “We have a position to maintain. Gloria, please. I didn’t know you were unhappy….”

“Because you never listened when I tried talking to you. You were always too busy with this old boys’ club. Vanessa’s right. I’m going back to my clan to spend time with my cub. If you can get your head out of your ass long enough to start groveling, you’ll know where I am. Ladies, are you coming?”

Without another word, six elegantly clad women swept out of the room, busily making plans.

“Fuck, this little drama is going to cost me a diamond necklace or two before I can get my wife to talk to me again.” Robert, the reptile representative slumped in a chair.

“Just get another one,” Benson snapped, struggling to his feet and prodding Stone in the chest. “You think you’re better than us just because you’ve found your fated mate, but believe me, you won’t last ten minutes in this place. We’ll oppose you at every turn until you quit in frustration.”

“Is that right?” Stone grabbed the finger and bent it back until he heard it snap. Benson howled and bent over, clutching his finger this time instead of his balls. “You guys better get your affairs in order. One thing this sorry business has taught me is that Councilmen can be challenged, and they have to face those challenges. I think shifters everywhere need to know what goes on in this supposedly hallowed building and once I spread the word they’ll be hammering down your doors to challenge you. I have three friends that’ll take your positions here and now.” He showed his teeth at Benson, Tomas, and Stevens. “So, what’s it going to be, gentleman. Are my mate’s ideas going to get a fair hearing, or are you all prepared to fight for your position?”

“I’ll listen,” Robert said wearily. “Unlike these guys, I actually love my wife and I used to hate bringing her to these things. I’ll support your mate on any sensible ideas he comes up with. It’s time for things to change. I’ve always wished I could do more for my people, but these bastards kept blocking me.”

“I will, too,” the deer representative said quickly, and the sea shifters representative also followed suit. Stone smirked as he watched Benson, Tomas, and Stevens slink out of the room. It was a start, a small start, but Stone hoped Wyatt would be pleased.


Chapter Fifteen

“Come on, let’s go,” Stone rapped sharply on Barron’s office door and opened it, unsurprised to see Cal and Tom sitting in there too. Since swapping jobs from Council troubleshooters to Councilors, the three men were often found together, working on making Wyatt’s dreams a reality. “Is this what the council pays you for every day, sitting around gossiping like old women?”

“We’ve been working twelve-hour days for the past three weeks,” Cal grumbled. “Wyatt’s worse than any drill sergeant. He wants all these new laws drafted like, yesterday.”

“Yeah, well, Sarah tells me he’s in his last meeting of the day now. The plane’s fueled and ready at the airport. We’re taking a summer vacation.”

“Does Wyatt know?” Barron asked as Cal groaned, “Thank the fates.”

“Not yet, but he will.” Stone couldn’t be prouder of mate. After stopping him from leaving the council grounds with a lot of kisses and explanations, he stood by as Wyatt made his presentation for the improvement of shifter lives in front of three new and three prepared to be supportive council members just a week later.

Since then his mate had been in one meeting after another; working on housing for homeless shifters, soup kitchens in every major town, and drafting laws to change the rights for women and omegas across the country. Specialist council teams were set up to visit and audit every shifter group taking note of concerns and reporting changes needed. It was a hectic time for everyone, but Stone knew Wyatt was missing Maddie; the evening Skype calls not the same as tucking his sister into bed at night. Stone was determined to take his damn mate home if he had to pick him up and carry him kicking and screaming onto the plane.

“He’s not going to want to come,” Tom warned as they strode down the council hallways. “He seems to think he has to do all this damn work himself and he’s not going to be happy being dragged away.”

“How did you know I was going to go all caveman on him?” Stone winked at his friend. “I know he takes his responsibilities seriously but enough is enough. He falls asleep as soon as his head hits the pillow. He’s not eating enough and there are bags under those lovely baby blues of his. He needs a break.”

“And you probably need to have some sack time with him,” Barron laughed. “How does it feel having such an important mate?”

“Exhausting,” Stone muttered but he flashed a smile at Sarah who was guarding Wyatt’s door. “Please tell me he’s finished for the day.”

“Councilor Roberts is in there,” Sarah whispered, flicking a quick look at the door. “Poor man’s devastated since his wife left him and I think he’s hoping Wyatt can offer some suggestions for getting her back. He’s supposed to be talking about planning permissions for the new half-way house in Texas, but…you know Wyatt.”

“He’s too damn caring for his own good,” Stone agreed. Brushing past Sarah, he knocked lightly on the door and then opened it. Inside the office, Wyatt’s smile was strained, and Roberts’ cheeks were flushed. “Sorry to interrupt,” Stone wasn’t sorry at all, “but we’ve got a plane waiting and a little girl anxiously waiting to see her brother.”

“Plane? Maddie? Is anything wrong? I’m sorry Councilor but….”

“No, no, no, you go ahead,” the Councilor shuffled to his feet and shook Stone’s hand. “I should be making a move myself. I’m meeting my wife at her father’s house and I’m hoping she’ll come out to dinner with me.”

“Don’t forget true words mean more than diamonds.” Wyatt was already packing his satchel. Stone moved to let Roberts pass and then took the case out of Wyatt’s hands.

“No work.”

“But there’s the….”

“I said, no work. Wyatt, this place can do without you for the next month. You’re needed back at home, in our bed, playing with our little girl. Not to mention you need some serious sunshine, babe, you’re decidedly peaked.”

“Peaked. Who even says that anymore?” Wyatt leaned into Stone and Stone’s blood roared. Then he straightened up, his eyes wide. “A month. I can’t. I have to….”

“One of the important things about being in a responsible position is learning the art of delegation,” Stone said firmly, sweeping Wyatt off his feet and throwing him over his shoulder. “Say goodbye to Sarah, she’ll take care of things while we’re gone.”

“Sarah,” Wyatt yelled, his feet kicking gently. “Call out the guard. I’m being abducted.”

“Have a lovely vacation, Wyatt,” Sarah called back. “Don’t come back until I see some color in those cheeks of yours.”

“Traitor,” Wyatt muttered as Stone strode down the hall. “You can put me down now. I’ll come, but only because I really miss Maddie.”

“Don’t you miss me too?” Stone couldn’t help caressing his mate’s pert behind as they hurried towards the limousine.

“Yeah, I do. I’m just so tired. I’m sorry.”

“You’ve got nothing to be sorry for.” Stone nodded at the wolf holding the door to the limo open as he gently deposited Wyatt inside. His poor mate was almost asleep, already.

“Home James,” Cal slapped the driver on the shoulder and then stopped to take a sniff. “Tell me, have you ever been to Arizona?”

“Sit up front if you must chat up the driver,” Stone growled. “I want to get to the airport and take my poor mate home.”

“I’m Councilor Cal Newman, bear shifter representative, but you can call me Cal. And you are….”

Stone sighed as the door closed on Cal’s flirtation, although from the sudden increase in the smell of arousal, it could well be Cal’s flirting days were over. Gently stroking Wyatt’s cheek, he willed the car to go faster. It felt like forever since he’d had his mate in his bed.


Epilogue

“Hmm, I could stay here all day,” Wyatt purred as he stretched out over Stone’s body, the sun beating a steady tattoo on his back. “No phones, no demands, just you, Maddie, and our friends enjoying a lovely summer afternoon.”

“You’ve got a lot more color in your cheeks,” Stone agreed. “Being on vacation suits you.”

“Things did get a bit hectic there for a while.” Wyatt shook his head as he realized just how patient his mate had been while he tried to set the shifter world to rights in a matter of a month. “I am sorry. I should’ve paid more attention to you, too…and Maddie. She’s growing so fast.”

He turned his head on Stone’s torso to watch as Maddie screamed “Catch me,” as she jumped into the pool. Cal and his new mate, the chauffeur Jeremy, were curled up on another sun lounger across the pool. Barron and Tom were bickering over the grill, while Chip was playing with Maddie and Horn in the pool. It was an idyllic setting and Wyatt spent a moment thinking about how far he’d come.

“I got a call from William this morning, over at the Mason Pack,” Stone said quietly. “Apparently, he was greeted like a forgotten hero when he arrived at the pack grounds. Security is in shambles and there’s a lot of misuse of pack funds still to be worked out, but he said ensuring the safety of the women and children were his main priority.”

“I knew he’d be right for that pack,” Wyatt tilted his chin, resting it on Stone’s chest so he could watch his mate’s face. “William’s quiet, but he has a lot of power and I’m glad we could give him the chance of a new home.”

“Another one of your homeless settled,” Stone grinned. “And what about you? Do you feel as though you’ve found your home?”

“I’m with you,” Wyatt said honestly. “You’re my home.” Leaning forward he brushed his lips across Stone’s jaw. “Love you,” he whispered.

“Oh babe, I love you, too,” and just as he hoped, Stone’s arms cuddled him close as his lips were caught and plundered with a gentle strength unique to his mate. With the sun burning his back and the sounds of Maddie’s laughter ringing in his ears, Wyatt gave thanks to the Fates for all the changes in his life. He was one happy omega and it was all thanks to the powerful alpha who was stroking his body to fever pitch. It was proving to be a wonderfully hot summer, in more ways than one.
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