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    Chapter One


    “We got ‘em good, did you see that?”


    “Yeah, got the fags good. They never saw what hit ‘em.”


    “Did you see when I…?”


    Trent Beaumont tuned out the two idiots who had been in the club all of five minutes and who thought it was funny to brag about beating up a couple of twinks. The Epitaph Motorcycle gang’s living room/bar was large, yet it seemed almost dark and dingy, no matter what time of the day it was. Trent liked the fact that he could sit in a corner, and basically ignore everyone around him. The bar itself was the room’s central focus, and most of the club members hung around there, laughing it up and doing the stupid things that drunk people did. Trent didn’t get drunk, and he preferred to keep to himself when the men he rode with were tying one on.


    Mentally wincing when he heard one of the blowhards make some comment about putting his boot into the man he attacked, Trent took a deep breath to calm his wolf. He wasn’t sure why he was feeling edgy, but his wolf was pacing in his mind, and he didn’t like it. That usually meant something big was going to happen. Personally Trent swung both ways, preferring men, but sleeping with women when he needed to. He hated gay bashing with a passion, but he would never mention it in the Epitaph’s clubrooms. He liked his balls and his head where they were. The club’s staunchly anti-gay message had been drummed into Trent from the day he was approached to join, ten years before. He had kept his need for a small, tight ass hugging his cock, to himself ever since. But listening to the two idiots at the bar, was sorely testing his patience.


    Gritting his teeth before he yelled out something he shouldn’t, something like how it really wasn’t manly or tough to pick on guys who were considerably smaller and less likely to fight back than the two men who were holding court at the bar, Trent turned his back and then gave a low groan as he met the sultry eyes of Stephanie. Like she needed eye contact to come onto him, he thought grimly, holding his breath as she approached. Her perfume always overwhelmed his senses and he had a hard time holding back a sneeze every time she came near him.


    Tall and slim, with a pair of knockers that had been greatly enhanced by science, Stephanie was the head bitch in the Epitaphs. It was rumored that she used to be the main squeeze for Clive, the club president, but in the ten years Trent had been in the club, he had never seen any sign of it. She was definitely head female in the club though, and virtually every male in the club lusted after her. Stephanie had standards though – no screwing the underlings when only the club hierarchy would do. And since he’d been made Sergeant of Arms six months before, Stephanie had her sights firmly set on him.


    “Hey, there, big boy,” She lisped, flicking her red hair over her shoulder in an effort to look seductive. Trent tried not to cringe. Stephanie’s normal voice was strident and Trent didn’t mind that, but she seemed to think that doing a Marilyn Monroe impression was the way to be sexy. All it did was set Trent’s nerves on edge and his wolf scurrying to the back of his mind.


    “Hey Steph,” he said gruffly, focusing on his beer and trying to breathe through his mouth. Fuck, she smelt more pungent than normal. Did she bathe in her perfume? She was another reason he preferred to sit in a corner and keep quiet. While Trent had bedded his fair share of women at the club, he didn’t enjoy doing it unless he was really horny, and getting hit on by women was something he didn’t think he would ever get used to. It went against his Alpha nature.


    Running her fingers lazily up Trent’s tattoo covered arm, Stephanie continued in her faux sexy voice, “I thought it was about time we got together, big boy. You’ve been stalling me long enough.”


    “You’re too good for the likes of me, darling,” Trent said, thinking no. Fuck. Not ever. He had no problems getting a hard on for a female, even if it wasn’t his preference – he had a vivid imagination and knew how to use it. But he wasn’t stupid enough to get involved with a toxic perfume cloud, not even once. His wolf would never forgive him and he didn’t think he could breathe long enough to enjoy the act.


    Stephanie set her brightly painted lips in a pout, and Trent wondered what on earth she had injected them with. He was certain she wasn’t born with them that shape. “No one turns me down,” she said and the lisp was gone from her voice – replaced with venom. Trent shivered. This was more like the woman he knew.


    “I’ve been here ten years, Stephanie,” Trent said determined to be reasonable. While he didn’t know if she was sleeping with the President or not, he knew she had considerable influence in the club and he didn’t want to lose his position. “You’ve never made a move on me before while you’ve been sober. Let’s not change things.”


    It was true. Stephanie had come onto him fairly regularly since he first joined the Epitaphs, but Trent had always brushed off her overtures as the ramblings of a drunk woman. Fortunately when she was drunk she could be easily distracted into the arms of another. Sober was a different story and from the steely look in Stephanie’s eyes, the woman hadn’t touch a drop of alcohol in days.


    “You weren’t the Sergeant of Arms before,” Stephanie said bluntly. “Now it’s your job, as part of the inner circle, to entertain those of us in the female hierarchy, and I called first dibs on you. You’re not going to get another fuck in this club until you go through me first.”


    Fists clenched, one around his bottle of beer and one at his side, Trent fought to keep the anger from his face. As he stood up, unravelling his full height, he guessed he might not have been a hundred percent successful because Stephanie stepped back a bit and dropped her hand from his arm.


    “I fuck who I want, when I want,” Trent snarled quietly, not wanting to draw attention to what was going on. The bar room of the clubhouse wasn’t overly crowded but the Epitaphs were a curious lot. “When I took this job I got told I was in charge of weapons and club safety, not pussy fulfillment. You want to get filled that bad lady, there are plenty here who would take you on and thank you afterwards.”


    Stephanie’s eyes narrowed and she tapped her lip with one pointed finger. Trent noticed that her nail and lip color didn’t match – not a good look. Besides Trent preferred his partners natural and clean smelling. “Clive will hear about this,” she threatened.


    Trent shrugged. “The day he tells me who to fuck is the day I walk, sister, and he knows it.” Grabbing his jacket from the back of his chair, Trent swung it over his shoulder and brushed past Stephanie. He needed a ride far more than he needed a fuck, especially with a woman who would crush his balls instead of lick them.


    Hurrying past the two gay-bashers at the bar, Trent was almost at the door when a hand grabbed his arm. Thinking it was Stephanie again, Trent snarled and swung round, almost knocking the person off his feet. It was Bob, one of the men mouthing off earlier, whose cocky look had fallen off his face and he was looking at Trent in shock.


    “What do you want Bobbie? Can’t you see I’m heading out?” Trent said, barely holding onto his patience.


    Bob’s cocky look came back in an instance. “Did you hear what me and Todd did, Sarge? Got a couple of fags over on Main Street. Did them over real good. You’d be proud of us, Sarge, real proud. We beat them into the pavement. Real fighting skills.”


    “Why did you bash them?” Trent didn’t have time for this shit.


    A look of confusion came over Bob’s boyish face and a splash of red hit his fair cheeks. “Because they’re fags, Sarge?” His voice tilting on the question.


    “Yeah. So. Did they come onto you? Did they pick a fight with you? Were they making out on the main road or something? What did they do to cause the fight?”


    “No, Sarge. Nothing like that. They was just walking down the street, but they was fags. We could tell by the way they was dressed, so we bashed them.”


    Shaking his head at Bob’s lack of proper grammar, Trent snarled. “You were wearing your leathers, yes?” Bob nodded. Of course. From the smell of it Bob probably never took his jacket off.


    “So you were wearing club colors. You assaulted two men on Main Street for no reason and now you’ll bring the police to our door the moment those two men give their statement. What have I got to be happy about? The last thing we need is the police hanging around here.”


    “But they was gay,” Bob protested. “We don’t like fags. They’re an abodimation.”


    “The word is abomination, fucktard,” Trent snarled, his previous anger at Stephanie spilling over onto Bob. Some days he regretted the fact that he lived and worked among humans. Many of them had no sense of honor and having to hide who he truly was, was another stress Trent added to his list.


    Toning down his snarl to a mean growl, he continued, “If you mentioned to them that you were beating on them because they were gay, which I bet you did because you couldn’t keep your big mouth shut if your life depended on it, then we are talking about a hate crime. That could bring the Feds to our door, given that this is not the first time this has happened. Is that what you set out to achieve? Bringing the Feds to our clubhouse? With all we got going on here?”


    Trent noticed that everyone in the club was silent, watching him and Bob, but he really didn’t care. The day a club full of humans bothered his feelings of safety, was the day he hung up his boots and dropped dead.


    “I didn’t…I…we…er…we…we weren’t thinking about that,” Bob spluttered out.


    “No exactly. You never fucking think – either of you. Get Todd and meet me outside. It’s about time someone knocked some sense into that fucking head of yours and I’m not making a mess in here.” Without looking to see if his orders were being followed, Trent stalked outside, putting his jacket on the seat of his Harley that sat gleaming under the moonlight. When he turned around, Bob and Todd were standing at the club entrance, the fear etched on their lily white faces.


    At six foot six, weighing over 250 pounds, Trent had perfected his look to inspire that very fear. His huge muscles were covered in tribal tattoos – all down his arms, and across his shoulders and back. He kept his dark hair short, his sharp face clean, but he knew it was his eyes that were his most powerful feature. Almost black, they glowed with yellow spikes through them when he was angry – a sure sign his wolf was lurking under his skin. Even humans had the sense to know when a predator had them in his sights even if they didn’t know what he was.


    “Get over here,” Trent yelled. “I don’t want to waste the energy chasing you idiots before I bash your fucking heads in.”


    “We weren’t doing anything wrong,” Bob protested as dragged a reluctant Todd along with him. “They were faggots. We hate gays. We did what was right. Gay people shouldn’t live in this town.”


    Trent snorted. Orlando, Florida, was one of the most gay friendly places in the US. In fact he didn’t know why the Epitaphs set up base here, because it was a great town for anyone in the LGBT spectrum. But maybe that was why. It wasn’t Trent’s place to question why Clive did what he did. He just did as he was told, and at the moment he had two heads to crack and his wolf was getting antsy.


    “You bash who you want on your own time, idiots,” Trent said, as he grabbed the two men by the collar of their jackets and shook them roughly. “But you don’t bring shit down on this club.”


    Dropping Todd for a moment, he swung his fist at Bob, felling him to the ground with one punch. Ooops, not. Bob was out cold. Forcing his wolf under control, because when Trent got angry he didn’t think to curb his natural strength, he picked Todd up under the arms, lifting his feet off the ground. That’s when Trent smelled it. A delicious blend of blackberry and hazelnut with a hint of…no, it wasn’t possible, an Omega wolf. These two fuckwits had not only beat up on two gay men in town causing havoc for the club, but one of those men was an omega wolf shifter, and if the cock Trent had hardening in his jeans was signaling anything at all, that same wolf was Trent’s mate. Todd had been hands-on with the man. His mate!


    “You stupid fuck,” Trent snarled, as he pulled his fist back and smashed Todd across the face. The sound of bones breaking did nothing to appease his temper but Trent knew he had to get out and find the man who Todd and Bob had attacked. Trent had never wanted a mate mainly because he knew his fated one would be a male and that could cause all sort of problems for him in his current life. But that wolf, his wolf, was hurt and as an Omega, he would need an Alpha by his side.


    Leaving Todd and Bob unconscious on the ground, and ignoring the yells of the rest of the club, Trent ran to his bike, pulling on his jacket. Bob said they were on Main Street when the fight went down. Hopefully he could pick up the scent from there.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Two


    Marly Miles stomped into his small apartment, and threw his keys on the side table. Flipping off his shoes, he went straight into the bathroom and started the shower, grimacing at his reflection in the large mirror. Yes, his bruised cheek and puffy eye would heal, and heal quickly, as would the stomp marks he had on his ribs. Marly lifted the tattered remains of his t-shirt, grimacing at the bruises that were already yellowing on his rib cage. Just as well he got out of the hospital when he did, because his accelerated healing could have resulted in some awkward questions.


    Getting beaten up for looking gay wasn’t something that bothered Marly too much. He was a wolf shifter, and tougher than he looked. And it wasn’t as though it hadn’t happened before, although this was only the second time since he had left his home pack. But since he had left his pack, and headed south to Florida, he had known he was different and he didn’t care who else knew it. He wasn’t going to stop expressing himself, through his clothes and the way he looked, regardless of what others thought about him, or what they thought they knew about him.


    Omegas always got a hard time in a traditional pack, and being male hadn’t helped the situation. Not when most Omega’s were female. He knew he was a rarity, but his previous Alpha had considered him a freak and after one beating too many – okay, he really shouldn’t have been perving on Thomas the Beta wolf after the delicious looking man had shifted – Marly figured it was time to go where he would be appreciated for his cute looks and stunning personality. He didn’t need a pack to keep putting him down all the time.


    But looking at his bright pink t-shirt that used to have the words “Size Queen” blazoned across the front of it in rhinestones, Marly almost wanted to cry. It had been his favorite shirt. There was nothing that could be done to save the top – not a freaking thing. He would just have to throw it out, and Marly cringed at the thought. He took good care of his clothes – mainly because they were so expensive and he didn’t have a lot of money, but he’d gotten lucky more than once in his colorful shirt.


    Snarling, Marly ripped the remains of the t-shirt off his body and threw it to the ground. Slipping out of his skintight jeans was a little harder to do – God, they were going to have to be dry-cleaned to get the grease and stains out of them. More money he didn’t want to spend, but he wasn’t losing a pair of jeans as well as his shirt.


    “All because of those fucking phobic louts,” he muttered as he stepped into the shower. Tipping his head back and letting the hot water flow through his long blond hair, Marly tried to let the tension ease out of his body. He had been having a perfectly lovely day. He’d only worked a half day at his job as retail assistant at Cody’s Corner, a wonderful little men’s boutique that specialized in the latest fashions, so after work, him and Michael, the other shop floor employee, had gone out for a leisurely lunch.


    After a delicious meal of Surf and Turf, Marly’s favorite, and a bottle of cheap wine between the two of them, he and Michael had decided to take a walk up Main Street. Both on a low budget, they loved to window shop, shooting the breeze like any two clothes conscious twinks were want to do, when suddenly he felt a wicked punch to the back of his head. Yelling loudly to attract attention as he fell to the ground, Marly had turned his head and curled in on himself, as he saw a size twelve shitkicker coming his way. From the tears and screams, it would seem Michael wasn’t doing any better.


    Just as quickly as the attack started, it stopped and Marly looked up from where he was hunched over trying to protect his vital organs, just in time to see two thugs, dressed in dirty jeans and black leather jackets with patches on them, running from the scene. It seemed a couple of passers-by had called the police. Michael was bleeding and crying, so Marly curbed his natural instinct to go running after the two thugs so he could give them a hiding they wouldn’t forget, in favor of helping Michael to his feet, while one of the bystanders called the paramedics. The hospital was keeping Michael in overnight with suspected concussion, but there was no way Marly was going to allow himself to be admitted. After talking to the police, and giving them a basic description of what he saw, Marly signed himself out.


    Marly tried to make sense of the attack as he lathered soap over his tired body. He and Michael hadn’t been doing anything wrong. They were simply two friends, chatting away, well Michael was talking. That man could talk up a storm, and he was all excited about a new shipment of pants that had come into the store earlier that day. Marly had learned when he met the excitable man that it was usually better to just let Michael babble away. He would nod every now and then as though he was paying attention, and usually spent his time window shopping instead. Michael was a sweet, mild mannered young man and although he wasn’t Marly’s preferred partner type, he was a good friend.


    It was times like this though, when Marly was beaten by human thugs, that he almost wished he wasn’t a shifter. Stepping out of the shower, and wrapping a huge towel around his slender waist he glared at his reflection. Being a wolf meant that he could take on just about any human, despite his small size. But doing that type of thing, unless he professed to have some sort of martial arts training, was a silly thing to do when he was trying to keep his wolf genetics on the down-low.


    At only five foot six, Marly was tiny for a wolf shifter – but typical of Omegas. His long blond hair fell straight down his back and almost touched his pert ass. Most men who met him called him cute, a term he hated. But as Marly looked in the mirror, watching the bruise on his cheek change from black to yellow under his eyes, he conceded that a triangular face, large blue eyes with their long lashes, and lush pink mouth probably wouldn’t look amiss on a girl.


    His body though. Marly snorted to himself. There was nothing girlish about that. He knew he had a small build and a tiny waist, but his shoulders were a reasonable size and every muscle he had was lightly defined. His legs were well proportioned and just as muscular as his arms. Human males, who didn’t know any better, assumed that Marly spent a lot of time at the gym, or running, when nothing could be further from the truth. The only running he did was on four legs, and Marly didn’t do that as often as he would like.


    A deep rumble in his stomach stopped Marly’s musing about his appearance. Another drawback of being a wolf shifter. Marly always felt hungry, yet often had to hide how much he could eat from his friends, who were all human. Only at home could he indulge fully and he sauntered out to the kitchen, still clad in his towel, to see if he had any steaks in his freezer. Steak, some cheesy pasta with bacon bits. Sounded like a dinner plan.


    He was sitting on the couch channel surfing and digesting the two large pieces of steak he had consumed, when he heard a knock on the door. Well, it wasn’t a knock exactly – more like someone was trying to break his door down, and Marly got up quickly before his visitor, whoever it was, annoyed his neighbors. He didn’t recognize the faint scent he got through the thick door, and wondered if it was the police following up his earlier statement.


    Wrestling with the locks, Marly finally got the door open, and then frantically tried to close it again. Not only was the guy on the other side built like a freaking mountain for goodness sake, but he had the same smell and look as the guys who had attacked him earlier in the day.


    “Stop,” a grumbling voice sounded from the other side of the door that Marly was trying to close. Marly dropped his head in shock and resignation. Oh Fuck. Fuck and Triple Fuck. An Alpha wolf shifter. Marly felt his wolf cringe inside of him, and he knew he had no choice but to open the door again. No unclaimed Omega could resist the words of an Alpha. Any Alpha. Such was the Omega curse, and one of the reasons why Marly had left his pack.


    As soon as he opened the door, Marly stepped back, raising his hands. “I don’t know what me and my friend did,” he said quickly, “but I haven’t told the police about your friends and I made sure that Michael didn’t either. We don’t want any trouble.”


    Mountain man moved closer and Marly froze, not daring to move. As a big hand came up and thick fingers gently brushed Marly’s bruised cheek, Marly caught a whiff of chestnuts and dark chocolate, with an undertone of aroused wolf. Mate he thought while his wolf did a happy dance in his head. Marly would have done one too, but there was no way in hell he was going to say or do anything to alert his visitor as to what he was thinking. He could smell traces of his attackers on this man, and if his mate was a homophobe…well, Marly was definitely going to keep his thoughts to himself. Homophobic Alphas did not want twinky little Omegas as mates, even if they were fated for one and other.


    “I came to check that you were all right,” the mountain said, and his deep voice sent shivers down Marly’s spine. “I heard what happened and I took care of that problem for you.”


    Now Marly was really confused. He wasn’t going to bother asking how the big lug found his way to his apartment. The guy was an Alpha wolf shifter with a nose on him that could probably scent him from a mile away. Marly was more concerned about whether or not this one had a pack, because if there was a pack in the area, then Marly was moving out. He was one Omega that could do without the whole pack thing.


    Realizing the man was still waiting for him to speak, Marly said politely, “I appreciate your concern and anything you might have done on my behalf, but if you are worried about repercussions for your men, then don’t be. I just want to be left alone.”


    “The man you were with,” the Alpha rumbled. “What is he to you?”


    Crap. This wasn’t supposed to happen. The mountain in his living room might not realize he was Marly’s mate, but that possessive note in his gravelly voice couldn’t be ignored. Marly’s cock, that was also trying to dip into the conversation, via the opening in his towel, was a little hard to ignore as well, and Marly wished he had the foresight to get dressed for his evening at home. But then he hardly expected his mate to turn up on his doorstep. That sort of thing just never happened, not even in the books Marly loved to read.


    “Michael is a human I work with,” Marly said. “We had been out for lunch and were just walking around town when…” His voice trailed off. He didn’t want to talk about the rest of his day – especially not with the gorgeous hunk of manhood in front of him.


    “I am sorry it happened,” Mountain man said, and Marly could tell that he meant it. “I will do my best to ensure it won’t happen again.”


    “Thank you,” Marly said, because hell, what else was he meant to say. He was so overcome with nerves, and the man in front of him was giving nothing away. Pulling on his natural cheekiness he looked up and said, “So was that all, only I er…” he was going to say he needed to get dressed, but he didn’t want to draw attention to the fact he was damn near naked if he could help it. He also didn’t want questions about his lack of pack, or the erection his towel was trying to contain.


    Mountain man stood for the longest moment looking down at him, and Marly felt like every thought he had ever had was exposed to this man. He didn’t think he liked that very much. He has this uncontrollable urge to squirm, or to talk and he was too terrified to open his mouth in case he offered to give the delicious man a blow job or something. The arousal swirling around the room wasn’t helping either, and nor was Marly’s wolf, who was beside himself with excitement over meeting his mate. Damn wolf didn’t understand that some things were never meant to be. Like him and the big Alpha in front of him.


    After a long minute, the big man simply nodded his head, and stepped back towards the door. “Take care little wolf,” he said so quietly Marly almost didn’t hear him. Then without another word, he stepped out of the door, and closed it firmly behind him. Marly stood rooted to the spot as his wolf let out an almighty howl of despair in his head, before he found his feet and ran to engage the locks. Then he slumped down in his couch, his mind unable to comprehend what had just happened to him. Found and rejected by his true mate in one foul swoop. It was time to leave town. But in that moment, Marly was too dejected to think about anything at all, except the man who walked away from him. That big lug certainly was gorgeous.


    /~/~/~/~/


    Trent made it down to the car park, where he had left his bike, managed to get on his bike and was just about to hit the ignition switch when he stopped – dead in his tracks, unable to move any further. All he could think about was the stunning blond he had just walked away from. His mate definitely, and if ever his control had been tested, it was seeing that amazing man wearing nothing but a towel. Trent didn’t think he had ever seen anyone so perfect for him – cute, definitely pretty, but all man at the same time. And that tight ass – Trent groaned as he thought about how easy it would have been to remove that towel and see what he imagined in the flesh. See it, taste it, pound into it.


    It didn’t help that the cute little man had clearly pegged him as his mate – the pheromones swamping around that small but neat apartment were off the charts, and Trent had prided himself on actually having a conversation with the Omega. Although thinking back on it now, it wasn’t much of a conversation. He still didn’t know the little man’s name, where he worked, why he didn’t have a pack, Trent would have smelled it on him, or anything else?


    But those things don’t matter anyway he told himself firmly. It wasn’t as though he could take the little pretty as a mate. Not with being Sergeant of Arms of the Epitaphs. He would have to leave the club and that could cause problems in itself if Clive ever got wind of why he was leaving. They would have to leave town. But as Trent took one last look at what he knew was his mate’s apartment window, before starting his bike and roaring off down the street, he was starting to think that his little blond might be worth it. Who needed a gang of humans, when he could have his fated mate? Still thinking, he rode off into the darkness.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Three


    As soon as Trent turned up at the Epitaph’s club rooms the next morning after a sleepless night, Clive was waiting for him. “Come into my office,” he said brusquely, not giving Trent a chance to even take off his jacket. Shrugging, Trent followed along behind Clive through the clubhouse and out to his room at the back. He noticed Stephanie in the kitchen and her gleeful grin had him worried for just one second. He had meant what he had said to her the night before – he wasn’t going to take her to bed, even if Clive ordered him too. Now more than ever.


    Inside the office, Clive motioned for him to take a seat, which Trent did, eyeing the man over his cup of coffee. Clive was about forty five, with a buzz cut and the look of the military still about him. His square rugged face showed marks from more than one fight, and the bumps on his nose indicated it had been broken at least twice. Although shorter than Trent by a good three inches, Trent was still wary of the man. He might be human, but Clive was a mean fighter and he never lost.


    “You had a busy night last night,” Clive started.


    “No more than usual,” Trent offered back, not sure where Clive was going with his conversation and not wanting to give him any leads.


    “You upset Stephanie, and put two of my men in hospital, and then you took off without so much as a by your leave,” Clive said, his tone as bland as the look on his face.


    “Stephanie is becoming a nuisance that I have no interest in bedding and as for those two bozo’s – they should have known better to pick a fight in broad daylight, wearing gang colors in the center of town. That was a dumb thing to do when we have things here that we don’t want any cops looking into. I left last night to track down the two men they put in hospital and make sure there wasn’t going to be any repercussions.”


    Clive nodded, as though thinking about Trent’s explanation. Or perhaps he was waiting for more, but Trent had played this silent game before and he was good at it. He didn’t have anything else to say. No matter how much he was fuming inside. He wasn’t sure what was making him angrier – Stephanie and her attention seeking games, or the fact that Bob and Todd had beaten up his mate.


    “And will there be?” Clive said at last.


    “Nope,” Trent said. “It’s all sorted for now, but Bob and Todd had better stay out of town for a bit.”


    “Todd won’t be out of hospital for a month – his jaw is wired shut and Bob has severe concussion.”


    Fuck, thought Trent. He didn’t think he had hit them that hard. The police are bound to get involved with something like that. But Clive must have read his mind.


    “They both had bruised knuckles, clear signs of a fight. We told the law that they were fighting each other.”


    That was a relief, although if Trent had his way Bob and Todd would be dead for daring to put their hands on his mate. No. No. No. Not going to think about goldilocks. That would not be a good look, especially as his pants tightened at the mere thought of that smooth chest, those defined arms…No! Damn it, Trent knew he had to get control of himself.


    “Stephanie is a different matter though,” Clive continued. Trent’s erection drooped at the mere mention of that name.


    “Stephanie is a spoilt bitch who thinks she can get what she wants, when she wants,” Trent snapped back without thinking.


    “Well, she has her sights set on you, for some reason, and she is making rumbles about the fact that you beat up on Bob and Todd because you didn’t like the way they beat up those men.”


    “I didn’t like the way they beat up those men,” Trent said. “But not for the reasons she’s implying. You know me – I have fucked just about every girl in the place and a lot more besides. But indiscriminate hate crimes, while we have deals going on is plain stupid and you know it.”


    “Yes, well some of those deals, namely the weapons we’ve got coming in, are a result of Stephanie’s influence. Did you know she was Razor’s daughter?”


    Trent stilled. Razor, as he was known, was the major gun supplier for the Epitaphs and it was those guns that brought in the profit for the club. If Stephanie got the pip with the Epitaphs it would mean a major drop in income until the club could source another supplier.


    “Are you ordering me to fuck her?” Trent said, his cock literally shrinking at the thought. He wouldn’t do it. He couldn’t do it now he had met his mate. That would be cheating plain and simple and even though Trent didn’t think he would ever claim the man, well at least not until he had thought things through a bit more, he wouldn’t cheat on his golden haired cutie. He had a lot more honor than that.


    Fortunately Clive shook his head. “No, I wouldn’t do that to you,” Clive said slowly. “But if she is unhappy…”


    “I know what could happen,” Trent said, thinking fast. “Look would you rather I left the club?” He didn’t want to go, the club had been his main source of friends and companionship for ten basically good years, but he had been a lone wolf a lot longer, and if he left the club…well, then there was no reason he couldn’t claim his little hottie. They could move away somewhere, just the two of them…


    But Clive smashed his little fantasy before it even got started. “No,” the President said flatly. “I’ll handle Stephanie. We’ve got too much going on, and word on the street is that we might be facing some territorial disputes soon. Your place is here, doing your job and protecting this club. Just try not to beat up too many more of our own club members.”


    Nodding, Trent stood and left the room. Ignoring the expectant looking Stephanie, who had been hanging around the office door, he went straight to the bar. Who cared if it was only ten o’clock in the morning – he needed a drink. He needed a lot of drinks.


    /~/~/~/~/


    Eight hours later, Trent was no drunker than when he started – the joys of being a wolf shifter. His metabolism was so fast that it burned through the alcohol the moment it hit his blood stream. Grimacing at the line of bottles and shot glasses piled up in front of him, Trent decided to just give up and head home. All he could think about was the little Omega that the Fates had decided was his. His well-formed body, his gorgeous face, that long blond hair that looked like spun silk. That tent in the man’s towel indicating a cock of a decent length. Every cell in Trent’s body longed to be with the little man until he couldn’t think of anything else. It would mean giving up the club, but Trent was well past caring about that. It was about time he moved on anyway, given that he didn’t age like the people around him. Taking his mate with him would make that prospect a whole lot more pleasurable.


    Shaking his head trying to get it straight enough for long enough to get home at least, Trent picked up his jacket, turning to leave the bar. And bumped straight into Stephanie, who had been standing behind him apparently about to tap him on the shoulder, if her raised hand was any indication.


    “Yes?” Okay, he might have growled. He was so not in the mood for small talk, especially with a bitch who was out to cause him trouble he didn’t need.


    Stephanie looked a little unsure of herself for a moment, but then she smiled at him, and Trent felt a twinge in his stomach. Nothing good ever came from a smile like that.


    “I know Clive spoke to you this morning,” she said trailing her hand up one of Trent’s arm tattoos. Why did the woman keep doing that? “So I was wondering if you wanted to get together now?”


    Shaking her hand off his arm, because honestly after meeting his Omega her touch made his skin crawl, Trent said quietly, “Yes, Clive spoke to me and no, we won’t be getting together. Not now. Not ever. Now for the last time rack off and leave me alone.”


    Stephanie stepped closer, her eyes flashing with annoyance, her substantial breasts brushing against Trent’s chest. “You have no idea who I am,” she threatened in a low voice. “You will be mine, or I will get you kicked out of this club.”


    “Clive’s in his office, you can go and see him right now,” Trent bit out just as quietly. “And for your information, yes I do know who you are, and it doesn’t make a blind bit of difference to me. I am not and never will be your fucking toy.”


    “I will get you in my bed, or out of this club,” Stephanie promised as she whirled around and headed out the back to Clive’s office. Trent shrugged when he saw the barman looking at him.


    “Women,” he said, shrugging his shoulders again. The barman laughed, and Trent strode out of the club. He had a new purpose in mind. If Stephanie was going to get him drummed out of the club anyway, then there was no damn reason he couldn’t claim his little Omega, and claim him he would. Tonight. He was an Alpha wolf, for goodness sake. If he wanted to claim his mate, then he would – and anyone who tried to stop him could go to hell. That included Stephanie, Razor and Clive.


    


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Four


    Marly groaned when he saw his mountain man’s slumped figure in his doorway. It was two o’clock in the morning and he had spent the night trying to forget the sumptuous man who was his mate, but who didn’t seem to want to acknowledge it. His forgetting process involved three clubs, more propositions than he could handle and a dozen drinks. And none of that had done anything for him. He couldn’t get drunk. He couldn’t bring himself to actually take up any of the offers he had been given, and all he had wanted to do when he got home, was collapse into bed and pray for sleep.


    As he got closer, Marly could see that his mate already was asleep and in the half light of the hallway, Marly used his wolf’s eyes to pick out the features of his potential Alpha. In sleep, the man looked a lot more relaxed, with high cheekbones accentuated by the man’s short hair, a straight nose, and thin but perfectly formed red lips. The man was huge, there was no discounting that, but Marly was fascinated by the tattoos that appeared to cover his whole arms, before disappearing under the man’s wife beater. Nipping an idle thought of licking every one of the lines on those tattoos firmly in the bud, Marly approached quietly and laid his hand on the man’s shoulder.


    “Hey,” he said softly. “You can’t go sleeping in my doorway. You’ll catch a chill.” Damn, could he be any more of a dweeb? Wolf shifters never caught chills. But Marly couldn’t deny he felt a twinge of concern for the big shifter and he wondered how long the man had been waiting for him to come home. It wasn’t as though he’d had a good night. He could have been home a lot earlier, but he couldn’t face the thought of his empty bed. Not with his Alpha dominating his thoughts. The Alpha wolf who didn’t want him, he reminded himself firmly.


    The giant in the doorway opened his eyes slowly, and he looked Marly up and down so thoroughly Marly wanted to run away and hide. Instead he stood up as tall as he could, and faced the man’s gaze. He didn’t think he looked too bad. Okay, he might have been making a statement with his tight black jeans, equally tight black muscle shirt and his black boots with their shiny silver buckles that Marly just adored. He had been going for a “don’t fuck with me vibe,” but from the attention he had been getting that evening, it was more likely he’d been sending out a “fuck me now” advertisement instead. Enough men had offered to do just that.


    “All you’re missing is a leather jacket,” the big man said, as he peeled himself up off the floor. Damn, that was a sight worth watching. Marly had forgotten how tall the man was and for some reason he couldn’t stop his eyes taking in every delicious inch of what was clearly a muscled body. Taut thighs, trim waist, huge shoulders and chest, and a package that Marly would happily worship for days if the bulge in the man’s jeans was any true indication of the shifter’s cock size. The t-shirt he had been wearing the previous day hadn’t been lying – Marly loved a big cock and he knew shifters were never small in that department.


    “Are you going to let me in?”


    Marly looked up and saw a smirk on the handsome man’s face. Maybe he had been looking a little longer than he should have – but who could blame him? The man at his door was a gourmet body banquet worth appreciating and a darn sight better than anything else Marly had seen that night. Or any night for that matter.


    “Could I at least know you name first?” He said instead, trying to cover the fact he had been blatantly checking his mate out and settling for social niceties instead. His mother had raised him to have some manners after all.


    “Trent Beaumont,” the big man said, holding out his hand. Marly shook it, almost gasping out loud at the sheer voltage of electricity that ran up his arm from the touch. Crap, this mating bond was powerful stuff and Marly wasn’t sure how long he could go without climbing the man’s delicious body and begging to be fucked.


    “Marly Miles,” he managed to say as he fumbled for his keys. His skin tight jeans for not making things easier, especially when his crotch was tightening around his growing cock at an alarming rate. If he wasn’t careful his blood supply to that important region would be cut off completely.


    “Let me,” Trent said with a rumble as Marly fiddled with the door. With a sigh, Marly handed over his keys and watched as Trent quickly managed the whole key-lock thing that had evaded him, and got the door open, stepping back to let Marly go inside first. Not sure if Trent was being a gentleman, which was unlikely, or that he simply wanted to ogle his ass, Marly couldn’t help putting an extra swing in his step as he brushed past.


    Probably not the best idea I’ve ever had, was all Marly had time to think before he felt himself being picked up, slammed against the wall by the door. The next thing he knew Trent’s lips were on his, and ka-boom, just like a firecracker, his body was on fire, his resolve to keep the man at a distance dissolving faster than ice on a hot pavement, and oh, fuck where did this man learn to kiss?


    /~/~/~/~/


    Trent had been waiting hours, freaking hours, for his mate to get home. He had pulled into the apartment block about an hour after he left the club, figuring a shower and a change of clothes was a good idea. But from the scent in the hallway outside of Marly’s apartment door, it seemed he had just missed the little man. Oh, well. Maybe his mate had gone out for food. Four hours later, Trent had to leave his post to get his own food and to take a bathroom break. But in less than thirty minutes, he was back at his post, waiting for Marly to get home. He didn’t remember falling asleep, but being awoken by a mini biker vision in black was more than Trent’s control could handle, especially when Marly smelled of so many different men. The little shit had been clubbing and while Trent wasn’t silly enough to think that Marly had been with anyone else, his wolf’s need to cover the man with his own scent was overwhelming.


    Yes, he meant to talk to Marly first – get to know a little bit about the man he was about to become bonded to. Trent wasn’t some crass shifter who fucked first, and then talked after. Not with his mate at least. With most men he had enjoyed in the past it was fuck first and then fuck the talking. But Trent wanted to explain to Marly about his position in the club and what was happening there. He needed to find out about Marly’s pack status and explain his own lack of one. But then the sexy man just had to put a wiggle in his step as he walked passed him and that one little movement shattered what was left of Trent’s resolve, already weakened by his long wait. It had been so long since he had enjoyed a man in his arms, and this one was already deemed perfect for him by the Fates. He didn’t have the strength to argue with that sort of situation.


    And right now? With Marly’s mouth open under his, Trent couldn’t think of one goddamn fucking reason why he had wanted to wait at all. The hint of pineapple and cream suggested his mate liked those frou-frou drinks that Trent had never tasted because they looked too girly. The lack of anyone else’s scent on Marly’s tongue meant the man had behaved himself while he was out, and Trent made sure to check, thoroughly, in every crevice and corner of Marly’s mouth.


    It wasn’t only Marly’s mouth that was driving Trent insane. Marly’s slim but solid chest was rammed tight between his own and the wall, not a cigarette paper gap between them. Trent moaned as he felt Marly’s cock throbbing behind his jeans, against his own abs, and his Omega’s fingers gripping his shoulders was pure heaven. There was nothing hesitant about Marly – not the way he opened his mouth to accept Trent’s tongue, nor the way he clasped Trent’s shoulders as though the bigger man would try and get away. When Trent felt Marly wrap his lean legs around his waist, opening out that delectable denim covered ass, Trent couldn’t help running his fingers along the seam covered crack. Marly’s full body shiver and the way he pressed even closer into Trent’s chest was proof his mate was as eager for their mating as he was.


    His cock threatening the construction of his zipper, Trent was on the verge of coming in his pants and that just would not do. Wrenching his lips from his mate’s enticing mouth, Trent looked down to see Marly’s bright blue eyes were now the shade of a stormy sea.


    “Bedroom,” he said roughly. “Or I swear I’ll take you right here, right now.”


    Marly blinked for a few moments and Trent wasn’t sure if the man was thinking about his options, or just trying to get his brain to function.


    “Through there,” Marly said finally, his voice almost a whisper, pointing over Trent’s back.


    Holding onto Marly tightly, unwilling to let him go for even a second, Trent spun around, spying a door set in the opposite wall. Noting it was the only door in the room, Trent figured he had to be on the right track and he covered the distance from one wall to the other in just five long strides. Thank god his little mate didn’t live in a mansion or he might have been forced to mate with the man on the stairs.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Five


    The door wasn’t latched and Trent gently kicked it open, revealing a simple room, a huge bed, one large dresser and a half open closet that seemed to be full of clothes in every color of the rainbow. Deciding to worry about his mate’s color choices later, Trent went and sat on the bed, cradling Marly in his lap, suddenly desperate to taste the man’s mouth again.


    “Your mouth,” he groaned as he bent his head again. “Like tasting sweet, ripe apricots. Luscious, and hot from the sun.”


    Whatever Marly was going to say was swallowed up because Trent had to kiss his mate again. Just had to. Just the same as he had to trace the muscles on Marly’s back and sides, had to run his hands over and over Marly’s ass, longing for naked skin but unwilling to stop long enough to get them both undressed.


    “Clothes,” Marly gasped, when they both came up for air sometime later. “You have too many clothes on.”


    “So do you little wolf,” Trent said, flicking out a claw so he could take care of the problem. To his surprise Marly gave a shriek and jumped off Trent’s lap. Surely his claws hadn’t frightened his mate. Trent growled and held out his hand, still shifted, indicating he wanted the little man back in his arms.


    “You are not ripping my clothes, you Neanderthal,” Marly said, slipping his t-shirt over his head. “Do you know how long I have to work to buy new things? Do you know how long it takes for me to find things that fit me perfectly? No,” he grumbled as he undid the button and zipper of his skin tight jeans. “Just flick out the claws and leave me with the shredded mess. Not gonna happen buddy, no matter how hot you are.”


    Trent was positive that his mate had more to say, the man’s mouth was still moving. But then Marly bent over to undo his boots, and Trent’s mouth went dry. That tight ass, now only half covered by jeans, had the blood in his body pounding so hard, he couldn’t have heard anything if he had wanted to. The muscles in Marly’s lean back were calling to him, and then, Holy Mother of God, Marly stood up and pushed his jeans from his body. Commando, yes! Trent had been around humans for so long he had forgotten that most shifters didn’t bother with underwear, but looking at Marly in all of his naked perfection, Trent was so glad of that habit now.


    “Are you just going to stare, or are you going to get naked and join the party? I don’t expect you to claim me, but you might as well fuck me already.” Marly’s snarky tone dragged Trent from his inspection of the man’s body and Trent looked up to see his mate had a slightly nervous look on his face. Not what Trent was going for. Standing up, Trent slipped off his boots as he drew his shirt over his head. Unbuttoning his jeans and knocking them down his legs took just two seconds more. Stepping out of his tangled pants, because falling flat on his face was not on his list of things to do, Trent stood clear of his clothes, snagging hold of the Omega’s hand.


    “Is this better?” He asked as he pulled Marly closer and their chests touched. Trent had to close his eyes as a feeling of unimaginable want coursed through his body and electricity sparked between them. Marly’s skin was smooth, but firm under his touch. After years of feeling nothing but the softness of a woman’s body, Marly would have been a delight, even without the mate factor. Frantically wanting to take his time, but fearing that just wasn’t going to happen when both he and his wolf were so on edge, Trent twisted Marly around, plunking him on the bed and following him down.


    Bliss.


    There was no other word for it. Feeling his body blanketing Marly’s was sheer heaven. Hot skin to skin contact. Warm hands tracing the lines of his tattoos. A taut body straining up towards his despite his bulk, and a tongue doing a duet with his as though they had been lovers for years. Trent realized he was humping the blankets in his desperation, and he knew he would have to move things along. Quickly.


    Fortunately Marly seemed to be in the same state. His pre-come was soaking Trent’s abs, not that Trent was complaining. He was sure there was quite a wet spot on the covers beneath him. “Lube,” he snarled as the two men broke their oral assault long enough to take a breath.


    Marly tried to reach the side table, but he was pinned firmly by Trent’s body. Fortunately Trent got the idea. Wrenching the drawer open, Trent fumbled around searching for a familiar shaped tube seeing as he couldn’t actually see inside the drawer. All he could come up with was a box, probably condoms, and a bottle shaped something. Pulling it out, Trent peered at it, and then raised his eyebrow at Marly who was watching him through half closed eyes.


    “Lube?” He said again, more of a question than a demand.


    Marly nodded. “Pump bottle,” he said with a small grin. Great, thought Trent, figuring he would need two hands to operate the bloody thing. But Marly held his hand out for the bottle, and used his other hand to push on Trent’s chest, indicating he wanted to get up.


    Reluctantly, because he didn’t want to stop touching Marly’s skin for a second, Trent sat up, kneeling between Marly’s legs watching as Marly pumped the top of the bottle, coating his fingers with the silky liquid. Then swinging his legs around, Marly knelt up, his hand behind him, working furiously.


    “Turn around and let me see,” Trent managed to snarl, grabbing his own cock firmly at the base to stop himself coming from the sight of Marly’s naked skin, dripping cock and the small moans that Marly made as he prepared himself. Not missing a beat, Marly, turned on his knees and leaned forward towards the head of the bed. Trent’s mouth went dry when he caught a glimpse of Marly’s tight little pink hole, the man’s long fingers working at the opening.


    Grabbing hold of Marly’s hips, Trent tilted the little man’s hips up higher and groaned in fresh appreciation of what he was seeing. All too soon Marly removed his fingers, twisting his neck from where his head was laying on the bed.


    “That should do it,” he said with a grin on his face. Trent looked doubtful. He knew he was big and his destination looked so freaking small. Fuck, all of Marly looked small, except for his cock. Trent had already guessed he would have to be careful because the last thing he wanted to do was hurt his mate.


    “What are you waiting for?” Marly snapped. “A fucking engraved invitation? Get inside me already, but keep your teeth to yourself.”


    His Alpha blood warring with the desire to plunder, Trent glared at Marly, who didn’t look the least bit repentant. If anything the only thing showing on his mate’s face was impatience. He was beautiful, sexy, definitely needing, but impatient. Cautioning himself to stop as soon as Marly showed the slightest bit of discomfort, Trent moved up on his knees and carefully lined himself up. That little pink hole looked so inviting, slick with lube and slightly quivering as though it knew what was coming.


    Using his own pre-come to lube up his cock shaft, Trent gave a bit of a push and then got the shock of his life as Marly’s hole literally opened up and pulled him in. Within seconds Trent was balls deep in his mate, without any effort or strain at all. That had never happened in his life before.


    “What the fuck?” Trent snarled, even as his body cottoned on to what was going on and started to really appreciate the heat and tightening that was going on around his shaft. It was absolutely amazing, there was no denying that. But Trent couldn’t get the past the fact that there was a good possibility that his new mate was a slut, with a thing for big cocks. No one had ever been able to take him that easily, including the many women he had been with.


    Marly just smirked and said, “Never fucked an Omega wolf before, ha?”


    Trent shook his head, still suspicious. Male Omegas were rare and no, he’d never come across one before. “Is it like this with everyone?” Then wishing he had kept his mouth shut the moment the words came out, because yes, any man is going to love being made to feel like a slut. Not. No matter the ease of going in, Marly now felt tight around him, a silken glove handling his cock with perfect tension.


    But Marly didn’t seem to take offence, simply shaking his head and laughing. “Do you want an Omega anatomy lesson, or are we gonna fuck, because my hole might be willing but my knees weren’t built to stay this way forever.”


    Reminding himself that they were going to have a serious talk about his mate’s flippant attitude as well, Trent decided to go with the second option for now. As he slowly pulled out, Marly’s inner shaft rippled and pulsed around him. When he slammed back in, that same shaft gripped him tight. Trent moaned as he did it again. His cock had never been encased in anything quite so perfect. Gripping Marly’s hips firmly enough to leave bruises, Trent slammed back into that welcoming hole, again and again and again, curses running through his head. Pounding into Marly was an addictive experience and Trent was more than happy to sign up for a lifetime.


    Marly’s smell teased his nostrils, the man’s own arousal taunting his wolf, who decided it was past time to take over. Trent couldn’t have stopped his hips thrusting if the bed caught fire. Never. Never. He’d never felt anything so good, so right, so fucking perfect. The tension, the heat, the sheer acceptance of the body beneath him. Marly’s little moans and groans that grew in volume the harder and faster Trent moved. All of it pushed Trent to the point where he knew he wasn’t far from coming and he tensed. His body wanted to come so badly his cock almost hurt. His wolf was clamoring to come out and claim his mate.


    This was the moment of truth. If he bit Marly then he would never have sex with anyone else again – man or woman. They would be forever bonded and Trent would never be able to leave him. No matter if they were complete opposites outside of the bedroom, they would be mated, and that would be it, until they died. For a fleeting second Trent thought about Clive and the club he’d been a part of for so long, then Marly groaned, and looking down, Trent could see that the man was palming his own dick, lost in his pleasure.


    Leaning over Marly’s back, Trent knocked the man’s hand aside and replaced it with his own. This close, Marly’s scent punched him in the face, and before he fully knew what he was doing his wolf pushed through and took over. Teeth dropping, he sunk them into the flesh at the crook of Marly’s neck and shoulder, thrusting hard as Marly screamed. Spunk covered his fingers, as his own shot from his cock, filling his mate. Tremors worked their way through his body and it took all of Trent’s strength not to flop over completely on the man below.


    As his orgasm went on and on, Trent felt something new. A connection. A thread from his very soul reaching out to Marly’s wolf – meeting, greeting, bonding together, Alpha and Omega together. Stronger, happier, never to be parted. The perfect balance in an unbalanced world. Trent did cry out then as he felt Marly’s thread power through his body, lodging in his heart. Whether they wanted to or not, thanks to Trent, he and Marly were now one and Trent could feel the myriad of emotions coming from his mate. Hope, sated pleasure but underlying that, a sour note of fear added to splash of anger.


    Rolling carefully to one side, pulling Marly with him, Trent said quietly, “Let’s sleep for now little mate, okay? What’s done is done. You can tell me what a shit I am in the morning.”


    Marly gave a little grunt, but snuggled back against Trent, the man’s cock still lodged inside of him, and settled down to sleep. Trent quickly followed.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Six


    Trent woke up to the wonderful smell of his mate, and the annoying blare of his cell phone. In normal circumstances his mate would have gotten his attention first, but Trent recognized the ring tone as Clive’s and although he figured the man was giving him a courtesy call to say he was out of the club, it was a call he had to take.


    “Clive?” he said quietly into the phone, noting that Marly’s eyes were still closed.


    “Yeah, why aren’t you in this morning?”


    Checking the screen of his phone, Trent saw that it was eleven in the morning – well past his normal time for getting into the club. Shrugging, he put the phone back up to his ear. He didn’t think he’d be welcome back there anyway, after Stephanie had finished running down his character, his sexual orientation and probably his dick size.


    “Figured you’d already talked to Stephanie. Saved you the bother of kicking me out. You know I didn’t want to cause any trouble in the club and I told you I’d leave if the shit with Steph got too bad.”


    Clive sighed and Trent wondered what was wrong with his now ex-President. He and Clive had always gotten along. It was Clive that asked him to join the club ten years before, and Trent had proved himself to the man more than once, as he had worked through the ranks to his current position as Sergeant At Arms. The two men had fought together, rode together and put deals together that had made both men rich enough that Trent never had to worry about working again. It was about as close as Trent would ever have to considering a human a friend.


    “Yes, Stephanie talked to me last night,” Clive said at last. “She said that you insulted her, told her you would never fuck her and that you didn’t care if she got you kicked out of the club.”


    Snorting down the phone, Trent said, “well, she got it partially right. She told me that you were going to make me be with her, I told her that wasn’t the case. When she threatened me with losing my place in the club, I called her bluff and left. I’m not bedding her, man, and I made that clear from the start.”


    “Yeah, well a couple of guys in the club are starting to wonder why. She’s female and hot for you and any other guy here would do her in a heartbeat. You’ve got to admit that looks weird.”


    Trent felt a fission of fear run down his spine. Not for himself – he knew he could take on any man in the club and come out on top. But if any of the club members thought he was gay then his mate could be in danger. He glanced across at Marly who had given up trying to sleep and was now listening in on the conversation, curiosity written all over his cute little face.


    “You know I’ve slept with heaps of women in the club over the years,” Trent said, smiling to himself at Marly’s quiet growl. No wolf liked to think of their mates with previous partners, but Trent had to keep Marly safe. “I don’t see that I have anything to prove to anyone.”


    “Exactly,” Clive said. “So that makes not boning Stephanie a personal insult on her and she’s not taking it very well. If she tells her father she’s being insulted the whole club could suffer. Look there’s stuff here I haven’t told you, but for fucks sake, just get in here, give the woman what she wants and call it done.”


    Trent had never heard Clive sound so panicked before and that caused another odd feeling to course through his gut. Whatever it was, that Clive wasn’t telling him, was clearly serious enough for Clive to show some emotion for once. Making a decision, that Marly wasn’t going to be happy with, Trent growled, “I’ll see you in half an hour,” and hung up the phone.


    Not even looking Marly’s way, Trent hunted out his jeans, and shirt and then sat on the bed pulling on his boots, trying hard not to respond to the emotions he could feel coming from his mate. Anger and a ton of hurt emanated off the man and Trent would have known how Marly was feeling even without the mating bond they now shared. As it was, those feelings were not only in the air around them, Trent was feeling them in his gut and in his heart as well.


    “So let me get this straight,” Marly snapped out, sitting up in bed and tempting Trent with his bare chest. “Not only are you leaving me, after claiming me when I asked you not to, but you are going to meet up with a woman that some bloke has told you to take to bed?”


    Running those words through his head, Trent had to admit his mate had nailed the situation on the head. “Yep,” he said, and then tried not to flinch when a shaft of pain ran through his gut like wildfire. Damn. He’d really upset his mate and he had no time to explain. He had to get the situation with Clive and the club sorted, and he needed to talk to Stephanie and find out just what her problem was. Promising himself he would explain everything to Marly later, Trent stood up, leaned down and kissed Marly on the cheek and left the room. The sooner he got the human shit sorted, the sooner he could give his mate the loving the man deserved.


    /~/~/~/~/


    Marly sat stunned, watching Trent, his new fucking mate, walk out of the room. Seconds later he heard his front door slam and knew that the same mate had actually left the apartment. The roar of a bike, moments later confirmed that yes, his mate, the asshole Alpha who had bitten him and claimed him the night before, had indeed gone and left him. And if he had done that, then Marly had to assume that the man planned on going through with the other things he had told the man on the phone. Namely talking, at the very least, with this Stephanie person.


    Marly had been angry when Trent claimed him – the bond between shifters could never be broken and Marly didn’t want to be attached to a man who had phobic issues, or phobic friends. It was totally unacceptable to him to be hidden from certain aspects of his new mate’s life, but…Marly snorted to himself. Yep. Like he had any say in the matter. Trent had taken him, given him the best orgasm of his life, and then discarded him quicker than a used condom – for a woman, no less.


    Thinking hard, Marly got up, showered, got dressed and made himself some lunch seeing as he had slept through breakfast. Then he got busy, stripping the bed and remaking it with clean sheets, scrubbing his bathroom and kitchen and then in a fit of energy, he pulled out the vacuum cleaner and gave his small apartment a thorough spring clean. Not that it needed much – Marly hated things out of place and because his apartment was so small, he felt it was important to keep it clean and tidy.


    And all the while he thought, and then thought some more. His initial idea had been to just pack up some clothes and leave town, but Marly liked his job, his friends and even his apartment. He decided that running away, after he’d been claimed, was a childish thing to do. Trent would come after him – it’s what mates did – and bring him back. Hardly a solution to anything.


    As he was vacuuming his carpets he gave serious thought to changing his character, dressing more conservatively and behaving more straight than gay, so that maybe his mate would be able to be seen in public with him sometimes, even if the people around them thought they were just friends. When he realized he would have to get rid of some of his treasured, and definitely colorful pieces of clothing, he decided that wasn’t a good idea either. Marly knew he would be miserable if he wasn’t true to himself and as shifters mated for life, well, he wasn’t going to spend his life being miserable just because Trent had made his body come alive the night before. No sex was worth that. Not even claiming sex.


    Looking around his lonely, but sparkling clean apartment, Marly finally let a small smile grace his face. It would seem that Trent didn’t take his mating very seriously, or his mate for that matter. Most shifters couldn’t stand to be apart from their mates for longer than about an hour or so, and Trent had been gone four or five already. The bite on Marly’s shoulder meant that he couldn’t get a hard on for anyone else, and anyone else’s sexual overtures would make him feel sick. Fates little way of ensuring mates stayed faithful. Trent would feel exactly the same way, even though Marly hadn’t bitten him yet.


    Sending a snarky prayer to the Fates that his mate would enjoy his encounter with the mysterious Stephanie, Marly hurried to get dressed. A group of his friends had a standing date at Glitter, a dance club Marly loved to go to. If Trent was going to live most of his life without him, well Marly was going to do exactly the same thing. He could ignore the pain in his heart, and his own unsettled gut for as long as he had to. It would be a damn sight easier to do however, if he wasn’t sitting at home alone at the time.


    Marly’s last thought as he went running out of the door and locking it firmly behind him was that it was such a shame that his errant mate couldn’t be bothered to hang around long enough to get a key, or Marly’s phone number. If he did turn up later that night, and Marly was fairly confident that Trent would, even if it was just for sex, then he would have to wait until Marly decided to come home.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Seven


    When Trent left Marly’s apartment he had two clear objectives in mind. Firstly talk to Clive and find out what the hell was going on in the club. Secondly get Stephanie some place private and find out why the hell she was so busy chasing a guy who didn’t want her, when she could have anyone else she wanted. Neither Clive nor Stephanie’s behavior was making sense and Trent needed a hell of a lot more information before he could protect his mate the way he should be doing.


    The further Trent got away from his mate, the more uneasy he felt. By the time he pulled his bike into the Epitaph’s car park his skin felt itchy and he had an upset stomach, something he had never had before. His wolf was sulking in his head, refusing to have anything to do with him and when he tried to sense Marly through their bond, it would seem his mate had blocked him out. Any shifter with an ounce of sense knew that wasn’t a good sign.


    So when Trent went into the club and found that both Clive and Stephanie were missing, with nothing more than a note from Clive instructing him to stick around until he got back, he was understandably pissed. Grabbing a beer from the bar, he wandered through to the kitchen. The burgers and fries he’d had the night before weren’t enough for someone like him, and maybe his wolf might buck up a bit, if he fed it some steak.


    Ordering a plate of food was the easy part – sitting in the main living area of the club that also served as the bar was harder. Trent had no idea who was spreading rumors about his sexuality, or how far those rumors had spread. He desperately wanted to get in touch with Marly, but his head had been so full of sex the night before he hadn’t bother to get the guy’s contact details, or anything else. Face it. All he knew about his mate was that he went clubbing, lived alone in an apartment, and had a job and apparently a few friends. Neither one of them had taken the chance to talk about specifics and Trent’s feelings, that something was horribly wrong with his mating, were increasing every hour he sat in the club.


    Four hours, two steaks and six beers later, Clive walked in, looking around for him. Standing up, Trent followed the man to his office, concerned when Clive instructed him to lock the door. Clive had always had an open door policy at the club, and the lock was stiff under Trent’s fingers when he turned it.


    Clive went to sit behind his desk and motioned for Trent to sit as well. Trent desperately wished he had taken just ten minutes to reassure Marly before he left the apartment earlier in the day because his gut was churning so badly and he wasn’t sure if that had something to do with his mate, or the situation he was facing now. His frigging wolf wasn’t helping either as it was still in a snit. Taking a deep breath in an effort to calm himself, Trent nodded at Clive.


    “So what’s up man? Why the panic and the sudden interest in my sex life?”


    Clive’s eyes narrowed and then he reached into his drawer and pulled out a packet of cigarettes. Trent arched his eyebrow. Clive had given up smoking two years ago, claiming he was getting to old to mess about with his health. But the easy way he lit and took a long drag on his smoke suggested that it wasn’t the first one he’d had since he quit.


    “I told you Stephanie is Razor’s daughter, yeah?”


    Trent nodded.


    “You know Razor’s been brokering a huge deal for some mixed weaponry – handhelds, Ak-47’s, shit the guy’s got an arsenal he’s looking to shift.”


    Clive had spoken to Trent about the fact that they were looking to make a major deal, and he’d guessed it was through Razor, but Clive hadn’t let on about any of the specifics. Deciding it was better to just let the man keep talking, Trent nodded.


    “Yeah, well, we were all set to sign so to speak. Then Stephanie got in a huff because you wouldn’t put out…went crying to daddy that she was being insulted in the club. I’ve just spent the last three hours convincing the guy that Stephanie would be made happy if it was the last fucking thing I did.”


    “So you’re basically prostituting my dick, for your deal?” Trent was pleased that his tone was calm even as he seethed inside. Shit he should have banged Stephanie before he met Marly, now he didn’t have that choice. But Clive hadn’t finished talking.


    “I wouldn’t do that to you man, and you know that. I’m into a lot of things but pimping someone out is not my style,” Clive said and Trent warily watched Clive’s tight jaw and clenched fists. Knowing he could take Clive in a fight, and actually doing it were two different things. If Trent wasn’t careful, things could get messy really quickly.


    “The thing is, when Steph did her whining binge to daddy, Razor called the Black Skulls and asked them if the deal was the sort of thing they might be into,” Clive continued. “They’re keen, will take Stephanie on too, but they also want our territory. Now can you see why I am so fucking upset? I’m looking at a fucking turf war here, simply because you have a picky dick.”


    Trent thought quickly. If he hadn’t have met Marly, and Clive had told him all of this sooner, then he would have made nice with the girl and all would be sweet. It was his job to look out for the club’s interests after all. But that simple solution wasn’t something he could do now.


    “Don’t you think we’re letting one girl hold an awful lot of power over this club?” He said, still thinking about how he could rescue the situation. He could tell Clive that he was married – the man had strong morals and would accept that, but he would also want to meet Trent’s wife. Marly was really pretty, but Trent didn’t think the man would be too keen on wearing a dress.


    “Don’t you think I know that,” Clive snarled. “I didn’t think it would be a big deal, letting the girl hang with us. But every time she doesn’t get her own way she goes running to her father and for some reason he thinks she’s the perfect princess. If she’s upset, he’s upset and right now his upset could cause a freaking territory war.”


    “So demote me,” Trent said. “Stephanie’s only been interested in me since you made me Sergeant. If you demote me and put someone like Levi or Saul in my place, then she’ll go after one of them instead.”


    Clive stared at him like he’d grown two heads or something. “You’d give up your rank in this club rather than get your dick out? What the fuck’s the matter with you man?”


    “It’s a matter of principle, of fucking pride, don’t you get that?” Trent snarled, letting his anger show for the first time since he entered the office. “I am sick to death of the girl. She’s a spoilt frigging trouble maker who stinks like a bombed perfume shop and uses men like her personal sex toys. If I go and bed her now then that’s just one more fucking example where she can get her own way no matter what. I’ve got more pride than that, and nothing, I mean nothing, will convince me to open my zipper for someone like her. I will walk away from this club, and our friendship if you push this any further, and you know I would never joke about that.”


    Sighing heavily, Clive rubbed his head and pulled out another smoke from the packet on the desk, lighting it and taking a long drag while he stared at the ceiling. Trent forced himself to be silent. He’d already pushed the situation as far as he could. Fuck, he should have just left the club already, but…shit. Trent knew he was in trouble. He’d claimed his delicious mate, and wanted to be with him, but it just wasn’t in his nature to abandon a friend in trouble. And from the little Clive had just shared with him, the Epitaphs could be in some serious trouble.


    “Can we take the Black Skulls?” Clive said suddenly, breaking into Trent’s thoughts.


    “Depends,” Trent said, running his mind over what he knew about the new gang in town. They hadn’t been around long, only a matter of months, and so far they had respected the Epitaph’s territory. “I don’t think they have a lot of members yet, but if they do that deal with Razor, and don’t pass on the goods, then we might have a bit of trouble. Look, why don’t you let me talk to Stephanie first, yeah? Maybe I can get her to see reason.”


    “Can you talk to her without making her think she’s been insulted again?” At least Clive looked a less ragged now, and Trent figured he would have to give it a try. But God, he hoped the woman didn’t come too close to him or he was going to need a strong shower and a complete change of clothes before he went back to his mate. If Marly smelled perfume on him, he would freak out and honestly, Trent wouldn’t blame him if he did.


    “I will talk to her, find some way for her to see that she is better off if she rejects me and…” Trent trailed off. Stephanie was a strong and beautiful woman and aside from her power play problem, she was an okay lady when she wasn’t trying to hit on him all the time.


    Power play. That’s it.


    Trent grinned at Clive feeling a lot more confident. “I’m sure I can handle this so it all works out for the club, and keep my dick in my pants while I’m at it.”


    Clive shrugged. “If you can, that’s awesome. If not, well we’d better start looking for another weapons supplier because we are going to need some supplies.”


    “You work on that and let me sort out Stephanie,” Trent said, standing up and heading for the door. “She may hate my guts by the time I’ve finished, but Razor can’t get upset if she chooses to reject me.”


    As he headed back to the main living area, he just hoped Stephanie was in the club. He’d already been away from Marly for far too long and his anxiety levels hadn’t lessened in any way. Seeing her over by the bar, talking to the bartender, Trent strode across the room, mentally preparing himself for the wave of perfume to hit him. Fuck, he hoped he didn’t start sneezing with it.


    Standing close to her back, invading her personal space, Trent said, “Stephanie, if you want that fuck then you’d better get into the back room and get yourself naked. I haven’t got all day,” He kept his voice low, trying hard not to breathe in as he got closer.


    Stephanie turned around to look at him, her eyes wide with shock. “Trent, what a lovely surprise. Don’t you want a drink, and maybe a chat or something first,” she said.


    Trent shook his head, his eyes darkening as he looked at her. This was going to be so easy. “You wanted something bad enough to threaten the club, little girl. You’re getting your own way. I’m under orders and you’ve got ten minutes. Are you going to waste them chatting? Now get in the back room and get naked for me. I’m making you my first stop tonight, but believe me babe, you won’t be the last. Now move it.”


    For one horrible moment, Trent thought she was actually going to do it, and he honestly didn’t know what he would do if she followed through with his orders. Then he saw her fingers tightening on the beer bottle she was holding, her eyes narrowing with hate.


    “Who the fuck do you think you are?” Stephanie yelled and random chatter in the room went silent. Trent had already noted there were about twenty members, a couple of prospects and maybe half a dozen females in the place – par for the course on a Saturday night. Nothing he couldn’t handle.


    “You were the one coming on to me. You were the one who threatened to have me removed from the club. You’re the one spreading fucking rumors about my sexuality. Well, you’re getting what you want little girl. You want see if my cock works for a woman, then get in the back room and get naked. Now.” Trent didn’t raise his voice but he knew everyone in the room had heard him.


    “I’m not some fucking tramp you can just order about.”


    “But that’s my way, Stephanie,” Trent said, moving closer still and standing over her. “I’m in control in the sack. I like my women meek, quiet and fucking compliant. No games. No frills. Just a naked body, an ass for me to spank, and a pussy to stick my cock into. You wanted it, you got it, but you do it my fucking way.”


    “You’re a sick, twisted individual,” Stephanie shrieked, looking around for some support, but she wasn’t getting any. Trent knew his comment about her threatening the club would keep most of the members out of this little scene. Stephanie might be head bitch in the club, but the club itself took precedent over her.


    “No Stephanie.” Trent let his own voice get louder and a little harder. “I’m a fucking Dom and if you want to get near my cock, then you’d better be prepared for whatever I want to do to you as my sub. You pushed this. You wanted this. You were prepared to start a fucking turf war over this. I knew you weren’t into this scene, and I tried to let you down easy, but you wouldn’t listen to me. Now I’ve been ordered to bed you and as I put the welfare of this club first and listen to my President, then I’ll do it. So get your ass in the back room and cut the chatter.”


    “You’re into that tying people up and beating them shit,” Stephanie said, her voice a lot quieter now. Trent just raised an eyebrow at her and nodded, allowing a smirk to flitter across his face.


    “Oh yes, Stephanie. BDSM. Tying them up, beating their asses until they glow bright red and then fucking them, good and hard. That’s what the women I go with like to do, and that is what I want to give them. So you ready, or what?”


    Trent reached out his hand and went to grab her arm. Stephanie swung the beer bottle she was holding across his arm, yelling, “get away from me, you asshole. I wouldn’t go to bed with you if you were the last being on earth with a dick.”


    “But I have to Stephanie. Deals for this club are riding on this, so I need you to be riding me,” Trent persisted. It was awesome that the woman didn’t want him anymore, and wasn’t likely to hit on him anytime soon, but he still needed the Epitaphs to get the gun order that Razor was threatening to send to the Black Skulls.


    “Steph,” Clive’s firm voice rang through the room. “You wanted Trent to fuck you in exchange for making sure that we got our deal. Trent’s offering, so what’s the hold up?”


    “I didn’t know the guy was a certified freak,” Stephanie said, running to Clive’s side as though she really thought Trent would hit her in front of club members. Trent had never hit a woman in his life, not for fun, in anger or as part of a BDSM scene, and he didn’t intend to start with Stephanie. But he figured it wouldn’t hurt for her to think he would.


    “Why don’t you head off home,” Clive yelled to Trent, his arm around Stephanie’s shoulders. “Cool off a bit. Get those urges of yours under control. Come back tomorrow after lunch and we’ll work on that deal.”


    Trent shrugged. “Whatever you say boss. See you later Stephanie.” Feeling at least a dozen eyes on him as he collected his jacket, Trent sauntered over to the door as though he didn’t have a care in the world, which in truth, he didn’t. Sure, Marly was bound to be pissed at him, and he knew he had a spot of explaining to do, but right now, he was being ordered to head home, and for him, home was where his little mate was.


    But when he roared up to his mate’s apartment, Marly wasn’t home, again. Fuck it all, where the hell the man gone now? Trent was sick and tired of loitering by Marly’s doorway.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Eight


    Hot semi-naked bodies, the smell of sweat with undertones of spunk wafting around his head, the strong bass beat of the music under his feet. Yep, Marly should have been in heaven but with his wolf whining in his ears, and his guts threatening to let everyone on the dance floor know what he had for lunch, he was finding it really difficult to have a good time.


    Damn Trent and his Alpha genetics, his ripped muscled body, his thick cock and amazing scent. Not to mention his fucking overzealous teeth. Marly knew he had been powerless to try and stop Trent from taking his ass – he didn’t have a problem with the sex side of things. He’d been horny from the moment he’d scented Trent. It was a mate thing, pure and simple.


    But Marly had made it clear, twice, that he didn’t want to be claimed. He knew that Trent was part of the club responsible for the beating he and Michael had gotten. He guessed that Trent was expected to be with a woman, and although the man clearly knew his way around a man’s body, Marly wasn’t sure how “gay” his mate actually was. Maybe finding out that his mate was a man was a shock to Trent, and he’d just succumbed to instinct and then regretted it afterwards. And damn it all, why the hell did that little thought crush his head and heart?


    The most frustrating thing, Marly realized as he tried to let the beat of the music move his body and take him out of his conflicted head, was that he just didn’t know anything about his new mate – not what he did for a living, his pack status, his sexual orientation or even how the man took his coffee. Did Trent even drink coffee? Because coffee was important. Really important.


    “Hey sweetie, how’s your night going?” Marly tensed for a moment as he felt two slim arms come around his waist, but he turned and saw the beaming face of Charles Fredericks, commonly known as Cat and one of Marly’s closest friends. He accepted Cat’s quick kisses to both cheeks, and then stood back to admire the man’s outfit. Working in the clothing trade had taught Marly, that for Cat at least, if he didn’t comment on the man’s clothes, Cat could sulk for a week.


    Cat was about the same height as Marly, but a lot slimmer. His dark hair was artfully styled to give that just got out of bed look that so many men at the club seemed to favor. Marly noticed that Cat was dressed down, at least for him. Usually sporting bright colors, glitter and at least three inch heels, Cat’s current ensemble was muted and that was a polite way of describing it.


    “Any reason?” Marly trailed off as he looked over Cat’s smart suit pants with matching jacket in a soft grey. His friend had combined the suit with a plain black shirt, no tie thank goodness, and sensible smart black shoes. He looked good, but nothing like the man Marly knew he could be.


    “After what happened to you and Mikey, can you blame me?” Cat’s carefully sculpted eyebrows rose as if to indicate Marly’s madness. “Did you forget that you were attacked in the street, in broad daylight, for no other reason than looking gay? Besides,” and Marly was quick to note the hurt element that had crept into his friend’s tone, “I think the straight look is in right now, and it suits me.”


    “You look gorgeous,” Marly assured him, giving his friend a quick hug and then taking his arm. “Now come on, let’s go and have a drink and you can fill me in on what you’ve been doing. I feel as though I haven’t seen you in ages. New man on the scene?”


    Settling in one of the back booths in the dimly lit club, Marly let his mind wander again as Cat chattered on about a man he had seen in a coffee shop. Cat’s thing, for the want of a better word, was to lust after men without even knowing if they were gay. In Cat’s opinion, the lust from afar business was a lot easier than dealing with the messy elements in a relationship. Marly felt sorry for Cat though, because he knew that deep down inside his friend truly dreamed of the type of romance only found in novels.


    “Don’t look now, but there’s a tall, dark and moody looking your way from over at the bar. He can’t take his eyes off you,” Cat’s voice broke through Marly’s day dreaming. Thanking the Fates for the fact that he was sitting with his back to the bar, Marly resisted the urge to turn around and see who Cat was referring to. He had a tall dark and moody of his own already and he didn’t need another one.


    “Not interested,” he told his disbelieving friend. “Have you seen Michael since he got out of hospital?”


    Thankfully diverted, Cat explained that yes he had been around to Michael’s home the day before, and that the poor man looked like a wreck. “He’s talking about going back home to Alabama, can you believe it?”


    “Why?” Marly was shocked. Michael had lived in Orlando for at least five years that Marly was aware of. The bubbly little man absolutely lived for clothes and Marly had enjoyed spending many an hour with Michael in malls, and trolling second hand stores for unusual and vintage items. From memory Michael came from one of the Amish areas in Alabama, some tiny little town in the middle of nowhere.


    Cat patted Marly’s hand on the table. “Not all of us are as brave as you when it comes to getting roughed up, sweet stuff. I mean look at you. Not a mark on you and out on the town just, what, three days after you were attacked. Poor Mikey can’t bear the thought of leaving the house.”


    “It wasn’t the first time I’d been taken for a ride on the phobic rodeo,” Marly said glumly. Michael was a great guy to work with, and Marly would miss him if the man made good his threat to head back to small town Alabama. No matter how gay friendly a place might be, and Orlando was definitely that, there was always a couple of rotten apples who spoiled the place for everyone else.


    A Nordic looking blond man stopped by the table, his bright blue eyes fixed on Cat. Marly got a quick glimpse of lean muscle, long legs, and a handsome face while the man whispered something in Cat’s ear and then Cat beamed a smile at Marly. “Hitting the dance floor sweetie. Do you want to come?”


    Marly shook his head and caught the flicker of relief on the blond man’s face. That, combined with the faint whiff of arousal Marly got from the nameless man, was enough for him to know that Cat would be right for the night. Perhaps it was time for him to head home. It wasn’t as though he was going to get lucky tonight, unless he was at home and even though he was now mated, Marly had no idea if his mate was even going to turn up at his place anytime soon.


    “My fucking life sucks,” Marly muttered as he threw back the last of his drink. Then he did a double take as an identical drink appeared on the table in front of him. Marly followed the line of a big hand, attached to a tattooed arm, and looked up into Trent’s dark eyes.


    “Having a pity party, mate of mine?” Trent asked, his voice barely audible over the noise of the club. He slid into the booth across from Marly holding a bottle of beer.


    “You know, I haven’t got the foggiest clue what to say to you right now,” Marly said, not sure whether or not to be overjoyed his mate had come looking for him, or pissed off because they were out in public and he couldn’t grind on the man’s lap like he had a sudden urge to do. Somehow he figured Trent would more likely punch him, than grind with him even if they were in a club.


    “What are you even doing here? Isn’t this place a little out of your comfort zone?” He asked instead. Trent’s dark eyes were studying his face like it held the secrets of the universe and Marly wasn’t sure he liked that much attention. Especially not from someone he didn’t really know and wasn’t sure he even liked. Lust was one thing, living with and liking a guy was another.


    “This is not my first time in a gay club,” Trent said, his cryptic answers giving rise to more questions. Not to mention more frustration for Marly. When had the man been in a gay club before, what…Oh fuck. The club was hardly the place to have a conversation at all.


    “I’m going home,” Marly said, getting up from his seat. “Are you coming?”


    “I thought I’d have a dance with you first,” Trent said, standing up as well. “After all, you were the one who went clubbing, you must have hoped you would get lucky.”


    “There’s still no guarantee I will,” Marly muttered under his breath, but of course Trent with his Alpha ears must have heard him because all of a sudden Marly was grabbed from behind with two strong arms, he was turned around against a solid chest and seconds later Trent’s mouth was on his. Marly’s gasp was taken advantage of in a big way, as Trent’s tongue plundered his mouth. The club, the noise, the smells of other men, all fell away as Trent consumed him and all Marly could do was hang on for the ride.


    Somewhere in the far reaches of mind, Marly registered that they were in public, that Trent was kissing him without any regard for what anyone else might say or do. Admittedly it was a gay club, but someone might still recognize his man, and it was part of the mate bond to protect his mate. Carefully he disengaged his lips, even as a whimper escaped his throat.


    “We can’t do this here,” he said, trying to be strong. But it was so hard when he could see the lust blazing in Trent’s eyes and the evidence of their harsh kissing on the man’s lips.


    “I’m a fucking Alpha, and you’re my mate,” Trent growled, bending his head to take Marly’s lips again. “I can do whatever the fuck I want, wherever I want and no human is going to stop me.”


    Oh okay, well who was he to argue with the frigging Alpha in their relationship. But even as Marly felt himself drowning in Trent’s strength, his scent and his addictive tongue, that little voice inside of his head couldn’t stop reminding him that not only was it Trent’s men that beat him and Michael just days before, but Trent had left his bed that morning, to go to a woman.


    “I don’t seem to be holding your attention very well.” Marly looked up and saw Trent was glaring at him. About the same time he noticed they had garnered quite an audience from others in the club.


    “We have a lot to talk about,” Marly said, a lot firmer than he meant to. “I’m going home now. Hopefully you will follow me, and I will see you there. But of course, being Alpha, you’ll do what you fucking want.”


    Turning, so that Trent wouldn’t see the dampness in his eyes, Marly stalked through the club and headed out to his car. Must be the freaking smoke, because there was no way his mate had upset him or anything. Nope. Not at all.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Nine


    Stupid mating bond. Stupid mate. Stupid sexy mouth. Stupid hunky body built for sex. Marly grumbled to himself all the way out to the car, and all of the way home. He’d never felt so hopeless before. He knew how easy it was for shifters to fall in love and he was a romantic at heart. He ached to find his mate and fall in love, and just as importantly, have someone fall in love with him. Marly had read all of the novels, he listened to the stories his pack mates used to tell. Fated mates met, they had incredible sex, and then they never wanted to be parted. Marly had dreamed of that ever since his first shift, and he couldn’t help but feel so incredibly disappointed in the mate he had been given. If the Fates had a complaints department, he’d use it in a heartbeat.


    Since when did a male mate turn out to be in a human gang of gay bashers? Who willingly left a naked mate in bed to go and talk to a woman who wanted him in her own bed? Nothing made sense and Marly could feel his frustration erupt all over his body because he just didn’t know enough about his mate to make a judgment call.


    Talk, he told himself firmly as he watched the single headlight of the bike behind him. We have to freaking talk. Trent was close enough to his bumper that even in the dark, Marly could tell he cut a fine figure on that bike and for a brief moment he indulged in a fantasy that included him nestled against Trent’s back, and the pair of them riding off into the sunset.


    Not going to happen. Marly reminded himself that as far as he knew Trent didn’t want anything to do with him out in public, and he refused to get his hopes up on something as pathetic as sitting on his mate’s bitch seat. Yes, the Fates definitely needed a complaints department.


    So caught up in his personal conversation with himself, Marly almost missed the car park entrance for his apartment building. A sharp toot of the horn from the bike behind him, brought him back to his senses, and Marly hastily got his car parked and locked up. Without looking at Trent, he headed straight for his apartment and had the door unlocked, as Trent came up behind him.


    Scooting quickly Marly headed for the couch and sat down, facing his mate who was standing against the door. More like blocking the door so he didn’t leave, Marly thought wryly. Seems his propensity for not being home, hadn’t made his new mate too happy. Ignoring the glaring look on Trent’s face, because Trent would never hurt him physically, Marly glared right back and said as confidently as he could, “we need to talk. I know nothing about you, or what’s going on with you. If this is going to work between us, then as your mate, I have every right to know at least something about who you are, what you do and how often you plan to be around.”


    To his surprise, Trent’s face smoothed, and there was even a glimmer of a smile on those devastating lips. “It would seem that my little Omega has some backbone. I like it,” he said as he stalked closer before sitting fluidly on the floor, with his legs crossed in front of him. The movement shocked Marly. No Alpha ever put himself in the position of his head being lower than those around him, especially out of the bedroom. It was a canine thing – the higher the head, the more control a wolf, dog, coyotes or even foxes had over others. Marly was aware that Trent was giving him an unexpected gift and his heart gave a little leap.


    /~/~/~/~/


    “I never meant to leave you this morning,” Trent said softly. “Nor did I intend to be gone as long as I was. You know I’m a member of the Epitaphs, yes?”


    Marly nodded.


    “Okay, well I am actually the Sergeant of Arms of the club, which is quite an important and trusted position,” Trent added when he saw the blank look on Marly’s face.


    “But you’re an Alpha. You should be the head of the club. I thought you were.”


    Maybe it wasn’t the position title that was confusing to his mate then, Trent thought. “Yes, but this is a human club,” he explained. “They don’t know what I am and as I never wanted to lead a pack of humans, I worked my way up the ranks just like anyone else. I’ve been with them ten years.”


    “So they’re your pack – a human motorcycle gang?”


    “You’re my pack now,” Trent said, keeping his voice low but sincere. He meant it. His mate didn’t have any reason to trust him right now, in fact he was lucky that the man had only gone clubbing. Trent figured he might have to track his mate for miles if the man had left town. It was darned uncomfortable to be apart from a claimed mate, but it could be done. Unfortunately the pain, sadness and despair usually impacted the wolf first, and a shifter without his animal spirit might just as well be dead.


    “That’s what I thought too, until this morning. I didn’t want a pack, but I accepted we would be one and that you would be my Alpha. Then you took off to be with some woman – no explanations, no kiss my butt, no nothing. And you were gone for freaking hours – no call, nothing. What did you expect me to think?”


    Trent winced and his wolf cringed in his head. Neither one of them liked hurting their mate, and it would seem, that for the sake of ten minutes, Trent could have saved his mate a lot of angst if he had just bothered to explain a few things before he had left that morning. The hurt was ringing through Marly’s voice and damn if Trent didn’t hurt too.


    “I am really sorry,” he tried again. “You know I can’t be with anyone else, but there is this woman at the club. She wanted me and she was making trouble for my president if I didn’t put out. I had to try and get the situation sorted so that the club didn’t suffer, without having sex with anyone. I had to be there in person to do it, and I couldn’t involve you.”


    “But that’s just the point,” Marly said. “You being in the club has nothing to do with me, and never will. The guy that hit me. He told me the whole club was behind him on what he was doing. That they are all faggot hating real men, who shove their dick in a pussy instead of an ass. He called me and Michael all sorts of names, and he meant every one of them.”


    Trent’s heart broke as he took in Marly’s hunched shoulders, the furrowed brow, and the downward droop of the man’s sensuous mouth. Even though it had been a long time since he had been in a proper pack, like all wolf shifters, he had been taught about the proper way to treat a mate, and watching Marly’s wretched sadness was not on that list of things to do.


    Wanting to hug his mate so badly, but knowing that if he did the lust would flare and conversation would stop, Trent said, “I am doing my best to get out of the club, without involving you. You wouldn’t be safe if anyone knew you were with me…”


    “I wouldn’t be safe?” Marly yelled. “What about you? What about your safety?”


    Trent almost laughed, he was an Alpha wolf and a big man. But the look on his little mate’s face stopped him. Marly cared about him, he realized with a shock. He couldn’t remember the last time anyone actually cared about him and that startling revelation helped him to treat Marly’s concerns with the respect they deserved.


    “I will be careful, little mate, I promise,” he said softly. “And I won’t be denied you as my one and only. I will get out of this club, as soon as I know the danger is past for them, you have my word. It won’t be long and we will be together full time.”


    To his surprise, Marly slipped down from his posse on the couch and knelt in front of him, and Trent felt the warmth of his mate’s hand on his cheek.


    “I can’t have anything happen to you, now we’ve met,” Marly said so quietly that Trent could barely hear him. “I know we don’t know each other very well, and we are so different, but…”


    Now Trent did pull Marly into his arms. The time for talking was clearly over and his mate needed the reassurance from his Alpha that everything was going to be okay, both in their relationship and in their future lives together.


    “You ever been on the back of a bike, precious?” he said wiping the frown lines off Marly’s face. Marly shook his head.


    “It’s real easy,” Trent said, finding himself lost in Marly’s brilliant eyes. “All you have to do is hang on tight and lean when I do – nothing to it.”


    “I’d like that,” Marly admitted, and his eyes gleamed as he moved and straddled Trent’s legs. “Of course it would be a lot more fun if we are sitting facing each other,” he continued as he rubbed his hard crotch against Trent’s. Trent groaned and he tightened his arms around Marly’s back.


    “Not on the bike,” he managed to get out, before Marly’s mouth was on his and for the first time, his mate initiated some physical closeness. Unfortunately for Trent, the two men were nowhere near close enough. His cock was screaming in his jeans to be let out and Trent felt all of his senses hit the overload button as Marly’s generous mouth was teasing his, his scent was filling Trent’s nostrils, and that cute little ass was wiggling on his lap. Within just five seconds flat Trent was insane with want.


    Cupping Marly’s tight buttocks, he swiftly stood up, not so easy when your legs are crossed he noted, and strode over to the bedroom, trying to contain his mate who was rubbing his crotch across Trent’s abs with enthusiasm. When he got them into the room, he set Marly on his feet, and looked at him with lust in his eyes.


    “Good clothes?” He asked flicking out a couple of claws.


    “All my clothes are good,” Marly snapped, as he hurriedly wriggled out of a bright blue top and tight jeans. When his little mate was naked, Trent moved forward again, unable to resist running his hands over Marly’s smooth skin.


    “I’ll have to buy you some then,” he said, and then bit off a groan as Marly’s fast little fingers had gotten Trent’s jeans undone and his cock out, before he’d even noticed.


    “Just so you can rip them off?” Marly seemed surprised and Trent was going to tease him about it, but then Marly opened his mouth, and Trent’s cock was engulfed in his mate’s heat, and…yep, his brain went on the fritz.


    Damn his mate was good at that. Soft tongue, just the right amount of suction, and enough tiny bite of teeth to give Trent the zing he loved. All too soon, Trent could feel his orgasm building and he carefully pulled his cock out of Marly’s willing mouth, much to his mate’s apparent disgust.


    “What’s the matter?” Marly asked, and Trent thought he’d never seen anything as beautiful as those puffed wet lips. “Can’t get it up again? Too old to do it twice?”


    With a growl, Trent twisted his fingers through Marly’s hair and pulled the man back onto his cock, thrusting hard. Marly took it all, bobbing his head, his eye’s gleaming in the half light and watching Trent intently. Then suddenly Marly swallowed, and with the head of Trent’s cock lodged firmly in his mate’s throat, Trent let out a roar, coming hard.


    Marly didn’t let up, pulling back just enough so that he could use his tongue, and his suction to keep Trent hard. Trent stared down, entranced. He’d enjoyed many men at his feet in the past, before he joined the Epitaphs, and even a couple afterwards, but he’d never seen anything so wickedly decadent as his mate on his knees with his cock wedged between those red lips.


    Those lips – Trent wanted more. This time when he pulled his cock from Marly’s mouth the man let him go. Reaching down he picked Marly up under his arms, pinning the man close to his chest as he bent his head to taste. And what a taste – his come, Marly’s own sweetness and raw need blended together in the perfect mix.


    His Alpha wolf coming to the surface racked things up for Trent but it seemed his mate was right there with him. Nipping and tongue fucking him, Marly had wrapped his legs around Trent’s hips and was lowering himself onto Trent’s cock.


    “Marly, lube!” Trent said urgently.


    “No need,” Marly said with a grin before he went back to kissing Trent’s jaw. “Just get in there, big guy.”


    Trusting his mate to know his own body, Trent managed to get one hand down far enough to gently nudge his cock in the right direction. His cockhead hit the hole, and one gentle push was enough as Trent thrust up, and Marly shoved his bottom down. His cock encased in perfect heat, Trent did groan then, reminded of Marly’s anomaly as an Omega wolf. Not having to prepare his mate could be a serious bonus to their future sex life, but Trent wanted to focus on the now. Leaning back against the bedroom wall, because no, they hadn’t even made it to the bed yet, Trent loosely gripped Marly’s buttocks, and thrust up hard, letting gravity pull his mate back down every time.


    Marly was gripping his shoulders tight, his own hard cock rubbing against the shirt that Trent hadn’t even bothered to remove, his hot mouth hard against Trent’s throat. Realizing what his little wolf needed, Trent growled, “rip it, I don’t care.”


    Taking him at his word, Marly used his claws to rip the neckline of Trent’s t-shirt away, his tongue hot on Trent’s neckline.


    “Bite me, little mate,” Trent said as he thrust his hips even harder. Without any further warning Marly bit him hard, his long wolf teeth plunging into the juncture between Trent’s neck and shoulder just as warm stickiness coated Trent’s shirt. With a roar of satisfaction, Trent’s own balls emptied, and Trent thrust hard, prolonging the orgasm for both of them.


    Trent waited until Marly had extracted his teeth, his tongue softly cleaning up the wound, before taking the few steps necessary to hit the bed. Pulling himself free of his mate’s body, Trent wandered into the bathroom and found a cloth, cleaning himself up first, and then taking through a fresh damp cloth to give Marly a wipe down. Tossing the rag to the floor, Trent climbed into bed beside Marly, pulling the man into his arms. As he drifted off to sleep, Trent prayed to the powers that be, that his wretched phone wouldn’t pull him from his mate’s arms quite so early the next morning.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Ten


    Two weeks later


    Marly hummed quietly as he locked up the shop and headed around the back to his car. He was looking forward to getting home. Trent had promised him that he would be there and that they would head off on a bike trip. Marly’s two days off couldn’t have come at a better time given how busy both men had been since they had gotten things sorted between them.


    Trent had virtually moved in with him and although he went to the Epitaphs every day, he did come home for a few hours at least at night. All Marly knew was that there was some deal going on in the club that Trent was needed for, and that there might be a few nights that he wouldn’t be able to get home at all, but so far that hadn’t happened. Marly kept his fingers crossed that tonight wouldn’t be the first. Trent had said something about the deal being finalized that day.


    His association with the club was the only problem Marly had with his new mate. Despite his rugged exterior Trent had proved to be a kind, loving and generous mate. If he got home before Marly then the man actually cooked. They shared household chores like they had been living together for years and the lovemaking, because Marly refused to call it plain sex any longer, was off the charts in terms of heat and passion. Marly grinned as he unlocked his car, thinking there wasn’t a flat surface in his little apartment that they hadn’t christened yet. Some of them twice.


    Later, much later, Marly would blame his lack of attention on the rubbish smells in the alley behind the shop, when in truth it was probably his thoughts of seeing Trent again, preferably naked and hard. It was one of the major things that dominated his thought patterns and it had been that way since they met. Whatever it was, it took him a few moments to realize that he and his car were surrounded by eight louts. Marly’s heart rate trebled when he recognized one of them.


    It was one of the men who had beaten him and Michael. It seemed like the idiot didn’t think he had done a good enough job the first time, and he had come back with friends to finish the job. Marly grinned. They were in an alley, and no one was around to see him. Time to let his wolf out.


    /~/~/~/~/


    Trent was watching over the receipt of ten cases of ammunition in an old warehouse on the edge of town when he felt a sharp pain to his gut and then another to the back of his head. Tuning into his mate, he felt a surge of rage hit him as he realized Marly was being attacked. He looked around him. Clive was over talking to Razor and Stephanie, four other club members were shifting the cases from one van to another. Trent’s job was to oversee security and make sure than none of Razor’s men, who were all lounging over on the far wall, did anything they shouldn’t. He couldn’t leave but his wolf was itching to get out, find his mate and bash some skulls in. His mate was an Omega and he needed the protection of his Alpha.


    Striding over to the men who were doing the loading, Trent bent down and picked up one case by himself – no mean feat considering the other cases were being handled by at least two men each.


    “Got some muscles there, Sarge,” Lou puffed out as he struggled trying to pick one up on his own as well.


    “Here let me,” Trent said, putting his case in the van and helping Lou with his. Two cases more and they were done. Trent closed up the van door and slapped the roof, indicating for the driver to move off.


    “What’s the rush?” Clive came over with Razor and Stephanie on his heels.


    “Got a bad feeling boss, and you know I pay attention to those things,” Trent said, trying not to arouse any suspicions. The longer he spent chit chatting, the more danger Marly was in and the more likely it was that he would shift in front of his friends.


    “Yes, why don’t we head out,” Razor said smoothly. Trent didn’t like the man, didn’t trust him, and had done his best over the years to have as little to do with Razor as possible. Razor reminded him of a black mamba snake and currently dressed in a pale grey suit, with his beady black eyes, Trent thought the man looked like one too. He was as venomous as fuck and known to strike with the least bit of provocation.


    “The business is done, the deals are finished for now and it’s time to celebrate. I’d like you to come with us, Trent, if you have no objection,” Razor said, making it clear he didn’t expect one. “My daughter tells me you have an interest in the BDSM lifestyle and I would love to chat to you about your experiences. Perhaps we can share some tips.”


    Fuck, shit and bloody hell. There weren’t enough expletives in the English language to explain the frustration that Trent was feeling. He could sense his mate was hurt, and angry, but nothing more. Trent had to get out and find out what was going on.


    “Normally that would be fun, but unfortunately I have a prior engagement. It doesn’t do for a Dom to leave his sub naked and chained for too long after all,” he lied smoothly, praying Razor would accept his excuse. To his relief Razor laughed, and slapped him on the back.


    “No problem, but soon, yes?”


    Conscious of Clive and Stephanie watching him closely, Trent shook Razor’s hand, and sauntered out of the warehouse, breaking into a run when he got out of sight. Just as he got to his bike, he felt his phone vibrate in his pocket.


    His heart went cold as he read the message from Marly – Go and pick up your trash from the back of the shop.


    Fuck no! Marly had been attacked by Epitaph club members again? His little mate was being targeted and Trent was almost certain who was responsible. Torn, Trent wasn’t sure what to do. His first loyalty should be to his mate, and he needed to make sure that Marly hadn’t been injured. But leaving beaten Epitaph members in an alley wasn’t an option either. Marly’s workplace wasn’t in Epitaph’s territory, but it was close to the Black Skulls. Cursing loudly, Trent called Clive.


    “We’ve got a situation,” he said shortly. “Meet me with a van at the back of Cody’s Corner, a male clothing shop in town. I’ll meet you there.” Without waiting for Clive’s response, Trent clicked off the phone, and turned the key on his bike. He needed to get to the scene before anyone else.


    Fifteen minutes later, Trent pulled his bike into the alley behind Marly’s workplace. Sure enough eight Epitaph members were laid out cold on the dirty pavement, some with broken bones, others bleeding from facial wounds. Trent felt a strong sense of pride at what his mate had done. It was good to know the man could take care of himself against humans at least. Although this was a mess he really didn’t want to have to deal with.


    Hearing a groan, Trent hurried over. Fucking Bobby. Of course, it had to be him. Ripped clothes, blood smeared over his face where Marly had broken his nose, two black eyes and some bruising around his chin. It seemed Marly hadn’t taken kindly to Bobby picking on him a second time.


    “What happened?” Trent growled as Marly’s scent wafted off Bobby’s clothing. The urge to kill the blithering idiot rose up in him like a tidal wave, his wolf incensed that Bobby had gone after his mate a second time. Trent could feel his fingers shifting into claws, and he dug his nails into his palm to try stop it.


    “Fuck, don’t know Sarge,” Bobby said, breathing heavily as he gingerly ran his hands over his face. Trent leaned down and took Bobby’s nose in his hands. One quick scrunch and the nose was straight again, although Bobby’s scream of pain did nothing to assuage Trent’s wolf. His animal was out for blood and that need was increasing by the second.


    “What happened?” Trent said again, yanking the man to his feet.


    Bobby looked over at his friends, who were all slowly coming round in a chorus of groans and curses. “No idea.” Trent could smell the deception on the man from a mile off. “We were just walking down here, you know. Minding our own business. This gang of men…”


    So that was how Bobby was going to play it. Too embarrassed to confess he’d been bested by a pretty twink.


    “Yeah, a whole gang of men, Sarge, couldn’t count how many,” Thompson, one of the club prospects said. “We didn’t stand a chance.”


    Trent ignored the men’s chatter as he went around checking for broken bones and serious injuries. Only two of the men would need to go to hospital, and by the time Clive had pulled up in one of the club vans, Trent was ready to head off and find Marly. Controlling his changing eyes, and raging anger was getting more difficult the longer he stayed in the alley, especially as he could smell Marly on every single one of the idiots in front of him. Seeing that the men had chains, knuckle busters and even a knife, didn’t help the situation. They would all be dead if the situation had been any different.


    “What happened here, Trent?” Clive said, his calm voice mollifying Trent’s wolf somewhat. Although Trent had never considered Clive his Alpha, they had been friends for some time and Trent had taken enough orders from the man over the years to respect him.


    “Not sure,” Trent said, waving his hand at the battered group. “Morgan and Jones need the hospital – they’ve both got broken bones. The rest of them are just bruised and bloodied. When I arrived all of the men were unconscious in the alley.”


    “How did you know they were even here then, if none of them called you?” Clive asked, and Trent mentally kicked himself. None of the men’s bikes were in the alley and Trent had admitted earlier he’d gotten a call about the fight.


    “I’ve got friends,” he said shortly. “Someone rang my cell and told me that Bobby and his boys were wandering around in this area looking for trouble. This is a quiet business area. Bobby and the others had no business being here, and a group of them wandering around in patch colors and no bikes in sight was suspicious enough for someone to let me know. These guys were lucky my informant rang me, and not the police.”


    Clive glared at Bobby who had appeared at Trent’s side, looking eager, and in Trent’s mind, pathetic.


    “Did you recognize anyone involved in this?” Clive asked Bobby, who quickly shook his head. Bobby cast an embarrassed look at the other men, who were shuffling around, Morgan and Jones, still moaning on the ground.


    “No Boss, but it had to be the Black Skulls right? No one else would have a reason to attack us like that. They’re starting a turf war, that’s what they’re doing. They’ve probably been following us. We should…”


    “Shut up, Bobby,” Clive snapped. “You already said you didn’t see who did this, you have no idea who attacked you or how many, so why the fuck would I retaliate against another gang until I have proof they were responsible. Get in the fucking van, the lot of you.”


    As the men shuffled about, helping Morgan and Jones, and then getting themselves in the back of the van, Clive moved closer to Trent.


    “What’s your take on this?” He said quietly.


    Surprised at the comment, Trent kept his face in its typical snarl. “What I think, Boss, is that Bobby is a fucking trouble maker, and chances are he’s been following someone who got the jump on him and the others.”


    “You don’t think it’s got anything to do with the Black Skulls?”


    Trent shook his head. “No Boss. Think about it. This isn’t our territory. We’ve had no warnings that anything like this was going to happen. My informant didn’t say anything about other rival bikes around at the time and he would have said. A takedown on our territory – yeah, that could be a sign of war. But this? Look at where we are. This is Bobby’s doing and he’s covering something up. I’d stake my reputation on it.”


    Clive looked around the small alley which backed onto a number of small boutique shops, nearly all of them catering to gay men. There was a leather shop, the clothing store, and a café that was run by two men who had married in a highly publicized ceremony the year before.


    “The gay community fighting back. Not surprising,” Clive said quietly and Trent looked at the man’s face trying to get a read on his emotions, but as per normal Clive was as inscrutable as ever. Shaking his head, Clive clapped Trent on the shoulder. “Okay. I’ll drop Morgan and Jones off at the hospital, then take the others back to the club. Can’t see their bikes, but they can sort that shit out later. You coming in?”


    “Na, boss. Told you. Sub, chains, waiting.”


    “Have fun with him,” Clive said as he went back to the van.


    Seconds later the vehicle took off out of the alley and Trent hurried to his bike. It wasn’t until he was halfway to Marly’s apartment that he clicked onto what Clive had said. Him? Suddenly fearful that Clive knew more about what was going on in Trent’s life, than Trent had ever imagined, he opened up the throttle on his bike. He had to get to Marly, and maybe it was seriously time to think about moving out of town. He just hoped that his little mate didn’t make too much of a fuss about it.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Eleven


    “Marly,” Trent yelled as he let himself into the apartment.


    Marly was just sliding into his leather pants when he heard Trent yell. Although his cock rose as Trent’s scent intensified, Marly continued putting on his pants, and then bent down to put on his boots. His wolf was edgy, there was no chance for him to go for a run and he was heading out to let off some steam, or he was likely to attack his own mate and fuck him through the floor. Somehow he didn’t think that Trent’s Alpha nature would take kindly to that type of treatment and he’d done enough fighting for one day.


    Slipping a tight silver top over his head, and smoothing it over his chest, Marly bent down to look in the mirror, ruffling his fingers through his hair. Yes. He’d do for a night out. Straightening up, he looked over as Trent stormed in. Trent took no prisoners, grabbing Marly up in his arms and pressing his nose to Marly’s neck. Despite his anger, Marly wrapped his arms around Trent’s neck and took a deep breath of his own. Musky, masculine and pure Trent. Fuck, he loved the smell of his mate.


    “Thank the Fates you’re alright,” Marly heard Trent mutter against his skin. “What the hell happened to you?”


    “Nothing happened to me, as you can see,” Marly said disengaging himself from Trent’s arms and looking for his keys. “Probably just as well, though, yes? Because my fucking Alpha wasn’t around to do anything, as per normal.”


    “You’re angry at me.” Trent’s voice didn’t change, but Marly felt the hurt coming from the big man. For a split second Marly considered throwing himself into his mate’s arms and letting the man have his way with him. But his wolf was too angry and so was he.


    “I have a good reason to be, don’t you think? Your fucking goons waylaid me at my car. How did they even know where I worked? Then they attacked me, for absolutely no reason at all, except for the way I look. But that’s sweet. They’re human. I handled it. But you,” Marly started to pace, unable to look at his mate.


    “You put the needs of your precious club before mine, again!” Marly winced as he heard his voice break and he took a couple of deep breaths to calm himself enough to go on.


    Stalking up to Trent, Marly looked up, catching Trent’s eyes with his own. A direct challenge to an Alpha wolf was a dumb idea at the best of times, but Marly didn’t care. Trent was his mate and it was about time he started acting like it.


    “You should always put me first,” Marly said, quieter this time. “That’s the mate’s way. You know that. If I had been human, I would have been dead now and you know that too. If anything you should be protecting me, not your club. But you know what? I think you’ve been around humans too long, mate of mine. You’ve forgotten what it’s like to be wolf. To be the Alpha you were born to be. I deserve better than this from you.”


    Trent was so quiet for so long, that Marly was ready to walk away, for good if necessary, when the man spoke. “You’re right,” Trent said as he put his arms around Marly’s back and pressed him close. There was nothing sexual in the gesture. If anything it was as if Trent was taking comfort from his presence, and Marly was too caught up in his feelings for his mate to push him away. He understood about caring for mates even if his Alpha didn’t.


    “You’re right, and things are going to change,” Trent continued. “No more going back to the club. I’ll phone Clive and tell him I’m out. No more putting anyone else before you. I’ve let you down as your mate and as your Alpha and all I can say is I’m sorry. I want us to move – go someplace else and start afresh just the two of us. What do you say?”


    Marly thought about it. His initial anger from earlier was gone – zapped away by the sheer presence of his mate. But his hormones from the earlier fight were still ramping through his blood.


    “Come and sit on the bed,” he said, still trying to work out what to say. Trent let him lead him over and when Trent sat down, Marly climbed on his lap and wrapped his arms around Trent’s neck, resting his head on Trent’s forehead.


    “I can understand why you want to move, but have you ever lived as a gay man – an out gay man?” He began, wondering about Trent’s pre-Epitaphs life. The two men hadn’t had a lot of chance to talk about life history in the brief time they had been together. Trent nodded but didn’t say anything.


    “I don’t know what it was like for you but I had to leave my pack. I was picked on all the time for being different. I was gay, I was a male Omega, and my pack didn’t want anything to do with me. It had gotten to the point where the beatings I got really didn’t matter to me anymore, they were so frequent. If I even looked at any of the other wolves sideways I was hit.”


    Marly felt Trent’s big arms tighten around him and a solid hand running through his hair as though comforting him this time. “It’s no big deal. It happens in most packs. But when I left I was determined I would be proud of who I truly am. I live in a human world so I keep my Omega nature and my wolf hidden. But I am also gay, and I am not going to hide that too.”


    “So you think,” Trent said slowly. “That if we move away, if we let the Epitaphs run us out of town so to speak, that it’s just like what happened with your pack?”


    “Yes,” and then because Trent’s eyes were filled with hurt, and Marly knew it was all for him, he leaned in and kissed along Trent’s jaw line. Trent’s small groan was a sweet reward.


    “I’m not proposing that we become gay activists or anything,” Marly said. “I just want to live my life without fear and I don’t like the idea of a pack of humans causing us to run, even if they are a gang of bike riding outlaws. This is a gay friendly town. I have friends here – as close to a pack as I have had since I left my own. We’ll have to leave sooner or later anyway because the lack of aging thing, but I want that to be of our choosing, not because of some threat from a bunch of idiots who wouldn’t know love if it bit them on the ass.”


    Marly felt Trent stiffen and he winced as he realized what he said. Now was not the time to be mentioning the “L” word even if Marly hadn’t been able to think of much else for at least a week. He knew he loved his rugged Alpha even if it was a mate thing. Trent had a lot of wonderful qualities and they were a good match. He just didn’t think Trent was the type of guy who would ever want to hear the “L” word spoken out loud.


    He should have known it was coming. When Trent couldn’t think of what to say, he kissed the stuffing out of him instead and yes, that’s exactly what happened. Marly felt his wolf emerging, still hyped from the fight and he struggled to gain control of the oral assault. Unused to Marly’s aggression, Trent fought back, used to taking the upper hand. When Marly tasted blood, he jumped off Trent’s lap, and moved away. His chest was pounding in time with his cock, and he struggled to get himself under control. But after the fight he’d won, his wolf, even though it was an Omega, was not prepared to be submissive. Not to an Alpha, not to his mate, not to anyone.


    “Marly, what’s wrong?” Trent said quietly, not moving from the bed, but Marly read the concern in his mate’s dark eyes. Concern and lust, but then that was to be expected.


    When he got his breath under control Marly straightened and said, “I’m sorry. It’s just…I fought…I won…my wolf…yeah, I’m not feeling the submissive vibe right now. I just want to fuck you into the mattress and I know that’s not going to happen. So, I was going to let off some steam at my club, and…”


    “You’ve topped before? I didn’t think an Omega could.”


    “Duh, an Omega is never allowed to with other shifters,” Marly said with a grin. “Doesn’t mean they can’t or won’t if the situation comes up and I’ve wanted to tap your ass since I saw it. But you know. You’re Alpha, so…”


    “So,” said Trent pulling his shirt over his head and unbuttoning his pants, while kicking off his boots. “Fuck me already. Or would you rather go dancing?” He lay out on the bed, spread out like a naked virgin sacrifice, which Marly thought he probably was, and hot damn, that was a fine spread.


    Just one look at the acres of flesh Trent had exposed made the decision for Marly a real easy one to make. “Fuck,” he said, pulling his own clothes off in such a rush he was sure he heard the seam in his shirt tear. For once he didn’t care. “Definitely fuck.”


    As he approached the bed, his cock leading the way, Marly could tell that for all his mate’s bravado, Trent was nervous, although trying hard to hide it. Yes, Trent still had that cocky grin on his face and yes, his proud cock was playing slapsies with his naval. But Marly had been around his mate enough to recognize the stiffness in Trent’s shoulders and the anxiety in his eyes for what it was. As much as he wanted to just pick up Trent’s legs, throw them over his shoulders and ream the living daylights out of his mate’s ass, Marly would never do anything to hurt his man.


    But going easy on an Alpha wouldn’t work either and Marly had to admit to having a few twinges of anxiety of his own. It was all very and good topping human males, no matter how big they were. Marly had the core strength to do that. But he had never topped a shifter, especially not an Alpha. Deciding to go with his gut instincts, Marly crawled up Trent’s body, nipping and licking skin as he went until he reached Trent’s mouth.


    “Hi,” he said as he raised his eyebrows and grinned. Not bothering to give Trent a chance to reply, Marly took his mate’s mouth and plundered it, just how he had wanted to from the first day the two men met. He felt Trent surge up, and try and take over, but a firm hand on his shoulder reminded Trent of what was actually going on, and Trent settled. Marly knew there was no way his mate was surrendering to him, but Trent did let him take the lead.


    Having already spent most of the last two weeks fantasizing about what he would do with Trent if he was ever given free rein, Marly just went with it. Sure, he kept a wary eye on his inner link with his mate – he didn’t want his Alpha to be uncomfortable in any way, but he happily licked and nibbled, stroked and pinched his way down Trent’s muscled chest, his delicious abs, up and down both thighs, until Trent growled at him.


    Marly sat up from where he was kneeling between Trent’s legs and grinned at the absolutely amazing sight. Trent’s eyes were flashing wolf, his cock was a throbbing red and pre-come coated Trent’s stomach.


    “Did I miss a bit, mate of mine,” he said with a cheeky grin. Taking Trent’s cock in his hand, he bent down to take that luscious length in his mouth. “As if I could ever forget this,” he said with a laugh and a lick to the mushroomed head.


    “Just get on with it,” Trent growled back. He grabbed his legs by the knees, pulling them up to his chest until he was fully exposed to Marly’s avid stare. Marly felt his mouth go dry. It wasn’t just the sight of Trent’s hard cock, big low-slung balls and sweet, and very tight looking hole, although he knew the picture would be forever engraved in his memory. But it was the act of exposure that Marly felt in his heart, and he promised himself that his mate would feel good, especially offering himself in a way he clearly hadn’t done before.


    Saying nothing, Marly ran a soft hand over Trent’s cock, down his balls, over that delicious stretch of skin beneath them, grazing lightly over his hole. The skin quivered under his fingers, and Marly was aware that Trent had laid his head back on the pillows, but lube in hand, Marly remained focused on what he was doing.


    Slicking up his fingers, Marly leaned over Trent, slipping his mouth over the head of the cock in his face, a lubed finger running lightly around Trent’s hole. Ignoring Trent’s jump, groan, thrust and moan, Marly focused on what he was doing – keeping his mate distracted on the one hand and putting a wealth of preparation in with the other – literally.


    Despite the fact that he’d topped many humans larger than himself, Marly was conscious of the fact that unlike those faceless men, Trent could throw him off without a moments hesitation. For a man of Trent’s nature to allow him to even try to do this, was a gift Marly would savor for life. Trent was also a lot harder to hold down, and Marly had to pull his head back a number of times to prevent his mate coming down his throat. Delicious taste and feelings of power aside, Marly loved giving Trent a blow job, his own throbbing cock and raging hormones reminded him he had another agenda that was far more important.


    “I’m fucking ready,” Trent continued his growling above him. Thrusting the three fingers he had working Trent’s ass just a few times more, making sure to graze the prostate, simply because he loved the guttural moan that came from his mate every time he did it, Marly pulled his fingers out and without second guessing himself, or his mate, pushed his cock inside.


    Trent howled and snarled, and Marly froze, knowing any sudden movements could cause his mate to throw him across the room. Marly’s wolf thought about submitting, but the need and anger in Marly himself was too strong. Pushing forward so that his cock was driven to the hilt, he snarled, “Pull your wolf back, mate.”


    Marly watched as his sheets turned to shreds under Trent’s claws, as his mate fought his wolf for control. Only when Trent’s claws turned back to finger nails, did Marly pull out and thrust back in again.


    “Alpha wolves don’t do this,” Trent gasped by way of apology.


    “Alpha wolves don’t leave their mates to fight alone,” Marly snarled back as his cock threatened to explode encased by the heat of Trent’s body. God it had been so long since he’d had this, and Trent felt perfect underneath him. Trent’s abs rippled with the effort as he thrust his own hips up to meet him. Sweat turned Trent’s torso into a glistening playground and the feral look in Trent’s eyes was hot enough to melt steel.


    Marly moved slightly, allowing his cock to hit his target. “Fuck,” Trent yelled. “Do that again.” More than happy to oblige Marly moved harder and faster, pegging Trent’s prostate with every thrust, Trent cursing beneath him. All too soon he felt the signs of his orgasm approaching, his balls so tight and full he thought they would burst.


    Determined Trent would come with him, Marly dropped his body down towards Trent’s, sandwiching the man’s wet cock between their abs. Trent must have cottoned on to his intentions because he let go of one of his legs and Marly felt a large hand splay across his back pushing them even closer. Dipping his head, Marly bit down over Trent’s heart, and as blood filled his mouth he felt Trent come apart underneath him. Spunk hit his stomach and the smell was enough to send Marly tumbling into orgasm.


    As Marly felt himself fill Trent’s inner shaft, he had never felt so powerful, or so close to another being in his life and he knew he would never forget that Trent had done this for him. When he felt Trent relax into the mattress, he carefully pulled out, conscious that this was the man’s first time, and often pulling out could hurt worse than entry. Peeling their stomach’s apart, he hopped up and went into the bathroom, giving himself a cursory wash before running warm water for his mate’s washcloth. Hurrying back he saw that Trent hadn’t moved, but the man’s eyes were closed and his face was the picture of relaxation.


    Carefully cleaning his mate, Marly tossed the washcloth on the floor, and climbed back up onto the bed, pulling the coverlet with him. Trent’s arm came around him automatically, bringing him closer until Marly was laying half on the man’s chest. Marly lay there quietly, enjoying the closeness with his mate. They really didn’t see enough of each other, but maybe his mate meant it when he said he would give up the Epitaphs.


    “I meant what I said little mate,” Trent said quietly and Marly felt a kiss in his hair.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twelve


    Trent lay quietly, totally relaxed for the first time all day. He had hated having to go into the club since he had claimed Marly, but he wasn’t sure what he was going to do with himself now he’d made the decision to quit. He had more than enough money, it wasn’t as though he needed to work, but Trent and his wolf would get edgy pretty fast if he didn’t have something to do while Marly was working. Maybe his mate had some vacation time coming up, then they could go for a road trip.


    It had been a while since the bike had gone on a long run, and Trent couldn’t deny to himself that he would feel a lot better if they did get out of town for a while. He felt Clive would respect his decision to leave the Epitaphs – it’s not as though the club had a beating out policy or anything. But other members like Bob could be a problem.


    Trent felt his anger slow burning in his gut at the thought of Bob attacking his mate. Marly was right in a way. He had spent far too much time with humans. If Bob had been pack, in the way of wolf shifters, then Bob would be dead along with his seven friends. Trent made a mental note to speak to Clive about the prospects that were with Bob. If they were so easily led, then they weren’t a good fit for the Epitaphs.


    Not that it was his concern any more.


    “You’re thinking so much your ears are smoking,” Marly said quietly, his breath skating across Trent’s chest and sending a shiver through his balls. Damn, he always wanted his man, and even after the vigorous workout Marly had given him, Trent knew he could happily go another round with his mate.


    “Was thinking we should go on holiday – a road trip,” he said cautiously, not too sure that Marly would be receptive to the idea especially if Marly thought that Trent just wanted them to hide out for a while. From the snort Marly gave it would seem he’d been busted.


    “I have a job, you know,” Marly said, and Trent tightened his grip on his man’s shoulders to stop him moving away. When Marly was laying on his chest, then the man was safe, and Trent realized he desperately needed that comforting thought. His wolf wasn’t convinced his mate was all right, and Trent knew that until he was buried deep inside of his mate, he would continue to feel a bit off.


    “Don’t you have any vacation time saved up?” He said, distracting himself from that line of thinking. It had been really hard for Trent to submit to his mate sexually, something he never dreamed he would do. But he had been so panicked at the thought of Marly going out and putting himself in danger again, that he did the only thing he could think of. Not that he didn’t have a great time, but he wasn’t going to share that with his mate or Marly might think it could become a regular thing. Trent wasn’t so sure that he wanted that type of equality – not with Marly being an Omega. Although, maybe every now and again…


    “I have a bit, yes,” Marly said, relaxing on Trent’s chest again. “What are you going to do with yourself while I’m working?”


    Trent grunted. Truth was he didn’t have a clue and he told Marly that. He was a good mechanic, he’d worked as a bouncer more than once, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to create more ties in a town he was ready to leave.


    “How about you put in for as much leave as you can, and we go on that trip before I make any decisions,” he said instead.


    This time Marly did sit up, his blond hair falling around his shoulders as he looked Trent straight in the eye. “Look,” he said and Trent was struck again by how forceful Marly could be. “You might be able to just go off for weeks at a time, but I’ve only ever held a minimum wage job. I don’t have the money for a long trip.”


    Trent laughed, he couldn’t help himself, even though he could tell by Marly’s face it wasn’t a good idea. “Oh little mate, you know pack law. What’s mine is yours and vice versa. I have more than enough money for both of us to live on without either of us ever working again. I’ve been around a long time, and the Epitaphs have been more than profitable for me.”


    Marly’s eyes narrowed. “How old are you, mate of mine?” He said.


    “How old are you?” Trent asked, putting off the inevitable.


    “Twenty six,” Marly said and Trent kept his groan to himself. Marly was a pup in comparison to him. His cute little mate looked barely legal and would probably continue to do so for decades. Wolf shifters lived anything up to 1000 years, although of course a lot of them were killed off thanks to hunters, accidents and challenges. They could heal quickly but nothing stopped a bullet to the brain, or a slash across the jugular.


    “Ninety four,” Trent said, watching the expression on Marly’s face. He knew he didn’t look older than twenty five but he’d looked that way for a lot of years. The play of emotion crossing Marly’s face was almost comical. Shock, then curiosity, and then, fucking hell, his mate was laughing and Trent wasn’t a hundred percent why.


    “I knew you were an old dude, but I didn’t realize you were ancient,” Marly said, cackling away. “Oh you poor thing to go saddling yourself with a pup like me. You really should have kept your teeth to yourself. Your life would have been so much easier if you’d just taken my ass without bonding to me.”


    Trent growled at that and he reached up, pushing Marly back onto the bed, covering him with his body. Body heat equaled stiff dick, it was a natural reaction in Trent now and he expected it. But he had something to say and he was pleased to see he had Marly’s full attention.


    “I’ve been glad I bit you from the moment I did it,” he said fiercely, staring into Marly’s bright blue eyes, willing him to understand the feelings he couldn’t verbalize. “We only get one mate, you know that, and there was no way I was capable of staying away once I knew you existed. Yes I tried but I have waited a freaking eternity for you. You’re mine and I never want to be parted from you again – Never! Do you understand what I’m saying? You’re mine and I’m fucking over the moon about it!” Growling the last words against Marly’s full mouth, Trent gave into the temptation those sinful pink lips offered him.


    Never one for kissing men, or many women for that matter, Trent was addicted to it with Marly. He felt the moment his mate surrendered to him, the muscles going plaint, a hand cupping the back of his head, the mouth opened accepting everything that Trent could offer. And that sweet body flexing beneath his trying to get as much skin coverage as possible, Trent could never get enough of that.


    His wolf pacified by Marly’s submission, Trent could afford to take his time. His mate might laugh at him for being older, but in Trent’s head that just made him more experienced and while most of his experience with men had been of the rough and tumble variety, he still knew how to convey with his body the feelings he couldn’t express with words. When Marly started to beg, his body trembling under Trent’s touch, Trent just redoubled his efforts. By the time he finally pushed his cock deep inside Marly’s welcoming hole, Marly screamed.


    And that was exactly the response Trent had been aiming for. Flipping Marly’s legs over his shoulders Trent plunged hard into his mate’s heat, every thrust reaffirming their bond and his need to know that his mate was alive, healthy and with him in every way. His only regret, and it really wasn’t a regret at all, was that Marly was too perfect, too hot, too submissive and fuck it all, after all of the buildup, Trent just wouldn’t last. When even thoughts of maggot infested meat couldn’t hold back his need to coat his mate’s insides with come, Trent grabbed hold of Marly’s cock. Two quick twists and Marly tumbled into orgasm, shouting out Trent’s name, with Trent following quickly behind.


    His arms trembling with the effort of keeping his bulk off of Marly’s smaller body, Trent looked down to see Marly’s eyes closed. His little mate had passed out. Trent felt a twinge in his heart that he’d never felt before –a warmth, a glow and as he carefully moved to one side and took his mate in his arms, he had the strangest feeling that this was love felt like.


    


    


    

  


  
    

    Chapter Thirteen


    By the time they had got the bike packed up, Trent was ready to roar at something. It seemed Marly had more than a bit of a clothes fetish and trying to get the man to pick out just three basic outfits, that were rugged enough for the bike and anything else they might do, was a lesson in futility. It wasn’t until Trent threatened to go and buy him three new sets of clothes himself, that Marly hastily picked up the first three sets of clothing he’d sorted out for himself and flung them at his mate. As far as Trent was concerned all Marly needed was his leathers, two pairs of jeans and a pair of boots. But Marly had shirts that ran every spectrum of the rainbow, and the boy had a hard time working out which ones to take.


    Toiletries was the next battle. Lord, Trent knew how much he loved Marly’s soft hair, but did it require the entire contents of a chemist shop to make it so? To hear Marly talk about it, it would certainly seem so and that was without body wash, moisturizer and a shit load of other stuff that Trent had never heard of. Trent only had two saddlebags on his bike, and to cart everything on Marly’s must-have list would have taken a truck. When Marly started to get snippy with him, Trent kissed the man soundly to shut him up, picked up one bottle of conditioner and the body wash that he personally loved the smell of, and declared that was all they had the room for.


    “I don’t see how I can be expected to have a good time, if half the stuff I need is being left behind.” Trent looked over to see his gorgeous mate was pouting over some bottles left on the bed and decided his mate needed another kiss-fest.


    “You may be pretty,” Trent said gently when Marly was quiet and lust filled again, “But you don’t need all that junk to be the sexiest man I’ve ever seen.”


    “Only the sexiest man, ha,” Marly said, picking up the neglected bottles and taking them back into the bathroom. “So there’s still women out there better looking than me? I’ll keep that in mind, old man.”


    Trent suppressed a growl, but only just. His little mate was driving him insane and Trent couldn’t work out what was wrong with him. Searching their mate link, Trent could pick up anxiety and a splash of fear. Shit. Hoping that Marly wasn’t afraid of him or of riding on the back of the bike, Trent quickly picked up the rest of Marly’s clothes that had been left on the bed, and hung them up in the overflowing closet. He’d learned early on that his little mate liked things kept tidy.


    When Marly came back into the bedroom Trent grabbed him and sat down on the bed, pulling his mate onto his lap.


    “What’s really bothering you?” He said as gently as he knew how. Trent didn’t want to make his mate any more upset but if Marly kept on the way they were going, he was worried that they were going to have a full scale fight.


    Trent could see that Marly was framing the word nothing, before it even came out of his mouth. “Uh huh,” he said quickly. “Tell me the truth little wolf. What’s got you so worried you are snapping at me? It’s not about your clothes is it, ‘cos you know we only have a little bit of room on the bike?”


    Marly shivered in his arms, and shook his head, but Trent couldn’t see the man’s face because it was covered by his long blond hair. Holding him snugly with one hand, Trent gently cupped his mate’s head with the other, turning up to him. He was shocked to see the beginning of tears in Marly’s bright blue eyes and he immediately hated whatever thoughts had put them there.


    “Tell me,” he urged, reminding his wolf to be patient. Nobody should be allowed to cause Marly any tears, and wanting to go and kill something in response to the upset was a standard Alpha response.


    “You will bring me back here, won’t you? After our trip, I mean,” Marly said in a small voice and Trent was stunned all over again. Marly was crying because of him and okay, maybe his mate was a bit more astute than Trent had given him credit for, because there had been a small part of him that just wanted to get Marly out on the road and never come back.


    Forcing those thoughts aside, Trent said what he had to. “Of course, little wolf. I know this is your home, and your things. I won’t make you leave them behind. I wouldn’t do that to you.”


    “It’s why I had so much trouble sorting out my clothes and stuff,” Marly confessed, a glimmer of hope replacing the tears. “I thought once we got out on the open road, you would never want to come back, and you’re Alpha, and I wouldn’t have any say and…”


    “I wouldn’t do that to you,” Trent promised, kicking himself for thinking exactly that. “I know you love your job, and you have made a home for yourself here. When we move then we will make that decision together, okay? I won’t make any decisions about something so important, without talking to you about how you feel first. Your happiness is the most important thing to me now.”


    Marly looked deep into Trent’s eyes and Trent could see the trust his mate had for him, which was remarkable in itself given they really hadn’t known each other very long, and had been apart for most of that time. When Trent did manage to get home to his mate, he was far to overcome with lust to do much else except fuck Marly senseless, and talking wasn’t something that he was very good at, at the best of times.


    “I know you don’t think my clothes and stuff are important,” Marly said. “But I was kicked out from my pack with nothing but the clothes on my back and a tiny bit of money I had saved. Getting this apartment, my clothes and car and stuff, were all the result of some really hard work, and I just can’t…”


    Overcome with remorse, Trent pulled his mate even closer, and rested Marly’s face in his neck. How could he have not known how hard his little mate had had things since leaving his pack? Omegas were not strong wolves, they were caring, and good and decent, and damn it all, Marly should never have been treated that way simply because he was a male.


    The thought of Marly alone on the streets with nothing but the clothes he was wearing sent a pang of pain through Trent’s heart. He vowed to himself that no matter what happened to them in the future, he would never make Marly leave his hard earned clothes and other shiny things behind. He might not like them, Trent had never cared about material possessions except his bike, but they were more than just clothes and bits and bobs to Marly, and Trent would fight for his right to keep them along with anything else his mate deemed important.


    “Don’t think about leaving things behind,” Trent said firmly. “I simply want to take you on a road trip. I promise you we will come back, even if we do find somewhere else we want to be in the meantime. And when we do move, I will hire the biggest truck we can find to take everything with us, does that make you feel any better?”


    Ah, now that smile on his mate’s cute face was more than enough payment for anything Trent might have to do.


    “I was just worried you wouldn’t take me seriously, what with my clothes, and my job and the way I look. Even being an Omega,” Marly said.


    “You are so much more than what you wear and how you present yourself,” Trent said, choosing his words carefully. “You supported yourself when you left your pack, you built a life for yourself which shows incredible strength especially for a lone wolf shifter, and look at the way you handled your attackers yesterday. I am totally proud of you, and the fact that you are mine and always will be.”


    “Oh you totally deserve a kiss for that,” Marly grinned up at him and threw his arms around Trent’s neck. Trent wasn’t about to argue with the man, especially when Marly pressed up against him trying to get closer. Bending his head, Trent took the lips offered, even as it crossed his mind that maybe he was going to have to be a bit more careful about his thought processes – especially if he wanted his mate to be happy. Marly had a spot of mind reading talent going on.


    It was quite some time afterwards that the two men finally got on the bike and headed out of town. Trent had convinced Marly to braid his long hair, so that it wouldn’t get too knotted up with the wind running through it – neither man were planning on wearing a helmet, although Trent did try to insist that he would buy one for his mate. But Marly got stubborn all over again, stating that if it was good enough for Trent to go without, then he would too. Trent was fast learning that his Alpha status meant very little when it came to dealing with his feisty little mate.


    None of that meant anything though, when Marly climbed up behind him on his bike. Trent had never been keen on carrying passengers before, finding their presence on his Fat Boy Harley distracting at best, and annoying most of the time. But when Marly wrapped his arms around Trent’s waist and snuggled up against his back, Trent felt a sense of peace he’d never enjoyed before. It was as though his bike had always been missing a key accessory, and Marly was it.


    They were only ten minutes into their ride, when Trent felt his cell phone vibrate against his chest. He ignored it, knowing that the only person who would be trying to get in touch with him was Clive, and he’d tried ringing the man earlier that morning. Clive hasn’t answered his call, so Trent just left him a message saying he was heading out of town for a few weeks and would get back in touch when he came back. He wasn’t going to break his promise to Marly, but he wasn’t going to quit the Epitaphs via text or a phone message – he had too much respect for Clive to do that to the man.


    The phone kept vibrating, annoying Trent as all he wanted to do was settle into his ride and get his mate out of town. His anger increased when the phone started ringing. It seemed that Clive wasn’t happy with his holiday plans, and Trent was sorely tempted to ignore the call. But when the rings clicked off and then immediately started again, Trent pulled his bike over to the side of the road with a growl.


    “Yes,” He snapped into his phone.


    In the background Trent could hear screaming, a loud bang and then Clive’s voice came over the phone. “You’ve got to get over here right now, we’re under attack! Black Skulls.”


    Fuck. Trent didn’t realize he’d cursed out loud at his now dead phone, until he felt a hand on his shoulder. Double fuck. His mate would have heard Clive, couldn’t avoid it, being wolf. Trent was once again warring in his head, and he was sick of it, fucking sick of it. He wanted to help the men who’d been his surrogate pack for the past ten years, but taking Marly into that type of situation was dangerous in more ways than one. Trent didn’t even bother thinking about leaving his mate on the side of the road. There is no way Marly would go for it, and that was dangerous in itself.


    “I know how to protect myself,” Marly said softly in his ear. “Go with your instinct lover and let’s go help your friends.”


    “Marly,” Trent didn’t know how to explain what taking Marly into that situation might do. Marly was clearly gay, even dressed for the bike, with his gorgeous hair braided down his back. He would be like a lamb in a wolf pack, if Trent took him to the Epitaph’s compound.


    “Trust me, I’ll keep your secret and I can fight for myself,” Marly said, and it was the quiet conviction in the man’s voice, combined with Marly’s willingness to keep their relationship private, that cemented Trent’s resolve. Patting Marly’s hand that was still on his shoulder, he just said, “hang on tight,” and gunned the throttle of his machine.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Fourteen


    As they roared into what was clearly the Epitaphs’ compound, Marly only had time to think that the place looked a lot like his old pack house, before he took in the fighting. The Epitaphs were fighting a group of about twenty men – fit, youngish, and all wearing bright red patches on their backs. At least sorting out friend from foe should be relatively easy.


    Marly slipped off the bike as soon as Trent stopped it, letting his mate get off. Trent ran up to the porch of the house, where a hard looking older man was fighting off two thugs with red patches. He barely had time to appreciate his mate’s fighting form, when he felt someone come up behind him and tug on his braid. Swinging round, Marly dropped the man with a single punch, and suddenly he was in the thick of things.


    He didn’t even try to hide his shifter strength – this was not a place or situation where weakness would be respected. As Marly’s rage simmered at the fact that he could never be a true partner to his mate amongst these men who Trent held in such regard, he swung and kicked, and bit and punched, ensuring that every man who went down, was wearing a red patch.


    The crowd was thinning, with more red patches on the ground than anywhere else. Marly had just knocked out one large man, when a hand came from behind him and seconds later he felt a knife at his throat.


    “Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes in a mob like this? I don’t know whether to cut your throat or take your hair as a souvenir, pretty boy,” a rasping voice hit his ears, just as the scent of stale sweat and some cheap cologne hit his nose.


    “Think quickly,” Marly said with a smirk. “You stink and I’m going to need a bath after dealing with you.”


    “Why, you…” Marly felt the knife press deeper across his neck, and a trickle of blood run down his neck, as he heard Trent yell out his name. Looking up, he saw Trent standing beside the same man he went to earlier, the older man had a restraining hand on Trent’s arm.


    “I’ve got this,” he yelled back, trying to ease Trent’s concerns. He knew Trent couldn’t help him, but honestly he didn’t need it. Still grinning in Trent’s direction, Marly brought up his left hand and grabbed the knife arm of his attacker. At the same time his other elbow connected with the man’s guts. As the attacker lurched forward with a grunt of pain, Marly used his hold on the knife arm to swing himself away from the man’s body kicking the man squarely in the balls as he did so.


    The man fell to the ground, but Marly still held onto his knife arm, causing the attacker’s shoulder to crunch, the sound satisfying Marly’s wolf. With a loud yell, Marly used his leverage on that same arm, and swung with his boot. Seconds later his attacker was on the ground unconscious. Marly slipped the knife out the man’s loosened grip, wiping it on the man’s shirt and then slipping it into his boot. He had a feeling he might need it.


    Standing upright, Marly turned and found himself staring at the chest of his mate. Although every instinct had him wanting to cuddle into Trent’s big arms, Marly knew this was neither the time nor the place and he took a step back.


    “Are you okay?” Trent asked, searching his face intently.


    “Yep, barely a scratch.” Marly smiled, trying to reassure his mate without touching him. He knew that Trent’s instincts would be screaming at him to hold and sniff him, to take care of the blood on his neck. He could see the tension in Trent’s shoulders, and the pained look marring his face was hard to see, but he didn’t dare offer the comfort he knew Trent needed, and he desperately wanted. He was reminded of why he couldn’t when the older man who had restrained Trent came and stood next to his mate.


    Clive, because Marly didn’t see how it could be anyone else, looked him up and down, and then up and down again.


    “You fight well for a young one,” Clive said, his brown eyes finally resting on Marly’s face.


    “Practice,” Marly said shortly. What else was he meant to say?


    “Nevertheless,” Clive started, but then a voice that Marly knew well yelled out, “what’s that faggot doing here?” Clive turned and Marly could see Bob running over, stopping beside Clive.


    “Helping out, by the looks of things and I’m damn glad of it,” Clive said, turning his attention back to Marly.


    “Helping out how?” Bob yelled again, and Marly could see that everyone in the yard was paying attention now. “He’s one of the faggots me and Todd got in town. He’s got no right being here.”


    “He’s also the same man who took you and your seven friends to the cleaners in the alley behind Cody’s the other day as well, or did you forget that bit,” Trent grumbled loudly, coming to stand so close to Marly that their shoulders were touching.


    “You did that?” Clive asked, watching Marly’s face as though trying to size him up. Marly shrugged. He figured the longer he kept quiet, the quicker he could get out of the place.


    Clive, though, seemed to have no problems speaking for both of them. He grabbed Bob by the scruff of the neck, and shook him. “You tried to tell me that the Black Skulls were responsible for the attack, you lying piece of shit. Instead you got taken out by someone who would look pretty good in a dress?”


    “He had friends with him, lots of friends,” Bob babbled, trying to get lose from Clive’s grip.


    “He was on his own, and you fucking know it, Bobbie. If you can’t stop the lying shit falling out of your mouth, then shut it,” Trent said firmly.


    “Is this true?” Clive yelled, looking at some of the men that Marly knew were in the alley with Bob that day. No one would meet Clive’s eye and there was a lot of shuffling feet involved. But Clive seemed to get the idea, when no one spoke up. Swinging a beefy arm at Bob, Clive knocked the man out cold and let him fall to the ground.


    Turning back to Marly, Clive said formerly, “It seems my club owes you an apology and a debt of gratitude. That man you took out with the knife is the head of the Black Skulls, Jeff Read. Thanks to the help you and Trent gave, it’s unlikely he will be coming after us again any time soon. If there is anything the Epitaphs can do for you, as a club we owe you a favor and I will see it honored.”


    Marly looked up at Trent who was alternating between glowering at the unconscious Bob, and watching Clive.


    “Thanks, but no thanks,” Marly said looking back at Clive. “Your men have caused enough damage to me and my friends. If your favor extends to leaving off the gay bashing in town, it would be appreciated, but otherwise, you’ve got nothing I want.”


    “Consider it done,” Clive said, holding out his hand. Marly looked up at Trent who nodded imperceptivity. Shaking hands with Clive, Marly wondered if the man’s word held any weight, but he didn’t hold out any hope. Still, anything was better than nothing if it meant that people like Michael didn’t feel the need to move out of town.


    A wave of perfume washed over Marly’s nose, and his nose twitched as he fought back a sneeze.


    “Is this the little sub that has been keeping you enthralled?” The voice was female, and if Marly had to hazard a guess, this would be the infamous Stephanie. Not wanting Trent to get into any more trouble than he already was, Marly said quickly, “Trent’s a friend of mine, nothing more.” They were the hardest words he had ever spoken.


    Marly felt Trent stiffen beside him, but he refused to look into Trent’s face again. He knew his face would give too much away, and the situation was still volatile, although most of the club members had lost interest in them and were now picking up bodies, and helping red patched men to a group of black SUVs that were parked by the compound gates.


    “Well then,” Stephanie said, as she maneuvered her body between Marly and his mate. She reached up and whispered into Trent’s ear, but Marly’s wolf hearing could pick up every word.


    “I spoke to my father about the BDSM thing. He said I have nothing to worry about. That as a sub I would hold all the power. So if you want, we can, you know – there’s a room free out the back. I’ll do whatever you say. I even picked out a safe word.”


    Marly growled, and he turned to face Clive, who was watching Stephanie and Trent with an impassive look on his rugged face.


    “If there’s nothing else, I think it’s time for me to leave,” Marly said to Clive.


    “You came with Trent…”


    “Who seems to be busy, and will probably be busy for some time,” Marly snapped. In his peripheral vision he could see the woman was still hanging onto Trent like a limpet, and he had to get away before he did something completely stupid. Like rip the silly woman’s head off.


    Clive looked at him for a long moment, and then nodded. “Let me give you a lift into town,” he said, heading for a bike in the center of the compound. Looking back at Trent, who seemed to be whispering frantically to the woman who was still draped over him like a fucking shroud, Marly hurried after Clive and hopped onto the back of the bike. Seconds later they were roaring out of the compound and Marly’s last sight of the place that was so important to his mate, was Trent’s stunned face as he watched Marly go.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Fifteen


    When Clive pulled up in front of Marly’s apartment building, Marly was surprised when the man turned his bike off. Sliding off the bitch seat, Marly said a hurried, “thank you,” and turned away.


    “Hang on young man, I want to come up with you for a minute if I may,” Clive said, getting off his own bike and coming to stand by Marly. Thinking quickly, whether or not there was anything obviously Trent’s in the apartment, Marly nodded, and ran up the steps. He didn’t know what Clive wanted, but he had a feeling that Clive was going to warn him off of Trent, and if that was the case he would rather it was done in private.


    Clive waited patiently while Marly unlocked the door. The small apartment didn’t look any different than it did when he and Trent had left it just a few hours before. Indicating that Clive should sit on the couch, Marly perched on the side of the armchair in his living space and tried not to fidget.


    “Wolf or cat?” Clive said at last.


    Marly was staggered. He’d been mentally preparing himself for a lecture on how Trent was off limits, and this man, who had known Trent so much longer than he had, was sitting there asking him such a loaded question. What. The. Fuck?


    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said holding Clive’s gaze. Omega wolf, he might be, but he didn’t cower in front of any human, unless he had to.


    Clive sighed and leaned forward his elbows resting on his knees. “I’ve seen a lot of things, especially when I was in the military. But I have never seen a man move so fast, or take out so many people, in such a short time, unless they were extensively trained by the military, or they were a shifter. I know Trent can do it, but I assumed he was military. I’ve never seen anyone like you do the same thing.”


    Swallowing hard at the thought that Clive even knew about shifters, Marly smoothed a hand down his black fitted t-shirt.


    “And you didn’t think I was in the military, why?” He asked with a raised eyebrow and a smile.


    Clive snorted, and then laughed. “You’re too short and too pretty for that,” he said, and Marly warmed at the humor in the man’s voice. For what it was worth Trent trusted this man – took his orders and treated him like a friend. Marly wasn’t going to lie to someone that important in his mate’s life.


    “Wolf,” he confirmed, hoping like hell he could trust Trent’s friend with his secret.


    “So you and Trent are mates, then,” Clive said and Marly noticed it wasn’t a question. Shit, this was not good. If Clive thought he and Trent were together, then they might be moving sooner than he thought. But there was no way that Marly was prepared to deny his mate, to anyone. It had been hard enough back at the Epitaph’s compound. He wasn’t about to do it in his own home.


    “Why do you say that?” He said instead, stalling, and was surprised when Clive laughed again.


    “You didn’t hear him when Jeff had you by the throat,” Clive said. “Trent was ready to kill the man for just laying a hand on you, and I guess that’s also why Bob got a hiding and Todd is still in hospital with a shattered jaw. Bob said you were one of the two men he and Todd bashed in the main street a while ago. I take it you didn’t fight back because you were in a public place.”


    “Fine, yes, Trent is my mate, and yes he scented me on one of those idiots after me and my friend got bashed, which is how we met,” Marly said. “But if you’re worried about Trent causing any trouble, then don’t, because he already promised me he would give up the club after that same idiot and his mates attacked me in the alley that second time. We’ll move out of town and you won’t have to deal with either of us again.”


    “Why the hell didn’t you punch Stephanie in the face, for being all over your mate? I thought you wolves were all possessive and shit.”


    Marly snarled, and bunched his fists. He didn’t want to think of his mate being smothered by some fucking woman who didn’t understand the meaning of the word no. “Mates don’t hurt each other either,” he snapped out, “and I wasn’t about to out my mate in front of his homophobic friends. You humans don’t understand how intense the mating bond is, and how virtually impossible it is for any shifter to ignore it when they find the one they are fated for. Our coming together wasn’t Trent’s fault or mine.”


    Leaning back on the couch, Clive stared at the ceiling for a moment before saying, “I understand only too well. I was in love with a shifter and he left me when he met his true mate. He tried not to hurt me, but I could tell he would be miserable without the one he was meant to be with, so I let him go. That was almost twenty years ago, and I can still feel the pain of it today.”


    Ouch, Marly could see where that would hurt, and his heart went out to the rugged man on his couch. But then something else that Clive had said clicked with him and he asked, “He?”


    “Yes, he,” Clive said, sitting up straighter now and looking Marly right in the eye. “I’m bi-sexual. He was gorgeous, just like most of you shifters, and we had five years together before his mate found him. It took a year before he would tell me what was wrong, and then when he did, and he explained all about shifters and the mating bond, I knew it would only be a matter of time before he left me, so I walked away.”


    “And now you hate gays that much, you have your club members hunting them down in the streets? I’m failing to see any positives in your confession, as heartfelt as it sounds.”


    “It wasn’t intentional,” Clive said softly, his voice a light whisper in the otherwise silent room. “It’s just, at the start I would get so angry seeing two men walking along the road together without a care in the world. This was twenty years ago mind, and it didn’t happen very often, but I used to be like that with my partner. It fucking hurt to see the love that other men had with each other. I joined the Epitaphs, and the boss at the time was already homophobic, and I just did nothing to stop the habit, even after I was made President ten years ago.”


    Marly didn’t know how to feel. On the one hand he was seriously pissed because the Epitaphs were a force to be reckoned with in Orlando, and Michael wasn’t the first of his friends who considered leaving town because of the gay bashing. But on the other hand, he could see why Clive would feel the way he did. Jealousy and pain were powerful emotions. It was the thought of his bright friend heading to Amish country, which made Marly focus on his anger instead of his compassion.


    You had no right,” he snarled, standing up and pacing the floor, flinging his arms about. “One of my best friends is heading out of town to live in the backwaters because of what your club members did to him and me. I have another friend dressing in business suits for fucks sake, because he doesn’t dare look gay. And believe me, if you knew Cat then you would know what a travesty that was. Your goon and his buddies were going to kill me in that alley. They had knives and knuckle busters and chains, and if I hadn’t been a shifter, then I would be dead. You have no right spreading that sort of hate simply because you’ve been hurt by one man. That’s just…”


    Marly trailed off because he couldn’t think of a suitable word, but when Clive said, “immature? Wrong? Petty minded? Stupid?” Marly couldn’t help his excited yell of “exactly!”


    “I know,” Clive said. “I don’t like the man I’ve become, and I don’t think Jules would have done either. Things will change, I can promise you that, and not only because of what you and Trent did in the compound today. Trent had to have known you were in danger by bringing you along, and yet he did it, I presume, out of loyalty to me.”


    “That and he didn’t trust leaving me on the side of the road,” Marly said wryly, plopping down on the couch beside Clive. “But look, I meant what I said earlier. Me and Trent, we’ll leave town. It’s what Trent wanted to do anyway, and I’ll, well, I’ll just go along with it too. That way there’s no hassle for you with other club members.”


    “Oh no,” Clive started to say, but all of a sudden the front door burst open and standing in the opening was a very pissed off Trent.


    “MINE!” He roared, advancing on Clive as though the man had a death wish he was happy to fill. Trent’s fists were clenched, his eyes were bulging and Marly could see the veins popping out of his muscles. Trent was fighting a shift, and he knew he had to act quickly. Clive might know about shifters, but if Trent became wolf there was no guarantee he wouldn’t eat his friend alive and enjoy every mouthful.


    “Cut it out Trent, right now,” Marly snarled, standing up and moving between Trent and Clive. Trent stopped and looked down at Marly in astonishment.


    “Take some deep breaths,” Marly said in a softer voice. “Get control of yourself. I’m here. I’m safe. It’s all good.”


    Trent stood for a moment, his chest heaving, his eyes fixed on Marly. When he had clearly gotten over his desire to shift, he reached out, his big hand tracing down Marly’s neck.


    “You’re hurt,” he said whined, so unlike his typical grumble.


    Marly had to stop and think for a moment. He’d totally forgotten that Jeff’s knife had nicked his neck. He tilted his neck so Trent could see the wound had already healed.


    “It’s gone. It was nothing.”


    “It killed me to see you with a knife at your throat,” Trent said, catching Marly up in his arms and burying his face in Marly’s neck. His conscience warring between knowing that Clive was watching on with bemused tolerance and Trent’s need for comfort, Marly stayed pliant in Trent’s arms, gently stroking his man’s shoulders as Trent licked up his neck, clearing away the dried blood, before he sniffed deep and then licked over Marly’s mating scar. Marly felt a delicious shiver run right through his body, and he knew that Trent would smell his arousal as his cock filled.


    “Want you,” Trent growled in his ear, his hot breath sending tingles to all the right places. As much as Marly wanted to give in, there was still the little matter of Clive sitting on their couch. But then Trent’s hard mouth hit his lips, and, well fuck. How was a man supposed to think about anything, with the kissing God plying his trade? Marly wrapped his arms around Trent’s neck, and stood on tip toes, so he could get closer, and more kisses. Definitely more mouth action.


    “Er, as hot as you two are together, do you think we can we talk for a moment, before you get too carried away,” Clive’s voice came from behind Marly.


    Trent lifted his head and growled.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Sixteen


    All Trent could feel was the warmth of Marly’s body, and the smell of his arousal. He desperately needed to be deep inside of his mate, the young mans’ body wrapped around his cock, giving them the connection that Trent craved more than life itself. He’d been gutted when Marly took off on the back of Clive’s bike although he totally understood the reason why. But having to deal with Stephanie and her not so subtle comments, which Trent prayed Marly hadn’t heard, instead of holding his mate close and checking to make sure he hadn’t sustained any injuries, was pushing him to the very limit of his control.


    “I can’t be at the club anymore, boss, surely you can see that,” he said, refusing to give up his hold on Marly, and glaring at Clive over his mate’s pretty blond head. Marly’s hair was still in a braid, although looking a little mussed and Trent found himself undoing the tie and combing through the long tresses with his fingers. He truly loved his mate’s hair.


    “Yeah, your friend and I have been talking about that,” Clive said with a grin. “Your mate has some spunk. You should be proud of him.”


    “I am,” Trent said without thinking and then Clive’s words caught up with him.


    “Mate?” He said, moving over to sit on the armchair, pulling Marly onto his lap. He took comfort from the warmth of Marly’s hand on his neck, and the feel of that tight little ass sitting over his cock. Marly wasn’t heavy but even his weight helped Trent breathe a little easier.


    “Clive knows what we are,” Marly said quietly. “Apparently he’s met shifters before, and for some reason he didn’t believe I’d had military training. Imagine that.”


    Trent took a moment to grin at his mate. Nobody would ever consider the idea that Marly had been in the armed forces, even if the man dressed in full uniform. He screamed twink from every moisturized pore in his body, and Trent loved that about his mate.


    “It must be your hair,” he said gravely, stroking the long silken mass down Marly’s back. “Most military men keep theirs short.”


    “You think?” Marly said laughing at him. “Clive said I was too short and too pretty to be a military man.” Trent growled at the idea that his boss would call his mate pretty, but Marly thumped him on the chest and his glare told Trent to get over his jealousy pretty quickly. Remembering what Marly had witnessed at the club with Stephanie, Trent calmed down a bit.


    “Yes, so after talking to your friend here, I’m thinking we can make him a club member. That way you won’t feel you have to leave,” Clive said.


    For tiny moment, Trent was sorely tempted, even as his mind screamed no. He did like his life with Clive and he had a couple of other good friends in the club- Levi and Saul. The money and the hours were good, and for a lone Alpha wolf like himself it was the closest he would ever get to a pack of his own.


    But he shook his head. “I can’t boss, even though I really appreciate the offer. This mating thing…even if I could overlook the initiation process, the constant slurs Marly would get for the way he looks, the fights and everything else, quite honestly I can’t keep my hands off him when we’re together. I won’t be put in a position where I have to deny what Marly means to me.”


    “I don’t want you to have to. The club culture needs to change,” Clive said. “Look, there are some selfish reasons why I want this to happen. Marly pointed out that the reasons I had for letting the gay bashing go on was wrong, and he was right. I don’t like it, and I should have stopped it well before now. Secondly, I like the way we work together, the deals and the money are really good. I trust you by my side, and I know you can handle any flack you two might get in the club until the others have gotten used to it. You could help change the culture of the club from the inside.”


    Trent thought hard. He knew Marly wanted to stay in Orlando, at least for a while longer. Marly wouldn’t have to work for the Epitaphs, he could keep his job and they could maybe look for a larger apartment for the pair of them. Then another sour thought hit his gut.


    “I don’t think I could handle Marly going through the initiation process,” he said.


    “What initiation process?” Marly lifted his head from Trent’s neck.


    “All new club members have to fuck or fight their way into the club,” Clive explained. “I couldn’t make an exception for you, no matter how much I might want to.”


    “Do I get to choose which one I want to do?” Marly said with a grin.


    “Women fuck, men fight,” Trent said firmly.


    “Yeah, but I kinda slip between the two don’t you think?” The smile on Marly’s face was precious and Trent couldn’t help but return it.


    “You’d have to fight,” he said.


    Marly shrugged. “It’s not as though I haven’t fought some of your men already, and won, I might add. I wouldn’t have to fight you, would I, because I couldn’t do that?” He said, looking at Trent.


    “No,” Clive said. “You would be presented to the club as a possible member. Up to six men would have the right to fight you and if you win four of those fights then you are in. But me and Trent don’t participate. You are not going for rank. You have to prove you can hold your own among the members.”


    “Individually or together?”


    “Individually,” Trent said, tilting Marly’s head up so he could look into his eyes. “Look, I don’t want you doing this. I know you can hold your own, and I know you can fight better than anyone else in the club except maybe me or Clive. But think about it Marly. The club has been homophobic for generations. I’m not worried about me, or my reputation, but even some of those women can be pretty nasty and you can’t hit them.”


    “I wouldn’t want to,” Marly huffed. “I’m not like that. I didn’t hit Stephanie today, did I? I take it that was that Stephanie who had her claws in you when I left?”


    “Yes, that was Stephanie, and she was pretty determined to get me into bed. She’s not a bad person, she just can’t stand being told no,” Trent said with a sigh, thinking of the words the two had shared.


    “What did you say to put her off this time?” Clive said with a grin.


    “I finally told her that this sweet little ass here,” Trent palmed Marly’s buttocks, “Was far better for my cock than any mink lined muff and she’d just have to accept that it wasn’t going to happen.”


    “Fuck, that was a ballsy thing to do,” Clive said. “Outing yourself to the biggest gossip of the club was like taking out a full page advert in the Orlando Sentinel.”


    “Yes, well, I didn’t think I was going back, did I?” Trent said. “I’m supposed to be taking my mate on a road trip, and I wasn’t planning on coming back. To the club I mean,” he added when he saw a frown cross Marly’s face.


    Clive stood up. “I’m not letting you go without a fight,” he said to Trent. “You’re the best Sergeant at Arms that the club has ever had. You’re the closest friend I have. I want Marly’s fighting skills with us, and I think once the guys get to know him, it will help change their viewpoints on being gay. Talk about it between yourselves and if you are keen, come into the club tonight at 8pm for the meeting and we will initiate Marly then. That way no one will know what is happening and they won’t have time to set up anything sneaky. Then after Marly’s been accepted, you can go on your road trip and this will all be waiting for you when you get back. Simple really.”


    Trent nodded but he didn’t walk Clive to the door. That would have meant putting Marly down, and he couldn’t do that. Not yet anyhow. His whole being was agitated, horny, and possessive – both human and wolf sides of him. Seeing Marly with a knife at his throat, had terrified Trent, and then watching as Marly left on the back of someone else’s bike, was the final nail in his sanity coffin. He needed Marly close, in his arms, where he was safe, and he desperately wanted anything to shut out the fear that he had gone through only an hour or so before. So no. Letting Marly go was not an option.


    As soon as Clive was out the door, Marly’s mouth was on his, and Trent groaned at the sensation and the fact that Marly seemed to need him just as much. When Marly was kissing him the club seemed nothing more than a distant, and decidedly unimportant memory. The man in his arms was fast becoming his whole world and if Trent had any regrets at all, it was that he didn’t realize that the day they met.


    The caresses started off slow and sensual, and Trent took pleasure in Marly’s taste, his body, his mouth, his tongue. Fuck it all, everything about the man was perfect and built for him alone. Trent could happily drown in his mate’s kisses and never complain about it for a second. As the pressure on his cock, from his jeans increased, Trent threaded his fingers through Marly’s hair, holding him tight by the scalp, so he could tilt his mate’s head and get a better angle, taking over the kiss, and showing without words, what he wanted. What he needed. What he craved.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Seventeen


    They didn’t make it to the bed. Hell, they didn’t even make it to the bedroom. There was a flurry of movement as Trent finally got his way and ripped the clothes from Marly’s body, and Marly couldn’t be bothered to raise a whimper at the loss. Wiggling, so that Marly could get Trent’s jeans undone and his cock free, took a bit of effort. Trent groaned long and loud when his hardened cock finally met the coolness of the air.


    Habit had Trent reaching for the lube, stuffed in the side of the armchair, but Marly snatched it off him. Coating Trent’s cock liberally with the stuff, he straddled Trent’s hips and seconds later he had Trent’s dick firmly encased his ass with the man’s balls slapping his ass cheeks. Marly moaned at that sensation. After the day he’d had, it was as if this connection with his mate was the only thing to make his world right again.


    “Fucking hell,” Trent groaned again, throwing his head back on the couch. “I just love how you do that.”


    “I must be losing my touch, you’re still talking.”


    Resting his hands on Trent’s shoulders, Marly proceeded to rise up and down, adding a squirm and a rotation with every down stroke. Trent’s grunts gave way to long moans, and the man tried to use his position on the couch to thrust upwards, but Marly held him down. He might be the bottom in this encounter, but his wolf demanded the control. Falling quickly into an established rhythm, Trent kept his hands on Marly’s hips, encouraging him to move faster, and harder and soon both men were pounding their way to the point of no return.


    Marly felt Trent grasp his cock, barely registering the added sensation through his lust filled haze. But it was the final piece of the orgasm equation for him, and when Trent gave his cock an expert twist just under the head, and tipped his fingernail into Marly’s slit, Marly lost it. Yelling his mate’s name so loud he was sure the neighbors would complain, Marly emptied his balls all over the shirt his mate hadn’t even bothered to take off.


    Seconds later, Marly felt Trent go rigid beneath him as his mate found his own release – a warmth coating his insides that made Marly tingle and spurt a bit more. Trent’s body went slack and Marly slumped against Trent’s chest with a satisfied moan. For a long moment, the two men came back to earth together, joined together by more than the spilt spunk and Trent’s hand on Marly’s hip.


    “Do you feel better now, mate of mine,” Marly said quietly when he could get his breath back. He softly petted Trent’s pecs through his muscle shirt, giving into his need to touch his man.


    Trent made some sort of rumbling noise and Marly chuckled the ripples of it tickled his cheek.


    “I’ll take that as a yes,” he said, nuzzling Trent’s neck. He could never get enough of the smell of chestnuts and dark chocolate and although Trent still carried traces the smells of the men he’d been fighting earlier, Marly was pleased that the overwhelming smell of perfume, that he had smelled when Trent walked in, was completely covered thanks to the sex they had shared and Marly’s own scent. His wolf had never been a fan of perfume or any other overdone scent.


    “Want to talk about the Epitaph’s?” Marly asked, wishing he hadn’t when Trent stiffened. Marly kept up his gentle stroking, slipping his hand under his mate’s shirt, and caressing the hot skin beneath. When he grazed one of Trent’s nipples, he felt it pebble beneath his touch. Noting that as something to explore at a later time, Marly kept petting, touching and soothing in his own silent way as he could almost hear his mate thinking.


    “I’ve been a lone wolf for just on fifty years,” Trent said, breaking the silence at last. “I lived with my home pack, in Portland Oregon, until I was forty eight years old. It was a good life. I was an enforcer for the pack, second only to the Alpha. I had a relationship of sorts, with another man, not my mate,” he added quickly when Marly failed to swallow the growl in his throat.


    “Sorry,” Marly said quickly, not wanting to stop his normally reticent mate from talking.


    “Things were different back then,” Trent continued and Marly wondered if the man realized he was stroking Marly’s hair. Not that he was complaining. “Homosexuality was considered a sin, in society and in my pack. Edward was a beta wolf and came from a big family. I was my parent’s only child, so as you can imagine they were always on at me to mate and produce pups. But I fancied myself in love with Edward and for years we would sneak off to spend time together, and I would fend off the women my parents found for me as politely as I could. It wasn’t ideal, but for two men in the early 1940s it was as good as it was going to get.”


    “So what happened to upset all that?” Marly said when Trent fell silent again.


    “Edward met his true mate – a female from a neighboring pack. I knew I had to be happy for him. You know how we all long to meet the person that Fate intended for us. But after all the time we spent together, and the love we shared, I truly believed he was gay. I couldn’t bear the thought of watching him with his woman. He was so open with her, so affectionate – all the things I wished he’d been with me, but he hadn’t been. I started making plans to leave the pack. Then I found out, through my Alpha, that my parents had arranged a mating for me, for when I turned fifty, with a young woman from the same pack as Edward’s mate. She was only sixteen at the time. That was the final straw for me and I left.”


    “Did you know your true mate was going to be a man?” Marly asked, thinking about how Trent had left him the day they met, and then again after he’d claimed him.


    “I definitely hoped so.” Trent laughed, and Marly felt a tiny piece of anxiety that he’d held onto since his mate came into his life, float away.


    “So where did you go?” Marly wanted to know the rest of the story. He could understand why Trent left his home, parents and this Edward that Trent claimed to have loved. Alpha wolves were far better suited to living as lone wolves than Marly had been. But why hadn’t Trent just gone to another pack?


    “I went a bit wild for a while,” Trent admitted. “I lived in wolf form for a couple of years, before deciding that I needed to carve a life out for myself. I had plenty of money, that wasn’t an issue, but I guess at the time, I needed to remind myself of the things that were important. Wolves live simply enough, and by the time I left my pack I had had enough of the politics and emotional manipulation that was there at the time.”


    Trent trailed off, and Marly sat quietly for a moment before he asked, “your parents.”


    “My parents, my Alpha, other pack members. Fuck it all, even Edward. I remember he came and talked to me before I left the pack, going on about how it was for the best, and how there was no reason for me to be alone just because he had found his mate. Fucking hypocrite had the cheek to tell me that he’d never been faithful anyway.”


    “And you had been,” Marly guessed, taking Trent’s silence as assent.


    “Yeah, well, I got over that pretty fast once I left the woods and headed back to civilization. You asked me once if I had lived as a gay man, and back in the sixties and seventies it was the perfect time to be gay. I joined a few leather clubs, tried every form of sex imaginable, with anyone who was available. I wasn’t willing to form a connection to anyone or anything because…”


    Because you didn’t want to get hurt again. Because you didn’t want anyone else having control over your life. Because you were afraid of being manipulated again. Marly was fairly sure all, or any of his thoughts would be the words his mate was looking for, but Trent didn’t say anything more, and after a long moment, Marly asked, “So why the Epitaph’s?”


    Trent shrugged. “I guess I got sick of not having a pack of some sort. I knew, once I had gotten bigger and stronger, that most wolf packs wouldn’t accept me. They would see me as a threat to their Alpha. Humans seemed to be an easier thing to deal with. They didn’t know about my wolf side. Clive and I became friends and I had to prove myself to get to where I am today. The only thing I had to give up was fucking men, and any hole in the dark would do at a pinch if I got horny enough.”


    Marly wasn’t sure why but he positively winced at Trent’s confession. Sure, now he understood why Trent didn’t claim him immediately, but the way his mate described his past just sounded so dark and bleak. Marly had enjoyed several human partners in the past. He was hardly a virgin but he at least tried to have a conversation with the person first, and was always open to second or third dates if they were offered.


    The only reason why Marly hadn’t even thought about going into a long term relationship with any of the humans he came across was because he had dreamed for years of finding his mate. Clive’s example of being in a relationship with a shifter for five years was a classic example of what could happen. Once a shifter found their mate, no one else would do because the pull to be with their fated one was so strong and absolute. Marly never wanted to put any human he could have been with through that type of heartache.


    But now his dream of having the loving mate he’d always dreamed of seemed about as realistic as creating fire in ice cream. Marly knew that Trent would never leave him, would never be unfaithful and that he would protect him, as far as he was able to, as much as he could. But the love that Marly had held out so much hope for wasn’t going to happen and Marly felt his wolf whine in his head at the thought.


    “Hey, where did you go?” Trent asked, gently stroking his hair.


    Pulling himself together, Marly smiled up at his mate. “So is there any chance the culture at the Epitaphs can be changed enough to accept us both, in theory at least?”


    “I don’t know little mate,” Trent said. “I guess we could go to the meeting and see what happens. I like my job there, and I know you want to stay at yours. But,” Trent warned, tugging Marly up so they were eye to eye.


    “If any one of them hurts you too badly, or they fail to accept us as a couple, then we are going to have to leave town permanently. Otherwise we will always have a target on our backs, and I am not going to have you in danger all of the time. Can you live with that?”


    Marly nodded and snuggled back into Trent’s arms, his mind racing overtime. How in the hell could he convince a gang of homophobic humans to accept that his relationship with Trent wasn’t a threat to them, so that Trent could hang onto the one pack he’d found who made him feel accepted? Because it was clear that his mate needed the Epitaphs, probably almost as much as Marly needed his mate.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Eighteen


    Trent pulled out his phone, looking at the name on the screen. Levi. One of the two other men he would class as close friends at the Epitaphs. Lifting his head to check that Marly was still in the shower, Trent swiped the screen and accepted the call.


    “Trent, you old homo, why didn’t you tell me?” Levi’s cheery voice came across the line, and Trent breathed a sigh of relief.


    “Wasn’t anything to tell you up until a few weeks ago. I would have told you before I left the club.” Okay, that was a lie, but Levi wouldn’t know that.


    “Shit, it’s that serious, with this bloke I mean?”


    “As a bullet to the brain,” Trent agreed, struggling to find the words to explain to a human what Marly meant to him.


    “And you and this fella of yours are coming to the meeting tonight?”


    Trent frowned at the phone. Clive had said he wasn’t going to tell anyone that he and Marly were even coming, so that Marly got as good a chance as anyone in the upcoming fights.


    “How’d you know about that?”


    “Relax, Sarge,” Levi’s voice sounded light and easy, and Trent couldn’t get a hint of any deceit, but a wolf shifter’s senses couldn’t work over the phone. “Clive called me and Saul and told us what was going on. The club is all in a buzz over Stephanie’s gossip and Clive thought you and your new bloke could use a bit of back up. Him having to be impartial and all.”


    That did make sense. As President, Clive couldn’t show Trent or Marly any favoritism or it could cause dissent with the others.


    “So what’s the buzz?”


    Levi laughed. “The normal, you know. That fuckwit Bob is going around telling anyone who’d listen that was why you gave him a hiding, because you were protecting your pretty boy. You are going to have to watch him because he’s got a real hard on for your friend. Steph feels vindicated because apparently the only reason you wouldn’t go with her is because you’re gay. There’s a couple of guys you might want to watch for a bit, but the general word is you’re too big to mess with, and they don’t care who you have in your bed.”


    Trent was stunned, and he realized that had happened a lot since he’d met Marly. But maybe Clive was right, and times were changing. For the first time Trent let himself feel a sliver of hope that he could have his mate and his club too.


    “So anyway big fella, you want to meet me and Saul at the old firehouse in about thirty minutes, and we’ll ride in with you?”


    “Yeah, thanks,” Trent managed to say, as he clicked off the call. He looked up to see Marly watching him from the bedroom door. Clearly going for the conservative look, Marly just had on a black muscle shirt, and a black pair of tight jeans with his boots. He was carrying the leather jacket that Trent had bought him over his arm. His long blond hair was the only contrast to the dark look – something Trent found incredibly sexy.


    “Not going for pink tonight, lover,” he teased.


    “Thought about it, but didn’t want to shock the Epitaphs with my wicked fashion sense to soon,” Marly said coming into the room. Trent noticed a leather strap and a soft brush in his hand, and guessed that his mate wanted help braiding his hair. He waved his hand indicating he wanted Marly to hand the items over, which Marly did, turning and sitting on the floor so that Trent could get to his hair.


    Working quickly and silently, Trent plaited Marly’s hair, securing it with the black leather tie that Marly had given him. Marly smiled his thanks but didn’t say anything, simply leaning into Trent’s leg for a long minute.


    “Nervous little mate?”


    “No,” Marly scoffed. “I mean I’m off to fight six men just so that I can join a motorcycle gang, who do all sorts of illegal activities, just so that my mate and I can stay in town. My mother would be so proud if she knew.”


    “Only gun running and protection services,” Trent said. “We don’t do drugs, prostitutes or anything like that, so it’s not strictly illegal.”


    “Oh yes,” Marly quipped. “And all the guns come with receipts and a money back guarantee, right?”


    “You know they don’t,” Trent grinned at him as he tugged Marly towards the door. “But then there wouldn’t be as much money in it for me, if there were.”


    “Yeah, because receipt books are so damned expensive.”


    Trent was still laughing when he got on the bike.


    /~/~/~/~/


    Marly wasn’t sure why Trent pulled his bike up at the old fire station just on the outskirts of town, but his nerves weren’t helped any by the sight of two larger men both leaning against their bikes, their Epitaph patches just visible on their backs.


    “They’re friends, here to show support,” Trent said quietly as he turned his bike off.


    Are you sure about that, Marly thought as he took in the two men who had come forward and were greeting Trent warmly. Both men were around six foot two, and had short dark hair, a lot like Trent’s. But that’s where the similarity ended.


    “So this is the man that caused you to jump over to the dark side,” one of the men said, giving Marly a once over. “Got to say, for a mouth like that, I’d be tempted.”


    Trent’s growl appeased Marly slightly, but not much. “You’re assuming I’d be interested,” he said with a sly grin. “Gay men have standards too, you know.”


    To his relief, the man laughed, and Trent thumped his friend on the arm.


    “Keep it in your pants, Levi,” Trent said. “Marly’s mine, no sharing, so hands off.”


    “Fuck, exclusive already,” the other man said. “I thought this had only been going on a few weeks, or have you been holding out on us more than we thought.”


    Marly could feel Trent’s uneasiness and attributed it to the implication that his mate had been deceitful. He rested his hand on the small of Trent’s back and smirked at Levi and the other man.


    “Trent has standards too, and lucky me, I met them. Why look elsewhere when you’ve got the best,” he said cheekily. As expected the men all laughed, and Marly breathed a little easier.


    “I’m Saul, by the way,” said the non-Levi person, sticking out his hand. Like Levi, Saul looked him up and down, but Marly didn’t get the impression the man wanted a blow job.


    “You’re supposed to be fighting tonight, for club membership. How’s that going to work? You look like a stiff wind would blow you away.”


    Holding back a snarl, because these men were his mate’s friends after all, Marly stepped away from Trent and raised both his hands in the universal “bring it” gesture. Looking at Trent, Saul backed away. “Na man, if I bruise that pretty face, Sarge will kill me.”


    “You’re assuming you’ll get that close.”


    “Go on, Saul,” Trent said. “My man’s offering you a free go. I’m just going to watch.”


    Marly caught a muttering of something along the lines of being cocky, but he was too intent on watching Saul’s body language to pay his babbling much attention. Saul wasn’t as big as Trent, but his muscles were defined, in comparison to Levi who had the build of a teddy bear. Saul’s fists were clenched at his side, but Marly noted the instant his right arm muscle tensed. As Saul swung, Marly ducked, punching Saul hard in the stomach before dancing away.


    Three more times Saul swung, and Marly ducked and got one in of his own – kidney, stomach again and the final time he kicked Saul in the back of the legs, causing him to stumble and fall. “I can see why you might get somewhere,” Saul gasped out, as he leaned over, resting his hands on his knees while he tried to catch his breath. “You won’t fucking stand still.”


    Marly was so focused on Saul that he didn’t hear Levi until the man had grabbed him around his chest from behind. The man might be built like a teddy bear but he had a lot of strength in his arms. As Saul came forward to take advantage of Marly’s predicament, Marly kicked up with both legs, wrapping them around Saul’s neck. The momentum from his jump caused Levi’s arms to shift closer to his neck, and he grabbed both arms for leverage dragging them down, while twisting his hips and taking Saul to the ground. As soon as Saul started to fall, Marly swung his legs back, hooking them around Levi’s back, his body weight pulling Levi forward. Using Levi’s arms against him, Marly executed the perfect roll off Levi’s arms, kicking the man on the side of his head as he went over, and landing on his feet. He turned and stood, arms loose, feet apart, watching Saul and Levi who hadn’t moved. The stunned mirrored expressions would have been funny, if Marly wasn’t still nervous about going to the club.


    “Come on precious,” Trent said from behind him. “I think they’ve got the point. Let’s go get this meeting over and done with. Can I count on your support?” He added, looking over at Saul and Levi.


    “Yeah man. Always,” Levi said coming over and punching Trent on the arm and putting his hand on Marly’s head. “Let’s get precious to the party. This will be fun.”


    Marly growled, not because he objected to being called precious, but he rather liked the fact that Trent used it on him occasionally. It wasn’t as though his lug of a mate was very handy with terms of endearment and precious was better than princess – something that Trent had called him once when he complained bitterly about a ripped seam in his shirt. Trent never called him that again after the tongue lashing Marly had given him and his mate had replaced the shirt.


    He was still sulking when they arrived at the Epitaph’s clubrooms. It was better than being nervous.


    


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Nineteen


    For the first time since he’d joined, Trent felt uneasy as he, Levi and Saul all rode their bikes into the compound. He couldn’t get it out of his head that when he’d left his home pack, there had been so much shit piled on his head, because of who he loved. He had stayed in wolf form for so long just so he wouldn’t have to talk to anyone.


    He also knew that he hadn’t been the best mate to Marly. Sure they got on around the little apartment that Marly called home, and the sex was amazing. But Trent was aware that a big reason why he’d spent so much time at the club, apart from sorting out deals for the latest shipment they’d gotten from Razor, was so that he didn’t have to make excuses for not taking Marly out. Yes, he had lived as a gay man before he joined the Epitaphs, but he hadn’t dated, and had hung out in a predominantly gay crowd. Discrimination wasn’t something he had faced head on before.


    Then there was the fact that Marly was going to have to fight up to six men in the club. Men that Trent had been with for years. Usually when a prospect was invited to fight their way into the club, they had been hanging around on the fringes for months or even years before. They formed alliances, they made friends, and it made the whole process more of a formality than anything else.


    Marly hadn’t had that opportunity, and while Trent didn’t want his mate involved in the inner workings of the club, if it had been possible for him to have at least made some contacts with the other members, then the men who opted to fight him might have gone easy on him. As it was, with his blond good looks, and his cocky attitude, the Epitaph’s were going to want to take Marly apart. Or try to.


    Trent could feel his wolf riding the surface as he strode into the club with Marly at his side. He was looking for a reason to punch something or someone, he wasn’t fussy. It didn’t help when the room full of club members went silent as the four men walked in. Trent didn’t think he had ever felt so self-conscious in his life and he struggled not to go red in the face. Damn it. He’d lived and played with these people for ten years. If that didn’t count for something then he and Marly both were better off in another town, in another place, where they could be a pack of two.


    “Trent, Marly, great to see you. I was worried you wouldn’t come,” Clive said with a half-smile on his face. Grateful for someone to focus on, Trent moved through the crowd to stand by Clive’s side, the way he had hundreds of times before. He could hear whispered comments about Marly as the man moved with him, but he ignored them all and prayed Marly was doing the same. Clive shook his hand, and then did the same to Marly, which Trent knew was a huge commitment in the eyes of the club.


    “Okay,” Clive yelled across the room getting everyone’s attention. “Now we are all here, we can begin. First up. Thanks to Sarge’s hard efforts over the past few weeks the club coffers are looking healthy. All of you still in the club at the end of the night will be receiving your bonuses as accorded to your position. You can all thank him later.”


    A cheer went up around the room, and Trent wondered if he was the only one who had cottoned onto Clive’s cryptic comment.


    “Second, and you’d all better listen carefully to this,” Clive continued. “As some of you know already, Trent has found his permanent partner and has offered to leave the club. However, because Sarge makes so much money for this club, and because of what he and his partner did the other day against the Black Skulls I personally vetoed his decision and asked Marly if he’d be prepared to fight his way into club membership.”


    “But Boss, pretty boy hasn’t done his time as a prospect. He hasn’t earned the right to fight his way in,” someone yelled out, and Trent’s eyes scanned the room looking to see who it was. It was one of the prospects who had been with Bob when Marly was attacked the second time.


    Clive knew who it was too and his face twisted into a snarl. “Pretty Boy, as you call him, kept his mouth shut about the Epitaph’s being responsible for the attack on him and his friend. Then he encouraged Sarge to come back here when we were under attack, even though Sarge had already quit. He fought just as readily as any of you, and he took out the leader of the Black Skulls. Something you weren’t around for Digby, despite being phoned in. If I say he has the right to fight for membership, then he has the fucking right to fight.”


    Digby should have paid attention to the warning tone in Clive’s voice, but it seemed he was thick because he didn’t shut up. “Well if I fight him, then does that give me membership?”


    “You can’t fight him. You’re a prospect and likely to stay one for quite a while,” Clive said. “However, after Marly has been made a member, you can fight Sarge here, and if you win, then you can have membership. If you lose then you’re out of this club for good. Now maybe you’ll shut up when I’m talking.”


    Digby shut up and in fact looked a little green around the gills. Trent didn’t have a problem fighting the man. Hell, he longed for the opportunity to scrag someone and Digby would do just fine as an appetizer. He felt Marly smother a chuckle beside him, and his tension eased that his mate could find something amusing in what was a tense situation.


    “One last thing, before we get the fights underway. I already know Marly will win,” Clive said. “He’s proved his worth and I am going through this farce of a formality because it’s club rules and because you all need to see that a gay man isn’t weak. But I promise you this. When Marly is a member, he will be treated with the same fucking respect I expect out of all of you. And while we’re on the subject of respect, all random bashings, of gays, blacks or anyone else you don’t like, will stop immediately.”


    Clive looked around as if to gage the emotion in the room and Trent did the same. Most of the men, and the few women present, were quiet and they showed no animosity on their faces.


    “This club,” Clive said in a quieter tone. “It’s been my fucking life for more than twenty years, and I’ve been President for ten of those years. I’ve let things slide, but no more. Our deals are getting bigger, our security jobs more frequent and the money we make is increasing all the time. I am not going to allow the shit opinions of a few haters to bring the law down on this club, or cause a rift in this town. We’ve got things real good here. And I promise each and every one of you that if any of you goes against what I have said here this evening then I will beat you out of this club myself. Is that clear?”


    A muted chorus of “yes Boss,” waved around the room and while Clive didn’t look satisfied, Trent could see that they would both have to accept the situation the way it was for now.


    “Right then,” Clive said, with a smile this time. “Now it’s time for Marly to fight for club membership. Marly can you step forward and point out the men you have already fought with and bested? No point in doing them twice and their total will go towards your membership even though it wasn’t a sanctioned fight.”


    Trent could see what Clive was doing. The way things were looking, Marly wouldn’t have to fight at all because of the attack on him in the alley. Marly stepped forward and pointed out Bob, Digby, another prospect Thompson, Morgan and Jones who both still had casts on their legs, and three others, one of whom was a prospect as well.


    “Awesome, so you’ve already beaten five members, and three prospects. So under club rules you only have to get the better of one other member, and you’re in.” Clive seemed happy and Trent felt a bit easier. He figured he could keep his wolf under control long enough for Marly to fight one other person, no matter who it was in the club.


    “Er, actually Boss, Pretty Boy here has already done that too,” Saul spoke up from the edge of the room. “Me and Levi had a quick rumble with him before we came here. I’ll vouch he bested me. I couldn’t lay a hand on him till Levi grabbed him from behind and even then he got out of it, and put both of us down.”


    Clive looked at Trent. “You let Saul and Levi have a go at your partner?”


    “It was more of a getting to know you type of spat,” Marly said. “Nothing serious so if you still need me to fight someone, then I would pick…” he broke off and searched the room and then grinned. “I’d pick my mate Bob. He went down like a pussy last time. I’m sure he could do better in front of his club mates.”


    “What about it Bob,” Clive yelled out. “Want another go at Pretty Boy?”


    “Na, I’m good,” Bob said rubbing his jaw. “Don’t got nothing to prove to him.”


    Clive shrugged then smiled at Marly. “It’s official then. Consider yourself a member of the Epitaph’s.”


    ‘That’s it?” Marly said, his big blue eyes tracking Clive and Trent. Trent felt all of the tension leave his body. He didn’t have to leave the club. Marly didn’t have to fight. Most of the club members seemed okay with the situation for now, although whether that stayed the same when they’d had a few drinks remained to be seen. Marly even seemed to have picked up his own nickname.


    “That’s it,” Trent said, grinning for the first time since he walked into the clubrooms.


    “Great,” and Marly smiled back. “So can I get a drink? All this standing around chatting makes me parched.”


    Still sporting a stupid grin on his face, Trent led Marly over to the bar, getting them both a beer. Marly wrinkled his cute little nose as he took his first sniff of the beer and Trent remembered his man was more of a cocktails type of drinker.


    “No frou-frou stuff here,” he muttered quietly.


    “No, just dog’s piss. Lord, the things I do for you,” Marly snapped back just loud enough for Trent to hear.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty


    A month later


    Marly forced a smile on his face when Cat walked into Cody’s Corner at the end of his shift. He was feeling edgy, moody and he knew there was something wrong in his mating with Trent but he couldn’t put his finger on it. Trent had been as attentive as ever, even though they didn’t get to go on their trip together. Trent was too busy with the Epitaphs. They had started running together in wolf form once a week, something Marly adored. Trent’s huge black wolf form was gorgeous, and surprisingly playful and Marly came to love their time together in that way. Trent even took him on the rides that the Epitaph’s went on every so often. He still cooked, they shared chores and the sex was wickedly hot.


    One of the biggest problems, that Marly could see, was that Trent never wanted to go anywhere else with him. Sure, Trent invited him to the Epitaph’s nearly all the time, especially when he was working late. Marly never felt one hundred percent comfortable there, but he was accepted by most of the men, and all of the women, and the few slurs he did hear, he just ignored.


    But when Marly invited him to go to lunch, or dinner, or if he suggested that they go to a nightclub or bar, Trent always had an excuse. He was tired, he was busy, or he just started kissing Marly like his life depended on it, and Marly forgot what he was trying to ask. Marly thought that Trent had gotten over his whole not keen on being an out gay man issue, especially after what happened at the Epitaphs. However, further thinking had Marly realizing that while Trent was friendly with him at the MC, he was never affectionate and apart from when Marly was on the back of the bike, Trent never touched him outside of the apartment.


    Marly could live with the club situation. The Epitaphs were a bunch of basically straight, hard men, who lived by a certain code and who probably only tolerated Marly, because Trent was too big to fight. One growl from his mate, when someone made an inappropriate comment, and most of the club members backed off. So no, Marly wasn’t unreasonable enough to think Trent would express affection there. But fuck it all, there were other places. His wretched mate hadn’t even taken him on a date.


    “Marly sweetheart, you are not your usual happy self. Trouble in paradise?” Cat crooned as he and Marly hugged and shared air kisses. Marly raised a flat palm and wiggled it. He didn’t want to talk about his problems at work.


    “So what’s the plan? Is your hunk joining us tonight?”


    “I wouldn’t think so,” Marly said as he closed down the till and the two men headed to the door. “I haven’t told him I’m going out yet.”


    “Oh, it’s not like you to be so naughty.” Cat grinned. “Are you going to tell him?”


    “Of course,” Marly smiled back as he held up his phone. “That’s what these were invented for.” Tapping quickly he showed the text message to Cat.


    Felt like being my true self for a change. Heading out for dinner and then a club with friends. See you at home. Later.


    Cat raised an eyebrow. “Home? You two live together?”


    “Yes, my friend, we do,” Marly said as he tucked his arm in Cat’s and they started walking towards their favorite restaurant.


    “Okay,” Cat said. “Well you’d better tell me all about it over dinner.”


    Two hours later the men were feeling no pain. They had a gorgeous dinner, where Marly filled Cat in on his relationship with Trent – well, the human friendly version.


    “Oh man, that’s like insta-love or something, like you read in those books you can’t stop reading.” Cat laughed and Marly was quick to put the man straight.


    “Not love,” he corrected. “More like intense like, lust and a dash of friendship.”


    “You’re in love with him,” Cat said. “Don’t deny it. You’re in love with a biker.”


    Marly shrugged. That was part of the problem he couldn’t share with his best friend. Yes, he was in love with Trent, but if the man couldn’t even be bothered to go out with him, wouldn’t be seen with a twink in public, then Marly had to wonder just how successful their very long term relationship would ever be.


    “I’m not going to deny it,” he said, before tipping his head back and draining his drink. “But the feelings aren’t mutual. Now are we going clubbing or what?”


    “Definitely clubbing.”


    /~/~/~/~/


    Trent had been busy in Clive’s office, making calls, setting up meetings and generally trying to keep busy since he had gotten Marly’s text a few hours before. When he’d first got it he was absolutely furious. It wasn’t as though he’d never been to a gay club before and although he knew Marly wouldn’t cheat on him, the fact that his mate would be all dressed up looking positively fuckable, was enough to make his wolf howl.


    After the initial anger seeped away, Trent realized it was covering a layer of hurt. For the first time Marly hadn’t asked him to come and find him, or go with him. He said he was going with his friends and clearly Trent wasn’t included under that umbrella.


    “It’s not like you to still be here.” Clive’s voice came from the office door and Trent looked up to see his friend standing there with a bottle of whiskey and two glasses.


    “Marly’s out tonight,” he said.


    “Hmmm, and you didn’t go with. Interesting.” Clive closed the office door, and came over to the desk, setting down the two glasses and half filling them both with whiskey. Then he settled himself in one of the chairs on the other side of the desk and raised his glass at Trent in salute.


    Raising his glass in return, Trent downed the contents in one large swallow, reaching for the bottle to pour himself another.


    “Not that interesting. Marly said he needed to be ‘himself’ tonight.” Trent couldn’t believe he did the air quote thing, but he did it anyway.


    “I presume that means he’s going out as a gay man, with gay friends, to a gay club to have fun with other gay people.”


    “Well he’s hardly going to a hen party,” Trent snapped.


    “So what’s got your leathers in a twist? The fact that he went, the fact that he didn’t include you, or the fact that you know you’re behaving like a coward and haven’t taken your mate out since you met him.”


    “I danced with him at Glitters,” Trent said and then realized that no, he didn’t. On that night in question, Marly had got upset with him, and had gone home. He was starting to realize that his astute friend was possibly, maybe, almost definitely right about option three.


    “Oh, well, that makes it all right then, doesn’t it? And of course the fact that you touch me more than you touch him when he comes here, isn’t an issue either. The fact that I know he’s invited you for lunch a dozen times and you’ve always told him you were too busy, isn’t contributing to your problem. The fact that you haven’t taken him out to dinner, don’t go shopping with him for groceries, or in fact…”


    “You’ve got too many fucking facts,” Trent snarled. “I know, I am being a lousy mate, okay, and Marly deserves better.”


    “Then why are you being like this? ‘Cos it seems to me, that sooner or later, Marly’s going to stop coming here, and start hanging with his friends a lot more, if you don’t step up to the plate. And I like the little guy. He’s fun to be around.”


    “I know he is,” Trent said, before throwing back another shot of whiskey. “But you see how he looks. He couldn’t be gayer if he wore a neon sign around his neck.”


    “He dresses fairly conservatively when he comes here,” Clive said.


    “When he comes here,” Trent agreed. “But when he’s at work, or out on the town, then he tend to be a lot more colorful. His closet has got every color of the rainbow in it.”


    “So he’s colorful, a little flamboyant, pretty, and built for a small guy. I’m still not seeing the problem. You’re not ashamed of him are you?”


    “Fuck no,” Trent roared.


    Sipping his whiskey, Clive sat silently, staring at Trent so hard Trent didn’t know where to look.


    “I’m not ashamed of him, it’s just what if he wants to hold hands, or kiss me or something while we’re out somewhere?” Trent said at last.


    “You guys are mates, I presume he probably would want to. I’m still not seeing the problem. You’re a big thug, no one is going to be stupid enough to give you any grief and you can’t tell me you wouldn’t be all handsy on him in public either. You would be, if you could just get your head out of your ass and stop worrying about how it might look, or what people might say.”


    Did he really worry about such stupid things? Trent thought about it as he contemplated the whiskey in his glass. He thought about Marly’s laugh, his gorgeously pretty face, his stunning body, and perhaps more importantly, how much Marly had tried to fit in with Trent’s lifestyle. Yet apart from acknowledging Marly at the club, Trent had done nothing to fit in with his mate. The worst part of it was, that Trent missed his mate. Missed being with him, holding him and doing those little daily things that made a relationship so much more fun. How on earth could he tell the man he loved him, if he hadn’t even taken him on a date?


    Putting down his glass, he grinned at Clive and said, “Fancy going clubbing?”


    “Yeah, why not,” Clive said. “But…er…in the interests of keeping ourselves out of trouble, let’s leave the patches here. It’s going to be a while until the public opinion of us has changed for the better and we want the bouncers to let us in.”


    


    


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty One


    “So two big biker dudes go into a gay bar,” Cat said.


    Marly groaned. “Don’t even joke about it Cat, it’s not funny.”


    “I wasn’t joking,” Cat insisted. “There’s two big biker dudes at the door and one of them is looking our way. Someone you know?”


    Marly risked a quick look over his shoulder and just as quickly looked away. “Fuck, that’s Trent and Clive. What the fuck are they doing here? Let’s get on the dance floor quick, otherwise Trent might go all caveman on me and drag me out by my hair.”


    “Oho, sounds like fun,” Cat said, slipping out of the booth and following Marly onto the dance floor. Seconds later they were swallowed up by a tide of wriggling male flesh. But Marly couldn’t relax. Now he knew his mate was near, the man he loved, his body responded and all his wolf wanted was to drag his skinny ass over to the Alpha and hump his leg.


    Seconds later he got half of his wish, as two hands grabbed him and a cock he knew intimately was ground against his leather pants.


    “Having fun, little wolf,” Trent growled in his ear. Marly’s first instinct was to pull away. He knew that Trent didn’t like touching him in public, but if anything the hands that were holding him tightened and Marly half turned his body and met the lust glittering in his mate’s eyes. Lust was something he knew how to work with and he ground his ass back against the ridge threatening Trent’s jeans.


    “I am now,” he said honestly raising his hand and arching it around his Trent’s neck. His mate just growled and held him tighter, the two men dancing together as one body. Marly closed his eyes, knowing that Trent would keep him safe, and gave himself over to the feelings that swamped his body. Lust, was a given, but there was so much more between the two men than that. This was what Marly had craved. Spending time with his mate outside of their apartment, or the Epitaph’s compound.


    They danced together, lost in each other and the music, for what seemed like hours, but was probably only about thirty minutes. As a song ended, Trent tugged Marly towards the bar, looking for a drink. Forced out of his mate stupor, Marly looked around for Cat and saw him in their booth with Clive. The two men looked very cozy and Marly smiled. Clive might not be what Cat normally went for, but the change might do his friend some good. He nudged Trent to get his attention and tipped his head towards the scene.


    “Is Clive planning another walk on the wild side?”


    Trent glanced over and grinned. “Don’t know if it’s permanent, but Clive seems pretty keen. Let’s go join them and see if we can’t help things along.”


    “They look like they’re doing fine on their own,” Marly muttered as he followed his mate’s built body through the crowds to the booth.


    /~/~/~/~/


    It was late by the time Trent got the door open on their apartment, and while he wanted nothing more than to bury himself balls deep in his teasing mate, he also knew he had to have a talk to the man first. All four men had enjoyed a good time at the club, and seeing Clive with Cat, a man he had only just met, reinforced in Trent that he had not been fair on his mate. Clive had slipped easily into being affectionate and flirty with the smaller man, and Cat had lapped up the attention. Trent had done Marly a disservice by ignoring that side of things and he had to man up and own up to it. So when Marly headed automatically to the bedroom, Trent stopped him and dragged him to the couch instead.


    Not that the couch was any better, they’d had sex on there a dozen times in the last month. Trent stopped Marly from crawling all over him, saying more gruffly than he meant to, “cut that out, I need to talk to you.”


    Trent winced at the hurt look on his mate’s face, not to mention the hunched posture and the way Marly seemed to curl in on himself. If he had been the true mate Marly deserved, then Marly wouldn’t have to wonder if anything rude, or hurtful was going to come out of his mouth. For the first time since they met, Trent realized his standoffishness had seriously hurt his mate, and the trust the man had in him and their relationship. He had to rectify that.


    “I wanted to tell you I’m sorry,” he started slowly, still not sure what he wanted to say, but knowing he had to say something.


    “What on earth for?”


    “For not being a proper mate. For not spending time with you like I should have been. For making excuses when you wanted to have lunch with me, or wanted to go out for dinner or to a club. For not doing the groceries with you, and making you keep a hands-off policy at the Epitaphs. For basically treating you like I was ashamed of you, when I definitely wasn’t. Aren’t.”


    Marly shrugged, and then he said, “I knew what you were doing. I’m not stupid. You don’t want to be seen out with me. Not much I can do about that. I dress down when I go to the biker’s club, I tie my hair back. I keep my smart-ass comments to myself. I do what I can to make sure you’re not uncomfortable with me.”


    “See, you shouldn’t have to do that,” Trent said, pulling Marly onto his lap. “The Fates brought us together. You are perfect for me in every way. But I’ve made you feel like there’s something wrong with you, and there isn’t. The problem is in me, not you.”


    “Oh. My. God. The old, not you it’s me, crap. Then why am I the one who’s made to feel like shit?” Praise the Fates, Trent thought that Marly looked adorably sexy sitting on his lap with his face in a snarl and his arms crossed over his chest. Marly was beautiful in so many ways, and yet when he was angry about something, it touched a chord in Trent that no-one had ever touched before.


    “That’s why I’m sorry,” Trent explained. “Because I was the one behaving like a shit, and you were the one who was feeling like it. It’s my fault, and I am not even sure I can explain why I behaved that way. Maybe it’s because I’m old fashioned, maybe because of what happened when I thought I was in love before…”


    “You think you love me now?” There was no way Marly could hide the shock in his voice.


    “Yes. At least I don’t think I do, I know I do.”


    “You love me and yet you can’t take me out to lunch or for dinner. You don’t want to hug me in public, unless we’re at a gay club and you don’t go there by choice. The only two times you’ve been to Glitters is because I went there without you. I don’t expect you to make out with me on Main Street, but you don’t even want to be seen with me.”


    Trent knew Marly was upset when the man slipped off of his lap, and started pacing the floor. When his little mate got agitated it was like he got too much energy for his body, and while Trent knew of the perfect way to dispel some of that energy, he had to follow through on his conversation first. He had to get Marly to understand that he was going to change.


    “That was wrong of me,” Trent agreed, staying put on the couch. He figured if he tried to touch Marly in any way, the man would probably hit him.


    “And that makes it all right? Just telling me you’re sorry and that you love me and shit? How can you love someone who you don’t even want to be seen out with?


    Marly stalked over to the couch and stood right in front of Trent, his chest heaving and his ass looking positively delectable in a pair of black leather pants. Surreptitiously pinching himself, so he wouldn’t get distracted by how those pants looked like they were painted on, Trent forced himself to pay attention to what his mate was saying.


    “…Six weeks we’ve been together. Six fucking weeks. I never asked you to claim me. In fact I told you not to. But no. You, with all your Alpha ignorance decided to bite me anyway, bonding us together, and then you won’t even take me out for lunch!”


    “I can understand why you’re upset,” Trent offered.


    “No you can’t!” Marly was really on a roll now and in a way Trent was glad because he deserved everything his mate had to say.


    “Do you know what it’s like to love someone who doesn’t love you back? Who doesn’t visit your workplace? Who won’t even touch me unless we’re at home or on the back of the bike? I am a fucking wolf shifter. I thrive on touch. I need it. I crave it and now that we are bonded, the only one I want touching me is you.”


    “And what do I get?” Marly had gone back to pacing again. “What do I get? A mate who makes excuses not to be with me. A mate who doesn’t touch me if we’re not at home. A five minute fuck once a day, doesn’t cut it, Trent and you know it.”


    “I last longer than five minutes,” Trent said, feeling slightly insulted.


    “In the scheme of things it feels like five minutes,” Marly yelled. “You’re a wolf shifter too – can’t you understand what I’m saying. I want to be with you every single minute of every day. I know that’s not practical and I am trying to be realistic. But when we mated and came out to the Epitaphs I thought you would at least come and see me at lunch sometimes, or fucking give me a hug hello when I came to the club. But I get nothing like that from you, nothing, and it fucking hurts.”


    Marly’s voice broke at the end, and Trent could see the tears in those lovely blue eyes. Without second guessing himself, he stood up and gathered Marly close into his chest. He felt close to tears himself. After all that his mate had been through, with his own home pack, and then forging a life for himself in the city, Marly had been so strong. And what had he done? The Alpha who was never meant to hurt his Omega, had brought the man to tears. By being a thoughtless, selfish, jerk.


    “Hush, precious,” he said softly, stroking Marly’s hair. “I know saying sorry doesn’t take away the hurt, but please believe me, things will change. I will change.”


    “I think you should grow your hair out longer.” Marly’s voice was muffled because the man’s face was still stuck firmly against Trent’s chest and for a moment, Trent thought he had misheard.


    “Why’s that little mate? I thought you liked the way I look?”


    “I do, I do,” Marly sounded certain enough. “But I think, with your hair all short and military like, that it’s made you more human, and that’s not helping you remember your wolf or your instincts on how to deal with a mate.”


    Thinking about it, Trent could see where Marly was making sense. He’d cut his hair short, back when he had returned to human form after leaving his pack, and he hadn’t had longer hair anytime since. Long hair was common among wolf shifters – it was almost a way of keeping touch with the wolf side, even when in human form.


    Snorting, Trent said, “You know, after spending two years in wolf form you’d think I’d have a better handle on my instincts.”


    “That was a long time ago, old man,” Marly reminded him quietly. “I think you’ve lost touch since then. No wolf shifter I have ever known, would make excuses to stay away from their mate, no matter what the situation.”


    Damn that pang of guilt in his gut again, it really didn’t make Trent feel good at all. But Trent knew that Marly wasn’t trying to rub salt in a wound, or anything like that. He was stating a fact, albeit a bit calmer than the first time he’d mentioned it, but making a point all the same.


    “It won’t happen again,” Trent promised. “Believe me, I miss you through the day, and if I had my way, you would quit your job, and spend time with me instead.”


    This time it was Marly’s time to snort. “Not going to happen just yet, mate. As much as I’m tempted, at the moment I need my friends to keep me sane. I might not like them touching me, but they don’t have a problem with coming to lunch if I ask.”


    Tilting Marly’s head up, Trent was pleased to see that those lovely eyes were free from tears, even if a little red rimmed. “You won’t be lonely anymore. I give you my word.” Marly nodded, his eyes serious, and Trent could see Marly was fighting to trust in his mate, which was totally understandable. But then Marly offered up his lips for a kiss, and Trent took the offer gratefully, understanding that now it was up to him to prove himself.


    When Trent came up for air some time later, he said, “I meant what I said. I do love you and I always will.”


    Marly looked at Trent for a long time, studying his face. Then he nodded again. “I love you too,” he said quietly. “Don’t ever doubt that. I’d just like to love you more.”


    “You will,” Trent vowed, bending his head again. He would prove to his little mate that he was a man of his word, and that he could be the man and wolf, that his mate deserved. Kisses were a good place to start.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Epilogue


    Marly smiled as he heard the unmistakable sound of Harley motorcycles fill the air, and then come to a stop outside of Cody’s Corner. Trent had dropped him off at work that morning, and said he would be there to pick him up when he had finished. His mate was five minutes early. Checking the clock, Marly hurriedly tallied up the till and got the banking ready for his boss, the actual Cody, who was in his office. Who used to be in his office, but apparently Cody heard the motorbikes too, and had come out to see Marly’s mate. Cody was happily married, and adored his suit and tie husband, but he had confided to Marly more than once, usually while drunk, that he had always fancied a bit of rough. In the three months Trent had been ferrying Marly to and from work, Cody was nearly always at the counter getting his biker fix through the plate glass window.


    “You do know they’re all straight, don’t you,” Marly teased Cody, not for the first time.


    “Hmmm, I know and I’m just looking,” Cody said. “Hunter would look absolutely hunky in leather, but the stubborn man won’t let me get him any.”


    “I’ve never seen Trent in a suit, but I imagine he’d look pretty hot in that too. Face it, he looks even better naked.”


    “I don’t want to know, you horrid man,” Cody said with a fake gasp. “Besides my imagination works perfectly well thank you.”


    “Well,” Marly said checking the clock again. “I’ll leave you to your imagination and go and play with mine. See you Monday.”


    Walking outside, Marly could see that Trent was with Clive, Levi and Saul. Even though Trent had loosened up considerably since their talk, Marly still felt a twinge of uncomfortableness when they were around the other Epitaph’s and he resigned himself to waiting for his kiss until he and Trent were alone.


    “Fancy a trip, precious?” Trent said with a grin. “Bike’s packed, we’re gassed up and ready to go if you’re game.” Damn, thought Marly. Guess that kiss is going to have to wait longer than I thought. But on the outside he smiled and nodded, pulling on the jacket Trent had gotten him, now complete with his own small Epitaphs patch. At least he’d be able to grope his man while they were going to…well, wherever they were going.


    As he went to climb on the bike behind Trent, Trent grabbed him and pulled him close and before Marly had a chance to register what was happening, Trent’s lips were on his, and man, it was a scorcher of a kiss. Without thinking Marly threaded his fingers through Trent’s growing hair, and gave as good as he got. After all, he had been at work for six hours.


    When Trent finally pulled back, Marly swallowed a whimper. Holy fucking damn, he could kiss his mate all day and twice on Sunday. Then he looked around and saw that Clive, Levi and Saul were all looking on with amusement, and he felt his face flush a hot red.


    “What…why…?” Okay, his brain was still scrambled, but Trent was still smiling.


    “We’re heading to Knoxville, precious. Long time to go without lips.”


    “Knoxville?” Quickly Marly did a rough calculation in his head. “But that’s like ten hours from here. I’ve got to be back at work on Monday.”


    “No you don’t,” Cody called out from where he’d apparently been watching the show from the door. “Your man already rang me, and asked for you to have the time off. I’ll see you Monday, all right, but that’s next Monday, not this.”


    Totally surprised at his mate’s thoughtfulness, Marly grinned his thanks, and hopped up behind Trent.


    “So why are we going to Knoxville in particular?” he said as he wrapped his arms around Trent’s waist.


    “Dollywood,” Levi yelled as he started up his bike. “The home of big tits, barbecues and blue grass music.”


    “Er, he does know it’s a theme park, doesn’t he?” Marly asked as Trent started his bike.


    Trent laughed. “Levi doesn’t care. The Barbecue and Blue Grass festival is on and he’s been a fan for decades. When I mentioned I wanted to go on a trip with you, he came up with the idea. Ready to go?”


    “Yes,” Marly said, even though he hated big tits and wasn’t a huge fan of country music either. His mate had kissed him, on the street, in the middle of the day, with the Fates, his friends, and the public watching. As Marly settled in for the long ride, he really didn’t care where they were going. He was sitting behind his mate, on a Fat Boy motorbike, heading off into the countryside. As far as Marly was concerned he was living his dream, and he couldn’t be happier. Oh and Trent had mentioned barbecue. Yes, life was sweet with his Alpha.


    


   

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    The Alpha and Omega Series


    Nothing is sweeter, or hotter, than an Alpha wolf shifter and a strong willed little Omega. Each of these books are standalone and tell a complete story. As with any of my other books the focus is on finding and then falling in love with a true mate. After all, falling prey to the lust of the mating bond is easy. Making a life with your true mate, filled with love and happiness, can be a lot more difficult.


    Watch for details of the next book on my blog (http://www.supernaturalsmut.com ), and on my Facebook page (http://www.facebook.com/lisaoliverauthor).


    


    


    Other Wolf Shifter M/M Books By Lisa Oliver


    


    The Cloverleah Pack Series


    


    The Reluctant Wolf


    (Book One)


    Kane Matthews, Alpha of his small wolf pack in Cloverleah has been raised to believe that mates are not possible for gay men and has lived his life accordingly. Kicked out of his home pack years before because of his sexual orientation Kane has built a solid and comfortable life for himself in the small town of Cloverleah. Imagine his surprise when an unscheduled visit to the small town's diner unleashes a flood of emotions in the man he didn't think possible - not least of all, lust. But finding out it is possible for wolf shifters to have gay mates is just one of the things that Kane has to overcome if he is to have the forever future he has been hoping for.


    Shawn Bailey never expected to find his mate. He is just too different - an "Other" who has the power to instill fear in any other shifter. After spending ten years on the run from his Alpha father he spends most days just trying to stay alive. When a chance encounter brings him face to face with his mate Shawn has to decide if the man in front of him is worth staying for.


    But with hunters, Alpha challenges, Kane's parents and a smitten Alpha from another pack all interfering in Kane and Shawn's budding romance, not to mention some surprising answers about Shawn's own unique talents can these two true mates find the happily ever after they are looking for?


    


    The Runaway Cat


    Book Two Cloverleah Pack Series


    Griff Matthews knew he looked like trouble but for a wolf shifter mechanic he was fairly laid back most of the time. Pleased that his Alpha was finally settled with his new mate, Griff longs to meet the man of his dreams. Little did he know he would find it that same evening, when he was too drunk to realize that his good looking hook-up was actually his mate. Problem is when he woke up sober his bed was empty.


    Derrick “Diablo” Franklin was just looking for a hook up with a like minded shifter. The sexy cat shifter was deep undercover for the FBI and although his case was coming to an end, he had hopes for his career that didn’t involve finding a mate. However after meeting Griff Diablo realized his plans might have to change.


    But nothing is easy for the two men as they battle the FBI, a crime lord from Baton Rouge and a host of contenders looking to take Diablo away from Griff. And just who is Angel Bandures?


    


    When No Doesn’t Cut It


    Book Three Cloverleah Pack Series


    Scott Peterson, beta wolf in the Cloverleah Pack, has a good life. He loves his cars, riding his Harley, and going out with pack members and friends. But when an attack on his pack by a bear shifter, brings his mate into his world, from Texas of all places, Scott realizes he could lose everything he ever held dear.


    Damien, Alpha wolf of the San Antonio Pack, didn’t want to go to Cloverleah and definitely didn’t want to be chasing a rogue bear shifter that was threatening the Alpha of the Cloverleah Pack. But he was in for a pleasant surprise when he finds his mate. Now, if he could just find the time to enjoy him.


    Between murderous bears, deceptive wolves, two packs and a BDSM club, the road to HEA is anything but smooth for Scott and Damien. And then there’s a fire, and an Alpha Challenge, and let’s not forget Diablo and Griff’s wedding. About the only thing Scott and Damien haven’t got is time to be together, and it is that lack of time that could pull them apart.


    Warning. This book is about gay wolf shifters. It contains m/m anal and oral sex, rimming and a spanking scene. There is also some violence, fighting wolves and a couple of deaths of minor characters. Child Sexual Abuse is also referred to. Please do not buy this book if these aspects offend you in any way.


    


    Never Go Back


    Book 3.5 Cloverleah Pack Series


    Damien, Alpha of the San Antonio pack had thought it was an awesome idea to take his mate, Scott, back to his ex-home pack to catch up with his parents and ex-Alpha. He had assumed that his power as a wolf, and the fact that he was from such a large pack would guarantee both men a good time.


    A homophobic Alpha and a disgruntled mother are just two of the problems the men face. In fact if Damien isn't careful his mate might not make it back to Texas alive.


    Included as a free read - Malacai Finds His Mate


    Malacai, Second in the San Antonio Pack has waited over eighty years to find his true mate. When he and his Alpha Damien rescue a young shifter from a hole under a kitchen he never believed his search was finally over. Unfortunately life has a habit of intervening and the path to his HEA was going to take a lot more work than he had bargained on.


    This is Book 3.5 of the Cloverleah Pack series and is based on the characters in Book 3 (When No Doesn't Cut It). While it contains enough back story to be read as a standalone, if you want to know more about the characters then please read Books 1 - 3.


    


    Calming the Enforcer


    Book Four Cloverleah Pack Series


    Troy Peterson has been waiting three long months for his true mate to return from his deployment in the US Army. But when Anton doesn’t turn up as planned, Troy starts to second guess everything he knows about his mate - and that's before he has even met him.


    Anton Sage fully intended on meeting Troy, the moment his ninety days service was up. But the Army had different ideas and now Anton is sitting in his wolf form, in a cage, wondering if he will ever get the chance to meet the man Fate intended for him.

    

    Even after they meet, things do not go well. Between the Army, the mysterious Kylan, another wolf with the hots for Troy, an overbearing friend, and some old fashioned misunderstandings, Troy and Anton might never have the happily ever after they had dreamed of. Sometimes the mating gift can prove to be a curse.

    

    Warning: This book is about two male wolf shifters. It includes fated mates, graphic gay sex, and references to BDSM, PTSD and cutting. Some foul language and violence.


    


    Getting Close to the Omega


    Book five The Cloverleah Pack Series


    Can be read as a standalone.


    Dean Weir has finally found happiness in his position as Omega wolf of the Cloverleah pack. He has his friends, his work and his art and he has never looked for anything else. Badly abused by his ex-home pack and Alpha, Dean keeps his head down and stays out of trouble. That is, until his mate joins the pack.


    Matthew Charmichael is over a hundred years old and has been a lone wolf for longer than he can remember. Joining the Cloverleah pack after he heard they were having trouble with another wolf shifter, Matthew is overjoyed to find his mate is the cute little Omega of the small pack. But Dean's past, and the constant attacks on the pack from the mysterious Kylan, could mean that Matthew and Dean won't get their HEA after all. Can Dean overcome his past, and embrace the powers that a claimed Omega is purported to have, or will his ex-pack kill him before he and Matthew have a chance.


    Warning: This is a love story between two male wolf shifters. It includes graphic depictions of sex between men as well as some violence and coarse language. Historical abuse themes are referred to, but not described.


    


    The Bound and Bonded Series


    


    Don’t Touch


    (Book One)


    Submissive wolf shifter Levi has met his mate, the one he wants to call Master. The problem is the Master concerned wants him for nothing more than a regular Saturday night scene and thanks to the rules the man has put in place there is nothing Levi can do about it.


    Thanks to the war Steel is a damaged wolf. He knows Levi is his mate and wants nothing more than to claim him. But to do that means spilling more secrets than Steel has ever been willing to share with anyone. Does he have it in him to tell Levi what is going on, or should he release him to another Master at the club?


    Two men who want each other - rules and secrets standing in their way.


    Warning - this book is based on BDSM concepts and contains graphic scenes of M/M sex, strong language in places and a small amount of violence, plus an HEA.


    28,000 words plus a sample chapter from the next book of the series.


    


    Topping The Dom


    (Book Two)


    Pearson, Alpha of the Bound and Bonded club and the pack it houses, has always wanted to find his true mate. But when the man turns up in the shape of wolf on the run he finds out the path to true love is not as easy as it seems, especially when Dante is as Dominant as he is.


    Warning: This book is about male gay wolf shifters. Although set in a BDSM club there are no actual scenes of BDSM in this particular title. However there are scenes of M/M sex. If this is not something you are into then this book is not for you


    


    Total Submission


    (Book Three)


    Kyle, one of the head enforcers of the Washington Pack, wants nothing more than to find the evidence he needs to convince his Alpha that the man he is following is gay, so he can head back home. Being in Iowa is doing his head in. But a fleeting encounter in a gay nightclub, has Kyle rethinking his priorities because out of nowhere, he had scented his true mate.


    Teric is a cat-shifter with a job to do and more than a few secrets of his own. Scenting Kyle at a nightclub is the last thing he needed, but Fate intervenes.


    When the two men meet, secrets come out and for the safety of his pack, Kyle has to let Teric do his job. But what happened to the total submission he had spent his life dreaming about?


    Warning: This book contains graphic MM sex, violence and coarse language that may offend some readers.


    


    Stockton Wolves


    Get Off My Case


    (Book One)


    The first 20,000 words of this story were published as a free read for the Goodreads MMRomance Group Love's Landscapes Project. 49,000 words have been added to make this into the book my characters wanted it to be.


    Shane West was used to being the only wolf shifter at the Stockton Police Department. His enhanced senses helped him do his job efficiently and he prided himself on keeping control of his animal instincts. Gay from the first day he'd shifted, he also expected to live his long life alone, and provided it meant that he didn't have to come into contact with any of his ex-pack, he told himself he was happy. And he was. Until Dimitri Polst was assigned as his new partner.


    Confirmed ladies man, Dimitri Polst knew Shane from before he'd ever shifted into his wolf form. Two years older and from the same pack, Dimitri had made it his teenage mission to bring as much pain and humiliation to pretty-boy Shane as possible. But years later, he searched for that pretty boy, now all grown up, with a completely different mission in mind.


    Being fated mates was hard enough, but when one man is straight and the other one has no reason to trust, then sparks are bound to fly. Add in a serial killer who is making inroads into the gay population and a possible shifter involvement, and Shane and Dimitri have a lot of thing to overcome before they get their HEA.


    Warnings: This book is is a love story between gay male shifters. It includes graphic depictions of sexual acts between men, some violence and coarse language. If these things don't interest you then please don't buy this book.


    About the Author


    Lisa Oliver had been writing non-fiction books for years when visions of half dressed, buff men started invading her dreams. Unable to resist the lure of her stories, Lisa decided to switch to fiction books, and now stories about her men clamor to get out from under her fingertips.


    When Lisa is not writing, she is usually reading with a cup of tea always at hand. Her grown children and grandchildren sometimes try and pry her away from the computer and have found that the best way to do it, is to promise her chocolate. Lisa will do anything for chocolate.


    Lisa loves to hear from her readers and other writers. You can friend her on Facebook here, or email her directly at yoursintuitively@gmail.com. If you want to chat with her on Skype, then email for contact details.
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