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Chapter One



Oliver looked at Cecil like he’d lost his mind. The Alpha’s mate had a gleam in his eye. Anytime he got that look, everyone usually paid the piper. 

“What do you mean we’re sneaking out?” Oliver rolled his eyes at the devilish look on Cecil’s face.

“Just what I said. Come on. It’ll be fun.” Cecil clapped his hands together then rubbed them, a wide grin breaking across his face. 

“I don’t want to piss Micah off. I’ll get another lecture.” Oliver shuddered. Getting a lecture from his intended mate was worse than visiting the dentist. Micah could go on and on for hours. Oliver had learned to tune him out, but he still didn’t want to have to sit through it.

“Come on. Live a little.” The Alpha’s mate tried the pouting technique. Oliver had seen the big, bad Alpha crumble under that look. Well, he wasn’t Maverick. 

“What about enemies and kidnappings? I have heard about the dangers.” Oliver paced the library, pulling at the rod that pierced his bottom lip, remembering the psycho wolf that had chased them down to kidnap the Alpha and Commander’s mate’s two months ago. He still shivered thinking about how he had killed the wolf only to be told later that the psycho lived and was now in the custody of the Eastern pack. Oliver didn’t want to ever go through something like that again. He may have defended the mates with bravado, but inside he had been scared shitless.

“I’m not that reckless. Two of the Sentries will be with us.” Oliver grinned. Cecil was begging like a kid trying to convince his mom to stay up past bed time. He did spend more time on lockdown in his room now than when he actually was at home and grounded. Oliver rubbed his temples. He could hear Micah lecturing him already.

“Where are we going anyway?” Oliver felt a shiver crawl up his spine as Cecil laughed devilishly. 

“A tattoo parlor. I thought it would be a great gift to our mates to get their names inked on our chests.” Cecil flipped his wrist over as if it was no big deal. “They’ll love us for it. Promise.” 

“Tattoo? What about Drew? He does have that little problem with needles, you know.” Oliver had felt terrible for the guy mated to the Sentry Remi. Drew was an ex-addict, needle user. Scars of track marks littered his arm, which he tried his best to keep hidden with long-sleeved shirts.

Oliver had lashed out at Drew, taunting him about his addiction, when he first arrived at the estate. He had lashed out at everyone. But now he was concerned with Drew being around needles. What if it triggered something? He wasn’t being responsible for that. The guy had been clean for awhile now, and Remi would kill them if Drew relapsed.

“All five of us will be there. He’ll be closely watched. The Sentries won’t let anything happen.” Cecil pleaded with his eyes. 

Oliver blew out a breath. He wanted to make things right with the mates. He had come here with a huge chip on his shoulder, insulting everyone. He still had a great deal of issues to work out. Being molested by his father would make anyone a head case, and he wanted to forget, wanted to put it all behind him. The mates and Micah helped a lot in his healing process though he still had a long way to go.

“Fine, but if I get a lecture from this, well, I’ll think of something diabolical.” Oliver couldn’t believe he was agreeing to this. A tattoo? Maybe this would make Micah see he was serious about their mating. He had been eighteen for one month now, and still Micah hadn’t claimed him. He was starting to feel dejected.

Micah treated him kindly, just not in a horny way. Shit was getting frustrating jacking off when the manwolfyou wanted lay in the adjoining room. He lay there at night, praying Micah would come to him professing his love and ask Oliver to accept him as his mate. Nada so far.

Maybe the Goth look turned Micah off? Oliver did have a lot of piercings. He wore black nail polish, and sometimes he even wore black lipstick. All his clothes were black, and chains hung everywhere on him. Maybe Micah wanted a more conservative mate, someone Oliver couldn’t see himself being. He liked the way he expressed himself, liked the way he looked, and he wasn’t going to change. Not even for a mate that didn’t seem to want him.

Maybe he thought Oliver was used goods? It angered Oliver to think Micah didn’t want him because of his degenerate father. How was that his fault? His brother Blair had kept their dad off of Oliver for years, offering himself so the sick fuck wouldn’t come near him, but once Blair was kicked out, he was free game. Oliver pushed the memories down, burying them once more. 

“Good. So we’re on for tonight? Do not tell Micah.” Cecil tapped knuckles with Oliver and Blair then snuck out of the library like they had just had a secret spy meeting or something. Oliver rolled his eyes. These guys really needed to get out more.

Oliver climbed the winding staircase to the second floor where he shared a room with his warrior. Well, sort of. It was adjoining, after all. A situation he prayed would soon change. 

He pushed the door open to see Micah standing by his dresser with just a towel wrapped around his waist. Damn, if that wasn’t perfection, then he needed his eyes examined. Bronze skin kissed him from head to toe. His six-four frame was muscular and chiseled. Oliver felt his cock hardening just watching Micah rifle through his drawers, his tendons flexing and bunching with every move. He wondered if the wolf would reject him if he jumped on his back and just started humping until his hips locked from exhaustion.

Afraid that may just be the case, he walked to his room instead. This was torture. He was so ready to go in there and toss Micah to the ground and swallow him whole. It took all his willpower to stay away. He walked over to his mirror and lifted his shirt, trying to imagine Micah’s name over his heart. He still needed to choose a design. What should he get? Oliver wanted something different, something unique. Something that told his hopefully soon-to-be mate, how much he meant to him.

“It’s called a nipple. If you look, there’s another one on the other side.” 

Oliver dropped his shirt and turned to see that Micah was fully dressed. He wanted to rip his short, brown hair out from sexual frustration. The man he wanted the most was standing right here in front of him, and Oliver had a raging hard on. If only Micah would reach out and touch him. Show him some sign that he did indeed desire him. Oliver’s lips tingled, wanting to kiss Micah, to nip his neck and cock.

“Whatever,” Oliver retorted. The more his cock pressed into his jeans, the less patience he had. A guy could only take so much.

Micah stared at him for a moment, heaved a sigh then turned around and left. Oliver bit out a curse. Why was Micah always looking at him with disappointment in his eyes?

“Whatever,” he mumbled again as he grabbed some clothes from his drawers and headed for the shower. Once again, he found himself relieving the ache by his own hand. He leaned his forehead into the shower wall, craving his mate’s touch. Tears burned the back of his eyes, but he refused to let them fall. He hadn’t cried when his father crept into his room, and he’d be damned if he would let anyone else affect him that way.



* * * *



Oliver met the other mates by the side entrance to the estate then quietly climbed into the back of the SUV. 

Loco and Murdock took the front seat. Oliver sat next to Kyoshi. He had been dying to ask the Sentry Storm, Kyoshi’s mate, why his eyes swirled in different colors, but the wolf’s demeanor kept his lips sealed. The man was six foot seven with a don’t-fuck-with-me attitude, so Oliver didn’t. 

Johnny sat on the other side of him, bouncing in his seat. The little blond-haired cutie had excitement written all over him.

“Are you sure it won’t hurt, Cecil?” Johnny asked for the twentieth time. 

“I told you it will sting, but you can’t think about that. Just remember your mate Hawk’s name will be forever inked above your heart.” 

Damn, why wasn’t Cecil telling the little guy that it would hurt like a bitch? Oliver shook his head. It wasn’t his business.

They pulled to the back of the parlor. Murdock got out and told them to stay until he checked the place out. 

“You okay, Drew?” Blair asked. 

“Fine. I can handle this. I want Remi’s name as a reminder of what he means to me.” Drew smiled weakly.



* * * *



“It’s awfully quiet around here.” Hawk walked into the den and noticed for the first time that it was empty. 

Hmm. 

He went to the kitchen next. His mate, Johnny, acted like he had a damn tapeworm, and this was one of his favorite places. 

Empty.

Hawk’s stomach began to knot when he hadn’t found his mate in their bedroom either. Where was his pretty baby? 

He stormed to his Alpha Maverick’s office, alarm bells sounding in his head when only Maverick was sitting in there behind his desk. 

No mates.

“Something’s wrong. I can’t find a mate anywhere.” 

Maverick pushed his chair back, rounding the desk. “What do you mean?” 

“Just what I said. The mates are gone.” 

Maverick rushed from the office with Hawk hot on his heels. “Round up your men. I want them found now!” 

Hawk pulled his cell out and called Cody, his best tracker. The Sentries all gathered in the den. 

“We can’t find Murdock or Loco.” Cody informed his Commander. “We tried their cell phones, but it’s going straight to voicemail.” 

“When was the last time anyone has seen any of them?” Maverick questioned. If Cecil had been harmed in any way, hell would open up on earth. His mate had already been traumatized by his damn assistant. The scars Cecil carried were a constant reminder to keep his mate close. 

“I saw them gathered by the library a few hours ago,” Gunnar offered. 

“Dammit.” Maverick had a feeling his little mate was up to one of his harebrained schemes again. When he first mated Cecil, he was timid, submissive. Now that the little bugger had gained his self-confidence back after his ex-boyfriend had abused him for two years, he was mischievous and adventurous. Maverick loved that Cecil had fire in him. He just wished he wasn’t constantly hunting him down. He saw another paddling in his near future.

“Cecil.” Jasper smiled. 

“’Fraid so. Keep trying the cell phones. At least he had enough sense to take muscle with him. I want a talk with your men when they return, Hawk.” Maverick stormed to his office, already planning his mate’s punishment.

“Not before I skin them,” Hawk bit out.



* * * *



Oliver grabbed the arms of the chair, gritting his teeth. Whose dumb idea was this again? Oh yeah, Cecil’s. Who was dumb enough to listen? Oliver.

Sweat broke out on his forehead and trickled down his temple as the gun buzzed. How long did it take to write five letters? If felt like a hot knife was cutting into his skin. His piercings hadn’t hurt this bad. He wouldn’t let it show. He couldn’t, considering Johnny took it like a champ, which shocked Oliver. Drew was the last one, and he was up next. 

The tattoo artist wiped his skin then began to stab him again. That’s what it felt like. For all the pain he was enduring, it better be outstanding.

“Done.” The guy leaned back and sat the gun down. He poured clear liquid onto a paper towel and wiped Oliver’s chest. Next he grabbed some ointment and smeared his chest before covering it with gauze and tape. Oliver stood and stretched. All the mates who had gone before him stood bare-chested with a patch over their hearts. He felt a connection to them now, like he was one of them.

“Did it hurt?” Blair stepped to him hesitantly. His brother had been trying to reach out to him since his arrival. Oliver had hated him with a passion for leaving him behind. He slowly came to realize that Blair had been a victim just like him, but a small part of him couldn’t let go of that last thread of resentment. 

He shrugged. His usual response these days. Oliver felt that was a vast improvement over his barbs and belittlements. 

Blair’s disappointment radiated from him, but Oliver couldn’t bring himself to reach out. They all treated him with kindness even when he didn’t return the gesture. He pulled his shirt over his head and carefully lowered it over the white patch. 

Oliver and the rest of the mates wondered what name Keata had tattooed on his chest, but he refused to tell anyone and swore the artist to secrecy. He yelled in his native tongue whenever someone tried to peek, and Loco warned them to leave Keata alone.

Drew took a seat, and Oliver noticed Cecil and Johnny moving closer, watching. Murdock was positioned at the front door, looking through tat books, but Oliver knew his laid-back appearance was just that, an appearance. His senses were alert to everything around them, listening. 

Timber wolves had superb hearing, night vision, and tracking skills. They dominated all the other packs for their skills. When in wolf form, they were the largest and meanest, fiercely protecting their land and mates. 

Oliver glanced back at Loco. He was leaning against a back counter, eyeing Drew. Loco had beautiful silver hairnot like an aged human, but actual glistening silver. His eyes were as black as midnight, which made Oliver leery. The dude’s eyes just creeped him out. 

Oliver stood at the display case, checking out the items for sale. He had wanted to replace some of the rings and studs in his ears. They were decorated from top to lobe, adding to his F-you attitude. He liked the dragon. It looped around, promising to snake along the side of his ear. Maybe one long one instead of six different pieces? It would be a change.

“Stop.” Drew hissed. 

Oliver twisted around. He could see the sweat sheen that clung to Drew’s skin. Dammit. Johnny placed his hand in Drew’s and began to gently speak to him. This seemed to calm Drew down some. This was stupid. They never should have brought Drew. They shouldn’t be here themselves. 

“I’m okay, just needed a breather.” Drew nervously chuckled. 

Should they call Remi? To hell with the surprise if Drew was going to relapse. 

“Okay, I’m ready.” Drew blew out a heavy breath then nodded.

The artist nodded in return then leaned forward, the buzz of his gun continuing. 

Everyone’s head turned when Murdock growled as a guy entered the shop. He halted when all eyes landed on him. His gaze shot from Murdock to Loco, visibly gulping. 

“It’s okay, Tangee. They’re friends,” the artist reassured the guy without looking up.

Tangee slid to his left, avoiding Murdock like the plague. Oliver noticed both arms had tats running from shoulder to wrists in intricate tribal and dragon designs. His neck was a wall of flames licking at his chin and ears. Pretty cool. His hair was a light brown with red highlights, short and sprouting out everywhere. He took an automatic liking to the guy. Oliver could tell they would have been friends in another life, but this one wouldn’t allow him to have outside acquaintances. 

“Done.” The tat man repeated the cleaning process then Drew stood, rubbing his arms. They needed to get him back to his mate. 

Cecil paid with his credit card as everyone else pulled their shirts back on, heading for Loco and the back door. Murdock checked the back lot before waving them into the SUV.



* * * *



The mates chatted up a storm on the ride home about how painless the inking had been, with Johnny stating that it felt like a mere mosquito bite. Oliver bit the inside of his mouth to stop the laugh that begged to emerge. His attention shifted to Drew, who seemed to be doing much better. He and Loco were talking privately. 

They tried to sneak back in through the side entrance but were welcomed back by six mates standing in the entrance with arms crossed over their chests and scowls on their gorgeous faces. 

This did not look promising. 

“And might I ask as to where the seven of you spent your evening?” Maverick looked like he was ready to chew nails. Oliver gulped. He knew that this was the one guy in the whole house to play nice with. The Alpha Maverick, Cecil’s mate, stood six foot nine, and air crackled and snapped around him. He didn’t need to try and look intimidating. It came naturally. Maverick ran his hand through his long black hair as his eyes softened on Cecil. 

“We wanted to surprise our mates with a gift. Can’t exactly tell you I’m heading out to get it, now can I?” Cecil cuddled up to Maverick, making him seem a tad less frightening.

“Let’s go.” Micah grabbed Oliver’s forearm and dragged him upstairs. He closed the door then rounded on Oliver.

“Mind telling me why you and the other mates went MIA without telling anyone? What were you up to?” Micah paced back and forth in front of Oliver. His eyes had gone crimson. Oliver so did not want to go through this.

“Well? I’m waiting. Did you have anything to do with this harebrained scheme?” 

Oliver fisted his hands at his side. Every time something happened, Micah immediately assumed he was in the middle of the mess. Why did his mate think so little of him? He had had it. He was tired of trying to show Micah that he was trying to change, trying to make peace. 

He shrugged his shoulders and turned toward his room. He was going to avoid him if it was the last thing he did. Maybe if he didn’t see him, it wouldn’t hurt so much to see the disapproving look in his eyes all the time, to see the man he wanted but couldn’t have.

“No, you don’t, Oliver. Come here and explain to me why you snuck off,” Micah demanded.

“I don’t have to answer to you or anyone else, just…just leave me alone.” Oliver felt defeated. Why bother? It wasn’t like Micah would fawn over him for symbolizing his feelings with his name over his heart. He would probably give Oliver another lecture instead on the dangers of infected needles or some bullshit. 

“Yes, you do have to answer to me. Your tone will be respectful, or you’ll be confined to your room once more.” 

Oliver bit back his retort. There was no use arguing with the warrior when he would always be in the wrong. At times like this, he wished he hadn’t come here. Micah acted more like a parent than a mate, and Oliver didn’t need another parent. That aspect of his life didn’t need a reminder.

“Can we discuss this later? I’m really tired.” Oliver waited for Micah to yell at him again, but Micah just nodded and waved his hand in dismissal. 

Oliver crawled into his bed, loneliness encompassing him. How many times had he reached out just for a touch, just for reassurance, only to have the wolf pull away? He wanted a relationship with Micah like he saw in the other couples, the way the other warriors looked at their mates. 

He smashed the pillow under his head and closed his eyes, wishing this had all just been a bad dream.  

















Chapter Two



Micah looked in Oliver’s room the next morning. His mate was already dressed and gone. 

He knew he hadn’t been fair to Oliver last night when the mates ran off on their adventure. He had just been so damn scared when Oliver disappeared, so like a hothead he overreacted and made the situation worse. Micah had learned that the mates had gotten tattoos. He wondered what his mate had gotten but was too ashamed to ask after the way he had handled himself.

The urge to claim his mate was strong, but Micah treaded carefully, not wanting to traumatize Oliver any further. His father had molested him, and Micah didn’t want his mate looking at him as though he was a monster as well. When his mate was ready, he would know. Until then Micah had been relieving the pressure by his own hand with images of Oliver bringing him to quick release. If something didn’t give soon, he would jerk the damn thing off.

Micah rubbed the back of his neck as he stared out of his bedroom window. This mate stuff was complicated. If only he had the magic answer. He sat in the window seat and pulled his knee to his chest tie his boots.

“Hey, you ready?”

He looked up and nodded at the warrior Evan. “Another day in happy land.” Micah pulled the pant leg over his boots then stood. 

They walked down to Maverick’s office. The Alpha was sitting behind his desk pinching the bridge of his nose. This seemed to be his natural state lately. 

“The fisherman Paul called me. He says there have been a couple of strangers hanging down at the marina lately. I want Micah and Cody to go check it out. Let me know what you find.”

Dammit, Micah wanted to spend the day with his mate. He thought maybe a day outside the estate would do Oliver some good. Well, a day outside without having to sneak off. It was no use arguing this with Maverick. The Alpha wouldn’t change his mind. The wolf had instincts that surpassed everyone else’s, and he stuck by them. 

Micah was in a piss-poor mood by the time he left the office and headed outside. He hadn’t been able to find Oliver before he left to let him know he would be out for a while.

He slammed the truck door after climbing in.

“Hey, treat my baby right, or I’ll tie you to the hood and let you ride up there,” Cody snapped irritably. 

“I can see you’re just as thrilled as I am to be babysitting a boat dock.” 

“Yeah, ‘cause I had big plans. Disney World, arguing with Storm on the proper way to chug a beer, and the crème de la crème…I was planning on clipping my toenails.” Cody started the truck, blasting the stereo before Micah could say another word.

Micah shoved his boot onto the dash when the crazed wolf peeled from the gravel drive. Who the hell taught him how to drive, NASCAR? Dude was going sixty out of the drive. Micah’s hands slammed onto the roof of the truck when Cody hit the brakes and then made a granny turn onto the paved road. Wolf didn’t make any sense to him. 

With his driving skills, or lack of, they made it in five minutes. They lived twenty minutes away. His nerves were shot by the time Speed Racer pulled into the lot. Micah slammed the truck door closed, pissing Cody off on purpose. He smoothed his hands down his black T-shirt as they made their way to Pier Six. 

“Hey, Paul,” Cody shouted at the boat. 

Micah scanned the area. He didn’t see any suspicious people hanging around. This was going to be a long morning. 

“Hey, fellas. Maverick told me you were on your way. Come on down.” The human, who didn’t know they were shifters, led them down to the galley. Paul thought they were a bunch of nice guys that helped people out. If only he knew. It wasn’t that they weren’t helpful, but their main objective was to keep the mates safe and their secret hidden well. Maverick didn’t like the unknown, and that’s why they were here.

“Guys want something to drink?” Paul pulled a bottle of whiskey out.

“Sure, why not.” Micah took the offered tumbler. They couldn’t get drunk. When shifters drank, it was for the flavor. Just because they stayed sober didn’t mean they couldn’t appreciate the taste of a good whiskey.

“So what has your hackles up?” Micah wanted to get right to the point. 

“I know everyone around here. All the owners and most of their guests. There have been these three men down here lately. Never seen them before.”

“Uh, okay. That’s suspicious why?” Cody asked.

“I told Maverick I couldn’t put my finger on it, just the way they act. Don’t talk to anyone, just watching the boats. As if waiting for something.”

Great, they were babysitting someone’s paranoid instinct. Maverick needed his head examined sometimes. Micah set the glass down and rubbed his face. “I’m going up top. See if I can spot anything.” 

Micah jogged up the steps. He basically was going to hang out with these two for the morning. He could think of much better things to do with his time. Like fucking Oliver until his dick fell off. Not only was Micah pissed at this bullshit Maverick had him doing, but he was so sexually frustrated he could come watching the animal channel. Yeah, it was that bad with him. 

Micah flopped down in one of the chairs on deck, tapping his thumb against his leg. He was going nuts already just sitting here. The only thing he could see where seagulls. “Why are you suspiciously hanging around here?” he asked the birds in flight. 

“If they answer, I’m outta here,” Cody joked as he sat beside him.

“Paul give you anything besides his gut?”

“Nope. Only his gut instinct.” 

Micah’s head fell back against the chair. He wondered what Oliver was doing.



* * * *



Oliver took special care in removing the gauze. He smoothed the ointment over Micah’s name. The artist had done an amazing job. Micah’s name arched around his nipple about an inch above, and clouds hovered above it with a moon hidden halfway behind them. Love was written in small letters to form the name Micah. He had wanted it to be different, special. 

He grabbed his T-shirt and quickly pulled it on when he heard Micah moving around in the next room. He wasn’t ready to show his maybe mate the gift he had been excited to give him. If his actions last night were anything to go by, Micah probably wouldn’t even appreciate the gesture.

Oliver shoved his boots on as he headed downstairs, avoidance his new mantra. If he stayed away from Micah, his heart wouldn’t continue to rip in half.

“You skin ting ting?” Oliver bit back a laugh at the funny little Asian. You needed a full time interpreter around Keata, or some really good drugs to even begin to understand a damn word he said. 

“Do you mean sting?” He really liked Keata. It was never boring around the little guy. He kept everyone on their toes just trying to decipher what he was trying to say. Maybe they needed to take a Japanese language course to help the man out. It probably would be nice for Keata to have a decent conversation with everyone instead of just his cousin, Kyoshi. 

Oliver gave it some thought as he answered Keata. “Yes, it stings, but I like it. What did you get?” Oliver’s curiosity was piqued as much as everyone else’s about Keata’s tat.

“No, no. Oliver no sneaky. No tell.” Keata waggled his finger. 

It was worth a try. Oliver and Keata made their way into the kitchen to find the other mates sitting down to breakfast. They grabbed a plate and joined the buzzing chatter.

“Hawk kept kissing it all night. I told him to stop, but he just growled.” Johnny laughed.

“Maverick was speechless. Let’s just say I was well rewarded for the effort.” Cecil giggled as he shoved pancakes into his mouth. 

Oliver felt a pang of jealousy at how these guys’ mates reacted. He wished with everything in him that he too had a favorable story to toss in, but his wasn’t the happy ending type, his was depressing.

“Blair isn’t telling. He just keeps smiling that big goofy ass grin over there.” Cecil tossed a biscuit at Blair’s head, who in turn smacked it away.

“I’m with Blair.” Drew blushed. “Let’s just say I’m willing to go get them all over my body if I have another night like that again.” Drew chomped on a piece of bacon as the smile grew wider.

“Storm said he wanted to get one with my name as well. To honor our mating.” Kyoshi beamed. 

Oliver ate quietly while he prayed no one asked him how Micah reacted. They knew he hadn’t been mated yet, but no one asked why and Oliver was grateful for that, considering he was still trying to figure that question out himself. 

“Can I see yours, Oliver?” Drew asked from across the table. Oliver pulled his shirt up and compliments sang around the table, but still no one asked about Micah’s reaction. He really had misjudged them from his first impression. These guys were people Oliver could be friends with. They all had their issues, from drug addiction to partner abuse, and Oliver figured they knew when to leave a subject alone.

“It’s beautiful, Oliver.” Drew smiled.

They all showed off their own work of art, and each one had its own twist of personality to it, none were the same. Oliver arched a brow at Blair’s. Above the name Dakota was a wolf with his canines extended, what was up with that? He heard about Blair’s little biting fetish, so he figured that’s what his tat symbolized. He didn’t think he would ever truly understand his brother’s need for pain. 

“Keata?” Blair leaned forward, a hopeful look in his eye.

“No, no. Blair no sneaky.” Once again, Keata shot down any attempt at finding out his elusive tattoo.

“Fine. You know secrets don’t stay secrets around here for very long.” Blair sat back as he pouted. Kyoshi interpreted what he had just said to Keata.

“We see,” Keata replied.

“Give us a hint,” Drew begged.

“Four letters.” Keata giggled, he knew too many warriors had four letters, let them keep guessing.

They all jumped and stared at one another when a loud booming knock resounded through the kitchen. Someone was trying to bring the front down. They all got up and crept to the foyer to see who had the walls vibrating.

“Bring him here now!” Was demanded in the deepest timber voice any of them had ever heard.

“Who’s that?” Johnny whispered.

“Don’t know, but whoever it is…fuck me, man, he’s huge,” Oliver replied as they watched the warriors race to the front door in their wolf forms, growling and snapping. The stranger didn’t even flinch.

“What the hell is going on, Zeus?” Maverick matched Zeus timbre for timbre in his commanding Alpha tone as he walked to the front entrance.

A spark of anger shot across Zeus’s features as the dark-skinned warrior fought for control. 

“I have been patient waiting for my mate to be presented. Enough. I want him brought to me.” Zeus clenched his fists at his side as his eyes searched for his mate.

“Who’s he talking about?” Drew asked in a hushed voice.

Everyone shrugged. Oliver drank in the man’s sheer size. Holy crap, he stood an inch taller than Maverick. He reminded Oliver of Goliath from the Bible. His body was massive, with bulges and ripples on top of muscles. He prayed he never met that man in a dark alley. It would take the combined efforts of all the warriors to bring him down.

“As I have told you, Zeus, this is Jasper’s decision. I cannot and will not force one of my Sentries to mate. Now if you wish, we can adjourn to my office to discuss this.” Zeus nodded, and Maverick led him down the hall.

“Man, that’s Jasper’s mate?” Oliver trembled at the thought of having a mate that intimidating and ominous. Micah was fierce, but this wolf looked as though Mother Nature herself pulled him from the bowels of earth and formed him. Scary shit.

“I thought Cody was his mate?” Drew asked with a confused expression.

“Nope, just best friends and lovers,” Cecil informed him. 

Poor Cody, Oliver thought. He must be going through hell knowing his best friend was going to be taken from him. The two Sentries had been together for over two hundred years and adored each other, constantly groping and kissing each other. 

Oliver had noticed since Maverick met with the new Alpha of the Eastern pack that Cody had kept his distance. He had wondered what was going on, and now he knew. This was some messed-up stuff.

Then again, Oliver had wondered why Jasper wasn’t with his mate. Speaking of, where was Micah?















Chapter Three



“There’s a fair in town down by the marina. Did you want to go?” Micah asked as he pulled his boots on.

Oliver stood in the middle of his room stunned. Was Micah really asking him to go? Oliver’s heart quickened, and his excitement was barely contained at the thought of spending time with his intended mate.

“Okay.” He breathed out as he tried to get his raging hormones back under control.

“Good. I’ll let the warriors know you’ll be there.” 

“Wait, you’re not going?” Oliver asked with disappointed and confusion lacing his question. 

“No, I have patrol duty today, but I’ll make sure you have money and are taken care of.” Micah smiled as he walked out of the room.

Oliver ground his teeth as tears stung the back of his eyes. He wanted to scream as the rage built inside. It kept festering until Oliver wanted to tear his room apart. His anger escalated when he felt the tears finally fall.



* * * *



Oliver took the bag of cotton candy as he strolled along, the blue sugar melting on his tongue as he and Evan got in line to ride the Ferris wheel. Evan was a nice enough wolf, but Oliver couldn’t help but wish it was Micah. He knew there was a way to jump-start the mating, but all the mates were being tight-lipped about it. Besides, would he really want to force the claiming? He would always wonder if Micah truly wanted him or if he was with Oliver because he had tricked him into it.

The Ferris wheel stopped at the top, and Oliver peered over the side at the activity below. Sometimes he wished he could be anybody but himself. He could hear the music and see the smiles as couples held each other’s hands and laughed. Why couldn’t that be him? He spotted all the warriors below. They weren’t hard to miss with their massive sizes. He even saw the mates running around to the various stands, trying to win the cheesy stuffed animals. 

Oliver spotted skaters to the far left of the Fair. They were in some sort of park showing off their skills. His eyes followed the stunts and tricks the guys were performing. Maybe he could talk Evan into going over there for awhile. 

His seat jerked as the ride slowly descended, bringing him back down to earth. 

“Can we go over to the park for a moment?” 

“Why would you want to go over there?” Evan’s suspicious amber eyes settled on Oliver. The wolf was known to have an air of danger about him. Blair once said the guy breathed pain. Evan didn’t take shit from anyone. 

“Just wanted to watch the skaters for awhile.” Oliver studied his escort for the day. He was a handsome wolf. His brown hair fell in waves to his shoulders, and he had beautiful amber eyes that seemed to glow. Oliver looked him up and down, appreciating the honed muscles and firmness in his fatigue pants and tight black T-shirt. He wasn’t bulky like some of the warriors. He was sculpted and compact, just the right amount of bulge.

Oliver leaned in a little closer, inhaling Evan’s masculine scent. His cock jerked when the musky odor assailed his senses. He stepped back when he realized what he had been doing. This wasn’t Micah, and he needed to keep his distance. So why did he want to lean in again?

Evan shrugged. “I don’t see a problem with that.” 

He led the warrior over to the edge of the park as they both watched the boys and their talents. Oliver slid his hand in Evan’s as he led him over to a park bench. He didn’t release him as they sat down, Oliver sweating bullets. 

Evan gently tugged his hand free as Oliver drew in a deep breath. He was confused at his actions, questioning his body’s reaction. Micah was his mate, wasn’t he? Oliver felt the pull, felt the connection, so why was he feeling attracted to Evan? Oliver laid his elbows on his knees as he watched the squirrels run around, chasing each other up and down a tree, and listened to the skateboards grinding against pavement. He felt the heat from Evan’s close thighs. 

Did he really want to watch the skaters, or did he want to be alone with Evan? The thought scared him. Maybe they should get back to the fair. Oliver pulled an image of Micah up and saw his gorgeous, shabby, black hair wet after a shower, his black eyes twinkling when he tried to joke with Oliver. The way he looked at Oliver with disappointment, and the way Oliver always felt so alone and isolated.

Oliver scrubbed his face as he sat back. What the hell was wrong with him? Maybe he had ink poisoning from the tattoo and it was eating brain cells. His head fell back in irritation at the way he was acting. 

“You okay, pup?” Evan leaned over with concern on his face. 

Oliver closed the distance. As his lips grazed Evan’s, his breath hitched.

Evan jumped up and backed away, shock registered in slow increments as his eyes narrowed. 

“What game are you playing at, Oliver?” Evan looked around to see if anyone had seen the chaste kiss. 

“I–I’m” Oliver shot off the bench, running back into the crowd as his mind raced to try and explain what the hell had just happened. Micah, he wanted Micah. Not Evan or any other man on the planet. Micah.

He raced past the rides and down toward the end of the pier, grabbing the railing as he felt bile rise in his throat. Tears stung his eyes as he contemplated jumping into the water to get away from his traitorous self. How could he have done that to his wolf? Why had he done it? 

“Oliver!” 

Oliver couldn’t look. He heard his brother, Blair, yelling for him, but he didn’t want to be found. How could he face his warrior knowing he had cheated on him? It was unforgivable. 

Oliver looked over his shoulder to see the warriors heading his way with the mates in tow. His eyes locked onto Evan as shame filled his entire being. His hands tightened on the rail as he swung his legs over, plummeting to the cold and angry water.



* * * *



“Can I talk to you, Maverick?” Jasper asked as he knocked on the open office door.

Maverick swung his legs off of his desk and sat up, “Sure, come in.” He waved Jasper to one of the leather chairs seated in front of his desk. Maverick sat back and pulled on his soul patch, already anticipating the conversation. 

He looked fondly at his redheaded Sentry. Jasper was the paradox of his pack. He was an able and strong warrior but built sleek and trim, the shortest of them all at five nine. He held his own with the best of them but made some killer ass chocolate chip cookies and manicotti. Maverick couldn’t figure out if Jasper was a feminine warrior or a warrior with a touch of femininity. He knew without a doubt he was a true submissive. Not to his pack mates, but to his mate. Or he would be if he ever got his head out of his ass and let Zeus claim him.

“I didn’t mean to bring trouble to our pack. I’m just confused as hell. I feel the pull. It’s getting stronger the longer I wait. I also want the claiming, want my mate, it’s just that…” Jasper twisted his hands in his lap.

“Cody.” Maverick offered.

“Yeah. I love him with all my heart but have never fooled myself that he would ever be my mate. I can’t hurt him, Alpha. He’s my best friend, my Code-man.” Jasper’s breath hitched as tears welled up in his eyes.

Maverick came around his desk and sat in the chair next to Jasper’s, laying his hand on the misty-eyed warrior’s shoulder.

“I’m not going to force you to do what you aren’t ready for. This is a decision only you can make. Just remember that two hearts are involved and one is going to be broken. You just have to search yours and decide which one. Cody still has a chance at finding his mate, and yours is waiting for you. Do you really want to pass up the chance at him? You only have one. Remember that.” Maverick smiled sympathetically at Jasper as he left him to his thoughts.



* * * *



Oliver was cold down to his bones, his body shook as his teethed chattered so loudly he thought they would shatter in his mouth. His hands were gripped into tight fists while blankets were piled and tucked around him. 

Evan held him close as water dripped from his hair. Oliver’s brain was only half working, but he knew Evan had dived in after him. Why? Why would the warrior want to save him after the humiliation he caused? 

“Thanks, Paul,” someone said as more blankets were placed around his shivering body.

“Let’s get him home.” Evan stood and carried Oliver to the waiting SUV. He crawled into the back, cradling Oliver close. Why was Evan being so protective? Oliver was too cold and exhausted to try and make sense of it. He laid his head against Evan’s chest as he tried in vain to soak up the wolf’s body heat. 

“Why, Oliver?” Evan whispered into his ear. 

“Kissing or jumping?” he joked quietly.

Evan growled. “Both.”

Oliver averted his gaze. Why did he? Couldn’t be a midlife crisis, he was only eighteen. He didn’t have an urge to now. Was it a momentary weakness? Why would he be weak?

“I don’t know.” He shrugged as he looked back up at Evan, feelings of fondness seeping through his chest, but nothing more.

“Are you attracted to me, Oliver?” Evan asked even lower. Loco was sitting in the driver’s seat.

“Again, I don’t know.” Oliver curled up on Evan’s lap as question after question bombarded him in his mind.

“Sleep, young one. Worry about it later.” Evan pulled the blankets tighter around him as the lull of the ride rocked Oliver to sleep.



* * * *



Micah ran through the foyer, pulling Oliver from Evan’s arms. “What happened?” He could feel his mate shaking and soaking wet.

“He jumped into the water down at the marina,” Loco answered him.

“Why the hell would he do that?” Micah pulled Oliver tight to his chest as he waited for someone to explain what was going on.

“I honestly don’t know.” Murdock stepped up. 

Micah took the steps two at a time to get Oliver out of his wet clothes and warm liquid inside of him. He knew humans caught colds easily, and he didn’t want his mate sick. There were things like pneumonia and strep throat that could harm him. Oliver was young with a healthy immune system, but he didn’t want to chance anything.

He took Oliver to his bed and pulled his sopping wet boots off, peeling away his drenched socks. Oliver seemed to be exhausted because he slept through it. Micah pulled Oliver’s arms out of his black pullover and gently slid it over his head. The thing weighed a ton soaking wet. He stopped for a moment, realizing this would be the first time he saw his mate naked. 

Micah had to push that thought away. This was about getting him warm as quickly as possible, wasn’t it? 

He removed the black T-shirt, and his breath caught. Micah stared down at the tattoo on Oliver’s chest. He ran his fingers over it, amazed at the sight of his name inked in a beautiful pattern. The clouds above the letters were surreal with a moon hiding halfway behind it. He leaned closer to discover that his name wasn’t drawn with lines but smaller words that formed the letters. Micah’s heart clenched when he saw that it was only one word repeated over and over again, love.

His hands shook as he unsnapped the wet denim and pulled them down his legs. He was commando. Micah stared at his flaccid cock nestled against his thigh. Even in a dormant state, it was breathtaking. Oliver kept his hairs trimmed low which Micah thought was sexy as all hell. His own cock jumped at the sight and started filling. He pulled the jeans the rest of the way off and fought off the lust that seized him, grabbing the duvet and covering his mate. He called downstairs and asked someone to bring him hot broth and tea. 

Gathering the wet clothes, he dumped then in the laundry chute then returned to the bed. Oliver was a stunning young man. His brown hair was cut short with lighter highlights streaking through it. His face was angelic in sleep. The piercings seemed out of place on such a soft face. He liked them. They just didn’t seem to fit right now. 

His mate was trim and fit, standing six one. Micah always had trouble breathing when Oliver turned his crystal blue eyes on him.

Oliver stirred, and Micah sat on the bed next to him, running his hands through his mate’s hair. He loved him more than anything. Maybe he was being selfish in waiting. He was only trying to protect him. He leaned down and ran his lips over Oliver’s, feeling Oliver’s breath exhale onto his. Micah turned his head and nuzzled his cheek against Oliver’s, feeling the smooth skin caress under his affection. 

Micah pulled away when a knock sounded on his door, Jasper held a tray with the items he requested. He thanked him and carried it over to the bed. Should he wake him or let him sleep? He needed warmth. Sleep could claim him again once the broth and tea were inside of him. 

“Wake up, baby.” Micah ran his hand down the side of Oliver’s face as Oliver’s eyes fluttered. “That’s it. Wake up.” 

Oliver began to shake. His lip trembled from the cold. Micah pulled him up into a sitting position and brought the cup of broth over to his lips. 

“Sip it. It’s hot.” Micah held the mug as Oliver’s lips touched the rim, his eyes locked onto Micah’s. A single tear slid down his mate’s face.

“Hush, baby, dry your eyes. We’ll discuss the whys later. I want you warm now.” Micah lifted the cup to Oliver’s lips once again but Oliver turned his head. His shoulders shook as he confessed.

“I was unfaithful, Micah.” 

Micah’s world turned on its axis. The four words repeating over and over in his head. No. no, no. Not his mate. Who? Who touched his Oliver? Who lay with his mate? 

Rage ripped through his soul as his canines punched through and his eyes burned crimson. His claws shattered the mug in his hand as they shot from his fingers, hot liquid splashing onto his thighs. He had to get away from his mate, but not before he found out who.

“Name, now.” He growled in a voice that rivaled Satan’s. 

Oliver shook his head, pulling back in fear. 

Micah threw back his head and released a howl. His pain and anguish could be heard within the cry.

Micah braced his hands on either side of Oliver’s head onto the pillow. “You will not leave this room and no one—” He leaned closer, his hot breath almost touching Oliver’s lips. “No one is to come into this room. Do you understand me?” 

Oliver nodded in quick bursts then Micah pulled away. 

He stood, looking down at Oliver with such pain in his heart. Oliver began to cry, but he couldn’t deal with it right now. Micah shook his head then slammed the door as he made his escape. Micah was in a world of pain. He shifted right outside his bedroom door then raced down the winding staircase. He couldn’t think. His head and heart were in a battle. Micah leapt, crashing through the front window as he ran from the hurt threatening to tear his heart out.















Chapter Four



Blair knocked on his brother’s door. It had been seven days since he had seen him, and almost every tray that was brought to him was returned untouched. He worried that Oliver was trying to starve himself to death. Why had his brother cheated on his mate? This didn’t make sense to him. Oliver wasn’t like that. Micah hadn’t been seen since the day they returned from the fair. 

The door cracked open, and Blair pushed through before Oliver could open it all the way.

“Get out! No one can be in here. Please, Blair, get out,” Oliver begged as he pushed Blair back through the door.

“Will you stop it? I’m your damn brother. If Micah thinks something is going on with us, then he’s lost his marbles.” Blair was worried that Micah had done just that. The wolf had looked crazed when he burst through the front window and escaped to the forest. 

“No one. He said no one.” Oliver slammed the door in his face. Well, fuck. Now what? Blair had noticed the sunken eyes and the lost weight before he was kicked out. His brother’s eyes were darting everywhere and unfocused. 

Blair walked back down to the den. Something had to be done. He couldn’t leave Oliver in the state he was in, so how could he fix this? First, he had to find Micah then he had to get those two together. Easier said than done.



* * * *



Oliver lay in Micah’s bed. He held the pillow that had his mate’s fading scent close to his chest. He played the event over and over in his mind. He knew he should have worded the confession differently, but he thought Micah would let him explain. Instead, Micah had turned into a psycho wolf on him, and Oliver couldn’t blame him in the least. 

Now he would never know what it was like to be held by his mate, made love to, or be claimed. He would be stuck in this house with a man that should be his but never would be. The thought of that plunged his depression deeper into the abyss. 

His skin itched to be held, to be loved. That’s all he had wanted. Micah was forever sidestepping him and treating him like a kid brother or son rather than a mate, and his dejected feeling only worsened with time. Oliver knew all this, but it still didn’t excuse what he had done. Now he’d lost Micah forever. 

Oliver had stared blankly at the wall for seven days now, only getting up to use the bathroom or answer the door. At first, he didn’t even acknowledge the knocking until Maverick’s booming voice demanded he do so, but the wolf stayed outside, not entering, telling Oliver that he better start eating. 

Oliver agreed, but only in words. His appetite had left with Micah. His sanity had left with Micah. A hole now existed where his heart had once been. 

Oliver began to silently cry again as he drifted back off to sleep.



* * * *



Micah slipped back into his bedroom. It was three in the morning, and he couldn’t fight the pull any longer. He needed his mate. He had wandered the forest for a week, eating the prey he caught and sleeping in the cold. The first few days he had been a savage, the wolf killing any prey that came too near. Blood was what he had wanted, and blood was what he had spilled. He ate what he killed, but the rage had consumed him. 

Micah stood over the bed and stared down at his sleeping mate. Why? Why would Oliver lay in the arms of another? This question haunted him from the moment he had entered the woods. Was he that bad of a mate that he drove his young man to another? 

He leaned in closer to see the black rings around his mate’s eyes. Pulling the covers back he saw the thinness creeping up Oliver’s skin. This concerned Micah. He didn’t want his mate’s health suffering. He still loved him deeply, but his heart had been ripped out. 

He had to know why. He had to find out who the hell fucked his mate. They would be disemboweled. Micah would accept no excuse from the one who soiled Oliver. 

“Oliver, wake up,” Micah demanded in a voice that was not gentle.

“Get out! He said no one. Get out!” Oliver screamed as he jumped up and pushed at Micah. 

Micah grabbed his wrists, pulling Oliver into his arms. “It’s Micah, calm down.” He was angry, hurt and betrayed, but he still wanted to hold his mate. Claim him and love him. 

“I’m so sorry.” Oliver sobbed into Micah’s chest. His mate’s arms wrapped around his waist as he held on. “Please don’t leave me.” 

“Tell me what happened.” Micah braced himself for the sordid details. He couldn’t let Oliver go. He had to hang tight, try to keep his sanity, when his mate told of his affair.

“I kissed Evan. I didn’t plan it. I–I’ve just been so lonely, so damn lonely. I know that’s not an excuse. He didn’t know, Micah. It’s not his fault. He denied me and jumped away. I’m sorry.” Oliver hugged Micah closer.

“What else, Oliver?” He couldn’t take the suspense. He was ready to go kill Evan, but he wanted to know all of it so he wouldn’t feel guilty when Evan’s intestines lay under him.

“That’s it, I swear.” Oliver’s nails dug into Micah’s back as he hung onto him for dear life. 

“A kiss?” 

“Yes. Actually, they really didn’t even touch. I promise, Micah. I’ll never ever cheat again. Ever.” 

Micah pulled back and stared down at his mate. “A kiss?”

Oliver nodded as fat tears rolled down his cheeks.

Micah pulled Oliver tight to his chest. A damn kiss. That was the extent of it? He hadn’t been defiled? Micah wanted to laugh. The relief released the knot his stomach and heart that had been there for a week. 

Micah was still going to have a face-to-face talk with Evan. 

Oliver squealed when Micah dropped him on the bed. “You ready to be claimed, mate?” 

Oliver ripped his clothes off before Micah even removed his shirt.

Micah chuckled at his mate’s eagerness. He sobered when he grabbed Oliver’s face. “Are you sure you’re ready for this?”

“Been ready since midnight hit on my eighteenth birthday.” He gave Micah a big, toothy smile.

“Never seek solace in another man’s arms again, Oliver. Talk to me, even when I’m being pigheaded. Promise.” Oliver’s eyes brimmed, but Micah had to hear the word.

“Promise. That’s why I jumped into the water. I had to get away from myself. The guilt ate at me so bad I hated who I was.” 

“On your knees,” Micah demanded as he grabbed the lube from the drawer. Foreplay later, he needed to bond Oliver to him now. 

Oliver crawled to the middle of the bed and lowered his shoulders. He looked over at Micah as his body shook.

“Scared, Oliver?” Micah lubed his fingers and slid two into his mate’s puckered hole.

“A little. I’ve been waiting so long that I feel like I’m dreaming.” Oliver moaned when Micah began a slow in and out with his fingers.

“It’s real. Relax and enjoy. Promise you’ll let me know if I do something you don’t like?” Micah twisted his wrist and crooked his finger until he found Oliver’s prostate.

Oliver shouted and jutted his ass further in the air. “Promise, Micah. Please do that again.” 

Micah smiled then added a third finger. He grazed the gland a few more times as Oliver shook and keened. 

“My baby likes that.” Micah laid his other hand on the small of Oliver’s back as he quickened the pace of his fingers. 

“More, Micah. I need more.” Oliver’s head fell back. “Fuck me.” 

Micah pulled his hand free and got on his knees behind Oliver. He laid his thumbs on Oliver’s globes and spread his cheeks apart. Fuck if that wasn’t a beautiful sight. 

“Please,” Oliver begged, pushing back.

“Anything you want, love.” Micah pushed all the way to the root. His eyes closed for a moment, relishing the tight hole stretching around his cock.

Oliver cried out.

“Did I hurt you?” Micah rubbed Oliver’s back as worry creased his brow.

“You will if you don’t move.” Oliver panted.

Micah laughed as he slammed forward one good thrust. “Is that what you want?”

“No, I want an ice cream cone.” 

Micah’s head fell back as a booming laughter filled the bedroom.

“In that case.” Micah dug his fingers into Oliver’s hips and pistoned into him then stopped. 

“Micah!” Oliver protested loudly.

“Again, is that what you want?” Micah smiled as Oliver’s fists pounded the sheets. 

“Yes, dammit. Fuck me until I can’t walk.” 

“Now you’re talking.” Micah thrust his hips as his pelvis slapped against Oliver’s ass. 

“Do you accept me as your mate, Oliver?” Micah thrust forward on each word.

“Yes.” He mewled.

“No, you have to say my name as well.” Micah’s canines elongated as his eyes shifted to crimson. 

“Yes, Micah.” Oliver cried as he rocked back.

“Better.”

Micah struck, biting into Oliver’s neck as his hips slammed into Oliver like a rocket. He drank from his mate as he felt the ribbons of their souls unwind and entwine together, their heartbeats synchronized, the bonding complete. 

Oliver shouted Micah’s name as he came all over the sheets, his body jerking from the eruption.

“You are mine, and you will not share.” Micah growled around Oliver’s neck. 

“Never.” Oliver promised as Micah roared his release, his body thrusting so hard that he swore Oliver would feel his cock in the back of his throat. 

Micah sealed the wound and pulled Oliver to his chest. “I love you, Oliver. Never forget that.”

Micah lay on his back and draped his mate across his chest. “It’s beautiful. Your tattoo. Thank you.” He rubbed Oliver’s back in a soothing pattern. 

“I’ve loved you from the moment you walked into my house. I just didn’t know it yet,” Oliver confessed. 



* * * *



Micah walked into the den and knocked Evan on his ass with one swift punch to his jaw then walked away.



* * * *



“Why are we all gathered here?” Oliver asked as all the mates stood by the front door.

“Beats me,” Cecil replied as he shrugged his shoulders.

“Okay, men, time to go,” Maverick declared as he opened the front door.

They climbed into the SUVs, not daring to question the Alpha. Loco was behind the wheel with a smirk on his face. Oliver didn’t trust that look.

He became more wary when the other three SUVs filled with the remaining warriors. What the hell was going on? 

As they drove into town, Blair leaned over and whispered in Oliver’s ear, “So, someone was claimed last night.” He snickered.

Had he been that loud? 

“Congrats, bro.” They tapped knuckles as Oliver grinned from ear to ear. 

They pulled in front of an office building with a big tooth hanging in front of it.

“Oh, no,” Johnny cried. 

“Ah, shit. The dentist,” Drew complained. 

They warriors escorted the mates into a waiting room as Maverick checked them in. 

Oliver moved closer to Micah, craving skin contact. Micah pulled Oliver’s back to his chest as he wrapped his arms around Oliver. He never wanted Micah to let him go. 

“Okay, you guys head on back. We’ll wait out here.” Maverick instructed as he took a seat in the small waiting room chair, he moved around trying to find a comfortable way to sit. The chairs weren’t meant for six nine warriors.

Johnny shot to the exit as Hawk grabbed him around the waist, depositing him next to Cecil.

“But I don’t wanna go,” Johnny cried to Hawk.

“Sorry, pretty baby. Oral hygiene is important.” Hawk kissed him on his nose and patted his ass.

Johnny pouted as he followed the other mates to the back. 

They went into a large room with reclining chairs. The dental assistant told them all to have a seat and the dentists would be with them shortly. 

Keata looked like a deer caught in headlights as he looked around at all the shiny dental tools.

Cecil played with a small tank, turning the knobs. “Come here, Johnny. This will help you relax.” 

Oliver bit back a laugh as Cecil put the mask over Johnny’s face. After a moment, Johnny’s eyes glazed, and he began to giggle. 



* * * *



“Excuse me, sirs, we need your help back here,” the dental assistant said as she stuck her head around the door.

“I hope Johnny isn’t giving the dentist a hard time.” Hawk shook his head as he and the other mated warriors headed to the back. 

“What the hell?” Micah scratched his head as all the mates lay over dental chairs laughing their collective ass off. 

“They seem to have discovered the laughing gas.” The dental assistant smiled. 

“Cecil!” Maverick bellowed.















Chapter Five



Micah’s tongue played with the rod in Oliver’s lip as Oliver straddled his lap in the kitchen chair. 

“Are you sure you like the piercings?” Oliver asked as he pushed his lip closer to Micah’s exploring.

“I’m sure. It’s sexy as hell.” Micah grabbed the rod with his teeth and growled. He wanted to lick and suck every damn pierced spot on his mate.

Oliver laughed. “In that case, I want a Prince Albert.” 

“Really?” Micah’s eyebrows shot up. “I don’t know if I can handle someone holding your cock in their hands.” He nipped Oliver’s lip.

“They’re professionals. Please.” Oliver gave him a puppy dog look, bottom lip pouting out.

Micah chuckled as he skated his hands down Oliver’s sides. He was relieved that all the waiting for his mate to come of age, all the worrying that his mate wasn’t mentally ready, was finally over. Oliver shivered as Micah ran a hand over the nape of his neck.

“Let me think about it.” Micah hitched his groin up into his mate. His cock was rock hard, begging to tear away the denim and take what was now his to freely have.

“Oh, god.” Oliver moaned.

“Get room. No sex in kitchen.” Keata giggled as he walked to the fridge. 

“Why don’t you tell my mate what your tattoo is?” Oliver asked over his shoulder.

“No dice.” Keata gave him a raspberry and walked out with a juice in hand.

“He got a tattoo?” Micah wondered who’s name the young man had inked on his chest.

“Yeah, but none of us know what it is. He wouldn’t let us see.” 

Micah frowned. He didn’t like the idea of not knowing who Keata’s mate was. If he was a wolf here, why didn’t they claim him? It didn’t make sense to him. 

Oliver draped his arms over Micah’s shoulders, giving him the sexiest look he could muster, “So, can I?” 

“Can you what, babe?” Micah had been lost in thought. 

“Get another piercing?” Oliver waggled his brows.

“Persistent little devil, aren’t you.” A faint grin touched Micah’s lips as he stood with his mate in his arms.



* * * *



Cody grabbed a beer from behind the bar as he watched the mates dance around with the controllers. He twisted the cap off and took a swig as Kyoshi yelled his victory. Cody smiled. 

Keata climbed onto the bar stool and slapped the counter. Cody reached under and grabbed an orange soda, adding ice cubes to a tall glass. He tilted it as he poured. He slid the glass across and rubbed his fingers across the back of Keata’s hand. 

Keata stared into his eyes then smiled. 



* * * *



Oliver ran into his room to change into his sweats and a large T-shirt. He grabbed his pillow then shot back down the stairs. He jumped onto the couch in the den and curled up next to Blair.

Blair put his arm around his little brother as the movie began. 

“Is it really scary?” he whispered to Blair.

“Kinda. I got ya.” Blair pulled him closer as the blood started flying. 

Keata whimpered in the corner of the couch he sat in. Kyoshi pulled him near as Drew pulled Cecil close. 

Johnny started yelling at the stupid girls once again. 

“Is this seat taken?” Cecil looked up to see his mate smiling down at him.

“Never.”

Maverick pulled Cecil from Drew’s arms and cuddled him in his lap.

The other warriors claimed their mates as they snuggled down to watch the movie. 

Oliver watched as Loco picked Keata up and pulled him to his chest, running his hands through Keata’s soft, silky black hair.



* * * *



“You have fun?” Micah asked as Oliver curled into his arms.

“Yeah, just a horror movie. No big deal,” Oliver said matter-of-factly.

“Liar.” Micah turned Oliver over in his arms then ran his tongue along Oliver’s lips. He skimmed his teeth as Oliver opened for him. Micah sucked Oliver’s tongue into his mouth as he kneaded his ass. 

Oliver wrapped his arms around Micah’s neck as he pushed his cock into Micah’s abdomen. He broke the kiss. “Wanna taste you.” 

Micah rolled onto his back. Oliver’s muscles drew tight with pleasure as he kissed his way down Micah’s body. A moan left Oliver’s throat at the taste of his mate’s skin. He had never given head before. This would be his first time. 

Oliver’s cock ached as he licked the length of Micah’s dick. Micah spread his legs further apart, and Oliver climbed between them. He prayed he did it correctly. Was there a correct way? He should have looked it up on the Internet before confessing to Micah his desires.

He stroked Micah’s cock a few times before he glided the mushroomed head across his lips. He could feel his hand tremble slightly as he ran his tongue across the smeared drops, the taste exploding in his mouth. Oliver glanced up to see Micah watching him, his eyes slanted in lust. He must be doing something right for his mate to have that lusty look.

Oliver opened his mouth wider as he wrapped his lips around Micah’s cock.

“Fuck.” Micah groaned, his hand coming down to run over Oliver’s head. 

It still felt like a dream. He was actually mated now, finally. Oliver laved at the opening, drawing the pre-come out as he rolled Micah’s balls in his hands. He was running on pure instinct here.

Oliver looked up once again at Micah, a blush fanning across his face and neck at the intimate way Micah was seeing him. 

Micah gave a low growl. Oliver took him deeper, humming as his tongue swirled around the hard shaft. Micah thrust his hips, and Oliver gagged. His eyes watered as he pulled back. 

“Fuck, Oliver.” Micah leaned up to his elbows. “Please tell me you’ve done this before.”

Oliver ignored him as he sucked harder, his mouth going up and down the cock, his hands feathering across Micah’s scrotum. He was not about to engage in a debate about cock sucking with a hard shaft shoved in his mouth. 

“Oliver, gonna…” Micah warned as his hands locked onto Oliver’s head, thrusting his pelvis faster in short bursts. Oliver was thankful his mate took into consideration his inexperience. 

Oliver grabbed the base and pumped as he swallowed further. Hot pulses hit the back of his throat as he struggled to swallow. 

Micah howled as his hands pressed firmer on Oliver, his hips jerking until he collapsed.

Oliver crawled up Micah’s body, craving the feeling of that thick, long shaft inside of him. His heart beat faster at the thought of his mate watching him this time, facing each other. It was heady, exhilarating. Oliver wanted to throw his head back and laugh with the giddiness that was bubbling up inside of him. 

He straddled Micah’s abdomen then leaned down to share the musky taste still lingering on his lips and in his mouth. 

Micah devoured him. His hands grabbed Oliver’s hips as his tongue ravaged Oliver’s mouth. 

“Need you.” Oliver moaned into Micah’s mouth. He reached over and grabbed the lube, setting himself back slightly to pour a generous amount down onto Micah. 

Micah grabbed the base and held it up as Oliver placed his palms on Micah’s chest and braced his feet. Micah guided his cock as Oliver slowly worked the prick inside. He bit his lip from the pinch and burn, let out a breath, and then lowered a fraction more. Micah watched him the whole time.

Oliver looked down at his mate with all the love he felt in his heart. His chest swelled with the overabundance of emotions coursing through him. His. Micah was his. He hadn’t lost him. 

Oliver blew out as he finally seated himself. This position opened him wider, the cock going deeper. Oliver pulled forward then rocked back, Micah’s hands on his hips helping him along.

He picked up his pace as Micah pulled his legs up, planted his feet, and then thrust deeply into him. Oliver cried out as Micah grinned then repeated the move. He hit Oliver’s gland every time he withdrew.

“Micah,” Oliver sang as his mate jetted into him. Fire licking his nerve endings, he slammed back to meet Micah’s thrust.

Micah’s canines extended, making Oliver’s cock throb harder. He grabbed it, but Micah pulled his hand away.

“Come here.” He grunted as Oliver leaned forward. Micah snaked his hand around Oliver’s neck, leading him down as his hips continued their assault. His teeth sank into the flesh where his neck ended and his shoulder began, Oliver’s soft skin relenting under the powerful bite.

Cries rang out as Oliver spurt ribbon after ribbon onto Micah, his nails digging into Micah’s chest. 

Micah released him then pistoned so hard into Oliver that he nearly dislodged him. He would have if Micah hadn’t been holding onto him with a death grip. Micah shouted Oliver’s name as he released the wealth of semen that had erupted from his balls, depositing it in Oliver’s deep, heated sheath.

Oliver collapsed forward, kissing Micah’s chest and neck in a praiseworthy love.

“Love you, warrior,” Oliver cooed as he nestled into his mate’s neck.

“Forever, mate.” Micah wrapped his arms around Oliver as he twisted around and turned the lamp off.



* * * *



“Okay, now, I want all eyes front and center. No talking. No chewing gum, and you must raise your hand to ask a question.” Kyoshi cleared his throat then continued, “This is your first class in learning how to speak Japanese. Oliver suggested you mates learn for Keata’s benefit.” 

“Oh, no. School,” Johnny cried. “I suck at school. I was always late.” 

“Johnny, you live in the school,” Kyoshi reminded him.

“Oh, I still don’t like school.” He pouted as he crossed his arms over his chest.

The library had been converted into a makeshift classroom complete with a white erase board. Keata sat next to the board with a ruler in his hand, staring at each mate, daring them to disobey the rules.

“I have placed a sheet of paper and a number two pencil in front of each of you for notes.” Kyoshi walked to the board and wrote his first word.

“We have to take tests?” Johnny whined his question.

“Johnny, you will be put in the corner if you continue to speak without raising your hand,” Kyoshi gently reprimanded him.

Keata walked over to Johnny and rapped his knuckles with the wooden ruler.

“Ow, why’d he do that?” He shook his hand then rubbed the red mark that had surfaced.

“You must follow the rules,” Kyoshi answered.

“I’m going to be a dropout,” Drew complained. 

“No, Drew. You must excel and achieve.” Kyoshi added another word to the board.

“Huh?” Drew scratched his head as he stared at Kyoshi.

“When is recess?” Johnny asked.

Keata tapped his knuckles again.

“Will you stop that?” Johnny glared at him.

“No, sunshine hair no listen.” Keata put his hands on his hips.

“I’m gonna tell the principal on you,” Johnny shot back. “Who’s the principle, Kyoshi?”

Kyoshi shook his head as he pinched the bridge of his nose to try and calm down. It was like he was in charge of a kindergarten class instead of adults.

“This is for Keata. Please. If you do not want to learn, you don’t have to.” Kyoshi wasn’t going to spend the time if they didn’t want to be here. Oliver and Blair seemed to be the only ones willing to learn. Cecil was spitting spitballs at the leather-bound books across the room.

“Please,” Keata begged.

“Fine.” Johnny sat up straighter and picked his pencil up. Cecil slid his straw under his seat and did the same.

Kyoshi ran through the rest of the lesson with no more gripes. He was somewhat surprised at how well Johnny was picking the language up. It seemed all he had to do was tell him the word once and he got it. Drew seemed to be the one who was struggling, so Kyoshi decided he would give him private lessons if he so desired.

They spent the afternoon taking turns at the board as the day flew by. Snacks were brought in by some of the warriors, and Kyoshi smiled when he saw Cody, Tank, and Loco take a seat off to the side. Seemed some of the warriors wished to communicate better with Keata as well.

Tank seemed to be recovering well from the bullet wound he suffered when rescuing the other three Asian men that had been kidnapped and brought over to this country when Kyoshi and Keata had. He didn’t walk as stiff anymore, and his Commander, Hawk, had put him back on the roster for patrol duty. It amazed Kyoshi how quickly the wolves healed. He still wondered about Keata visiting him when he was sick but, as his mate Storm had told him, he let Keata be his own man. 

“Okay, we are done for the day. I want you guys to practice your words and try and use them in a sentence as often as you can.” Kyoshi felt proud and accomplished at the lesson taught today.

“I still don’t like school,” Johnny mumbled as he left the library carrying his piece of paper and pencil with him. Kyoshi shook his head and smiled at the blond-haired man.

“How did it go?” Micah kissed Oliver as he entered the den.

“Grueling. Kyoshi is a slave driver, and Keata has gotten ruler happy.” Oliver dropped onto the sofa as his stomach growled. It was dinnertime, and he was starving. The snacks that had been brought in didn’t even put a dent in his appetite. Oliver laid his head in Micah’s lap as he tried to decide what he wanted for dinner. He was glad he had suggested the class but forgot what it had been like in school. Studying and homework were not on his most favorite things to do list but, as Kyoshi had pointed out, it was for Keata. Maybe they could take him out to dinner. 

“Hey, Micah.” 

“Hmm?” Micah was running his hands over Oliver’s hair, making Oliver forget momentarily what he was about to ask him. He realized over the past couple of days that he was a skin person. He liked to be touch and craved contact. When his mate touched him, all thought stopped and only pleasure remained. 

“Do you want to go out to dinner?” Oliver caught the moan before it escaped, goose flesh rising on the surface of his skin. Damn, Micah had him drooling. 

“Where do you want to go, babe?” Micah asked. He lightly raked his nails along Oliver’s neck. He could feel goose bumps rising as his body shivered. Micah traced circles with his fingernail down Oliver’s forearm then back up. 

“Don’t know. I really don’t know what you have in this small town. Can we take Keata? I want to try the words Kyoshi taught us today.” Oliver turned to his back and pulled his T-shirt up, exposing his stomach, Micah growled and pushed it back down.

“Get Keata. I’ll let Loco and Storm know we’re taking him with us.” Oliver rolled over and stood as Micah pushed up from the couch. 

Loco had been asked by the warrior Storm to look after Keata, keep him safe and happy. Loco took the job seriously and guarded Keata with his life, so letting the wolf know they were taking him out was to be expected.















Chapter Six



Keata slept in the backseat after stuffing himself on chicken strips and fries. Oliver had opted for the diner in town. 

Oliver was buckled in the front of Micah’s truck as the miles ticked away. It had gotten dark out, and the night was making his mate sleepy. Oliver’s head rested back.

“Did you have a good time?” Micah asked him in the dark interior of the truck, the dials the only thing glowing. Oliver turned his head toward Micah and smiled.

“Yeah, I did. Thanks.” 

Micah smiled as his thoughts drifted back to their dinner. Oliver had to read all the choices on the menu to Keata, but the guy barely understood what he was saying. Micah called Storm and spoke to Kyoshi. He pressed the button for speaker phone as Kyoshi related the items until Keata made his choice. 

Micah knew Oliver’s decision to have the others learn Keata’s language was a good choice. He felt bad for Keata and the circumstances that brought him here but loved having him around. Now all they had to do was bridge the gap in their communication and Keata would feel better about the whole ordeal. 

Micah glanced in the rearview mirror, noticing headlights following too close to his vehicle. He sped up a little. Having precious cargo, he didn’t want to drive too fast. The headlights still trailed closely. 

Micah was getting pissed. This was a damn country road in a small town, not a busy street in the congested city. People should have more consideration out here. Maybe if he slowed down they would give up and go around him. 

He eased his foot off the gas pedal, and the vehicle behind him slowed as well. The hairs on the back of his neck rose. His gut told him something wasn’t right. Micah glanced over at Oliver then back at Keata. They were both fast asleep. He knew he had to handle this situation with caution. His mate and Keata depended on it. 

Micah pulled his cell phone out and dialed Maverick’s number, waiting for him to answer.

“Maverick here.”

“I’m not sure, but I think I have trouble following me. I have my mate and Keata with me. Someone is following us a little too closely.” Micah gave him the road he was on and the direction he was heading. 

“I’ll send help. Keep them safe.” Maverick hung up. 

Micah glanced in his mirror again for a split second before the other vehicle’s high beams blinded him. He reached up and smacked the rearview mirror to the side to remove the bright light from his eyes. He had to blink a few times to clear the residual effect in his eyes. What the hell was going on? 

Micah’s head snapped back when the rear of his truck was hit. He swerved but managed to get the truck back under control. His knuckles turned white as his fingers gripped the steering wheel tighter. 

“What’s happening?” Oliver yelled as the truck took another impact. Micah craned his neck to look behind them and saw Keata gripping the strap of his seat belt, his eyes wide with fear. All Micah could see were headlights. “They’re coming at us again,” he warned as the headlights ate up the distance and the truck lurched forward. This time Keata screamed. Oliver twisted his body to look behind them.

“Turn around and sit, Oliver. I don’t know who it is, but I don’t want either of you hurt.” Micah sped up as he prayed that whoever was doing this would leave them alone. They didn’t have any enemies that he was aware of. They had called a truce with the Eastern pack after the warrior Zeus had won the fight against the old Alpha, Jackson.

To his knowledge, no other pack lived around here. Maybe Zeus was really tired of waiting on Jasper and taking out his frustration on them. As quickly as Micah thought of it, he dismissed the idea. An Alpha wouldn’t do something like this. Would he?

Keata and Oliver both cried out as the truck was struck again. This time Micah lost control, and the truck veered off the road and into a ditch. The impact made Oliver hit his head on the passenger door window. 

Micah panicked when his truck hit the ditch. He could hear Oliver’s head hit the window. He glanced over at his mate to see him unconscious. He reached over and felt Oliver’s neck. His pulse beat strong under Micah’s fingers, and relief flood him. He snarled as he hit the button to lower his window. These assholes were going to pay for this. 

“No, Micah. No leave us,” Keata begged as tears washed from his eyes. 

“No worries. Gonna kick some butt.” Micah reached back and squeezed Keata’s hand that had a death grip on the seatbelt. He crawled out of his window and shifted, circling the truck as he looked for signs of the vehicle that knocked them off of the road. He growled as Keata clamored out of his window. What the hell did he think he was doing? Before he could shift back and yell at the young man, he was hit across the head and knocked away from his truck, landing on his side. Micah shook it off and leaped at the shadow by his truck. 

Keata wailed, and the hairs on Micah stood. Someone was hurting Keata. Micah had to get to him but hesitated at leaving his mate in the truck unprotected. 

Howls echoed in the forest as Micah heard footsteps on the other side. They were by his mate. Micah leaped over the hood of his truck and sank his teeth into soft flesh, his claws shredding skin. No one was getting Oliver. He snapped his head back and forth as he pulled the assailant away from his mate. 

Tank, Cody, Loco, and Ludo emerged from the forest, the wind carrying their massive forms to the fight. Tank jumped onto the back of the one who had Keata, his weight bringing the attacker down. Cody stood over Keata, his muzzle pulled back, showing off his long and sharp canines. His ears tucked back and his head lowered, daring anyone to come near the little man. 

Ludo and Loco were tearing apart the ones they had found hiding just beyond the road. 

Micah heard the neck snap but still shook the attacker, his teeth tearing flesh from bone. How dare anyone attempt to hurt Oliver or Keata! They were cherished above all others, and the thought spiked Micah’s wrath into a higher level of untapped fury. He heard Oliver whimper. His mate needed him. Micah dropped his prey and ran to the truck, shifting as he leapt through his window.

“Are you okay, baby?” Micah unbuckled Oliver, aware that a neck injury could paralyze him if moved. What the hell should he do? Oliver grabbed his head as he rolled over onto Micah, crying. 

“Shh, it’s over. You’re safe.” He prayed he was doing the right thing as he pulled his mate to him. God, if he lost Oliverno, he couldn’t think of that. His heart was gripped in pain at the thought. 

Micah pulled Oliver from the truck as headlights washed over them. Micah snarled as he pushed Oliver behind him. 

“It’s just me, Micah,” Jasper yelled as he ran over to the wreck, tossing sweat pants and a T-shirt at Micah. “Is everyone okay? Where’s Cody? Keata?” Jasper stopped to look around then ran past Micah over to where the other wolves were gathered. 



* * * *



Jasper came to a halt at the sight before him. Cody had Keata in his arms as he ran his hand down Keata’s face. He was staring tenderly into the young man’s eyes. A growl ripped from his chest as he stormed over to his Code-man. 

“What the hell is going on?” Jasper demanded with jealousy he shouldn’t feel. He had a mate waiting for him, yet the sight of another man in Cody’s arms sent him over the edge. What the hell was wrong with him? Keata was injured, and all Jasper could think about was gouging the human’s eyes out. This wasn’t right. His feelings weren’t right. Cody was free to be with whomever he wanted to be with, so why was Jasper seething? 

“Back off, Jazz. He’s scared and hurt. Don’t you have a mate to piss off somewhere?” Cody glared at Jasper. 

“Cody…don’t.” In that moment, Jasper knew it was time to go. He knew he had to break Cody’s heart and go to his mate. This wasn’t fair to anyone, least of all Cody. If he stayed much longer, Cody would only grow to resent him, and that’s something Jasper couldn’t live with. He tossed the clothing at Cody.

“I called Maverick,” Tank informed them. “He’s on his way, along with Zeus. They want to identify these men, see if they belong to the Eastern pack.” Tank looked over at Jasper then down at Cody. He thanked Jasper for the clothes as the redheaded warrior passed them out to the now naked wolves.

“Thanks.” Cody pulled to his feet as he carried Keata over to the SUV Jasper had brought. 



* * * *



Micah carried Oliver, wanting to get him home and examined for any further injuries. 

Ludo drove them as the others stayed behind to clean up the mess and await the arrival of the Alphas. 

“How are they?” Ludo asked as he glanced in the mirror at the backseats. 

“Not sure yet. Oliver is out again and from the looks of it, so is Keata.” Micah gently grazed his fingers over the red and angry bruise already forming on Oliver’s forehead. Maverick would need to call the wolf physician to check the two out, make sure they would be okay. Oliver looked so fragile lying unconscious in his arms. Why had those men attacked them? He couldn’t think of any reason they would have to run Micah off the road with two humans in the truck. It just didn’t make sense.

Micah glanced over at Keata. The poor guy’s had one experience after another since his arrival in America. He wondered briefly if Cody was his mate. It seemed quite a few of the warriors had unofficially made themselves Keata’s guardian. The little guy was too adorable to resist. He had an innocence about him that just made you want to wrap him in cotton and protect him from the jaded world. He had noticed the way Loco took care of him, the special attention he gave Keata. When the mates did something as a group, Loco stepped in so Keata wouldn’t feel left out. 

Tank hovered over the guy like he was going to break a bone at any moment. He made sure Keata ate, was entertained, and well taken care of. So which of the three was his mate? It may not be any of them. Who knew anymore?

Micah laid his head back against the seat, thankful neither man had sustained serious injury. They pulled into the gravel drive as Micah and Cody carried the men into the house. Micah took his mate upstairs, tucking him into bed. 

Micah pulled a cloth from the shelf by the shower and wetted it with cool water, taking it to Oliver as he wiped carefully around the bruise. Oliver opened his eyes then, his fingers going to his head.

“Careful, don’t press on it. The doctor should be here soon to make sure you don’t have a concussion.” Micah tossed the cloth toward the bathroom as he sat on the bed.

“Who were they?” Oliver shook his head as if trying to remember the event. “I was scared. I wasn’t brave like I should have been.” He lowered his head as he pulled the blanket further up his chest.

“It wasn’t about being brave. Hell, I was scared, too. Scared my mate and Keata were going to be killed.” Micah brushed Oliver’s hair from his eyes. His mate was truly gorgeous.

“How is Keata?” Oliver asked as his hand went back up to his head. Micah gently pulled it away, kissing his palm before setting it his mate’s hand on the bed.

“I don’t know. Cody has him. He seemed shaken up. I didn’t see any injury but to be honest, I was concentrating on you.” Micah traced his fingers along Oliver’s jaw. “I was terrified I would lose you.”

“I’m tougher than that.” Oliver smiled crookedly at him. He took Micah’s hand in his, kissing his knuckles as his mate stared dreamy-eyed at him. Oliver was everything Micah had ever wanted in a partner, caring, gentle and loving. Their beginning was rocky, unsure, and filled with a lot of pent-up hostility. Micah never once blamed his mate for it. He’d wished Oliver hadn’t been so hostile but understood.

“I know you are.” Micah leaned down to kiss him as someone knocked on the door. “Dammit.”

The doctor stuck his head in. “I hear someone knocked his nugget.” He smiled as he crossed the room and shooed Micah away. “You two can continue what you were doing once I’m done.” He winked at Oliver as Micah stood back with a huff.

Once the exam was complete, he declared Oliver was fine. Micah breathed a sigh of relief. He seemed fine, but since he wasn’t a doctor himself, he couldn’t be sure. Better to be safe than sorry.



* * * *



Keata cried as the doctor stitched the bite wound on his right inner thigh. The nasty man had tried to eat Keata. He was glad when the wolves chased the hungry man away. He couldn’t understand why they wanted to hurt him. Was it the same men who stole him and his cousin? All Keata knew was that they had scared him and then bit him. Dumb men.

“Done.” The doctor leaned back and smiled at Keata. “You did a good job not moving.” 

Keata understand good job and no moving, so he beamed a smile at the man. His leg hurt, but it was no longer bleeding. The doctor gave him some pills and a glass of water, Keata looked over at Cody with a question in his eyes.

“Take them, Keata. No pain.” He smiled. 

Keata nodded then swallowed. Yuck. He could taste them on his tongue. He drank the whole glass, trying to get rid of the nasty taste.

“He should sleep for awhile. I’ll leave some more just in case he suffers discomfort later. You know, if he were mated, he would be recovering quicker than this.” The doctor set the pill bottle on the nightstand. 

“He’ll be fine. Thanks.” Cody shook the doctor’s hand.

The wolf doctor took his leave as Cody sat down next to Keata.

“I sleepy.” Keata yawned as he snuggled down under the blanket.















Chapter Seven



“Seems they were followers of Jackson’s.” Maverick informed his Sentries. Too bad he survived Oliver’s staking. It seemed the ex-Alpha just kept coming back to bite them in the ass.

“Why would they attack one wolf and two humans?” Tank wished he could sink his teeth into them again. When he emerged from those woods and saw Keata being attacked, his heart nearly stopped beating. Keata was only five two, a hundred pounds soaking wet. The sight of him laying there being attacked burned into Tank’s memory.

“Had a grudge against Oliver for Jackson’s capture. The crazy bastard was planning to re-challenge Zeus but with a little help and a lot of dirty fighting involved. Zeus took them back to his pack to be dealt with. I think they were the guys at the marina Paul told us about.” Maverick couldn’t figure out for the life of him why Jasper didn’t follow the Alpha, instead he insisted on returning here.

Jasper needed to let Cody go. He understood the pain Jasper was feeling, but he was making matters worse. Zeus damn near dragged Jasper with him, howling when his intended mate followed Maverick. Cody and Jasper should have never crossed that line from friendship to lovers. It made separating almost impossible. 

“Are there more followers?” Micah asked his Alpha, throwing his arm over the back of the leather couch as he stretched his legs. They needed to find out who broke off from Jackson’s pack when he was dethroned, everyone was a suspect as far as Micah was concerned. His temper flared at the thought of Oliver and Keata being hurt. 

“That’s what Zeus is looking into now. Just be aware of the possible threat, and keep two eyes on the mates, especially Cecil.” Maverick rolled his eyes as he thought of his wayward mate. The guy found more ways to get into trouble and elude the warriors than Maverick cared to think about. He would make sure he warned his mate of what was going on. Maybe Cecil would get it into his head to behave. Maverick snorted. Yeah, right. “Okay, guys, back to patrol. Watch your backs.” Maverick cleared his throat. “By the way, before you go. Zeus is sending one of his soldiers as a replacement for when his mate, Jasper, finally decides to join him.” 

“What?” Jasper shot off the couch. “Why would he do something like that? I didn’t even agree.” 

This was all Maverick needed. He wasn’t going to get into it with the Sentry. He had already accepted the other Alpha’s offer. Jasper would just have to get over it. 

“Calm down, Jasper,” Tank said, coming up beside him, “Maverick didn’t say he was shipping you off…yet.” Tank wiggled his eyebrows.

Jasper threw his hand up, not wanting to hear it. Tank had never heard of a wolf refusing his mate before. This was one for the records.

“Whatever.” Jasper stormed out of Maverick’s office in a huff.

The other Sentries just shook their heads, thankful Jasper wasn’t their headache and at the same time sympathizing with the poor guy. 

“He’ll be here tomorrow. His name is Jason Colt. I’ll do introductions once he arrives.” Maverick waved his hand to dismiss the pack.



* * * *



Oliver wrestled with the words Kyoshi had assigned today in their makeshift class. He thought once he was done with high school, he’d be done with school. As much as he wanted to complain, it was his idea. He hadn’t realized learning another language would be so dang hard.

“Hmm, you look like you could use a break.” Micah wrapped his arms around Oliver, kissing his neck.

“Yeah, break.” Oliver panted. He leaned his back into Micah’s chest as his mate unsnapped his jeans then snaked his hands down to grab a hand full of cock. Oliver sucked in his breath through his teeth. He would never get enough of Micah.

Micah nibbled up his neck and sucked on his ear lobe, his breath exciting Oliver’s cock to full attention. Micah pulled the jeans off and pushed Oliver forward so his mate leaned over the bed, kicking his legs apart. Micah ran his fingers down Oliver’s crease then stopped. 

Oliver grinned when he heard Micah inhale. He knew what his mate was looking at. 

“When did you get a butt plug?” 

“Internet. Came today.” Oliver hitched his right leg up onto the bed.

Micah pulled at the plug, wiggling it around.

“God, yes.” Oliver moaned.

Micah pulled it free, lubing his cock as his mate sunk all the way in. 

“Fuck me, Micah. Hard,” Oliver pleaded. 

Micah grabbed Oliver’s hips as he thrust into him, pulling Oliver a little higher on the bed for leverage. His mate reached around, grabbing Oliver’s cock with his lubed hand and matched the rhythm to his thrusts.

“Gonna” He erupted hot seed into Micah’s hand before he finished what he was going to say.

Stiffening, Micah cried his release, falling onto Oliver’s back. They lay there out of breath and sweaty. 

“Now that was a break.” Oliver smiled.



* * * *



Oliver browsed the bookshelves in the local bookstore in town. He had been here a few times and become friends with the owner, Murphy. The guy was pretty cool. He had a wide selection that Oliver always took his time looking through. For some reason, Murphy told him that the mates weren’t allowed in the adult section, something Maverick had forbidden.

“I got those Japenese Manga books in that you ordered, Oliver,” Murphy called to him from behind the counter.

“Cool, Keata’s gonna love them. Did you get all six of them?” Oliver strolled over to the counter and leaned over, trying to spot them.

“Yep, I even ordered a different set. Should be in next week.” Murphy went to the backroom then reappeared with the books in his hand. Oliver took one and flipped through it. He had no idea what they said since he didn’t read Japanese, but he knew Keata would have a fun time with them.

“You have to read them from back to front. Mangas are set up differently.” Murphy picked up one of the books and showed Oliver the order in which it’s read. How can anyone remember to read it that way? Not only was it from back to front but the pages were opposite as well.

“Not hard once you get the hang of it.” The store owner chuckled. 

“If you say so. I’m gonna go find the next book in the series I’m reading.” Oliver went back to his search.

The bells tinkled above the door as Oliver ran his fingers along the spines of the books he was looking through.

“Hey, Oliver. Gonna be much longer?” Gunnar yelled from somewhere up front. The Sentries elected to wait outside to give Oliver his room to breathe and feel a little less babysat. Gunnar and Murdock had volunteered to escort Oliver into town to get some shopping done while Micah was out on patrol. Six Sentries always patrolled the surrounding forest of the estate to ensure no threat existed while the mates lived there. Mates were cherished above all else and were protected fiercely.

“Almost, Gunnar. Just trying to find my book.” Oliver finally found what he was looking for, and he was even lucky enough to find the next two in the series. Wicked. 

“Murdock wanted to stop for lunch if you aren’t in a hurry to get back.” 

Oliver walked to the front to see Gunnar leaning casually against the counter. With the size of the wolf, he was surprised it held him. Oliver laid his books on the counter and Murphy set the Manga along with it, ringing up his total. 

“I have a special running all next week. Buy one get one half off. If you want to, tell Drew and Cecil about it.” Murphy informed him as Oliver paid for his purchases. The mates often wandered in here. The bookstore owner had to keep an eye on Cecil though. He would try and sneak over to the adult books to try and read through them when the others had their backs turned. 

“I’ll let them know. Thanks, Murphy.” Oliver smiled as he grabbed his bag.

“Always a pleasure, Oliver.” Murphy waved at the two as they exited the store.

“You hungry?” Gunnar asked as he scanned the area. 

Oliver knew with Jackson’s crazy followers aroundand not knowing who they werethe wolves weren’t taking any chances with the mates. “A tad. Something light should do.” Oliver flipped through the Manga, trying his best to figure the story out by the pictures. Murphy had said to read it from back to front, left to right, yet it was confusing.

“Here you go.” Gunnar held the diner door open as Oliver walked through, his nose still in the book.

“Oliver, over here.” 

Oliver looked up to see he had headed in the wrong direction. Maybe walking and looking through a book at the same time wasn’t such a good idea. He shoved the book back into his bag and slid into the booth next to the wolf.

The waitress set them up with menus and took their drink orders. Oliver couldn’t help but notice the guys sitting one booth behind them. They were all out staring at him. He slid a little closer to Gunnar as one of them sneered at him. What was up with that guy? Oliver averted his gaze. He was feeling uncomfortable. He heard Gunnar give off a low growl and looked toward his escort.

“I think we just found some more of Jackson’s followers. Don’t leave my sight, Oliver,” Murdock whispered.

“Don’t have to ask me twice.” Oliver glanced back up to see the same man still staring at him. He grabbed the menu, pulling it up so his face was hidden. He didn’t care if anyone thought him chicken. It was better than bruised and broken.

They ordered their food and ate in silence, Oliver sneaking a peek every now and again to see if he was still the object of the stranger’s attention—yep.

“Let’s get out of here. I’ll go pull the truck up front while you guard our man here.” Murdock tilted his head toward Oliver.

“Kay.” Gunnar grunted, finishing his food.

They got Oliver out of the diner and into the truck without any hassle. He wondered why the show of dislike if they weren’t going to do anything, but he was grateful that they hadn’t. 

“At least now we know what a few of them look like,” Murdock pulled out into traffic and steered them home.



* * * *



“For me?” Keata took the books from Oliver and flipped through them, his eyes growing misty. “Thank you.” Keata hugged Oliver around the waist as he sniffed. Oliver could tell he was holding back tears. He knew Keata would be excited, but he didn’t know he would make the guy cry. Geez.

“I have more coming, so enjoy them.” Oliver pried himself out of Keata’s clutches to go find his mate. He was a touchy-feely skin person, but only with his mate. 

Keata pulled Oliver’s neck down and kissed his cheek before he took off up the stairs. Well, okay, so Oliver did feel good about himself now. Making Keata happy had given him a warm glow inside.



* * * *



Oliver snuck up behind Micah, slid his arms around Micah’s waist, and laid his cheek on his back. 

“You are aware that you can’t sneak up on me? I heard you before you even came close.” Micah rubbed Oliver’s hands that were entwined on his stomach.

“A guy can try.” Oliver gave a tight squeeze before releasing him. “I got some more books. I think I’m going to go to our room and read.” 

Micah tilted back and kissed his mate before he ran upstairs. He watched Oliver until he was out of sight. How he had gotten so lucky he could only guess. Oliver was everything to Micah. He knew he had a dark past, but Oliver had been working hard to get past it and that made Micah proud.

“Hey, earth to Micah.” Remi chuckled as he took his shot, knocking the nine ball in.

“Cheater.” Micah laughed. He turned when Maverick walked in with the most rugged looking man Micah had ever seen. He wasn’t gorgeous, per se, but more on the manly side, with a full head of dark brown hair that fell in waves to his shoulders and a scar that ran from his right temple to his jaw. He wasn’t even that tall, maybe six one. This must be the guy Maverick said was replacing Jasper. He thought grey wolves were strong and fierce, judging by Zeus. Guess not. 

“Everyone, I would like for you to meet Jason Colt. He is the grey wolf soldier Zeus sent over.” Maverick turned toward the guy. “This is Micah and Remi,” he pointed out. “And over there lounging on the couch is Jasper.” 

The guy’s eyes narrowed slightly then quickly masked his face. Apparently, Zeus’s soldiers weren’t happy that the redheaded Sentry was making their Alpha wait. 

“Hello,” Jason said. 

Micah guessed if he was introduced into another pack, he would be standoffish as well. 

Drew came running into the den but came up short when he noticed the stranger standing next to Maverick. He sidestepped, quickly leaning into his mate Remi’s arms. 

“Drew, this is Jason. He will be staying with us.” Remi pulled Drew closer to signify that Drew was his mate and off-limits. The man must have taken the cue because he gave Remi a slight nod. 

Micah had an urge to haul Oliver down here and stake his claim in front of the grey wolf himself. The warriors knew Oliver was his. This guy did not.

“Who strange man?” Keata asked as he followed behind Drew.

“Keata, this is Jason.” Maverick smiled down at him. Keata really was gorgeous. 

The new guy leaned toward Maverick, whispering, “I’m not trying to offend anyone, but is Keata a male or female?” 

Micah thought it was a legitimate question because of Keata’s feminine features.

“No offense taken. Male.” Maverick hid his smile. 

This was going to be very interesting. The Sentries had no problem identifying Keata as a male. They knew from the moment he walked through the door.

Jason smiled at Keata as the little Asian ran over to Jasper and plopped down on the sofa. 

“Cody, this is Jason.” Maverick introduced them as soon as Cody walked into the den. Cody said his hellos then looked over at the couch, his eyes growing slightly larger in surprise.

“Nice to meet you, Jason.” Cody almost ran back out of the den.



* * * *



Jasper was getting really tired of him dodging him. This was ridiculous. They had been friends and lovers for two damn centuries, and now he was acting like Jasper carried the black plague. Cody didn’t even want to hold a decent conversation anymore. He ran the other way every time he spotted Jasper.

“Continue what you were doing. I’m going to take Jason around to the rest of the men and mates.” Maverick waved Jason from the den.















Chapter Eight



Micah slid his hand into Oliver’s as they walked toward the fallen log. It was nice to get out of the house, even if it was taking a walk in the forest. 

“It’s beautiful out here,” Oliver commented as Micah helped him over the log. He could do it himself, but where was the fun in that? It gave Micah an excuse to touch him. His mate let go of his waist once they passed it. 

“It is beautiful.” Micah leaned down and kissed his temple. “You’re a more beautiful sight though.”

Oliver blushed. Gee, the guy knew the right thing to say. With a gleam in his eye, he pulled his hand away and took off through the woods, his heart pounding, and laughing when he looked over his shoulder to see Micah in pursuit. Oliver knew Micah could catch him with no problem, but the chase was half the fun.

He was almost to the edge when Micah grabbed him around the waist and hauled him off of his feet. Oliver laughed as his mate swung him around in his arms and laid a deep kiss on his lips. 

“Micah.” Oliver moaned as he leaned his head to the side, Micah sucking up a bruise on his neck. 

Micah pulled Oliver down to the forest floor where he quickly removed Oliver’s pants then swallowed him to the root. Oliver’s brain exploded. The thought of this fierce warrior sucking his cock made him want to parade around yelling to the skies that Micah was a fucking god. 

Oliver hitched his hips as Micah bobbed his head and slid a wet finger past his balls and into his hole. Oliver grabbed leaves and twigs as his fists grabbed for anything to hold onto.

“Yes.” He pushed down on Micah’s finger, wanting to feel his cock there. Micah inserted two more fingers. His mate was impatient, Oliver thought with delight. He groaned loudly when Micah pulled back, kissing his crown.

“On your knees.” Micah stood and pushed his jeans down past his knees then positioned himself behind Oliver. With one quick thrust, he was buried balls deep. 

“Micah,” Oliver shouted as his mate grabbed his hips and pounded into him. Oliver’s head swam with the sensations racking his body. Micah hit that sweet spot every time he pulled back. Oliver’s cock ached for release. He didn’t care about the Sentries patrolling, didn’t care if they were caught. All he cared about was Micah.

Grabbing Oliver’s cock, Micah matched his rhythm with his thrusts. Oliver clawed at the earth as his mate spun his pending orgasm higher. 

“Close…so close.” Oliver’s legs trembled as Micah picked up the pace, his ministrations becoming erratic as Micah too was getting there. Oliver panted heavily, shaking his head from side to side. He was mindless with lust.

Oliver yelled out Micah’s name as he filled his mate’s hand with his seed. His arms shook and threatened to give out, but Micah let go of his cock and wrapped his arm around Oliver’s chest to hold him up. Aftershocks rocked his body. Micah sank his teeth into Oliver, and a throaty whine left his lips with each spurt of cum Oliver felt shoot inside of him. 

“Well, well, well. What do we have here?” 

Micah pulled from Oliver and threw him to the ground. His mate growled as he pulled his pants up quickly. 

Oliver looked over his shoulder to see the three men from the diner. Oh, fuck. How did they get past the Sentries?

Micah shifted, standing over Oliver as his muzzle pulled back and a warning snarl sounded.

“There’s three of us, wolf. Stand down and hand us the little human.” The one speaking took a step forward, and Micah let out an ear-piercing howl. Oliver slammed the palms of his hands over his ears. He thought for sure they would bleed from the sound. 

Micah lunged forward slightly, snapping his jaws when the speaker of the three reached a hand out to grab Oliver. His mate was growling, pacing back and forth in front of him. 

Oliver shrank back, adrenaline coursing through his veins as the three men shifted and attacked Micah. Oliver scrambled to the nearest tree and hunkered down, waiting for the other Sentries to race in and help his mate. He snatched his jeans from the ground and made haste at pulling them on then his boots. Where were the other Timber wolves?

His head jerked up when he heard a whine. Micah was bleeding, but he wouldn’t leave Oliver unprotected, which hampered his fighting. With the wolf staying close to Oliver, it inhibited his moves. Oliver had to help him, or Micah was mud.

Oliver picked up a tree branch from the ground and swung when one of the wolves broke past Micah and tried to attack him. This wasn’t real. It couldn’t be, not in his back yard.

“Micah!” Oliver cried as the wolf sank his teeth into Oliver’s arm. The wolf shook his head back and forth, eliciting a howl of pain from Oliver. It wasn’t a manly cry, but Oliver could give a shit less right now. It hurt. 

Micah fell back and turned on the wolf attacking Oliver. He sank his teeth into the wolf’s neck. This got the rogue wolf off of Oliver, but now all three were attacking Micah. Fur was flying as Micah swiftly rounded from one wolf to the next, attacking in a craze.

Oliver swung the large branch again, striking one of them on the head. The wolf swiped his claws at Oliver, barely grazing his chest when three wolves from the forest jumped into the fight. Cody grabbed Oliver and pulled him away.

“No. I have to help Micah,” he cried as he tried to pry Cody’s fingers from around his forearm. Micah needed him, and Cody was trying to take him away. Oliver kicked the bottom of his foot into the Sentry’s thigh, using it as leverage. He pushed off and broke free. Spinning around, Oliver took off to the fight.

Cody tackled him before Oliver made it ten feet. “You can help by getting away and to the safety of our home. Now move it!” Cody grabbed Oliver around the waist and ran for the house, through the back door and through the kitchen. “Maverick!” he yelled as he carried Oliver toward his Alpha’s office.

“What happened?” Maverick asked as Cody deposited the bleeding mate onto the leather sofa. 

“Rogue wolves in our back yard. They attacked Micah and Oliver. We need the doctor.” Cody pulled back his sleeve. Oliver could see blood oozing from the bites. With him being mated to a wolf, his body healed faster than an unmated human, but still not as fast as a wolf. If he weren’t mated, the blood would be flowing out like a river. Micah had explained the healing process to him, but it still made him nauseated to see the torn flesh on his own arm. 

“Go get some clean bandages and antibiotics,” Maverick instructed Cody as he pulled his cell phone out. 

Cody raced to the bathroom and got the supplies Maverick requested. Oliver knew they needed to stop the bleeding. He wet a washcloth and grabbed some gauze and antiseptic spray.

Cody ran back to Oliver with a wet towel and antiseptic spray. He wiped the blood away, but it still spilled from the holes. “This is gonna hurt like a bitch,” Cody warned as he sprayed the open wound.

“Son of a bitch! Damn, that hurts. Fuck.” Oliver threw out more curses, his arm feeling like he just stuck it into an open flame. He held his arm, kicking his legs out as the pain shot through his body. He wasn’t like his brother. He hated pain.

“I see you’re a potty mouth like Cecil,” Cody tried to joke. Oliver knew the guy was trying to get his mind off of the situation. 

“Not really, just hurts. Where’s Micah? Why isn’t he back?” Oliver tried to stand, but Cody pushed him back down.

Cody cleared his throat. “I have to give you props. You aren’t afraid to defend what you deemed as yours. Even in that tunnel awhile back you stood up to the other Alpha. You may not have brawn, but you got plenty of courage.” Cody laughed. “Or stupidity.”

“It’s definitely not brains.” Oliver smiled. “I don’t know. When things go down, I don’t think. I just act.” Oliver tried again to stand.

“Stay.” Cody sprayed the wound again, and Oliver just hissed this time.

“I’m not a dog. I want my mate.” Oliver tried once more to get up, but Maverick stopped him.

“You will do as Cody asks. Micah is fine. He’s tough and can handle himself. Get yourself taken care of. Micah doesn’t need to worry that his mate isn’t being tended to.” Maverick looked over at Cody. “The doctor is over at the Eastern pack. He can’t make it any time soon.” 

“We need our own doctor here. What about that one we paid when Tank got shot? Maybe if we offered him enough, he would stay full time?” Cody asked as he bandaged Oliver’s arm. 

“I agree. We’ll discuss it later. Just get Oliver taken care of until our doc can get here. I have some rogues to kill.” Maverick stormed from his office.

“I think he’s pissed,” Oliver joked as he panted, his arm throbbing with pain. 

“Methinks you are correct, young mate.” Cody laughed. He laid the tape on the bandage then wrapped it around a few times. “There. Good as new.” Cody stood and put his hand out for Oliver to grab, and he pulled him to his feet. “Now go wait for your stud to return.” 

“I can do that.” Oliver saluted Cody. “Thanks for helping.” 

“Anytime.” 



* * * *



Micah limped back to the house. That had been one hell of a fight. Tank, Gunnar, and Evan came at the last moment to help. He was thankful when he saw Cody drag a kicking and screaming Oliver away. Now he needed to find his mate and see how bad his wound was. Maverick had come out in his wolf form. That was one badass wolf. The sheer size of their Alpha made men wet themselves. In his wolf form, he was the monster people were afraid lay under their beds.

Maverick killed all three in three swift moves. None would recover from their mortal wounds. Maverick just didn’t play around when it came to his mate or his pack. Threaten either and you unleashed the hound from hell. Micah limped up to his room expecting to see the wolf doctor. Instead, Oliver sat on the side of their bed. His mind seemed far away. 



* * * *



Oliver jumped when a wolf limped into his room. Micah. He recognized him from shifting in the woods and his onetime ride on his back weeks ago. He was beautiful and…hurt. Oliver jumped off the bed and dropped to the floor, pushing fur aside looking to see where Micah was hurt. He was afraid to touch him and hurt his mate further, but he pushed that aside as he dug through his fur for injury. 

Oliver saw a gash in Micah’s hind leg. He ran to the bathroom and soaked a cloth in cold water, bringing it back and cleaning the dirt and debris from his wound. Micah whined.

“Sorry, I’m trying to be gentle.” Oliver saw the wound wasn’t too deep, so he checked the wolf’s full length. Micah had three more wounds. Running back to the bathroom, he wet the same cloth again, deciding maybe it was best he brought a second one with him.

Trying to keep himself from crying, Oliver thought of the day Micah had walked into his life. He had just come from the library, stalking up to the house, dreading going in. Oliver had decided that day to end it all. He had planned on taking a bottle of sleeping pills. At the time, he didn’t know Blair was trying to find anyone to help. He didn’t know three warriors sat outside his home waiting to take him away. 

All he knew was the pain had to end. He couldn’t take his father’s hands on him anymore. When Micah had stormed into his bedroom, knocking the pill bottle out of his hand and pulling him to his feet, he thought he had been dreaming. The man was huge and fierce. He told Oliver to pack a bag because he was going to Blair. Oliver had jumped up and grabbed anything in sight, not caring what it was. But the whole trip to Micah’s home, he had watched his mate and drooled over him. 

He had already struggled with himself for being gay. His father molesting him made him ashamed of it. That’s why when he first arrived here he had lashed out, fearing his father had maybe turned him all the way gay when he was only questioning it. As he watched the other mates and witnessed that it was okay to be who he felt he was deep inside, the armor came off, and Oliver slowly accepted the person he was inside.

Tossing the cloths at the bathroom door, Oliver crawled up to lay next to Micah. He lay on the floor, nestling himself into the soft fur, pulling his legs up and resting his head on Micah’s neck. 

Oliver must have fallen asleep because he woke to a hot tongue licking his balls. How the hell did he get naked? Who cared? He spread his legs wider, moaning at the feeling of a finger being inserted into him. Oliver pulled his legs to his chest as Micah inserted another, still licking his sac. The tongue ran up his shaft and sucked at his mushroom-shaped head. Oliver bucked.

“Need you,” Oliver cried as the feeling assaulted him. He needed more.

His hips hitched when he felt cool wetness glide down his crack, pressure, and then Micah bottomed out.

“Fuck, Oliver. You’re so damn tight,” Micah crooned as he began to rock his hips.

Oliver wrapped his legs around his mate as Micah fell forward, sipping at his lips. He cupped Oliver’s head, nipping at his neck. 

“I love you, Oliver.” Micah gently thrust into him. 

“I love you, too, wolf. Now fuck me harder.” 

Micah laughed then pulled back, grabbing Oliver’s waist and driving home. “Is this what you want?” 

“No, still want that damn ice cream cone.” Oliver smiled as he pulled from Micah and got to his knees. Micah sat back and waited as Oliver repositioned himself. 

“Now,” Oliver said over his shoulder.

Micah drove into him, covering Oliver’s back with his chest. He bit into Oliver’s neck as he pistoned into him. 

“Oh, god,” Oliver cried as Micah took him.

“No, I’m Micah, but close enough,” Micah teased. He reached around and grabbed Oliver’s cock, pumping it. Spirals of erotic ribbons bathed his body as Micah plunged deep inside of him. He would never get enough of his Micah. 

Oliver pushed back as Micah drove his cock at lightning speed. He cried out at the same time Micah did. Their bodies shook from the explosion. 

Micah fell to his side on the carpet as he pulled Oliver down with him. 

“How’s your arm?” Micah petted his head.

“Hurt like hell, but I’ll survive.” 

“You always do.”















Chapter Nine



Oliver sat in the den trying to figure out how to say half the words on his list. Japanese was hard. He tossed the paper aside. 

“How’s your arm?” 

Oliver ran his tongue over his bottom lip. “I’m sorry.”

“For what?” Blair asked as he took a seat on the couch next to Oliver.

Oliver could feel a lump forming in his throat. He cleared it before trying to speak. “For blaming you.” 

“I’m sorry I couldn’t do more. I wanted to come back and get you, but my life was a living hell the moment Dad shut the door in my face.” 

Oliver swallowed, but it didn’t help. He wiped at his eyes as he curled his lips in. In less than a year, his life had gone to the pits of hell and back. “He was my first.” Oliver began crying, the floodgate finally opening. He finally let the pain out that he had been holding onto for so long.

Blair yanked Oliver into his arms, holding onto him for dear life. “Micah was your first. I don’t give a shit what happened. Micah was your first, Oliver. Say it.”

“I love you, Blair. I love you so much.” Oliver wrapped his arms around his brother. He cried until he felt the pain slowly ebb away. “You sacrificed so much for me. It’s a fucked-up situation but…thank you.” 

Blair rocked him in his arms, giving Oliver that certain comfort only family had to offer. “That’s what big brothers are for.” 

“Are you sure we aren’t sisters?” Oliver chuckled as he pulled back and wiped his face with the sleeve of his shirt. “All this emotional stuff.”

“You can snot and wet my shirt with tears any time the need hits you.” Blair smiled and winked at him. “I’m just glad we’re back under the same roof. I missed you, kid.”

Oliver grinned. “You mean you missed bossing me around.”

Blair feigned offense. “When have I ever bossed you around?”

“I can run upstairs and grab my encyclopedia-sized list I kept.”

“You kept a list?”

Oliver laughed. The relationship they used to have was slowly forming again. He hated the bitterness that he lived in. The bile that rose every time he thought of home. Oliver wanted to forget. He didn’t want to just live under the same roof as Blair. He wanted to live under it with his brother. “Nah. No list, but a good memory.”

“Dude, you had me going there for a minute.” 

“You wanna go to the rec center and shoot some hoops?”

“Oh, no. The last time we shot hoops in the driveway you sprained your ankle and cried like a baby for weeks.”

Oliver began to laugh again. It was true. He had limped around whimpering and ordering Blair to do everything for him, claiming he was an invalid. The good times. Oliver sighed. “I won’t cry like a baby, promise.”

“In that case, bring it on, Olli.” 

Oliver cringed. “Please don’t use that name around here.”

“Why not, Olli?” Blair jumped up as Oliver chased him down. He would be mortified if the others found out his nickname from home. Blair laughed as he raced down the hall. Oliver came to a screeching stop when the Alpha appeared in the hallway right outside his office. The guy just intimidated the hell out of him. 

“Where’s the fire, Olli?” Maverick smirked.

Damn wolves and their superior hearing. He couldn’t very well yell at Maverick to not call him that. Could he? 

Blair was standing behind Maverick, sticking his tongue out at Oliver. 

“Put your tongue back in your mouth, Blair.” Maverick winked at Oliver. How the heck did he do that? Blair’s eyes widened as his tongue shot back into his mouth. 

“I’ll gather the other mates for the rec center.” Maverick chuckled as he walked away.

“Dude, he’s one scary beast,” Blair said with awe.

“You think he’s scary? Try getting one of Micah’s famous lectures. Now that’s scarier then Grandma coming at you with big, lipstick-smeared lips wanting a kissy-wissy.” 

Blair threw his head back and laughed. Oliver chest shook with the laughter bubbling up and out. He was happy. It felt good. 

“My mate wanting to go to the rec center?” 

Oliver breathed a sigh as Micah wrapped his arms around his chest from behind. Nothing in the world felt as good as this. 

Blair air dribbled a fake ball, jumped up, and made a shot. “Nope, he wants to go get spanked.” 

“I can do that right upstairs,” Micah whispered in his ear. Oliver’s face was on fire from the sexual purr Micah put into his words. He knew his brother saw when Blair grinned from ear to ear. 

“Perv,” Oliver mouthed at Blair. 

“Big time, buddy. Didn’t you know?” Blair smiled and slapped Oliver in his abdomen before walking away.

Oliver squeaked when his ass was pinched. Micah chuckled. Hands began to rub the offended area. “Do you want a spanking?” The question was asked so low and seductively that drool ran down Oliver’s chin. He could feel Micah’s hard on pressing into his ass. 

Oh god, Oliver was melting right there in the hallway. His cock was hard and throbbing behind his pants. “Ah-ha.” Oliver nodded as Micah’s rubbing hands continued around to his front and gripped his cock. His mate squeezed, and Oliver whimpered. 

“Ball first,” Blair yelled down the hallway.

“Cock blocker,” Oliver mumbled. He shook his right leg out, hoping to ease the raging hard on he was sporting. 

“Did he just say to play with your balls first?” Micah asked as he cupped Oliver‘s. 

Oliver’s head fell back onto Micah. He was so close to orgasming in the hallway that he had to pull his groin out of his mate’s grasp. “Gotta…um…yeah.” Oliver walked away in a daze. He could hear his mate chuckling once again behind him. 

His brother was laughing as he came around the corner. He knew he was wearing a big goofy grin on his face and walking like he was drunk, but he didn’t care. Micah wanted him. 

“What’s wrong with you?” Drew asked as he walked up. 

Blair leaned down and whispered into Drew’s ear as the smaller mate began to blush. His mouth rounded into an O. 

Oliver ignored them. He followed everyone else out to the trucks, his erection softening. Thank goodness. Johnny crawled in next to him. “Hey, Oliver.”

Oliver was glad he got along with the mates now. He thought for sure most of the mates would hate him after the way he acted when he first arrived here, something that didn’t sit well with him. He wasn’t the monster he had made himself out to be. He was just hurting at the time. He still did, but he was slowly dealing with that with Micah’s help.

“Hey, shorty.” 

Johnny beamed up at him. “I like that.” 

Oliver was nine inches taller than him. As far as mates went, only Blair matched his height at six one. “You gonna shoot some hoops with us?”

“I never played. Can you teach me?” 

“I’ll do better than that. You can be on my team.” Oliver winked at him. 

“Really? Nobody’s ever picked me before to be on their team.” Johnny sat next to him, bubbling with excitement. 

Oliver shook his head. “You can be my permanent team partner. How’s that?”

Johnny bounced up and down in the seat, his arms raised above his head. “I’m Oliver’s teammate,” he proclaimed to anyone who was listening.

The three trucks pulled into the parking lot of the rec center. All the mates gathered outside the door.

Tank stopped Oliver and Blair from going inside. “I have to check first.”

Blair soured his face up and silently mimicked the warrior. Oliver threw a hand over his mouth to keep from laughing.

“I saw that,” Tank stated as he walked in. 

Blair stood there gaping. 

“Busted.” Oliver chuckled. 

“Come on.” Tank waved a hand at them. Oliver walked in and found the place was noisy with the kids running around yelling and playing. He ran across the gym and scooped up a ball and tossed it to Johnny. 

“I have Cecil and Kyoshi,” Blair called. 

“It’s cool. Come on, Keata.” Oliver waved over the little man who looked at him, confused. “We’re gonna kick butt,” he explained in simple terms. 

“Kick butt,” Keata whooped. 

Figures Maverick would be the one to toss the jump ball. Oliver had to stretch to reach it. He swatted it away from Blair as Johnny shot past him and grabbed it. Oliver shouted for him to dribble the ball as he ran and not hold it tightly to his chest. 

After two time-outs, they finally got some of the rules established, Kyoshi trying his best to explain to Keata how to play. They gave Drew, Keata, and Johnny leeway. 

Seems Johnny didn’t need leeway. He listened to the rules then played like a pro. Oliver was impressed. His teammate faked to the right then tossed the ball to Oliver, who made the basket, Keata chasing behind them. Oliver let the guy have the ball. Keata missed, but it was all in fun. 

By the end of the game, they lost by two points. Of course, Blair’s team had to rub it in. 

“Baby losers, baby losers.” Cecil was singing to them. Oliver flipped him off as he showed Keata how to flick his wrist when making a jump shot. Tank must have taken mercy on the little guy because he came over and lifted Keata up to make the basket. Keata shouted in delight. 

“Let’s wrap it up, fellas.” Maverick shouted across the gym. Oliver wiggled a finger in his ear at the echo. The Alpha didn’t need to raise his voice. The deep timbre carried across the room just fine when spoken in a normal tone. 

“Come on, losers. Time to go.” Blair tossed an arm over Oliver’s shoulder as they headed toward the door. 

“May I?” 

Oliver grinned when Micah asked Blair to take him. Blair pulled his arm free, allowing Micah to pull Oliver into his arms. “You have fun?” 

“We lost. But it was fun.” Oliver looked around then leaned closer. “Can I get that spanking now?”

Micah reached his arm back and swatted Oliver’s backside. 

“Not now! At home.” He rubbed his bottom as Micah led him outside. 

“The Café.” Maverick announced, and Oliver groaned. Everyone was conspiring against him. He didn’t want to go to any stinking coffeehouse. He wanted to go home and get his bottom tanned. 

He stomped his feet like a five-year-old outside the truck door. “I don’t wanna go.” He pouted at his mate. 

“Anticipation is part of the fun.” Micah laughed.

Oliver jumped on his back, humping him repeatedly. He had wanted to do that for, like, forever. He didn’t give a damn who was watching. 

“I think Oliver wants to go home.” Maverick shook his head. “The rest of us will go to the coffeehouse while the newly mated tear the sheets up.”

Oliver was in his own little world on Micah’s back. His mate walked over to one of the trucks he had been driving while Oliver humped away. 

“I thought I was the pervert?” Blair shouted.

He waved his hand over his shoulder, not wanting to hear anything anyone had to say. The only thought on his mind was getting his mate home and naked. He was functioning off of one brain cell now as it was. 

“You have to get down if I’m going to drive, Oliver.” Micah stood in the doorway of the truck. Oliver jumped down. 

“Then hurry. I promised myself I wasn’t going to stop until my hips locked into place.” 

Micah jumped into the truck, and Oliver ran around to get in. They fumbled to buckle their seatbelts as Micah threw the truck into reverse and raced home. Once they hit the gravel drive, Oliver tossed the belt off, unsnapping his jeans as he climbed out.



* * * *



Micah slammed it into park, turning the motor off and leaving the keys where they were as he ran after his mate who was stripping across the front lawn. 

He took the stairs two at a time, catching up to his mate and tossing him over his shoulder as he made a beeline for their room. 

Once he slammed the door shut, he pulled his now naked mate from his shoulder and tossed him on the bed. Micah dropped to his knees and pulled Oliver’s cheeks apart. His mate was on all fours on the bed. His tongue lapped at the sweaty prize. The saltiness from his playing today adding to the musky scent. 

“Spank me, Micah. Spank me.” Oliver groaned.

“With pleasure.” Micah swatted his ass a few times, his mate rocking from the sting. He grabbed the lube, slicking his cock, and then pushed in. 

“Fuck,” Oliver shouted. “Warn a guy.” 

Micah swatted both cheeks again. “Sorry, got a little too excited.” He pulled out.

“No,” Oliver cried.

“Turn over.” Micah waited while Oliver lay on his back. He grabbed a pillow and shoved it under Oliver’s ass. “Play with yourself.” His mate blushed deeply as Micah squirted some lube on Oliver’s cock to ease the friction. 

Micah pushed his legs back, entering him once more. The erotic sex noises falling from his mate’s lips were driving him crazy. Oliver bowed his back and came as Micah locked eyes with him. “That’s it, baby,” Micah crooned. “Feed me your seed.” 

Oliver’s hand shook as he lifted it to Micah’s lips, his eyes widening and his lips parting as Micah licked them clean. His tongue licked one long path across Oliver’s palm as he thrust harder. The taste of his mate in his mouth drove him over the edge. Lights burst behind his eyes as he came hard. He managed a few quick thrusts before satiation set in and he yawned. 

Oliver rolled over, and all Micah could do was collapse onto the bed. His mate curled up next to him contently. 

Micah pulled Oliver close. He had been debating how to approach the subject to his mate. Taking a deep breath, he said, “I was looking into something at the rec center while you were getting creamed.” Levity should help.

“What’s that?” Oliver sleepily asked.

“They offer counseling there. I mean, only if you want it. Just thought I’d throw that out there. You don’t have to decide now.” When his mate didn’t answer, Micah cursed. There was nothing in this world he wouldn’t do for Olivernothingbut he knew his mate’s problems were beyond his scope of expertise. He wouldn’t force his mate to go but hoped he’d at least consider it.

“Because of my dad?” Oliver asked in a childlike voice that tore at Micah’s heart. 

“Yeah.” 

“Will you go with me?” 

“If you want me to, but I think Blair would be a better choice.” Micah pulled his mate closer, running his hands up and down his back. “You know you can’t mention anything about us being shifters.”

“Duh.”

Micah gently swatted his bottom. “So, you’ll go?” 

“I’ll try it. I have a lot of anger still in me. I’ll ask Blair. I’m not sure if he’s ready. I’m not sure if I am, but I’ll try.”

“That’s all I can ask.” Micah rested his chin on Oliver’s head as he held him close. What their father had done to them was abhorrent. Kota may have let the man live, but Micah was seriously considering revoking that pass. How anyone could abuse their own child that way was beyond him. 

Hopefully, the counseling would help heal his mate. Micah wanted to replace the betrayal and pain with love and acceptance in Oliver’s heart.





THE END
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