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  J.L. Langley


  Dedication


  To Willa and Ally. It is a great honor to be in this anthology with you both, two of my very favorite authors. And to Sasha who made it possible.


  


  


  Chapter One


  Dev pulled off the isolated road, parked next to the three shiny sports cars already there and opened his door. There was a line of trees and brush directly in front of him. His meeting must be taking place on the other side of them. He had no idea what to expect. Whenever his own Alpha interviewed new members he did it at his house without other pack members around.


  “Nooooo!”


  He paused with one foot on the ground and one still in the truck. He sniffed the air. The scents of wolf, fear and arousal nearly knocked him off his feet. His gut clenched tight and his cock filled with blood.


  What the fuck? His eyes lost focus, shifting to their lupine counterpart; his canine teeth descended. The sudden shift of parts took his breath away. He couldn’t remember ever having this sort of reaction before. It was like his body didn’t know whether it wanted to kill or fuck. Shit.


  A loud scream rent the air followed by laughter. Leaves rustled and…fabric ripped?


  Shit, shit, shit. Someone was clearly in distress. What was he about to walk into? Dev closed the door quietly and took another deep breath. His stomach tightened again and his cock jerked. He managed to get his eyes to shift back to human but he didn’t bother with his teeth. He differentiated six separate scents. All less powerful than he, but he wasn’t walking through those trees with no defense. He flexed his fingers and concentrated on making them change to claws. Claws and fangs made for nice weapons.


  “Oh no, please no. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be insolent,” gasped a soft, almost boyish voice.


  “You are the fucking pack Omega. How dare you question me.”


  Dev recognized the last voice as the one he’d heard on the phone, the pack Alpha. Great.


  Several barks of harsh laughter followed the Alpha’s statement.


  “What’s the problem? You like cock. Just relax and enjoy it,” a third voice mocked.


  Holy shit. Not just a beating, but a rape. Wonderful. Dev rushed through the trees and brush. He was not about to allow them to rape the Omega.


  The Omega fought a losing battle. He was a tiny little thing, maybe five foot five if he stood straight up with perfect posture. He reeked of fear, but he had determination. His dark auburn hair was disheveled and in his eyes, concealing his pale face. The goons had already managed to rip his pale blue shirt in half Page 2
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  and partially off his slim chest. One man worked on the khaki slacks, while two others held the little spitfire’s arms. Another two men watched, leering and laughing. The smaller of the observers rubbed his very evident erection. Dev didn’t know why, but he was almost positive the man groping himself was the Alpha. None of them had noticed Dev yet.


  Dev looked around and took everything in, trying to decide the best point of attack. The clearing was surrounded by trees. It was roughly the size of half a football field. This must be where the pack met before they hunted on a full moon.


  The Omega went limp, nearly succeeding in making the two men holding him let go. It didn’t work, but it surprised them all enough to allow the redhead to get a good kick in. He hit the third man who was wrestling with his pants, right in the mouth. Blood flew as the man’s head jerked to the side. Crimson splatters splashed over the Alpha.


  “You little son of a bitch.” The man the Omega struck stepped forward, doubled up his fist and popped the Omega right in the temple.


  The redhead collapsed, his head lulling forward on his neck.


  Dev saw red, a growl erupted from his throat and drew the attention of the five men. They dropped the Omega and turned towards Dev.


  “Who the fuck are you?” the man in the green shirt demanded.


  The Alpha blinked over at him and put his hand on the man who’d been tugging on the Omega’s pants.


  “This, I imagine, is Mr. Devlin Johns. The reason we were meeting out here in the first place.” The man raised a brow. “Do we have a problem, Mr. Johns?”


  “We just might.” Dev glanced at the Omega sprawled on his stomach in the grass. He had no idea if the man was still alive or not. A blow to the temple like that could kill a human, but the man was a wolf, even if a weaker one. “Would someone like to explain to me why the five of you are beating up on a much smaller, much weaker man?”


  The largest of the men frowned. “Who do you think you are, mister? This is a pack matter.”


  “Since I’m considering joining your pack, I’d say I have a right to know what’s going on. Where I come from we treat our fellow wolves with a little more respect than what I see here. If that boy is dead—”


  “You’ll what, asshole?” The big man stalked towards Dev.


  Dev was ready for him. He caught the man’s fist in one hand and slashed his other over the man’s abdomen, raking him wide open.


  The man staggered back, his eyes wide, clutching his stomach.


  The two men who’d been holding the redhead charged Dev. He dispatched them as effortlessly, stabbing one in the stomach with his claws and abrading the other across the face. It was pathetically easy. Dev was quite a bit quicker than them.


  He looked up at the Alpha and the man in the green shirt, while the other three writhed on the ground at Dev’s feet. “Who’s next?”
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  The man in the green started forward but the Alpha’s hand landed on his shoulder, holding him back.


  “Not now.”


  “But—” the man sputtered.


  The Alpha shook his head, his eyes never leaving Dev. “I said not now, Peter. Gather them up and let’s go.”


  Dev glared back at the leader, keeping the others in his peripheral vision. They were injured, but they were wolves and healed extremely fast.


  Peter managed to get the other three on their feet and headed towards the cars.


  The pack leader walked past Dev, head held high.


  Dev turned and watched them go, keeping his front to the five wolves.


  “I do hope you know what you are doing, Mr. Johns, because you have just challenged my authority and I can’t have that. Rest assured, you will be hearing from me.” The Alpha followed his men through the trees to the parked cars.


  Dev hesitated, torn between following them to make sure they didn’t mess with his truck, and getting to the kid to see if he was all right. Dev couldn’t do much for the kid if he couldn’t get them out of here. So he followed the men, standing in the tree line glaring at them until they piled into the three cars. They left without incident, but Dev was certain he hadn’t seen the last of them. He shook his head and hurried back to the clearing as soon as the last car drove out of sight.


  Dev had been taught from an early age that Omegas were to be respected, not mistreated because they were weaker. They were the ones who held a pack together, they ran interference, they coordinated and listened to the pack’s complaints and took them to the Alpha, they were the pack ambassadors, the peacekeepers. What did this little redhead do to piss off his pack leader so badly?


  He knelt by the smaller man, touching his back. Only then did he realize his hands were still claws. He relaxed and willed his hands back to normal. His canine teeth remained and his vision shifted, going black and white again, probably due to the adrenaline rush. It would wear off eventually and there was no one there to see him anyway. The rise and fall of the little Omega’s breathing was easily discernable. Thank God. He leaned down next to the redhead, meaning to gently turn him, and gasped as he caught scent of him.


  The man’s scent was like nothing Dev had ever smelled before. He smelled like a wolf and he was definitely a weaker, submissive wolf, but he was…enthralling? That was the only word that came to mind. Dev’s cock, which was still hard, began to throb.


  Come on, Dev, get a grip. He rolled the smaller man over on to his back and nearly swallowed his tongue. Happy freakin’ Valentine’s Day to me. The Omega was beautiful.


  


  Chapter Two


  “Quit laughing, asshole.” Dev pinched the bridge of his nose and pulled the phone away from his ear.


  Cole was seriously beginning to get on his nerves.
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  “Okay, okay. I’m sorry. It’s not funny per se, but shit, Dev, how do you get yourself into these situations? I send you to scope out Asheville and some of the surrounding towns so we can move our business and you end up challenging the local Alpha?”


  Dev walked back and forth at the end of his hotel bed. He stopped, glancing down at the still unconscious redhead laid out on it. Damn it. There went his vision again. His teeth, even now, hadn’t returned to normal and his stupid eyes kept changing. Just as soon as he thought he’d gotten them under control, they switched. He was getting a headache from the constant back and forth. Freakin’


  adrenaline high. The worst of it was the imminent case of blue balls. His cock was still so damned hard he ached. He was going to have to take care of it when he got off the phone. Dev sighed and continued his pacing.


  “Look at the bright side, Dev. You like everything about the town except the pack, right? If you just go kick the man’s ass, you can be Alpha and then our problem is solved.”


  “How does that solve our problem?” Dev looked back at the bed. A glimmer of gold caught his gaze.


  Nipple rings, in both nipples. Dev hadn’t noticed them until he’d put the man on the bed and his tattered shirt had once again fallen open. It was surprisingly sexy. He’d never met anyone with body piercings before, his fingers were itching to touch them. Great. His balls drew tighter, if that was possible. Seemed like every time he thought about the small redhead, his body responded. Must be the constant reminder of the confrontation with the other men. Or maybe it was just that the kid really did have a nice chest.


  Slim, pale and well-defined. He wasn’t muscular by any stretch of the imagination, but what he had was toned.


  “Dev? Are you listening to me?”


  No, I was scoping out the hot young thing on my bed, thank you very much. “Huh?”


  “I said, then we know we will fit into the local pack.”


  “What?” What the hell had he and Cole been talking about?


  “If you kicked the Alpha’s ass and took over. You know we only have about two weeks. I am not waiting around and letting my mate move off without me. Caroline is supposed to report to the Asheville office for her transfer in twelve days. We have got to find a suitable location to move J&M


  Construction.”


  Dev groaned, adjusted his dick and sat on the bed, careful not to jostle the injured man. He understood where Cole was coming from. Caroline was not only his best friend’s wife and mate. She was Dev’s friend too and he was more than just a little protective over her. She was an absolute angel, but she had an uncanny ability to get herself into trouble.


  Getting up and crossing the room, Dev pulled the curtains aside and looked out. Asheville was a nice town, with a breathtaking view of mountains in the distance. “Maybe we can move the company headquarters here and we can live in one of the surrounding towns?”


  “Have you even looked at any of the neighboring towns?”


  Dev let go of the heavy, burgundy, rubber-backed cloth. Burgundy ? Human eyes again. Man, he was getting so used to the constant change he wasn’t even losing focus when they shifted now. He groaned Page 5
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  and made his way back to the bed. Damn, the man is pretty. Dev reached out to touch the pale cheek but caught himself. He pulled his hand back before making contact and started pacing again. “No, I was really taken with this one. I even found a great location for our offices.”


  “Well, fuck it then. It’s a done deal. Start looking for apartments for now and land for us to build on. I’m not above a hostile takeover. If the Alpha gives us too much shit, we’ll beat him to a bloody pulp and take his pack. You said you’re stronger than him, right? So, we’ll just take over, no big deal.”


  Cole could fight, but he wasn’t near as strong as Dev. Any “hostile takeover” would be Dev’s doing, not Cole’s. “We? You got a mouse in your pocket?” Despite his large stature, Dev was no stranger to a good old-fashioned brawl. He’d been gay a long time and his size didn’t deter everyone. And God knew, over the years, Cole had gotten the two of them into enough bar fights with his mouth.


  Cole growled. “Don’t be difficult, Devlin.”


  Dev ended up back at the bed, drawn to the Omega. “Cole, I don’t need a pack to run on top of everything else I do. I do everything you do and I manage our books.”


  “Fine, you go kick his ass, take the pack and I’ll take over the books.”


  Dev laid down on the bed next to the smaller man. His stomach tightened and his cock throbbed. He squeezed his temples with one hand and closed his eyes. Cole started yammering about how he’d take some of Dev’s workload and how Caroline could help out. Dev took a deep breath, trying to relax.


  The man next to him shifted a bit, like he was waking.


  Dev dropped his hand, studying the smaller man. Nope, he was still out of it. What was it about the man that kept drawing Dev back to him? Dev couldn’t stop staring. The man was beautiful, yeah, but geez , Dev had had his share of beautiful men.


  The man sighed in his sleep and rolled onto his side. His straight, dark auburn bangs fell over one eye and the side of his nose. The kid had a great nose, not too small, not too big, and turned up at the end.


  He had smooth alabaster skin, not a freckle in sight. Which was pretty odd considering the red hair.


  Didn’t most redheads have freckles? Dev didn’t know, but he liked that this redhead was sans freckles.


  On closer inspection Dev decided the man was probably about twenty-five. He was so fair and…delicate. Not feminine exactly, or even young, but…fragile. The man’s face was almost androgynous but not quite. Devlin had the urge to hold him, protect him. This man, this Omega, needed protecting. There went his eyes again and damn if his cock didn’t actually get harder. Fuck, it throbbed.


  “What? Dev, are you even listening to me? Why are you sighing like that? You act like I can’t manage money or something.” Cole sounded exasperated.


  Huh? Oh shit, Cole. Dev didn’t have a clue what Cole had said. “Sorry, man, I zoned. You do just fine with money, it’s not that. You know I trust you.” Dev unsnapped the button on his pants, giving himself some room before his cock ripped the fabric trying to get out. He gave up on his eyes altogether. Let them stay lupine, he was tired of fighting it.


  The man’s nose twitched, sniffing. His face wrinkled a tad.


  Dev grinned. How cute was that? He had the sudden urge to reach out and smooth the lines from the fair Page 6
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  forehead.


  The Omega’s lips turned up in a smile, the tips of his fangs poking out.


  That was odd. He was passed out. Why would his teeth have descended? The small upturned nose wiggled as the man sniffed again.


  Dev inhaled too. The scent of arousal nearly overwhelmed him. Not that surprising, considering how hard he was. If he didn’t get some relief soon, his balls were just going to fall off, or explode or heck, maybe they really would turn blue. Wait. That wasn’t only his scent he smelled. He looked down the slim body and, sure enough, the Omega’s dick was clearly outlined in the pants he was wearing.


  The Omega sighed in his sleep, sounding content and dreamy. His hand reached out. It landed on Dev’s arm and started stroking.


  A tingle raced up Dev’s spine, his gut twisted and his bottom teeth joined the top. “Holy fuck!” Oh man.


  That couldn’t be due to adrenaline. Nope, now that he thought about it, the adrenaline had worn off.


  Way worn off.


  “What?” Cole sounded bewildered.


  Huh? He’d totally forgotten about Cole again. “I…Cole, I gotta let ya go. I’ll start looking for land and apartments and talk to the realtor about the office building. I, yeah, gotta go, buddy.”


  “What? Dev what’s wrong? You sound weird.”


  “I just…you know the man I rescued?”


  “Yeah?”


  “I’m pretty sure that he’s my mate.”


  


  Laine blinked his eyes open to find one of the most ruggedly handsome men he’d ever seen inches from his face. The man smiled at him and Laine’s stomach flip-flopped. The sense of rightness overwhelmed him. A feeling of anticipation and excitement followed. His cock was harder than a steel pipe, his canines had extended and he was seeing in black and white. “Darn eyes. I hate not seeing color. I really like being able to—” This man is my mate. He didn’t know how he knew it but he did. “You’re my mate.”


  Shoot. There he went again, blurting out whatever popped into his mind. What if this man hadn’t figured that out? Laine’s senses told him the man was a wolf, but…


  “It would seem so, yes.”


  Nice deep sexy voice. How had he gotten a mate and not even realized it? What had he been doing?


  Laine pushed himself up on one arm and looked around. Darned eyes. The night vision was nice, but—no color?—it sucked. He was in some sort of hotel room, a colorless hotel room. “Where am I and how did I get here? Where did you come from?”


  The man sat up.
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  Yum. Laine felt like rubbing his hands together. The man was huge. He had nice big muscles, broad shoulders. Wow. He wished he could tell what color the man’s hair, eyes and skin were. His hair was dark as were his eyes, but Laine couldn’t make out a definite color; probably black hair and brown eyes, but were they chocolate brown or a reddish-brown? Darn it. This was his mate, he really wanted to know these things.


  “You’re in my hotel room. I was supposed to meet with your Alpha and when I showed up—”


  “Oh, yeah. I got my ass kicked by Victor and his goons again.” He waved his hand, but the big man’s eyes flicked down to his chest before catching his gaze again. “That’s par for the course. You’d think I’d learn to keep my mouth shut. But, noooo, I just had to tell them they were wrong. You saved me? You must be the guy they were going to rough up…” Laine grinned until he couldn’t contain his mirth any longer, then giggles escaped. This was the man Victor was going to beat up?


  His mate frowned. “What the hell is so funny?”


  “I’m sorry, it’s not you. It’s just that Victor has screwed himself this time. You’re freaking huge. And strong too, I can sense it. You are way stronger than Victor.” He burst into giggles again, before slapping a hand over his mouth trying to stop.


  Finally, the man started chuckling too, and he glanced down. The scent of arousal in the room increased.


  Laine peered down and realized his shirt was ripped. His gold nipple rings were showing. Did the man like his rings? Laine loved his rings played with. Wait, I saw the gold of my rings. My eyes changed.


  Laine looked back to the man. His eyes were copper-colored, his hair a soft black. He was darkly tanned, with a square jaw. His whole face transformed when he laughed. This man may be big, strong and fierce, but he was gentle too. “Oh.” Laine’s fingers were itching to touch. He reached towards his mate’s cheek, hesitantly. He bit his bottom lip, his hand trembling slightly.


  The man grabbed Laine’s hand and laid it against his cheek.


  Damn if Laine’s cock didn’t jerk at the contact. “You have a lovely face when you smile. Your eyes twinkle.” With his fingers, he traced the darker cheek, chin and jaw, learning his mate’s face by touch.


  “You’re very handsome.”


  The big man leaned into the caress. “Thank you. You aren’t bad yourself. What’s your name?”


  “Laine. My friends call me Lainey. What’s yours?” Laine came to his knees, both hands now tracing his mate’s face. He couldn’t help it, he was mesmerized. This big, handsome, masculine man was his.


  “Dev. Devlin actually, but everyone calls me Dev.”


  Laine leaned forward ever so slightly, his breath fanning across Dev’s face, his hands going to Dev’s shoulders. “Dev. I like that. You look like a Devlin.”


  “Yeah?” Dev leaned forward too.


  “Uh-huh.”


  They tipped their heads to the same side at the same time, then tilted their heads the other way at the precise moment. They did it once more.
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  Laine frowned and huffed out a breath, blowing his bangs off his forehead. “I want to kiss you,” he groused.


  Dev smiled and grabbed Laine’s chin, tilting it opposite of Dev’s.


  Laine whimpered and closed his eyes. Yes. This was what he wanted.


  Dev chuckled.


  Laine’s eyes popped open. “Why aren’t you kissing me?”


  “Because you were nodding your head.”


  Laine felt the heat surge up his cheeks. Geez, one of these days he was going to learn not to do and say everything on his mind. He shook his head at his own idiocy.


  Dev wrapped his free hand around the back of Laine’s neck. “Lainey?”


  “Yes?”


  “Be still.” Dev pulled him close and captured his mouth.


  


  Chapter Three


  Dev’s cock jerked at the complete abandon at which Laine gave himself over to the kiss.


  Laine went all soft and compliant once Dev’s lips settled on his. He whimpered and moaned, leaning into Dev, kissing back but following Dev’s lead. Laine was sensual, such a hedonist.


  Dev couldn’t remember ever having a lover lose themselves so completely. He gave into what he’d been wanting to do all night, his hands going right to those little gold hoops in Laine’s nipples, tugging and twisting gently.


  Laine came unglued. He moaned against Dev’s lips, arching his back, pushing closer. He practically panted. He’d given up trying to kiss back and just stayed where he was, letting Dev have his way with his mouth. The man was very responsive. It was a complete turn-on.


  Laine pulled back, his face flushed, his lips swollen. “If you keep that up, I’ll come.”


  Now that, Dev would love to see. “From just me messing with your nipple rings?”


  Laine bit his bottom lip and nodded. “I come real easily. Maybe I should just touch you for awhile?


  Actually, that might not help, I might come from that too. But I’m dying to touch you.”


  Dev groaned. God, what a confession. The man was great for his ego. “I have a better idea. Why don’t you strip. Then I’ll decide what we’re going to do.”


  Laine whimpered and the smell of arousal increased.


  Yes. He likes to be told what to do. Dev groaned again. He wasn’t all that surprised—Laine was an Page 9
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  Omega wolf, after all—but Laine wasn’t the only one turned on. Dev had always liked to call the shots.


  He gave Laine’s nipples one last tweak. “You like that? Like me telling you what to do?”


  Laine whimpered, nodding enthusiastically.


  “Good, then get your clothes off and lay down and put your hands over your head.”


  Laine hurried off the bed and started tugging on his shoes, eager to comply.


  Dev grinned and began to take his own clothes off. By the time he was finished, Laine was in the middle of the bed, hands over his head, legs spread, watching Dev’s every move. Dev’s eyes nearly shot out of his head. Damn, his mate was a fine specimen.


  Laine was pale all over; his body toned and slim, almost lanky. For such a short man, he had surprisingly long legs. The muscles in his belly were so evident you could scrub laundry on them. Red hair, a little darker than on his head, trailed a line between his prominent hipbones. And his cock… Good Lord, the man was not small everywhere. Geez. He was actually bigger than Dev. Not a lot, but certainly wider.


  Nice flared head, alluring vein down the… Wow. Dev’s mouth watered.


  “You like what you see?”


  “Hell yeah, Lainey, you are a beautiful man. No doubt about it.”


  “So are you. Can I touch you? Please?”


  Dev climbed onto the bed, straddling Laine’s hips. “Not yet.”


  Laine whimpered, but he didn’t move, nice and obedient.


  “Is there anything you don’t like?”


  Laine shook his head.


  “No. That isn’t acceptable. I need to know if there is anything you are dead set against doing.”


  “I don’t like extreme pain. And I’d prefer no defecation or urination, but other than that, I’m pretty open.”


  Yeah, Dev would just assume not have any of those things either.


  “And monogamy.”


  Dev’s brow furrowed before he could stop it. This could be a problem. He was already feeling more possessive over Laine than he had over anyone else. “You want an open relationship?”


  “No!”


  The knot forming in Dev’s belly gave way to relief.


  “I mean, I want monogamy.” Laine blushed. “I’ve never really cared before, but…I don’t want to share you, Dev. I mean, I’d prefer…I mean, I’m not…I mean—”
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  Dev stuck his finger to Laine’s lips. “I know what you mean. And that’s fine by me. You’re my mate and I don’t intend on sharing you. From here on out, it’s just you and me, Laine.”


  Laine nodded, smiling at him. “Good, can we have sex now…please.” He reached up, holding his arms out to Dev.


  Dev chuckled. “Put your hands back over your head.”


  Laine made a little whimper sound, his cock jerked and his legs moved restlessly, but he put his hands above his head. The man really did like being told what to do.


  Dev smiled. This had real possibilities. He was going to enjoy this immensely. Now where to start? Oh fuck it, he’d been hard all evening, his balls were ready to explode. He was going to cut the foreplay short. He slid down, settling between Laine’s legs.


  Laine shifted impatiently, a little moan escaping.


  Lord, the man was beautiful, all that milky white skin. Even the skin on his cock and balls was lighter than Dev’s. Dev laid down on his stomach, pushing Laine’s knees up as he moved. He didn’t waste any more time. He bent and licked a long line up Laine’s balls, feeling the soft wrinkly skin on his tongue, then trailed down past them.


  When his tongue touched Laine’s hole the man bucked and moaned.


  Dev inhaled deeply, the scent of his mate strong here. His teeth dropped and his eyes shifted. He didn’t care, apparently that was going to be the norm with Laine around. He swirled his tongue, circling the tiny opening, and moved up Laine’s balls again.


  Laine’s hips bucked, his testicles pulling in tight, away from Dev’s attention, then he let out a ragged moan.


  The smell of semen flooded Dev’s nose. He looked up in time to watch the first drops of cum splash on Laine’s belly.


  Laine’s eyes, his wolf eyes, flew open, making contact with Dev’s. His fangs dug into his bottom lip and he writhed.


  Fuck. That was hot. Dev closed his eyes, dropping his forehead against Laine’s thigh. Boy howdy, Laine hadn’t been kidding when he said he peaked easily. Dev couldn’t remember ever having a lover climax from something so simple. It was almost enough to make him lose it too. He took a deep breath and realized his hips were moving against the mattress. He stopped before he climaxed.


  “Sorry.” Laine panted. He reached down, running his hands through Dev’s hair and over his cheek.


  Dev leaned into the caress for a few seconds, kissed Laine’s hand and sat up. “Hand’s back over your head.” He slapped Laine’s thigh gently in reprimand.


  Laine groaned. His eyes fluttered, then closed. He clasped his hands together over his head.


  Dev dipped his head, licking the spunk off Laine’s belly, enjoying the salty taste of his mate.
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  Laine’s eyes flew open. “Oh God.”


  Oh God was right. Dev straddled Laine, reveling in the smooth hard ridges of Laine’s belly teasing his balls and ass as he inched his way up Laine’s bare body. He grabbed his cock in one hand, leading it to Laine’s mouth. Laine, bless him, opened right up with an eager little moan.


  “Easy, Lainey. Fangs…remember the fangs.”


  Laine nodded. His hands curled around Dev’s hips, pulling him forward. Laine engulfed him, humming happily around his cock. He squeezed Dev’s ass, nudging him closer, giving Dev no choice but to fuck his face.


  Dev wasn’t going to last. Good Lord, his mate could suck cock. Laine was making these soft little whimper/moany noises, sounding happy and turned on as fuck.


  Laine’s eyes went wide, his body stiffening for a few seconds and then Dev smelled cum again.


  “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh damn.” Dev wrapped his hand around his prick and balls, squeezing hard, pulling himself out of Laine’s mouth. He didn’t want to come yet. He was dying to bury himself in Laine’s tight little body. He wanted to come in his mate’s ass, but damn if Laine’s orgasm didn’t almost send him over the edge. The man had not been exaggerating about spewing with barely any stimulation. Hell, Dev would have never believed it was possible to come again that quickly if he hadn’t been here and witnessed it.


  “Fuck me…please,” Laine pleaded, his wolf eyes boring into Dev’s.


  “Damn, you’re good for my ego.” Dev chuckled. “Tell me you aren’t like this with everyone.”


  Laine shook his head. “I don’t usually stay hard. I have a pretty short recovery time, but I don’t—”


  Dev groaned, sliding down the slim, lithe body. He gathered the semen off Laine’s stomach, using it to lube up his cock.


  Laine looped his hands under his knees, opening himself up. His prick was still hard as a rock, dripping again. Or was that from the last time he came?


  Dev reached out, intent on capturing the thick piece of meat.


  Laine squeaked and quick as lightning, batted Dev’s hand away. “Not yet. Fuck me. Please, please, please.”


  The begging was almost more than Dev could take. He reached down, circling Laine’s hole with his index finger before pushing it in, then decided the hell with it. As turned on as Laine was, he probably didn’t need much preparation. Dev added another finger then another. When Laine’s only response was to whimper and push towards him, he pulled out and lined his dick up to that little pink hole.


  Dev pushed in.


  Laine pushed towards him.


  Dev barely made it. He only just managed to get all the way inside his mate’s tight, hot ass. He was Page 12
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  actually dizzy. The breath whooshed out of him, his hands turning to claws on Laine’s hips. Stars danced behind his eyes and a tingle shot up his spine as he emptied himself into his mate’s body. He’d never come so fast and unexpectedly in his life.


  Laine cried out beneath him, tightening around him.


  Finally, when he came back to himself, he realized Laine had come too. “Jesus, you’re going to kill me.”


  Lainey giggled and pulled him down, wrapping him in a hug.


  “Uh, Lainey?”


  “Yeah?”


  “You are supposed to have your hands over your head.”


  “Oops.” He didn’t sound repentant in the least.


  “Lainey?” Dev brushed the dark rust-colored bangs off Laine’s forehead and kissed it.


  “Yes?” Laine sighed and snuggled in closer to Dev’s side, his fingers lightly tangling in Dev’s chest hair.


  “Why would the Alpha, uh, Victor, want to beat me up? I called to make an appointment with him two days ago and he ignored me. Then tonight I was at Ganymede’s Grotto enjoying a beer and watching the show when he called me out of the blue.”


  Laine’s yellow eyes fluttered as he looked up at Dev. “Because he’s a real dick. He always initiates new pack members that way. Says it keeps them in line and lets them know who’s boss. So far no one has fought back. But you’re going to aren’t you?”


  Dev didn’t want to fight, he always tried to make violence a last option, but he’d be damned if he sat by and watched that tyrant beat up innocent people. He was shocked that no one had ever challenged the asshole. How many people had Victor abused? What was it Laine had said about getting his ass kicked again? “Lainey, honey? Does he try to beat you up and rape you often?” What if he’d raped Laine before tonight? He’d obviously already beaten him up. The thought made Dev’s teeth grind together. But he wasn’t about to lose his temper. Not with Laine around. It wasn’t Laine’s fault and from the sounds of it he got enough anger and hostility already.


  Laine moved himself further on top of Dev, linked his fingers together on Dev’s chest and rested his chin on his entwined hands. “He’s never tried to rape me until tonight. Thank you for helping me, by the way.”


  Laine shuddered. “Ick, just the thought… Yeah, just, ick. He’s always tried to…” He dipped his head to the side in a sort of shrug. “I don’t know, flirt? Come on to me? But he’s never forced the issue. He’s not gay, but…” Again Laine shrugged, this time his overlong bangs fell into his eyes. “I don’t know really; he’s never done anything in public. Every other time it’s always been just me and him, except for tonight.”


  Dev nodded and brushed his mate’s hair back again. He liked seeing Laine’s face. Not that he didn’t like the red hair, but his mate’s face was spellbinding. Victor’s actions made perfect sense. Of course Dev didn’t agreed with them, but Laine was a beautiful man. And tonight had been about control. It had been a way for Victor to get two things at once. Laine’s sweet little body and the pleasure of punishing him, in front of others, for his disobedience. “What did you do to piss him off?”
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  Laine grinned really big, his eyes dancing. “Same thing I always do. I opened my big mouth and told him what an ass he is. I can’t seem to help myself.”


  Dev chuckled. Oh Lord, Laine was mischief incarnate. “Didn’t anyone ever tell you that Omegas aren’t supposed to talk back? Your job is to quietly support your Alpha and make sure the pack is happy.


  You’re supposed to be an ambassador of sorts, a go-between for Alpha and pack.”


  Laine snorted and rolled his eyes. “Yeah, like a First Lady. I get it, but I can’t support what I don’t agree with. The man is a dick, plain and simple.”


  “I got that impression. Are you okay? I mean that was pretty scary tonight…”


  Laine blinked, looking surprised, then his face lit up in a big smile showing off straight, even, white teeth.


  “I’m fine. I’ll be even better if you tell me that you are going to stick around, I mean…” He ducked his head and started drawing circles in the hair on Dev’s chest with his finger, getting shy all of a sudden. “I know you’re moving here, but I mean…”


  A bashful Laine? Dev hadn’t thought that possible. He was actually surprised the spitfire could be shy.


  Laine was a bit on the submissive side in bed but the man was no introvert. In truth, he was just the opposite. Dev was pretty certain that anything Laine thought automatically flew out of those pretty lips. It was something Dev was going to have to watch. Something told him that Laine’s alligator mouth was going to get his cute little tadpole ass in trouble frequently. Oh well, Dev was a sucker for firebrands.


  “Honey, are you trying to ask me if I’m staying with you?”


  He worried his bottom lip with those attractive white teeth, as he peered up from under his lashes and gave a short crisp nod.


  “Hell, yeah. I’m not going anywhere. Why would I? Wolves mate for life. Sorry, Lainey, but you’re stuck with me. And furthermore, Victor is going to have to answer to me if he so much as looks at you the wrong way.”


  “Yay.” Laine lunged forward in an attempt to kiss Dev and bonked their heads together.


  “Ow.” Dev rubbed his head, then Laine’s.


  “Sorry, I was happy that Victor is finally going to get what’s coming to him. I feel like dancing around the room and singing.”


  Dev laughed. His life was never going to be the same. Laine was such a delight. “Only if you do it naked.”


  Laine giggled and shook his head. “I can’t dance. In fact, maybe I should warn you that I’m a bit of a klutz.”


  Dev was going to have his hands full. Laine was a spitfire, klutz, and said whatever was on his mind.


  Watching over Laine was going to be a full-time job. Dev did his best to hide a grin, but failed completely.


  “I’m glad you’re smiling, because I’m totally serious.” Laine kissed Dev softly. “I better go clean up.”


  Laine sat up and headed for the bathroom. Only he didn’t make it.
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  The bedding pulled tight across Dev and Laine landed on the floor with a muffled thud.


  Dev sat upright, concerned about his mate. Before he even peered over the edge of the bed he heard giggles.


  Laine was sprawled on the floor, snickering, his feet still tangled in the covers. “Oops.”


  


  Chapter Four


  Dev checked out of the hotel the next morning and moved his things to Laine’s condo. Laine lived close to work and the realtor’s office was just down the street from Laine’s job. Although it was chilly out, they decided to walk and leave Dev’s truck at Laine’s place. It gave Dev a chance to really see the town at a more leisurely pace, once again confirming that Asheville really was a nice place.


  “Ooh, let’s get a cup of coffee.” Laine pointed to a coffee shop, Café Noctem, a few yards ahead of them. Laine was practically bouncing.


  Dev was almost scared to see what caffeine would do to him. Laine had been bubbly all morning. Dev had contributed it to the wake-up sex, at first, but now he wasn’t sure. Perhaps Laine was always this chipper. He could very well be a morning person. Dev wasn’t a grump in the mornings, but he certainly wasn’t as bright and cheery as Laine either. Maybe the coffee would help wake Dev up. He needed it if he was going to keep up with his mate. “Okay, sure. Do you always walk to work?”


  Laine nodded, smiling. “Yep, except when the weather is bad. I like to walk. That’s why I moved into my condo, it’s close to the shop.”


  “What is it you do again?”


  “I’m a florist.” Laine’s grin was infectious.


  “A what?” Dev asked as he held the coffee shop door open, allowing the smaller man to enter first.


  “You know, flowers. I own a flower shop.”


  A florist? It was a little surprising at first, but the more Dev thought about it, somehow it fit Laine. He was a happy, upbeat person, flowers seemed to work with his personality. “How did you get into that?”


  Laine shrugged. “It was my grandmother’s. When she retired, I took over. I like flowers.” He slid up to the counter, ordered a double espresso then turned towards Dev. “What do you want, Dev? Do you want a bagel or something? I’m sorry I didn’t have time to fix us breakfast. I will tomorrow, I promise.”


  “That’s all right, I’m not much of a breakfast person. I’ll just have a regular cup of coffee.” Dev had never gotten into all the froo froo lattes and such. Plain ole black coffee for him. He tried to give Laine some money to pay for it, but Laine shook his head and waved it away. Dev didn’t argue. He firmly believed in the “what’s mine is yours” philosophy. They were partners now, he’d be buying Laine stuff too, it would even out.


  They left Café Noctem and walked the three blocks to Laine’s business, just enjoying each other’s company. They talked about the town and Dev’s appointments for the day.


  After crossing the street, Laine tripped and espresso went flying everywhere. The cup landed with a Page 15
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  splat several feet in front of them. Luckily they weren’t splashed with the hot liquid. “Oof.” He turned and studied the ground where he’d just walked.


  Dev looked too. There was absolutely nothing there. When he glanced back at Laine’s face it was almost as red as his hair. Dev stifled the urge to laugh. Something told him that he was going to be seeing a lot of such incidents. The man hadn’t been kidding about being a little on the clumsy side.


  Laine grinned sheepishly. “At least I didn’t throw it on someone this time.”


  Dev threw back his head and laughed. “Oh, Lainey, you didn’t.”


  “Oh, yes, I did. Twice actually. The second guy wasn’t nearly as understanding as the lady and her sister from the first time. Now I try to make sure I stay pretty far behind others when I walk.”


  Dev bit his lip to keep from cackling. “You want a drink of my coffee?”


  “Nah. There will probably be some at the shop. Assuming I remembered to buy coffee.” Laine scrunched up his face in thought.


  It was an adorable look, making Dev grin. Caroline was going to love Laine. God, Cole is going to kill me. Laine and Caroline were going to get into so much trouble together. Dev started chuckling again.


  “It’s really not that funny, Dev.” Laine’s cheeks were still pink.


  Dev grabbed his mate’s hand. “It’s not that. I was just thinking you and Caroline are going to love each other. You two are going to keep Cole and I on our toes.”


  Laine’s brow furrowed, his head tilting slightly. “Who are Caroline and Cole?”


  “Cole is my best friend and business partner. Caroline is his mate.” Dev took the last sip of his drink and tossed his empty cup in a nearby trash can without breaking stride.


  Laine started swinging their hands. “What kind of business do you have?”


  Dev halted the momentum, stopping their arms from moving. He didn’t think Laine even realized that he’d started their hands swinging. “We own a construction company.”


  “You’re a contractor?”


  “Yes and no. I am, but we have our own crew that does most of the work. I don’t keep air-conditioning and heating guys or plumbers in employment, we contract out for them. Cole and I oversee the job sites and on occasion, we help out and get our hands dirty too. Cole and I both started out as electricians before we decided to start our own company.”


  “So, you do the electric work?” Laine looked genuinely interested.


  Dev couldn’t help but smile. What a novelty that was. Most men he’d dated could care less about the boring details of his job. They wanted to know one thing, did Dev make a lot of money. Yes, he did and that was why he’d broken it off with the majority of them. Not that there were all that many, most were one-night stands. “No, not usually. We have electricians. Every once in awhile I’ll help out. Cole actually helps out more than I do. Bookkeeping and running the job sites pretty much takes up most of my time.”
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  “Isn’t being an electrician dangerous?” Laine sounded worried.


  Dev shrugged. “No more than anything else I suppose.”


  Laine squeezed Dev’s hand and tried to start their arms swinging again. “Good. I’m not ready to lose you.”


  Dev stiffened his arm, keeping Laine from moving it. “Good because I’m not ready to let you go yet.”


  And he wasn’t. He’d been half afraid that he wouldn’t have a mate. He wasn’t giving Laine up for the world. Dev was already way past attached to him.


  Laine bumped his hip against Dev’s and head-butted Dev’s shoulder with the side of his head. “Good.”


  Laine stopped, turning towards him. “We’re here.”


  Dev looked up at the sign and grinned. “Flower Lane?”


  Laine chuckled. “Grammy named it after me when I was a baby. Kinda cool, huh?”


  “Yeah, real cool. Are you her only grandchild or are you the oldest or something?”


  “I’m the only one. Grammy raised me. My parents died when I was three months old.” When he spoke about his grandmother his whole face lit up. “Actually, I just moved out. I was living with Grammy until last November. I would have moved out sooner, but then we lost my grandpa two years ago and I didn’t want to leave her by herself. You know? I mean she isn’t that old; it’s not like she’s feeble or anything, but well, yeah, she’s all I have.”


  He kissed Laine’s forehead. You had to love a man who obviously adored his grandmother. “So, when do I get to meet your grammy?”


  “Tonight?” Laine’s smile was almost blinding. “I can cook us all dinner.”


  “How about I take you and your grandmother out to eat?”


  A forty-something brunette woman stuck her head out of the shop door. “Lainey? Mrs. Barker from the bed and breakfast up the street wants to place an order and she won’t talk to me.” She rolled her eyes.


  “Kookie old woman.” She looked at Dev and held out a hand. “Hi, I’m Serena.”


  Laine waved the hand that wasn’t in Dev’s towards Serena. “This is Dev. He’s my mate.”


  Serena’s mouth dropped open, her eyes widened then she clapped her hands together. “Oh my God.


  I’m so pleased to meet you.” She glanced back at Laine. “Has Grammy met him?”


  Laine shook his head. “Not yet. We were just discussing that. Go tell Mrs. Barker that I’ll be right in.”


  Serena hesitated, gave Dev a wink and hustled back into the store.


  Laine sighed dramatically, but there was nothing but fondness in his expression. “That’s the trouble with working with women who’ve known me since I was two. I bet she puts Mrs. Barker on hold and calls Grammy.”
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  Dev laughed and kissed Laine’s nose. “Go in and get to work. I’ll take you and your grammy to dinner tonight. Do you still have my cell number?”


  “Yup, I programmed it into mine first thing this morning.”


  “Good.” Not that he thought Laine would need him, but he would rather play it safe. Victor was definitely the vindictive type. “If anything comes up…if you need anything , call me. I’ve got a few business meetings, but I should be in the area all day. I’ll be done around three o’clock.”


  Laine nodded. “Okay. So, you’ll meet me here around three?” he asked hopefully.


  Dev winked. “Just try and stop me.” He gave Laine one last kiss and walked down to the real estate office to meet the realtor, smiling the whole way.


  


  Laine floated into Flower Lane grinning from ear to ear.


  Serena kissed his cheek and held out the phone as he stepped up to the front counter. “I want details, Lainey. And Grammy is on line two, after you’ve talked to Mrs. Barker.”


  “I knew you’d call Grammy. Told Dev you would.” Laine tried to snatch the phone but Serena scoffed and clutched it to her chest.


  “I did not!”


  Beth came from the back, the top of her blonde head peering over a huge flower arrangement that she placed on the counter. “Nope, I did. Lainey, honey, he’s handsome.” She turned the arrangement to face Laine and waggled her eyebrows. “Is he as good as he looks?”


  Laine shook his head, chuckling. Oh brother. “It looks nice, I like the daisies and the tulips together.


  And yes he is, not that that is any of your business.” Laine fluttered his eyelashes devilishly, and held out his hand for the phone.


  Serena mouthed the word “details” and handed it to him.


  Laine pushed the blinking button on the phone that had a number one above it, his gaze never wavering from his employees. “Hello, Mrs. Barker. Sorry to keep you waiting. What can I do for you?” Laine held up his hands, about a foot apart. Okay, it was an exaggeration—Dev was only about eight inches—but Serena and Beth were fun to tease, he couldn’t help it.


  Serena’s eyes got comically wide.


  Beth snickered and ran to the back.


  Laine heard her start talking excitedly and saw the orange blinking light—the one labeled two—on the phone go steady. He slapped his hand to his forehead. Great. Like he really wanted Grammy to know about the size of Dev’s— “Yes, Mrs. Barker. I can have that ready in two hours.” He quickly said his goodbyes and hit the line two button. “Hi, Grammy.”


  “Twelve inches? Good Lord, Lainey,” Grammy said, amusement heavy in her voice.
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  Beth started cackling and hung up the phone. A few seconds later she popped her head around the doorjamb and stuck her tongue out.


  Laine stuck his out right back, giggling.


  “Lainey, tell me all about him. Do you like him, honey? Is he handsome? Does he have a job? What’s his name, dear?”


  He smiled so big his face hurt, just thinking about Dev. “Grammy, he’s gorgeous. Tall, dark and handsome. Real tall, he’s six-foot-six. His shoulders are sooo wide.” Laine shivered at the thought. “He owns his own construction company, Grammy. His name is Devlin and he’s from Texas. And he’s really nice. He rescued me from Victor and his goons.”


  Grammy groaned into the phone. “Lainey, what were you doing with Victor and those ruffians?”


  Laine’s excitement faded just a little. It was an old argument between he and Grammy. She couldn’t understand why he had anything to do with Victor. “Grammy, I can’t really avoid them. Victor is my Alpha, I sort of have to listen to him.”


  “Your grandfather would have never put up with that nonsense, and you shouldn’t either.”


  Laine sighed. “Grammy, I’m not as strong as Pappy was. But Dev is. He’s not going to let Victor pick on me anymore.” Maybe that would help.


  “Then I like him already. When do I get to meet this young man?”


  “How about tonight? Dev wants to take us to dinner so he can meet you.”


  “He sounds like a thoughtful young man. And of course I’d love to meet him, dear. What is his last name, again? You know I used to know some wolves in Texas, maybe—”


  His last name? Oh man. He had no idea what Dev’s last name was. How embarrassing. “Uh, Grammy, Texas is huge. You don’t know any of Dev’s kin. He’s from around Dallas. Everyone you know in Texas is from Beaumont.”


  “Well, I guess we’ll find out tonight. Where should I meet you?”


  “We can come pick you up around seven.”


  “Are you driving?” she asked hesitantly.


  “Grammy, I haven’t had a wreck in close to four months.”


  She scoffed.


  Laine sighed. “Dev will drive. We’ll pick you up.”


  “In that case, I’ll see you around seven. I love you, Lainey.”


  “Love you too, Grammy.”
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  * * *


  


  Laine managed to get one of Mrs. Barker’s arrangements done and was about to start on the other one, but he couldn’t hold out any longer. He had to call Dev. He put down his shears and floral tape and bounded to the wall phone by the door. He dialed Dev’s cell number, which he’d already memorized, and leaned against the wall next to the phone.


  “Hello?”


  Laine shivered at the smooth, sexy drawl. He could probably get off just listening to Dev talk. Hmmm?


  “Dev?” Laine asked hesitantly.


  “Yes, Lainey?” Dev sounded happy.


  Laine looped the coils in the cord around his finger, undid it and coiled it again. “Uh, this is going to sound really stupid, but what’s your last name?”


  “It’s Johns. What’s yours?”


  “Campbell.” Lord, that voice was sultry. Laine pushed away from the wall, turning to glance around the room. Maybe he could lock the door and have Dev talk dirty to him.


  “Lainey, I think I found a great place to build a house. I’ll take you to see it after dinner tonight.”


  Oh! Dev wanted him to see where he was going to build his home. “Sure. I’d love to see it.”


  “If you like it, we can put a bid on it and then start talking to architects. Be thinking about what you want in a house.”


  Laine twirled around, barely holding in a gleeful squeal. Dev wanted his help. “You mean you want me to help design it?”


  “It’s going to be your house too, Lainey.”


  Laine turned, doing a little happy dance. He didn’t even try to keep the giggle in this time.


  Dev chuckled. “What about your grandmother? Is she going to have dinner with us tonight?”


  “Yup. Grammy says dinner would be lovely. She’s really excited to meet you. That’s what got me thinking about your last name. Grammy wanted to know what it was. I felt like a real doofus not knowing. I mean it seems like something we should know, yeah? Hey, how’s your meeting going? Did you like the office building on the inside as much as you did the outside?”


  “I’m still looking, but so far so good. I think the office building is going to work, I just need to check out a few more things in it.”
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  “Oh. Am I bugging you? Oof.” Laine was walking—okay spinning—around and the next thing he knew, he was smashed up against the wall by the phone. “Shoot.”


  “Lainey?”


  “Yeah, I’m here.” He looked down at the cord pulled tight across his chest. How had he managed to get tangled up this bad? He turned the other way and nearly fell on his butt. “Crap. Serena!”


  “Lainey, you aren’t bugging me, love. I like talking to you, but if you’re sure everything is fine, I should get back to the realtor.”


  “Yeah, yeah. I—I—yeah, I’ll um…crap.”


  “Laine, is something wrong?”


  Laine heaved a sigh. He was going to sound like a goober telling Dev what he’d done. How did he get himself into these situations?


  Serena’s laughter interrupted any explanation he might offer.


  Laine frowned. “Stop laughing and help me, Serena.” Maybe if he shimmied out… Now, how had he managed to get the darn thing in a knot?


  “Lainey?”


  “Uh, I sort of got hung up in the phone cord.”


  “You, uh, don’t have a cordless?”


  “No, we have one of the old wall phones with the long cord in the back of the shop. I was sort of, er, twirling.” Laine flinched.


  “Twirling?” Dev whispered, humor evident in his tone. To give Dev credit, he held it in as long as he could—which was about five seconds—then he started cackling.


  Laine groaned. “It’s really not that funny, Dev.”


  “Yes it is funny. I’m never going to be bored am I, babe?”


  


  Chapter Five


  After putting a bid on the office building, Dev headed back to Flower Lane. He hadn’t had lunch and it was only two o’clock. Maybe he could talk Laine into leaving early and grabbing a bite to eat. Perhaps he could even take Laine to see the land, so they could make a bid on that too…if Laine liked it that was.


  Halfway there Dev’s phone rang. The caller ID read, Cole’s Cell. “Hey, buddy, what’s up?”


  “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” Was Cole laughing?


  “Try me?”
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  “I told Caroline that you found your mate, so we took the first flight out of DFW we could find—”


  “Whoa, wait a minute. Are you telling me you’re in Asheville?”


  “Yup. We caught a plane into Charlotte this morning then caught a flight to Asheville. We rented a car and—”


  Great. “Why?”


  “Why what? So that we’d have a way to get around—”


  Dev suppressed the urge to roll his eyes. He knew Cole was being obtuse on purpose. “Not that. Why are you coming to Asheville in the first place?”


  “Because Caroline and I want to meet your mate.”


  Dev couldn’t decide whether to laugh or cry. “Okay, where are you?”


  “On the side of the road.”


  “Are you stranded? If you call the car rental, they should come and get you and give you another car.”


  Oh no. “Uh, you didn’t wreck did you?”


  “No, no.”


  “Okay, why are you on the side of the road?”


  Cole sighed. “Caroline was eating an ice-cream cone.”


  Dev couldn’t even imagine where this was going. “And?”


  “And she decided it was too cold to eat ice cream.”


  He still wasn’t seeing a problem that would have Cole stranded on the side of the road. “Did she drop the ice-cream cone on the map?”


  “No, she threw it out the window.”


  “And?” Dev asked.


  “And it hit a police car.”


  Dev’s mouth fell open, then he started laughing so hard he nearly dropped his phone. He had to stop outside Laine’s shop and compose himself. Good Lord. My life would make a great sitcom. “Okay, listen. Once you guys get situated in a hotel or a bed and breakfast or whatever, give me a call. I’m taking Laine and his grandmother out to dinner tonight, the two of you might as well join us. Then tomorrow, I’ll take you to see the office building and we can make appointments with the realtor to see the plots of land. I’m thinking about putting a bid on a two acre lot, just outside of town, if Laine likes it.”


  “Okay, we can do that. Did you meet with any of the plumbers or central air and heat companies yet?


  You know we are going to have to find some good ones to contract out with.”
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  Hadn’t he given Cole his itinerary? “Not yet, I have four meetings tomorrow and I also have a possible contract. The real-estate office I’m working with wants to do some major remodeling. They have four offices in this area.”


  “Cool.”


  “Yeah, cool. I’m at Laine’s shop, so I’m hanging up on you. Try to keep Caroline out of jail and call me later.”


  Dev’s good humor lasted until he opened the door to Flower Lane. He stopped dead in his tracks, the smile melting from his lips. The place was a disaster. Flowers littered the floor, along with shards of glass and ceramic from broken vases. Stuffed animals lay strewn from one side of the shop to the other and water covered the floor. The place looked like a twister had touched down inside. “What the…?” Oh God, Lainey. Dev’s heart plummeted to his feet. His gaze darted around the shop as he inhaled deeply, trying to scent his mate over the heavy aroma of flowers.


  Laine was sitting behind the counter, his head in his hands. He looked up and gave Dev a weak smile, but his eyes were a little on the watery side. “Hey. How did your meeting go?”


  “Fuck that. What happened?” He walked over the debris and made a beeline to his mate. He stepped in-between Laine’s legs, pulled him up and deposited him on the counter. It was waist high, making Dev’s face level with Laine’s chin. He hugged Laine tight enough to make Laine’s breath huff out. “Are you all right? Lainey, what happened?” He pulled back to look into the teary amber eyes.


  Laine blinked. He stared at the ceiling for a few seconds then looked back at Dev. “Victor’s goons came to give us a message.”


  Dev groaned and squeezed his eyes shut. He’d known deep down something like this was going to happen.


  Laine ran his fingers against the side of Dev’s face. “It’s not your fault. I started it. I’m the one who opened my mouth to protest their plans in the first place.”


  Dev hugged Laine again. “Ah, Lainey, it isn’t either of our faults, this is not normal behavior. The man is a lunatic. He’s a power-hungry tyrant and he has to be stopped.” Dev truly believed that. People like Victor didn’t stop, they kept on bullying until someone made them stop or someone died. Dev was not going to allow this to continue. Laine was his to protect and take care of and because of that alone Dev would’ve put a stop to this, even if he himself wasn’t involved. No one was going to hurt Laine ever again. The man didn’t have a mean bone in his body. He was obviously a joy to everyone around him.


  He was a florist for crying out loud. And damn it, he was already well on his way to being the center of Dev’s world.


  Laine snorted. “He doesn’t fight fair, Dev.”


  He pulled back again, caressing Laine’s face. “Then we won’t either. He isn’t getting away with this.”


  A tear streaked down Laine’s face and he wiped it away quickly. “I don’t want you hurt because of me.”


  Dev used his thumb to mop away another tear and kissed Laine’s neck, which was the closest thing he Page 23
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  could reach. “You’re mine. Whatever affects you, now affects me too. And it isn’t because of you . You didn’t do anything wrong. Besides, they were going to jump me, remember?”


  Laine’s lower lip quivered. “If we fight back it will probably get worse.”


  Dev picked Laine up off the counter, giving him no choice but to wrap his legs around Dev’s waist.


  “You let me worry about it. I promise you, I’ll take care of it. You aren’t going to have to put up with Victor and his bunch anymore.”


  Laine nodded and put his head down on Dev’s shoulder.


  Serena came out from the back and gave him a sad grin. “Why don’t you take Lainey home? Beth and I will clean up this mess.”


  A small blonde-haired lady, who Dev hadn’t seen before, came out of the back. “Yeah, take Lainey home. We’ll close down for the day and clean up. We are getting a new shipment in tomorrow, so it’s not that big of a loss. We still have a bunch in the back too, the only stuff damaged was out here.”


  Laine turned his head, probably to protest, but Dev didn’t give him the chance. He pushed Laine’s head back to his shoulder and rubbed his back. “Thank you, ladies.” He gave them his cell number and left.


  Laine lifted his head off Dev’s shoulder, frowning at him. “I can walk.”


  “Yeah? Cause I’ve seen you walk, and—”


  Laine groaned, but his lips twitched into a faint grin. “Hey, I warned you I was a bit of a klutz.”


  Dev set Laine on his feet, kissed his nose, then grabbed his hand. “That’s all right. I have quite a fondness for clumsy redheads.”


  


  


  * * *


  


  “Wow, Lainey. What in the world do you need this big a bed for?”


  Laine glanced at his California king-sized bed and the man sitting on it, and grinned. “Good thing I have it. You wouldn’t fit on a regular king.”


  “Yeah, that’s true enough. That bed at the hotel sucked. I had to sleep diagonally.”


  Laine nodded, that much was true. Dev had thrashed around half the night, then finally picked Laine up and laid him on top of him so he could stretch out without crowding Laine off the bed. “I usually move around a lot. I’m not one to stay still when I sleep. That’s a warning by the way. You’ll likely wake up with bruises from sleeping with me.”


  “Then I guess I’ll just have to let you sleep on top of me like last night. You didn’t move around too much then.”
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  Laine hung up another pair of Dev’s slacks in the closet and reached for a shirt out of the suitcase. “That could work. Only, I don’t know how much sleep either of us would actually get.”


  “Lainey, come sit down. You’ve been puttering around here since we walked in the door. You don’t have to hang up my clothes.”


  “I can’t sit.” Laine sniffed. If he didn’t stay busy until dinner, he’d start thinking about the shop again.


  And then he’d get all mad and weepy. “Your clothes will wrinkle.”


  “No, they won’t. They’ve been in that suitcase for almost a week. And what if they do? I have a travel iron.”


  Laine shrugged and grabbed the last of Dev’s pants. “It’s no problem. I like the idea of your stuff being in my closet.”


  “Good, because a lot more of my stuff is going to be there until we can get a house built. Are you going to come back to Dallas with me when I have to go? Help me pack stuff up?”


  Laine closed the closet. He needed to clean out a dresser drawer for Dev’s socks and underwear.


  “Yeah. I can get Grammy to manage the shop for me for a few weeks.” Maybe he could even afford to pay some security guards to hang out at the store and protect Grammy and the girls from Victor’s goons.


  He sighed and started towards the dresser. He didn’t want to think about it yet.


  Dev sat up on the bed, snagged Laine’s arm and pulled him down. He landed with an “umph” on top of Dev.


  Dev nipped his bottom lip. “Much better.”


  He gave Dev a weak smile, kissed his lips and tried to get up.


  Dev tightened his hold. “Nope, I’m not letting you go. You’ve been moping around here since we got here. If all you were going to do is clean, we could have stayed and helped Serena and Beth. Talk to me.


  I know you’re upset about the shop. You kept me from going and ripping Victor’s head off by telling me you needed to come home. We’re here, Victor is still in one piece and I’m not even stomping around throwing a temper tantrum, so talk to me.”


  Laine grinned. Yeah, Dev not killing Victor immediately was something. He’d wanted to…bad. Laine had stopped him by telling him that he didn’t feel well and really needed to go home; which wasn’t a lie, he hadn’t—still didn’t—feel well. So Dev had brought him here.


  Laine dropped his head down on Dev’s chest, listening to his mate’s heartbeat. “I feel…violated. I know that sounds cliché, but I do.”


  “Yeah, I can imagine. If you’d let me kill Victor, you’d feel better.”


  “That’s just the thing, Dev. What if you can’t? He doesn’t fight fair. He’s probably just waiting on you.


  He probably had them destroy Flower Lane just so you’d come charging after him.”


  Dev nodded. “I’m sure that’s exactly what he planned. I let you talk me out of going. I’m not stupid, Laine,” Dev growled.
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  Laine lifted his head. “I didn’t think you were. But I’ve dealt with Victor and—” Laine shook his head, the tears threatening. Damn Victor. “Let’s just leave. Why don’t I move to Texas with you?”


  “If you run from this, you’ll regret it.”


  “I’ve been running from it since it started. The only thing I regret is not running further. I should have moved years ago.” He sat up, straddling Dev’s hips, begging Dev to understand with his eyes. He didn’t want his mate to think him a coward, but he’d rather Dev think him a wimp than to get killed.


  Dev smiled and reached up, caressing Laine’s cheek. “You have me now. You don’t have to run.


  Besides, if you ran you’d spend all your time worried about the people you’d left here. You can’t move everyone you care about.”


  Laine sighed and leaned into Dev’s big hand. Dev was right. He would worry. That’s why he hadn’t split town in the first place. He had Grammy and Beth and Serena, and well, he had the rest of the pack. He liked his pack and took quite a bit of abuse to keep them from having to face it. He was a good Omega.


  He cared about people. Laine nodded and closed his eyes. And damn if the tears didn’t start sliding out.


  Dev pulled him down, pressing his head to that strong thick chest. “Shh. We’ll fix it. You don’t have to try and handle it on your own anymore. I’m here now.” Dev kissed his forehead. Dev’s hands started roaming.


  It was nice. Dev had such good hands, strong but gentle. Laine’s cock began to swell despite his piss-poor mood.


  Laine had always had a healthy sex drive, but with Dev around? He couldn’t remember ever coming as much as he had in the last twenty-four hours.


  Dev nibbled on Laine’s neck as he worked Laine’s shirt up and off him. Immediately, Dev’s mouth found his nipple rings. The man was obsessed with his rings. Not that Laine was complaining, of course.


  He arched his back, pressing his chest into Dev’s face.


  “Mmm.” Dev tugged the ring with his teeth, rolled Laine under him and stood up.


  Laine groaned at the loss. Why was Dev stopping?


  Dev unbuttoned Laine’s pants and pulled them off his hips. He tapped Laine’s hip and dipped his head.


  “Further up on the bed, Lainey.”


  Excitement raced through Laine. He scooted up into the middle of the bed like he was told. He loved that commanding voice, that tone Dev got when he expected Laine to comply. And comply he did. God, he loved domineering men. As long as they were also compassionate and fair. Someone who wouldn’t take advantage of those weaker…someone like Dev. Dev took charge and made the decisions so Laine didn’t have to. He could relax and concentrate on pleasure and pleasing. Laine loved to please, it’s why he was such a great Omega. Or rather why he would be a great Omega if he had the right Alpha. Ugh, he didn’t even want to think about Alphas…


  “None of that.” Dev shook his head. “You aren’t allowed to think of anything right now. You are only allowed to feel.” Dev crawled onto the bed, grabbed one of Laine’s hands then the other. He positioned them both over Laine’s head, holding them to the mattress.
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  Laine shivered, his cock getting even harder.


  Dev chuckled and gently kissed Laine’s lips. Laine tried to deepen the kiss, opening his mouth, even flicking Dev’s lips with the tip of his tongue, but Dev pulled back.


  “You like being held down?” Dev asked.


  Laine nodded and a tiny whimper escaped. His hips pushed up into the air. Oh God, even the air on his prick felt good.


  “You will tell me if you want me to let go.”


  Laine nodded again. “Just touch me.”


  “You really aren’t in a position to be demanding things, Lainey.” Dev winked.


  The man was an evil tease. “Please, Dev?” Laine pleaded, gazing into those deep chocolatey brown eyes. Dev’s face blurred. Laine blinked and Dev was sans color.


  “Fuck, I don’t know what’s sexier, you begging or your eyes shifting.” Dev used the thumb on his free hand to open Laine’s mouth. He dipped forward and ran his tongue over the ends of Laine’s canines.


  Laine whimpered and bucked his hips, his whole body a tingly ball of sensation. He was close to blowing without Dev even touching him. He wanted to kiss Dev, to get in on the action, but he couldn’t.


  It just felt too good. He closed his eyes, relaxing into Dev’s ministrations, just lying there with his mouth open letting Dev have his way. Oh, it felt so good. Who would ever have thought someone caressing your teeth with their tongue could be such a turn-on? Not that it ever took too much to turn Laine on. His gums tingled. “Uhh…” His balls drew closer to his body and both his top and bottom canines lengthened.


  Laine gasped, his eyes flew open as Dev leaned back.


  Dev’s eyes were also lupine. He grinned and dipped his head to capture a nipple ring. He sucked and licked at Laine’s nipple while his free hand wrapped around Laine’s throbbing prick. He started tugging, jerking Laine off.


  Laine’s back arched up off the bed, his head thrashing side to side. He moaned and grunted and whimpered like crazy, but Dev didn’t seem to mind. Laine was in absolute heaven.


  Dev held his arms firmly, not allowing Laine to stop the ministrations. He bit down around Laine’s nipple, his longer canine teeth pinching a tad.


  Laine came unglued, his balls pulled tight, his voice came out in a ragged groan as his whole body stiffened. He cried out, staring into Dev’s eyes and shot. Hot semen splashed against his stomach.


  “That’s it, Lainey, come for me.” Dev stayed there and whispered encouraging, naughty words to him as he stroked his dick.


  It felt like forever until he came down from the orgasmic high. When he did, Dev smiled at him.


  Dev kissed him long and slow. He continued to stroke Laine’s cock, not allowing him to go soft. When he pulled back he grinned at Laine, his teeth extended, his eyes still shifted.
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  Laine’s own eyes had returned to normal, but seeing Dev’s eyes and teeth made Laine’s shift right back to their lupine equivalent.


  Dev messaged Laine’s wrists where he’d been squeezing, making sure they weren’t sore. “You ready for round two?”


  God, yes, always.


  Dev chuckled.


  Oh. He’d said that out loud. Laine shrugged. “Well, I am. Let me suck you?”


  “Hell yes. Come ‘ere.” Dev let go of Laine’s arms and got off the bed, standing beside it. He unfastened his pants, and pushed them out of the way, freeing his long, gorgeous cock.


  Laine whimpered, licked his lips and crawled over to the edge of the bed. He intended on sitting on the edge, but once he got there, Dev rubbed his prick against Laine’s face. “Suck it, now. Like that. Don’t move.”


  Laine opened up and swallowed the nice piece of meat, staying on his hands and knees. He loved to suck dick. A day ago, giving him most any cock to play with would have made him a happy man. Now he only wanted this particular cock. He knew part of it was body chemistry, but he couldn’t help thinking, even if he were human, Dev would’ve spoiled him for other men.


  Dev groaned as Laine swallowed around his dick. His hands clenched and unclenched in Laine’s hair.


  Laine reached up with one hand and grabbed Dev’s, pushing it against his head, encouraging Dev to get a hold.


  Apparently that was the only encouragement Dev needed. He clutched Laine’s head and started thrusting, fucking Laine’s mouth.


  The forcefulness was a huge turn-on to Laine. His damned cock was already leaking again. He was going to come just from giving Dev a blow job. Just like the first night. Oh man, Dev got to him. He was actually moving his hips.


  Dev let go with one hand and bent over him. “Close, Lainey, close. Swallow it all, babe.” His hand snaked down, encircling Laine’s cock.


  Laine nearly choked, it felt so good. He groaned around Dev’s prick and kept working. His head bobbed up and down and took that long cock all the way down his throat. He wasn’t sure who moaned louder when Dev started pumping his fist on Laine’s prick.


  Dev came first, but only by a few seconds.


  Laine tasted the salty tangy flavor of his mate and joined him in climax. He shot into Dev’s hand, on the bed and on his own thighs, as he swallowed Dev down. He didn’t miss a drop. “Mmm…”


  Dev finally let go of him and rested his chest over Laine’s back. He kissed Laine’s spine. “Feel better?”


  Laine nodded and let Dev’s dick slip out of his mouth. Now a snuggle and a nap were in order.
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  The doorbell rang.


  They both groaned.


  Dev stood, pulling his pants up. “God, Cole has terrible timing. Guess there goes the nap?”


  Laine smiled. “I was just thinking the same thing.”


  


  Chapter Six


  “Devlin, what do you think of the pack situation here? My Lainey isn’t happy and hasn’t been since that hooligan, Victor, took over the pack.”


  Dev turned away from the two redheads whispering across from him and looked at Laine’s grandmother. “I don’t care for it at all, Mrs. Campbell. How long has Victor been the pack Alpha, ma’am?”


  The older woman patted Dev’s hand and smiled. “Now, Devlin you’re supposed to be calling me Grammy. We’re family now.” She took a sip of her ice tea and smiled at Laine and Caroline, who had their heads together giggling over something, then looked back to Dev. “He’s only been in power a little over three years. George Marshal, the Alpha before Victor, was head of the pack for twenty-five years.”


  Cole snagged a nacho from the appetizer plate in the center of the table, his brow furrowed. “Grammy, how did Victor get the position? The traditional way? Or was he appointed or voted in?”


  Grammy beamed at Cole, who’d remembered to use her nickname, and reached for a nacho. “I believe he challenged George in the traditional way, and George stepped down to avoid bloodshed.”


  “And no one stood up to him?” Cole asked as he picked up his beer.


  Grammy finished chewing and shook her head. “No, Cole. No one wanted to cause a ruckus. We have a peaceful pack, or rather we had a peaceful pack, until Victor. My Edward was a Beta under George for many, many years. But Lainey? He wasn’t strong enough to be anything other than Omega. Lainey wasn’t born a wolf. Even though my Edward was, the gene skipped over my son Donald, Laine’s father.”


  Interesting. Dev had never met a “made” werewolf before. He glanced at Laine and couldn’t help but smile. Laine was laughing over something Caroline said. “How was Lainey made a wolf, Grammy?”


  Grammy frowned and took a quick drink of her tea. “Edward saved him from the accident that killed his parents. Edward and I were following the three of them back from a day trip we all took up to Charlotte.


  A drunk driver sideswiped them and Donald and Elaine were killed instantly. Laine was an infant.”


  Cole let out a long, low whistle, shaking his head. “I’m sorry, Grammy, that must have been horrible. I’m guessing you saw the whole thing?”


  Grammy nodded. “Yes, Cole, I did, but at least we saved Lainey, yes?”


  Dev looked across at Laine again and smiled. “Yes, Grammy, at least you saved Lainey.”
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  Laine peered up, his eyes wide. “Me? What are you guys talking about? Whatever Grammy is telling you, I didn’t do it.”


  Dev chuckled.


  Grammy laughed. “Are you accusing your grammy of lying, Lainey?”


  Cole snagged the last nacho, grinning like an idiot. “Laine, I somehow doubt you’re innocent. I’ve known you for”—he glanced down at his watch—“three hours and already I can tell you are pure mischief and probably as accident-prone as Caroline.”


  Caroline scoffed. “I am not accident-prone, Cole, you take that back.” She raised a brow at Dev.


  “Dev?”


  Dev held up his hands. “Oh, no, you aren’t dragging me into this.”


  Grammy leaned forward and patted Caroline’s hand. “It’s quite all right, dear. If you are anything like my Lainey, you’re a special young lady.”


  Caroline nodded, making her bright red hair fall over her shoulders. “See, I’m special.”


  Lainey giggled. “We’ll remind them of that the next time either of us does something stupid.”


  Caroline frowned at Laine, but it was evident she was trying not to laugh. “Hush, Laine, you aren’t helping our case.”


  Everyone laughed.


  The waitress showed up with their food, quieting the conversation for a few minutes. Dev was having a blast. He really liked Laine’s grandmother and Cole and Caroline seemed to like Laine. In fact, Laine and Caroline hadn’t quit talking since they’d met this afternoon. Dev had been right on the money when he’d thought Laine and Caroline would become fast friends.


  Laine looked up and met Dev’s eyes while the waitress was handing out their steaks. He grinned, his eyes twinkling, and mouthed “thank you” at Dev.


  Dev dipped his head, glad he’d put that expression on Laine’s face. Laine loved his shop, and the whole ransacking and threat today had shaken him up pretty good. Laine had finally confessed that Victor directing his anger on Laine’s things had him scared. Victor had always taken his anger out on Laine .


  Now, Laine was afraid it was a matter of time before Victor’s rage spilled over to someone Laine cared about.


  “Lainey, I have to tell you, I’m happy Dev found you.” Caroline nodded, took a bite of her baked potato and a quick swig of tea. “I really thought he wouldn’t have a mate or that maybe his mate would be a woman. Wouldn’t that be a mess?”


  Laine giggled and picked up the steak sauce from the middle of the table. “Oh Lord yes. I had the same fear for myself actually. Not that I don’t like women, but…” Laine shrugged and tugged on the lid of the bottle. It was a new bottle and the little plastic thing was still attached. “I guess I would have dealt with it, if that had been the case, huh?” He tugged on the cap hard, it popped out of his hand, flying across the restaurant and hit a passing waiter.
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  Laine peeked behind him then snapped his head around, facing the table, his eyes wide as the waiter looked around to see what hit him. Caroline glanced at Laine, the bottle—still in Laine’s hand—and back to Laine before she started laughing.


  Laine smacked his forehead with his empty hand and groaned, but he too was laughing.


  Dev and Cole exchanged looks and cracked up.


  Grammy chuckled. “That’s my boy.”


  Cole cut into his steak. “Reminds me of the time Caroline threw the ketchup bottle across a restaurant.”


  Caroline groaned and took a bite of steak.


  Laine put some steak sauce on his plate and put the lidless bottle back. “Do tell.”


  Dev grinned, remembering the incident Cole was talking about. Caroline and Cole had been dating. “She was trying to put ketchup on her hamburger and she was shaking the bottle trying to get it to come out—”


  “She got it to come out all right. After she lost her grip and it went sailing over her shoulder,” Cole said.


  A huge grin spread across Laine’s face. He nudged Caroline with his shoulder. “How did you manage that?”


  Cole chuckled. “She was shaking the hell out of it and it slipped. Ketchup went everywhere, and the bottle broke when it hit the floor. She got ketchup on her back, my arm and all over the people at the table next to us.”


  Grammy covered her mouth to muffle her laughter. “You two should keep them away from each other.


  That sounds exactly like something Laine would do. They could be quite a dangerous team.”


  Dev nodded. “I actually thought that this afternoon. Maybe we need to add to the company budget, Cole. We might need a ‘bail Lainey and Caroline out of jail’ fund or maybe a ‘pay for things Lainey and Caroline break’ fund.”


  Laine snorted, his eyes twinkling with mirth. “Oh, come on, we aren’t that bad.” His foot rubbed Dev’s calf under the table.


  Cole took a swig of his beer and kissed his wife’s cheek. “If Laine drives anything like Caroline, we definitely need a ‘traffic ticket’ fund.”


  Caroline elbowed Cole and looked at Laine. “What kind of car do you drive, Lainey?”


  Laine blushed and glanced towards Grammy.


  Dev didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Apparently, Laine did drive as bad as Caroline. “Okay, Grammy, let me have it. Is he going to cost me an arm and a leg in insurance?”


  Grammy beamed at him. “Only if you can get him insured, Devlin.”
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  Cole started snickering.


  “I’m not that bad,” Laine protested. “I’m a good driver.” He looked around the table. “Really.” He sighed and shook his head, overlong red bangs falling in his eyes. “Things just have a way of jumping out in front of me.”


  Grammy grinned. “I’ve had to replace our garage door three times, our mailbox six times. I used to have to buy him a new set of tires every six months from him hitting and rubbing up against curbs. He’s gone through a total of eight cars since the age of sixteen.”


  Dev’s eyes shot wide, staring at Laine. “Good Lord, Lainey.” Thank God Laine was a wolf and not easily killed. Not that that was going to keep Dev from worrying…much. He looked back to Grammy and very seriously asked, “Does Asheville have public transportation, Grammy?”


  Cole laughed so hard his face turned red.


  Caroline reached over and squeezed Laine’s shoulder. “That settles it. I’ll drive us to the mall tomorrow afternoon when the guys go on their business meetings.”


  Laine started giggling. “You’re supposed to be on my side, Caroline.” He mumbled something else and took a quick drink.


  Dev arched a brow at his mate and ran his booted foot up Laine’s leg. “What was that, Lainey?”


  “I said, my car is in the shop anyway.”


  Everyone laughed, including Laine.


  


  Laine excused himself while Grammy, Caroline and Cole were finishing up their desserts and Dev was waiting to pay the check. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had such a good time. He probably looked like a goober from smiling so big, but he couldn’t help it. The evening had gone way better than he’d imagined. He’d known Grammy would love Dev. How could she not? Dev was just… Laine sighed. His mate was a wonderful man.


  When Dev had told him that he’d invited Cole and Caroline, Laine had gotten a huge case of butterflies.


  He was terrified of not making a good impression on Dev’s friends. Dev didn’t have any family, Cole and Caroline were it, and it was important to Laine that they approved of him. He shook his head, chuckling to himself. He shouldn’t have worried. Heck, they had come to town specifically to meet him. They’d been anxious to meet Dev’s mate.


  Dev had told them all at dinner how Caroline had always been setting him up on blind dates. From what Dev said, Caroline couldn’t stand Dev being unattached. She had been convinced that because Dev was gay he wouldn’t have a mate like all other werewolves, so she’d gone on a mission to find him one.


  According to Dev, the last blind date she’d set him up on, she hadn’t even confirmed that the man was gay beforehand. She’d just invited the man to dinner telling him she wanted to introduce him to a “friend”.


  Turned out that the man wasn’t gay. Boy, what Laine wouldn’t have given to see that. Dev and Cole sure got a kick out of the retelling of the story.
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  Laine opened the men’s room door, bumping a man on his way out. “Excuse me.”


  The man kept walking.


  Laine shrugged and went to the urinal. He did his business and zipped back up. He turned to go to the sink and ran smack dab into someone.


  “Hello, Laine.”


  Fuck, fuck, fuck. Shit and damn. Laine peered up into Victor’s eyes and glared. “Get out of my way, asshole.”


  Victor cupped Laine’s chin and made a tsking sound. “Now, Lainey, is that any way to speak to your Alpha?”


  Laine slapped at his hand and stepped back. “Don’t touch me. You had your lackeys destroy my shop today. Wait till I tell Dev you’re here.” Laine was seething. No way was he going to stop Dev from busting this asshole up this time. The fucker had some nerve. Laine tried to step around Victor, but his arm was grabbed and he was jerked around and pulled up against Victor’s chest. “Let go!”


  Victor chuckled. “No, I don’t think I will.”


  Laine struggled, flailing and jerking, to no avail. Victor was a lot bigger and stronger than him. Damn.


  The larger man backed him up against the wall, chuckling, giving Laine even less room to maneuver. “I do like the way you struggle, Laine. You may be a wimp, but you’re no coward.”


  “Fuck you.”


  “I tell you what, Laine. You let me fuck you and I’ll take it easy on your loved ones. Speaking of which, where is your boyfriend?” Victor’s mouth crashed down on his.


  Laine wrenched his head to the side and used all his strength to escape the Alpha’s arms.


  Victor just laughed at him, holding on tight. “You know, if you’d have just kept your mouth shut—”


  “Fuck you. If you weren’t such an ass to everyone, I would have kept my mouth shut.”


  Again, Victor tried to kiss him.


  The door creaked open and a gasp sounded as Laine managed to bite Victor’s lip, drawing blood.


  Victor howled and let go with one hand, raising it up, making a fist. “You little shit.”


  “I don’t think so, asshole,” a deep voice growled.


  Victor was yanked away as his fist descended, missing Laine by several inches.


  Laine blinked, watching Cole pummel the man’s face. He sighed in relief. He hated to admit it, but he’d been getting a little concerned.
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  Finally, after several blows, Victor bolted towards the door. When he got there he turned to glare at Laine and pointed his finger. “You will regret this, Laine.” He took off out the bathroom door.


  Laine sagged against the wall, taking a deep breath.


  “You okay, Lainey?” Cole came over to him.


  He nodded. “Thanks, Cole.”


  Cole frowned. “The Alpha?”


  Again Laine nodded. “Yeah, he—”


  The bathroom door flew open and hit the wall with a loud bang. “Lainey!” Dev came running in, looking around. His gaze fell on Cole, then Laine. He rushed forward, pulling Laine into his arms, practically crushing him. “I saw Victor running out, I thought… Are you okay?”


  “Yeah, thanks to Cole.” He hugged Dev then leaned back. “I’m all right, really.”


  Dev glanced at Cole without loosening his grip on Laine. “You okay, buddy?”


  “Yeah. I’m good. We have to stop this guy, Dev.”


  Dev nodded. “Yeah…yeah we do.”


  


  Chapter Seven


  “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.”


  Dev sat up in bed blinking and looked around. Laine was nowhere in sight. Laine hadn’t slept well last night. What the devil was the man doing up already?


  “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.”


  Lainey. Dev grinned and pulled the covers off. Whatever it was Laine had gotten into must not be that dire. His refrain of “oh shit” was quiet and only slightly panicky. Nevertheless, Dev probably ought to check it out.


  “Oh shit. Ooooh shit.”


  The smell of smoke combined with the rising alarm in Laine’s voice had Dev hurrying his pace. The smell came from the other side of the condo.


  Dev stepped through the kitchen door and stifled a laugh.


  Laine was standing in front of the stove in a pair of white sleep pants. In front of him was a two foot flame rising from a skillet on the range. Actually, Laine wasn’t standing, he was hopping from foot to foot, both arms—one with spatula in hand—flapping beside him. “Oh shit, oh shit,” Laine chanted as he leaped from foot to foot.


  Dev looked around for a lid to put over the frying pan. There weren’t any sitting out on the counter.
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  “Lainey—”


  “Ack,” Laine screamed and jumped around to face Dev, one hand flying to his chest, the other brandishing the spatula. “Jesus H. Christ, Dev, you scared the shit out of me.”


  Dev chuckled. “Where are the lids to the pots and pans?”


  Laine used the utensil to point to the lower cabinet to Dev’s left.


  The smoke detector went off before he opened the cabinet door.


  Laine screamed again, jumping almost a foot in the air.


  Dev flinched as he scrounged under the cabinet and grabbed a lid that looked big enough. He passed Laine, who was still bouncing around, holding his hands to his ears now. Dev put the lid on the pan, dousing the flames, and turned the knob to kill the flame. “Open some windows.”


  “It’s so loud.” Laine ran over to the smoke detector and began beating it with the spatula.


  Dev opened the window above the sink and the sliding glass door leading out to a balcony. He was naked, but oh well, the neighbors were just going to get an eyeful because he wanted that annoying beeping to stop.


  Finally it did stop after Laine beat it into oblivion. Dev turned around to find Laine standing over the dead smoke detector, fanning his arms around, trying to get rid of the smoke, coughing.


  It was too much for Dev. He started cackling. He laughed so hard tears filled his eyes. Laine was going to be the death of him.


  “What?”


  “Lainey, you’re a mess. Am I going to have to ban you from cooking in addition to driving?”


  Laine snorted then erupted into a fit of giggles. He threw his hands in the air and tossed the spatula in the sink. “How do you feel about going out to breakf— You’re naked.” Laine’s gaze zeroed in on Dev’s dick and he licked his lips.


  Dev’s cock decided to show off for his mate, filling instantly under that heated gaze. He sucked in a breath and immediately coughed. He fanned his arms, trying to move the air. “Come on, before we suffocate.”


  Laine put both of his hands on Dev’s shoulders and dipped down, preparing to jump on Dev’s back.


  “Watch the—” He reached back to guide Laine’s legs around him.


  Laine’s thighs and knees gripped Dev’s hips, his feet never getting close to Dev’s more tender anatomy.


  “Cock?” Laine kissed his cheek.


  “Yeah.” He pulled Laine’s feet up and wrapped them around his waist, as Laine’s arms enfolded his neck. Ooh, Laine’s naked chest mashed against his back was nice. And, oh man, Laine was hard too.


  Playtime.
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  “Mmm, never fear. I wouldn’t want to bruise it. I like the cock.”


  Dev chuckled. “You’re nuts.”


  “Yup, like those too.”


  Dev grinned and turned his head to kiss Laine’s cheek. He started walking back to the living room. He gave a quick glance to the sliding glass doors in the living room; Laine had pulled those curtains wide open too. Dev chuckled and shook his head. “If I’d known you had every curtain in the place opened, I’d have put some pants on.”


  “I like sunshine.”


  “I see. We’re going to wake up tomorrow and find the complex empty and all your neighbors scared away.”


  Laine snorted. “More like they’ll be knocking on my door wanting to know if the stud is taken.”


  “Now, I know you’re nuts.” He turned and dropped Laine on the bed.


  Laine bounced then sprawled. He ended up spread out on the mattress, arms and legs wide, his gaze raking up and down Dev’s body. “Absolutely certifiable. You don’t mind do you?” He raised his hands up towards Dev.


  “Nope, not at all. You’re, however, at the moment, an overdressed nut.” He grabbed the waistband of Laine’s pj’s and pulled them down.


  Laine lifted his butt off the bed to assist, his thick cock hard and ready.


  Dev lay down next to Laine on his side, his face even with Laine’s hip, his head propped on his hand.


  He traced his finger up Laine’s chiseled abs and back down, marveling at the way Laine’s muscles jumped under his fingers. He looked up to find Laine’s eyes closed, his bottom lip between his teeth.


  Dev’s gaze trailed down Laine’s body, past the gold hoops in his nipples—which Dev had to reach up and flick—past Laine’s belly, to the nest of red curls above that thick, hard prick. He really was a beautiful man, slim and fit. His willowy form and ivory skin was such a contrast to Dev’s own larger body and dark tan.


  Dev leaned forward, tracing the hollow beside Laine’s hipbone with his tongue.


  Laine’s head and shoulders shot off the bed, giggles sounding immediately.


  Oooh, a ticklish spot. He pushed Laine back onto the bed and did it again.


  Laine’s hands flew to his hip, covering the spot, still giggling like mad. The man was just too damned cute.


  Dev nuzzled Laine’s hand and when he managed to nudge Laine’s hand out of the way he licked again.


  Laine bucked his hips off the bed. His cock bumped Dev’s cheek.
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  Dev froze. He’d never been much of a cocksucker, but he had the sudden urge to taste Laine. He pushed Laine’s hips down and grabbed that fat prick.


  Laine hissed out a breath and relaxed back onto the bed. “Dev…”


  “Shh…” Dev traced up one side of his mate’s dick with his tongue then down the other side. He positioned himself over the redhead’s groin, taking just the head between his lips. Not bad. Laine’s skin was smooth and warm, salty.


  “Dev, you don’t have to.”


  “I want to.”


  Laine nodded. “Okay.”


  Dev gradually explored. He’d done this once or twice, but it had always been hurried, a case of feeling obliged, never for his own enjoyment. On this occasion he took his time, learning, enjoying his lover. Dev laved and nuzzled. He took one testicle in his mouth, then the other, before licking behind them. When he was ready to get serious and start sucking, Laine was squirming all over the place, his breath coming in pants.


  Laine brought his hand up to his mouth, then all Dev heard was a whimper.


  He looked up to find Laine biting his hand. “What are you doing?”


  “Trying not to come.” It came out in a squeak that had Dev holding back a grin. He didn’t know anyone who could come as quickly as his mate. It was surprisingly sexy as all get out. The fact that Laine had such a short recovery period was pretty damned hot too.


  Dev didn’t even come that fast as a teenager. He knew some guys did, but he’d never been one of them.


  “Go ahead. I’ve complete faith you can get it up again.”


  “Mmm, okay.” Laine dropped his hand back to his side.


  Dev kissed his hand where Laine had left teeth marks, then sucked Laine’s dick into his mouth. He squeezed the base in his palm. He couldn’t go very far down without choking, but Laine didn’t seem to care. Dev used his hand and mouth, watching Laine’s reaction the whole time.


  Laine’s face scrunched together. It wouldn’t be long. Laine’s hips bucked up into his mouth, almost gagging him. Laine whimpered and begged.


  Dev caught those slim hips, holding them still, and sucked the next time he moved up. That was all it took.


  Laine’s back arched off the bed, his begging and whimpering turned into grunts, as he shot in Dev’s mouth.


  Dev let the tangy flavor collect in his mouth then swallowed every drop.


  “I…oh…uh…wow.” Laine blinked down at him.
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  Dev grinned and slid up his mate’s body to settle against him. He grabbed his own dick, rubbing it against Laine’s hip. “Mmm, yeah, wow.” He bent and kissed Laine’s lips.


  Laine’s hands came up, his fingers tangling into Dev’s hair, and he deepened the kiss. He moaned and turned his body to the side, pressing against Dev. He wrapped his hand around Dev’s prick without breaking their kiss and stroked softly.


  Damn, it felt good. Laine had great hands. Not as great as Laine’s mouth or his ass, but still, nothing to shake a stick at. He let go of his cock, allowing Laine to take over, and reached for Laine’s nipples.


  When he found the little gold hoops, Laine moaned into his mouth. He tugged gently and twisted.


  Laine’s cock started hardening against Dev’s thigh. And fuck if that wasn’t hot. He loved knowing that he could get Laine hard again so quickly. His own cock jerked at Laine’s renewed interest.


  Laine pulled back breathlessly. “Let me suck you…please.”


  Dev dipped down and flicked the nipple ring with his tongue, then rolled onto his back, carrying Laine with him. “How about you ride me instead?”


  “Oh yeah, I can do that. That works.” Laine sat up and snatched the bottle of lube off the nightstand.


  “Want me to do it?”


  Dev groaned. Good Lord yes. The thought of Laine with his fingers in his own ass made his cock twitch.


  Dev nodded and grabbed the pretty, eager cock, pumping lightly.


  Dropping the bottle, Laine scrambled for it and flicked the lid open, getting some on his fingers before he closed it. He moaned and shut his eyes, sitting up a bit as he reached behind him. He looked beautiful, sensual, a fucking wet dream come to life, as he readied himself for Dev’s cock.


  “Fuck, honey.” Dev gripped the prick in his hand a tad harder, pumped a little faster, as he watched Laine ride his own fingers.


  Laine’s eyes shot open, a look of surprise on his face. “Oh. Stop. Stop, stop, stop. Gonna come again.”


  Dev relented and let go of Laine’s cock. He didn’t want to but he really wanted to feel Laine come, squeezed tight around his dick. Dev nodded. “Hurry.”


  “Yeah.” Laine grabbed Dev’s prick, opened the bottle of lube, squirted some on the head then tossed the bottle aside. Dev started to tell Laine that he forgot to close the bottle but Laine’s hands distracted him, slicking him up. Oh well, they’d clean up the mess later.


  Laine bit his bottom lip, his amber eyes boring into Dev’s as he lined Dev’s prick up. He sank down slowly.


  “Damn.” Dev’s breath caught. That tight little hole was like a vise pulling the head of his dick in. His eyes blurred, then suddenly the color was gone.


  Laine gasped, his own irises spreading, swallowing up the white. His canine’s slid down as he impaled himself on Dev’s erection. “Dev…” His ass finally rested against Dev’s hips. He sat still for several seconds trying to catch his breath.
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  Laine was concentrating on not losing his load, Dev could see it in his face. It didn’t matter. Dev was pretty damned close himself. “Just move, Lainey, it’s okay.”


  Laine nodded and raised himself up then back down. He found a steady, quick pace that had Dev’s eyes rolling back in his head. It wasn’t long before Laine’s whole body went stiff and he was crying out above Dev.


  The hot splash of semen hit Dev’s abs and Laine’s muscles constricted around him. Dev grabbed Laine’s hips and thrust up into him, fucking Laine through his climax.


  Laine’s hoarse moan and the look of sheer bliss, coupled with the tight heat squeezing his cock plummeted Dev into his own orgasm.


  Laine collapsed on top of him, out of breath.


  Dev hugged him snugly, nuzzling his cheek against Laine’s. Yeah, Victor was a dead man. No way was he going to lose Laine. Heck, he didn’t even want Laine to be unhappy, therefore the Alpha had to go.


  He rubbed Laine’s slender back, relishing the feel of Laine’s hot breath in his ear.


  Laine turned his head and kissed Dev’s ear, showing no signs of moving.


  Not that Dev cared. Laine wasn’t heavy, it was a comforting weight and feeling. If Laine was here with him, he was okay, not getting into mischief or getting attacked by psycho werewolf pack leaders.


  Laine’s breath evened out and slowed. He started snoring softly.


  Dev continued to rub his back.


  Laine needed the sleep. He’d been on edge ever since his run-in with Victor last night. He hadn’t slept worth a damn. Dev knew because Laine tossed and turned all night, waking him several times. When Dev woke at three a.m. to find Laine still awake, he’d fucked Laine’s pretty little ass into unconsciousness. God only knew what time the man had gotten up to cook, er, burn breakfast.


  Dev chuckled, remembering the scene that greeted him in the kitchen this morning.


  Laine wiggled a little on top of him and snuffled, jarred by his laughter.


  Dev quickly slid out from under Laine and patted and rubbed his back until Laine settled back down.


  When Laine’s snores started again, Dev got up and went to the bathroom. He picked up the open bottle of lube on the way, fortunately it hadn’t dripped onto the floor.


  He showered, shaved and grabbed a granola bar and orange juice for breakfast. While he ate, he cleaned up the mess Laine had made in the kitchen, then went back to check on Laine.


  Laine was still sound asleep. No way was Dev waking him up. He grabbed the phone and called Cole, arranging for their meeting to take place an hour later. It would give Laine time to sleep before Caroline came and got him to go shopping, and it would give Dev time to get a few things straight with Victor.


  


  Chapter Eight
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  Dev jogged down the steps, his truck keys in hand, and almost ran right in to an older man coming up.


  The man stopped, surprised, and glanced up at Laine’s front door. “Are you Devlin Johns?”


  “Yes, sir, I am. Do I know you?” Dev knew he didn’t, but the man obviously knew him, or at least of him.


  “Good, you’re very strong. A powerful wolf.” The man extended his hand. “I’m George Marshal, I’m a friend of Margaret’s.”


  “Who?” Wait, wasn’t George the name of Laine’s old pack Alpha? “You mean Grammy?” He shook the man’s hand.


  The older gentleman nodded his gray head. Dev guessed the man to be somewhere around Grammy’s age, his early to mid-seventies. “Yes, Laine’s grandmother.”


  “If you are wanting to speak to Lainey, he’s—”


  “No. I came to see you, Mr. Johns. It’s about Margaret, er, Laine’s grandmother.”


  “Is she all right?”


  “Victor has Margaret.”


  Dev blinked. “He has Grammy? As in kidnapped Grammy?”


  “Yes. I was on my way to Margaret’s house this morning and saw them putting her in the car. I followed them to Peter’s house. Then I came to get you. We have to go get her.”


  About a million and one things raced into Dev’s head at once. Laine was going to be devastated. He had to tell Laine and he didn’t want to see the hurt on Laine’s face when he told him. He had to go get Grammy. He needed to know where Peter lived. Had George Marshal been sent by Victor to bait Dev?


  Dev didn’t think so, the man seemed to be one of the good guys.


  “I can’t win against Victor, and neither can anyone else in my pack, but you can. I need your help. I have wolves that will help you, but…I need to know what your plans are. If you aren’t going to go after Margaret, then I—”


  “You bet your ass I’m going after Grammy.” Dev winced. He hadn’t meant to shout. “Sorry, Mr.


  Marshal. I’ve just had about all of Victor I can stand. I’d love any help you can offer.”


  Mr. Marshal smiled briefly. “Good, that’s what I like to hear. You’re a strong wolf and Margaret thinks you’d make an excellent Alpha. She had nothing but good things to say about you last night when I talked to her on the phone and that’s good enough for me. I’m sick and tired of seeing the pack I built turn to shit. And please, call me George.”


  “Only if you call me Dev.”


  The older man dipped his head once in acknowledgement.


  “What do you suggest? Is he unstable enough to hurt Grammy? He attacked Laine in the bathroom of Page 40
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  the restaurant last night.”


  “Yes, I heard. No, I don’t think he’ll harm her, at least nothing permanent. He wants something. Laine is my best guess. He’s been after that boy from the get-go.”


  “That would be my guess too, but he isn’t getting Lainey. Nor Grammy for that matter. Let me call my…well I guess if I’m going to be Alpha, then Cole is my Beta.”


  “Margaret mentioned him too. Go ahead and call him.” The older man tried to act like he was in control, but Dev heard the little quiver in his voice when he mentioned Margaret. The man clearly had feelings for Grammy.


  Dev pushed in Cole’s cell number. He wondered if Laine knew his grandmother was dating George? At least he thought that was the case. If it wasn’t he’d eat his hat, then he’d see about playing matchmaker.


  George was obviously crazy about Grammy and seemed like a good, decent man.


  Cole picked up the phone out of breath. “What?”


  Oops. It sounded like Caroline was doing some pretty heavy breathing close to the phone as well. “I need you to come to Laine’s apartment now.”


  “Okay give me—”


  “Cole, this is an emergency.”


  Cole sighed, but Dev could hear rustling, like Cole was getting dressed. “Okay, be right there. What about Caroline?”


  “Bring her with you.” He wasn’t going to take a chance of Victor snatching anyone else he cared about.


  Dev flipped his phone closed and met George’s eyes. “Come on inside. Cole and Caroline are on their way and I’ve got to go wake Lainey.”


  George nodded and followed him inside.


  


  


  * * *


  


  Laine sat up when the door slammed. Oh man, he hadn’t meant to fall asleep. He looked around for Dev, then realized it was more than likely Dev at the door. Who else would it be? No one else had keys except Grammy. Oh shit. Dev had several meetings today. Maybe it was Grammy.


  Laine glanced at the bedroom door as he scrambled under the covers. He had them clutched to his chest like a reluctant virgin when Dev walked in, fully clothed. Laine let out a sigh of relief and dropped the covers. “Why are you back? Not that I care, but I thought you and Cole were going to meet with the realtor lady?” Crap. Laine peeked at the clock. Caroline was supposed to be here in three minutes.


  Laine jumped up and started for the bathroom. “Tell Caroline, I’ll be—Oof.” Dev caught him around the waist, halting his progress.
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  “Lainey…”


  Uh-oh. He really did not like the tone of Dev’s voice. “What’s wrong?”


  Dev sat on the edge of the bed, tugging Laine into his lap. “George Marshal is here and—”


  “You’re stalling. Just tell me.”


  “Victor kidnapped Grammy.”


  Laine shot to his feet. “What?”


  Dev grabbed his hand and tried to pull him back.


  He batted at Dev’s hand. “He has Grammy? How?”


  “He and his Betas snagged her this morning. She’s at Peter’s house…”


  Dev kept talking but Laine didn’t hear any of it. He shook his head. No, they couldn’t have Grammy.


  Why would they want her? She wasn’t a wolf. He walked around the bed and got the phone off the charger. He dialed Grammy’s number.


  Dev came up behind him and took the phone out of his hand. He pushed end and tossed it on the bed, then turned Laine towards him. He reached up and dried a tear Laine hadn’t realized was there.


  “We have to get her back, Dev.”


  Dev hugged him, his hand holding Laine’s face to his chest. “We will Lainey. George is here and Cole and Caroline are on their way. We are going to decide the best way to get Grammy back.” Dev cast a glance at the closed bedroom door and lowered his voice to barely a whisper. “Laine, I need to know now…is there any reason I shouldn’t trust George?”


  “No. George is a good man. You can trust him. He’s been a friend of the family for years.”


  Dev nodded. “Let’s get you a shower and some coffee while we wait on Cole and Caroline. It will make you feel a little better.”


  Laine started to protest, but Dev was right, he needed a clear head to help plan. He let Dev lead him into the bathroom. Dev started the shower for him and went to make coffee. Laine washed in a daze.


  He’d known Victor was up to something. Dev had kept him from tormenting Laine, so Victor had moved on to the next best thing. Would he hurt Grammy? Maybe he’d let Grammy go, if Laine agreed to take her place. What was he thinking? Victor wasn’t going to back off after he got his pound of flesh. He was just itching to rough Laine up for the insolence he’d shown the other night.


  Turning off the shower, Laine got out right as Dev came back into the bathroom. Dev grabbed the towel off the rack and held it open for him to step into.


  “They’re here, Lainey, and I’ve got the coffee made.”


  “Thanks.” Laine went into the circle of his mate’s arms and let Dev dry him off. He leaned into Dev’s touch, thankful he had someone here for him.
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  Dev dried him and somehow managed to get him into the bedroom and dressed.


  Laine’s mind was going ninety-to-nothing, thinking about what-if and why and how? When he got to the living room, Cole, Caroline and George were all there.


  Apparently, Cole and Caroline had been filled in and introduced to the former Alpha, because after George greeted Laine he immediately asked, “Has Victor called yet?”


  “Called?” Laine glanced at the chair across from George and the empty spot next to Caroline. Then he crossed to Dev and sat on his lap. He didn’t care what everyone else thought. He needed to be near Dev.


  Dev pulled him into his arms, holding him close. “No, he hasn’t.”


  Caroline shifted a little closer to her mate. “You mean like a demand for ransom?”


  “Yes. That’s what he means. As far as Victor knows, none of us know that he has Grammy.” Dev looked over at George. “Or did he see you?”


  George shook his head. “No, he didn’t. I suspect he’ll be calling shortly.”


  Laine didn’t even want to think about what Victor would want for Grammy’s safe return. He was positive it was going to be something he wasn’t willing to pay. They…Dev was going to have to fight him.


  Laine sighed and rested his cheek against Dev. He did not want to ask Dev to do that.


  Dev rubbed his arm. “We need to get our plan together before he calls. How many wolves can we count on to help out, to keep Victor’s Betas out of the picture? I don’t mind two or three wolves ganging up on the Betas to distract them while I take Victor, but I don’t want anyone interfering with mine and Victor’s fight.”


  Laine sat up, looking at Dev. “You’re going to fight Victor?”


  Dev smiled and caressed Laine’s cheek. “You know there isn’t any other way.”


  Laine nodded, he did know, but he still didn’t have to like it. “I know.”


  “From what Dev has said, I can take, probably, two of the Betas but I can’t take all four at the same time,” Cole said.


  George leaned forward. “Yes, you should be able to, but it would be better if we can keep them off of you so that you only have one at a time. And we should have enough wolves to do that.”


  Laine agreed not all the wolves would get involved, but they would support any movement against Victor. “No one likes Victor. We won’t have to worry about any resistance except from the four Betas.”


  Dev kissed Laine’s forehead. “Good, if we can get enough pack members to make sure it’s a fair fight then that is all we need. I don’t want them trying to help Cole or me fight. If I’m going to be Alpha, then it needs to be known that I got the position myself, in a fair fight.”


  George nodded. “I agree. Theoretically, you should be done fighting when you defeat Victor, but I Page 43
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  won’t swear to that. Peter is a cocky bastard and he might decide to challenge you.”


  “Then Cole should go after Peter first,” Dev said.


  Caroline frowned. “I don’t like—”


  The phone rang.


  They all looked at it except Laine, who looked at Caroline. “I don’t either, Caroline, but Dev is right.


  We don’t have a choice. Victor has to be stopped.”


  


  Chapter Nine


  “Lainey, there’s no need for you to go.”


  Laine stopped dead in his tracks. Oh, no way. He did not hear that. “I am going to watch my mate’s back and that is all I have to say about that.”


  Dev’s hand landed on his shoulder and turned him around. “Lainey…”


  “No, Dev. I need to go.”


  “No, babe, you don’t.”


  Laine opened his mouth to argue, but Dev put a finger to his lips.


  “Just listen. If I’m going to beat Victor, I need to concentrate. I can’t do that if I’m worrying about you.


  And I will worry about you if you are there. I can’t help it. You’re my mate and my responsibility.”


  Laine shook his head. He wasn’t a complete idiot. Laine knew his limitations, he wasn’t a fighter, he knew that, but he could be there and be Dev’s eyes. “I don’t want to be a burden on you. But I need to go and help. I can watch your back. I can—”


  “You could never be a burden. You’re—”


  Laine sighed. “But I am a burden, if you can’t trust me.”


  Dev’s lips landed on his in a heated kiss. Just as Laine was getting into it, Dev pulled back. “It has nothing to do with trust. I’d trust you with my life. And I’m not calling you a wimp either, you just aren’t as strong as Victor or his goons. That’s fact. I know you’d die trying, but that’s just it, Lainey, I can’t take that chance.”


  Wow. “I…I…” He couldn’t not go and wonder how Dev was, wonder if things turned out okay. He had to go keep an eye on his mate. If he could just watch, he knew Dev would be okay. He could stay out of the fight, if that made Dev feel better, but—


  “Promise me you’ll stay here. I need you to do this for me, Laine.”


  Laine wasn’t sure what made him do it, but he knew he couldn’t promise and he couldn’t lie, not to Dev, so he crossed his fingers and nodded.
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  Thankfully, Dev seemed satisfied with that. “I’ll call you as soon as it’s over, okay?”


  “Okay.”


  Dev kissed him one last time and headed towards the front door of the condo.


  “Dev?”


  The big man stopped with his hand on the doorknob. “Yeah?” He turned to face Laine.


  I love you. “Be careful.”


  Dev grinned. “I will. Caroline will be up in a second. Lock the door once she gets in.”


  Laine went to the door and watched Dev go down the stairs.


  Cole and Caroline stood at the bottom of the stairs. Cole waved and Caroline started up the stairs. She stepped in the doorway and turned to watch Cole and Dev drive off in Dev’s truck.


  When Dev’s taillights disappeared around the corner, Laine shut the door.


  “How long should we give them before we follow?” Caroline asked.


  Laine chuckled. “Caroline, if I liked women, I do believe I’d have to fight Cole for you.” He kissed Caroline’s freckled nose.


  She hugged him. “I’m nervous, Lainey. I know they’re strong and capable and all that crap, but I need to go.”


  Laine sighed. He knew how she felt, but he couldn’t take her. Cole would never forgive him. And Dev would be pissed as hell. It was bad enough Laine was about to defy his mate and go, but he couldn’t in good conscience take an unarmed, non-wolf into a fight for dominance. She didn’t have the fast-healing abilities that wolves did. “Caroline—”


  “Don’t you dare.” She pulled out of their hug and glared at him.


  “All right. Give me the keys and come on. I’m driving.” He snatched the keys out of Caroline’s hands.


  He’d think of something by the time they got there. He knew damned well she wasn’t going to leave it alone, any more than he would. If he left her, she’d find a way to follow, because that is exactly what he’d do. One thing he could say for Caroline, she was easy to figure out.


  Caroline climbed into the passenger seat and gave him a hesitant look. “Are you sure you don’t want me to drive?”


  Laine groaned and started the engine. “Yes.” He backed up, somehow managing to run up on the curb.


  Caroline grabbed her seatbelt, putting it on, biting her lip. “I’m not saying a thing. Just get us there in one piece.”


  Sheesh. Yeah, getting them there in one piece was the easy part. Finding a way to restrain Caroline was…wait. Restrain. That’s what he had to do, he had to find a way to tie her up. “Caroline, is there Page 45
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  any kind of rope in the car?”


  “What do we need rope for?”


  “A weapon?”


  “No. Not unless there is something we can use for a weapon in the trunk.”


  Now, that was an even better idea, he’d lock her in the trunk. Laine hit another curb when he took a corner too fast, making Caroline squeak.


  “Uh, Laine. I hate to be rude, but honey, you really do drive like shit.”


  Yep, she was so going in the trunk for that. She was supposed to be on his side.


  


  


  * * *


  


  Dev and Cole stepped out of the truck and looked around. They were fairly high up in altitude. It really was pretty out here. It helped to center his thoughts. He could smell several wolves, all through the trees.


  He could even pick out Victor’s scent.


  “I smell him.” Cole stripped off his shirt. He pitched it in the bed of the truck and started on his shoes.


  “Yeah, me too. You ready for this buddy? You know, you don’t—”


  “Don’t even start that shit, Dev. We’ve been friends for over thirty years. Have I ever once not been there when you needed me?”


  “Nope. Not once.” And that was really all there was to say about that. He knew Cole was in this until the end. Dev toed off his boots and tossed them in the truck bed. “Hurry up. Let’s get in there and find out what’s what.” They finished undressing in silence and stalked through the trees side by side.


  Victor was still in human form as well. He stood in the middle of a circle of his Betas, the four other men already shifted. The rest of the pack, mostly in human form, remained off to the side.


  George waited, fully clothed, in a line of wolves. Grammy was at his side, her hand in his. George caught Dev’s gaze and gave him a nod.


  Dev nodded back.


  Several of the wolves near Grammy and George spread out, surrounding the Betas, growling.


  Victor smiled at him. “As you can see, I lived up to my end of the deal. I gave the pathetic little Omega’s granny back.” He looked around, then lifted his nose, sniffing. He frowned at Dev. “Where is he?


  Where’s Laine?”


  “This is between you and me. Laine no longer has anything to do with this.”


  Page 46


  Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


  Victor snarled. “I want the Omega. I told you to bring him.”


  Dev held out his arms. “Beat me and you can have him.”


  Cole snorted beside him.


  One of the wolves, Peter, growled and launched himself towards Dev and Cole.


  Three of the wolves with George intercepted him.


  “Here we go.” Cole shifted and jumped into the fray. Immediately, one of the other Betas leapt in, followed by two more of the other pack members.


  Victor glanced at them, shrugging. “Looks like you already have a bit of a following. I’m going to punish them once I kill you.” Victor shifted.


  Dev followed suit, actually managing to finish shifting before Victor.


  Victor’s eyes widened in surprise. Without further warning he and his remaining two Betas charged Dev.


  Dev took out the first wolf easily, grabbing him by the throat. The man’s neck squished between his teeth. Blood went everywhere. The wolf gurgled and Dev let go. He fell to the ground and shifted back to human form instantly, trying to heal himself. Dev’s attention left him. He was no longer a threat. The man wasn’t strong enough to shift again and rejoin the fight.


  A sharp pain flared in Dev’s side as the other Beta’s teeth clamped down.


  As Dev was trying to dislodge the Beta, Victor went for his throat.


  Dev jerked out of reach.


  Victor yelped and spun around ready to defend himself.


  Out of the corner of his eye, Dev thought he caught a glimpse of red fur. That better not be Lainey. He shrugged off his second of panic and took advantage of Victor’s distraction. He went for the Alpha’s throat. He had Victor pinned to the ground, the other wolf still on his back, when Cole joined him, taking care of the pest clinging to his back.


  Victor whimpered and lay still beneath Dev’s teeth.


  Dev let go and stepped back at the other man’s surrender. He shifted, standing over Victor. “I want you out of here. I want you to take your Betas and leave Asheville. If I see any of you back here, I’ll kill you on sight.”


  Victor gazed around, spotting his vanquished Betas. He dipped his head in defeat.


  Dev looked, noticing the rest of the pack standing around. “Anyone have a problem with me being Alpha?”


  Everyone shook their heads.
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  One man in the back shouted, “Welcome to the pack.”


  Another met his gaze and nodded. “As long as you keep Laine as Omega, you can stay.”


  Dev smiled. “I reckon I can do that. For those of you who haven’t heard, Laine is my mate.”


  An older man chuckled. “Good, maybe you can keep him out of trouble.”


  “I wouldn’t want to count on that, but I’ll try.” Speaking of Laine… Dev glanced around. He was positive he’d seen red fur. He sniffed the air.


  Victor sprang from the ground, teeth bared, growling.


  Dev reacted out of instinct. His right hand shifted, catching Victor up under the throat. His claws went all the way through Victor’s neck. He debated holding him there for several seconds. The man certainly deserved to bleed to death, but Dev wasn’t that cruel. He may regret it later, but he tossed Victor away, allowing the man to shift and heal himself. “This is your last warning, Victor. Next time I’ll kill you.”


  Victor changed back, choking on his blood. He peered up at Dev, with wide, scared eyes, and nodded.


  Peter and one of the other Betas came over and helped him up.


  The pack started applauding.


  Dev grinned and glanced over at Cole.


  Cole shrugged. “I think you should’ve killed him.”


  Dev snorted.


  Grammy rushed up and hugged his neck.


  Dev stepped back, eyes wide. “Uh, Grammy, I’m naked.”


  She chuckled and patted his back. “Yes, dear, I can see that. My Lainey is a lucky man.”


  Cole and George smirked at him.


  George nudged Cole’s shoulder. “He’s almost the same shade as Laine’s hair.”


  Dev groaned and moved away from them. He was going to get dressed and go home. He needed to call Laine and let him know that—


  Dev blinked and stared at the naked man in front of him. Oh yeah, that was definitely his Lainey. He’d know that ass anywhere. He stepped up behind the man and grabbed the back of his slim neck. “I thought I told you to stay home.”


  Laine squeaked, those red eyelashes fluttered and his amber eyes pleaded. “You did?”


  “Oh, hell yeah, I did. Would you like to explain why you lied to me?”
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  Lainey gazed past him to Cole.


  Dev turned his head in time to see Cole’s smirk and shake his head. “Don’t look at me for help.”


  He looked back at Laine and raised an eyebrow.


  “I didn’t actually lie, Dev.”


  “No?”


  “I had my fingers crossed behind my back.”


  Dev opened his mouth then snapped it shut. What the hell could he say to that? He heard Cole, Grammy and George laughing behind him. And suddenly the ridiculousness of it hit him. He really, really should have expected something like that. He chuckled, wrapped his arm around Laine’s shoulders, and got them moving towards their cars. The sooner they got clothes on, the better. “I’ll remember that. It won’t work again.” He kissed Laine’s forehead.


  Laine beamed up at him. “I did good though, didn’t I? I didn’t actually get into a confrontation, and I stayed out of the way…mostly.”


  Dev shook his head. Yeah, at least Laine had stayed out of trouble. That in itself was a major feat. Dev squeezed his mate. “Yeah, Lainey, you did good.” When they got to his truck, he and Cole got their clothes out of the bed and dressed. Surprisingly, Laine gathered his clothes from the truck too. He must have stripped there too. Dev wondered briefly how Laine got here and why he didn’t disrobe by the vehicle he came in, but quickly dismissed it in favor of watching Laine get dressed. Damn, the man looked good hopping around trying to get his pants on. Dev snapped his own pants and reached out and grabbed Laine’s shoulder before he fell over.


  Laine pulled his pants up and fastened them. “Thanks.”


  When they were finally all clothed again, Cole patted Laine on the back. “Hell, Lainey, I’m just impressed that Caroline didn’t follow you.”


  Laine’s pale face went paler and his eyes widened.


  “Lainey, what’s that banging noise?” Grammy asked.


  Banging noise? Dev listened and sure enough…


  Laine dropped his head in his hands. “I left Caroline in the trunk.”


  Dev blinked. “You, wh—” He couldn’t help it, he started laughing. He couldn’t even imagine. Then Cole fell against him, cackling. The man was laughing so hard he couldn’t even stand. Which didn’t help Dev’s mirth any. Pretty soon he and Cole were both falling all over each other, laughing their fool heads off.


  Poor Lainey didn’t know whether to laugh with them or cry.


  Grammy and George had no trouble deciding, they joined right in laughing.
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  Several minutes and a couple of tear-streaked faces later, Dev and Cole lay side by side in the bed of the truck with their legs hanging off the tailgate.


  Grammy leaned over and kissed Dev’s cheek, then Cole’s. “George is taking me home, boys. Thank you, Devlin, I’m very proud to call you my grandson-in-law.” She stood up, hugged Laine and patted his back. “Love you, dear.” She was chuckling when she walked off.


  George took her hand and waved. “See you later, boys.”


  Dev, Cole and Laine all waved.


  Cole sat up, the last of his laughter gone, and patted a smiling Laine on the back. “You did good. Now, if I were you, I’d give me the keys and haul ass.”


  Laine looked at Dev, an eyebrow arched.


  Dev grinned, on the verge of laughing again, stood up and hugged Laine. He took the keys from Laine’s hand and tossed them to Cole. He kissed Laine on the lips and ushered him into the truck. “Come on, babe. Hell hath no fury and all that. And I have plans for your ass before Caroline takes a chunk out of it.”


  Laine scooted into the cab without a word. He leaned his head on Dev’s shoulder as Dev started the truck and drove back down the mountain. “Thank you, Dev.”


  “You’re more than welcome, love.”


  Laine nuzzled his shoulder. He was quiet for the longest time, then he asked, “How long do you think Caroline will stay mad?”


  Dev chuckled, shaking his head. “Lainey, you’re one of a kind.”


  


  Epilogue


  One year later, Valentine’s Day…


  Dev walked into Flower Lane a little after five with a box of candy under his arm and a bag of food in the other. Lainey wasn’t expecting him until six, so he’d managed at least a small surprise for their anniversary. He wished Laine didn’t have to work late tonight, but at least he could hang out here with him.


  Beth was on the phone at the front counter. She waved and pointed to the back.


  Dev slipped up beside her and kissed her cheek before he went to find his mate. He’d grown attached to Flower Lane’s employees in the last year. Dev grinned and stopped right outside the door at the sound of Caroline’s voice.


  “You owe me, Lainey!”


  “No way. That was a year ago. You have more than paid me back for the trunk incident.”


  “Nope, not even close, but if you take me with you we’ll call it even.”
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  Dev leaned closer to the wall. He could hear them just fine but he had a sneaking suspicion they were about to start whispering. Sure enough, Laine’s next words were barely audible.


  “I’m doing this as a surprise for Dev. Besides, it’s a gay club. How in the hell do you expect me to get you in there?”


  Caroline snorted. “Well, duh, we’ll tell them I’m in drag.”


  Dev blinked, holding back his laughter. Oh this was getting interesting.


  “A pregnant drag queen?” Laine’s voice rose just above a whisper.


  “Why not?” Caroline hissed.


  Yeah, why not, Lainey? This ought to be good. Dev smiled. He should go in and put a stop to their scheme already, but he was dying to hear how Laine got out of this one.


  Laine groaned. “Okay, okay, here is what we’ll do. You can dress up as a guy. Maybe we can disguise the baby as a beer belly. But, what are you going to do about Cole? It’s Valentine’s Day, I think he’ll notice if you aren’t home.”


  “Ooh, Lainey, you’re a genius. Instead of pretending to go in drag, I really will go in drag. And don’t worry about Cole, I’ll think of something.” Caroline giggled.


  “I don’t think it’s called going in drag when it’s a woman dressing as a man.” Lainey sounded like he was really contemplating the situation.


  “Why not?”


  “I don’t know.”


  Dev grinned, he could actually picture Laine shrugging.


  As funny as it was, and as much as he hated ruining a surprise, he was going to have to put a stop to it, this had all the markings of trouble. He stepped into view, cleared his throat and strolled into the back.


  Both conspirators had their backs to the door. Caroline was leaning over Laine’s worktable watching him make a flower arrangement.


  “No way in hell are you two going to that club. Caroline, go home.”


  Caroline whirled around, her red hair flying into her eyes, her pregnant belly knocking over a large metal vase Laine was filling with flowers.


  When the vase fell, it landed right on Laine’s foot, before it hit the linoleum with a clank. Flower petals littered the floor.


  Laine’s big amber eyes widened and he bit his bottom lip.


  Dev had to give him credit, he stood there for a full ten seconds before he started howling like a Page 51
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  banshee, hopping around on one foot. “Oww.”


  Caroline winced then looked at Dev and shrugged. “Oops.” She jogged past Dev and out the door.


  “Call you later, Lainey. Happy anniversary.”


  Laine sat down on the floor holding his foot. “God, I can’t wait until she has that baby. That is the third time today she’s knocked something over on me.”


  Dev leaned against the doorjamb, grinning like an idiot. Thank God Lainey couldn’t get pregnant. As clumsy as he was already, Dev would have to tie him up to keep him from killing himself.


  Laine looked up from under his overlong auburn bangs. “I wasn’t really going to take her, but—”


  “Sure you weren’t.” Dev shoved away from the wall, set the food and candy on the worktable and offered his mate a hand.


  Laine took his hand. “I wasn’t…really. I’ve only got one extra pass and it’s for you.”


  He pulled Laine to his feet. “ We aren’t going to that club either.”


  “But…” Laine’s bottom lip pouted out just a tad, before he pulled it back in and scrunched up his face in confusion. “Hey, Dev?”


  Uh-oh. Dev recognized that tone. Lainey was up to something. “Yeah?”


  “Um…I love you.”


  Dev grinned. “Hey, Lainey?”


  “Yeah?” Laine wrapped his arms around Dev’s neck and pressed his cheek against Dev’s, nuzzling just a little.


  “I love you too, but the answer is still no. You’re not going to that club.”


  “Damn.” Laine’s long lashes fluttered over his pretty gold eyes. “But I have a Valentine’s surprise for you.”


  Dev groaned. “Can’t you give it to me here?”


  “Umm…” Laine kissed his temple and nuzzled his face against Dev’s again. “No.”


  “Why not?”


  Laine unwrapped his arms from Dev’s neck and caught Dev’s face in his palms. His bottom lip protruded again, but this time he didn’t try to conceal the pout. “But, Dev…”


  “Laine…”


  Dropping his forehead against Dev’s chest, Lainey grumbled, “They’re having amateur night tonight during their annual Lupercalia festival at Ganymede’s Grotto.”
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  Amateur night? “For what?”


  Looking up at Dev, he batted his lashes and grinned seductively. “If I tell you it will ruin the surprise.”


  Laine was so damned sexy, it very nearly distracted him, but Dev knew the man too well. If he didn’t figure out what this was about now, he’d regret it later, when the shop closed and Lainey wrangled him into going at the last minute. “What is the amateur night for?”


  Laine bit his bottom lip and ran his hand up his chest tugging on one of his nipple rings through his shirt, an obvious ploy to divert if Dev had ever seen one. And it was working, his cock hardened right up.


  God, Laine was something. The little minx. “Lainey, spill it.”


  Laine’s hand slid down, brushing over jeans and his very evident erection. “Stripping.” He gripped his hard-on through his pants and slipped his other hand up under the green T-shirt, working his way towards the ring he’d just released.


  Dev’s cock jerked. Knowing Laine it would only be seconds before a nice wet cum stain appeared on the denim. It was extremely hot how easily Laine got off. Already the little whimpers were starting up, as Lainey rubbed harder on his cock and tugged on his ring underneath the shirt. Dev reached out towards him and— Wait. “You want to go watch regular people strip?”


  Laine kept his hands busy, his hips pushed forward into his own touch. “No. I want to strip…for you.”


  If he hadn’t known Laine so well, he’d have hit the roof. But this was his Lainey and Dev realized it wasn’t some harebrained idea. Well yes, it was harebrained, but Laine had actually put some thought into this. Conflicting feelings raced through him. The idea of Laine naked was…well Laine naked was always a good thing, but Dev wasn’t too keen on others seeing his mate without clothes. “This is my Valentine’s Day present?”


  Laine beamed at him. He dropped his hands, ceasing his groping, and nodded. “I’ve been taking lessons. You know Keegan? He works at Ganymede’s Grotto. He comes into the shop to pick up their weekly flower order sometimes. We got to talking one day about gifts and his partner really likes to watch him dance. Then I remembered you mentioning that you’d been watching the strip show at Ganymede’s Grotto last year before you went to meet Victor. So, since you got interrupted and didn’t get to enjoy your last Valentine’s Day, I thought I’d make it up to you. And Keegan offered to teach me to strip and I thought it would be the perfect gi—”


  The man had been helping Laine take his clothes off? The dancer had seen his Lainey half-naked. Dev growled, his eyes narrowing on the little spitfire. Grabbing Laine’s hand, Dev tugged him into his arms.


  He nestled Laine’s sweet little belly against his boner and wrapped his arms around his back. “Mine.”


  Giggling, Laine ground his stomach against Dev. “Uh-huh. All yours. Can we go?”


  “No.”


  Laine froze. “But—”


  “No.”


  Laine’s shoulders slumped.
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  Dev kissed his cheek. “Lainey, I had the best Valentine’s Day ever last year. I met you. There is nothing to compensate for. But I won’t argue if you want to strip for me at home later.”


  Laine went up on tiptoes to kiss Dev’s chin. “It won’t be as spectacular at home.”


  “Sure it will. And then after you’re done…”


  Jumping back, Laine turned towards him, his face once again radiant. “Oooh, I like that idea. Okay…”


  He looked around. “Music. We don’t have a stereo in here. Humph. I’ll just go get—”


  He caught Laine before he could leave. “Whoa, wait a minute. Did you forget where we are? You can’t do this here.”


  “Sure I can, this is where Keegan gave me lessons. I’ll just lock the door.”


  Dev’s eyes widened. Laine had been taking dancing lessons in the back of the shop?


  Laine locked the door and pulled out a chair from a desk near the back. “Sit right there. I’ll just hum.”


  Dev started to argue, but stopped himself. This ought to be interesting. “Okay.”


  “Ready?” One delicate red eyebrow arched at him.


  “I’m ready.”


  Laine started humming. It was supposed to be a sexy little song, instead it was a bit off key sounding more like circus music. Slinking around the chair, Laine tripped over the vase Caroline had knocked over. He grimaced but kept on humming.


  Dev’s cock jerked. Why Laine’s clumsiness turned him on, he didn’t know, but it did. It was just part of his mate.


  Laine grabbed the hem of his T-shirt. The circus tune came to a halt and the hip rolling slowed, long enough to get the shirt over his head…well almost over his head. He got hung up in it, with one arm still in the shirt and one arm out. “Shoot!” Laine fought free of the shirt. When he finally got it off his red hair was sticking up on one side. He brushed his hair out of his eyes and resumed dancing.


  Dev barely held back a chuckle. Laine just wasn’t coordinated enough to do two things at once.


  Tossing his green shirt at Dev, Laine ran his hand down his sculpted belly. The twin nipple rings caught Dev’s attention and Laine grinned knowingly.


  Laine unbuttoned the snap on his jeans, doing a little hip thrust.


  Dev rubbed his cock through his pants, never taking his eyes from the lithe figure in front of him. If Laine didn’t hurry up, he was going to be the one coming with barely any stimulation. He had to be out of his mind contemplating having sex in the backroom of Lainey’s shop, but that was exactly what he was going to do, if Laine would hustle.


  A quick turn and a shake of Laine’s pretty ass had Dev moaning. “Hurry up, Lainey.”
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  Laine turned back around and unzipped his pants. He shimmied them off and stepped out of them with surprising grace. Under his jeans he wore silky white boxer shorts with tiny red hearts. His cock tented the material, straining towards Dev. There was already a little wet spot on the silk where the head of Laine’s cock was. The smell of arousal made Dev’s canines lengthen.


  Dev groaned. Thank God he’d stopped Laine from doing this in public. He’d have a fight on his hands keeping all those pervy old men off his mate. Damn, Laine was something else.


  Laine closed his eyes and trailed his hands down his chest, all the while swaying back and forth, and hooked his thumbs in his waistband. Snapping his eyes open, Laine revealed his wolf eyes, then he shoved the boxers down. His prick bobbed free, slapping against his lower abdomen. Wiggling, Laine let go and the silk fell to the floor around his ankles.


  Fuck. Dev reached out a hand to his mate. “Come here, honey.”


  Laine stopped humming and stepped towards Dev. “Oof!” The metal vase skidded to a halt against the leg of the chair, breaking off more petals, and Laine hit the floor with a thud.


  Dev scrambled up, reaching for his mate.


  Big gold eyes peered up at him.


  “Oops.” Laine shrugged. “Forgot about the vase.”


  Laughter bubbled up inside him and he offered Laine a hand. “Lainey?”


  “Yeah?”


  Dev sat and pulled him onto his lap, kissing him on the lips. “I love you.”
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  A mask, imbued with Sint Holo’s mischief and magic,


  brings to life the past–which could destroy the future.


  


  Cafe Noctem


  © 2007 Willa Okati


  Available January 16, 2007 from Samhain Publishing


  


  Part of the Hearts from the Ashes collection.


  Sint Holo, the Snake Man of Cherokee legend, is up to his mischievous games again. He lives to cause trouble, and there’s no better time than Valentine’s Day to toy with a few hearts.


  Nicholas and Grey have been lovers for almost a year now, but all is not well in paradise. They have more than a few issues to work out around this time of year, and in their turmoil the Trickster sees his opportunity. Sint Holo has a game in mind for the two of them to play—whether they want to or not.


  Caught up in the magic of Celebration de la Vie, the two lover must outwit the trickster so they can celebrate their life… together.


  


  Enjoy the following excerpt for Cafe Noctem :


  “Lover.”


  “What do you say we make that more of a reality and less of a statement?” Grey asked. His hand worked Nicholas’ ass harder, pulling him in tight. If his erection had gone down at all when disposing of the mask, he’d come right back up again. The feel of all that desire pressing at his lower belly brought a gasp to Nicholas’ lips, and an answering swell of heat to his groin.
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  They kissed again, bringing their tongues into play, gliding them along one another in a slow, smooth tease. Nicholas twined his around Grey’s, tugging slightly, and grinning when Grey loosed a small groan.


  “Your suggestion,” he said, lowering his eyelids to half-mast, “sounds like the best thing I’ve ever heard.” He nudged Grey with his own growing cock. “Less talk, less clothes as well?”


  Nicholas helped raise Grey’s arms so he could pull the black turtleneck off him. He paused for a bit to lavish the bared, hairless bronze chest with kisses, stopping briefly over Grey’s left nipple to bite, then blow cool air over the flat brown circle, which rose and hardened into a nub. “A little less talk, and a little more action.”


  “There’s something I’ve been wanting to do,” Grey breathed. Nicholas felt the light wetness of a tongue tracing along the curve of his buttock. “What do you say, lover? You up for it?”


  “Oh, God. Yes. God, yes,” Nicholas whispered, hardly able to believe his good fortune. Grey almost never did this and Nicholas loved it. “Please, Grey. Do me.”


  “I plan on making you scream,” Grey warned. “Grab your ankles and hold on tight.”


  Nicholas felt his ass cheeks being spread apart. He got a firm grasp and squeezed his eyes shut as his world exploded with pleasure when Grey’s tongue began to rim in circles around his hole, quick and hot and fit to drive him insane. He moaned like a wanton, spreading his legs wider to give Grey better access, and heard a low, throaty chuckle in response. “Harder,” he begged. “More.”


  “Shameless,” Grey whispered against Nicholas’s entrance, the buzz of the words sending a shock wave of tingles along Nicholas’ spine. He cried out, gripping his ankles so tightly his knuckles turned white.


  “But then again, I love you shameless.”


  He applied his tongue again, this time stabbing into the small hole, fingers pressing in and out. Nicholas sobbed and rolled his hips, moving as Grey directed him, lips parting wide to pant every time Grey spoke a word against his sensitive entrance.


  Unable to help himself, Nicholas let go of one ankle and reached for his cock, full and heavy, hard enough to press up against his stomach. There was a small sticky spot decorating him already where he’d leaked a bit of pre-come from Grey’s attempts to drive him out of his mind.


  


  Scott and Keegan have both known their share of manipulation and abuse. Can they rise above the heartaches of their separate pasts


  and build a future together?


  


  Eros Rising


  © 2007 Ally Blue


  Available January 16, 2007 from Samhain Publishing
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  Part of the Hearts from the Ashes collection


  Scott Jasper needs a change in his life. Stuck in a dead-end relationship with a man who manipulates and uses him, Scott wants out but hasn’t found the one thing to motivate him to leave. Until the night his partner takes him to local gay swinger’s club Ganymede’s Grotto, where Scott meets the man who might just be The One.


  Keegan Rourke—a.k.a. “Eros,” the most popular stripper at Ganymede’s Grotto—has been burned before. Determined never to let another man rip his heart out, Keegan doesn’t let anyone get close enough to love him. Until Scott comes along, offering Keegan the gentle, unconditional love he’s always needed but has never experienced.


  For Scott and Keegan, the road to lasting commitment isn’t a smooth one. A lot of roadblocks stand in their path—Scott’s trepidation about his own dominant tendencies, Keegan’s abusive past and resulting fear of intimacy. Can they can rise above past sorrows and find their happiness in each other’s arms?


  


  Enjoy the following excerpt for Eros Rising :


  Keegan took the stage that night with a rare gusto. He loved performing and it showed, but the possibility of being with Scott put an extra oomph in his movements. The crowd loved it. Keegan smiled and flirted, lapping up the whistles and applause like nectar.


  Just as he wormed his fingers into the holes he’d cut in the lace dress and ripped it open, Keegan spotted Scott in the audience. Pleasantly surprised to see him back so soon, Keegan grinned and gave him a tiny nod. Scott smiled back.


  Keegan couldn’t see Scott’s eyes past the glare of the spotlight, but he could feel the heat of the man’s gaze. He let himself respond to it, running both hands suggestively up the insides of his thighs and over his groin. The black satin of his G-string did nothing to hide his excitement. Falling to his knees, he tugged at a nipple ring with one hand and cupped his balls in the other, hips rolling in a slow, sensuous motion, his head lolling back as the appreciative whoops of the audience washed over him. He loved it, loved feeling this beautiful and sexy and wanted.


  The rest of his show was a blur. He let his desire take him over, moving his body in ways that whipped the crowd into a frenzy. He could smell the lust rolling off the panting men like an exotic perfume. By the time the music stopped and he took his bows to thunderous applause, his cock was fully erect and leaking a damp spot on the satin. He left the stage with a wave, intent on finding Scott as soon as possible.


  He didn’t have to wait long. Scott came barreling down the hallway before he’d gotten halfway to the dressing room. Those dark eyes burned with a need Keegan understood perfectly. He felt a wide, eager smile spread across his face and didn’t even want to stop it.


  “Hi Scott,” he said. “Wow, I didn’t expect you back so—mmph…”


  His words were abruptly cut off by Scott’s mouth on his. The kiss was hard and aggressive and exactly what Keegan wanted right then. He melted into it, running his hands over Scott’s muscular shoulders.
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  “Where?” Scott growled between kisses. “I need you right fucking now. ”


  “Uh…” Keegan tried to think, but Scott’s hands on his skin threatened to drown him in an ocean of pure sensation. “Dressing room,” he gasped.


  Lifting Keegan right off his feet, Scott moved toward the dressing room, which was thankfully nearby.


  Keegan wrapped both legs around Scott’s waist, rubbing himself shamelessly against Scott’s hard, flat belly. Scott flung the door open, shuffled inside and kicked it closed again, and they were alone at last.


  Alone and hard and wanting and finally free to act on it.


  “Did you?” Keegan mumbled without taking his mouth from Scott’s. “Can we?”


  “Yes, and yes.” Scott bit Keegan’s bottom lip, tugging the silver ring between his teeth. His thumbs plucked at Keegan’s G-string. “Off. Now.”


  Keegan laughed breathlessly. “Let me down.”


  Scott pulled back enough to look him in the eye. “Hang on.”


  Keegan didn’t have time to wonder what Scott meant. Scott’s hands left his hips altogether, and he clamped his legs harder around Scott’s waist to keep from falling. He was about to ask Scott what he was doing, when Scott’s fingers curled under the thin elastic strips at the edges of Keegan’s thong and gave a sharp pull. The elastic tore loose. The satin triangle stayed, held between their pressed-together bodies.


  Scott reached back and tugged the bit of fabric gently away, leaving Keegan clinging to him stark naked.


  One big hand wriggled between them while the other arm clutched Keegan’s hips, holding him up.


  Keeping an arm around Scott’s neck, Keegan slipped his free hand down to help undo Scott’s pants.


  After a moment’s fumbling, they got the button and zipper open. Keegan grasped Scott’s thick shaft, feeling like he’d won the lottery. Scott moaned and thrust against him.


  Keegan wished they could make it to the sofa in the corner, or at least the chair. But he didn’t think he could stand to let go, and was pretty sure Scott wouldn’t want to either. So they stayed there, Scott braced against the wall with Keegan clinging to him, humping each other like a couple of teenagers.


  Keegan would’ve laughed if he hadn’t been busy kissing Scott like his life depended on it.
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