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    PROLOGUE 
 
    Clan Chieftain, Calum Keith, and the men of Clan Keith had traveled the Americas for over a hundred years on a Quest to find their mates.  The men left their dragon circle and their home on the Shetland Islands in Scotland and traveled to America to find a place for their own, and a future for their Circle.  
 
    Calum had led his men through many battles and many missteps in their pursuit of a new home. They left their birthplace in hopes of finding that connectedness that would spur on the growth and power that had eluded them on the Shetlands. Their King, Duncan Adair, sent them on this quest to find their bonds and to inspire and give hope to their people.  
 
    It had been many centuries since any of their Circle had found their mates, their bonded ones, and without mates, there was no growth. Children were only possible through the union of fated pairs. The Clan Keith, led by Calum Keith set out on their journey with high hopes, but as the years and decades passed their hope suffered, yet their duty to their King stood fast.  
 
    After over one hundred years on this sacred quest, satisfaction came in the least likely of locations. They’d always lived in lush green lands and sprawling mountains near large bodies water, so it was a surprise when their home became the high plains of Wyoming.  
 
    Calum was the first to find his mate and then his second in command, Alrick. They put down roots and began cultivating a sense of community here in Laramie, Wyoming. No more the travelers, they were settled, and their King was pleased. The Seer of the Circle predicted that where the first mate was found all others would follow. 
 
    It was two years before another of their group found his mate. Kyle became bonded to the second in command of the vampire coven located to the North in Jackson Wyoming. That was immediately followed by James bonding with the Master of the Coven. Those bonds brought together the Dragons and the Vampires, and they now operated as close allies and friendships have been formed. 
 
    Now it has been another two years, and some have speculated that more mates should come forward but the months wear on, and the remaining six warriors wait and hope. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    “Are you coming with me tonight?” Cameron heard the dreaded request and wanted to pretend that he hadn’t. 
 
    "Come on, Cameron, you never do anything fun. Come with me." Cameron and Liz were not technically friends, but they had enough classes together over the years at the University of Wyoming, that she seemed to think they were. Although, she had strange ideas of what being a friend entailed. 
 
    "I don't want to go alone, and no one else will go with me. Please, Cameron, I wouldn't ask if I weren't desperate." She didn't even comprehend how insulting her statement was to Cameron. But that was part of her charm; he didn't believe she was a deliberately bad or unkind person, just naturally thoughtless and self-centered. 
 
    “I’m not going to stop badgering you until you say yes so you might as well give in now and save yourself a lot of trouble.” 
 
    Cameron nodded knowing that Liz would dump him the moment a better option presented itself and then he could go home. He wouldn't be required to stay long; she wouldn't want him to get in her way. 
 
    “I’ll meet you out front at eight o’clock, don’t be a second late.” She shook her finger in his face and then turned and left the room looking very pleased with herself. 
 
    “Why do you put up with it Cameron?” Dr. Malport asked from where he was seated behind his massive desk that was filled chest high with books and papers. 
 
    "She wouldn't go away if I didn't, and besides I won't have to stay long. She will move on quickly after she gets there. It's easier to go along with her rather than fight it." Cameron had been in this position before, and Liz only required him to walk in with her because, for some reason, she refused to enter any function stag. She believed it looked unladylike or something. 
 
    “This is an off-campus party so it could get pretty wild.” Dr. Malport commented. “Be careful, Laramie isn’t the small town it used to be. The town has changed since that motorcycle gang took over the lodge and started buying up businesses. Don’t drink too much and if you meet someone and they’re wearing too much leather, don’t go home with them.” Dr. Malport waited for Cameron to agree before getting back to grading papers. 
 
    Cameron could take care of himself, but for some reason, people thought he couldn't. At twenty years old, he was graduating with a Masters degree in Computer Science with an emphasis on forensic investigation. He was book smart, so people thought he wasn't life smart, but they were wrong. 
 
    Cameron had been on his own since he was sixteen. He'd had a family once, and a good friend but shit happened and that all disappeared. People couldn't be trusted. They'll do a lot of talking, but there is very little truth in what they say. He treated people with respect and courtesy, but he refused friendship or any kind of emotional bond. His life became his education because a school had never let him down. 
 
    He landed a full scholarship that afforded him room and board while he worked hard to achieve his goals. He would be graduating in a couple of months, and he already had several job offers. He would never screw up his life with drugs, alcohol, or a bad relationship. His future was all that he had because his past was gone. 
 
    His scholarship paid for most everything, but to help with bills and give him pocket money he worked several side jobs one of which was for Dr. Malport. He helped him grade papers and maintained some sort of organization to the guy's academic life. Dr. Malport was the head of the History department, and an unlikely employer of a Tech major but they found a comfortable existence together, neither asked too much or pushed too hard. They both had their issues, it seemed, but chose to go it alone. 
 
    … 
 
    "Bryn, you can't keep leaving your one-night-stands on the living room sofa." His brother and Chieftain, Calum came storming into the kitchen and slammed his fist onto the counter. "There are children in the house now, and your friend is in no state to be viewed by a child." 
 
    Bryn knew he should have driven the guy home, but he was tired and thought he would wake up and leave on his own. "Just one child, Calum, only Archie," Bryn answered but shouldn't have. 
 
    "Archie is more than enough reason for you to keep your conquests in your own quarters and not subject the entire household to your debauchery!" Calum was getting worked up now, and Bryn knew when to back off. 
 
    “Yes, sir.” Bryn saluted and got a quick backhand to the side of his head for the effort.  
 
    “Don’t get smart with me little brother.” He said and then added. “Now pour me a cup of coffee and tell me why you’re suddenly acting out like a sixteen-year-old who just discovered sex.” 
 
    Bryn had been living it rather promiscuously these last few months, and he had a reason, but did he want to discuss it with big brother? He poured Calum some coffee, and they sat down opposite one another at the kitchen table. It was several minutes before Bryn realized Calum wasn't going to talk first. Calum had this way of drilling through your reserve and resolve with just a black stare, and it worked on Bryn every single time. 
 
    "A couple of years back when James and Master Chamberlin were getting together, I was at a nightclub, and I thought I scented my mate." Bryn watched his brother but saw no reaction to his statement, Calum was a natural listener. "Well, I spent what felt like forever searching but never caught the scent again. I'm not even sure if it was my mate, the aroma was so light and brief. Finally, I gave up about five months ago and decided I might as well make up for lost time."  Bryn drank his coffee and thought about his behavior but didn't see a problem. He was young and single and had a right to have fun. 
 
    “During my search I never took a lover, for over a year and a half I have been celibate.” Bryn took another long sip of his coffee and then leaned forward onto the table. “What’s the fucking point, I am never going to find my mate. So, I decided I might as well take it where I can get it and ended my celibacy.” 
 
    "I'm sorry your search was fruitless, and I understand your disappointment, but don't give up hope brother." Calum too leaned into the table and held his brother's sorrowful eyes. "We've all waited a long time and Fate has been kind to us. The Seer told us that all our mates would be found very near to one another. Don't despair, Bryn, your mate will come, and you don't want to have to live down a regretful reputation when they arrive." 
 
    Calum slapped the table and straightened up in his chair. “Now, go take care of the mess you left on the sofa and stop your whining. Our mates will be found here as foretold by our Seer and that includes yours.” 
 
    Bryn laughed. “I’ll keep my friends to myself from now on. No more parking anyone on the sofa or any other common area, promise.” 
 
    “That’s all I ask.” Calum joked. He grabbed Bryn’s upper arm as he was passing him to get his attention and then added. “Your time will come, Bryn. Have faith.” 
 
    Bryn gave his brother his best smile and assured him he would try, but in his heart, he felt defeated. 
 
    … 
 
    Cameron lived in an apartment just off campus within walking distance of most everything. He couldn't afford a car, so the apartment location was perfect for him, and so was the price. It was just a small studio, but Cameron loved having some privacy. 
 
    He'd resided in a dorm room for most of his educational career, but last year with the help of quite a few computer related side jobs, his income increased. If any of the job offers he received came through as he hoped, then he would not have to worry about finances and would finally have the life he wanted. His family dumped him without a thought or care, and Cameron's drive was to be a success, to live well and be happy. He believed that to live well was the best revenge. 
 
    Cameron checked his outfit which was basic as vanilla pudding: a sweater, khakis, and loafers and headed out the door. His brown hair was shoulder length and wavy and currently out of control. The only show of care was the rubber band Cameron used to pull it back into a sort of knot. It wasn't for style; it was just to keep it out of his way. He couldn't waste time or money on haircuts or styles, that would come later. 
 
    Nobody cared what he looked like, and more importantly, he didn't care if they did care. His dishevelment made him look like the quintessential struggling college student, but he didn't give a shit. Once he had a good paying job, his life would change. 
 
    The party seemed to be underway when he arrived out front of the converted warehouse. It was a venue that housed many school parties and boasted a rough and seedy reputation. Not a gathering Cameron would normally attend but Liz, for all her self-centeredness, served a purpose in his life. She pulled him out of himself and pushed him to get out if only to linger on the edges and watch. It kept him connected and semi-human. 
 
    “Oh, Cameron.” Came the usual degrading tone. “Why can’t you look nice for once in your life?” Liz came up beside him dressed in tight black jeans and a white cotton shirt. The four-inch heels she wore gave her normal petite frame a huge boost and put her about an inch taller than Cameron.  
 
    Cameron did not respond to her but rather began walking towards the door. "Wait a minute." She shouted. "We have to walk in together. You know if I had anyone else available you would not be here. Why can't you dress better and maybe go on a diet? You would at least look presentable if you could firm up the flab around your middle and maybe stand up straight." 
 
    She kept rambling with the usual barrage of insults and Cameron remained silent but paused to let her catch up. The sooner they were inside the sooner she would find another poor slob to harass, and Cameron could be rid of her. 
 
    The music was deafening which was expected but always seemed to surprise him. He moved to the side and let Liz make her entrance. He walked with her for about three steps before she let him know she was through with him. She pushed him aside and snuggled up to two guys from the swim team. "Get lost, Cameron." Were her parting words and Cameron couldn't be happier. 
 
    He looked around and decided since he already paid the entrance fee for both him and Liz, that he might as well get a drink or maybe a snack and observe for a while. He had no delusions about hooking up, guys like him did not find partners in places like this. Guys like him didn’t find partners period, but he chose not to think about that too hard.  He would watch and listen and then go home. 
 
    … 
 
    Bryn heard about the party form Donell who heard about it from one of his hookups from last night. Bryn wasn't the only Dragon's Blood member that was acting out, but he was the loudest. Donell knew how to keep a low profile while whoring through the town; it was something Bryn had never learned how to do. Bryn was brash and unapologetic which got him lectures and looks of mild disappointment. 
 
    He’d slow down someday but that day was not today. They paid the cover and walked into a sea of beautiful bodies male and female alike. Bryn was an equal opportunity whore and enjoyed both men and women. He liked who he liked and didn’t let gender get in the way.  He and Donell were instantly popular with their rough good looks and hard bodies not to mention all the leather and the Harleys parked out front.  
 
    Sooner than expected Donell had his arm around a young man with short black hair and a body like an Olympian and they were heading out back. This place had an impressive back area that was large, somewhat private, dark and open to everyone looking to get a piece.  
 
    Donell usually made it to the backroom many times during an average evening. Bryn kept it to no more than three. So why didn’t Calum give Donell the talk? He was on his way to having screwed every available man in Laramie. Soon Donell would have to branch out to Cheyenne if he wanted new tail.  
 
    Bryn recognized his own bitchiness rising to the surface so took a deep breath and started to work the room. A nice warm body to pound would clear his mind and get him in the party mood.  
 
    … 
 
    Cameron finished his drink which took almost an hour. He wasn't a drinker but liked to try. Someday maybe he could finish a drink without having to take breaks. The taste was just awful no matter what he tried. Of course, they didn't do fruity drinks here, so his choices were limited. He then got a cola and just watched the dancing and listened to the terrible music. It was Friday night, and he didn't want to go home yet, all that was waiting for him was a microwave dinner and his television 
 
    Most computer geeks were connected to other computer geeks all over the world and hung out online but not Cameron. He had a couple of people he respected and kept up professional contact with, but they weren't friends, Cameron didn't do friends. He'd had a best friend once, and it didn't end well, so he decided never to do it again. 
 
    Soon enough he started to get that feeling that demanded attention, and he started to search for the restroom. The place had one, he remembered being here before and using it, now he just had to remember where it was. 
 
    … 
 
    Bryn found a willing body in one needy little twink. He was dressed to fuck, and Bryn planned on accommodating. He wasn't really Bryn’s type but any port in a storm. He took him to the bathroom on the second-floor balcony and figured it was as good a place as any to feed his need. He'd been with so many people male and female over the past couple of months that he no longer even asked for a name and if they gave one, he soon forgot it. 
 
    The little guy proved to be active and vocal squirming and yelling as Bryn pounded his ass with his massive cock. He was tight, and Bryn assumed he was the guys first fuck of the night. Men like this little twink came to parties like this, for one thing, lots of dick and the bigger, the better. 
 
    The twink let out a scream as he came against the bathroom door and Bryn realized the guy was performing for the people waiting outside the bathroom. He was letting everyone know that he was getting it good from the big biker. Bryn didn't care he was there for release, and the twink was delivering in spades. His ass was eating Bryn's cock like a needy little whore, and Bryn was able to lose himself in the base sensations for a few minutes. 
 
    He gripped the guy's hips and slammed home, coming hard and filling the condom to capacity. He pulled out as soon as his cock was spent and grunted when the guy tried to get his phone number. Bryn tossed the condom in the trash and zipped his pants without responding and then reached around him to open the door. 
 
    The guy looked pissed but put on a look of triumph when he turned to face his fans in line for the bathroom. Bryn was embarrassed for a moment, and then quickly shook it off. He was there to get laid, so was everyone else. He exited and took satisfaction from the cheers and catcalls that greeted him. 
 
    He noticed a guy in line giving him the stare and the nod so stopped to see about taking things further. He was another twink; they seemed to be drawn to men like him, so why fight it. He arranged to meet him out back in fifteen. 
 
    Bryn gave his best bad boy biker walk and look and knew he was going to clean up at this party. He'd have his dick in more ass tonight than he had all month. He was getting hard just thinking about all the hot bodies that lay before him. He caught the twink from the bathroom glaring at him from across the room, but he had no time for that shit. It was one and done, no strings and no seconds. 
 
    … 
 
    Cameron found the bathroom, but there was a line seven people deep waiting to use it.  He took his place at the end of the line and leaned against the wall and waited. Several more filed in behind him as everyone waited for the person in the bathroom to finish. It became clear that what was going on in the bathroom was of a sexual nature and whoever they were, they enjoyed putting on a show. 
 
    The sounds that were coming from the bathroom were obscene, and Cameron started to question if he even wanted to use the facilities after they were finished. No telling what they might leave behind. His attention was drawn back to the bathroom door as it sounded as if someone was pushed hard against it. The loud moan followed by a scream followed by a litany of harder, harder, harder was more than Cameron wanted to hear. 
 
    Whoever was in there was getting thoroughly top to bottom fucked. The people in line began to cheer as the grunts and screams from within the room grew even louder. Cameron considered getting out of line and heading home when finally, the door opened. 
 
    A satisfied if not extremely disheveled little man exited with a huge smile on his face. He was small with bright yellow hair styled with gels and glitter. His body was lithe and tight like a tiny dancer. He was smug as hell as he pranced out of the room and took in the long line that had stood witness to his shamelessness. Cameron watched as the sexy little man practically danced away and then Cameron turned his gaze back to the bathroom door.  
 
    The man standing there was dark and tall like a mountain with a solid muscled form. He had black hair and flashing green eyes that seemed electric as he glanced at the line and then the room before moving forward with a bold confidence. He was dressed in leather and denim and looked to be one of the bikers that Dr. Malport had referred to. He was dangerous, his stance, his walk, and his expression held a power and a sureness that was tangible. Cameron would have considered him handsome if it weren’t for the previous spectacle. Right now all he saw was a disgusting example of gross immorality and a lack of manners. 
 
    He stopped and spoke to one of the men in line and the guy actually giggled. This was getting worse by the moment. The big guy leaned in and said something to him and then straightened and continued forward. Cameron averted his eyes as the man drew closer, not wanting to make eye contact with the rough biker. He wouldn’t be able to hide his contempt and didn’t want to offend him. Cameron wanted to go home in one piece.  
 
    … 
 
    Bryn had no issues with performing for the masses and having had very loud sex with that twink, while all these people waited and listened, didn't bother him. In fact, he found the audience factor rather exhilarating. He might try it again, maybe go to a club downtown that allows sex in the booths. 
 
    His mind was scanning all the possibilities for further exhibitionist activities when suddenly his world turned on its axis. All playful vulgarities fled as his mind became laser-focused on one man standing in line. The gorgeous man stared at the floor with his hands plunged deep into his pockets and his shoulders hunched. He was trying to be invisible by folding in on himself, and when Bryn took a step towards him, he abruptly turned his head to stare at the wall behind him. 
 
    This man was not cheering or clapping for him like the others; this man was disgusted, he found Bryn's presence revolting. He wanted nothing to do with Bryn, that was glaringly obvious by the fact he wouldn't even make eye contact and was trying to melt into the woodwork. 
 
    Everything Bryn had done in that room, everything that this man had heard came back at him like a kick in the face. He was no longer full of pride or excitement. A crawling sickness enveloped him as his eyes took in the shy, embarrassed man struggling to disappear as Bryn attempted to move closer.  
 
    This man, so turned off, so disgusted by what he'd been forced to listen to was Bryn's mate. This was the man he'd been so diligently searching for. His decision to live every day like his last had been the worst decision of his life. Calum's words of warning came rocketing back to torture him at that moment. 
 
    Bryn took another tentative step towards the freaked out human and held up his hand as if to show he meant no harm. "What's your name, beautiful?" He needed to know his name. He couldn't let him escape without learning his name, and the man looked ready to bolt. 
 
    The man took a sudden step backward that had him knocking into the man behind him. Bryn reached out to steady him, but the man recoiled from his touch. Nothing in Bryn's long life had ever felt as bad as that. 
 
    “I’m not interested.” The man mumbled, but still refused to look at him. “Please leave me alone.” 
 
    "I'm sorry," Bryn spoke, and his words were dripping with painful sadness and regret, but the man did not respond. "I'm sorry you had to hear all that. Please, I'm not the piece of shit that you think I am." The rest of the line started moving, but the man remained still, so the line moved around him. 
 
    "Talk to me, beautiful. Tell me your name." Bryn once again reached for his mate, but once again the man avoided his touch. 
 
    "I am not interested in anything you have to say, please leave me alone and go bother someone else." With that, the man turned and ran through the crowd intent on leaving but Bryn would not lose him. His words were blistering and stabbed at Bryn like a knife. He had to make this right; somehow, he had to fix this. He followed close behind but was suddenly thwarted when a young woman stepped in front of him. 
 
    "Bryn Keith, it's been over a week, and you have not called me back." The woman accused with a saccharine smile that did nothing to hide the anger in her eyes. She looked vaguely familiar, but he could not remember who she was. 
 
    Bryn tried to wave her off and kept his eyes on his mate, but she would not be put off. She looked at the man Bryn was chasing and then back at Bryn and snorted.  
 
    "You've got to be kidding me? You're chasing Cameron. Oh, my God, are you that desperate?" The words were coarse and hateful, and Bryn turned on her with fury flashing brightly in his vivid green stare. 
 
    “Fuck off.” The words were sharp and painful but effective. Bryn would not tolerate anyone speaking of his mate in such derisive tones. She looked around nervously as if expecting help and then took off in the opposite direction.  He looked over the heads of everyone between him and the door and saw his mate ducking out. 
 
    Bryn hurried through the throngs of people and stepped out onto the sidewalk in front of the building. He saw his mate just ahead hurrying with his head down. He gave him plenty of space.  
 
    Cameron, his name was Cameron, and Bryn was grateful for even that much information. His scent was strong, and Bryn knew that he would be able to follow him anywhere. It was the sweet smell of Scottish thistle growing wild near the ocean and green hills, a scent he’d dearly missed the last hundred years.  
 
    He lost sight of Cameron, but his scent filled his mind and his heart. He didn't want to get to close because it would scare him unnecessarily to know that Bryn was following him. Bryn had no desire to upset his mate any more than his abhorrent behavior already had. 
 
    Cameron continued for three blocks and then turned up towards 9th street and stopped at a small apartment building near the University. Cameron took a quick glance around before entering. Bryn waited a few moments before approaching and stepped inside. The mailboxes were lined up on the wall, so he looked for Cameron and there it was loud and clear. Cameron Hayes apartment 2E, he was thrilled to finally have a full name and address for the man who was meant to be his. 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Bryn felt compelled to stay outside his mate's apartment for the simple purpose of being near him. But he needed help in fixing this mess, and the only person he would ask was his brother Calum. Sure, the guy was going to bust his balls for doing exactly what he warned him not to do, but he would also give sound and practical advice. 
 
    With a heavy heart and feeling like the world’s biggest fool, Bryn walked back to the warehouse to pick up his bike and head home. His partying days were over, the only man for him was that shy man who smelled like home, no other man or woman would ever interest or satisfy him.  
 
    … 
 
    Cameron let himself into his apartment and tossed his jacket on the bed which took up most of the room. It wasn't the best set up for guests with only one chair and a bed to sit on, but he didn't have guests anyway. Suddenly he was concerned about the condition of his apartment as if he were expecting someone. It was that sex-soaked biker god that had him feeling so outside himself, and he needed to calm down. 
 
    He would never be inside Cameron's space, so the layout of the place was not an issue. Shit, he rubbed his palms on his face and then through his hair before throwing himself onto his bed and kicking off his shoes. What the fuck was he thinking? That guy was making fun of him for the entertainment of the people in line. He could see Cameron was completely appalled by his public sex act, so the biker made an example of him. 
 
    For all the reasons Cameron never wanted to lay eyes on that guy again, he also felt a stirring of desire deep in his soul, and it was maddening. He was gross, and the sounds that came out of that bathroom would forever be branded on his eardrums. "His name was Bryn Keith; he told me his name was Bryn Keith," Cameron said as he stared at his cracked ceiling and a thought formed. 
 
    He was going to research the man, he never wanted to ever in his life see him again, but he wanted to know more about him. That made no sense, but he was hard-pressed to resist finding out all he could about the sexy biker in black leather. 
 
    … 
 
    Bryn pulled up in front of the Lodge and killed the engine on his bike but did not dismount. He sat there for a few minutes attempting to sort out the last couple of hours. His behavior had deteriorated over the past few months to the point he took no care or caution in how he treated people. He'd gotten upset because he hadn't found his mate so acted out like a damn child. Now he would pay, and he only had himself to blame. If only he'd scented his mate before taking that twink into the bathroom, it would have been so much easier. 
 
    He remembered the look on Cameron’s face when he attempted to touch him. You’d have thought his hands were covered in shit the way he avoided him. But, they were covered in shit, his whole being was covered in shit as far as Cameron was concerned.  
 
    Not the first impression he hoped to make when first meeting his mate, his forever lover, and friend. The one person he'd waited a lifetime to meet, and he managed to fuck it up so badly that the relationship may not be fixable. That thought brought with it pain so deep that it had Bryn groaning and leaning over the tank on his bike. 
 
    His dragon rumbled under the surface, not at all happy at having left their mate. His dragon had not been happy for months, but Bryn ignored him like he ignored every decent bit of advice he'd been given lately. 
 
    He finally got off his bike and headed for the front door. On his way, he pulled out his cell phone and called Kyle. 
 
    Kyle was living with his mate at the Chamberlin Coven north of them, but he was still family and acted as their tech specialist. He was only a few hours or so away by ground and minutes away by flight. 
 
    “Kyle, I need a favor.” 
 
    "What can I do for you?" Kyle was always ready with a helping hand. He wouldn't mind discussing his situation with Kyle, the guy always seemed to have good answers and could give good direction.  
 
    Kyle was sort of the Clan psychologist, but Bryn couldn't talk about this on the phone and not with anyone but Calum for now. It was too humiliating, and Bryn hoped as few as possible found out what happened. They wouldn't harass him or say anything about it but their pity would be deafening, and he just couldn't stand it. 
 
    “I need you to do a background check on Cameron Hayes, that’s H-A-Y-E-S. I think he attends the University and he looks to be in his early twenties or late teens.” 
 
    “You need it now or is morning okay?” 
 
    "Morning is good. Thanks, Kyle." 
 
    “No problem, Bryn.” 
 
    Bryn closed the call and slowly entered the Lodge. He saw his brother and his brother's mate, Chance, snuggled together on the large sofa in the great room near the fireplace. He walked over to one of the cushioned chairs near the sofa and sat down. He needed to talk to Calum, but he didn't know where to start. 
 
    After several minutes of silence, it was Calum who made the first comment.  
 
    “Alone tonight, that’s a surprise.” 
 
    Bryn threw his head back on the chair and stared up at the vaulted ceiling. “I may very well be alone forever, brother.” His words had the desired effect of garnering his brother’s complete attention. Calum turned to look at him with that familiar expression as of late of anger and concern. 
 
    “What did you do?” he asked, but Bryn did not respond immediately. Chance got up and with a thin excuse of checking on his friend Dane, Alrick’s mate, left the room. Calum gave him a loving and hungry kiss before he left. Bryn was pained to watch the interaction knowing that he may never know that kind of closeness with his mate. 
 
    When they were alone, Calum asked his question again but moved to the edge of the sofa as if ready to strike. Calum never liked repeating himself, so Bryn knew he was treading on dangerous ground with his silence, but he was at a loss for an explanation. Finally, he just said what he was feeling. 
 
    “I fucked up, Calum.” His voice was riddled with pain and regret. “I fucked up worse than anyone ever in the history of dragons. I’ve never heard of anyone being a bigger horse’s ass than me.” He flung himself forward and with his elbows on his knees, buried his face in his hands. “I was so stupid that I didn’t even listen to my dragon. What the hell is wrong with me?” 
 
    "You found your mate." It was a statement, not a question. Bryn didn't answer just nodded his head as he tunneled his fingers roughly through his long black hair. 
 
    "I'm guessing that it didn't go well." Calum picked up his glass of whiskey, sat back on the sofa and laid his arm on the back cushions as he studied Bryn with that dark green stare that demanded everything. 
 
    “I was fucking someone else at the time.” Bryn barely got the sentence out before he heard his brother nearly choke on the sip of whiskey he’d downed as he waited for Bryn to explain. He then heard the glass smash against the stone fireplace where Calum had thrown it. 
 
    "Oh my God, Bryn. What the fuck is wrong with you!" Calum yelled in a tone that was debilitating to Bryn's heart. He heard Calum take a deep breath and then release it over several seconds. 
 
    "Yeah, that was my question to you," Bryn answered but did not look at his brother. He understood his brother's reaction; mates were sacred and treasured. Mates were the bedrock of their existence and to debase them was tantamount to murder. 
 
    "Tell me everything that happened, start to finish." Calum was trying to be understanding, but Bryn still heard the disappointment in his voice and what hurt the most was that he knew he deserved it and more. 
 
    Bryn explained everything in grueling detail and watched his brother’s face for any reaction. Apart from that first outburst, he maintained an attentive yet stoic expression. Bryn ended with his following the man home and getting his name. 
 
    "I sent his information to Kyle, and he is doing a background check for me." Bryn ended there and waited for Calum to speak. 
 
    "Your mate, Cameron, was at this party so perhaps he is more used to this type of behavior than you think. He may have been upset at what he witnessed simply because he too would have felt an attraction to you, it goes both ways. So, in the long run, maybe he will let it go and give you a second chance." Calum's words were slow, direct and well thought out but Bryn was suddenly swamped with doubt. 
 
    "He was more than upset; he was repulsed, revolted, disgusted, I felt all of it even though he tried not to show too much of what he was feeling. I could sense that he was also afraid of me and didn’t want to run the risk of insulting someone who looked like me.” Bryn hung his head unable to continue eye contact with his brother. 
 
    "I don't know why Cameron was there; it obviously wasn't his scene. He looked so uncomfortable among the throngs of hedonists. You should have seen him; he was dressed like an uptight history professor from the nineties." Bryn smiled as he recalled the amazing man. "But he was the most handsome man I've ever encountered. His hair was unkempt, his clothes were dated and bland, but his eyes were so brilliant. They were a hazel color kind of like golden brown to go along with his wavy brown hair. His hair was long and everywhere, but all I wanted was to bury my hands in it and hold on." 
 
    "He sounds wonderful, Bryn," Calum commented softly. "Don't give up. Stay close and try to present yourself in a better light. Make small talk, ask him out for coffee, find out his friends and work on him from that angle. You made a few bad choices, but you are not a bad catch. You will make Cameron Hayes a wonderful mate. Don't undersell yourself." Calum sounded sure, and it gave Bryn the encouragement he needed. 
 
    “I handled this like a total shit head. Crying in my beer because I couldn’t locate a faint smell that I thought was my mate. It wasn’t, by the way. My mate’s smell is like heaven. I’ll do whatever I need to do to have Cameron by my side. I can’t go through this life knowing that I have a mate but he is not with me, my dragon would go insane.” Bryn knew he was totally to blame for the situation he was now in and it pained him to know that things could have been so different if he’d kept it in his pants. He sensed Cameron’s interest when they met even though it was slight, and he could have fanned that flame easily if he hadn’t been such a flagrant exhibitionist asshole.  
 
    “He was interested but fighting it. I think he was scared at being singled out but still interested. Hopefully I can get him beyond the manner of our first meeting.” Bryn’s attitude turned to hopeful and determined. 
 
    "If all else fails, shift and fly him to the mountains. It's extreme, but he would not be able to resist the call of your dragon." Calum stood and patted his brother on the shoulder. "I, and all of us here, will help you in any way that you need." 
 
    “Thanks, I’ll probably need all the help I can get.” 
 
     “Your mate sounds like a good man.” 
 
    “Better than a stupid wretch like me deserves.” Bryn broke eye contact with Calum and shifted his gaze to the floor. 
 
    Calum grabbed Bryn by the shoulders and brought him to his feet. "You are Bryn Keith of Clan Keith of the Shetland Dragon Circle, and you are on a quest set forth by your King. You are the best of our kind, and you will never again speak of yourself as less." Calum's voice boomed as he set down the law and Bryn immediately rose to meet the virtue of his Chieftain's words. He was filled with hope, vitality and a drive to meet his goal. 
 
    “Yes brother, I know who I am and I will not fail you or my King.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    “Cameron!” He recognized the shrill tones of Liz Pauli from across the silent library. He tried to hide in the shelving but she spotted him and started a fast stomp towards him. “Come outside.” She demanded and grabbed him by the shirt and hauled him out a side door that took them to a deserted stairwell and then outside.  
 
    Once outside, Cameron tried to pull away from her because her nails were digging into his arm. "Let me go." He finally demanded. She released him but then stepped up and pointed a finger in his face. Cameron stepped back and put his hand out in front of him to keep her back. 
 
     “What the hell is your problem?” He wasn’t usually so forceful with Liz but she was acting like a crazy person and he had no time for it. He would put up with her insults and self-centeredness but she was not going to start any physical shit with him. 
 
    "What did you do at the party last night Cameron?" She yelled in a strange sing-song voice. 
 
    "Nothing. I drank a little and then walked home, as usual." He wasn't going to bring up the biker, no he didn't want to talk about him with her. 
 
    “What about that man who was following you when you left. Did he follow you home? Tell me the truth, are you two together?” 
 
    “No one followed me home.” Cameron started to wonder if the sexy biker had followed him. It was sort of thrilling to think so even if he did give Cameron an unsettling feeling.  Bryn Keith had made a serious impression on Cameron even though he tried to discount the feelings. Cameron had no desire to be a notch on the guys bedpost and that was all a guy like that was after. 
 
    Cameron just couldn’t put the sounds of the bathroom out of his mind. They haunted him and echoed in his brain. Nothing had bothered him as much as hearing them and then seeing them together. He couldn’t forget the look of satisfaction on the little man’s face when he exited the bathroom.  
 
    "His name is Bryn Keith; he's part of the Dragon's Blood motorcycle club that lives out in that renovated lodge. He followed you out of the party Cameron so don't play dumb with me." Liz once again grabbed his arm and tried to shake him. Cameron wasn't a large man and definitely very little muscle mass, but he was surprised at how strong Liz was as she pushed him against the brick wall behind him. 
 
    Cameron started to laugh and it caused Liz to take a step back. “You think some biker dude is going to follow me home. Does that make any kind of sense to you?” Cameron splayed his arms in a ‘take a look at me’ gesture. “I’m a geek and definitely not the biker dude’s caliber of lay. Get real Liz, besides, why do you care?” 
 
    “Because Bryn and I have been seeing each other. Last night was just an unfortunate mistake. I thought he was following you, but that is ridiculous.” She stopped her tirade and looked him over and laughed. “You are definitely not Bryn Keith’s type of guy. He likes them small and beautiful just like he likes his women. You’re too, ordinary and fat, face it Cameron you are one fat son of a bitch.” This was more the Liz he expected and understood, mean and hateful.  
 
    Cameron had enough of her bullshit and visualizing Liz with Bryn was getting on his nerves. He made to walk past her and back into the library when she grabbed him by the wrist and began to dig in her nails. He tried to pull away and she just dug her nails in deeper. “Get your fucking hands off me.” He yelled. 
 
    “Don’t get in my way, don’t ever get in my way.” Her meaning was clear. He’d known Liz for several years and had never witnessed such behavior. He had put up with her shit long enough this was the end. He could feel the marks on his upper arm left by her long nails and could see the damage they’d done to his wrist. 
 
    He wanted to hurt her by telling her that when he met Bryn, the guy was openly having sex with another guy, but he didn’t. For some reason to say such a thing and make it more public than it already was, bothered him and not for Liz’s sake. He didn’t want to put Bryn in an unnecessarily bad light. 
 
    Cameron finally shook loose of Liz's stinging grip and left without comment. Never again would he be Liz's lackey. He shouldn't have put up with her for as long as he had. Dr. Malport was right; tolerated abuse never lessens, it always gets worse. 
 
    He decided to go home rather than finish his research. He needed some obscure references for his thesis which existed only in the library. Why couldn’t everything be online he thought as he rounded the corner of the building and ran straight into the star of his filthiest dreams.  
 
    "Hello, Cameron. I've been looking for you." The voice was deep and sexy as hell and melted him on the spot. Cameron was sure that he must be still dreaming. He felt Bryn holding him and it didn't bother him as it should. His hands were gentle and warm. 
 
    “Why?” It was the only response that made sense to Cameron. Why on earth would Bryn Keith be looking for him? 
 
    Bryn was shocked for a moment that Cameron would end up in his arms so easily. He didn’t seem to realize that Bryn was holding him after they collided and Bryn was not going to bring it to his attention. He slipped his left arm around him a little further as his right held him gently by the upper arm. He was getting a little closer to heaven. 
 
    “Why, because I want to apologize for last night. I also want to ask you to have coffee with me. There’s a shop just over there. Don’t say no, I just want to talk, no hidden agenda.” Bryn kept talking because he could see that Cameron was fighting with himself over accepting. Just a little bit of a push and Cameron would agree. He was interested but didn’t want to appear to appreciate being the second course. The kid had ethics and morals and right now Bryn looked a lot like a dirty dog.  
 
    “Just coffee, give me a chance to show you I am not the dog you think that I am, please.” He could see the wheels turning and they turned in his favor. 
 
    "Okay, but please understand that I will not be taken in by your charm. If there is an ulterior motive to your sudden interest, you might as well spell it out from the get-go." Cameron gave him the side eye that put him in his place. 
 
    “No ulterior motive, I just want to get to know you.” Bryn smiled that smile he knew was a winner.  
 
    Cameron toyed with asking why once again but resisted. “I’ll have coffee with you, but I’m busy so I won’t be able to stay long.” He had plenty of time but he wanted to give himself an out in case things got uncomfortable or just awkward. 
 
    "I'll take whatever time you can afford me." Cameron was once again the recipient of the brightest of teasing smiles. They started walking towards the coffee house and Bryn kept his arm around him loosely. It was a ‘he's with me' move but not too brash. Cameron accepted it and allowed the arm to stay. For now. 
 
    He took a quick glance behind him wondering if Liz was still there, but thankfully she was nowhere to be seen. He was in no mood to continue dealing with her outbursts. Besides, she didn’t own Bryn Keith, and Cameron could have coffee with him if he wanted to. 
 
    They sat at a table in the front by the windows but also against the far wall. Cameron got the feeling Bryn didn’t like people sitting behind him and he liked to have a clear view of his surroundings.  
 
    Bryn held Cameron's chair for him and had him sit down while he went and ordered their drinks. When he returned, he ran his hand across Cameron's shoulders before sitting next to him. Bryn seemed to like touching him or maybe it was a game he was playing. 
 
    Bryn was a player of the first order, Cameron knew that. He was also drop dead gorgeous and Cameron never used that description on anyone before. His flashing emerald green eyes and silky long black hair were a combination so striking that Cameron found himself staring more than once. But there was also a feeling of deadliness that lurked just below the gorgeousness that scared him.  
 
    Bryn Keith was a dangerous man but had a side of sweetness, it was hard to describe but even the sweetness seemed lethal. He’d never encountered such a man and certainly never had such a man feign interest in him. There was more to this whole infatuation than appeared on the surface and Cameron only hoped it didn’t get painful and messy. He didn’t have the time or the desire for drama. 
 
    He noticed Bryn watching him carefully and didn’t say anything until their coffee arrived. Cameron offered to pay for his own coffee but Bryn waved him off. 
 
    “What’s weighing so heavy on your mind, Cameron?” Bryn finally spoke and it was a question Cameron wasn’t sure how to answer. 
 
    "I can't imagine why you are trying to charm me. I'm not your type. You have a boyfriend already if you recall, I met him outside the bathroom last night. He was tiny and perfect with model good looks. So why are you here with me?" There they were, all his thoughts out in the open for Bryn to consider. Cameron wasn't good with people or idle chit-chat. He lacked that ability to easily converse or play with the meaning of his words, so he just told him the truth. 
 
    Bryn was pleased with his mate’s truthfulness and saw it as an asset to his future efforts. He took Cameron’s hand in a bold move that paid off. Cameron did not pull away, Cameron held his hand and finally looked Bryn in the eyes as Bryn answered him. 
 
    "I don't have a boyfriend. I've never had a boyfriend. I don't even know the name of the man I was with last night." He saw the shock flash in Cameron's eyes so hurried to explain further. "I met him about five minutes before I took him into the bathroom. It was just sex, nothing else and that was all I ever wanted, until now." He pulled Cameron's hand to his lips and placed a light kiss to his knuckles. 
 
    “If I was someone else, someone beautiful, accomplished, elegant, someone people flocked around perhaps I might believe you, but I’m not.” Cameron surprisingly did not let go of Bryn’s hand, as Bryn had expected he would. He gripped tighter and leaned in closer as if to find the lie in his eyes.  
 
    "I've never met anyone like you before, Cameron. When I walked out of that bathroom to all the cheers and catcalls I was playing the game I always play. It had never been fulfilling but it was entertaining and sometimes exciting. I made a move on the guy in line because I could see he was willing, no other reason than that.” Bryn paused for a moment to gather his words and dropped another kiss to Cameron’s knuckles. He was impressed with the softness of Cameron’s hands and captivated by the sweet scent of thistle that surrounded his mate.  
 
    “Men like him are not my preference, but they are easy for me. They are all about looks and that is all they require of me. I’m big, dangerous, not bad looking and not sticking around. It’s sort of a non-verbal understanding. What I’m saying is, the sex was easy so I took it.” Bryn stared into the deep hazel eyes of his mate and prayed he was doing this right. 
 
    "You, on the other hand, were a complete surprise to me." He smiled at the memory of first recognition and then sobered at the memory of the situation. "When I saw you standing there and looking so out of place, so disgusted by what you'd witnessed I just felt sick. Up to that point in my life I never apologized for my choices but that moment, all I wanted to do was beg you to forget what you just saw and heard." 
 
    Cameron’s eyes never left him and he could see him processing what he’d told him and unfortunately it didn’t look as if he were being believed. Cameron did not trust easily. Bryn wondered as to his background and what lead this beautiful young man to be so isolated. 
 
    Kyle had given him a brief background this morning and promised more later. Kyle was a genius with computers and nothing stayed hidden when he was on the hunt. Bryn was confident that he would have a deeper understanding of his mate before the day was over. For now, he knew that Cameron was exactly what he presented himself to be, a sweet, innocent, guarded intellectual.  
 
    Any surprises would come with a deeper dive into his personal life. He had parents but they were not close and he had few friends. It wasn't all social awkwardness; he deliberately kept himself apart from others. There was a story there that Bryn looked forward to learning. 
 
    “What do you want from me?” Cameron stated softly. “Do you want to take me to a party, show me off to your friends? I really doubt it. Tell me what you want from me.” His tone was sarcastic and filled with suspicion. 
 
    “I want you to give me a chance.” Bryn leaned closer and was aware that his dragon was flashing in his eyes. He hoped it gave him the extra push he needed to have Cameron agree to another chance. They were mates and even without a complete bond, Cameron would be drawn to Bryn’s dragon. It was how nature intended it to be.  
 
    “What does, giving you a chance entail?” Cameron was hooked but he wouldn’t admit it. No one could deny a dragon shifter and Bryn was not opposed to using every trick in the book to attract his mate. Bryn smiled and slipped his free hand to Cameron’s back and held it there in a half embrace as he leaned in closer as if he had a secret to tell. 
 
    “It entails taking you to parties and showing you off to my friends and letting me take you to dinner tomorrow night.” Bryn was gifted with the most beautiful smile he’d ever set eyes on. It was the first time but it wouldn’t be the last. All of Cameron’s smiles belonged to him now. It was a crazy possessive thought but he was allowed because this was his mate and he was smiling at him.  
 
    “Alright, we’ll give dinner a try.” Cameron relented, he didn’t know why but he just didn’t have the heart to turn the guy down.  He couldn’t resist the playful heartfelt plea. Bryn seemed sincere and even if he weren’t Cameron had a feeling he would have agreed. It was a chance to see how the other half lived. He wanted a taste. He hadn’t taken a risk in years so maybe it was time.  
 
    This biker was way out of his league but what did it matter if the guy was offering. It could turn horribly bad, as in humiliation-bad, but nothing ventured nothing gained. Cameron held no delusions that Bryn Keith wanted him for anything more than what he wanted those twinks for. Cameron was a challenge and Bryn seemed in the mood for a challenge.  
 
    Bryn was looking for dinner and a quick fuck. Cameron was up for dinner but nothing more. He had more self-respect than to fall into bed with a guy he met outside a public bathroom after said guy had finished giving it to a twink.  
 
    Damn that memory would not go away and it did not bode well for their future. Cameron nearly laughed when the thought of them having a future crossed his mind. Cameron Hayes and a member of the Dragon’s Blood in a committed relationship, too ridiculous to consider.  
 
    "I'll pick you up at your place at seven, be ready," Bryn said with more confidence than he was feeling. The expressions crossing Cameron's face were troublesome. One-minute Bryn thought he was in the driver's seat and the next he was feeling kicked to the curb. 
 
    "You don't know where I live," Cameron commented. 
 
    “I know where you live.” Bryn saw no need to lie. “I followed you last night just to make sure you made it home okay. You were upset and had a couple of drinks, I was worried.” 
 
    “I didn’t know. I’m surprised that I didn’t notice someone like you following me.” Cameron’s words hit Bryn wrong. 
 
    “Do you fear me?” Bryn’s look was incredulous.  
 
    “A little.” Truthful as ever. 
 
    Bryn leaned closer and placed a chaste kiss on Cameron's cheek before pulling back to regard him fully while rubbing the area he had just kissed with the pad of his thumb. 
 
    “You are safer with me than anywhere in the universe. Don’t be afraid of me baby.” Bryn continued to rub his thumb on Cameron’s cheek and then dropped it to glide erotically across his bottom lip. Cameron maintained eye contact and followed the path of Bryn’s thumb with his tongue.  
 
    Going by his dazed expression, Bryn was pretty sure the guy didn’t realize he’d done it. It was out of this world suggestive and it took all of Bryn’s control not to throw the lovely man over his shoulder and head for the mountains.  
 
    “See you at seven.” Bryn stood and dropped another kiss to Cameron’s cheek before leaving the coffee house. He had to leave before he took it too far. He didn’t want to come on too strong. It was difficult for someone like him to take it slow but Cameron needed space and time to process the encounter. He would keep an eye on his mate and tomorrow they would have dinner. Things were progressing and Bryn had plans to make.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    Cameron went straight home after his coffee date with Bryn Keith. He had to think about it. Dinner was a big risk, but he agreed so now he had to go. He considered Liz for a moment but dismissed her; she no longer had any hold on him. He'd put up with her because it was easier than denying her but that had changed the moment she put her hands on him. 
 
    She’d been right about Bryn following him out of the party, but it did not give her the right to touch him. He looked at his wrist where her nails had broken the skin and it pissed him off. He wondered if he agreed to dinner simply because he knew Liz was interested in the guy. He hoped he wasn’t that shallow, but all evidence was pointing to the fact that he was.  
 
    He put the entire thing out of his mind and got back to work; he had a thesis to prove and a degree to attain and little time for much else. He needed to keep a clear head and keep his focus on what was important. He'd worry about Bryn Keith and dinner, tomorrow. 
 
    … 
 
    Bryn rode home with renewed expectations. He feared all was awash but Fate and the persuasive powers of his dragon lent a helping hand in bringing his mate around. He was having dinner with Cameron tomorrow and he couldn’t wait. He burst into the great room with a big smile and announced to all his good fortune.   
 
    "Well, you look a lot better than you did yesterday," Calum said with a slap on his back. "Things must be working in your favor." 
 
    “He’s a tough nut to crack but he is worth every minute of the effort. I haven’t won him over yet but he’s giving me a chance.” Bryn turned and flopped down onto the sofa. “I can’t wait till you meet him. He’s so incredibly handsome and smart.” Bryn went on for a while describing his mate in the most wonderful terms to all present.  
 
    “Bring him home as soon as you can. I’ve never heard you speak of a man like you do Cameron. He must be something else.” Calum remarked. Bryn could see that his brother was relieved that the situation was being resolved. No one wanted to live their life with someone who’d fucked up their own mating. He thanked the Fate that threw him into this mess for helping him back out.  
 
    “You’re all going to be blown away.” Bryn went on. “Your mates are pretty, but mine is out of this world gorgeous.” Calum and Alrick immediately contradicted that statement and Bryn just kept shaking his head.  
 
    "You better not let Dane hear you talk like that." Alrick chastised. "You might find yourself going hungry." Dane, Alrick's mate, had taken over most of the cooking duties for the Clan since he enjoyed cooking and was very good at it. Flynn who'd been their cook in the past helped but spent most of his spare time at the restaurant he and Forbes were managing. The Clan had started buying a few businesses to develop a presence in the community. 
 
    “You’re right, I take it all back, they are all gorgeous, but mine is exceptional.” Bryn didn’t want to miss a meal but there was no way anyone on this earth could compare to Cameron. 
 
    "As he should be," Calum stated indulgently. "He's your mate." 
 
    … 
 
    Bryn sat on his bed and pulled his laptop over and turned it on. He got an alert on his phone during dinner stating that Kyle had sent him a package. He didn't want to open it in front of the guys so waited till he had the chance to disappear into his room. 
 
    He opened the secure file and began reading. Kyle had found everything going back to Cameron's birth in Salt Lake City. He was the second child of three to Paul and Carla Franklin. Paul was a social worker for the state and Carla was a stay at home mom. "Okay, that was pretty normal," Bryn muttered as he skimmed a few pages of pure status quo. There was something serious in Cameron’s background, he could feel it in his bones.  
 
    He found what he was looking for when Cameron was sixteen. Suddenly it appeared that the Franklin family no longer had three children. They had two, a son named Will and a daughter names Megan. There was no mention of Cameron until Bryn got to the legal papers Kyle had uncovered. 
 
    Cameron had been adopted by the Franklin family at the age of seven. He’d been in foster care for several years at that time. Before Cameron came of age, the Franklin family nullified the adoption and returned him, so to say, to the system. He filed for emancipation and it was granted. He was sixteen and he was on his own. 
 
    Bryn read the papers over and over and could not come up with a reason that parents would abandon a child they'd taken as their own and raised for nine years. All it stated was an inability to integrate and that was total bullshit. You don't keep a child for nine years if they haven't integrated. 
 
    Bryn went on to read the side notes that Kyle included. They were accounts not for public consumption but nothing was hidden when it came to the power of Kyle Keith. If it was digital, then Kyle would find it. 
 
    It seems that being a social worker for the state, gave Mr. Franklin the ability to dump the child and make it look like the kid’s fault. But the Family Court Judge in the case added his own understanding to the record. Mr. Franklin had the comments removed from the original record that would come up with a normal check. He must have had help in the court system somewhere, someone with access to Cameron’s file. 
 
    The judge stated that any future requests to adopt or foster vulnerable children by the Franklin family would be met with extreme scrutiny. The couple lacks adequate empathy and understanding to be allowed the honor of caring for children not their own. There were several other social worker comments that said pretty much the same thing.  
 
    From there Cameron’s record returned to somewhat normal but without family involvement. Cameron graduated early from high school and was awarded a full scholarship to UW. He finished his undergrad and his masters in less than four years. He was on track to obtaining his masters at the end of this semester. His world has been school ever since his family abandoned him.  
 
    Bryn ran over the information several more times and read the parts that he’d skimmed more thoroughly. There was no mention of what had happened that had caused the Franklin family to abandon Cameron. 
 
    He put in a call to Kyle just in case he'd missed something in the transfer of data. What in the world could his sweet little mate have done to warrant being tossed out of the family? The judge didn't condemn him and neither did the associated social workers, so what caused the Hayes family to desert him? 
 
    “Hey, Kyle. Thanks for the information. I was wondering if you found anything regarding the reason Cameron’s family dumped him. The court papers don’t mention specifics and neither did the added comments. Do you have any more information on that?”  
 
    "The paperwork only states failure to integrate properly. Which as you know is bullshit." Kyle responded. "I checked with the school records and found a disciplinary action that occurred one month prior and involves a classmate by the name of Michael Shannon but it too does not give specifics." Kyle took a long deep breath before continuing. "Whatever happened neither the school or the court wanted to make an issue of it, so that says to me it was personal." 
 
    The poor kid, they didn’t just shun him, they legally kicked him out of their family. That had to be brutal.” Bryn offered. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter now Bryn because he has you. He has a dragon in his corner and he doesn’t even know it yet or does he.” Kyle laughed. 
 
    “Not yet but soon, very soon.” 
 
    “Good luck and if you need me, call.”  
 
    "Thanks, Kyle, you've helped me a lot." 
 
    … 
 
    Cameron woke early because he could hardly sleep knowing that he’d agreed to have dinner with the biker from the party. The biker who was openly having sex with a man in the bathroom while everyone waited.  
 
    He really needed to stop thinking about that. It was starting to make him angry in a strange possessive way. He tried to work on his thesis which he would be presenting soon but his mind was consumed with that green-eyed bad boy who seemed to want to date him. 
 
    He did a little checking on the guy last night and he found out that he was much more than just your average biker dude.  
 
    Bryn Keith was originally from the Shetland Islands which was why Cameron had detected a slight accent. There was little personal information on him. He is a member of Clan Keith which makes up the Dragon’s Blood motorcycle club. The club has been around about fifty years or so but the members were always family.  
 
    The membership always is ten in number no more or no less, yet over the last few years, four members had been added. The four added were all men and were married to a club member. So, they obviously had no issue with gay men which boded well for Cameron's acceptance, if Bryn did bring him to meet his friends. 
 
    The Club was nomadic until it took up residence in Laramie about four years ago and have since built a solid financial foundation here. As Dr. Malport had said, they were buying up property and businesses all over town, yet they stayed clear of politics or any social entanglements. They were public yet very private. Cameron was intrigued. 
 
    He heard his phone ring and picked it up to see who was calling. It was Liz again, so he muted it and went back to stalking Bryn Keith. What really surprised him was that Bryn was on no social media sites. No one in the club was on social media. He searched the internet for several hours with no further results. 
 
    He had agreed to correct some papers for Dr. Malport this afternoon so reluctantly closed his search and headed to the university. Dr. Malport paid him a good wage and was on the verge of being a friend. Cameron wasn’t in the market for friends but Dr. Malport was so laid back that it was difficult not to warm up to the guy.  
 
     Seven o’clock came too fast for Cameron. He’d finished the papers in Dr. Malport’s office and also spent a couple of hours in the library. He returned home just before six and got ready.  
 
    Cameron had no idea where Bryn was taking him, so he just wore what he usually wore. He pulled out a clean white cotton button-down shirt and paired it with jeans. He struggled with his hair but soon gave up and tried to just comb it out of his eyes. He was seriously in need of a cut but his budget this month did not allow for it, maybe next month. 
 
    Cameron stared at himself in the bathroom mirror and wondered again what it was that Bryn found attractive. His face was not distinctive but his eyes were a nice color. He took a quick glance at his body but looked away, not wanting to think about the softness around his middle. He needed to get into shape, he wasn’t always this soft but sitting behind a computer or in class for hours on end did nothing for his physique. 
 
    He paced his apartment as seven o’clock drew closer. He was nervous and excited and enjoying the hell out of the feelings. He’d never been on a date before and for his first to be with someone as impressive as Bryn Keith was quite an accomplishment. After their coffee date, Bryn didn’t terrify him as much as he had in the beginning. Cameron found that he enjoyed their time together and was looking forward to more.  
 
    The knock on his door had him rushing to answer. He threw open the door and there he was, Bryn Keith, dress in a tight black Henley top and even tighter dark jeans looking magnificent. His earlier bad boy biker personal was subdued beneath a softer yet sexy boyfriend look, and he wore it well. 
 
    “Are you ready baby?” Bryn’s voice ran down his spine and made him shiver. What an experience this man was, Cameron was immediately engulfed in Bryn’s charm and attraction.  
 
    “Yes, I’m ready.” He quickly stepped out of his apartment and closed the door. “Where are we going?” 
 
    Bryn slipped an arm around Cameron's waist and steered him toward the stairwell. "A nice place that the club recently purchased and remodeled. A couple of our members manage the place and I thought it would be a good start to you meeting my friends." Cameron was shocked, he turned and looked at Bryn as if he were kidding, but he wasn't. The big handsome man was serious; he wanted Cameron to meet a couple of his friends. 
 
    “Is it the homestyle restaurant on Ivinson Avenue? Dr. Malport said that it had been sold.” Cameron was impressed with his sudden ability to make small talk.  
 
    “Yes, it is, do you know the place? Have you eaten there before?” Cameron felt Bryn’s arm tighten around his waist as they talked and made their way outside. He smelled and felt so masculine and alluring that Cameron had a hard time keeping his mind on the small talk.  
 
    “No, I don’t get out much.” Cameron realized immediately how pathetic that sounded so added. “I’m graduating this year and I have a lot to finish before the end of the semester.” There, that was a little better. Bryn smiled at him and hugged him a little closer. God this man is fantastic, please don’t be a jerk.  
 
    Cameron was in for another surprise when, once out on the sidewalk, they stood in front of a beautiful vintage Harley Davidson motorcycle. Cameron didn’t know a lot about bikes but he knew the new from the vintage. This one was in pristine condition and looked like new but it was a shovelhead and he was almost certain that model engine went out in the eighties. Bryn took good care of the things he cared about and that spoke volumes towards the man’s character.  
 
    “Have you ridden before, Cameron?” Bryn urged him closer to the large, gleaming bike. Cameron didn’t realize it but he’d started dragging his feet. The motorcycle was intimidating him. He shook his head no and continued to try and back away. 
 
    "It's easy and you'll love it." Bryn pulled a helmet out of the saddle bag and put it on Cameron's head and buckled it. "Perfect." He whispered and grabbed his jacket from the seat and put it on Cameron. That was astonishing; no biker lets some guy wear their jacket. 
 
    "Perfect," Bryn repeated. Cameron felt the soft leather and smelled the musky scent of the jacket's interior and nearly moaned. His resolve as far as Bryn Keith was concerned was deteriorating by the moment. 
 
    “Wear that baby, it’s cool out tonight and I don’t want you to get cold.” Bryn walked him slowly over to the bike and helped him get seated. “You’ll be fine.” Bryn gave him brief instructions regarding being a passenger on a motorcycle while getting himself seated and starting the bike. It rumbled to life like a sleeping dragon and caused thrills to run up and down Cameron’s spine much like Bryn himself.  
 
    Bryn pulled Cameron’s arms around him and instructed him to hold tight. They started out slow but soon were taking the roads at a considerable speed. Cameron was having more fun than he could ever remember having and he had the added bonus of having a sexy man in his arms. He was smiling and the fun was real. 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    Bryn took great pains in his appearance and approach in hopes of winning his mate over to the idea of a biker as his boyfriend. Cameron was closed off emotionally that had been clear during their first and second encounter. Bryn's dragon managed to drag a modicum of interest out of the guy but it wasn't easy, and it should have been. No one, especially not a mate can withstand the allure of their dragon. Of course, the sex in the bathroom situation was also a factor that had, unfortunately, tightened the lid on Cameron's emotions. 
 
    Cameron was going to take some time and gentle persuasion, but Bryn was confident with each passing day that he would soon be claiming his mate. Cameron looked so handsome when he met him at the door and so adorable when he tried to back away from Bryn's Harley. He wanted to try, but his anxiety was getting in the way. All it took was a gentle push, and Cameron was on the back of Bryn's bike and riding through the city. 
 
    Bryn took more turns than he needed to because Cameron tightened his hold every time the bike took a turn. It was going to take a little longer to reach their destination, but the press of Cameron's body against him and the grip of his hand in Bryn's shirt was worth being late. 
 
    They pulled up in front of the restaurant and Bryn parked the bike. He got off and then assisted Cameron. “How did you like it?” Bryn asked as he removed and stowed the helmet and jacket. Cameron paused for a moment before answering. Bryn noticed that he took care in using the right words when it mattered and apparently this moment mattered to him.  
 
    "I've never ridden anything open to the air like that. It was exhilarating." Cameron smiled largely, and the excitement reached his eyes. The guy was practically bouncing. This was Cameron happy, and Bryn took great pride in the fact he put that smile there. He slipped his arm around Cameron's waist and they headed for the front door. 
 
    The twins, Flynn and Forbes had taken over the restaurant management and were doing well. They were two of the less intimidating members of the club and Bryn hoped that Cameron liked them.  He'd already given the brothers a heads up that they were meeting his mate this evening, and if anything went wrong, there would be hell to pay. 
 
      
 
    Cameron was flying high on endorphins by the time they reached the restaurant. They’d renamed it the Embers and it rolled off the tongue better than the old name, Dinner on Main Street. Especially considering the fact the restaurant was not located on the main street. Cameron had never eaten there before so he could not comment on the prior menu. He ate in the cafeteria and sometimes grabbed a snack at the coffee shop but that was as far as his budget would allow.  
 
    He kept a small slush fund of about fifty bucks that he used for situations involving Liz. It was the slush fund he used for their cover charge at the party last Friday. But now he would no longer need it since he and Liz had gone their separate ways.  
 
    Bryn and Cameron were escorted to a nice table in the back that afforded privacy and ambiance. Bryn had obviously called ahead because the set up was unlike any of the other tables. There was a fine tablecloth, fresh flowers and the table was set beautifully.  
 
    Bryn held his chair as Cameron was seated and then took his own seat across from him. Cameron was living the moment. He had a handsome man taking him to dinner at a nice restaurant and he went the extra mile to make it memorable, it was a dream, it had to be a dream. 
 
    Cameron introduced him to his cousins and fellow club members, Forbes and Flynn Keith. They were gracious and friendly but Cameron had the weird feeling that he was being weighed and measured. He hoped he wasn’t found too lacking. Bryn seemed to be proud and presented him like he was a treasure of sorts. It was unusual but it left Cameron with a feeling of value and a deep satisfaction. It was something he’d never felt before apart from his academic life. He was valued there but only for his achievements and potential, what he was feeling from Bryn was unconditional.   
 
    He was really starting to like Bryn Keith and it wasn’t just for his hard body and boyish good looks. The guy had a warm personality and the way Bryn made him feel was making it hard for Cameron to remain closed off.  
 
    Cameron had shut down his emotions four years ago when everything he loved and thought loved him came crashing down. How do you survive being abandoned by your adoptive family nine years after being taken in? They professed to love him as their own and made him believe their lies of trust and security. He was discarded by his biological family and then by his adoptive family; no one wanted him, no one wanted to keep him. His best friend since the second grade betrayed him in the worst way possible and then shut him out. 
 
    He vowed to never let anyone into his heart again, and for four years he kept to that promise. Now as he sat across from this dark and attractive man he questioned his ability to keep him out. Little by little Bryn Keith was working his way beneath Cameron's defenses. The sparkle in his deep green eyes and the sly smiles were breaking him down. 
 
    Flynn and Forbes went out of their way to make the dinner a lovely and romantic event and more than once Cameron felt himself slipping into the fantasy of having friends and family and a man who loved him. But that was ludicrous, he chided himself and tried to pull his brain back to the reality of life. 
 
    Bryn was impressed with the twins, they put on a spread that was beyond his expectations. Flynn had the chef pulling out all the stops for a wonderful dining experience and an evening to remember. They finished the meal with drinks and a light desert. Cameron was only twenty so they stuck to sparkling water. He may have gotten away with drinking at the party Friday night but the restaurant would not take the chance of losing their license.  
 
    Bryn had kept the conversation light because Cameron didn't seem too keen on answering questions. His question regarding family was met with cold silence and a stare that said back off, so he did. Bryn shared about his own family and some of his background, not the dragon part but all the information that was readily available online. 
 
    He wondered if Cameron had researched him and based on his questions, he had. It was flattering and Bryn couldn’t wait to tell him everything that Kyle made sure never hit the internet. 
 
    Bryn reached over and took Cameron’s hand in his and captured his attention fully. “I like spending time with you, Cameron. I’m not going to beat around the bush here because I want this relationship and I don’t play games with the important things in my life.” He paused as their table was cleared and their glasses refilled. He nodded thank you to the waiter and then got back to business as soon as they were alone. 
 
    “I’m not a virgin or a saint and I have done things in my life that I’m not proud of but I’ve never hurt anyone on purpose who didn’t have it coming. I’ve never lied about my intentions with any of the people I’ve used. I made no promises and had no expectation beyond the act. I’ve used people and people have used me, it was the life I was leading until I met you.” Bryn took a long deep breath and noticed how still and breathless Cameron was sitting. He was listening fully with his heart and his mind and Bryn brightened with the knowledge he’d reached him.  
 
    "I want more than that with you. The moment I saw you I knew you were different, you were special and you were mine. You make me sweat and you make me tremble, baby. I want this to go further. I want you in my life. I'm asking for a lot, I know that, but I swear to you that I will be faithful and true. Please take a chance on me; you won't regret it." Bryn leaned over and again kissed Cameron's knuckles before returning his gaze back to the shocked yet excited expression in his mate's eyes. 
 
    The room was suddenly swamped with the sweetest scent of arousal. His mate’s need was bathing him in the erotic aroma. Cameron was not immune to his dragon mate. Bryn could feel his dragon preening beneath the surface of his skin. He so wanted to come out and claim his mate who smelled so delicious.  
 
    "Yes, you are asking for a lot considering how we met. Normally, I wouldn't have given you the time of day. But you made me see beyond your crass, self-absorbed, hedonistic behavior." Cameron smiled and it was a teasing smile. Bryn was amazed at the powerful effect his mate's blossoming emotions were having on him. This was worth the one-hundred-year wait, definitely worth it. 
 
     “You have a pull that I can’t seem to resist and as hard as I try to ignore what I’m feeling, I can’t. I don’t know what it is about you, Bryn, but I like spending time with you and I am not averse to seeing you again.” Cameron chuckled. 
 
    Fuck me! This was more than he’d ever even hoped for. Cameron was really opening up and the guy was so precious. Soon he would have his mate right where he wanted him, in his home, in his bed screaming his name. 
 
    Cameron was shocked that such a man as Bryn Keith would state his feelings so clearly without any pretense. Being so close to achieving the beginning of his life goals, he probably shouldn’t complicate his life with relationship drama, but he wanted this. He wanted to see what Bryn saw in him and he wanted what Bryn was offering.  
 
    Cameron had been alone a long time and this taste of desire was heady for sure. He may be acting crazy but this seemed right, and Cameron always trusted his instincts. Bryn's eyes were flashing bright emerald green. It was strange yet beguiling since Cameron could not determine the light source that could cause such a reflection. It seemed to be an internal illumination rather than an external. 
 
    He leaned in closer for a better look and Bryn took the opportunity to pull him in for a hard, hungry kiss. Cameron caught his breath and froze for a moment before melting into the warm, intense invasion of his senses.  
 
    The kiss was mind-numbing and Cameron opened readily to Bryn's forceful tongue. He never experienced such a sensory overload as this, were all kisses this explosive or was it just Bryn? This was Cameron's first kiss so he didn't have anything to compare but he was certain that no one else could feel as good as Bryn Keith. 
 
    Bryn pulled back and looked like he would have liked to have continued but they were in a public place. Cameron did not feel the least bit embarrassed and did not look around to see if anyone was watching. Usually, that would be the first thing he did because he hated being singled out. But with Bryn it was different and when he kissed him the world around them did not exist. 
 
    “I don’t want our evening to be over. Would you like to go to a club or maybe even take a walk with me?” Bryn continued to hold Cameron’s hand as he waited for Cameron to decide. 
 
    “Yes, I’d like to take a walk and then maybe you and I could go to my place and talk.” Cameron offered and Bryn was immediately on his feet and pulling Cameron from his chair. 
 
    "Let's get out of here," Bryn stated after dropping enough cash on the table to cover the bill and a generous tip. Cameron pulled back slightly but Bryn did not release him. 
 
    “I’d like to you the bathroom first. I’ll meet you outside.” He said and Bryn begrudgingly released his hand. 
 
    "Okay, but I'll wait up front for you," Bryn told him and watched Cameron turn and head towards the restrooms. His body was hard and soft in just the right places. He watched his amazing ass so tempting in his snug jeans and groaned. Cameron wasn't the only one filling the room with arousal. 
 
    Cameron was feeling on top of the world when he stepped into the brightly lit restroom. After finishing and standing at the sink washing his hands, he stared at his reflection in the mirror and wondered how he got so lucky. He was smiling when someone came up behind him and in one quick strike slammed his face into the mirror.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    The attack was so fast and so unexpected that Cameron had no time to dodge or defend. He felt himself slipping to the floor as his vision began to narrow and go dark. 
 
    Bryn stood talking with Forbes as he waited for Cameron. Flynn had left to run an errand for Calum. After about ten minutes Bryn was overcome with a strange anxious feeling, and he became concerned. He and Forbes headed to the back to check on Cameron. Bryn opened the door and as soon as he stepped inside he saw Cameron lying on the cold tile floor and his face was covered in blood. 
 
    Bryn felt rage, panic, and helplessness all at the same time. He rushed over to him and was calling his name but he did not move. Bryn knelt down and tried to roll him over but Forbes stopped him. 
 
    "Calm down Bryn; you can't shift in here. You'll be no help to your mate if you shift." He heard Forbes but his dragon was desperately trying to take control. 
 
     Forbes eased Bryn back a bit so he could take over and assess Cameron’s injuries. Bryn hadn’t even been aware he was shifting, he was so scared for his mate and needing to defend. He shook his head trying to get his dragon back under control. Smoke and flames blew from his nose and mouth as he focused on his beautiful mate. Thank God that Forbes was present, he was the Clan medic and would be able to help Cameron. 
 
    “Is he okay?” Bryn crowded closer, the panic still in his voice and smoke still spilling form his nose.  
 
    “Yeah, I think he will be fine, but calm your shit because he’s waking up.” Forbes moved so Bryn could take Cameron in his arms.  
 
    "I'll get something to clean his face and disinfect the wounds," Forbes said as he left the bathroom. 
 
    Bryn smoothed the hair back from Cameron’s face and held him. “What happened, baby? Who did this to you?” Bryn saw the blood on the mirror and knew this was no accident. “Tell me who did this and I promise you they will never touch you again.” Bryn’s voice dropped to a deep growl sound and his eyes started to burn. He knew he was letting too much show so tried desperately to rein in his rage, but the blood on his mate was making his dragon go crazy. 
 
    Cameron came back slowly and the world around him came back into view. He was in Bryn’s arms and the man looked devastated. “Are you okay?” Cameron asked and Bryn gave him a half smile that did not reach his eyes. 
 
    “I’m supposed to ask you that.” Bryn pulled him closer and Cameron realized he was on the floor but was lying against Bryn who was kneeling. 
 
    Suddenly the memory came back as his face and his head began to throb. “My head hurts.” He couldn’t keep the slight whine out of his voice and Bryn responded with gathering him closer and dropping a kiss to the top of his head. 
 
    "I know it does, baby, and I'm sorry you're hurting. Forbes is getting something to clean you up and I'm going to take you to the hospital to be checked out." Bryn sounded more like himself and less growly but the color in his eyes was dancing like they were on fire. 
 
    "I can't go to the hospital," Cameron said and quickly looked away. 
 
    "Why not? Forbes said you might have a concussion and you need to have that checked." 
 
    “I can’t afford it. I don’t have insurance.” Cameron shifted his gaze back to Bryn. “Just take me home and I’ll sleep it off, I’ll be okay.” 
 
    "I know you're a very independent guy and crazy smart as well, but you're acting stupid right now. So, I'm going to tell you what's going to happen and you're going to agree. We can fight about it later after you're well." Cameron was brought up short and just silently listened, having no words at that moment to use against him. 
 
    "Okay, Forbes is a medic so he said you likely have a concussion which can bring with it many problems. He is going to clean you up, and then I am carrying you to his car and we are going to the hospital. I will pay the bill." He gave Cameron a stern look when he attempted to speak. "I will pay the bill and then you are going to do exactly as the doctor orders. Are we clear?" Cameron nodded and allowed Bryn to gather him close once again. 
 
    “I didn’t see who it was that hit me.” He said as Forbes entered and began treating the facial wounds. “He came up from behind. I knew there was someone in the stall but I don’t pay attention to people in the bathroom and I certainly didn’t expect him to hit me.” 
 
    “Do you remember anything about his height, clothing, anything?” Bryn spoke softly and gently urged him to think, but there was nothing.  
 
    "I didn't see anything. I'd just washed my hands and I was looking into the mirror when suddenly my face was smashing into it. He didn't say a word, that I can recall, he just attacked." 
 
    "There you go Cameron," Forbes stated as he finished. "Do you have pain anywhere else?" 
 
    “My ribs ache, but it might be from the fall.” 
 
    “May I check?” Cameron noticed that Forbes addressed that question to Bryn rather than him. Bryn nodded and Forbes raised Cameron’s shirt to check his ribs. When he touched the area, Cameron winced and pulled back. 
 
    "Yeah, it's tender but I don't think any ribs are broken. By the looks of it, I think he probably kicked you." Forbes glanced up at Bryn and then back to Cameron. 
 
    “But, you should have an x-ray to be certain.” Bryn pulled Cameron’s shirt down and then stood with Cameron still in his arms.  
 
    Bryn turned after thanking Forbes and carried Cameron out the door of the restroom down a short hall and out the back that leads to an alley. Cameron had never been carried in his life. He was not a small man, and he doubted anyone could carry him, until now. Bryn did it with ease as if he were carrying a child. Cameron knew the guy was strong just by looking at him but he didn't realize he was this strong. 
 
    Cameron held on as he was brought to the SUV parked near the back of the building. Bryn opened the front passenger door and carefully placed him on the seat and buckled him in.  
 
    “Just lay back and let me take care of you.” Bryn brushed his hand across Cameron’s forehead and bent placing a careful kiss to his lips. It was a loving kiss, one that said I care about what happens to you. Cameron felt himself falling deeper and deeper under the spell of Bryn Keith. He was so overcome by the concern that tears began to well in his eyes.  
 
    "It'll be okay, Cameron. I'll be with you; no one is going to touch you again." He kissed him again and then closed the door and rounded the vehicle and got seated behind the wheel. He turned and gave Cameron the sweetest smile before starting the vehicle and taking off. Cameron was beaten and his face hurt like a bitch but still, his heart fluttered and his breath caught at the look in Bryn's eyes and the softness of his touch. 
 
    "We can contact the police if you'd like to report this," Bryn asked but Cameron shook his head. He had no desire to be questioned and his life prodded by the police. 
 
    “It was probably just some asshole being his asshole self. They wouldn’t have any leads and it would be a waste of my time.” Cameron explained but truthfully, he didn’t want to take the risk of the police getting into his past and Bryn finding out too much too soon. He was finding that he liked Bryn and he didn’t want this weird little fantasy to end.  
 
    What would Bryn think of a guy who was abandoned not only by his mother but also his adoptive family? The humiliation stung every time it came to mind. The Franklin family made a big show of their generosity when they took him in and soon as he didn't measure up to their perceived ideals, he was out. No second chance, no explanation and no heart.  He hated those people and wished they'd never come into his life in the first place. 
 
    "I agree with you," Bryn said and surprised Cameron. "The police wouldn't have anything to go on and even if they did, I doubt they'd do much. The area is fairly open-minded but that all ends with the police. They wouldn't be sympathetic to a guy who got roughed up while on a date with another guy." 
 
    That was a definite eye-opener. Cameron had gotten so carried away that he'd forgotten bigots abounded. "Do you think that was the reason?" 
 
    “Maybe.” Bryn gave him a quick side glance before giving his attention back to the road ahead. “Do you have anyone in your life that might want to hurt you?” 
 
    “You mean do I have any enemies?” Cameron clarified and Bryn nodded. “Not that I’m aware of.” He thought about mentioning Liz but she didn’t do this and he didn’t want to open a can of worms better left closed. 
 
    They pulled into the hospital parking lot and Bryn once again did not allow him to walk the distance to the emergency room entrance. He held him secure in his arms and did not release him even when the nurse asked him to. Finally, after a staredown to end all staredowns, the nurse relented and just indicated for them to follow her to a room. 
 
    Bryn stayed with him throughout the examination, which included stitches, x-rays and a neurological exam. Cameron appreciated having him there taking his side and backing off the intrusive people. Cameron still had difficulty with authority figures and tended to cower. It was a holdover from his years in the system. It wasn’t something he was proud of and fought to overcome the weakness, but so far it remained fixed.   
 
    "Your nose isn't broken nor your ribs but they will both be tender for a couple of weeks. You do have a mild concussion, and you will need a lot of rest for the next couple of days. You'll also need to see your own doctor to follow up on your treatment and to check the stitches over your eye but they should dissolve without issue." The doctor said emotionless as he kept writing on his clipboard. "Because of the concussion it is important that you be monitored this evening. If you live alone it would be advisable to stay with a relative or friend." 
 
    Bryn was glad that Cameron didn’t fight him on staying in the room during his exam. He and his dragon would not tolerate the medical personnel looking at and touching what was theirs. He needed to protect and defend.  Although, Bryn was taken aback by the passive compliance of his usually obstinate mate. He scented the discomfort and veiled fear in the air and stepped closer to Cameron and took his hand. Not sure what was causing this reaction in his mate, he decided just to stay close. 
 
    “No one will bother you, baby. They will have to go through me first.” That pledge got him a small look of appreciation and a slight nod.   
 
    The examination discovered pretty much what Bryn had expected, so no surprises. When the doctor recommended he not be alone tonight, Bryn felt Cameron stiffen but he didn't say anything just gave the doctor a nod. Bryn had discovered over the past few days that Cameron would agree with people just to get them to stop talking and go away. He would then do whatever he damn well pleased. 
 
    He hated seeing his mate looking so invisible. He took Cameron’s chin and tilted his head up to look into his eyes. “You’re coming home with me. Don’t argue, the Lodge has plenty of room and it will give you the opportunity to meet the rest of my family and friends.” Bryn turned his attention to the doctor. 
 
    "Thank you; we'll be leaving now." He scooped Cameron off the bed and into his arms and headed for the door. 
 
    “Wait.” The doctor called. “I have a prescription for a pain reliever for Mr. Hayes and he needs to sign some papers regarding his treatment.  
 
    “Do you need pills for your pain, baby?” Bryn asked Cameron who immediately shook his head slowly. 
 
    “Keep it and send the bill to me, your nurse has all the information you need.” With that Bryn carried Cameron out of the hospital and deposited him back into the SUV.  
 
    “I don’t want to meet your friends looking like this.” Cameron was staring at himself in the visor mirror. “I look awful.” 
 
    “You look good to me, Cameron and I’m the only one that matters.” Bryn reached over and put his hand on Cameron’s knee and squeezed. “The stitches make you look rugged and mysterious.” Bryn heard a snort followed by a chuckle and he was pleased.  
 
    “I’m sorry the evening turned to shit like this. I shouldn’t have used the bathroom. Bathrooms never seem to be a good choice for me.” Cameron stated in all seriousness and Bryn lost it. He started to laugh so hard he nearly had to pull over. Cameron soon joined him and the heaviness in the air was dissipated.  
 
    “Yeah, public bathrooms, I think you should probably stay away from them.” Bryn turned to see Cameron wincing as his smile pulled on his stitches. When they pulled into the long drive leading to the Lodge, Cameron instantly sobered and stared ahead at the huge sprawling structure. 
 
    "You've done a lot of renovating. The last time I saw this place, it wasn't even half this size and the front had a balcony." 
 
    “Extensive renovations, we like our creature comforts. My Clan saved for a long time in anticipation of finding our place and we did not go cheap.” Bryn was proud of his home and his family and he knew that Cameron would be welcome and he hoped he would feel at home.  
 
    Cameron wasn't sure how he felt. Emotions were bombarding him and they were overwhelming. He wanted this man and he'd never wanted anyone, so the drive was confusing. Why this man? He was nothing like Cameron thought he wanted. Bryn was wild and unpredictable and his behavior had been appalling so why did he ache to have Bryn kiss him again? 
 
    Bryn again carried him from the car to the house. "I can walk Bryn," Cameron said but Bryn didn't put him down. He opened the door and carried Cameron into a grand looking entrance hall and then left into a larger area that looked like a living room with a fireplace, sofas and stuffed chairs but was the size of a ballroom. Cameron was rarely impressed, but this renovation was impressive. 
 
    Bryn sat him on a sofa near the fireplace and stood beside him. Not long after several large, intimidating men started filing into the room. The first one was bigger than the rest and that was saying something because they were all big. He came up to Bryn and hugged him tightly and congratulated him. 
 
    Bryn turned to Cameron with a satisfied smile. “Cameron this is my brother Calum. Calum this is Cameron Hayes.” Cameron instinctively pulled back uncomfortable at being the focus of attention. Calum bent at the waist and reached out his hand towards Cameron. His body language was non-threatening and his expression was open. 
 
    "Pleased to meet you, Cameron. My brother has spoken very highly of you." His tone was so welcoming that Cameron felt himself relax and take his hand. 
 
    “Pleased to meet you too, sir.” 
 
    “Calum, call me Calum.” Cameron nodded but he wasn’t sure he would ever feel a level of comfort that would allow him to call this man by his first name. He was the leader of this group of men and Cameron was an outsider. 
 
    Bryn introduced him to the others and Cameron committed each name to memory. This was important for some reason he knew that it was and he didn't want to offend anyone. The last two men, Chance and Dane, were small and less intimidating but they were handsome men. 
 
    Bryn sat down next to him and pulled him close to his side. Cameron didn't know what to say; he wasn't good in crowds, damn he wasn't good period. Socializing was his greatest torment but thankfully Bryn took over the conversation and Cameron was only required to nod and comment here and there. 
 
    They discussed what happened at the restaurant and Calum assured Cameron that the attacker would be found and dealt with. Cameron wasn’t sure what he meant but didn’t question him. They all seemed caring and supportive and Cameron couldn’t understand why but it felt right. He believed them when they said he was welcome and they were glad he was there. 
 
    Bryn was proud of his mate and enjoyed showing him off but Cameron needed rest, so he said their good nights and once again scooped him up into his arms and carried him upstairs. 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    "You're going to be staying in my room; I hope you don't have any objections." Bryn went straight to his room and pushed open the door with his hip and carried Cameron over to the large bed situated in the middle of the room and sat him down. 
 
    “I can sleep on the floor but I would prefer to sleep in the bed with you. I just want to hold you and keep an eye on you.” Bryn wanted to do a lot more than that but his mate was injured and needed to heal. 
 
    Cameron looked around the room and then back at Bryn. "You're welcome to share the bed. I don't mind; I'd love to have you hold me and… maybe more." 
 
    Cameron did not play games and Bryn didn't wait for any more invitation than that, he began to unbutton Cameron's shirt and quickly slipped it off and laid it on a chair. He followed that with his t-shirt and then his shoes, socks and finally his jeans. Cameron was left with only his gray cotton briefs and what a wonderful sight he was with his softness and pure white skin marred only by the few bruises on his left side. But even with the injuries, he was a vision to behold. His body was soft perfect. 
 
    Cameron shifted and tried to cover his stomach with his arm but Bryn pushed him back onto the bed and pinned his arms to his sides. “Don’t hide from me, baby. I want to see all of you.” Bryn was barely able to control himself when the sudden rush of arousal greeted him after his words. Cameron was not hiding anything from him. 
 
    Bryn moved back and slowly began to disrobe. “If this isn’t what you want or if you’re too sore, just tell me. I won’t be mad and we can lay down and just cuddle, no pressure baby.” Bryn watched and waited as Cameron considered his words. 
 
    “I want this, Bryn but I’ve never done this before. I have no skills and no experience.” Cameron spoke clearly but there was a noticeable hitch in his voice that betrayed his nerves. His eyes scanned the room avoiding contact with Bryn’s burning gaze. 
 
    Bryn felt his skin prickle at the news that his mate was pure and untouched. He did not deserve such a gift after his year of debauchery but he was beyond thrilled by the fact his mate would only know him and no one else, ever. All this beauty was for him and him alone. He sensed his dragon getting impatient so stripped down to his jeans and kicked off his boots.  
 
    He crawled up onto the bed and straddled Cameron who was still lying where he put him. He loved a man who could be patient. He finally looked at Bryn with that shy trepidation that made Bryn want to eat him right up. 
 
    "I'll take good care of you Cameron, so just relax and let it happen, sweetheart." Cameron gave one quick nod and seemed to try to relax. Bryn began to rub his arms up and down in a sensuous motion that gave Bryn the much-needed touch his dragon craved. 
 
    He then moved to Cameron’s chest and down his to his abdomen. He felt his mate stiffen but used the skin to skin contact to sooth his insecurities. He saw his mate as the most beautiful being in existence.  
 
    "I love your body, Cameron. There isn't anything about you that doesn't excite me." He kept up the lustful litany of praise as he worked his way down Cameron's body. His kissed and touched every inch of flesh and elicited the heart-stopping sounds of pure ecstasy from his blissed-out mate. 
 
    Cameron was coming out of his skin and losing his mind at the sensations Bryn was causing. He’d never known such pleasure and was greedy for more. Bryn was naked to the waist and his solid muscled chest and arms were a beauty for the ages in Cameron’s opinion. Not that he’s seen many but Bryn’s body was making his mouth water. 
 
    Bryn was talking and humming as he kissed his way down to Cameron's cock which was harder than stone and throbbing like a bitch. The vibration was intensifying Cameron's pleasure and he wasn't sure he would last much longer. He felt his briefs being removed as he felt Bryn's breath ghost over the surface of his heated member.  If Bryn touched his cock, he would blow no doubt as his body thrilled with the feelings Bryn was causing to rush through him. 
 
    Cameron’s body was burning and shaking and his muscles were tightening and threatening to release. He moaned loud and buried his hands in Bryn’s hair when he suddenly deep throated Cameron’s leaking cock.  
 
    He lost it in seconds in an explosive release so tremendous that spots danced before his eyes and his breath caught in his throat along with his heart. He held on as Bryn sucked him dry and did not let him go until he was utterly spent.   
 
    "Yeah, that's it, Cameron, scream my name," Bryn said as he ran his tongue up the underside of Cameron's softening member. Cameron hadn't even been aware that he had screamed but the raw feeling in his throat was a testament that he had. 
 
    He felt Bryn move slightly and notice that he was easing himself out of his jeans. It was then that Cameron realized that Bryn's finger was thrusting in and out of his ass. Cameron felt the intrusion but it was not uncomfortable as he thought it would be. Of course, it was just his finger and by the size of the man, his cock was going to be much larger than his finger. 
 
    Cameron was amazed that he could even manage a functioning thought after the mind-blowing blow job of a few minutes ago. Although he hadn't felt Bryn breach him, so he wasn't completely coherent. The finger turned into two as he felt Bryn stretching him and preparing him. The feeling was strange but titillating and Cameron found that he was moving in rhythm with Bryn’s thrusts.  
 
    Bryn moved up and kicked off his jeans revealing to Cameron that he was wearing no underwear and the thought was so wild, so Bryn. The cock that came into view had Cameron’s hole clenching around the fingers that were preparing him. 
 
    “Easy now, I know I look intimidating but you were made for me baby. I’ll fit and you’ll love it, I promise.” Bryn was using a lot of lube and Cameron could feel it slick and warm as Bryn continued to thrust his fingers and now there were four. Bryn was a big man and Cameron would be lying if he claimed not to be worried about taking him fully inside. But with that said, Cameron could not wait to try.  
 
    “Open your eyes, Cameron, watch me as I take you.” Cameron hadn’t even been aware that he had closed them. Bryn removed his fingers and moved to cover Cameron’s body with his own. The hard hills and plains of Bryn’s body pressed into the softness of his and Cameron was awash with the need for more and faster.  
 
    Bryn was holding on by a thread; he could feel his dragon on the edge and staring down at his mate. His dragon was very pleased and wanted to come out and play. He reveled in having his mate under him and asking for more. 
 
    “Move your legs apart, baby and let me in.” Bryn settled between his mate’s thighs and just rode him for a few minutes getting him all hot and bothered and begging for completion. He placed the head of his aching cock at the opening of Cameron’s channel and began to push forward inch by inch. He kept a close eye on Cameron’s expressions making sure he was not in any pain or discomfort. He wouldn’t hurt this man for the world. 
 
    “More Bryn.” Cameron moaned and rolled his head from side to side. Bryn slid completely inside in one thrust and then held himself still as Cameron adjusted to the size of his cock. He was stretching his poor mate to the limit but he looked like he was enjoying it. 
 
    "You okay, Cameron," Bryn said and dropped a kiss to his trembling lips. Cameron nodded and held Bryn's gaze. "Wrap your legs around me and hold on, baby." Cameron did as he was told and Bryn started a punishing rapid pounding of Cameron's virgin hole. The act was raw and wild and Bryn was completely in his element. 
 
    Cameron was shocked at the burning pleasure that shot through his veins once Bryn began to hammer his massive cock into Cameron’s tight hole. He had never felt anything so visceral and brutal and yet loving and possessive.  
 
    The moans and screams from the twink came back to mind but Cameron dismissed them immediately, this was his time and there was no room for others. Bryn was here with him and that was the only thing that mattered at this moment. He felt himself rising to another orgasm and soon felt the tightening of his muscles as he, once again came in rapid streams, covering Bryn’s chest with his warm seed. 
 
    He saw Bryn smile and saw a flash in his eyes that looked otherworldly. A light was shining from within and Cameron was mesmerized by the effect. He was certain that Bryn’s face looked as if it were covered in iridescent scales that came and went so fast he wasn’t sure if it was real or a product of his ecstasy.  
 
    Bryn buried himself deep and held himself there as he exploded filling his mate full of stream after stream of his seed. He wasn’t going to do it but his dragon was too close and as he came he struck, sinking his teeth into Cameron’s shoulder and marking him as the dragon’s mate and sealing their bond.  He should have explained things first but it was primal and he was helpless to hold back his dragon when Cameron held him so tight and responded so passionately to their lovemaking. 
 
    He was glad that Cameron seemed to overlook the fact that he didn’t use a condom and he wasn’t about to draw attention to it. As a dragon shifter, he could not contract or pass on diseases but he could not explain that to his mate just yet.  He pulled out gradually and then massaged Cameron’s swollen entrance easing the soreness and wiping away the seed that had escaped.  
 
    Cameron felt his entire body shudder when Bryn bit him. It was so unexpected and so erotic. He never guessed that he would find such pleasure in being bitten, but he did and he hoped Bryn would do it again.  
 
    As the haze in his mind began to clear, Cameron discovered he had a blistering need to hold Bryn close. It was a desire that had been on a slow boil for the past few days but right now it was overriding every other need like an obsession. He held onto Bryn as he moved to lay beside him. 
 
    Cameron was tied to this man in a way he couldn't understand, but he also felt no desire to fight the compulsion. He was content, satisfied in a way he'd never been. He belonged here, with this man, it was his destiny. The understanding was clear; he just hoped that Bryn was feeling the same because he didn't think he would be able to give him up. 
 
    Cameron hadn’t touched his emotions in years for fear they would destroy him. His past was cold and brutal and he never wanted to open himself up to that kind of pain again. But here he was losing himself in this very unlikely lover and not freaking out about it. He was suddenly too tired to think about it any longer and turned to bury his face against Bryn’s shoulder and drink in the musky masculine scent of his amazing lover. 
 
    “You take my breath away, beautiful.” Bryn crooned to his mate as he grabbed his shirt from the floor and wiped away the seed drying on their chests. “Now relax and get some sleep while I hold you.” Bryn covered them both with the comforter and then pulled a very lethargic Cameron into his arms and tucked him up close. Having his mate claimed and here in his arms was more than he deserved. 
 
    … 
 
    When Cameron woke, he felt better than he had in a long time. Considering he had his face busted up last night and ended up in the emergency room, that was really saying something. Having his sexy biker boyfriend close by was good for his health and, he admitted, the man was becoming addictive.  
 
    When he turned to look at the handsome man lying next to him holding him snug, he looked right into the sparkling depths of his lover’s green eyes. Bryn was awake and watching him and it made him feel important, special even, to have those eyes on him.  
 
    “How do you feel this morning?” Bryn reached up and pushed the mass of brown curls out of Cameron’s eyes. Cameron moved closer to Bryn even though the man was holding him with one arm under him and a leg tossed over him.  
 
    “I feel better, my face hardly hurts and my ribs don’t hurt at all.” Cameron was amazed at his recovery. All things were going right for him it seemed, apart from being attacked in the bathroom. That thought had him sobering and casting his gaze down to Bryn’s hairy chest. 
 
    Bryn saw the change in his mate and quickly cupped his cheek and brought his eyes back to his. "What is it, Cameron? Is something wrong?" Cameron stared at him but said nothing. "Something is bothering you; please tell me." 
 
    “I was trying to figure out why someone would do this to me, or to anyone really. It’s just random hate and that’s hard to understand.” He reached up and ran his fingers down the center of Bryn’s chest and Bryn moaned from the sensuousness of that mere touch.  
 
    "We'll figure this out. My family are very good at getting the answers they want. We'll protect you, Cameron." Bryn kissed him and relished the soft loveliness of the sweetest lips in the universe. 
 
    "I have things that I need to tell you if you really want a relationship with me beyond last night." Cameron decided to tell him everything, all the things he kept hidden from everyone. He didn't want pity or to be thought of as unlovable, so he'd kept it all in when he moved here to go to school. 
 
    “I’m not letting you go. I know that probably sounds sudden but I knew that I wanted you the moment I saw you in line.” Bryn wished he had better words to describe what he was feeling and the earth-shattering realness of his devotion but he did the best he could. In the end, he let his dragon peek through knowing that Cameron would be helpless not to respond to him. 
 
    Cameron took a deep breath and began not sure how Bryn would react, but it was better to get the embarrassing things out in the open. He enjoyed meeting Bryn's family and friends and he hoped they liked him. That gave him pause for thought considering he hadn't cared whether people liked him or not until he met Bryn. His closed-off existence was coming to a magnificent end. 
 
    “I know you probably looked me up online, like I did you, but there is a lot of things not readily available and much of my history is not open to the public.” There that was a start. He noticed Bryn just laid there stroking Cameron’s arm and listening. “I spent the first seven years of my life in care. My mother lost custody when I was three and by five she lost her parental rights. I spent the next two years in foster care and was adopted by a family in Salt Lake City when I was seven.” He paused again because this was the first time he shared this story with anyone. The only people who knew were the people involved.  
 
    "An incident happened when I turned sixteen and they went back to court and reversed the adoption subsequently sending me back to foster care." Cameron started talking faster because he just wanted just to get it out there. "I petitioned the court and was emancipated. I've always been self-reliant and I was well able to care for myself. I'd already graduated high school and was accepted to UW." He stopped and looked at Bryn; he had realized that he was staring over Bryn's shoulder at a spot on the wall. 
 
    "Hayes is not my real name; I don't have a real name. I didn't want my mother's name and I certainly didn't want to keep their name, so I took Hayes because it was the first name that came to me. It was the name of one of my old social workers." Cameron knew he had to tell him the incident, it was ridiculous and overblown but it ended his world as he knew it. 
 
    "I had a best friend once; his name was Michael Shannon. We met in middle school and I thought he was someone I could trust and I always thought he had my back. Michael was bisexual and had dated both guys and girls through high school. His family was not aware of his orientation so when they caught him with a guy he blamed it all on me." Cameron gave a grim chuckle at the absurdity of it. 
 
    “He told them that I was gay and that I was trying to turn him gay. He managed to turn their entire focus to me and painted me as some sort of degenerate gay villain. My adoptive parents were notified and they demanded to know if it was true. I asked them which part, that I’m gay or that I’m trying to turn Michael gay? They didn’t appreciate my sarcasm and things just went completely to hell after that. I found myself back in the care of the State of Utah within twenty-four hours with only the clothes on my back.” Cameron finished and took a deep breath. 
 
    Bryn reached up and brushed a tear from Cameron’s cheek. “I knew most of that already, Kyle, my cousin, is a beast with the computer and he can pull out things that most can’t find. The court was in your favor Cameron as were many of the social workers involved. No one blamed you and the reason for the break down in the adoption was not stated. The Judge kept it out of the record.” Bryn pulled his mate closer and thanked him for telling him about his past. 
 
    “This doesn’t change anything for me, Cameron. If you can accept me, a biker with a questionable reputation then I can certainly overlook your poor choice in adoptive parents.” Cameron laughed and the mood was lightened.  
 
    "You are something else, Bryn Keith." Cameron wrapped his arms around the big man and hugged him tightly. 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    They played around in the shower and Bryn taught Cameron new positions and new delights as he also washed him clean. His hands were skilled at pulling every ounce of excited pleasure from Cameron. So many new experiences were making Cameron’s head spin but it was all good. Bryn told him that he too had a secret that needed to be disclosed and that they would discuss it once he returned with lunch.  
 
    He left him with orders to rest, so he put on the sweatpants and t-shirt Bryn had given him and crawled back into bed. He completely forgot about his schedule and the fact that Dr. Malport had expected him at noon. 
 
    Bryn pulled together a quick lunch from the kitchen but was stopped by Calum before he had a chance to rush back upstairs to his mate. He sat the tray on the island and gave Calum his attention.  
 
    “You claimed him, Bryn?” He asked with his arms crossed over his chest. It was a stance that made Bryn unsure of what the right answer would be. 
 
    “Yes, I didn’t plan on it but circumstances were such that my dragon and I took the opportunity. I know I should have talked to him first, but I just had to have him. I had to know he was mine.” Bryn waited for his brother’s comment. 
 
    "Good work brother. Cameron needs you and the sooner the bond was established, the better for you both. You did well; I'm very proud of you." Calum took him in a brief but forceful hug and then stepped back. "Introduce him to your dragon and get him on board." 
 
    “Thanks, Calum.” Bryn nodded and couldn’t suppress the big cheesy smile on his face. “He’s so . . . .” Bryn fell off and Calum finished for him. 
 
    “Perfect.” 
 
    “Yes, perfect, absolutely perfect and he is all mine.” 
 
    Cameron called in to tell Dr. Malport that he'd had an accident and he would see him tomorrow. He was feeling just about back to himself which was a surprise. The bruises were already fading and the cuts on his face were nearly healed. He didn't tell Dr. Malport about Bryn; it wasn't something he wanted to discuss with someone who was just a boss and acquaintance. He did tell him he was staying with a friend and would see him tomorrow. 
 
    When he closed his phone, Bryn came into the room carrying a tray with an assortment of items. The sandwiches looked good, and so did the fruit. Bryn was not a cook obviously but considering his other skills Cameron would let him slide when it came to kitchen duty.  They sat and ate and then Bryn scooted up onto the bed beside Cameron and took his hand. 
 
    The fear that flashed through Cameron was nearly crippling. He was certain that Bryn was going to give him the brush off. He was going to tell him it was nice but it was time to move on. His heart stopped as he waited for Bryn’s first words. 
 
    “There’s something very important that you need to know, but you can’t share the information with anyone. This involves my entire clan and our Circle back home.” Bryn was wearing only his jeans and he looked delicious and lustful thoughts began to push out the scared thoughts in Cameron’s head. 
 
    Bryn was knocked over by the sudden scent of arousal that filled the room. His mate liked the way he looked and Bryn was so flattered that he almost forgot what he was doing. Bryn was ready to lay out his mate for another round but he had things to tell him first, important things. 
 
    "Okay before I get sidetracked by your beautiful body, we need to talk." He noticed Cameron straighten and give him his full attention; he also felt the arousal fade and disappointment began to take its place. Bryn rushed ahead in hopes of putting his mind at ease. Bryn wanted his mate more than he wanted his next breath and it was important to him that Cameron knows that. 
 
    "I'm different, Cameron and not just in a handsome bad boy biker sort of way. I and my clan, the men you met last night, are more than what meets the eyes." Damn this was so fucking hard. He let his eyes flash and saw the surprise on Cameron's face. He then let his dragon shift slightly and graze the edges of his appearance. Cameron pulled back and the surprise deepened to mild shock. 
 
    “What is this Bryn?” His voice sounded brittle and Bryn didn’t like it. 
 
    "It's me; it's who I am and more." Bryn moved to kneel next to Cameron who was still seated on the bed but had his back to the headboard now. 
 
    “What are you?” This time it was a stifled whisper. Bryn weighed his options and decided against shifting. He would use his words and push the truth and honesty of his words to his mate through their bond.  
 
    “I’m a shifter, do you know of shifters?” 
 
    "No, no." He said and shook his head. "This is real; this isn't a joke?" 
 
    "Not a joke and it is nothing you need to fear. You are my mate, Cameron." Bryn was becoming desperate. 
 
    Bryn let his dragon flash briefly across his face. Cameron stiffened his back against the headboard in response but did not speak. Bryn could feel his confusion but continued to push through their growing bond that he was safe and there was nothing to be afraid of. 
 
    He wasn’t trying to run so that was a plus but his face said he wasn’t completely okay. 
 
    “I’m a shifter, Cameron. We’ve existed for as long as humans have existed. I’m not a danger to you.” Bryn continued to push that Cameron was safe with him and he began to feel Cameron relax but only slightly. He took a deep breath and spoke. 
 
    “How is this possible? How is it that no one knows? What are you?” The last question came out with a shadow of judgment and it caused Bryn to pull back. 
 
    "I'm not a monster, Cameron." Before he could say more, there came a loud banging on his door. "Come in." He barked and Angus stepped into the room. Bryn swung his gaze to Angus with a sharp look of irritation, 
 
    “There’s a man downstairs that who is insisting on seeing your mate. His name is Dr. Malport from the University and he is under the impression that we are holding Cameron hostage.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” Bryn shook his head. Everything was going so well and then suddenly it all starts to crumble. He could feel his mate’s relief when he heard the name and it was like a punch to the gut. Cameron was looking to someone else for protection. 
 
    "Calum would like you both to come downstairs." With that Angus turned and left the room closing the door behind him. 
 
    They followed not long after Angus. Cameron didn’t have a lot to say and Bryn wasn’t sure how to continue forward with his explanation at this juncture. Before they left the room, Bryn touched Cameron’s shoulder and he turned to him. The confusion was still present but the negative emotions were gone.  
 
    "Don't shut me out, Cameron. We belong together, you can feel it as clearly as I can." 
 
    Cameron ducked his head and after a short paused responded. “I need to think, Bryn.” 
 
    Dr. Malport accepted that Cameron was there of his own free will but did not appear to approve. After only a few minutes of hesitation, Cameron asked Dr. Malport to drive him home. Bryn's heart fell at his feet but he did not try to stop him no matter how hard his dragon pushed him. 
 
    He stood on the porch with his brother beside him and watched his mate leave him. 
 
    “I tried to explain to him what I am but it didn’t come out right. He’s confused and probably thinks I’m insane.” 
 
    "He'll be back," Calum assured him. "He's your mate, you've claimed him and you are destined to be together. He'll be back.” 
 
    Bryn went to the kitchen and poured himself a cup of coffee and sat at the island. He had to come up with a way to see his mate again. His mind was chaotic after everything that had happened and then having his mate walk away. He couldn’t seem to sort out his thinking and his dragon was no help at all.  
 
    Calum and Forbes joined him after a few minutes. 
 
    “We have news on your mate’s attacker. It wasn’t random.” Calum stated. That captured Bryn’s attention and he thoughts immediately cleared. 
 
    “Who and why?” He asked as his dragon bristled with the need to go to protect its mate. 
 
    "When I went to the restaurant this morning, I checked out the bathroom where your mate was attacked and I scented a wolf," Forbes informed. 
 
    “Why didn’t we smell him last night?” 
 
    “The blood, the panic, it obscured a scent that was already being cloaked. But this morning the other smells were gone and the faint scent of wolf remained.” Forbes finished. 
 
    “The wolf cloaked his scent, not very well, but good enough to go unnoticed in the midst of all the heightened emotions. There was no trace of him anywhere in the building except the bathroom and the back door. It appears he was there to hurt Cameron.” Calum placed his hand on staying him as he attempted to jump to his feet with the intention of racing to his mate’s side. 
 
    "Cameron is safe; I have Ewan watching him. He's never met Ewan, so he will be unaware that he is being guarded. You need to give him some space. If anything happens, Ewan is more than capable of handling it. Let's go to the restaurant and see if we can find anything that will lead us to the wolf." 
 
    … 
 
    Cameron felt awful. He couldn't get the look of hurt and disappointment on Bryn's face out of his mind. Thankfully Dr. Malport didn't ask a lot of questions, just lectured him on the dangers of becoming involved with someone like Bryn Keith. He wasn't listening though because Dr. Malport didn't know Bryn or any of the other men at the Lodge. They weren't a threat to him; he knew that as clearly as he knew his own name. So why did he run away? That was the question he had to figure out. 
 
    After Dr. Malport dropped him at his apartment, Cameron just wanted to go to bed and sleep for a few years. He tossed and turned unable to get Bryn’s sad face out of his thoughts. How a man that dark and fierce could also look so sad was breaking Cameron’s heart.  
 
    Cameron knew how it felt to have people turn their back on you and yet he did it to Bryn. The man had managed to touch a part of him that he’d buried years ago. They only knew each other for a few days but he felt as if he knew Bryn better than he knew anyone in his life right now. Their time together had been short but intense. He should call him and apologize for leaving. He should have given him time to explain himself further. 
 
    For as much as Bryn’s claims seemed unbelievable, he knew in his heart that it was all true. He saw his eyes and he saw his face change, Bryn was more than just a man. 
 
    Cameron threw back the blankets and got up; there was no use trying to rest. As he walked to the small kitchenette not far from his bed, his doorbell rang and whoever it was they were insistent. 
 
    He was not pleased when the person on the other side of the door turned out to be Liz and not Bryn. His heart sank and his irritation rose. 
 
    "What the hell do you want?" He snapped and stood in the doorway refusing her entry. 
 
    “I want to apologize for acting so stupid on Saturday. I was just pissed that you got the guy that I wanted.” He words floored him so much that he blinked several times to clear his vision and make sure it was Liz standing there. 
 
    "I get carried away sometimes and I'm sorry. I'm not interested in that guy; it's just that I have this selfish streak that runs very deep." She gave a weak smile. "I don't have any friends, Cameron and you’re the only person who ever put up with me. Maybe we can have coffee this week sometime and I’ll try to act like a civilized human being for once.” She fell silent and Cameron could sense her genuine remorse.  
 
    “Yes, that would be nice.” Cameron decided to give her another chance.  
 
    “Thank you, Cameron.” She left after they arranged to have coffee on Thursday. 
 
    Cameron closed the door and shook his head. That was not expected. Perhaps he should have called Liz on her shit long ago. 
 
    He was turned to get a bottle of water from his small fridge when his doorbell started again, thinking that it was Liz and that she’d forgotten something he opened the door with a smile only to be greeted by an angry little man with a gun. 
 
    … 
 
    Bryn followed Calum into the bathroom and the scent was still there. The realization of who it was sent a bold of stark panic through him and his dragon began to whine for release. 
 
    “You know this wolf?” Calum questioned. 
 
    “Yes, he’s the man I was with the night I met Cameron.” Bryn winced under the cold judgment that flashed across his brother’s face. 
 
    “He’s a wolf, Bryn and he’s gotten possessive.” Calum’s concern was clear, Cameron was not safe. “We need to get to your mate immediately.” He turned to Forbes and spoke. “Contact Ewan and give him the information and tell him not to let Cameron out of his sight.” They rushed from the building and jumped into Calum’s truck and sped away from the curb. 
 
    “I knew he wanted more but I thought if I ignored him he’d go away. I never thought he would hurt Cameron.” Bryn wanted Calum to understand. 
 
    “I know Bryn.” Calum reached over and patted Bryn’s thigh assuring him that everything will be okay. “We’ll get your mate and bring him back to the lodge. He’s one of us now and we protect our own.” Bryn nodded but still felt like a first-class fool for messing things up so superbly. 
 
    Before they reached Cameron's apartment building, Calum received an urgent call from Forbes. "Ewan said Cameron just left the building with a man that fits the description of the wolf. They're in a yellow compact heading out on Snowy Range Road towards the mountains. He's following but can't interfere until they get out of town, too many witnesses. He said that he has eyes on Cameron and he has not been hurt, yet." 
 
    The ‘yet’ in that statement sent Bryn out of his mind. He was desperately trying to hold it together throughout the conversation but the ‘yet’ was more than he and his dragon were prepared to endure. He started to shift right there downtown Laramie, just a few blocks from the University.  
 
    Calum turned to Bryn and in the most commanding and deadly voice ever, it was his dragon talking, ordered him to stop. Calum was not speaking to Bryn at that moment but rather his dragon. Instantly Bryn managed to pull himself back from the edge of a shift and instead yelled out his anger and frustration. Thoughts of Cameron getting hurt again were too much to bear, so he put his focus on finding his mate and ending the wolf. 
 
    “There he is, up ahead.” Calum drew Bryn’s attention to Ewan who was on his bike and several blocks ahead of him they saw the yellow compact. Bryn wanted to shift and save his mate, but he knew that was impossible. They had to wait until the wolf left town. The waiting was excruciating.  
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Cameron wished he hadn't left the Lodge. If he'd acted like a man instead of a stupid child, he'd be in Bryn's arms right now instead of sitting next to this psycho with a gun. He glanced at the gun in the man's lap and wondered if he had a chance. 
 
    “Don’t even think about it.” The twink spat. I don’t need this gun to kill you. I would snap your neck before you made the first move. 
 
    Cameron did not respond, but the guy seemed a little small to have that kind of strength. Although Cameron was not in the frame of mind to test him. His anxiety was peaking just as a wash of comfort enveloped him. He breathed it in and the tension began to drain away. He felt safe even though he was in this car with a madman. 
 
    “Do you recognize me?” The man barked at him. 
 
    "Yes, you were in the bathroom with Bryn Keith at a party I was at on Friday." Cameron thought maybe it would be wise to get him talking. His newfound confidence and sense of security went far in helping him to think clearly. This man was not going to hurt him; he knew that for a fact. Bryn was speaking to him and telling him he was there and he would save him. Cameron was filled with a sense of peace that allowed him to study the man next to him. 
 
    "He was with me until you showed up. I am so much more than you, but he felt like giving a pity fuck, I guess." He gave Cameron a disparaging side eyed once over. "Now it's time for you to get lost because Bryn belongs to me." The man was yelling now but Cameron managed to keep the calm Bryn was bathing him in. It was freeing to not be in the depths of the emotional pit that this man was yelling from. Cameron was clear-headed and confident. 
 
    The car left the town proper and was taking a road that Cameron was not familiar with. The houses got less and less and then they turned down a dirt road that cut through some trees and up the side of a small hill. It was then that the world exploded and his rescue became real. 
 
    The moment the car turned into the trees and began to climb the small incline into the obscurity of the trees, Ewan dropped his bike and Calum and Bryn jumped from the truck and the three of them shifted.  
 
    Smoke, fire and the sound of bending steal filled the air. Bryn snatched his mate from the front seat the moment the roof had been torn off the car. He held him tight to his chest with one talon as he lifted, hovering just below the treetops. He wanted his sweet mate out of the way as Calum and Ewan dealt with the wolf. 
 
    Cameron was lifted out of the melee and was held secure by a very large and beautiful dragon. Bryn was a dragon shifter and the truth of that was right there holding him. The craziness of it fled his mind and the reality of it took over. Down below two dragons, one massive in size made short work of the little compact car. The massive dragon shifted into Bryn’s brother Calum and he held tight to the throat of Cameron’s attacker while the other blew out a tunnel of blue flame. The car and the surrounding area was reduced to dust in the matter of seconds. 
 
    Cameron thought Bryn would set him down and shift but instead, he started to fly away with Cameron tucked up close shielded from the wind. He flew fast and low keeping to the trees until they came out into a large clearing that Cameron recognized. They were in the back of the Lodge. 
 
    Bryn set him down and then landed next to him and shifted in the blink of an eye; he went from a gorgeous beast of mythology to the gorgeous man of Cameron's dreams. He rushed to him and gathered Cameron into his arms and just held him. Cameron could feel Bryn's heart beating hard and his breath was fanning the top of his head. 
 
    "I'm sorry, baby, I'm sorry I didn't get to you sooner. Are you well, did he hurt you?" Bryn was a little frantic, so Cameron wrapped his arms around Bryn's waist and tried to comfort him in the way Bryn had comforted him. He smoothed his palm up and down his back and kept assuring him he was okay and that he'd saved him. 
 
    “Oh, Cameron, I love you so much. Please stay, don’t leave me again.” Bryn rained kisses all over Cameron’s face and neck as he spoke. 
 
    "I'll stay, I want to stay. I was so sorry for leaving; I should have let you explain." Cameron continued to rub Bryn's back and shoulders and he felt his dragon mate settle down. "You're a dragon." He said with a smile. 
 
    “Yes, I am and you are my mate.” 
 
    “I felt you in my mind, you calmed me and made me feel safe.” 
 
    “I claimed you last night when I bit you. It bonded us, our lives and our very souls are tied together now. We will be able to feel each other’s moods and communicate with thoughts and feelings. There are other aspects such as rapid healing, as you’ve noticed and other things that I’ll explain to you later.” Bryn was talking fast because he was getting anxious to have his mate indoors and all to himself.  
 
    Bryn picked Cameron up into his arms and carried him quickly to his room where he once again, deposited his mate gently onto the bed. “I can’t be apart from you Cameron. Move in with me. Take a chance on me, baby.” 
 
    “Are you asking me to marry you after knowing you only four days?” Cameron teased. 
 
    “I’m asking you to be the dragon’s beloved mate. I’ll marry you, sing for you, do your laundry, anything it takes to keep you here by my side.” Bryn sat down beside him and pulled him into his arms.  
 
    “That’s quite an offer.” Cameron leaned over and kissed him quick on the lips. “I want to be near you. Being apart from you felt wrong and my heart ached for you. I love you too Bryn. It was a shock but I know what I feel for you is too deep and too important to be anything other than love. I didn’t even like you in the beginning but every moment I spent with you I fell further and further under your spell.” Bryn cupped the side of his head and gave him a powerfully possessive kiss that had him gasping for air. 
 
    “I love the way you kiss me.” Cameron let go of every fear and all his walls came down. He was going to take a chance on this extraordinary man. 
 
    “I love the way you feel.” Bryn rolled Cameron onto his back and then began kissing him with a need and hunger that annihilated any shred of reserve that still existed. “I’m going to take you to the moon and back baby.” 
 
    "Ready and waiting lover," Cameron answered and held on tight for the ride. With a dragon for a mate and a clan of dragons at his back, he was feeling unstoppable. Life, love, and family were his for the taking. 
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
    “What happened to the guy who kidnapped me?” Cameron asked the following morning as they all sat in the kitchen having breakfast. Bryn was very caring and attentive as he made sure Cameron’s coffee was filled, along with his plate. He hovered, a lot, and Cameron ate it up. The other men in the room just kept smiling and shaking their heads. 
 
    Ewan was going to answer Cameron but Calum entered at that moment. “The boss took care of it.” Ewan said and passed the conversation to Calum. 
 
    Calum took a seat on the opposite side of the island next to his mate, Chance, who had a ready cup of coffee for him. “Thank you, my love.” He said before turning his attention to Bryn and Cameron. 
 
    “His name is Jason Pearson and he is a member of the Fort Collins wolf pack. Apparently, neither his pack or his Alpha were aware that he was in Laramie. The last time they heard from him he was attending school in Denver and they assumed he was still there.” Calum took a long sip of his coffee before continuing.  
 
    “I delivered him back to his Alpha for punishment. They stated they would provide restitution for the harm committed by their pack member. I don’t know what that entails but the Alpha said it would arrive within the week.” Calum finished his coffee and poured himself another. 
 
    "Wow, a wolf shifter," Cameron stated with awe. "My eyes have certainly been opened this past week." 
 
    "Cameron," Calum stated his name and everyone fell silent. Bryn tucked his arm around Cameron and held him close. "I understand that you're graduating soon and you have been looking at some job offers." Cameron nodded but didn't speak. "We recently lost our tech specialist when he mated a hellhound from a neighboring vampire coven. So, I have an opening and whatever these other places are offering, I will double. I need someone like you with your skills here. What do you say?" 
 
    Cameron was still trying to process the casual way hellhound and vampire coven were thrown into the conversation when it hit him that Calum had offered him a job. He also realized the entire room stood silent waiting for his answer. 
 
    “Yes, thank you. I’d love to be your computer guy, but I’m afraid I may not be as adept at getting information as Kyle.” He added. 
 
    "Kyle learned computers from the dark side of society, so his skills include questionable access. All of these things he has offered to teach you." Calum assured with a satisfied glint in his eye. 
 
    “That sound great. I’d love to learn from him. They don’t let you do that kind of stuff in school.” Cameron turned to Bryn and kissed him. He had no qualms about public displays when it came to his dragon mate. Cameron didn’t think life could get any better than it was. “I love you Bryn.”  
 
    “I love you to baby.” Everyone was focused on the two lovers until Angus walked into the room and announced that a gift from the Fort Collins wolf pack had arrived. 
 
    "Well bring it in," Calum stated. 
 
    “I think you should come and see for yourself.” Angus turned away dodging having to explain further and stepped aside as Calum headed to the front door. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story. Please rate and review, I welcome all feedback. –B.A. Stretke 
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