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CHAPTER ONE

Victor spent the afternoon with his brother Simon, shopping and going over the designs for Simon and his beloved Killian’s new quarters. They and Victor were some of the few who had not, as yet, moved to the new Coven location.

Master Hadden had purchased a massive forty story office building that was his castle of glass and steel. It was in the center of the Financial District and was the new home for his growing Coven. It had once been an office building, but he’d converted it to suit his needs and the needs of his people.

Master Hadden believed that having his Coven and business in the same building was putting his people at risk, as evidenced by several near successful attacks at the Imperial Club in the past few years. He needed to fortify his people, and he did just that in his fortress of glass and steel

Most of the members had already completed their move, excited by the size and majesty of the new place. But a few still needed to finish with remodel specifications to their private quarters or were waiting on furnishings, etc. Victor was dragging his feet for another reason. He was finding it difficult to let go of his apartment at the Imperial Club.

This place was his first home all on his own, and he’d lived there several years. It felt like this place belonged to him, and although the new place was amazing, it was hard for him to let go. He would, but for now, he saw no rush, so he took his time.

Simon and Killian also seemed to be dragging their feet as well. They bonded a little less than a year ago, and their apartment here at the Imperial was their first home together. Killian wasn’t the sentimental type, but Simon certainly was, and Killian was devoted to Simon, so they were making sure everything was perfect in their new place before the move. Victor was just as glad because it gave him company as he worked out his own move, physically and emotionally speaking.

He was taking a few minutes, relaxing on his sofa before he had to get ready for work when there came a knock on his door. It wasn’t Simon because he would knock as he was opening the door and entering. This knock was followed by another much firmer strike. He ran his fingers through his hair and straightened his sweatshirt before answering.

Standing there looking like he’d rather be dining on a plate of shit than talking to Victor was Kash Garret. “Simon would like for you to look through this book of textiles and give him your opinion on curtain fabrics.” He thrust the book of swatches at him and immediately stepped back and turned away.

“Thank you,” Victor said as he took possession of the item. It was then that Kash turned and nailed him with a look that could kill.

“I did it because it was an order, not because I wanted to.” He spat out the harsh words and left. Victor closed the door and went to his small kitchen and set the book on the table. He didn’t have time to look at it now but would give it a perusal when he got off work tonight.

He then went to his bedroom to get ready. He had an hour before he had to report to the main floor. He was a waiter and would be working on the main floor tonight. He preferred the balcony or the VIP room for the tips, but the main room was also lucrative. The worst was handling the private rooms. It was all work and little payback.  It was while manning one of the private rooms that he first met Kash so many months ago.

It had been fun at first, teasing the guards and taking them home for a night, but Victor never got emotionally involved with any of them. Their time together was for entertainment purposes only, not a commitment. Unfortunately, a couple of them didn’t see it that way, and trouble followed. He was labeled a heartbreaker, a user, and probably many other unpleasant things that he preferred not to dwell upon.

Victor took responsibility for himself, finally, and swore off all men for a while. Having witnessed Simon and Killian’s love story, his one-night stands began to feel soulless, and he wanted more. It had been over ten months since he last took anyone to his bed.

Kash, it seemed, had been the only guard who suffered for their time together, and he would never let Victor forget it. They hadn’t actually slept together because Killian, Kash’s boss, found him and ordered him back to his post before anything got started. But Kash was punished for leaving his post and was subsequently passed up for promotion. His promotion to the unit that protected Master Hadden was given to another. He had waited decades for that opportunity, or so he claimed, and now he blamed Victor for his loss.

Victor had heard his rants and ramblings for the past few months. He liked to refer to Victor as the coven whore, and that might have bothered him if he had even half an ounce of respect for the man.

Name-calling only hurt when it came from someone you cared about. As Kash’s grumbling continued, Victor found that he cared very little for Kash and the result of his poor choices. For a big and powerful guard, the man was really just a whiny little bitch.

Victor took responsibility for things that he did. He wasn’t perfect, and he’d caused people pain. But he didn’t force Kash to leave his post, that was his decision alone. He could piss and moan all he wanted, but Victor refused to take the blame for Kash’s actions or his subsequent losses.

Besides, if Kash was willing to leave his post for a piece of ass, then he obviously wasn’t ready to join the Master’s guards. He told Kash that once a few weeks ago and it didn’t go over so well. He looked ready to tear Victor apart until Killian walked into the area, and suddenly, Kash left. Having Killian Frey, the avowed master of death, as his brother-in-law had come in handy on more than one occasion as he attempted to turn his life around from party boy to serious contender for a real relationship.

He and Killian had hated each other in the beginning but then found that they had one thing in common that would bind them forever. They both loved Simon and would do anything to keep him happy even, get along. Simon wouldn’t abide his brother and his husband fighting, so they didn’t. After a few months of pretense, they actually managed to plant a few seeds of mutual respect that took hold. .

…

Victor was dressed and ready to head out but stopped in his kitchen for a quick glass of synthetic blood. He found that if he was sated, his impulse to get physical was reduced drastically. His body wasn’t always on the same page as his heart and mind, so he started each shift with a big glass of blood.

He didn’t want any more hookups and he didn’t want to lead anyone on. Victor wasn’t kidding himself into thinking that he would find his beloved like Simon had, but he was hoping for a relationship with heart. Until he found that, he wasn’t going to settle for less. It had been over ten months, and his promise to himself still held true, no fucking on the first date and no first date unless he truly felt something for the man. So far, there had been no one, but his hopes remained high.

…

“I’m all alone for the weekend. Stanley is out of town at a book convention in Harrisburg until Sunday.” Iker said as he and Grant sat together, finishing their shift. As detectives for the Pittsburgh police, their schedules rarely aligned, so the fact that they were both off on a Friday night was unusual and fortunate, according to Iker.

“We’re both off this evening. How about you and I spend a few hours at the Imperial Club. I have an all-access pass thanks to my lovely husband being a dear friend of Walker Hall, the Master’s beloved.” He grinned when he finished his pitch. “We could even check out the VIP room.” He whispered with a glint in his eyes. “Always wanted to see what happened up there.”

Grant eyed his friend closely and could see that the only reason he wanted to go to the Imperial Club was that he thought Grant needed to get out. Iker never went out without his beloved Stanley, and to suddenly want to see the VIP room seemed more than a little suspect. “Is this because I haven’t been out since my breakup with Julian a month ago? You think I need to socialize, or do you also have a blind date lined up for me once we arrive?”

“Would I be so manipulative as to set you up?” Iker said with that same grin playing around his mouth.

“Yes, yes, you would,” Grant stated without hesitation.

“Well, you’re half right,” Iker admitted easily. “I think you need to get out, but I haven’t set you up with anyone. Would you like me to set you up? Stanley knows a lot of hot young vampires itching to get their teeth into someone like you.” Iker kept his voice down so as not to attract attention and Grant did likewise.

“No, I don’t need for you to set me up, but I will go with you to the Imperial Club. How often does a guy like me get the opportunity to rub shoulders with the elites?” Grant laughed. “And maybe I’ll find someone interesting.” He added the last to give Iker the impression he wasn’t still raw over his breakup.

Grant was still finding it difficult to really put himself out there again, but he wouldn’t mind a one-night stand, some purely physical gratification with no strings. Celibacy was not his thing, and he was not averse to some meaningless sex. Nothing helped you recover from crippling humiliation like some good, sweaty, meaningless sex. He was more than ready to check out the Imperial Club with his friend.

Julian hadn’t been his mate, so it wasn’t a forever thing, but he mistakenly thought they had an understanding and that they were exclusive. Julian worked as a bartender at the Florentine Hotel, and they’d met through a mutual friend. It was this friend who gave Grant the heads up as to Julian's behavior and told him to check out the taproom in the hotel basement. As it turned out, Grant discovered that he was the only one being exclusive in the relationship.

Grant walked in on Julian being pounded by the hotel manager. He was bent over a few boxes taking it from behind like it was the best thing that ever happened to him. Julian had tried to explain it as the way of the world. “You have to give a little to get a little,” Julian said. He’d even had the audacity to smile as he pulled up his pants and tucked in his flaccid cock.

The manager seemed as shocked as Grant, so apparently, he too thought they were exclusive. The moment was burned into Grant's brain, and he vowed never to get involved with a player again. Yeah, maybe he’d find someone interesting at the Imperial. He needed to let off some steam and purge that image from his brain.

Iker slapped him on the back. “Good decision. Meet me at my place at eight. I’ll drive.” Grant nodded. It wasn’t a hardship considering they lived next door to one another in matching bungalows.

…

It was near eight o’clock, and the business at the Imperial had been brisk but not heavy. Victor had done well in the tip department so far but looked forward to the big-money clientele that came in later in the evening.

Victor had been saving and investing his money over the last few years and was doing quite well. He’d discovered that there was expertise to be tapped within the Coven such as Ameer, the accounts supervisor, Andrew the Master’s PA, and most recently, Nathan the new IT director. They’d helped Victor grow his portfolio and learn the system.

He would be forever grateful because the skill they imparted allowed him a sense of independence and the knowledge that he would forever be able to take care of himself no matter what happened in his life. Money would never be the deciding factor for any choices he had to make. Someday he hoped to retire from waiting tables and put all his time and energy into growing his finances. He loved the world of finance and investment.

Glancing at the clock, he noticed it was nearing his break, so he started moving in the direction of the bar. Victor left his tray at the bar and headed to the lounge off the kitchen for his fifteen-minute break.  Normally he took his break outside, but the weather made that impossible tonight.

“The weather seems to be keeping people away,” Arron commented as he came in and sat across from Victor. Arron and his brother Neil were new to the Hadden Coven, having joined two months ago after leaving their home coven in Montana. Victor couldn’t recall their last name or why they left, but Arron seemed like a good sort. He was pleasant and accommodating the last time Victor had asked to switch shifts with him and always had a smile on his face.

Victor didn’t have many close friends; apart from his brother Simon everyone else he considered acquaintances. Although he had to admit that if he looked really closely, he was beginning to see Killian as a friend. He wasn’t making any grand statement yet, but they were beginning to treat one another like family, which had made Simon extremely happy.

“It’s Friday night, so I’m sure business will pick up after nine; it always does regardless of the weather,” Victor responded in kind. Arron nodded, and they sat together in companionable silence until their break was over. Victor appreciated someone who didn’t have a problem with silence.

As predicted, the place really began to hop later in the evening with the main floor tables filled and the dance floor fully occupied. Unfortunately, tips were average due to Victor’s sudden disinterest in flirting. It hit him as unusual, but he wrote it off to fatigue. It’s hard to put on a sexy face every night he told himself in jest and went about filling the drink orders for a table of businessmen in the corner.

Typically, he would have had those men drooling for his return due to his sexual teasing, but, as it were, all he was interested in was getting them their drinks and moving on to the next table. Their admiration and suggestive innuendoes fell on deaf ears. Victor delivered their drinks, sidestepped a groping paw, and continued with his job.

There was something in the air tonight that seemed to drain him of his usual flirtatious nature, and he found the usually exciting interactions to be rather tiresome. No one’s jokes were that funny or suggestions that appealing. He was beginning to think that maybe he was sick.

“Wow, Victor.” Arron came up to stand beside him. “That handsome brute over there has been coming on to you all evening, and you won’t even give him the time of day. What gives?”

Victor was surprised that his behavior was so noticeable. Was his suggestive behavior so ingrained that everyone expected it? It was pause for thought for sure. “I’m not feeling it tonight.” He said for he really had no answer for his sudden aversion to flirting. He was thinking too hard on the whole thing anyway. Who really cares? Besides, he did well enough with non-flirtatious tips, so perhaps this would be a new normal for him.

Arron smiled. “Good, that means I get to be the resident tease for a while.” He laughed when Victor slapped his arm and told him to get fucked. Arron continued to laugh as he turned back towards the floor.

“Be careful,” Victor warned. “Remember, they’re only in it for a good time, not a long time.” Arron gave him a cheeky salute and got back to work. Victor took a moment to scan the room, taking in every man present, and not a one aroused him.

Some were extremely attractive, but that didn’t motivate him to flirt. Normally Victor could flirt on cue depending upon the promise of a tip, regardless of the looks of a man. But not tonight, he couldn’t even fake it tonight.

…

Grant eyed the entrance and then gave Iker an annoyed glance. “The line is too long. We’ll never get inside before midnight.” He complained. “Let’s go somewhere else.”

“It won’t take long. Quit your whining.” Iker shot back as the line suddenly began to move. “This place is worth the wait, man. It’s the perfect balance of style and substance. The place has it all, and you and I are going to experience it. Now come on.”

Grant followed behind, knowing he was being a brat but not really sure he was into spending the evening in a posh place like the Imperial. He would have preferred the Ruby Light where people were more down to earth, and his likelihood of finding a friend for the night was more likely. As they moved towards the front of the Club, Grant began to take it all in. The men at the door looked welcoming with just a touch of intimidation, which seemed standard for most vampires. The one who checked him in gave him a half-smile when he detected Grant’s wolf. “Have a good evening.” He said with sincerity.

“Thank you,” Grant responded, and together with Iker at his side, they moved towards the main room of the Club. The weather had been wet and rainy, so they removed their damp coats before going any further and left them with the attendant. She greeted them with a large warm smile. Grant wasn’t sure how much of this pleasant interaction he would be able to handle in his present mood.

Grant was intrigued by the fact that he wasn’t the only wolf in attendance. He clearly scented an Alpha wolf in the vicinity along with at least one Omega. He wondered if they were a couple. He scanned the area but couldn’t identify either of them apart from their scent in the room. Grant hadn’t come across another wolf in several months and would like the opportunity to meet them.

Grant was the Beta in his birth pack but left twelve years ago due to holding a differing view regarding traditional beliefs. Gay wolves were tolerated in his old pack, but not when it came to those in leadership. The leadership had to be pure according to his Alpha, which began the pressure for Grant to mate with an eligible female, namely the Alpha’s sister, and have children and live appropriately.

Grant never felt inappropriate with his sexuality or believed that it had anything to do with a person’s purity, and so he refused. It turned out that it wasn’t a suggestion but rather an order. He had to mate with the Alpha’s sister, or he would be banished from the pack. He then decided to leave the pack and seek his fortune elsewhere. Up until that day, he and his Alpha, Ridge Greyson had been friends, or so he thought.

He had very little contact with his family, what remained of it. It didn’t matter; they were never a close family anyway. But he did miss being around other wolves and tended to seek them out whenever one was nearby. It gave him grounding and a sense of connectedness for a moment or two and that was enough.

Iker came back from the bar with two drinks and handed him one. “Come on; there’s a table over there. Let’s sit and take it all in for a few minutes.” Grant was amused by how taken Iker was with the glitz and glamor of the place. Iker had been there before with his beloved Stanley, but it seemed every visit was an event in Iker’s book. It never got old. For a human, Iker was openly easy and accepting of the paranormal world. But that would be in large part due to his beloved being a vampire. It's hard to turn your back on a bond as strong and mystical as a Fated bond; not even a human could resist such a pull.

He thought about that fact for a few moments and realized that the incident with Julian was not the tragedy he was making it out to be. His biggest problem with it all was that he’d been humiliated and played for a fool. It had nothing to do with feelings even though he did like Julian; he never considered him for the long term.

He wasn’t Grant’s mate, so there could be no long term. He needed to get over himself just as Iker had advised. No one was there to witness his humiliation apart from Julian, and the manager and the manager looked likewise humiliated. He wasn’t less of a man for having been duped by a handsome player.

“I’m going to walk the room.” He announced as he got up. “I smelled wolf, an Alpha, and an Omega in the area.”

“Oh, yeah, I forgot to tell you,” Iker stated. “Kristof, one of the security chiefs, is a wolf, and the other one must be Benny. He’s a small guy mated to two vampire assassins, so be careful.” Iker winked and raised his glass.

Grant looked at him with renewed annoyance. “You couldn’t have thought to give me this information a little sooner, say like months ago when you bonded with Stanley?”

Iker shrugged and looked so innocent. “Kristof is an Alpha and mated to Andrew, the Master’s right-hand man. Also, Benny’s brother, Jack might be here. He’s mated to a vampire who deals with political business in Harrisburg.”

Grant stared at him for a moment before commenting. “Anyone else you forgot to mention?” he stated sarcastically.

“No, that’s it unless someone new has been added in the last week or two.” Iker laughed. “Go find your wolves, have a good time.” Grant rolled his eyes and turned towards the expansive room and began searching and following the scent.






CHAPTER TWO

The main floor was the most populated area of the Club. On the balcony and second floor where the VIP room and the private areas. He and Iker had been given passes to the VIP room, but he doubted they’d use them. The VIP room wasn’t really their scene.

Iker was there tonight for Grant even though he put on a good front of pretending he wanted to get out of the house. He was there because he thought Grant needed a night out. Iker was a good friend, better than any of the professed friends he’d had back in his birth pack.

Glancing back over his shoulder at his friend, he noticed that Josef the Coven Second and Luca, a man Iker had introduced to him a few days ago, had joined Iker at his table. Luca was a large man of Scottish descent and was apparently a member of this coven. He scented as human but also something else, something that gave him considerable power. Grant was never able to get a fix on what it was.

The Hadden Coven held many secrets, and Grant accepted early on that he would be privy to very few. He was surprised though that Iker had not informed him of the wolves at the Coven. Although they didn’t discuss the paranormal often and Iker may not have known Grant’s need to be with his own from time to time.

There were a couple of Gamma wolves who worked patrol over on the East side that he met up with from time to time, but it was always a special rush to be in the company of an Alpha. He looked forward to meeting Kristof.

It was not a surprise that instead of finding Kristof, Kristof found him. He was standing on the edge of the dance floor looking out when someone stepped up beside him and laid a hand on his shoulder. The instant that the Alpha touched him Grant submitted, it was instinct, and in that moment, they knew one another.

“Kristof Lakatos.” He stated.

“Grant Dorsey.” Came the immediate reply and so started the conversation. They moved to the outer wall of the room. Grant took in the authority and energy of the man and felt energized himself just by the interaction. So was the effect of an Alpha wolf.

They talked for some time discussing backgrounds and affiliations. Kristof promised Grant that they would get together again and took down Grant’s phone number and gave him his. “Thank you, sir,” Grant said as Kristof excused himself to return to his duties.

Grant was elated to have made contact with an Alpha wolf who wasn’t an asshole or a criminal. The positive force that surrounds that man was uplifting and revitalizing. He looked forward to meeting with him often. Perhaps in time, he would consider allowing Grant to join his pack.

At present, as he told Grant with a smile, he had two members, Benny and Jack. Grant would like to be the third member. He would mention Kristof to the two Gammas on the East side who were also on their own. He could see that Kristof Lakatos was the Alpha they all needed.

…

The large, good-looking brute who had been coming on to Victor all evening was getting more impatient with each drink he downed. Victor wanted to ignore the guy and go on break, but he didn’t want to leave Arron with a situation, not of his own making. The man was a stranger, but he smelled of vampire and power so he wouldn’t be easy to control if things got out of hand. Neither he nor Arron would be any match for this man.

Victor took a quick look around to see if security were close at hand. Unfortunately, the only person he saw was Kash, and Kash wouldn’t walk across the room to spit on him if he were on fire. He was on his own, so with his dignity and professionalism held high; he headed back to the large vampire with another fresh drink.

“Your drink, sir.” He said and set the glass on the table while collecting the empty and placing it on his tray. Victor had hoped for a smooth getaway, but the man gripped his left wrist and held him in place.

“Call me, Caspian.” He said and began pulling Victor towards him. “Sit with me for a while.”

“I can’t, sir, I mean Caspian. I have to serve drinks. I’m not allowed to sit with the customers.” Victor tried to explain as he took another quick glance around the room in hopes of assistance.

“You can sit with me. I want your company.” He stated with a finality that alarmed Victor. He stood frozen for a moment and then decided to be firm.

“No, sir.” He said and held the man’s gaze. “I am not interested.” Caspian looked at him like he was about to explode. Caspian obviously didn’t get turned down often. His face got flushed, and his eyes darkened. Perhaps blunt wasn’t the direction to take. Victor wasn’t sure what he was in for, but he just hoped it didn’t hurt too badly or leave too many marks.

Caspian continued to hold him and jerked him closer so that Victor had to place his tray on the table to steady himself. “I want to wake up tomorrow morning with my cock still buried in your gorgeous little ass.” He hissed next to Victor’s ear, and Victor tried to pull away.

“You’re being vulgar, now release me or answer to my Master.” Victor wasn’t sure where his bravado was coming from or if it would help him, but it did feel momentarily empowering.

“Who the fuck do you think you are?” The man spat; all cultured pretense vanished in the wake of his anger. Caspian jumped to his feet and lurched across the table at Victor as he tried to pull away from his grip. Thankfully, his situation was finally noticed, and two guards came over to quell the agitated man.

When faced with the guards, Caspian immediately calmed down and apologized to Victor, who had been inadvertently knocked to the floor in the commotion. Caspian reached out his hand to assist him back to his feet, but Victor shook his head and quickly got to his feet and left the area.

That was a scene he wished he could have handled on his own.  He didn’t know much about Caspian, but by appearances, he was someone with power and influence. Embarrassing him would not go down well. He would remember Victor and not in a positive way.

As soon as the man acquiesced, the guards backed off and allowed him to leave under his own power. They followed him out but did not attempt to touch him or force him in any way. Yeah, he was somebody, and now Victor was on his radar. Damn it; no one wanted to be on the shit list of a formidable vampire least of all Victor who stood all of five feet two inches and weighed less than a hundred and ten pounds.

He looked down at the palm of his hand and noticed that he’d cut himself. Can’t serve drinks with an open wound, not with the room half full of vampires. He signaled the bartender and headed to the bathroom to clean up. Vampires healed quickly, so he just needed to clean it and wait for it to heal; it wouldn’t take long. It gave him a chance to catch his breath after the Caspian ordeal.

…

Grant noticed a situation going on in the bar area, so moved in that direction, but it seemed to be handled quickly. The vampire guards were very good at their job. The large vampire that was being walked out looked irritated but apparently had agreed to leave.

Grant was about to turn and head back to Iker when a tantalizing scent wafted beneath his nose. It aroused his wolf and brought the animal, who’d been quiet this entire time thanks to the influence of the Alpha, to sharp awareness.

He followed the sweet aroma to the table the vampire, who’d just been ejected, had been occupying. The scent was strong, and he felt himself begin to growl deep in his throat and quickly stifled the sound. This was not the place to wolf out. Why was his wolf so interested, and why was he driven to find the source of the scent?

He glanced at the floor and saw it. There on the floor was a broken swizzle stick, and on it was the bare trace of blood. The amount was minuscule, yet the aroma was almost knocking him over. He bent and picked it up, rolling it between his fingers and getting the last of the scant liquid on his fingertips.

When he brought his fingertips to his nose, it was as if fireworks started exploding in his brain. All he could see was shades of red and gold as his vision blurred and then slowly cleared. The sensation was thrilling and terrifying, and the realization of what it meant had his wolf scrambling to be set free.

His mate was somewhere in the club. He’d cut himself on the plastic stick very recently. The blood was still fresh, and the scent heavenly. Glancing around the room, he saw no one who stood out, but he could follow the allure of the blood, and he started walking. His mind on one goal and his wolf ready to pounce on anyone who got in his way.

…

Victor checked the cut on his hand, and it was nearly healed, but he wasn’t ready to go back out onto the floor. He hadn’t been gone long; no one would care if he took just five more minutes to relax and chill. Maybe he needed to look at alternative employment.

If he was losing his taste and skill for waiting bar, then he should investigate other positions within the coven. He wasn’t educated beyond high school, but there were positions in coven restaurants and cafés around town that he could look into. The coffee shop downtown that Ellis and his beloved own would be a good place to start. Yeah, a coffee shop. He needed a change of pace.

With a plan in mind, he quickly washed his hands again and turned towards the door just as someone was entering. He stepped back to give the person room but was immediately caught up in an intense sensation of familiarity and want. He looked up into the most fascinating eyes he’d ever seen and couldn’t look away. The power and energy of this man was overwhelming him, and he stopped dead in his tracks.

…

Grant followed the sweet, potent aroma through the room across the dance floor until he stood in front of the bathroom door. He paused knowing in his heart and soul that on the other side of that door stood his future and the love of his life, his fated mate. With an unsteady hand and his heart beating out of his chest, he pushed the door open and standing there staring up at him and looking just as shocked as he felt, was the prettiest little man in all the world.

He stepped forward and slowly let the door close behind him while never taking his eyes off this man. He’d often wondered what the experience would be like, what he’d feel when and if he ever found his mate. None of his imaginings even came close to the full-body sensation that was currently rushing through him. His mind was awash with expectations, and his body was covered in an electric sensation that reached right down to his bones.

The little man with the white-blond hair and pastel blue eyes stepped back, but like Grant never took his eyes away. He could see wonder reflected in those eyes as a smile played around his lips. He seemed pleased with what he saw. The way he licked his bottom lip had Grant’s breath catching in his throat. The sudden need to taste that lip for himself was irresistible.

“Hello, beautiful. What’s your name?” Grant couldn’t keep the smile from his face as his eyes continued to eat up the delicate features of his mate. So elegant and petite, he reminded Grant of a Fae, all tiny, blond, and beautiful. He waited as the man let out a long sultry breath and returned his smile.

“Victor Rossi, what’s yours?” The voice was just as impressive as the man. It sunk into Grant’s skin and caused a tingling sensation. He knew it was crazy, but everything about this man made him tremble with a desire so strong he had difficulty holding himself back. His mind started working overtime to formulate a plan to move this meeting to a more private venue, but he wasn’t familiar with the building’s layout.

“Grant Dorsey, and I am so pleased to meet you.” He reached out his hand, desperate for the first touch of skin on skin with his mate, his Fated mate. It felt fantastic to say those words. Grant continued to hold his mate’s hand refusing to let go. Victor didn’t seem to mind as his grip tightened just as Grant’s had.

“Do you know me, Victor?” Grant wanted the words out there in the air. He wanted Victor to say them.

“You’re my beloved,” Victor stated breathlessly and took a step closer. Grant still held his hand and easily pulled him up to stand even closer.

“And you are my mate.” Victor looked up at him with the clearest of crystal blue eyes. They looked into his dark brown gaze and smiled with satisfaction and confidence. This man knew what it meant, and he was happy. That fact blew up Grant’s ego like nothing had before.

…

Victor was knocked back on his heels in the most delicious way possible. At first, he thought the man simply intrusive until he looked into his eyes, and then that scent hit him. The deep evergreen and citrus enveloped him making his head spin and his heart pound.

This was his beloved, this tall man with the light brown hair and quick smile was his beloved. He was gorgeous, and he was wolf. The scent of shifter was strong, not as strong as the tantalizing evergreen, but strong.

Victor loved the smell of the woods, and this man was woodsy to the core. He was here, and he was real, and he belonged to Victor. He suddenly understood why he was unable to flirt and why no one in the club interested him. Fate had placed his beloved under his nose and waited for them to meet. With his beloved in his life, no other man would ever interest him again.

Grant Dorsey was his forever partner, and Victor was thrilled. The man’s touch was strong yet gentle, and his words were forceful yet smooth. He was perfect. He was everything Victor had ever dreamed of when thinking about his beloved. The fact that he was a shifter was a bonus since Victor had always had an attraction to wolves, that predilection made sense to him now too. He’d never been with a wolf before, but they’d always seemed exotic, erotic, out of bounds, wild and sexy. Now he had one of his very own.

Since the beginning, Fate had been preparing Victor for his beloved. He wondered if Grant had ever considered that his mate would be a vampire. He would have to ask, but for now, he needed to take the man somewhere more private than this public washroom.

“I have an apartment here. I think we should go there and . . . talk.” Victor suggested, and Grant seemed on board, considering the smile and nod he received. “I’ll text the bartender and let him know I’ll be off for the night.”

Victor pulled out his phone and shot a quick three-word text, found my beloved, and then closed his phone and dropped it back into his pocket. “Let’s go.” Victor held tight to Grant’s hand and led him out of the bathroom and down the back hallway towards the row of first-floor apartments.

Grant stayed close, nearly pressing himself to Victor’s back as he followed him without question. The awareness that he had his beloved behind him holding him and anxious to be alone was exhilarating and caused Victor to hasten his steps towards their destination. The need to be alone with his beloved was more important than anything presently in this world.

Grant was solely focused on the little beauty in front of him and gave no attention to the people or happenings around them. As they moved away from the Club and into the interior of the Coven, it became very quiet except for the rapid beat of his own heart, which he was sure everyone could hear.

Grant had never been inside the Coven proper before, but it was impossible to pay attention to anything apart from Victor. His sweet scent, his presence, and the way his tight little ass filled those black pants was sinful perfection. Grant considered the fact that he’d nearly backed out of coming here tonight too caught up in his own self-pity. What a loss that would have been. Thank God Iker demanded that he come and wouldn’t take no for an answer.

Victor stopped at one of the black lacquer doors that lined the hallway and just opened it and walked in, no key, no code. That set off mild alarm bells in Grant’s head that his mate needed to be better protected. But those thoughts were drowned out by the way Victor called his name so husky and deep for such a tiny person. The sound tingled against his skin.

“Grant, this is my home, for now. We’re all moving to the new place downtown eventually, but for now, this is mine.” Victor stepped back but kept his hold on Grant’s hand as he pulled him into the living room. The place was functional and pleasant, and that was all Grant’s lust blown attention could take in because he was swamped with everything Victor. He couldn’t take his eyes from the gorgeous man so svelte and soft and tempting.

He moved up closer and slipped his arm around Victor needing the feel of his body pressed against him. He was very short, but still his curves seemed to match Grant’s, and they fit together like they were made for one another.

“You feel so perfect.” Victor groaned into Grant’s chest.

“You feel like mine,” Grant responded and tipped Victor’s face up towards him. “I want to kiss you, sweetheart.”

“Yes.” Victor breathed the words as Grant descended to take those sweet, plump red lips and taste the splendor of this man. He wrapped one arm around Victor’s shoulders, pulling him up tight to his chest while he plundered that desirable mouth. His other hand dropped to cup that sinfully attractive ass that fit so perfectly in the palm of his hand.

Grant ate away at Victor’s mouth, tasting and memorizing every aspect as he plundered deep. This was a kiss that demanded and begged in equal measures. Grant wanted his mate, and this kiss began the foundation of their bond. It opened his heart and filled it with everything that was this man. Victor was his focus and his reason.

He felt Victor's small hands on his back gripping his shirt and holding on as they both lost themselves in the kiss. Desperation hit its pinnacle when both were gasping for air and still unwilling to stop.

Victor gasped and pulled away from the kiss but held him tight and leaned his forehead against Grant’s solid chest. “Let’s sit for a while and get to know one another.” He urged Grant down onto the small sofa in the corner of the room. Grant kept his arm firmly around him as he ached to continue the kiss. The urgency of their kiss had gotten things started, but his mate was wanting familiarity before they went further. He would give this sweet man anything he wanted even if it required him putting his wolf in a stranglehold in order to control him.






CHAPTER THREE

Grant managed to push down his wolf and with a deep breath, agreed. “Yes, let’s talk.” It was the last thing he wanted to do. His wolf was clamoring at the walls trying to escape, needing their mate and the security of the claim, but his mate needed time, and he would give it. Victor wanted to know who Grant was before putting the final seal on their relationship. It was understandable, difficult, but understandable.

“I am a detective with the Pittsburgh Police. I’ve worked there for the past eight years. Before that, I was with the force in Philadelphia for two years.” Grant figured it was a good place to start with current and relevant information.

“Wow, that’s impressive.” His mate’s praise touched Grant and always hoped to make Victor proud. “I’m a server here at the Imperial.” Victor offered. “I started in the kitchen, and I’ve worked my way up to server. I’ve been here at the Imperial for four years but a member of the Coven my entire life.” Victor spoke clearly but without much emotion as if his true aspirations lay elsewhere. Grant would investigate that . . . later.

“Any family nearby?” Grant wondered how many relatives he would have to win over in the pursuit of his mate.

“My brother, Simon, lives here with his beloved Killian. Killian is a commander of one of the guard units.” There was pride in his words when he spoke of his brother and brother-in-law. They were obviously two people Grant needed to get in good with. “How about you, any family?” Victor asked with a smile.

Grant wasn’t sure how to answer that because he had family but none that he had any real contact with. “I left my birth pack many years ago. I have very little family remaining, and we have virtually no contact.” He thought for a moment and then decided that Victor needed the whole truth and not just the highlights. This was his mate and, Victor was right; they needed to understand one another.

“I was the Beta in my birth pack for eighty-five years, and then I was asked to leave, I was banished as such.” Grant paused and took a deep breath not realizing how much strength it took to discuss his old life. “I was given an ultimatum to either mate with the Alpha’s sister and provide offspring or leave. So, I chose to leave.”

“I’m sorry.” Victor reached up and cupped the side of Grant’s face and turned him so that he was looking directly at him. “I’ve only known you a few minutes and can say with sincerity that your Alpha was a fool to let you go, but I’m glad you chose to leave.”

“Thank you, sweetheart. You’re the only one I will ever truly need.” Grant was leaning in for another kiss when there came a brief knock to the door, and then it opened. Victor stiffened in his embrace but relaxed the moment a waiter with a rolling tray came into view.

“This is a gift from the Master. He sends his congratulations and has given Victor two weeks off with full pay. Enjoy your time together.” The waiter said and turned to leave.

“Extend our gratitude,” Victor said, and the waiter nodded and left.

“Word gets around quick,” Grant commented and reached to the tray and grabbed the bottle of champagne. “Let’s drink to a wonderful and exciting beginning and a life full of love and understanding.”

“Sounds beautiful.” Victor agreed.

They spent the evening drinking, eating, and getting to know one another. Grant had thought the delay in claiming would aggravate his wolf, but instead, it helped grow their bond in a way that provided a solid foundation for where they planned to go.

It wasn’t easy by far; the desire to take his mate and ravish him was great, but greater was his desire to please him. Victor wanted to know him and have a connection before claiming. He wasn’t sure if that was the way of all vampires or if it was just his Victor who needed more than merely the carnal drive for completion.

Grant managed to pepper plenty of foreplay into the information exchange, which went on for hours, but Grant could not remember a more enjoyable time in his life. Just sitting, making out, and talking with his mate was amazing. “You have the softest hair.” He commented while kissing the side of Victor’s throat and running his fingers through his hair. Victor gave a soft laugh.

“Thank you.” He responded as he ran his hands up and down Grant’s thigh getting ever so close to Grant’s hardness each time. “You give me goosebumps each time you touch me.” That declaration earned him a kiss that tore away all reserve, all resistance. Talking was coming to an end, and their combined desire was taking over.

“I want to claim you, Victor,” Grant stated and eased Victor backward to lay out upon the sofa, and he followed him down, raining kisses on his face and throat. “You’re my mate, and I will forever honor and protect you. Fate has brought us here to love and support one another for the rest of eternity.” Grant continued to kiss him after each word bringing Victor to a state of neediness that paralleled his own.

“I want you too, Grant, more than anything in this world,” Victor stated breathlessly and held onto Grant like he was a lifeline. Grant moved to cover his little mate with his body pressing his hardening cock against Victor’s leg for a modicum of relief. He continued to kiss him while working the snaps on his black pants. Grant wanted his mate naked. He wanted to experience that tight little body and feel it wrapped around him.

It wasn’t long, and Grant was able to slide his hand inside those sexy black pants and encircle Victor’s firm cock with his large calloused hand. Victor’s breathing was labored, and his fingers dug into Grant’s biceps he began to thrust up into Grant’s grip as he too sought satisfaction.

Grant felt Victor’s teeth graze the tender flesh of his earlobe, and the sensation was titillating. He’d been with vampires before, but no one had ever affected him the way his mate affected him. The mere touch of his fangs had Grant going rock hard.

“Taste me, Victor.” He urged, and instantly, he felt a prick of pain followed by a sense of euphoria. It was quick, and Victor took only a small taste, but the effect sent a ripple of pleasure so intense he felt himself tremble as his wolf whined in the back of his mind. The beast was desperate for gratification of release. He needed his mate so damn bad right now.

Victor was over the moon, never had he wanted someone so desperately as he wanted his beloved. It was so intense he thought the feeling would consume him entirely. It was exciting and terrifying, and he wanted it all, and he wanted it now. The touch of Grant’s rough hand on his sensitive cock was turning him inside out, and the need to feed and claim was overpowering.

“I want to touch you too.” He moaned and slipped his hands up under Grant’s tight fitted gray tee and ran his hands up and down the smooth hot surface of his back and down to the curve of his ass so hard and so fine. He wanted to take a bite out that ass and looked forward to the day that would be allowed. Victor smiled to himself but soon began another series of moans as Grant tightened his grip on his cock, making his attention laser-focused on the contact, pressure, and ecstasy of his touch. He wanted to complete their bond by not on the sofa; he wanted Grant in his bed making love to him and staking his claim.

“It’s nearing daybreak, why don’t we move this to my bedroom.” He looked up at Grant, his blue eyes beseeching. “I want to take this slow and feel every minute that I am with you. I want you so badly, and I want our first time together to be perfect.” Grant smile and slowly released his hold on Victor’s cock and slipped his hand free.  

“As long as I know that you are mine, sweetheart, I can go as slow as you wish.” Grant found that he had no trouble in giving in to anything his mate desired. It was probably the way it would be for the rest of their lives together, and he had no complaints. He was discovering that delayed gratification just made the need and desire grow more powerful and put an edge on his urges. It was delicious.

“I’m yours, Grant, I’ll always be yours.” Victor declared as they moved to stand. Victor took Grant’s hand and as before leading him from the room. The anticipation of what was ahead of them was reaching a favored pitch when suddenly Grant’s phone went off.

At first, his mind was so consumed with claiming his mate that the sound didn’t even register, and then it sunk in and with it a terrible feeling of duty. “I have to answer this.” He said, his tone laced with sadness and regret.

“Of course.” Victor’s tone was similar.

Grant moved away a few feet and took the call.

Victor stood there, not sure what to do or say. Grant had an important job protecting the welfare of others and even something as important as finding your mate or beloved could not interfere. It was the truth, a hard truth that Victor would have to come to terms with.

It wasn’t as if Grant were flattering customers and serving drinks, he protected this city, so his job would have to come first. Stanley seemed satisfied and happy, and he was bonded to Iker Dawson a detective and friend of Grant’s. If Stanley could manage, so could he, Victor resolved.

He sensed the termination of their evening together was about to be declared, and he wished for it not to be true. Just another hour or two, that’s all he would ask for this night, but he wasn’t going to get it.

Grant closed the call and looked back at Victor with an agonized expression. Victor knew it was coming next and braced himself not to react too obviously. “I have to go,” Grant said the words, and Victor could not prevent the disappointed sigh that escaped his lips.

“I understand,” Victor told him. He didn’t like it, but he understood. Grant walked up to him and pulled him in for a full-body hug, and it was wonderful. Victor closed his eyes and drank in the heavy wild scent of his beloved, for it would have to satisfy him for now. Grant’s fingers dug into Victor’s sides as he forced himself regrettably to pull away, yet still held him.

“I’ll be back as soon as I can.” He promised, and Victor nodded, knowing that this was the way it had to be. Grant pulled him up close one more time and kissed him like his life depended upon it. It was desperate and demanding in equal measures and set Victor on fire all over again.

“I have to go.” He repeated as he released Victor and turned back towards the door. “Give me your number.” He asked while pulling his phone from his pocket. Victor recited the number, and then he heard his own cell ringing in the other room. “Now you have my number.” Grant smiled. “I’ll call you later, promise.” Those were the last words he said as he rushed out the door and disappeared down the long hallway.

Victor stood in the hall and watched Grant until he was out of sight. The feeling of having his beloved walk away even for good purpose was excruciating. The desire to chase him down and demand his time and attention was overwhelming him, so he stepped back into his apartment and closed the door. He’ll be back soon, he told himself. He closed his eyes and leaned against the door.

…

Grant was furious, but there was nothing he could do about it. The call was from the Captain and demanded his presence immediately. He wasn’t given any details, but you don’t ignore your Captain. Since the man was human, he had no clue the trauma he’d just inflicted, nor would he ever know. Walking away from Victor was the hardest thing Grant had ever done. The need to hurry back to him was crushing.

He’d used a valet when parking, so he hurried to the desk and turned in his ticket. The sun was just rising, and the Imperial seemed much quieter, but still, there was plenty of activity. Iker had shot him a text congratulating him and wishing him a lovely evening. That made him smile even as he stood there, cursing the duty that pulled him from his mate.

His car pulled up, and the driver stepped out handing him the keys. Just as he was about to get in, a tall, formidable vampire walked up beside him with something clearly on his mind. Grant paused and gave his attention.

“I saw you leaving Victor Rossi’s place.” He stated, and Grant nodded, not sure where this was headed. “He’s not someone you want to get serious with. He’s only in it for the thrill.” Grant narrowed his eyes at the man wanting to attack for the inference to his mate but also needing him to explain.

“What do you mean?”

“Every man in this Coven has had a taste of Victor. He likes variety, a new cock every night, so to say.” The man was not sneering or grinning; he was just stating the facts, and that tore into Grant like a red-hot poker. He stared at the man for a moment unable to respond.

“Don’t waste your time with Victor Rossi, he’s nothing but a whore, and you will never satisfy him.” The man finished and walked away. Grant was stunned every negative thought, and feeling he’d buried after the humiliation by Julian came back full force. Was he once again being played for a fool? Just another fucking cock in a long line of cocks?

He got into his car as if in a daze and drove away. His mind was a disaster with thoughts loathsome and disgusting, filling his mind. He should have defended Victor but, how could he? He didn’t really know Victor or his reputation, and who was he to say this man was lying? His mate was just like Julian. His wolf was furious and fighting for release. He didn’t understand his behavior or why he’d left their mate before they’d completed their bond.

His heart was pounding with pent up anger as he pushed his wolf to the back of his mind. The beast didn’t understand betrayal and would continue to demand his mate. This mate was not genuine, not honest or true. The pain of the humiliation was eating him up as he pulled in and parked in front of the station.

He had to get himself under control, or everyone would know something was wrong. He wasn’t ready to discuss it with those who understood, and he couldn’t discuss it with those who didn’t. He needed to calm the fuck down. Several deep breaths and he managed to put a block in place separating himself from his emotions. He had a job to do, and no fucking user was going to get in the way of that. Another deep breath and he exited his car and entered the station.

…

Victor turned off the light and went to bed, hoping that sleep would help the time pass quicker. He missed his beloved, so damned bad. He placed his phone on the bedside table in case Grant called. He hoped he’d call soon. He’d promised to call. It had only been a few minutes, and it felt like they’d been apart for days. The pull was fierce in the beginning and would grow stronger and agitated until they completed their bond.

He rolled over and tried to fall asleep, but the image of his gorgeous beloved filled his mind. Perhaps he would return soon enough that they would have dinner together and then complete their bond.

Part of Victor wished he hadn’t asked to go slow and that they would have bonded already. But he had wanted romance, and he wanted to know his beloved so as to add an even deeper meaning to their initial bonding. It was stupid now that he thought about it, if they’d bonded before Grant had to leave, he wouldn’t be feeling so bereft and alone right now. Finally, after about an hour of trying, he fell into a fitful sleep.

When he next awoke, it was mid-afternoon just after three. He immediately checked his phone in case he’d missed a call or text from Grant, but there was nothing. He felt a small twinge of anxiety as he placed his phone back on the side table. Why hadn’t he at least sent a brief text? It had been hours since he’d left. Was he okay? These were the considerations flooding his thoughts and tightening his chest.

He sat up and threw his legs over the side of the bed and just sat there for a few minutes. He didn’t know what to do with himself except sit there and stare at his phone, willing it to ring. When it finally did, he nearly fell off the bed, trying to grab it.

“Hello.”

“I don’t want to bother you, but I was wondering if you and your beloved would like to join Killian and me for dinner,” Simon said with a soft chuckle. “We really want to meet him; well, I really want to meet him. Killian thinks you can do better than a cop.” He laughed outright this time. Victor knew his brother was teasing him, and he wished he could accept the invitation, but who knew when Grant would return.

“Grant was called into work earlier, and I haven’t heard from him.” Victor began his explanation. “I’m not sure when he’ll be back.” That sounded strange to Victor’s ears and caused a tremor of fear to slice through him. He didn’t know where his beloved was or when he would return.

“I’m sure he will call soon.” Simon piped in immediately upon hearing the trepidation in Victor’s tone. “Why don’t you come then. I’m making lasagna, and you know you love my lasagna.”

“Killian loves your lasagna too, and maybe he’d just as soon not have to share.” Victor teased.

“He’ll share, he’s actually interested in hearing about your beloved.” Simon continued.

“I doubt that, but yes, I’d love to have dinner with you two.”

“Good. See you at seven.”

…

Grant had been called in to finalize a case he’d been working on. He kept his mind on wrapping up the investigation and filing the paperwork in order to try and keep his thoughts from wandering to his mate. Victor Rossi, the most beautiful man in the world, was his mate but also happened to be the Coven whore. He thought about the guard who imparted the information and considered what he had to gain by it. He was simply warning Grant from a bad deal.

From his experience with the Hadden Coven, they didn’t go after one another. They protected and defended each other and certainly wouldn’t be spreading rumors for kicks. The guard wouldn’t bad mouth Victor, a Coven member, to a wolf shifter, an outsider unless he felt that Victor was sincerely a menace. He stated that Victor had worked his way through every man in the Coven. He was well known for giving it up easy but refused to be faithful to anyone.

Victor could not be satisfied by one man was his inference. How could he ever bond with such a man? How could he ever trust such a man? He finished his paperwork and sat back in his chair and stared at his phone. He’d nearly called him several times and constantly checked to see if Victor had texted, but nothing.

He needed to do something, but his pride held him back. Would he be played like a fool once again just as Julian had played him? Victor was his mate, but how would he ever satisfy or be enough for someone like Victor who had a different guy in his bed every night? Would he have to see these men, hear about how much better they were, how they made him come? Grant abruptly stood, cleared his desk and left for the evening. He needed to go home and stop thinking.

Without even realizing it, he drove by the Imperial Club, which was far and away from his usual route home. Everything in him wanted to stop and see his mate and ask him about what the guard had said, but once again, his pride prevented him from stopping. He couldn’t let Victor tear his heart out. It would be so much more acute and excruciating than Julian because Victor was his Fated mate. There was a connection, physical and spiritual, that existed between them even before bonding. He had to stay away for now until he had a better handle on his emotions and needs.

They would have to talk at some point, but for now, he couldn’t face Victor without saying things he may regret. Stay away, calm his anger and then try to figure things out. That was his plan, for now, a plan his wolf wholeheartedly rejected.

…

Dinner was delicious, but Victor struggled to keep his attention from wandering back to his beloved. He constantly checked his phone, which both Simon and Killian commented on. The fact that Grant still hadn’t contacted him, and it was now nearly eight-thirty had his anxiety peaking. Grant was a police detective, and there was no telling the danger that he could be in or the harm that may have come to him.

“I can contact Iker and have him check on Grant for you.” Killian offered. His kindness just added to Victor’s anxiety because he wasn’t the type to be kind to anyone other than Simon.

“Do you think something might have happened to him?” Victor needed assurances.

“Has anything happened to him?” Killian threw it back at him. “You have had contact; your bond is established and growing. If he were injured or in a bad way, you would feel it. Do you feel it?”

Victor considered the question for a few minutes, digging deep to feel what he could of his beloved. All he felt was a coldness, a detachment but also an answering need that reflected his own. It was confusing, but he knew for a fact at that moment that Grant was okay; he wasn’t hurt. So why hadn’t he called? He promised that he would call.

“He’s okay,” Victor stated and dropped his head to check his phone once more.

“There could be any number of reasons why he hasn’t called. He’s a detective, and he can’t just drop everything and make calls.” Simon tried for an explanation, but Victor was finding holes in the ‘he’s so busy’ excuse. A text takes barely a few seconds. As his mate, Victor felt he deserved at least a few seconds. But he didn’t argue; he let Simon talk and nodded appropriately.






CHAPTER FOUR

Around nine, he excused himself and headed back to his own apartment. He wanted to call Grant, but he also didn’t want to bother him. The truth being that he was afraid of what Grant my tell him. His confidence and happiness were draining away with each passing minute.

He dressed for bed at eleven, and he couldn’t wait any longer. He picked up his phone and dialed Grant’s number and waited. He’d been apart from his beloved for an excruciating amount of time, and he needed to know why Grant had not returned and had not called. With his hand shaking, he listened as it rang over and over, and then finally, Grant answered.

The sound of his voice both soothed and upset him. “Are you okay?” Was the only thing he could think of to say because Grant said nothing other than hello.

“Yes,” Grant said and fell silent once again.

“I was worried when I didn’t hear from you,” Victor explained, feeling all kinds of awkward.

“I was busy.” He stated blunt and to the point.

“Okay, I’ll let you go then, and we can talk later,” Victor said and was about to close the call.

“Yeah, later, much later.” Grant sniped. Confusion gripped Victor and with it a level of panic. This was not the man who pledged his life to him yesterday; this man was mean and dismissive.

“What’s wrong? Have I offended you in some way?” He implored.

Grant gave a hateful laugh and without thinking through the ramifications, began spewing his anger. “Considering all the talking we did last night it surprises me that you failed to tell me about your extra-curricular activities, about who you really are.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I kept nothing of importance from you.” Victor felt his panic beginning to rise. “You know where I come from, my family, and my life as it is now. There are no secrets.” Victor asserted.

“What are you after, money? It’s usually money with guys like you. The last guy who hung me out to dry took me for a new wardrobe and plenty of expensive entertainment before I found out what a lying cheat he was.” Victor could clearly hear the anger and venom in every word Grant spat at him but still did not know why.

“Lucky for me, someone set me straight about you before I made the mistake of claiming you.” His voice was beginning to rise.

“Who? I don’t understand what you’re saying.” Victor shot back with equal intensity.

“You’ve fucked every guy in the Coven and don’t try and deny it. You’re nothing but a whore.” Grant yelled into the phone. His words hit Victor like a physical blow. At first, he went numb and couldn’t believe his ears, then the pain began in his head and blasted through his body, shattering everything he thought he knew. How could this be happening? Was this Grant the Fated love of his life, partner for eternity? No, this man was a stranger, a vile and hateful stranger.

Victor pulled the phone from his ear and stared at it as it lay in the palm of his hand for a moment as if it were something contemptible, loathsome even. Then he threw it across the room with such force that it exploded upon impact with the wall. He continued to stand still and silent for several more minutes while trying to come to terms with this assault by his beloved. Gradually the pain subsided, and he was left with just a vast emptiness.

He thought of Simon and Killian and how he’d tried to turn his brother against Killian because of his past deeds, and yet Simon would not forsake him. He stood strong and defended Killian, knowing him to be kind and dutiful where Simon was concerned, and that was all that really mattered. Such devotion as theirs did not exist for him.

With several shaky breaths and tears in the stillness that would not stop falling, he turned off the lights and went to bed. This was his reality, a beloved who would renounce and abandon with the slightest provocation. Romance, he scoffed. He would never know romance or true love for his beloved was lost.

…

Grant immediately tried to soften his words as soon as they had left his lips. “I’m sorry I didn’t mean . . .” He began and didn’t know how to walk back what he’d said, so just kept repeating that he was sorry. It wasn’t long before he realized that Victor was gone. He hadn’t said a word following Grant’s wicked outburst, just silence.

The dead air sunk into Grant’s soul, and the panic was visceral as his wolf tore at him for release. His claws extended and his teeth dropped as the shift was about to overtake him. The damage he’d just inflicted upon his mate hit him sharply. He had to drop to the floor to forcefully contained his beast as the wolf fought for control.

He rolled to his side and then eased up onto his knees. His wolf was furious, and Grant couldn’t blame him. The accusations he’d hurled at Victor were beneath him, and he should have controlled himself, controlled his anger. He grabbed his phone and quickly shot another apology to Victor and followed that with a call but no answer to either. Victor was shutting him out.

It was during his third attempt to call that there was a hard knock at his door, followed by Iker yelling. “Open up, Grant.”

Grant got to his feet and headed to the door for Iker would not be dissuaded by a mere, fuck off. He would keep knocking until Grant answered. He didn’t want to talk to the man, he didn’t want to talk to anyone, but he had no choice.

“What do you want?” He barked as he threw the door open. Iker stood there and eyed him closely before brushing him aside and walking in.

“Stanley said you’re upset; he can feel your distress.” That shocked him for a moment. He hadn’t thought about Stanley being able to pick up on his heightened emotions.

“He sensed what I was feeling?” Grant voiced his surprise.

“Yeah, you’re the only other paranormal in the neighborhood. He can feel your emotions when they get really out of control, like now.” Iker went to Grant’s fridge, grabbed a beer, opened it, and took a seat in his living room. “Now, tell me what the fuck is going on with you.” He took a long sip of his beer and then waited. Grant walked over and sat down opposite him on the sofa and knew he wasn’t going to get away without an explanation.

“I destroyed my mating. I blew it away with just a few words.” He decided to open with the facts. He glanced up at Iker, who was leisurely drinking his beer and waiting for him to continue, so he did.

Grant gave him the highlights of his weekend explaining how his euphoria at finding his mate quickly turned into bitter disappointment because he let the cloud of his last relationship affect him. He finished by telling Iker in painful detail the content of their final conversation, which had occurred a few minutes ago and had been the catalyst for Iker’s visit.

Grant fell silent and waited for judgment, advice, commiseration, anything other than silence. Iker stared at his beer for several seconds before commenting. “That was really fucked up, Grant. I thought you were broad-minded and generally well mannered, but apparently not.”

“The guard had no reason to lie, and he directed me to three others who could corroborate his statements. It felt like Julian all over again, and I snapped.” Grant tried for justification.

“So, what you’re telling me is that a healthy twenty-two-year-old male who works as a waiter at the Imperial Club has hooked up with guys in his past. Sounds tragic.” The sarcasm was thick.

“Hooked up with a lot of guys.” Grant defended.

“How many?”

“I don’t know.” Frustration was making an appearance.

“You were expecting your mate to be a virgin?” Iker just kept needling him.

“No, just not a whore.”

“Are you a virgin, Grant? How many men have you been with? If you described all your sexual encounters to your mate, what would he label you?” Iker pressed as he leaned forward in his chair nailing Grant with a hard stare.

“He’d call me a disgusting freak and a whore,” Grant admitted and dropped his head to stare at the floor.

“No, he wouldn’t because he has more manners than you.” Iker’s sarcasm was back. He finished his beer and went back to the fridge for a second and brought one for Grant. Grant took it and drained half of it before taking a breath. He found it difficult to make eye contact with Iker now that his emotions were settled, and the gravity of the situation was upon him. Shame and stupidity were a lethal mix.

“I attacked my mate because Julian embarrassed me. I wasn’t even that keen on Julian if truth be told it was just the humiliation that stung. Seeing him there being fucked by the manager, Jordan Turnbull, had twisted me up. I wanted revenge, and I took it out on Victor.” He spoke to the floor still not ready to look at Iker as he came clean with his feelings and behavior.

He took his anger and sense of betrayal out on Victor, his mate, who he was supposed to honor, protect, treasure, and love above all others. “I let that fucking Julian trash me twice only this time my loss is devastating.”

“Yeah, Julian was no prize for sure. I figured you were with him for the sex. It certainly wasn’t for his personality because he had none.” Iker interjected.

“It was easy, and that should have been my first clue that he was incapable of being faithful.” Grant looked up at Iker with a smile. “How do I fix this with Victor? I said some awful things, and now he isn’t talking to me.”

“You’ve tried to call him and text him?”

“Repeatedly, he won’t respond.”

“Give me Victor’s number.” Grant gave him the number, and he tried to call him on his phone. “Maybe he’ll answer if he thinks it’s me instead of you.” Grant held his breath, hoping that Victor would speak to Iker, but after a few seconds, Iker closed the call. “His phone is turned off.”

“This is so bad.” Grant declared and finished the rest of his beer. “I made him so many damned promises yesterday and broke every one of them today.”

“Leave it for tonight and go see him tomorrow. You’re his beloved; he won’t be able to stay away for long. He’ll forgive you.” Iker assured.

“I’m not so certain of that.”

…

“It’s after two, and he still isn’t answering his phone,” Simon told Killian as they sat together at the bar of the Imperial having coffee. “I tried his door, but he won’t answer, and it’s locked, and he never locks his door.”

“You’re worried?” Killian breathed the words against Simon’s ear as he placed a few kisses to the side of his face.

“I’m worried.” Simon looked over at Killian with that pleading expression that Killian would do anything to appease.

“I’ll go with you, and we’ll get the door open,” Killian stated, and they headed back hall that leads to the apartments. Simon’s wishes were always Killian’s commands.

The place was getting quieter by the day with people moving to the new location downtown. There were but a handful of people still residing at the Imperial. Guards and security measures were still in place and would remain, but most of the apartments were now empty. The section of the first floor where Victor’s apartment was located had already been completely cleared except for Victor.

When they arrived, Simon tried knocking, but there were no sounds from inside the apartment. Killian tried the handle, but it was locked as Simon had said. “Call him.” He stated, and Simon called but received no answer.

“His phone is off,” Simon said with panic rising in his tone and expression. Killian took the handle and with a flick of his wrist, broke it, and pushed the door open for Simon to enter. Simon hurried through the apartment and seeing no one, went directly to Victor’s bedroom. Killian remained in the outer room.

He saw him in bed, not moving. “Victor, wake up.” He said and began shaking him. With the urgency apparent in his beloved’s tone, Killian rushed into the room.

“Is he okay?” He asked.

“I don’t know, he’s so groggy, what’s wrong?” Simon sat down on the edge of the bed and kept shaking him. Killian retrieved several bottles from the floor and with a subtle smirk, showed them to Simon.

“I think these are what is wrong with him, my love.” He said. Simon glanced over and shook his head. “I’ll get some black coffee; you keep working on him.” With that Killian left the room.

Victor came awake with a rush as he was being shaken and yelled at. What a way to wake up. “I’m awake; I’m awake.” He grumbled and tried to sit up but fell back down and tried again. With Simon’s help, he was able to pull himself up and lay back against the headboard. “What are you doing here?” He asked, confused as to why Simon was sitting there staring at him with such derision.

“It’s two in the afternoon, and you weren’t answering your phone or your door. I was afraid something had happened to you.” Simon stated. His concern touched Victor, and he leaned forward and gave his brother a brief and clumsy hug.

“I’m sorry.” He told him and leaned back against the headboard. “I broke my phone.” He glanced up as Killian entered the room and placed a steaming cup of black coffee next to him on the bedside table. “Thank you.”

Killian nodded and then stepped back, surveyed the room for a moment, and then stepped out. He obviously sensed that it would be easier for Victor to talk with just his brother in the room. Once they were alone, Victor slowly and painfully explained what Grant had said but left out the whore part. He just couldn’t repeat that word. It had been used against him so often in the past and had not bothered him until how.

Simon stared at him for a moment before responding. “He denied you because you’ve had past relationships?” His tone was incredulous.

“He was told that I slept around, and apparently, he doesn’t want to bind himself to someone who has been loose with their morals,” Victor stated with dripping sarcasm. He really didn’t want to go into detail. He just wanted to forget it.

Simon didn’t press for more he just pulled Victor into his arms and held him. His brother always knew what he needed, and right now, he needed to be held. “If he can walk away from you so easily, then he isn’t worth your time or your sadness. Better that you discovered how thin his regard before you bonded with him.” Victor pulled back and wiped his eyes with the back of his hand.

“It’ll take time, but I’ll come to terms with this, somehow. I can’t be the first vampire in existence to have been denied by their beloved. I’ll get over it.” He knew it wasn’t true, but he needed to say it and keep saying it. He pasted on a soft smile and reached for the coffee. It didn’t taste very good on the heels of all the alcohol he’d consumed, but he knew it would eventually help him to feel better. Vampires healed rapidly, so the hangover wouldn’t plague him for too long.

The alcohol had helped him sleep and get the wolf out of his thoughts, but it was a temporary fix. It all came rushing back as soon as the effects started to wear off. He wouldn’t do that again; if he were to get over this, then he had to face it and put it aside. Hiding from it or denying it would do nothing except prolong the agony.

“Don’t tell anyone what happened, yet.” He asked.

“I won’t but promise me you won’t do anything crazy or stupid,” Simon responded, looking worried. Victor watched Simon glance around at the empty bottles. He worried that Victor was going to sink into depression.

“I won’t do anything crazy or stupid. The booze was a momentary lapse in judgment. I won’t take that route again.”

“Okay, I’ll let you relax and pull yourself together, and then I’ll be back with dinner. Just you and me because Killian has to work. Don’t say no, you need food and family.” Simon was so sweet and sincere that Victor could not refuse.

“Sounds good, how about seven?”

“I’ll be back at seven. Be showered and dressed, and we’ll talk about my new curtains. Look over the textile book I sent over and give me some ideas.” He was definitely a keeper. Victor loved his brother.

“I will.” With that, Simon stood, gave his brother another hug and left, giving Victor the time and space to pull himself together.






CHAPTER FIVE

Grant had planned on heading over to the Imperial early since it was his day off and staying away from his mate was becoming impossible. But instead, he was pulled into the station at seven in the morning not to work, but to give a statement.

He was met at his door that morning by two uniformed officers asking that he accompany them back to the station to answer questions as to his whereabouts two weeks ago. It was the day, according to the medical examiner, that Julian Weatherby had been murdered.

His body had been found on the banks of Allegheny River, and the cause of death was strangulation. It was a shock, and Grant felt the loss of a young life, but he did not grieve for Julian. Julian played a dangerous game, and apparently, he played the wrong person. Grant’s prior relationship with Julian was well known, so obviously he was considered a suspect.

Thankfully he had an airtight alibi. On the day of Julian’s death, he’d been at work all day in the presence of his co-workers. When he got off, he went straight to Iker and Stanley’s place for dinner and game night, where he stayed until two-thirty in the morning. They were trying to pull him out of his funk at the time and insisted he stay and continue playing well into the morning. Thank God for well-intentioned friends.

Grant wasn’t released until after nine that evening. From what he understood, they were picking up the hotel manager, Jordan Turnbull, and another co-worker that Julian had been fucking for questioning.

Iker was there at the station waiting for him and drove him home. The day had been a total bust as far as fixing things with his mate. He checked his phone, but there were no calls or texts. Victor was shutting him out. The distance that was forming between them was painful, causing a sense of sadness and loss that he could not dispel.

“You okay?” Iker asked once they were in the car.

“Yes, I’m okay. I’m sorry this happened to Julian, but from what I was told, he had been involved with some dangerous men. I wasn’t aware of that, and I should have been. I took him at face value, a bartender easy on the eyes and easy into bed. I looked no further than that.” Grant shook his head and looked out his side window.

“I even believed him when he told me that we were exclusive.” He barked a harsh laugh. “Even though I knew the relationship was temporary, and I had no intention of hanging around for long, his declaration touched me. I was sucked into the romance of the moment. That was until reality kicked me in the head.” If he’d kept the relationship casual, he would have never gotten played. But that’s water under the bridge now.

“My behavior with Victor was inexcusable.” His mind went immediately back to his mate. “I don’t know how I’m going to win him back.” He’d abused his mate in the worst possible way. He compared him to someone who had no place in his life to begin with.

He punished Victor for the sins of another and did so without warrant. His behavior disgraced him and dishonored his mate. It had been so long since he’d looked into those blue eyes and touched that soft alabaster skin. The thought of it sent a shudder through his body.

“Do you want me to take you to the Imperial?” Iker asked.

“Yes, if you don’t mind. I need to talk to him. Being apart is driving me crazy. I have to talk to him, apologize. I have to do something.” Grant ran his fingers roughly through his hair agitated and on edge. He wasn’t sure what he would say to his mate, but he had to try and reach him because the alternative was unthinkable.

…

Dinner had been light and enjoyable. Victor’s hangover had completely dissipated by the time Simon had arrived. Talk of interior decorating had consumed their time, and Victor was extremely grateful for the reprieve. He knew the pain of his beloved’s rejection would resurface soon enough, but for this moment, he could smile and just be with Simon.

Simon saw Victor’s phone, where it lay in pieces on the floor and tried to fix it, but it was a total loss. He removed the sim card and tossed the rest into the trash. “Get a new phone; I don’t like not being able to text you,” Simon told him.

“I have an old one that I’ll use. I’ll set it up later. I’ll give it a day or two.” His reasoning was clear. Victor was afraid to hear from Grant. He feared it would be more of the same or maybe worse, and he couldn’t handle it right now.

“Don’t wait.” Simon stated firmly, “He may be trying to apologize.”

“He could have stopped by, but he didn’t.” Victor felt that if Grant had really cared and wanted to mend the rift made by his words, he could have come to see him. He had plenty of time, and he knew exactly where he lived, but he didn’t, and that spoke volumes as to what he thought of Victor and their bond.

“I’m going to do a few hours at work tonight.” He said as the conversation slowed. “I’m going in at ten. It’s Sunday, so it will be slow, but I need to keep my mind busy.” Simon nodded his understanding.

“What if Grant stops by the Club?” He asked.

“He won’t.” Victor was quite sure that if he were going to stop by, he would have done it already, and besides, he’d make sure he wasn’t allowed in. Victor didn’t want to have to deal with whatever else Grant might say.

He wanted to hate the man, but every time he thought of that bastard wolf, he became hot, and desire started pumping through him. His vampire nature was agonizing over the loss and desperate to reconcile. Would it ever get easier he wondered?

“I’ll leave and let you get ready for work.” Simon stood and headed for the door but stopped and turned around. “Fix your phone; don’t wait, Victor. I’ll call you tomorrow, and you better answer.”

“Okay, I’ll take care of it.” Victor relented. “Call me tomorrow.” Simon smiled satisfied that he’d gotten his way and left. Victor dug through one of the drawers in the table beside the sofa and came up with his old phone. He’d upgraded last year, but his old one was still good and would suffice until he could get another.

He looked at the sim card on the coffee table and then at the phone in his hand and just thought for a moment. Was he ready, no, he wasn’t ready? He set the phone down next to the card and decided to shower and get dressed for work.

…

Iker pulled up into the parking area adjacent to the club, and Grant got out. Grant ran his fingers through his hair and adjusted his clothing in an attempt to look better than he felt. “I’ll wait for fifteen, in case you need a ride home,” Iker told him, and Grant nodded.

“Thanks.” With a deep cleansing breath, he headed to the garage area of the Club. He wasn’t dressed for the front door. There were three guards there; each was giving him a careful scrutiny as he approached. One stepped forward to meet him at the entrance. Grant pulled out his badge and showed it to the guard. He was ready to use whatever clout he had. His mate was inside somewhere, and he had to see him, had to be allowed in.

The guard checked his badge and then looked him in the eye. “What is your business?”

“I want to see Victor Rossi.” He stated with all the authority he could muster.

“Is this official business?” Damn, he wanted to lie, but he couldn’t.

“No, personal.” He stuck his wallet back into his pocket and waited while the guard appeared to be checking his phone screen. After a few seconds, the guard looked up at him and with a shake of his head, gave him the bad news.

“I can’t let you in Detective Dorsey.” He said.

“Why not?”

“You are banned from the property.” That statement caused Grant to step back and look around. How can that be?

“That can’t be right; I was just here Friday.”

“Your name is on the list.” The guard was so matter of fact that Grant wanted to punch him in his cold, detached face.

“Who put it there?” Grant demanded, although he had no right to demand anything.

“Victor Rossi.” With that, the guard dropped his phone back into his breast pocket and turned away leaving Grant on the outside.






CHAPTER SIX

He walked back to Iker’s car and got in. Iker, obviously sensing the storm that was circling the man, did not ask questions and just started the car and pulled away from the Club. Grant turned his head and stared out the side window and considered the brutal fact that this entire situation was of his own making.

He had taken that stranger’s word over his mate, which should never have happened. If he hadn’t still been suffering the sting of humiliation from his time with Julian, he never would have listened because he knew his mate. In his heart, he knew his mate the moment they met, and his devotion was there in his eyes and his care in his touch.

Past lives were immaterial when it came to one’s Fated mate. His wolf was clear and focused with no doubts, and he should have listened. He let his unfounded suspicions and anger grow until his emotions were so out of control that he blew up at his mate.

Right now, he didn’t give a shit if his mate had fucked every man in Pittsburgh; he just wanted him back. Grant just wanted the chance to look into those gorgeous blue eyes, hold him in his arms and tell him how much he loved him.

When they pulled into Iker’s driveway, both their phones rang at the same time, which seemed odd. Iker stepped out of the vehicle to take his call, and Grant remained seated while he answered. Grant got out of the car once he closed his call, and by the look on Iker’s face, they’d both received the same information.

“Do you know this man, Jordan Turnbull?” Iker asked.

“I only met him that once when he was pile driving my ex-boyfriend in the taproom of the Hotel,” Grant responded a little confused by the information he’d been given. The officer at the station stated that Jordan was the prime suspect in Julian’s murder, but they have yet to apprehend him. The man apparently had ties to the criminal element in Pittsburgh and had gone into hiding.

The officer also intimated that Grant might be in danger. Based on old records, Jordan has a history of exacting revenge for misdeeds, and since Grant was present at Jordan’s humiliation, he may be next on the guy’s hit list.

“Who owns the Florentine Hotel?” Iker asked.

“Harold Ramsey, current leader of the underworld here in Pittsburgh, according to the officer that I was talking to.” He said and leaned against the hood of Iker’s car, still not processing everything. “Why would I be a target?” He asked. “Julian clearly cheated on the guy with more than just me.”

“You’re the one he had to eyeball. Consider how you felt but add criminal and crazy to the mix.” Iker explained. “You need to take precautions until they pick this guy up.”

“I’m a wolf shifter, and Jordan Turnbull is human, so I can handle myself just fine.” Grant shot back.

“But you don’t know who he might have working for him.” Iker countered.

“Alright, I’ll be careful, but Jordan Turnbull is the furthest thing from my mind right now.” He straightened and took a few steps towards his place located next door. He stopped and turned back, seeing that Iker was still leaning with both hands on the hood of his car and watching him intently.

“I can’t think about anything apart from redeeming myself in the eyes of my mate. I couldn’t get inside the Club tonight because I’ve been banned. Victor had me banned from the premises, he considers me a threat to him, and it’s really fucking me up.” The last few words came out with an emotional gasp that he tried to cover. Grant bent over steadying himself with his palms on his knees.

For the second time this night, he saw his claws extend and felt his teeth growing long and sharp. His wolf was right on the edge. He stared at the ground for a moment and then up at Iker. “I may not be able to control my wolf if I lose Victor.” He shot Iker a sad smile. “Like I said, Jordan Turnbull is the least of my worries.”

“I’ve never seen your wolf, is he large?” Iker asked, surprisingly calm considering the circumstances.

“I was Beta wolf in my old pack, superior to all except my Alpha. Yes, Iker, I am a very large wolf and capable of inflicting extensive death and destruction.” He spoke without conceit.

“Well then, don’t lose him. You and your wolf need to get on the same page and figure this out.” Iker was commanding him. It was harsh, but he needed it. “You screwed this up, so now fix it.”

“Yes, sir.” Grant feigned submission, although Iker’s words sunk in and brought everything back into focus. He wasn’t going to lose control; he wasn’t giving up, and he would never let go. This was his mate, and he was going to claim him or die trying.

…

Victor attempted to put on a pleasant face and deal, but as the night progressed, his yearning for his beloved grew more and more desperate. He wondered if banning him from the property was such a good idea. He did it in haste in an attempt to normalize his night and ease his thoughts. But now it just seemed to be adding to his anxiety.

Victor didn’t want to come face to face with Grant here at work. The outcome depending upon what he said and did could have been disastrous. Victor struggled to keep his mind on the job and the customers, but the handsome wolf with the dark eyes would not be thwarted. He dominated Victor’s heart and mind every damn minute.  Their kisses haunted him and left him feeling restless and off-balance.

To top off his miserable evening, the vampire who’d given him grief the other night was also back. Caspian Forge came in around eleven and sat in Victor’s section. He ordered one drink and drank it very slowly while he kept his eyes on Victor. The sensation of being sized up for a takedown of some sort was making him jumpy as hell.

Victor kept looking over his shoulder, expecting the worse, but so far, the man just sat and stared with eyes hard and calculating. Victor was looking forward to his break at midnight and pondered the idea of taking the remainder of the night off. It was only two more hours, and he was having a tough time concentrating due to the constant pull of his beloved and the death stare he was getting from Caspian Forge.

Victor made his way back to the bar and stood there for a few minutes, waiting for his drink order to be filled. Arron came up to stand beside him, and he wasn’t wearing his usual smile, which seemed odd for some reason.

“I’m sorry I know you don’t want to hear this, but I’m going to be that guy,” Arron said softly so only Victor could hear him. “How are you doing?” He asked. If someone else had asked him that he probably would have said something sarcastic and walked away, but Arron was a genuinely gracious and caring individual.

He wasn’t asking because he wanted to know the scoop. He was asking because he wanted to know if he could help. The man was a treasure and Victor decided then and there that he was going to put some effort into making this man his friend.

“Not well,” Victor said in all honesty and gave Arron a quick glance before looking around the room. “But I can’t force someone to be with me, and I need to accept that.”

Arron placed his hand on Victor’s arm, garnering his attention. “Don’t give up stay open to the possibilities. You two belong together, and he will find his way back to you. Don’t harden your heart, don’t miss out on this extraordinary fated union.”

“I won’t give up.” He said and meant it. Arron smiled, grabbed his tray, and headed off to his section of the great room. Victor had underestimated Arron’s perception and depth and his ability to give sound advice. He was definitely friend material.

Victor was not giving up on his beloved. He had no clue as to Grant’s feelings at the moment. He’d shut himself off from their burgeoning connection as an act of self-preservation. But this was his beloved, there would be no other, and he had to try and at least talk to him. He thought of his phone and decided that he would get it operational and see if his beloved had reached out to him.

The possibility that he hadn’t hit Victor like a punch to the gut, and he quickly pushed the thought from his mind. He glanced over to where Caspian had been sitting, and the table was empty, with a sigh of relief he picked up his tray and got back to work. He’d take his break at twelve and then finish out the night.

…

Although he knew it was futile, Grant tried once again to call Victor. He just needed to be doing something positive, even if it was fruitless. Then he had a thought, a real and constructive thought for a change. He hit Kristof’s number and waited.

“Hello Grant, what can I do for you?” He answered.

“I need your help.” Without going into too many of the gory details, Grant explained his position and his desire to see his mate. “He hasn’t spoken to me since that final phone call. I need to explain myself and beg his forgiveness, but so far, he has refused contact.” There was silence for a few moments as Grant waited to see if Kristof would help him. As a mated Alpha wolf, he must understand Grant’s need to be with Victor and heal the rift between them.

“He’s working, he took on some hours tonight and will be going on break at midnight. He usually takes his break outside on the bench by the back door off the kitchen. It’s secluded back there, and he likes the fresh night air.” Grant listened closely, wondering what the plan would be. “I’ll get you inside. You can go out the back door of the garage and walk around to the back of the Club and meet him there at the bench.”

“Thank you,” Grant told him as he let out the breath he’d been holding. Finally, a plan and a way forward, he hoped.

“He will be able to see you coming, and if he runs from you back inside the Club, don’t follow. I can’t authorize you to be inside and in pursuit, if he doesn’t want to talk to you. Do you understand?” Kristof made himself crystal clear.

“Yes, I understand.”

“If that happens, call me, and we’ll figure something out. You’re his mate; he won’t be able to deny you for long.” Kristof was both a hard-liner and understanding when delivering his instructions, which was the sign of a good leader and Alpha. “Go to the garage at midnight you will have permission to enter the back lot.”

“I appreciate your help, sir.”

“Don’t fuck it up.”

“I won’t.”

…

Victor dropped his tray at the bar and headed out back with a bottle of water. He was more than ready for a break, not that it was busy, but the activity in his head was exhausting him. The image of Grant Dorsey all gorgeous and sweaty kept popping into his mind and making him yearn for the wretched wolf. As soon as he got off at two, he would fix his phone and check for texts or calls and come morning; he would go to Andrew and withdraw Grant’s name from the banned list.

He admitted that it had been petty to put Grant’s name on the list. He claimed it was for his own mental health, but in reality, it was the only way he could strike back at him. At the time, it was satisfying, but now it just seemed childish. He wondered how he would react and what he would say the next time he saw Grant, if he ever saw him again.

He was deep in thought when he heard someone approaching on his right. He turned to see the object of his obsession coming around the back of the Club and walking towards him. Grant’s clear and clean scent of evergreen washed over Victor stimulating nerves and heightening awareness. The sight of him was pure exhilaration and had Victor wanting to jump and run to meet him, but he didn’t; he stayed seated and waited for Grant to come to him.

Grant’s eyes zeroed in and never left him, and they seemed to sear right through to his soul. The closer he got, the faster he moved. Was he anxious and pleased to see him? Victor needed to open his heart to know, but he was still too tender from the last assault to risk such pain again.

His beloved looked so good in his t-shirt and jeans, and his hair messed up. The ruggedness of his features was highlighted by the stark light of the backlot making him seem even more handsome than Victor remembered. It had been two days since he’d last seen Grant, and it seemed like forever. The closer he came, the harder Victor’s heartbeat nearly pounding out of his chest.

…

Grant hurried to the Club. He was being given a chance, and he wasn’t about to waste any time. He parked across the street and headed to the garage; thankfully, the guards there were expecting him, and he didn’t have to go into explanations. One escorted him to the back door and showed him which way to go from there.

It was dark in the back lot except for a few lights on the periphery and a few along the back wall. The minute he cleared the side of the building, he could clearly see his mate and his scent was heavenly. Not having had the pleasure of that beautiful tender sweetness for so long, he greedily drank it in.

The rush of excitement at having his mate so close caused his wolf to push forward not to take over but to see their mate. His wolf was at peace for the first time in days. The power of the presence of one’s mate was absolute.

He watched as Victor saw him and at first looked startled and then settled back on the bench. It didn’t seem as though he were going to bolt. If Victor had run from him back inside the building, it would have crushed him.

The fear of losing him forever was a desperate and intense feeling and left Grant ready to do anything, say anything, become anything his mate desired. There were no limits for regaining Victor’s favor. How he could have ever said those things to his mate was unimaginable to him now.

When Grant stood in front of him, Victor dropped his head to gaze at his hands, which he held knotted together between his knees. Insecurity and uncertainty were coming off him in waves making Grant feel like a heartless asshole. He didn’t wait and abruptly dropped to his knees on the cold and damp asphalt.

“I’m sorry.” He said and raised his right hand, wishing he could touch his mate, but knowing that acceptance was unlikely. He placed his hand on the edge of the bench beside Victor just as close as he could without actually touching him. “What I said was groundless and cruel. The only excuse that I have, and it is weak and not worthy of you, is that I was recently played for a fool by someone I thought was true. The embarrassment was doubled by the fact that I’m a detective trained to recognize lies and deception and yet I bought the whole package. It resulted in a brutal and stinging public humiliation. I was still raw from that interaction when the guard told me about you.”

“Were you in love with this person?” Victor’s question caught him by surprise. He shook his head and moved his hand to rest gently against the side of Victor’s thigh. He needed the contact.

“No, but I thought we were being honest with one another.” Grant paused, wanting to get away from discussing his ex and get back to the subject of forgiveness.  “I’m sorry that I reacted so harshly and unfair when presented with gossip about you. You are my mate, and I don’t care about your past. All I care about is our future together. I swear to you that nothing else matters.” Grant brought his left hand up to rest on Victor’s other side and moved a few inches closer. His body trembled for want of him. “Please forgive me, take me back.” Victor had his eyes closed, and it was clear he was struggling. “Please open your eyes, love. Open your eyes and see me.”

Victor could smell the truth of his words, but what about the next time Grant got angry, would he once again throw hateful words at him? Would this be his life or does Grant really not care about the past? “I believe you. I believe that you’re sorry. You called me a whore because someone told you that I slept around, and it brought back bad memories for you. What guarantee do I have that it won’t happen again next time someone upsets you?”

“It won’t ever happen again. These past few days have devastated me, and my wolf is inconsolable. I tried to apologize immediately after the words were out of my mouth, but you hung up and then wouldn’t answer my calls or texts. I’ve been trying to fix this. I know what I did and how it affected us both, and I will never do it again.” Victor heard and recognized the plea in his tone and wanted to pull Grant into his arms, but things between them weren’t settled yet. Things needed to be put to right or this hurt would forever hang between them.

“I smashed my phone when you called me a whore. I threw it against the wall. I haven’t received any of your calls or texts.” Victor decided that he needed to explain himself. Grant would hear his side of the story, not just the guards.

“I haven’t been an angel, but I haven’t hurt anyone either. No promises were made, and no expectations existed apart from the physical. Everyone knew the score, and that was, I didn’t do commitments.” Victor felt Grant tensing as he continued his explanation, but he didn’t interrupt, and he appeared to be listening.

“A couple of guys got possessive, and I broke it off immediately, which caused some problems, but they got over it. Unfortunately, one guard and I believe him to be the one who spoke to you, didn’t get over it. His resulting behavior caused him to be passed over for a promotion, and he has blamed me for that misfortune to this day.”

“Bastard,” Grant mumbled.

“Yeah, he is that.” Victor agreed. “Anyway, after my brother Simon met his beloved Killian, I realized that was the kind of connection I wanted. I wanted real love and devotion, not meaningless sex, so I stepped back, and for the past ten months, I have been with no one. I think that maybe I knew in some far corner of my mind that you were coming.” Victor gave a sad smile and finally looked up at Grant capturing his gaze and holding it.

“You are a far better man than I,” Grant admitted and moved to slip both hands up to rest gently on Victor’s hips. Victor liked the feel of his beloved’s hands-on him in such a loving way. He wanted to forgive him, and he would forgive him, but he needed one more assurance.

“Will you love and honor me above all others? Will you be faithful and true?” Victor put his greatest fear out there for consideration. After the cruelty of his remarks, Victor wondered if Grant could fully commit to him body and soul or if there would always be a shadow of distrust.

“I swear to you on my life and everything that I hold dear that I will love, honor, support, and provide for you. I will hold you in my heart above all others, and I will be faithful and true to you, our bond and our future together.”






CHAPTER SEVEN

Grant poured his heart into every word willing his mate to accept and forgive. These few minutes here with his mate in this back lot would shape the rest of his life. He could not afford to hold back or dare to put a foot wrong. He could feel his mate wavering and the desire they had for one another churning around them.

Victor was softening, and their bond was helping to ease the divide. Those soft blue eyes so full of sadness and disappointment were now looking at him with hope and anticipation. Their connection was growing stronger, and Grant’s wolf urged him forward, and this time, he did not dissuade. He leaned in and took Victor’s lips in a kiss that was tender and yet begged for more.

He pulled back and ran his fingers through Victor’s hair, holding him as he searched his sweet little face for understanding. “I am so sorry I made things so hard and messy. If it hadn’t been for my childish, self-centered behavior, we would be . . .” He didn’t get a chance to finish that sentence because Victor cut him off.

“No, we aren’t going there ever again. I forgive you, and we have put the past behind us where it will stay.” He was forceful and firm, and Grant felt his heartbreak with gratitude and relief. Grant stood up and extended his hand to Victor who took it readily. He pulled him to his feet and then wrapped his arms around him pulling him in for a desperate embrace.

“Let’s go to my place.” He said, and Victor nodded looking expectant and happy for the first time. His mate was genuinely smiling, and it was the single most spectacular event of his life so far. His mate had forgiven him and was looking forward to their time together; everything was right in his world. What a blessing and joy to have his mate by his side once again.

They stood silently, holding one another breathing in the scent and awareness of each other. The bond had been strained but thankfully not broken. Never again would Grant take for granted what was a rare and special gift. The love and regard he felt for his mate was without parallel. He kissed the top of his beautiful head and began to turn him towards the side back door of the garage.

“Do you need anything, or can we just go?” He whispered into his ear, eager to be on their way. “My car is parked across the street. We can go through the garage. I’m not really dressed for cutting through the club.” He smiled and kissed Victor’s cheek anxious to get this little man in his home and into his bed. The need to claim was on him fierce and focused, and nothing was going to get in his way.

“Let’s go,” Victor said, and before they could take the first step, Grant heard movement from beyond the perimeter lights. He stopped and remained still as he listened. It was there again, movement and it wasn’t one, it was many.

Grant turned abruptly and pushed Victor behind him. “What is it?” Victor asked, keeping his voice low.

“Go inside, please.” Grant urged Victor towards the kitchen entrance while never taking his eyes off the approaching shadowed figures. “They’re after me, and I don’t want you getting hurt.” Grant assumed this was related to the perceived threats against him regarding Julian’s demise. He hadn’t put much stock it when he was warned, but apparently Jordan Turnbull was more of a danger and had more pull than he realized.

As the men approached fanning out, it became clear to Grant that they were not human. The leader, a large imposing individual with murderous intent, was a vampire as were the men with him. That struck Grant as odd, how would Turnbull have access to such men as these?

‘I’m not leaving you here.” Victor declared and tried to step up beside Grant. “I’m not helpless.” He insisted when Grant did not respond but stepped to the side, countering his move in order to keep Victor behind him.

Victor wasn’t clear as to what was happening, but Grant’s cautious intensity put him on alert. The group that was coming forward from the darkness exuded a growing animosity the closer they came, and that animosity felt strangely familiar to Victor. When the leader stepped into the light, Victor understood, and fear clenched at his chest.

“They’re not here for you, Grant. The vampire is Caspian Forge, and he wants me. He’s here to make me pay for disrespecting him.” Victor swallowed hard and kept his eyes trained on Caspian as he marched towards them with his legion. Victor knew the man was angry, but to storm the Imperial was insane.

“Oh, fuck that. No one is touching you.” Victor caught his breath and jumped back when Grant suddenly, in the blink of an eye, shifted into the largest beast he’d ever seen. It was awe-inspiring for Victor had never witnessed a shift before. Grant was magnificent and terrifying. Victor watched as Grant charged forward and leapt at Caspian landing a bloody strike to his upper body before Caspian had the chance to evade.

The others instantly rushed at the wolf, and Victor could not stand there and do nothing. He ran to join the fight and help his beloved. He felt nothing but the overwhelming need to save Grant from the onslaught of the vampires coming after him. One member of the group turned and rushed Victor targeting him for an attack, but before contact was made, guards flowed from the Imperial and swarmed the back lot. One of them charged in front of Victor and took the brunt of the vampire’s attack.

Victor was knocked backward onto his ass, and he quickly rolled to stand but was suddenly picked up and carried back to the bench. “You need to stay out of this. You’re only making it more difficult for your beloved. He can’t fight and worry about you as well.” Kristof commanded as he pushed Victor back down onto the bench when he tried to stand up.

“Sit there and don’t move.” Came an adjoining order from Josef who had come to stand beside Kristof. He gave Victor a hard stare and then added with a touch of understanding. “Grant and the guards are well able to handle this. He’ll be fine, I promise.”

Victor watched with his heart in pain and his stomach in knots as he saw his beloved so powerful and amazing. He went head to head with that formidable and vicious vampire never swaying or losing focus as they clashed over and over blood and tissue were torn and bodies pushed to the edge. Victor realized that he must have been showing his anxiety because Josef reached over and place his hand on his shoulder, and Victor found that his turmoil instantly subsided. He feared for his beloved, but he was no longer panicking.

Grant reared up on his hind legs and grabbed the vampire by the wrist as he was trying to thrust a blade into Grant’s side. He sunk his teeth in and pulled the man to the ground and with a jerk of his head tore the arm off and threw it to the side.

The vampire struggled to gain his footing; the lack of an arm was not stopping him, but he stumbled, and that’s when Grant opened the man’s throat with a swipe of his claw. Falling forward the vampire tried to gain a grip on Grant’s hindquarters, but he sidestepped and then tackled the vampire taking him to the ground once again and this time finishing him.

The scene was brutal, violent, and vicious, but Grant was incredible. He was so wild and untamed and yet so in control that Victor melted on the spot when their eyes met. The wolf was all Grant the dark eyes, the light brown hair, the commanding stance, and the love he felt emanating from the beast, which enveloped him completely.

His beloved risked life and limb to save him, and Victor’s heart snapped opened at that moment, and all the true feeling he’d kept behind the hurt and the pain flowed out. Victor could feel everything his beloved was feeling and understood now with the depth of clarity all that he’d gone through.

Grant shifted and began walking back towards Victor as the fight raged on around him. The guards were cleaning up the remainder of the vampire’s men, and Grant only had eyes for the little beauty standing on the sidelines. He and his wolf needed to satisfy themselves that their mate was well and safe. He had Kristof and Josef on either side of him, so he knew his mate was safe, but still, he had to touch him and hold him in his arms to be sure.

He marveled at the man’s bravery. Considering his size and abilities, he wouldn’t have lasted five seconds with any of those men, but still, he charged right in to defend what was his. The act was touching, but Grant planned to punish him appropriately for putting himself in such danger. A firm spanking seemed to be in order, and Grant grinned at the vision that came to mind.

He would have to thank the guard who intervened and saved his mate from harm. It was the same guard who’d given him the dirt on Victor that fateful evening and warned him away. He shook his head and thought what a difference a couple of days can make.

Kristof handed him sweatpants and a t-shirt since his clothes had been shredded in the shift. “Very good, Grant. You’ve proven yourself quite capable.” Kristof commented. “Come see me after you’ve claimed your mate. I have an open position of Beta in my pack that we need to discuss.” Josef chuckled and nodded his approval.

“Yes, sir,” Grant said and shifted his gaze back to his mate.

Josef and Kristof stepped aside and went out to assist in the final clean-up of the ill-timed and ill-advised assault on  the Imperial. Grant stepped up to his mate and looked down into the most gorgeous blue eyes in the world, and they were full of love, love for him. Victor had dropped his walls, and his emotions were sharp and certain, and the gift humbled Grant. He didn’t deserve it, but he wanted it, and he needed it more than he needed life.

“You better put those clothes on before I jump you right here in front of everyone,” Victor whispered, and Grant barked a laugh at the comment.

“Maybe I’d like it if you jumped me.” Grant shot back as he pulled on the borrowed items.

“You’re going to like it a lot.” Victor teased as he began walking around the side of the club. Grant quickly caught up and wrapped his arm around Victor’s waist, pulling him up tight to his side. He guided Victor to his car in the lot, and they were promptly on their way. Neither wanted to dawdle around with the events of this evening; they needed each other, and they needed the completion of their bond. If Victor’s vampire nature was even anywhere near as freaked out as Grant’s wolf, they had a rough and ready night ahead of them.

As soon as they pulled into Grant’s driveway, Victor jumped out and headed for the front door. His enthusiasm was becoming a fever. The necessity to establish their bond was riding him hard. He didn’t want his wolf to disappear again. Logically he knew that wouldn’t happen; he and Grant were at a place they both recognized and were both ready to go forward. He wasn’t going to walk away or ghost him; he was there to stay, but still, the fear would remain until the claim was in place. It’s just the way with paranormals.

He waited at the door as Grant walked up behind him and encircled Victor’s waist with both arms and pulled him up against his chest. He tucked his face into Victor’s shoulder and took a deep breath. Victor turned his head and pressed his nose to the side of Grant’s head and did the same.

“You smell heavenly.” Victor gushed and threaded his fingers through Grant’s hair holding him close so he could drink in the fresh wild evergreen scent of his beloved. Grant pressed his hard cock into the small of Victor’s back before responding with a deep sexy growl.

He reached forward and unlocked the door. They moved inside and kicked off their shoes. Grant slammed the door behind them as he pushed Victor up against it holding him prone with his body. Victor was on fire; every nerve in his body was alive and signally for more. 

It had been ten months since he felt a man’s interest and need, and no one ever felt like Grant. His beloved was lightyears beyond any other encounter. The aroma, the touch, the taste, and the sheer power of the man wrapped around Victor and blew his mind.

“I want you now, Grant. I’ve waited too long, and I need you right now.” His demands were delivered in a whisper, but the force of those words set Grant on a mission to please. He’d treated his mate in a reprehensible manner, and he had a lot for which to atone. To begin with, he would claim his beautiful mate and make him quiver and moan with pleasure and desire. Grant loved a challenge, and he loved his mate.

It came on him slowly and then in a sudden rush. The love he felt for Victor was total, not just physical and emotional, but with every fiber of his being, he knew this man was it for him. Victor owned him as no else ever had. He couldn’t imagine a day without him in it or a night not holding Victor in his arms. This was real devotion, dedication, and commitment and he was more than ready to lock it in place.

He swept Victor up into his arms and dashed up the stairs to his bedroom at the end of the hall overlooking his tiny backyard. A kick to the door swung it wide and carried Victor to the bed and lay him down with the utmost care and reverence. “This is my place, it’s a rental, and I’ve lived here about a year. If you like it, we can stay, or if you want to buy a place, I’m open to that too just so long as we’re together I don’t care where we are.”

Victor smiled at him and cupped the side of his face with the softest hands of any man alive. His gaze was stimulating and awakening all of Grant’s baser needs and desires. His wolf was front and center aching for his mate.

“We’ll work out the details a day at a time. As long as we are together, nothing else matters.” Victor reiterated Grant’s claim. He then pulled him down for a possessive kiss that grew deeper as he wrapped his arms around Grant and leaned back forcing him down upon him. The move was subtle but effective.  They kissed and touched, reacquainting themselves with each other until they could hold back no longer.

“We’re wearing entirely too much clothing,” Grant observed as he began pulling at Victor’s uniform vest, quickly removing it and moving onto his white shirt. In the meantime, Victor busied himself with sliding his hands inside Grant’s loose-fitting sweats and exploring to his heart’s content.

“You’re playing with fire, my love.” Grant groaned when Victor ran his index finger down the crease of Grant’s muscular ass and pressed against the tight muscle of his entrance. It responded with a quiver, and Victor did it over and over again.

Unable to take much more, Grant pushed up to his knees and jerked Victor’s shirt off over his head not bothering to deal with the buttons and then in one smooth move gripped the waistband of his dress pants and pulled them down and off with his briefs and tossed them to the floor with the shirt.

Victor pulled off his socks and lay back down and gazed up at his beloved, who was seated between Victor’s thighs and for some reason, was still wearing his sweats. Victor crossed his arms behind his head and cocked an eyebrow at Grant. “So, why are you not naked?”

Grant sat still just watching Victor with the strangest look; it was either appreciation or confusion, and Victor was hoping for the latter. He could feel myriad emotions pinging through his beloved one chasing the other, and they all were all precious even the confusion.

“I want to tell you something.” Grant began, and his tone was anxious, so Victor gave him his complete attention. Grant paused for a moment and then leaned forward and placed a lovely kiss Victor’s lips. “I love you; I wanted you to know that before we went further. I love you, and I will always strive to make sure you never regret accepting this mangy wolf as your forever mate.” He kissed him again, and Victor returned the kiss with a fervor holding him close.

Victor pulled back and stared into Grant’s loving gaze, and it eased every doubt every apprehension he may have held. “I love you too. It became real for me tonight when I saw you battling with Caspian, and I was so afraid you’d be hurt. It wasn’t a slight on your abilities; it was my own belief that nothing good ever happens to guys like me. I thought I was going to lose you before I had a chance to really find you. I love you, and I’m so glad you’re okay.”

“Thank you, baby. You never have to worry; I will always be there for you, always come back to you no matter what it takes.” He kissed him again harder this time pressing Victor into the mattress as he eased off his sweatpants and t-shirt with Victor’s help. He settled back down on top of Victor thrusting his hard cock along Victor’s hip while raining kisses down his cheek and across his jaw.

Grant had a body that was made for pleasure, and Victor was going to enjoy every touch and every taste. The pressure of Grant’s cock against his hip was making his own cock harden, and his balls tighten as Grant gripped him and stroked in time with his own thrusts. It was delicious but not enough, not enough by far.

Victor opened his legs and wrapped them around Grant’s hips, letting him settle against him, hard cock against hard cock. Grant’s was much larger and more intimidating, but Victor could thrust and grind with the best of them and in no time, had Grant moaning in delight. He could sense the beast just below the surface, and it was exhilarating and arousing to know so much power and strength lay just under the skin. He absolutely loved this wolf shifter.

Grant needed to be inside his mate, and the drive got more and more desperate. His wolf was howling in his brain to finish and seal the deal. Victor was a lovely little tease, and every move was calculated to set Grant further and further on edge. He let go of Victor’s cock and moved his hand to slid down and over Victor’s tight little hole.

He did this several times while sucking hard on Victor’s left nipple and then his right. The sweet man really enjoyed nipple play, so Grant obliged while pressing and inserting his thumb and then his index finger into Victor. The act of being inside his mate was stimulating him in a way that made everything sharper more intense and pleasurable.

Victor moved his leg to drape it over Grant’s upper arm giving him easy access to stretch and prepare his mate before plunging inside. He wanted his cock inside that velvety soft hole but needed to be sure Victor could handle him first. Going slow was probably going to kill him, but he had to do it; his mate deserved only pleasure, no pain.

Victor was losing his mind waiting for that hard cock to be stretching him wide and filling him fully. Grant was taking his time, and it was killing him. “I need you now, Grant.” He panted into his ear, and Grant responded immediately. He took a second to cover his cock with lube and add more to Victor’s stretched and ready hole, and then he plunged inside.

It was one thrust, tip to base in one go, and it was delicious. The stretching sent tingles of delight dancing across Victor’s nerves and had him nearly climaxing with the sensation. Grant pulled back and then thrust again, giving him the same sensation and making his eyes roll back in his head. Victor had never known such intense pleasure in his life, and he couldn’t get enough of it.

Grant wanted to slow down, fearing that his mate might be overwhelmed. But he couldn’t slow down; nothing could stop him from hammering home the need to claim his mate, to mark him inside and out as quickly as possible. The evening’s events had panicked his wolf, and the drive to claim was beyond his ability to control, and it was amazing. The heat combined with the energy was divine.

It was so good, and Victor was eating it up, so he didn’t even try to slow down. This was their destiny, and slow could come later, but right now, they needed assurance and they needed the connection that would bind them for all time.

The room was filled with the sounds of flesh slapping flesh and pleasurable moans and pants as they pushed one another grinding, thrusting and holding on for dear life as their future came into focus. Grant thrust deep, feeling the tightness around him, and the pulsating tremors as Victor let go and came with a force that surprised him.

His fingernails dug into Grant’s biceps as he pumped stream after stream of warm sticky seed between them. Victor was just catching his breath when Grant felt himself tumble over into the abyss and drove himself to the hilt, stretching Victor to capacity and then coming so hard; he saw stars as he filled him full of his essence. The moment it hit, Grant dropped and sunk his teeth into Victor’s shoulder, marking him as the mate of the Beta wolf and Victor returned in kind.

He sunk his fangs into Grant’s throat and began to feed, sending a fresh wave of sexual sensations flooding through Grant’s system. He came again adding to the already copious amounts of seed filling his gorgeous mate’s gorgeous ass.

Grant slowly came down from his euphoric high and released the flesh of Victor’s shoulder and licked the wound closed. He felt Victor doing the same and knew that he, too, had a lovely mating scar that marked him as belonging to the little vampire with the amazing blue eyes.

…

They lay holding each other for several minutes before Grant pulled out and went to the adjacent bathroom to clean up and get a warm washcloth to clean his lovely mate. He then tossed it in the direction of the bathroom and stretched out beside Victor. Pulling him into his arms, he let out a satisfied sigh. “I’d like for you to move in as soon as possible.” He said in a hopeful tone of voice.

“I can do that.” Victor agreed, and Grant pulled him closer and kissed the side of his head.

“Now, I know I’m asking a lot, but I’m going to put it out there, and you tell me if I’m pushing too hard or if it is something you would consider.” Grant needed to ask, and he hoped he worded it right and didn’t end up offending his mate. “Would you consider quitting your job at the Imperial. My wolf and I have a jealous streak that may not be conducive to customers getting too familiar with you.” He paused for a moment, and Victor did not respond so he continued.

“I am over one hundred years old, and I have managed my money well. You don’t need to work; I can support us both very easily.” This time Victor rolled over so as to look at Grant directly. He didn’t look upset, so that was good.

“I am twenty-two, and I too have managed my money well, so together, I think financially we’re in a pretty good place.” Victor chuckled. “I do the stock market, I learned from a few experts at the Coven. I have no problem quitting the imperial, it wasn’t a career with me, but I’d like to take some classes and further my finance education. It’s something that I’ve wanted to pursue for a while now.”

Grant was overjoyed he got everything he asked for, and his mate was completely on board. He knew it wouldn’t always be this easy, but for now, he was going to bask in the win.

“Whatever makes you happy, makes me happy. You pursue any career path you wish, and I will support you a hundred percent as long as it doesn’t include getting too friendly with anyone who isn’t me.” He ended with a chuckle.

“My friendliness extends only to you, my amazing wolf,” Victor stated and kissed him hard and exacting, making himself perfectly clear.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”




EPILOGUE

Victor put in his notice and moved in with Grant sharing his little bungalow and starting their new life together. Simon still continued to try and convince the couple to move to the new Coven location downtown wanting his brother close by. But for now, they were going to stay and enjoy the privacy of their rental until the end of Grant’s lease.

The move downtown was inevitable due to Grant’s new position as Beta to Alpha Kristof. Grant was thrilled to be part of a pack once again. It had been twelve years that he had made it on his own with just casual wolf interactions from time to time. As Beta, he could thrive, and his wolf would never again fall into depression for lack of connection. Wolves were pack animals and to be on their own could be disastrous for some. Grant was fortunate that he was strong enough to make it on his own for so long. But now he had a pack of his own and an Alpha that he respected and admired.

The two gamma wolves from the Eastside station were also accepted giving them all strength and stability in numbers. The Pittsburgh wolf pack was on the rise with further applications flowing in. Kristof’s leadership and his coveted relationship with Master Nikolas Hadden was becoming known statewide. Grant saw it as the beginning of something interesting, and he was proud to be a part of it.

Julian’s killer was apprehended not long after the discovery of his body. As it turned out, Jordan Turnbull was not the killer. He had no ties to the underworld as suspected; he was just a work a day man who got caught up in an unfortunate situation. The fact that crime boss Harold Ramsey owned the hotel he managed made him look guilty, but in reality, he was just a manager and had never dealt with Ramsey directly.

The killer was Julian’s actual boyfriend, the man he lived with, and who assumed, like everyone had, that Julian was true and faithful to him until he found out he wasn’t. The man accidentally killed Julian in a jealous rage and then panicked and dumped the body in the river. It was unfortunate, but it’s the risk you take when you play with the emotions of the unstable.

With the distresses and pains of the past behind them, Grant and Victor looked forward to a future together that was filled with love, hope, and happiness. Victor had started his classes at the University and had already been offered a position in the Coven’s accounts division when he finished his degree. Life was good.

…

The move to the new location which Master Hadden liked to refer to as the Castle was completed and all members who wished to reside within the Coven proper had settled into their respective apartments and quarters. There was still plenty of room for more. He’d taken one floor and assigned it to Kristof and his burgeoning new Pack, a development that both surprised and delighted Nik.

“We now have a detective and two officers under our auspices, and according to reports, more requests for membership are being received.” Nik sat with his Second, Josef, in the grand room of the Castle located in the Penthouse and discussed the current state of affairs.

“A wolf pack under your control.” Josef smiled. “Who would have thought it even possible.”

“Considering the varied individuals that have joined my Coven over the past few years, nothing surprises me anymore. Fate has opened the door to diversity and inclusion, and the Hadden Coven is reaping the benefits. Witches, immortals, shifters of every ilk have come and blended with my people making us stronger, more versatile and capable of handling any situation that may arise.” Nik stood and walked over to one of the floor to ceiling windows and looked out at the stunning view of the city below.

“We’re closing the Imperial.” He announced as he turned around to look at Josef, who had remained seated. “We’ve moved beyond the showiness of wealth and celebrity. I want safety, stability, and growth for my people.”

“The last attack on the Imperial was minor. Caspian and his crew never stood a chance against the skill of our guards and the sheer rage of a Beta wolf protecting his mate.” Josef grinned. “Our security is solid.”

“It’s not a case of security; I know that our people are the best. We have outgrown the business, and our aspirations have evolved. I’ve been feeling the change for a while, and I believe now is the time to move on to some new possibilities.” He poured himself a whiskey and one for Josef and sat down across from him.

“The time has come for us to own Pittsburgh. Hotels, financial institutions, real estate we’re taking over Josef and putting Ramsey and his organization on the run.” He raised his glass in a toast.

“To a new path forward,” Josef stated, clearly excited by the Master’s new objectives.

“To power and supremacy.” Nik proclaimed.

THE END
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● Jackson’s Journey



● Jesse’s Love



● The Master’s Beloved



● The Vampire’s Chosen



The Wolves of Belle Fourche:


● The Wolves of Belle Fourche – The Alpha’s Claim



● Surprised by Forever



● Healing Scars



Lonepine Wolf Shifters:


● Lonepine Wolf Shifters



● Reluctant Mate



● Jamie’s Mate



Superiorland Wolf Pack:


● The Werewolf’s Mate



The Dark Side:


● The Dark Side - Vampire Romance



Sparrow Ridge Wolf Pack:

	Omega Mine


	The Omega’s Love




 




Other Stories:


● Risk and Reward: A Gay Love Story



● Bound By the Gods



● Signed and Sealed



● The Art of the Deal



● Save Me - A Supernatural Romance
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