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This book is dedicated to those who died at Pulse, June 12, 2016.
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Anthony Luis Laureanodisla, 25 years old
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Gilberto Ramon Silva Menendez, 25 years old

Kimberly Morris, 37 years old

Akyra Monet Murray, 18 years old

Luis Omar Ocasio-Capo, 20 years old

Geraldo A. Ortiz-Jimenez, 25 years old

Eric Ivan Ortiz-Rivera, 36 years old

Joel Rayon Paniagua, 32 years old

Jean Carlos Mendez Perez, 35 years old

Enrique L. Rios, Jr., 25 years old

Jean C. Nives Rodriguez, 27 years old

Xavier Emmanuel Serrano Rosado, 35 years old

Christopher Joseph Sanfeliz, 24 years old

Yilmary Rodriguez Solivan, 24 years old

Edward Sotomayor Jr., 34 years old

Shane Evan Tomlinson, 33 years old

Martin Benitez Torres, 33 years old

Jonathan Antonio Camuy Vega, 24 years old

Juan P. Rivera Velazquez, 37 years old

Luis S. Vielma, 22 years old

Franky Jimmy Dejesus Velazquez, 50 years old

Luis Daniel Wilson-Leon, 37 years old

Jerald Arthur Wright, 31 years old



Love Defeats Hate, Light Defeats The Darkness - Orlando United. 


Chapter One



“I’m not in the mood for some skanky club tonight, Asaph. I thought you were going to take me somewhere fancy, like Turrets, or the Watch Tower? I wanted to wear my new dress.”

“I wasn’t asking you to come with me. I’d assumed you made dinner plans with friends,” Asaph Bosch said distractedly. His eyes kept wandering to the Albion flyer and the tickets that sat on the side of his desk. There was something about that man, those eyes; it was almost as if….

“It’s no fun without you.” It was the tone that made Asaph look up. Sure enough, Leticia had her pout on and not for the first time, Asaph hid his grimace. His girlfriend of six months might be tall, slender, with luxurious blond hair and breasts most men would drool over, but she was also rich, spoiled and used to getting her own way. The red dress she was wearing highlighted a stunning figure, but was definitely unsuitable for the office and reminded Asaph, yet again, the woman had never worked a day in her life. 

“I’m going to the Albion,” he said firmly. “I’ve waited a month for these tickets, and if you’re not keen, fine. Bronson will come with me. I’ve no problems with you dining with friends.”

“But I want you to take me somewhere fancy.” My gods, the little witch actually stamped her foot. That was new. Asaph could feel his wolf rising, his animal had been getting harder to control lately, especially around Leticia. Despite being human, his wolf felt this woman was a threat in some way; Asaph wondered, not for the first time, if he should break things off. Leticia wasn’t his mate, so he’d never feel anything but affection for her anyway and lately it’d been hard to fake even that. The fact she’d barged into his office as though she owned the place wasn’t helping. 

“I have plans. Plans that don’t include you,” he said with more anger than intended. “I suggest you call up your entourage, and make other arrangements.”

“What are you saying?” Leticia got up from her chair and stood far too close to his desk for his liking. Her blood-red nails tapped on the wood, and Asaph hoped she wouldn’t leave marks. The desk was a prized antique. 

“I’ve made myself quite clear.” Asaph stood up, straightening the lapels of his Armani jacket and buttoning it. “I have plans this evening and won’t be available to take you to dinner. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have appointments all afternoon.”

“Asaph, don’t be like this,” Leticia’s voice dropped an octave and Asaph guessed she was trying to be seductive. In the first week they’d been together it’d been very effective but in the six months since, it’d lost its impact, on him at least. “You know how my friends talk if I go out without you. Rudy’s always trying to get into my pants and Katy will make catty comments all evening if you’re not there.” At least the fingernails stopped tapping. 

Asaph waited for a surge of jealousy at hearing Rudy’s name. It’s true, the self-centered young man was always hanging around Leticia and for a while he’d thought they were a couple. But Leticia always claimed she hated Rudy and would have nothing to do with him. He searched his wolf side, waiting a growl, howl or something but his animal spirit was oddly silent and that spoke volumes for Asaph.

Walking around the side of his desk, he gently took Leticia’s arm and steered her towards the door, opening it; he made it clear he expected her to leave. 

“Asaph, I….” 

“I’ve got critical business issues coming up; the Santagato Merger; I may have to fly to Europe to sort that one out; the new renovations in Milan and we’re breaking ground in Las Vegas next week. I’m going to be extremely busy. It might be better if you started seeing other people.”

“You’re breaking up with me?” Leticia at least had the manners to whisper, but Bronson Cunningham, who was sitting across from his personal assistant Beatrice, flashed him a grin. Damn wolf hearing. Asaph forced his attention to the woman who wasn’t looking as pretty as she did five minutes ago. Rage had totally distorted her flawless features. 

“I’m busy,” he said firmly. “It’s not fair to ask you to sit around in your father’s house, while I’m working. I’m sure you’d rather be out with friends, having a good time.”

“But you don’t need to work. You’ve got managers, foremen, and a whole staff of people who can oversee things for you. You just don’t want to be with me.”

Asaph inhaled deeply, and then let the breath out slowly. He didn’t want to do this in front of an audience, but Leticia gave him no choice. 

“No, I don’t. I’m sorry. I care about you and I think you’re a beautiful woman, but the chemistry isn’t there for me.” Thank goodness humans couldn’t smell lies. 

“All because I made a fuss about that skanky club? I’ll go with you then, seeing as you’re so hell-bent on ogling dancing men in heels. I can’t see the attraction, but I’ll go as your date.”

“Leticia, this has nothing to do with the show tonight; it has to do with me wanting my freedom. I don’t like being manipulated; I don’t like being told what I’m doing in my limited free time. I don’t like your stuck-up friends, and right now I’m not feeling fond of you. Now please, remember your manners; walk out of here with a shred of dignity, and don’t bother contacting me again.” Asaph swallowed the growl, that decided to make an appearance now, but it wasn’t easy. His wolf wanted Leticia gone, and while Asaph didn’t know why, he was in total agreement. 

Leticia scowled, but then, probably conscious of their audience, said in a terse voice, “You’ll be hearing from my father.” She stalked across the room and slammed the outer office door. Asaph felt his wolf settle almost immediately, and managed a tight smile for his friend. 

“Waiting to see me, Bronson?”

“Actually, I was trying to tempt the beautiful Beatrice into working for me. But seeing you will do as well.” Bronson stood and took Beatrice’s hand, giving it a kiss. 

“As always your loyalty to your boss is second only to your beauty, dear lady,” he said with a flourish and a bow.

“Oh hush, Mr. Cunningham. You’re full of syrup as always.” Beatrice blushed. Although in her fifties she was an attractive woman. More importantly for Asaph, she couldn’t be tempted away from her job, even by his flirtatious best friend. 

“Leave Beatrice alone, Bronson, or I swear she’ll suddenly run out of that coffee you like and you’ll be reduced to drinking Chai tea.”

Bronson gave a dramatic shudder. “You wouldn’t do that to me; tell me you wouldn’t Beatrice my sweet. I’ll shower you with roses every day, sing under your window at night, but please, not Chai tea.”

“It’d be good for you. Now hurry along. Mr. Bosch has fifteen minutes before his next appointment. Make sure you keep your chat to a minimum,” Beatrice admonished. 

“That woman has you on a tight leash,” Bronson laughed as he plonked himself on the chair Leticia recently vacated. “And now it sounds like you’ve got rid of another stone around your neck. Six months almost to the day. Just like clockwork my friend.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Asaph said a bit peeved at the teasing. He strode around his desk and sat, scowling at the only other wolf he had contact with. They grew up together, and when Asaph left his pack to make a place for himself in Orlando, Florida, Bronson had left his family and friends and tagged along for the ride. Both men became successful in their own right – Bronson, thanks to his string of art galleries across the State and Asaph for his property management and investment skills. 

“You dumped Leticia; I knew you would. Six months. Then something they do pisses you off, and poof, you dump them. You never last longer than six months with anyone, man or woman.”

“I don’t date men,” Asaph growled. He was a respected businessman and while Orlando was gay friendly, he didn’t believe in doing anything that might cause a negative rumble in the society or business pages. 

“It wouldn’t make a difference if you did,” Bronson said flippantly. “You find someone, woo them, you’re interested for a week and then you spend the next five and a half months trying to get them to leave. When that doesn’t work, you dump them. Face it, you’re a serial monogamist.”

“Better than shagging anything that moves,” Asaph snapped. “There was something not right about Leticia. I don’t know what it was, but…the whole thing had gone on long enough.”

“Your animal nature not interested?” Asaph appreciated Bronson’s discretion. Even with the connecting door between the offices shut, Beatrice knew she had the right to enter anytime. 

“Downright snarly.”

“Then you did the right thing.” Bronson shrugged. “Anyhow your keeper of the outer office will be here shortly. I wanted to know if you had plans this evening.”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I do, and I was wondering if you wanted to tag along.” Asaph threw the flyer and tickets at his friend, and watched Bronson’s face carefully. His friend’s face was an open book and this time was no exception. 

“You think he’s one of ours, don’t you?” Bronson said, his voice the quietest it’d been since he entered the office. 

Asaph nodded. “The eyes, the way they talk about his ‘unnatural grace’. I can’t think what he’d be, but I’ve been twitchy since the wretched flyer came in the mail. It’s taken me a month to get tickets. They’re always sold out.”

Bronson handed the flyer back. “You should have told me about this sooner. I could have gotten you tickets – one of the barmen is a friend of mine. But no matter. You have them now, and I wouldn’t miss seeing this guy’s moves for the world. Chico raves about him.”

Asaph wasn’t reassured by his friend’s comment. Bronson was an equal opportunity player, and would bed anyone he deemed attractive or interesting. The star of the show ticked both of those boxes. Asaph’s wolf growled deep inside and Asaph found himself rubbing his chest. Why the fuck was his animal so protective of someone he’d only seen in a picture?


Chapter Two



“Hells bells, I don’t know how you walk in these things, let alone dance.”

Ronan Montgomery looked across to where his friend Enzo Wilmington was trying to shove size twelve feet into what were clearly size nine boots. He hurried over to rescue them.

“Enz, darling, it has everything to do with foot size, the strength of your calf muscles and having impeccable balance,” he said as he tugged his precious footwear away from his grabby friend. “You, my sweet young thing, have none of those things, including the correct sized feet. I’ve told you before to leave my footwear alone; that pair will set you back a month’s wages or more and believe me, if you stretch them, I’ll take that much out again from your hide.”

“You wouldn’t hurt me; you think I’m cute.” Ronan looked up from his boot inspection and sighed. Enzo was sweet and sexy; his curly blond hair, bright blue eyes and slender frame with a delectably pert ass had men sighing in his direction every night of the week. His only fault, if he had one, was that Enzo had big feet and he kept trying to force them into Ronan’s prized footwear. He looked at the boots Enzo had been trying to wreck. Sleek, soft, made of the finest leather, they were handcrafted to Ronan’s exacting specifications. He ran his hand up the seven inch heels and almost purred, even while glaring at his friend. 

“Cute will only get you so far,” he warned. “Leave my boots alone.”

“Thinking about someone special? A tall, blond, muscle-bound hunk that’ll fall at your feet and promise you the world?”

“Aye?” Ronan saw where Enzo was watching his hand, still caressing the heel of his boot. I suppose it could be considered some sort of phallic symbol, he thought as he put the boots in their appropriate box. His dressing room was small, but it had everything he needed including large shelves that were filled with his boot boxes. Angel, his boss and the club owner, had objected when Ronan insisted he needed them built in, but given that his shows were always sold out more than a month in advance; and he received and refused copious requests for private dances, his boss agreed that shelving was a small price to pay for keeping Ronan from taking up one of the many other offers he got to perform elsewhere. 

“You were thinking of someone.” Enzo teased. 

“I don’t have anyone to think about,” Ronan said, tossing his hair back over his shoulders. “Between rehearsals, workouts and coming up with new routines, I don’t have time for dating.”

He felt slender arms around his waist, and for a moment he let himself be hugged. Being an Omega without a pack made things difficult for his wolf half, who craved affection. Ronan had plenty of friends, but he didn’t allow himself to be touched very often. 

“You’ve got me,” Enzo said with his cheeky grin. 

“And you’ve got two men already. I’d fall out if I crawled into your bed. Where are the two reprobates anyway? The show starts in fifteen minutes and they haven’t warmed up yet.”

Enzo dropped his arms from Ronan’s waist and wandered over to his dresser, suddenly fascinated with Ronan’s hair brush. “I…er…I might have mentioned I was feeling peckish.”

“So? There’s a deli on the corner that’s open late. A ten-minute walk at most.” Ronan stalked over and snatched the brush from Enzo’s hand, tugging it through his long dark hair. Sugar sticks! He had to find time for another conditioning treatment. He was getting to many tangles.

“Jeff mentioned sandwiches, but then Marcos said he’d heard of a new dessert place that’d opened up….”

Ronan glared at his friend in the mirror. “Where is it?” He knew how badly Enzo loved chocolate treats of any kind.

“Out in Winter Springs.” No wonder his friend wouldn’t look at him. 

“That’s at least a half hour trip each way, without traffic. How could you?”

“Jeff wanted to take the bike, because it’d be faster, but Marcos said the dessert would get mashed and that there was no way he was going all that way just to bring me back mashed dessert. So they took the car, but they promised they’d be back in time.” Enzo was looking pitiful now, his slender hands twisting around each other, his full lips drooping.

“I swear if they miss this show because of your craving for all things sweet and nasty; I’ll have them working routines ten hours a day for the next week. They’ll be too tired to do anything else but sleep.” Ronan was furious. Sure, the first part of the show was his solo act, but he never felt settled until he knew his dance partners were in the building, ready for their cue to come on.

“They just love me so much….”

“Yeah well hopefully that love will keep them warm when I fire their perky behinds for not being here. I’m going to warm up. Make sure they head straight for the wings as soon as they get back so I can glare at them while I’m working.”

Not bothering to wait for Enzo’s reply, Ronan stormed out of the room, every nerve bristling. The thought of a big crowd didn’t bother him. All of his shows were packed and besides, when he started moving to the music, Ronan didn’t even notice the audience was there. But this wasn’t the first time Jeff and Marcos had cut things close because of a random errand they were running for their little sweetheart. Ronan cursed the day Enzo slinked up after a show and told him how lovely his hair looked. He’d made the mistake of introducing his latest fan to his dance partners and the three men were as thick as thieves ever since.

“Freaking love at first sight, my cabbage,” he grumbled as he made his way to the large backstage area, trying to think about his warm up exercises. 

“Don’t believe in love, Ro? Well, aren’t you a cynic.” Angel was playing with the lighting equipment and Ronan guessed that Morgan was running late too. 

“Can’t anyone arrive on time anymore. We’ve got a full house.” 

“Morgan’s caught behind some freaking car accident on the north side of town. Traffic’s backed-up for miles. A truck took out a motorcyclist and the police set up detours while they assess the scene.”

“A motorcycle!” Oh my god, that could have been Jeff and Marcos. Then Ronan’s brain caught up with the rest of what Angel had said. “Sugar sticks and candy floss! That means Marcos and Jeff will probably be late, too. They’re off on a love errand involving chocolate in Winter Springs.”

“Hmm,” Angel frowned. He was an older man, his haircut military short, the dark strands peppered with grey. “We’ve got two hours to fill. I’ll give you first slot as always, you’ll have to do that solo; put the girls on for theirs after that; and then if the guys don’t turn up, you can get some of the audience on the poles and give them a few tips. The audience will just think it’s part of the act, then finish with a last dance solo of your own.”

“You know I hate interacting with the audience,” Ronan grumbled as he started a series of stretches. He didn’t need them, his wolf genetics saw to that; but if he didn’t do them someone might comment on it and the uproar would be more trouble than it was worth. 

“Then pray your friends get here before the second part of the show, or it’s giggling women, and half-assed men for you. The show will go on.” Angel was a good boss, and Ronan was given a lot of leeway because he was so popular with the audience. But when he gave an order Ronan knew there was no room for playing diva. By the Fates, Enzo better hope his men got back in time for part two, or Ronan would make sure he was the first idiot on the poles for audience participation time.


Chapter Three



“Oh my stars, look at that guy move. He’s like liquid dynamite.”

“Huh, what. Oh.” Asaph had been checking his phone, waiting for the show to start. Leticia was apparently drinking with friends and decided to text bomb him. So far everything from his fashion sense to the size of his dick had been slandered; he was trying block her wretched number. His big fingers weren’t suited to fiddling with the on-screen keypad, and he kept putting in the wrong number. He glanced up, ignoring the beep that told him he’d put the wrong number in again, and the club fell away as his eyes were caught by the vision on the small stage. 

Certain he was drooling; he ran a quick hand over his chin. Asaph had never seen anyone so…so…elegant, graceful, beautiful…just wow! His wolf, not usually taken with anyone, was fucking panting and pacing inside of him; Asaph agreed with his animal half. If that was Ronan Montgomery, he was frighteningly beautiful. 

The stage was completely blacked out with the exception of a single spotlight highlighting a dancer’s pole and illuminated the boards below. Asaph barely noticed the décor; it was the slinky beauty currently making the pole his bitch that snagged his undivided attention. Asaph never saw anyone move with so much grace, so much feeling…there was sensuality in every kick of his long legs, the arch of his back and his hips…Asaph discreetly shoved his thumb knuckle in his mouth to stop himself moaning out loud.

A loud bass reverberated through his feet, and every vibration hit his balls. He wiggled in his chair to relieve the pressure in his crotch, not that it did much good. Thank goodness for long table cloths or Asaph would be making a fool of himself in front of strangers; although in fairness all eyes were glued to the stage. In just five minutes Asaph realized why it was such a chore getting tickets. Men and women alike were captivated by Ronan’s dancing and nothing could be heard except the driving beat of the music. It was as though the audience was frozen, watching, adoring – totally under Ronan’s spell. 

Asaph took it all in; the shaggy long hair, framing and then covering beautifully fine features. Ronan had a pert nose, slender dark eyebrows and full lips that held the hint of a smile as the man twirled, and whirled and mastered the pole. Ronan’s torso was bare, a faint sheen showing a fine set of muscles. His leather pants encased the most beautiful set of gluts Asaph had ever seen, perched above long legs that seemed to go on forever and at the end of them. My God; the man was wearing heels. 

Not those little one-inch jobs women wore to the office, or the clunky platforms men favored when they wanted to look taller. These were honest to god stiletto heels, and they had to be six inches high. How in heaven’s name could anyone, man or woman, dance with such abandon and confidence in killer heels?

The music stopped and Asaph took one last look at the man who was certain to become his obsession. Ronan was doing the splits, up the pole, his back arched and his long hair hanging down, almost touching the ground. The audience that Asaph had forgotten, surged to their feet, clapping, whistling and chanting filling the air. Ronan turned his head slightly, still holding his pose, and smiled, and then suddenly the stage went black. 

Fucking hell, I want him. My balls are gonna explode if I can’t have him. 

“Well, wasn’t he a tall drink of yum. Fair got my balls aching,” Bronson’s voice cut through Asaph’s thoughts. “You think he’d be up to a private performance? I’m sure clubs like this encourage that sort of thing.”

“You won’t be going anywhere near him.” Asaph didn’t care if his voice was sharp; he was too busy trying to attract a waiter’s attention. He slipped his wallet out of his jacket pocket and palmed a card and a twenty-dollar bill. He held it between his raised fingers and sure enough, a young lady made her way over, a pretty smile on her face. 

“I need to speak to the owner. Is he available?” Asaph lowered his tone. The flush on the girl’s face let him know he could have a bed mate for the night if he wanted – which he did. But she was the wrong person.

“I’ll give him your card, sir,” she said quickly tucking the money into her bra and blinding him with another smile. “Can I get you anything else to drink while you’re waiting?”

“We’ll both have scotch,” Bronson piped up. “Doubles. No ice.”

After Bronson’s twenty disappeared in the same place as Asaph’s, the girl moved away, the flounce in her hips highlighting pretty legs. 

“Now she’s gone, you want to tell me why Mister ‘I don’t date men’ is warning me off that bit of spice everyone is drooling over.”

“I don’t date men,” Asaph said quietly, catching Bronson’s eyes. “But that doesn’t mean I’m averse to fucking the one who’s got me hard as nails and I haven’t even scented him.”

“You sly old dog. All these years and I’d never guessed you’d take a walk on the wild side. You’d better be careful, you might like it.”

Asaph didn’t think that was likely. If someone like Leticia couldn’t keep his interest, he doubted a dancer in a club would. But money and position counted for something; if he could use his to secure the means of scratching an itch, then in his opinion, he’d be stupid not to use it. 

Bronson nudged his arm and pointed; Asaph saw the tall man who’d introduced the show, heading in their direction, their flirty waitress by his side. Time to make a pitch. Asaph grinned. Like it would be hard to get what he wanted in a place like this.

/~/~/~/~/

“Ro, Mr. Bosch is offering you ten times your yearly salary for one paltry private performance. Fifteen minutes of your time. I can’t believe you’re turning it down. Every time I told him no, he doubled the amount he was prepared to pay.”

“Diddly sugar plums to him. I can’t believe, after all this time, you still don’t realize I can’t be bought.” Ronan tugged his brush through his hair angrily; incensed with Angel and the man who thought his money could buy anyone he chose. Mr. Bosch. The name was as stuffy as the discreet card Angel thrust in his hand. 

Ronan was fairly certain he knew who was demanding the private party. And the thought of two shifters watching his performance was enough to set his teeth on edge. The bigger one, the blond; Ronan felt his eyes on him the whole time. His cock had gotten hard enough he almost fell of the pole in shock; it took every ounce of will he had, and the help of the music volume to keep his routine on track. Every instinct Ronan had screamed at him to get away from the lethal-looking shifters. 

“He’s not paying to fuck you. I don’t run that type of place. He wants you to dance for him in private, that’s all.”

“I’m well aware what private dancing means.” Ronan turned and faced his boss, his wolf lurking in his eyes. “My agreement with you and this club strictly states that no one has the right to touch me and I am never to be forced to give private performances. I don’t care how much money that man thinks he can throw at me; it won’t buy diddly squat.”

“Ro, he could buy and sell this club ten times over. He’s a property developer and owns one of the biggest and most influential companies in town.” There was a note of worry in Angel’s voice that stopped Ronan from simply storming out of the club. The club wasn’t in the ritziest part of town; there’d been talk of developers trying to buy up whole blocks to transform them into offices and apartments. Angel owned the building, and had for years. But he could be pressured into selling. Fiddle sticks. He didn’t need this crap in his life right now. 

It’s just one dance the devil on his shoulder prompted; but Ronan remembered his mother, his dear sweet mom who’d protected him for as long as she could, and the promise he’d made on her deathbed. Stay away from other wolves. He shook his head, his eyes filling with tears. “I know you don’t understand, and I wish I could help you. But what you’re asking…that clause in my contract is for personal reasons, and I can’t. I’m sorry but I just can’t. I’ll leave. Find somewhere else to work. I won’t have trouble coming down on your head, or anyone else that works here, just because of me. Tell Jeff and Marcos I’m sorry.”

“Ro, that’s not what I meant,” Angel said quickly, but Ronan didn’t want to be seen crying in front of his boss, or the other people he called friends and bolted for his dressing room. Thank the Fates Angel installed the lock he’d requested.


Chapter Four



“Mr. Bosch, the answer is still no.” The club owner, Angel or some other ridiculous name had come back, but the words he was speaking were not the ones Asaph had been expecting. 

“I told you, if I had to, I’d buy this club and then he’d have no option but to comply for his regular wage. At least this way he gets some financial benefit.” Asaph was getting angry. No one ever said no to him, and the thought some petty little no-account dancer was trying to string him along for more money than he’d ever be worth was riling him big time. His wolf, though, was anxious, whining, and as that’d never happened before either, Asaph wasn’t thinking clearly at all. His cock was lead-pipe hard, his balls ached, and Asaph knew without a shadow of a doubt that he had to have Ronan Montgomery.

“This club isn’t for sale, not now, and to you, not ever,” Angel’s voice had hardened. “And thanks to your persistence, attitude and threats, I’ve now lost the best dancer in the state, possibly the country.”

“You fired him?” Asaph jumped to his feet, mildly amused that he stood a foot taller than Angel. But the man didn’t back down. If anything he looked more resolved. 

“He quit! Ronan loved and needed this job. He was saving to go to the Performing Arts School. But, sweet man that he is he put his friends first. He left so you’d stop hassling me and the people who depend on this place for their livelihood. I don’t care if you can buy and sell me a thousand times over. You’re an asshole, Mr. Bosch. A fucking asshole who thinks money can buy everything and anyone. Well you can’t buy Ronan, and you won’t be buying this club. Now get the hell out and don’t ever come back.” 

Angel stormed off and out of the corner of his eye Asaph could see two bouncers heading in their direction. Not wanting to cause any trouble that could end up on YouTube; he stayed silent, following the bouncers from the club, Bronson by his side. It wasn’t until they got to his car that Bronson spoke. 

“Well, you certainly know how to show a guy a nice time, don’t you old friend.”

“I can’t believe Ronan said no,” Asaph said, unlocking his door and getting inside. “Who turns down that kind of money, and for what?”

“It doesn’t really matter now, does it. That talented dancer will be hitting the unemployment lines in the morning and probably flipping burgers by lunchtime; we’ve been banned from a club and I don’t know about you, but that’s not something that usually happens to me. So you didn’t get the fuck you wanted? So what? I think you’ve done enough damage for one evening, don’t you?”

“That wasn’t my intention.” Asaph put the key in the ignition, but he couldn’t start the car. His wolf was frantic in his head, desperate to go back into the club; Asaph wasn’t sure he could control himself enough to drive home safely. Wolf shifters were tough, but a car accident could cause a lot of damage. 

“I think you’d better drive,” he said, unbuckling his belt, and getting out of the car. He heard the passenger door open, and seconds later Bronson was at his side. 

“Asaph, what the hell’s going on?”

“I don’t know,” Asaph said shaking his head. “I’m seconds from shifting; my wolf wants him so badly I can taste it; and I’ve felt like that from the moment I set eyes on him. If I didn’t know better, I’d say I was losing my freaking mind.”

“Did you scent him; did you catch the slightest whiff of his scent at all?”

“I couldn’t smell anything in the place except booze, perfume and freaking cologne. It was like a perfume factory in there.”

Bronson nudged him round the car; like an automaton, Asaph got in, and Bronson started the car. They were within five minutes of Asaph’s house before Bronson spoke again. 

“I think that guy’s your mate,” he said, his voice piercing the silence. “What’s more, I think your Ronan’s an Omega wolf.”

“He’s a dancer in a club, for fucks sake and wolves can identify their mates by scent. You know that. Don’t give me any bullshit.”

“Have you ever met an omega?” Bronson asked as he swung the car around the huge curved driveway and parked in front of Asaph’s pride and joy. “Haven’t you heard the tales about alphas and their omega mates?”

“They’re a myth, for fucks sake. A myth told by mothers who did their best to stop alpha wolves like you and me running amuck and impregnating every woman in sight. Then condoms were invented and the stories died out.” Asaph got out of the car, and headed up the huge stone steps that led to his front door. A palm-print later and the big double doors opened. Not even bothering to take off his jacket and shoes, Asaph headed for the bar in his living room. He needed a drink if he was going to listen to any more of Bronson’s nonsense. 

“My mother told me all about it, alpha and omega matings that is,” Bronson said, when both men claimed an easy chair, and were holding large glasses half-filled with Asaph’s favorite scotch. “She knew I was alpha born before I could even shift and she’d always hoped I’d meet my true mate one day.”

“Every shifter in existence dreams of meeting their true mate, but considering there’s over 7 billion people in the world; the chances of that happening are slim to none. To our knowledge there’re no other shifters around here. I haven’t met one since we moved to Orlando, and that was ten freaking years ago.” It wasn’t that Asaph didn’t believe in true mates, he did. But dreams were for romantics; he was more pragmatic. 

“It’s the Fates that make that decision for us, not you or me,” Bronson said easily. “I know my mate’s out there somewhere, and I figure eventually we’ll cross paths.”

“Fair enough, and I’m willing to admit that it might happen to me, maybe one day. But the Fates know how hard I’ve worked and if I met my mate, she’d be someone that fits into the life I’ve built for myself. She’d be intelligent, know which fork to use at a formal dinner, and know how to dress as the wife of a successful businessman.”

“You’d never even considered that your mate might be male?” Bronson didn’t sound like he was being picky, just curious. 

Asaph shook his head. “I have business interests all over the world. Orlando might be gay friendly, but a lot of the places I travel to aren’t. If the Fates are all seeing and all knowing, like so many shifters claim, then they’d know sending me a male mate would be a dumb idea.”

Bronson laughed. “I hope you’re right, for your sake, as well as that delectable little morsel we drooled over this evening. If he’s an omega, as I suspect, then you’re fucked and not in the way you’re thinking.”

“I haven’t taken in his scent; I’ve never talked to him; I watched him on a stage at least ten feet away. Our eyes met for a split second and he looked away, not me. Even if he was my mate, provided I don’t bump into him again it won’t be a problem. I’ll have a new girlfriend in no time; hopefully one my wolf will tolerate for longer than six months.”

“Unless Ronan’s an omega. If he is then you won’t be going out with anyone again, except as friends.” Bronson leaned back, staring at the ceiling. “My mother told me that in an Alpha-Omega pairing, the two people involved only have to see each other for the bond to start forming. It’s something to do with our animal spirits. But there’s nothing spiritual about your human response. Your cock gets hard, your wolf wants out, you’ll do anything to be with that person even if it’s for one minute; from that moment you might just as well have claimed him. There’ll be no one else for you again unless you can find Ronan.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Asaph scoffed. “Why would the Fates, seeing as they’re who you’re claiming responsible for all this, put any alpha wolf in a position where they didn’t have a choice in mates? Every other wolf has the choice to walk away, even if they do scent their true mate. It’s not easy, from what I’ve heard, but it can be done, and those wolves can go on to have perfectly normal relationships with other people. Until the claiming bite is given, there’s no harm done.”

“Because, my intelligent but clueless friend, omegas are meant to be protected by their alphas and the Fates make sure that happens. There’re no second chances with an Alpha Omega mating, and no chance to walk away, unless you want to spend the rest of your life sexless.”

Asaph leaned in his chair and let out a long breath. He rarely yelled at his closest friend, but after the events of his evening, he was sorely tempted. “This is all circumstantial,” he said firmly. “We don’t even know if Ronan’s a shifter, let alone a wolf, or an omega wolf. You know how rare they are, especially males. There’s no way an omega wolf would be on his own in a city, dancing in a freaking club. No pack would allow it. Besides, I wasn’t the only one there with a hard-on tonight. You had one, so did just about every other male in the room.” He rubbed his chest and took a couple of deep breaths, in and out. Fucking wolf didn’t like that idea at all.

“Asaph, you offered to spend over one hundred thousand dollars for a fifteen-minute dance. One. Hundred. Thousand. Dollars. You, who doesn’t like to shout a round of drinks at Christmas. Why would you do something so out of character?”

“I pay for the Christmas staff party every year, and provide presents for everyone,” Asaph said, stung that his best friend would think he was tight-fisted.

“One hundred thousand dollars, for a fifteen minute drool on a beautiful dancer.” 

There’s no need to rub it in. Maybe…nah. Probably something in the drinks. Should probably get that investigated. But what if…nah. It can’t be….


Chapter Five



“Will you stop banging my door!” Ronan yelled, climbing over his mismatched furniture to reach the door in question. Wanting to try out a new routine, the only place large enough was the living room after the furniture was shoved out of the way. He flung open the door, and scowled at Jeff, Marcos and Enzo standing there with matching goofy grins. 

“I’m working out,” he said, heading back into his living room. There was no point in trying to get his friends to leave. They were persistence personified; probably why their friendship lasted as long as it had. Ronan fled to Orlando after his mother’s death five years ago, and he’d met Jeff and Marcos within days of arrival. Enzo was the newest addition to their little group, but they were all as stubborn as each other when they wanted to be. 

“We bring pleas from the boss man; pizzas from Daydreams, and one has your favorite toppings,” Jeff said, looking around. “I like what you’ve done with the place. It’s bigger than I thought.”

“I’m not going to stop dancing just because I’m not working anymore,” Ronan said, leading them to his small kitchen and then searching for cutlery, plates and napkins. He didn’t have a clue where they were going to sit; his table was in the spare bedroom. Oh well, it wouldn’t kill them to sit on the floor. 

Crossing his legs lotus style, Ronan grabbed the towel Enzo threw and quickly mopped his face and chest. Scenting which pizza was his, he pulled the box towards him; only after he’d taken his first mouthful did he look at his friends. 

“So, not that it’s not great to see you, but what do you want? Jeff, Marcos, you’re dancing tonight. You have the routine down pat; you don’t need my help with it.”

“Yeah, about last night, I’m really sorry…we’re sorry,” Marcos said quietly. “We should have been with you man; we wouldn’t have let you quit and we’d have taken care of that arrogant prick who wouldn’t take no for an answer.” Ronan nodded as expected. Jeff and Marcos were bigger in height and build than he was, and surprisingly agile dancers. But they were human, just like Enzo, and Ronan would never have allowed his friends to get hurt on his behalf. 

“Don’t worry about it. He wasn’t threatening me; I left because he threatened Angel and the club; I didn’t want you guys to lose your jobs.”

“Angel said the guy offered you over a hundred grand just for a private dance. You could’ve done a lot with the money,” Jeff said, looking around Ronan’s apartment. Okay, it wasn’t a swanky place, but Ronan fixed it up; put mirrors on the living room wall so he could use the space to practice his moves, and he was happy in his own space. 

“It wasn’t the money; it’s the principle of the thing. You know that.”

“Still.” Enzo shrugged. “With that sort of money you could take a lease on your own dance studio.”

“That would break a promise, a promise I made to my dead mother not to let strange men touch me. Now leave it, guys.” Ronan threw down his pizza slice, his hunger gone. After five years his mother’s death still hurt and he wouldn’t tarnish the memory by becoming a plaything to the one specific type of man his mother warned him about. 

“You mean you haven’t…you don’t ever…you’re a virgin?” Enzo whispered the last word as if it were a curse. Ronan felt his face heat up and he glared at the sexy man.

“So what if I am, it’s not anyone’s business. And besides the money was for a dance, not a free pass to my derriere.”

“Then why didn’t you…?” 

Sugar sticks. It was at times like this that Ronan hated the fact that his friends didn’t know about the shifter world; didn’t understand that because of his lowly position in that world, that if the arrogant wolf with more money than sense had used his power, then Ronan would have been putty in his hands. He struggled to think of a human explanation that would help his friends understand. 

“He gave me a bad vibe. Made my gut all twitchy and he was intense, you know. Like real intense.” Fudge buckets. Now he was channeling his inner teenager. But…it worked.

“Hey, if you had any worries about your safety, then you did the right thing. I’m telling you, some of those private dances can get pretty hairy.” Jeff and Marcos shared a look. They were often requested as a pair, but sometimes Jeff, the prettier of the two, was asked to dance alone. Neither Marcos nor Enzo liked it when that happened. 

“So you all set for the show tonight?” Ronan asked, keen to change the subject. “If Angel takes out the middle pole for your part of the show, most people won’t realize anything’s different.”

“They won’t because you’re going to be dancing too,” Marcos said with a huge grin. 

“Angel didn’t accept your resignation, told that guy Bosch neither you nor the club was for sale, and barred him and his friend from the club for life,” Jeff added. 

Ronan felt a spark of hope, a spark that had died a natural death when he’d walked away from the job he loved. But then he remembered what he was facing – one, possibly two wolves. 

“I’m not sure it’d be safe to go back,” he said hesitantly. “I want to; I never wanted to leave in the first place. But if those guys know I’m still working there….” He trailed off, not sure how to word his objections without his friends thinking he was due a trip to the loony bin. 

“How’re they going to know?” Enzo asked. “They’ve been banned; if any of the bouncers see them hanging around the club then they’re going to call the police.”

“And besides, pretty as your ass is, at the end of the day they were just two drunk businessmen who got caught up in your performance. They’ve probably forgotten about it by now; or are so freaking embarrassed they wouldn’t dare show their faces near the club again,” Marcos added. 

Oh, Ronan knew those two wouldn’t be forgetting him in a hurry, but his friends were right. Mr. Bosch had a position and a reputation to maintain. Going to the Albion was a fluke, a sheer fluke and after the way he’d been treated, Ronan was sure the high and mighty wolf shifter was hardly going to risk being kicked out a second time. Ronan smiled and said, “Did you bring your work out gear? You gotta shift some pizza before the performance tonight, boys.”

He was still laughing as Jeff and Marcos groaned, reaching for their back packs. In the friends’ department, he was truly blessed. 


Chapter Six



Two weeks later

“This is fucking ridiculous,” Asaph roared, the instant his inner office door closed. His fingers clenched around his car keys and without thinking about it, he threw them against the far wall, the bang and tinkle not making him feel any better. He could see nothing but red; could hear nothing but the sound of his blood pounding through his veins. His muscles tensed and he wanted to lash out at something…anything. 

“Having trouble?” Bronson and what the fuck…Asaph turned to see a second man sitting next to his friend. A wolf. A strange wolf. Asaph felt his animal stir in response and he growled. 

“I wouldn’t do anything stupid, if I were you,” Bronson said cheerily. “This is Shaman Waters from the Miami pack. He’s come in for just a few days at my request because I’m worried about you.”

A shaman. Shit. He’d been raised to treat any shaman with utmost respect. Asaph ran a hand over his face and took a deep breath. “Shaman Waters, this is an unexpected pleasure. Bronson didn’t tell me you were coming.”

“Apparently not.” There was warmth and understanding in Waters’ green eyes. “Take a seat my son, and let’s see what’s going on with that animal of yours.”

“Here?” Sitting behind his desk, Asaph cast a worried look at his office door. Beatrice could come in at any time.

“No one will disturb us,” Waters said smoothly. Asaph huffed out another breath. Have to trust a shaman. They could render you impotent if you didn’t, at least that’s what Asaph’s father had told him. Although the way things had been going since he’d seen Ronan, it wasn’t likely to make a lot of difference in his life. His latest lunch date confirmed that horrible fact. 

“Now, I understand your animal side is getting a bit aggressive, and you’re finding him difficult to control,” Waters continued. 

“I’m Alpha born; aggression is understandable and controllable.”

“In normal circumstances yes. However, your friend tells me you’ve recently sighted someone, a young male dancer I believe, and your condition has worsened since that time.”

My friend has a big mouth, Asaph thought angrily. “It has gotten worse in the last two weeks, but I recently broke up with my girlfriend and it’s probably because I haven’t found anyone to replace her. You know us wolves and our sex drives.”

“Hmm,” Waters said, and Asaph was sure the man was fighting a smile. “And how’s that working for you? I mean you’re a handsome man; you have plenty of money, a solid position in the community. I imagine women are falling all over you in an effort to get into your bed.”

Shit, crap and fucking hell. Asaph knew any lie would be scented in an instant. “I’ve had plenty of offers. But my wolf has become a little…picky.” Fucking near asexual more like it.

The Shaman shrugged. “Our spirit half doesn’t have to approve of anyone we take to bed, Asaph, you know that. Otherwise all of you men would be virgins until you met your mate. And from what Bronson tells me, you’ve had no problems with your human partners before.”

“My wolf seems to have done something…to my equipment….” Fuck it. Spit it out. It’s a Shaman you’re talking to. “I haven’t had a hard on for anyone since breaking up with Leticia.”

The Shaman sat quiet a while, his face still sporting a silly half grin. And then he said, “A lie, how interesting. So who has your equipment worked for after you and this Leticia broke up?”

Asaph glared at Bronson, who had the commonsense not to look happy at his embarrassment. “No one of any consequence, Shaman; Bronson and I went to a show in town that same evening. One of the dancers was very provocative. Both of us were hard thanks to the experience, but we left shortly afterwards.”

“You got kicked out of the club because even after offering that delectable young man a whole heap of money, he still refused to share a private dance with you. Your interesting way of twisting facts without lying is no doubt why you are such a good businessman.”

“Thanks.” I think. 

“And you didn’t scent him, you haven’t spoken to him, and you haven’t touched him. Just caught his eyes for a split second.”

“No. Yes.”

“And your equipment, as you so delightfully call it, isn’t working anymore – at least with other people?”

How the hell does he know? Asaph got plenty of erections all right, every freaking night. But the only one filling his thoughts when he tugged himself off was Ronan. If he wanted to climax, it was the only fantasy that worked. 

“No.”

“I see. Well, thank you.” The Shaman stood. He was shorter than Asaph, although he had a healthy set of shoulders. In a suit he looked like any other businessman. It was only his eyes, and a prominent white streak through his black hair that made him look a little different. 

“You’re leaving?” It was Bronson that asked, but Asaph was curious too. He didn’t like being ambushed in his office, but now the Shaman was here, surely he could be cured.

“There’s nothing I can do for you Asaph. You’ve been hit by the mating pull, which means that this young man is clearly an Omega. A pack-less Omega and that worries me. Your wolf is choosing to be aggressive, with you and everyone you try to get close to. That’ll get worse. Alphas can go either way when they refuse a mating – aggression or pining to death. I’m honor-bound to notify the council because it’ll only be a matter of time before you go feral and will need to be restrained. My biggest concern is the Omega. This bond you’ve already formed will impact him too. He’s going to need a lot of support to ensure he stays strong and healthy. Losing a mate can be tragic and most omegas don’t survive. Since you haven’t been near him, with luck and support from his own kind, he should be able to lead a productive life and even find a partner one day.”

“Feral? Restrained? Mate? What? How can you possibly know that man is my mate?” Asaph was losing it; he could feel his wolf surging in him, stronger than ever before; determined to be free and as soon as he was free, his fucking animal would head straight to that club trying to track Ronan. Asaph hadn’t dared let himself shift since the night he’d seen Ronan. 

The Shaman stepped closer and Asaph felt a hand on his arm. Calm enveloped him – a sense of calm he hadn’t felt since that fateful night. His breath escaped him as he sank into that warm feeling. He’d had no idea how wound up he’d been until the pressure from his animal was gone. 

“There’s no other way,” the Shaman said kindly. “Most wolves pine away when they refuse a mating. It takes time; the wolf dies; and as our human side can’t live without our animal spirit, we die shortly afterwards. It’s Fates way of ensuring that the matches they make actually have a chance of working. Your wolf is stronger than most, and has taken a different path. He’s fighting you and eventually, because that’s the way things are among our kind, he’ll burst free. Bronson told me you have no intention of ever taking a male as a mate, so unless you want to be responsible for the deaths of innocent humans when your wolf goes on the rampage, which he will as he tries to find his other half, I suggest you tidy your affairs, and stay close to home.”

“There’s no other option? It’s mate or feral?” Asaph couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He had a business to run.

“You’ve already refused the mating option and by doing that, you’re fighting your wolf. He’s fighting back. He wants the man you thought so little of that you tried to buy his time.”

“What will happen to Ronan, Shaman?” Asaph had forgotten Bronson was in the room. He just hoped the hand on his arm would stay a moment longer. He’d had no idea how tired he’d been. If the Shaman stayed a little longer, then maybe Asaph could get his head on straight. 

“I got the tickets you sent me Bronson, and I’ll try and get an audience with him after the show. If he’s agreeable, I’ll take him to the Miami pack with me and hopefully he’ll find friends and a suitable mate there. It worries me that he has no pack support and it could be that he’s never been among his own kind.”

“And if he doesn’t respond favorably to the idea of moving?” Again Asaph was grateful for Bronson’s questions, because he was too busy trying to cope with the rock in his chest where his heart used to be. Ronan leaving was not an option his wolf wanted to consider, even if he had no plans ever going near the man again. 

“Then I can only hope that there’s a shifter in the area that’ll take him on. There’s a good chance he doesn’t know what’s going on, if he hasn’t been raised in a pack situation. He’ll be feeling tired, out of sorts, he could get depressed. If he has a busy life, friends, something he’s passionate about, he might be okay. If not…” The Shaman shrugged and patted Asaph’s arm. “Just thank the Fates you hadn’t taken in his scent, or bitten him and then left him. He’d already be dead by now if you had.”


Chapter Seven



Pink’s “Just Like Fire” came over the speakers and Ronan lost himself to the sultry beat. He, Jeff and Marcos were just free forming, letting the music take them. It was a habit they’d got into when they first got together and realized they had common interests; many of their new routines came from simply going with the flow. 

No one can be like me anyway…. Ronan shook his head, and focused on the sultry undertones of the music rather than the lyrics. Since the night he’d walked out of the club, he’d been feeling out of sorts. His wolf was quiet and he’d been getting tired, which wasn’t normal for him. He bent, arched his back and ran his hands up the leather of his thigh high boots, flicking his hips as he rolled his spine upright again. He never wanted the music to stop. He just wanted to keep dancing forever. There was nothing that could surpass the joy of moving to the beat, feeling the rhythm….

/~/~/~/~/

“What the H-E-double toothpicks happened?” Ronan touched his head. There was an egg-shaped bump on it; what on earth was he doing lying on the stage floor with Jeff and Marcos hovering like a pair of bare-chested angels?

“You fell, man. Dancing one minute, the next you were a heap on the floor.”

“Sugar puffs. Was there a knot in the floor, did a heel break?” Ronan didn’t think that’d happened. His bootmaker was the best in the business and there’s no way he’d supply faulty heels. 

“I think your head is the major concern,” a new voice sounded the instant Ronan caught a strange scent. Wolf, his wolf finally woke enough to tell him. Wolf. Danger. 

“Hey man, I don’t know who you are, but we’re closed. You’re not even supposed to be in here.” Bless Marcos’s protective nature. 

“I’ve tickets for the show, but there’s not going to be a show unless this young man gets his head checked out. I saw the fall; it was fast and brutal. You don’t want your friend trying to dance in those delightful boots with a concussion do you?”

“Are you a doctor?” Finally, someone asked a sensible question. Ronan wanted to get up, he wanted to run, but Marcos and Jeff had their hands on him and he couldn’t move. 

“I am, yes,” the smooth voice said, “and I think it’d be a good idea to get this young man to his dressing room, don’t you?”

“My mother said I never should…” Ronan whispered, captured by green, sympathetic eyes.

“Go with a strange man in the woods…or words to that effect. I totally understand, but we’re only going to your dressing room.”

“Yeah.” Tootsie pops and cabbage rolls, what’s wrong with me? I need to get away from this wolf before he…he…. Ronan’s thoughts swirled to a stop. His mother never explained what would happen if he came in contact with another wolf shifter, just that he was to stay away from them. 

“I promise your mother would approve of me,” the stranger whispered in his ear. Ronan found himself caught up in strong arms, and carried; he was being carried by a stranger, and Jeff and Marcos weren’t doing anything. How hard had he hit his head?

“Are you magic?” 

“Only the best kind,” the kindly man assured him as he settled Ronan in a chair; before closing and locking the dressing room door. 

“I haven’t got much time,” the stranger said, “and I promise I’m not here to hurt you,” he added probably smelling Ronan’s fear. “You know about our kind?”

Ronan nodded. 

“You know you’re one of us?”

Ronan nodded again and felt the lump on the back of his head. It was sore. He prodded the swelling with his fingers, hoping it would be gone by the time the show started. It was no fun dancing with a headache.

“You know you’re an omega wolf?” Ronan’s fingers stopped, and his mouth dropped open. 

“It’s okay. I can smell you,” the stranger said quietly. “I’m concerned because there aren’t packs in the area.”

“My mom said,” Ronan stopped. His throat was dry, and somehow the stranger knew it and passed him a bottle of water. Ronan took a grateful swig and then said, “my mom told me to stay away from others. Male omegas are not treated well in pack situations and I came here because there wasn’t a pack listed in this area.”

“So your mom’s nearby?”

Ronan swallowed; there was a lump in his throat this time. He opened his mouth to speak but gave up and shook his head. “She’s dead. Five years,” he managed to whisper. “Dead.” 

“Oh you poor, poor baby,” the stranger said, and within seconds Ronan was in strong arms, but instead of feeling scared, he felt comforted, warm – almost like when his mother was alive. Tears streamed down his face, and Ronan could do nothing to stop them. He hadn’t cried this hard since the day he buried his mother. 

/~/~/~/~/

“A Mr. Waters here to see you, Mr. Bosch. He doesn’t have an appointment, but he says you know him and it’s urgent.” Beatrice’s voice on the intercom made Asaph jump. Waters. Waters. Fuck, the Shaman.

“Send him in,” Asaph said brusquely. He looked across at Bronson who was busy on his tablet. For some reason his friend hadn’t left the office since the Shaman had gone, even when Asaph had made it clear he wasn’t discussing anything that had come from that meeting. But maybe the Shaman was wrong…maybe….

“Mr. Waters, sir,” Beatrice said, showing the man in. 

“You can go home now, thank you, Beatrice. I might be here for a while, but there’s no need for both of us to burn the midnight oil.”

Beatrice frowned, but nodded and closed the door. Asaph remembered his manners. 

“Take a seat, Shaman, please. Have you found out anything that can help my current condition?” 

“I didn’t come here to talk to you, Asaph. Bronson’s office told me I could find him here. Bronson, would you care to have dinner with me? I have a proposition I’d like you to consider.”

“Now wait just one minute.” Asaph stood and moved around his desk, planting himself directly in front of the Shaman. “Bronson brought you here because….” He stopped, his nose filled with the most amazing scent – jasmine, pine needles and an underlying sweet musk he couldn’t identify. “You’ve seen him. You’ve spoken to him. That’s him, on your clothes isn’t it? You held him. What the fuck are you doing touching my mate?”

“Your mate?” Waters didn’t seem the least bit perturbed by Asaph’s anger; if anything he seemed amused. “If I recall, you refused to have a male mate; but if you’re asking about Ronan, the dancer you saw a few weeks ago, I have spoken to him and he’s a truly delightful young man. Omega wolf, as Bronson suspected and totally isolated. The only reason I smell of him is because he fell, and I carried him to his dressing room so we could talk. He’s fine, in case you’re wondering. Now Bronson about dinner….”

“You can plan your date later, what’s wrong with Ronan?” Why wasn’t anyone taking him seriously? If Waters and Bronson wanted to boink, let them do it on their own time. He needed to find out every tiny detail about the man behind that delicious scent. 

The Shaman let out a sigh. “You are, without a doubt, one of the most persistent, arrogant, pain in the ass alphas I’ve ever had the misfortune to deal with. Ronan is fine, but this mating bond isn’t doing him any favors either, it’s just affecting him differently. That’s why I wanted to talk to your friend. Bronson, I wanted to ask how you’d feel about dating Ronan and considering him as a mate. He has no family, would be unused to a pack, but honestly….”

Waters’ voice disappeared. All Asaph heard was the rush of blood in his ears; his vision turned monochrome and he dimly heard the sound of cloth tearing. Fuck, his wolf was free, and he was not a happy puppy. Before Asaph could even think he’d pounced on his oldest and dearest friend, bringing him to the ground. With Bronson dead there’d be no one between him and the wearer of that wonderful scent.

“Asaph, don’t you dare!” What? Who? Shaman. Wise man. Magical. Mustn’t eat him.

“Shift, before I force you.” Shift? But I was…fuck, what was I doing? Why am I standing on Bronson’s chest? 

Asaph moved back and shifted, sitting on the ground naked, his head in his hands. He couldn’t believe his total lack of control and to think he was seconds away from killing his best friend. The Shaman was right; he was going feral. “What the fuck is happening to me?”

“It’s nothing, I’m fine,” Bronson said shakily as Waters helped him to his feet. Asaph was pleased to see he wasn’t hurt. “You’ve found your mate, or at least your wolf has. It’s time to man up and accept it, instead of rejecting the gift the Fates have given you. I don’t want to lose you, but surely you can see what might happen if you don’t accept your fate.”

“I never thought I’d…not in a million years…fuck. I need to see Ronan. Now I’ve scented him, I can’t think of anything else and it was bad before.”

“What you should be asking yourself is will Ronan see you. His mother warned him to stay away from all wolves, and that’s a rule he lives by,” Waters said. “I can encourage him to meet you, but what you do from there will be up to you; I don’t think he’s the type of guy to give you a third chance.”

“Please.” Asaph didn’t think he’d ever used that word in his life. He was used to taking, buying or coercing people for the things he needed and wanted. He still couldn’t stand, his legs shaking at the thought of what could have happened with Bronson. He’d beg if he had to, get on his knees and plead, for a chance to meet the mate he didn’t think he wanted. And how fucked up is this line of thinking?




Chapter Eight



“I’m not sure I can do what you’re asking,” Ronan said quietly. The coffee shop down the road from his apartment was almost empty, but he was still worried someone would overhear the weirdest conversation he’d ever had. He had a mate; a mate who’d been with countless females, but had never wanted to date a man. A rude and arrogant mate who’d already tried to buy his “services” once, and clearly had no respect for him as a person. While the thought of having someone there for him, caring and loving only him was a dream come true, the packaging his came in was not something he felt comfortable with. 

Shaman Waters patted his hand, and Ronan felt the same calming sensation he’d felt three days before in his dressing room. “I don’t know Asaph that well,” the kindly man said. “I know he regrets his actions; he was as blindsided by this connection as you were. He simply wants the chance to take you out on a date.”

“But he’s….” Ronan spread his hands indicating a larger size. “You know…and I’m…not.”

“Your dear mother did you a disservice,” Waters said gently. “I know she was worried on your behalf,” he added when he saw the flash of anger in Ronan’s eyes, “but there are packs that treat their omegas like the gifts they are.”

“Mr. Bosch doesn’t strike me as the kind of person who’d treat anyone as a gift, let alone someone like me.”

“Your Asaph has a lot to learn, and the Fates have clearly decided you’re the one who can help him reach his full potential. Your connection,” Waters looked around making sure they weren’t overheard, “your connection will ensure he can never hurt you, and if you say no to anything, anything at all, he’ll have no choice but to accept it.”

“He won’t like it though,” Ronan said, looking down at his burger. He was having trouble eating, and he gave up, lifting his coffee mug instead. When he looked up Waters was smiling at him. 

“Asaph is going to have to change his ways, otherwise the ramifications for him will be life threatening.” Waters seemed to think that idea was funny, but Ronan didn’t.

“It’s not a good basis for a mating, though, is it? He already resents me, how is that going to give either one of us our Happily Ever After?” 

“Be at this restaurant tonight. The reservation is for eight; I’d get there just a bit later,” Waters said, sliding a card across the table. “Wear your best duds, put on your highest heels, and strut into that place like you own it. I’ve seen you do it on stage, now’s the time to show this arrogant alpha what you’re made of.”

Ronan flicked his hair back and tilted his head. What would be the harm? They’d be in a public place. It wasn’t as though Mr. Bosch could jump him, throw him over the table and fuck him. The Fates decided that Asaph the Arrogant was perfect for him. Maybe it was time to see for himself. 

/~/~/~/~/

Has he arrived yet? Asaph glanced at Bronson’s text, his lips tight. He was sitting in his favorite restaurant, wearing his “lucky” Armani suit and he was as fidgety as a buck rabbit. 

No, he’s ten minutes late already, maybe he’s not going to show, he sent back. 

Waters said he’d agreed to come. Be patient.

Patient; Asaph didn’t have time for patience. His wolf was getting more aggressive by the hour. Since catching his mate’s scent on Waters’ clothes, he hadn’t been able to think of anything else. His head was filled with exotic images of Ronan dancing just for him – thoughts of that limber body leaving him hard and aching. Never having been with a man, his sudden desire for one in particular was messing with his head, but the rest of his body was more than keen. 

A sudden silence caused him to look up. The hostess was heading in his direction, and behind her…Oh Mother of God, how could anyone keep from drooling when Ronan Montgomery was around. Because it was him, it couldn’t be anyone else. Not with that purposeful stride, a proud head held high, his hair like a satin curtain falling behind his shoulders – taller than Asaph had imagined, but then he’d been on a stage the only other time he’d seen him. 

As they got closer, Asaph panicked; he was not the type to panic. Did he stand up? Shake hands like he would at a business meeting. Did he stand and move around the table, help Ronan to his seat as he would if his date was a woman? What was the etiquette when it came to dating a man who was also his Fated Mate?

Could he stand up? That was probably a better question, and given the state of his cock, Asaph didn’t think standing anytime soon was a good idea. But he couldn’t just sit there like a lump either – a form of greeting was common courtesy. But it seems Ronan was made of stronger stuff, or at least had dated a man before. He came right up to the table and held out his hand, his face showing nothing. 

“Mr. Bosch, it’s lovely to meet you.” Asaph stared at the hand, his nose filled with the scent of his mate. His throat was closing up, he couldn’t breathe and he knew, he just knew if he touched Ronan’s slender hand then he’d be a goner – he wouldn’t be able to let go. 


Chapter Nine



“Hmm,” Ronan said as he withdrew his hand. Ignoring someone at their first greeting was not a good idea; although Asaph looked like someone just kicked him in the goolies. Ronan was having trouble controlling his own body – he’d never been so hard in his life, and he knew it was due to the rum and raisin scent of his mate. Fortunately, he was used to performing under stressful conditions, and it was with that training in mind he swung himself into the nearest seat and smiled sweetly at the hostess. 

“Could you be a sweetheart and arrange for another drink for my companion, and I’ll have a large cherry soda with ice, thank you.” He flicked his hair and flashed his winning smile, and the hostess turned a fetching shade of pink before scurrying off. Ronan crossed his legs to one side, the heels causing his knees to hit the underside of the table. He twisted his body and rested his elbows on the table.

“So, Mr. Bosch are you planning to remain mute this evening, or are you going to tell me a bit about yourself?”

“Call me Asaph.” Well, the man definitely had a delicious growl going for him, but was clearly lacking in conversation skills.

“Asaph. How lovely,” Ronan’s tones suggested it was anything but. “Please, tell me about yourself.”

Asaph swallowed a couple of times, and Ronan found that an Adam’s apple could be quite a thing of beauty on the right person. Don’t get distracted, he reminded himself. Asaph’s mouth opened, and just as Ronan was sure something intelligent was going to come out of it, the waitress arrived with their drinks. A very pretty and friendly waitress with Penny on her name tag. 

“Oh, I do love your boots – they look so soft.”

Ronan sat back in his chair and smiled at the woman who was eyeing his feet like a dog starving for steak. “Thank you. Handmade of course. My bootmaker will be thrilled that you like them.”

“I just don’t know how you can even walk on heels that high. I’m sure if I tried I’d fall and break my ankle within a couple of steps.”

“It takes practice,” Ronan said, “and fit is so important. If the body of the boot isn’t supporting your whole foot and ankle properly then it can make walking and dancing difficult.”

“You dance in them too? How fascinating. Where…?”

“Mr. Montgomery and I are waiting for menus so we can place an order,” Asaph’s harsh voice interrupted the young waitress and Ronan scowled as the pretty girl blushed, looking mortified. 

“Don’t worry about him, Penny,” Ronan said, ignoring Asaph completely. “If you bring us our menus quickly, I’ll make sure he leaves you a big tip.”

Penny smiled and Ronan gave her a wink. Then he turned back to Asaph who was wearing a scowl. “Are you always rude to people who work for you, or is this for my benefit; if it’s for me, then forget it. I don’t take kindly to unpleasant people.”

“I thought you’d come here to have dinner with me. Not discuss shoes.” Ooh, there’s the Alpha snarl my mother warned me about. But instead of feeling scared, Ronan had a strong urge to laugh. Shaman Waters was right; his mate didn’t have the power to affect him in that way…although in others, definitely. Ronan dropped a napkin on his lap and smiled sweetly. 

“Of course, you’re quite right. My apologies. Please, let’s talk about you. I’m sure it’s a far more interesting topic.” 

Hopefully the food won’t take long he thought after Penny brought menus and they’d placed their orders. Asaph was a walking God in Ronan’s eyes, his scent was intoxicating and his voice had that growly undertone that shivered its way up Ronan’s spine. Unfortunately, as Asaph started talking about mergers, takeovers, new properties and some piffle about investments, interest rates and capital gains tax, Ronan was finding it hard not to yawn. He appreciated that Asaph loved his work – he was passionate about his dancing. But as Asaph talked his way through the appetizer and was still going on about work concerns as Ronan finished his entrée, he frantically wanted a change in topic.

“So Asaph,” Ronan said, when Asaph finally stopped for a breath, or in this case another mouthful of food, “What do you like to do when you’re not working?”

“Not working?” Asaph chewed slowly. Apparently the question needed a lot of thought. Ronan hadn’t thought it would be that hard to answer.

“You know,” Ronan prompted. “Days off, weekends, holidays. What do you do when you get home in the evenings? How do you spend your down time? What do you like to do for fun?”

“I have a very full social calendar – benefits, fundraisers, business social outings. I often take clients out for dinner and a show. I’m barely ever home.”

That’s not going to make our mated life easy, Ronan thought before saying out loud, “I take it you don’t have a problem going to some of these events on your own. I work three nights a week.”

“You’d want to come with me?” Asaph’s face blanched. Ronan wasn’t sure what he’d said wrong.

“Well, of course, unless you plan on hiding me in a tower somewhere. As my ma…partner, I’d be supporting you in all things, as I imagine you’d support me.”

“You can’t…er…you’d be bored silly. Most of these social events are glorified networking. I’m sure you could find other things to do.”

“So you don’t take dates to any of these functions?”

Asaph went to say something, then quickly closed his mouth. Ronan took out his phone and typed Asaph’s name into Google, clicking on the image results. 

“Hmm,” he said. “You’re right; you do have a lot of social engagements.” He read from the screen, “Asaph Bosch seen here with Leticia Bowman; Asaph Bosch and lady friend having drinks; Asaph Bosch with Sylvia Dawson at the blah blah social; Asaph Bosch and Leticia Bowman on a date at The Watch Tower – are wedding bells in the air?” He raised an eyebrow at Asaph, and would’ve gloated at the ashen face, if his heart didn’t feel like it’d just shattered into a million pieces. “Well, are they?”

“No.” Asaph said quickly. “Leticia and I aren’t seeing each other anymore.”

“I see. There’re very few pictures of you on your own.” Ronan could see all too clearly what Asaph was trying so hard not to say. His fated mate was a social butterfly; seen in all of the right places if the photos on Google were to be believed; but had no intention of ever being seen with a man. Ronan guessed he should be pleased he’d gotten a free meal out of the deal.

Picking up his napkin, Ronan gently blotted his mouth. A grand exit would be ruined with anything caught in his teeth. Laying the napkin carefully to the side of his plate, he looked Asaph right in the eyes. Wow, what beautiful eyes. But Ronan refused to be distracted. “Thank you for a wonderful meal, Mr. Bosch. It’s been thrilling hearing about the wonderful world of investments.” Ronan was hurt enough not to care if Asaph scented the lie. He leaned over the table, and whispered, “but if you think I’m the type of chump who’d sit at home night after night, because my so called frigging mate doesn’t want to be seen with me in public, then newsflash big shot. You sound about as much fun as a soggy sparkler, and just as appealing. Mating bond or not, I refuse to associate with anyone who wouldn’t proud to be seen with me.”

“I never said that,” Asaph said angrily.

“You didn’t have to,” Ronan said, scrolling through the photos still mocking him from his screen and turning his phone so Asaph could see. “The one thing all of these people have in common, the ones who are allowed to be seen on your arm, staring at you with adoration and dollar signs in their eyes…they’re all wearing dresses. It doesn’t take Einstein to work out why you wouldn’t want to be seen with me. Good night, Mr. Bosch.”

Thanking his genetics, Ronan stood in one fluid motion and made for the door. He half turned; Asaph had risen as if to come after him, and he glared, letting his wolf show through his eyes. Asaph sank back into his seat. “Don’t forget to give Penny a decent tip,” he said. “With all of the networking you do I’m sure you can afford it.”

Back straight, head high, strut your stuff. Thank the Fates there’s a cab right outside the door. 


Chapter Ten



“How did it go?” Bronson greeted Asaph with a huge grin as Asaph let himself into his house. “Well, where is he? Surely, you didn’t decide to play the gentleman. I know it’s your first date, but wolves don’t go in for niceties. I’m surprised you got through a meal without claiming him. What happened?”

“I didn’t do anything,” Asaph said, still dazed – a situation he’d been in since Ronan first walked into the restaurant. He crossed the living room and poured himself half a tumbler of scotch, tossing it back. Then he refilled it and slumped in the nearest chair. 

“What do you mean? I take it he showed up? Waters said he would.”

“Yeah, he came just after your last text. He looked… stunning… amazing. He was incredible.”

“So,” Bronson prompted, dropping into the chair next to his.

“We ordered a meal, talked, and then…then…he left.”

“Asaph,” Bronson leaned over, and Asaph felt a hand on his arm. “You guys are mates. You have an instant attraction to each other. It’s built in. Nothing can fuck that up. What did you talk about?”

“Work mostly. I told him about the Santagato merger going through, how the company’s building a new casino in Las Vegas, things like that.”

“I know about you, Asaph; you tell me about shit like that all the time. What about him? What did you learn about your mate?”

Asaph frowned, his mind running over the evening. He’d been so embarrassed about not even taking Ronan’s hand in greeting, when Ronan had prompted him about work, his sense of relief was overwhelming. Work was something he understood and could talk about for hours. Ronan seemed to be listening. He’d nod occasionally and smile; but as Asaph thought about it, his mate really didn’t say anything. Until the end. Asaph’s heart clenched as remembered Ronan’s forlorn face.

“I fucked up. I was so stunned by…by…him, when he gave me the opening to talk about my work; I took it and ran with it,” he said at last, knowing he couldn’t lie to his best friend. “I fucked up and Waters said I wouldn’t get a third chance. I’m fucking doomed to go feral and there’s nothing I can do about it.”

“Nothing can be that bad, surely. What did he say that made you reject him again?”

“I didn’t reject him, he walked out on me.” Asaph’s wolf whined long and low in his head, and Asaph rubbed it, trying to get his animal to stop. All of the anger he’d originally felt was gone, which was a relief; but the pain, the gut-wrenching pain that hit his heart and followed through to his stomach as he watched that proud and wonderful man walk out of his life; he knew he’d still be feeling that until his dying breath. 

“He asked what I did for fun. I told him about the social stuff we do. He said, he said that he hoped I didn’t mind going alone sometimes because he works three nights a week.” Asaph broke off, he had a feeling he was close to tears but it was hard to tell because he’d never cried about anyone or anything before. It wasn’t the Alpha way. 

“That’s not a problem. You don’t have to have a date for every function. I’m sure you can schedule them around his work.”

“I told him I didn’t think it would be a good idea for him to come with me at all.”

“You fucking idiot.”

“I know it was a dumb thing to say, but it was like I was in a fog the whole evening. I just wanted to jump him, hump him and claim him and to hell with who saw us together. But I knew I couldn’t. I knew he deserved more than that. But after those stupid words flew out of my mouth he went quiet. Then he Googled me, he fucking Googled me right there at the table, and there’re all these pictures with all of my ex-girlfriends covering his screen and he knew, he knew why I said the stupid things I said. So he left.” Asaph drained his scotch and twirled the empty glass. Bronson got up and grabbed the bottle, half filling his glass again.

“I’m so fucking furious with you Asaph, I could spit. I never thought I’d say those words, but right now I’m supremely pissed off.” Bronson’s deceptively calm words came out of nowhere. The two men sat in silence for at least ten minutes. Ten minutes for Asaph to relive over and over again the most colossal fuck up he’d made in the history of mating. By the time Asaph had registered what Bronson had said, his friend was already talking again. 

“You were granted a Fated Mate, something every shifter dreams of from the moment they know about the concept. You yourself said how uncanny it would be to meet the one person the Fates deemed perfect for you. And you, for all of your money, your business acumen, your status in the community – you’re alone. You’ve always been alone. Ronan was your chance to have someone by your side who’d love you simply for who you are as a man, not a fucking business machine.”

Asaph opened his mouth to object. He could have a different date any night of the week, and he had Bronson and Beatrice in his life. But Bronson knew him too well. 

“Your dates looked good on your arm – like a watch or a fancy pair of shoes. They were accessories for you, nothing more. You never had a connection with any of them and that’s why they never lasted longer than six months. You know it, and don’t fucking fight me on this. Sure, you and I are friends, but fuck, why do you think I spend so much time going to new places, meeting new people, experiencing new things? Because I want to meet my mate. I want what you’ve been given and honestly, if I could smell that special scent, could feel that rage and overwhelming possessiveness, know that there was one person who’d have me walking around with blue balls all day until we could be in each other’s arms again, I wouldn’t care if that person was man, woman or anything in between.”

“I have a position to maintain in the community.” Asaph wanted to be angry but he couldn’t do it. He wasn’t weak. He’d never been weak from as far back as he could remember. He’d built his corporation working twenty-hour days, travelling all over the country and then later expanding overseas. He’d done it all, been everywhere and was now seen as a respected member of the Orlando business community; a community that had only ever seen him in social situations with women. He wasn’t sure how the people he associated with would take to a man on his arm, especially one that thought wearing six-inch heels was acceptable attire for a dinner date. 

“Maybe you should quit business altogether and start a pack,” Bronson said out of the blue.

“Why would I do that?” Asaph didn’t think he could be shocked again, but he was. “I started this business so I’d have something to call my own and I wouldn’t need to deal with the shit an Alpha has to go through in a pack situation. I face challenges in the boardroom, I negotiate deals every day, but if I fail no one dies. No one dies.”

“Asaph, it wasn’t your dad’s fault. The guy was rogue. No one expected him to attack the pack house itself. That was cowardly and wrong, and yes your mom and brother died in the attack, but it wasn’t anyone’s fault except the man that did the killing.”

“I’ve built my life in the human world. I’m respected here and at least here I don’t have to see the people I care about killed in front of my eyes because of some fucking territory dispute.”

“You can still have that respect with Ronan on your arm.” Bronson looked so sad, and Asaph was hit with another attack of the guilts. If he’d kept his wolf under control, then Bronson would have been on that dinner date with Ronan, not him. Bronson wouldn’t have fucked up. His wolf snarling in his head had Asaph shutting down that line of thinking. Yeah, he didn’t believe himself either. He wanted Ronan more than he’d wanted his first company.

“He’s a minor celebrity, gorgeous, and he has strength and charisma. You’re an Alpha wolf. Sure, you operate in the human world, but you don’t have to take on their foibles and freaking prejudices. Orlando is gay friendly, and if you go overseas, or to other places, so what? Have you any doubts your wolf wouldn’t protect you and the man you’re supposed to fall in love with?

“The business world isn’t like the people you mix with. It’s full of old-school…oh fuck it. You’re right.” Asaph was sick of arguing with himself. Everything Bronson said was true. In hindsight Asaph wished he’d gotten Ronan talking about himself; wished he’d taken the hand that was offered and never let go. But as he hadn’t come up with a way of building a time machine yet, he was going to have to resort to something else. He looked at Bronson, his eyebrow raised. “Any ideas on how I fix this fuck up, seeing as I don’t have Ronan’s address, and I’m not allowed back at the club.”

“Actually, I do. It’s time to tweak your image. Pull out your checkbook my friend, because you’re going to need it.”


Chapter Eleven



“Have you heard there’s a new club opening up across town and they’re looking for dancers.” Jeff came running into Ronan’s dressing room and stopped suddenly. “Dude, what’s with the flowers?”

Ronan pulled his head out of the arrangement he was trying to stuff into a vase that was ten rose stems too small. “Apologies from a lousy dinner companion,” he said abruptly. He had no wish to talk to anyone about Asaph-the-Arrogant. Thank the Fates he hadn’t told anyone he was even going on a date. At least he didn’t have to share the autopsy afterwards with his friends.

“Thought you didn’t date. Who’s this guy? Did he hurt you?” Jeff said suspiciously, his eyes taking in the twenty-odd vases of flowers crammed in a tiny room. Ronan didn’t have the heart to throw them out. Every bunch was beautiful and unique in its own way. “That’s a hell of a lot of flowers for simply being a lousy conversationalist.”

“He didn’t hurt me, he didn’t even insult me. He was just uber-boring and I left before dessert,” Ronan said quickly. “Now, what’s this about a new club? I thought you were happy here.”

“I am,” Jeff said, and then his eyes narrowed. “Of course, we’ve barely seen you these last five days and don’t think we won’t talk about that later. You’re never sick. But yes, Angel’s closing this place. His husband’s not well and needs a mountain climate or something. The building’s been sold to developers.”

Ronan barely managed to get the vase full of flowers on the shelf, before he sank to the floor. He didn’t know Angel had a husband, let alone one with health problems. And closing the club? As much as Ronan felt sorry for his boss, his first thoughts were what am I going to do now?

“Ro, it’s going to be okay. Angel said we’ll all get a payout that will tide us over a good three months. Apparently the developer paid more than the place was worth for the building and land, and he plans to….” 

“I’ve got to talk to Angel,” Ronan said, leaping to his feet again. He couldn’t be sure, but as soon as Jeff mentioned “developer” Ronan’s first thought was that Asaph had something to do with the club closing. He ran down the short hallway and rapped on the door of Angel’s office, entering as soon as he heard Angel’s voice. 

Angel wasn’t alone. There was a slender blond man sitting on his lap. Ronan was thrown, he’d never seen Angel with anyone, and the smile on his boss’s face was unusual as well. “Ro, come in. I don’t think you’ve met my husband, Marty. Marty, this is the wonderful Ronan Montgomery whose gorgeous dance moves have helped keep this place in the black for so long.”

“Ronan, it’s lovely to meet you at last,” Marty said with a huge grin and not shy at all. “Angel’s right; you are adorable, although shorter than I thought you’d be.”

Ronan looked at his bare feet. “I was relaxing; I usually wear high heels when I’m dancing.”

“Not something I want you to try,” Angel said, with a bit of growl in his voice. Marty just laughed at him. 

“I’m too much of a klutz to wear heels, love.” The soft look Angel gave Marty was new to Ronan as well and he felt like he was intruding. Ronan surreptitiously sniffed the air. Marty was sick. Some kind of leukemia or lung trouble from the scent of it. The man was pale, but his smile for his husband was beautiful. Ronan felt his heart drop as he imagined what Angel would be going through in the coming months. Not that any of that showed on Angel’s face. After a shared smirk with his husband, Angel turned his attention to him. 

“I guess you heard about the club closing. I would have told you about it personally, but you haven’t been around much.” Like he needed a reminder. Ronan might have hung onto his dignity as he walked out on Asaph, but he’d spent the following five days holed up in his apartment, a walking cliché; tubs of ice-cream, afternoon television and a bad case of the sniffles. Asaph might have been arrogant, and boring, but he’d been Ronan’s mate, and Ronan’s wolf wasn’t coping well with the loss. 

“Jeff said you were selling up. I thought, after that run in with Mr. Bosch that nothing would convince you to sell.”

“Some things are more important than money, Ro,” Angel said, casting another fond look at the man on his lap. “I know this is sudden, but it has nothing to do with that stuck-up property developer. We learned about Marty’s diagnosis just two days ago, and I immediately scouted around for someone who would take the building and be able to make good use of it. Someone who wasn’t Bosch. Our house has sold as well, and we’re moving this weekend. I’m sorry we couldn’t give you more notice, but surely you’ll be okay. I know you’ve had a ton of job offers since you started working here and I really appreciate your loyalty in staying here.”

“Of course I’ll be all right.” Ronan straightened his back. “I’m pleased for you, both of you, you deserve some time to yourselves. Jeff was telling me about a new club that was advertising for staff, so I might check that out. How long?”

“Till we close down? The end of the week. The papers are signed; the developer wants a vacant building. It’s time.”

“Two more shows then. One tonight and then on Friday,” Ronan managed a smile. “We’ll do you proud, you know we will.”

Angel nodded, but Ronan could smell the sadness in the air and mixed with the underlying scent of Marty’s illness it made Ronan’s stomach queasy. He quickly made his retreat, his mind going a mile a minute. Changes. Between his arrogant mate, and now the club closing, he was just going to have to suck things up and build a new life for himself. But sugar plum fairies and pixie dust. He hated changes. 

/~/~/~/~/

“The three male dancers from Club Albion will be here at two o’clock,” Bronson said, coming up beside Asaph as he looked around his…well, Ronan’s new club. After Bronson outlined his plans, Asaph went through the list of buildings he owned, looking for something suitable. The space had originally been a warehouse, but with ten day’s work and a shit-ton of money the place had been transformed. Asaph’s reputation secured the licenses they needed to open and everything was on track for a grand opening the following week. 

“They still think they’re auditioning, right?” Asaph asked, his eyes taking in every detail. He was worried about the stage – was it high enough? If Ronan was dancing, Asaph didn’t want anyone being able to touch him. Maybe he should have made it bigger, but then what if his pretty wolf fell off. Not likely, but Asaph would hate for his mate to have an accident in those heels he always seemed to be wearing. 

“Yeah. It was a stroke of luck, the Albion closing so quickly. You didn’t…?”

“No, I didn’t.” Asaph said firmly. In fact, he was peeved Angel sold his land and buildings to Rudy of all people. The land was in a prime developing area. But the coincidence, and that’s all it was, definitely helped push Asaph’s plans along. Ronan and his two dance partners would be looking for new work, and the adverts Bronson had placed for him couldn’t have come at a better time. It’s almost as though the Fates were finally working on his behalf. 

“Aren’t you going to change? They’re going to be here in less than fifteen minutes.”

Asaph looked at his worn jeans and tight t-shirt. Unbeknown to most people, when he was on his own he preferred casual clothes; having spent every waking minute overseeing the club refurbishment and being hands-on most days, his jeans were like a second skin. “Nope,” he said shaking his head. “I already know Ronan’s unimpressed with power suits and anything to do with the business world. Hopefully he’ll like this version of me more.”

“Be yourself, Asaph,” Bronson suggested quietly. “Relax, let him see the guy I know you can be; and for goodness sake, don’t go biting him in front of his human friends or our construction workers; this club will never get finished.”

“What made you think I’d do that?”

“Your fangs are showing.” Bronson laughed, and headed towards the main door. Asaph wasn’t sure if he should be there, or let Ronan look around the place first. Just then, his foreman yelled out, “I need a spare hand here,” and Asaph moved in that direction. He needed to do something to control his freaking nerves. 


Chapter Twelve



“Nice place,” Jeff murmured, as the three men walked into the new and apparently as yet unnamed club. “Bet this cost a pretty penny to fix up.” Ronan nodded his agreement, although he didn’t say anything. The new club was bigger than the Albion, which made sense because it was in the warehouse district; but the fixtures, wall coverings, everything inside was new. The place reeked of class and money and Ronan felt a poor relation just walking through the doors.

Jeff and Marcos dragged him along, insisting that the three of them share the audition. Ronan was tired, he’d barely been getting any sleep and trying to eat had been a joke. His wolf longed for Asaph with the simplicity that came from “mate” and while Ronan would never admit it, his heart was hurting. He wanted the safety and love a mate was supposed to offer. Ronan managed to hide it from his friends so he could get through his last two performances for Angel, but when Enzo knocked on his door that morning, demanding his presence, he knew his gaunt face, and the black rings under his eyes shocked his bubbly friend. It hadn’t been enough to stop him being dragged out though. 

“Are you three from the Albion?” A tall man in dress slacks and a polo shirt came towards them, gleaming teeth set in a handsome face, and hand outstretched. Marcos and Jeff pushed forward, while Ronan studied the newcomer. He could swear he’d seen the man before, but given where he’d worked, it was possible the man had been sussing out the Albion before opening his new place. Although this new club was nothing like the Albion had been. 

“I’m Bronson; I’m here to show you around. You must be Ronan.” As soon as the man stood close enough for a handshake, Ronan scented wolf and his first instinct was to run. But if he did he knew his friends would give him hell for it afterwards, or might even forgo the audition. Bronson didn’t give anything away, simply shook Ronan’s hand with a smile, and then included Jeff and Marcos in the conversation. 

“As you can see, we’re just putting in the final touches. We hope to open a week from Friday. Have you bought music with you? There’s a sound system on the side of the stage with Bluetooth if you need it.”

“Are you the owner?” Ronan felt compelled to ask. He could tell from Jeff’s and Marcos’s expressions they were taken with the place, but if the club was owned by a wolf then Ronan wouldn’t be working there. In fact, he was starting to wonder if he should get out of town. Ouch. Okay, he mollified his wolf. Maybe after the audition he would hunt Asaph down and see if there was any chance for them. He should never have left in such a snit…. 

“No. I’m just doing the interviewing and trying to ensure we’re fully staffed before the big night.” Bronson’s voice broke through Ronan’s thoughts, although the man didn’t add any further details, just pushed them towards the stage. “I hope you don’t mind the construction going on. I know we could have waited until next week for the audition, but I’d heard good things about you three, and didn’t want to risk you being snapped up by any of the other clubs in town.”

It was definitely noisy in a banging and yelling sort of way, rather than conversation, drinking and laughter the three men were used to competing with. Ronan deliberately chose an upbeat dance number that the three of them had used before. There were no poles on the stage, just a wide open space, and Ronan was keen for them to use it to their full advantage. 

From the first note, Ronan turned the volume up winking at Jeff and Marcos as they got into position behind him. No matter how depressed, tired or ill he’d been feeling, once the synthesized notes of Cher’s “Believe” belted out of the speaker he felt a burst of energy and the moment the woman’s sultry voice filled the room, Ronan let his body move. 

Trusting his wolf to keep him safe, Ronan closed his eyes and lost his body to the music. The routine was as familiar to him as breathing, and he trusted his friends to follow. Ronan had never been a foot-shuffler type of dancer. He danced with his whole body, from his long hair that swirled around him as he turned, to the fists he punched the air with. Three minutes fifty-five seconds of mind-bending bliss. 

This wasn’t Ronan or the boys first audition and as the music segued effortlessly into ‘N Sync’s “Bye Bye Bye”, Ronan let his knees go loose. The song required a lot of hip thrusting, gyrating and sensuality. Ronan slipped down Jeff’s and Marcos’s body at one point, and he tipped his hair to one side and let his ass shamelessly twerk to the beat. This was what he was born to do. Move. Dance. Feel. The boys hoisted him up, right on cue and Ronan didn’t miss a step.

The final song was slower, with a sexy beat – yeah, he got a lot of teasing introducing Brittany Spears into their routine. But one of her first songs, “Baby One More Time”, had always resonated with Ronan and he moved into the choreography seamlessly, his boys right beside him. In this song all three of them had mini solo parts, which was why Ronan included it. Although Jeff and Marcos insisted that they were a threesome on the stage, Ronan knew his friends were talented in their own right, and he wanted anyone and everyone to see that. While he was dancing the problems with his wolf and his anguish over Asaph disappeared – he was one with the music. 

/~/~/~/~/

“My Gods, I didn’t know a fella could move like that. How the hell does he dance in that footwear?” Asaph looked over at his foreman, a rugged man with about six kids if rumors were to be believed. George was a hard worker, and Asaph trusted him to do a good job, but the scaffolding they were removing was forgotten as George was mesmerized by what was happening on the stage. A quick glance around the room showed Ronan’s impact on everyone. All work had come to a standstill, nothing moving except the vibrant men who danced, totally oblivious to their audience. 

Asaph had only seen Ronan dance that first night. The Albion show had been all about sex – Ronan and a single pole, leaving everyone with vivid pictures of what he might do with a lover. In contrast the audition raised a different kind of vibe. The three dancers were having fun, and it showed in every movement. 

Asaph found himself smiling as his feet moved. He had to get closer. He worried that Ronan would be thrown off by his presence, but the beautiful man’s eyes were closed even as he threw himself around the stage. Every move was unconscious sensuality, and yet fun at the same time. Asaph knew in that moment, even if Ronan never accepted him, buying the club in his name, and giving his gorgeously talented mate the opportunity to have a place where he could share his talent was the right thing to do. Ronan owned the stage, and the audience knew it. 

Three songs later, there was deathly silence before a host of cheers, catcalls and whistles rang through the club. It seemed Ronan and his friends brought joy to an entire cross section of people, which would bode well for the club’s success. But Asaph didn’t have time to dwell on how well the club might do once it’d opened. Ronan’s eyes were open and staring straight at him. The man lost weight since Asaph had seen him last and it showed in his gaunt face and the black circles under his eyes. 

“You.” The voice was as smooth and sexy as Asaph remembered and for a second his mind went blank. His wolf was excited and happy, and yep, his jeans were getting tight. But Asaph had one slim chance to get things right. He had to show Ronan he wasn’t going to hide his mate from anyone, if the man would simply forgive him and accept him into his life. 

He flung open his arms, a huge smile on his face. “What do you think of your new club, baby? Signed, sealed and delivered, all in your name.”

Ronan looked surprised, his jaw dropped, his eyes wide as he stood on the stage, looking around and taking in every detail. Finally, his eyes fixed back on Asaph and Asaph tensed, knowing he was about to have a defining moment. 

“You bought this place for me? It’s in my name?”

Asaph nodded and that was all he had time to do; without caring about Bronson who was grinning wildly, the other two men on the stage who looked flabbergasted; or the workers watching the moment unfold like a television drama, Ronan jumped off the wooden platform and ran straight into Asaph’s arms. Asaph relaxed as his heart sighed, his wolf howled in his head, and it was as though his very soul was eased from an ache that had been a huge part of him since their ill-fated dinner. Having Ronan in his arms was the most perfect feeling he could ever imagine. 

Asaph wouldn’t ever let go. He knew that as his arms automatically caught his mate and held him tight, his nose awash with Ronan’s scent. He knew it as he accepted Ronan’s clumsy kisses all over his smiling face, and his body demanded he find them privacy. He was especially sure when he slammed the door to Ronan’s new office with his foot, and touched his lips to Ronan’s for the first time. In that instant he knew all of the crap he’d heard about matings, true mates, and Alpha and Omega pairings was absolutely, one hundred percent true. He was home. 


Chapter Thirteen



For Ronan, jumping into Asaph’s arms was a defining moment. If the big lug, in his sexy jeans and too-tight t-shirt had flinched so much as a hair, then Ronan was prepared to walk out on his mate and the club. But the speed with which Asaph’s arms surrounded him, the ease with which he was caught and held; Ronan’s wolf was beside himself with excitement and Ronan wasn’t much better. When Asaph’s lips touched his, in what was his first ever proper kiss, Ronan felt it in every cell in his body. 

Wow, this is what kissing’s like. Ronan decided then and there he could really get to like the whole lip-smacking concept. He never imagined the pressing of a small body part against another could feel so intimate, so special. Asaph wasn’t rough with him; if anything he was too gentle. As his own need rose, a need he really didn’t understand but Ronan went with it anyway, he pressed his body hard against Asaph’s chest and lips, his hands gripping Asaph’s broad shoulders trying to pull his mate impossibly closer.

Asaph growled against his lips and the arms around his waist tightened. The heat between them intensified and for the first time in his life, Ronan resented his clothes. Asaph’s lips were harder now, and when Ronan felt the man’s tongue against the seam of his lips he gasped, allowing Asaph inside. If anything, that seemed to spur Asaph on and his mouth turned hungry, his grip was tight enough to cause bruises, but Ronan was so on fire he pushed back. 

And then Asaph just stopped. Pulled his lips away from where Ronan was enjoying them and held his head away. Ronan growled – he actually growled at his Alpha.

“We can’t do this here,” Asaph panted. “By the Fates I’m damn near coming in my jeans, and the thought of laying you over that tempting desk so I can fuck and claim you for life is riding me hard. But I will not have our first time in an office, no matter how much that desk is calling to me.”

Desk? Office? Ronan looked around. It was a nice office, but really all he wanted to see was right in front of him. Disheveled hair, gleaming eyes and the way Asaph’s nostrils flared as he tried to control his breathing. He’d done that. He’d driven this Alpha male to the point of desperation. Ronan felt a certain sense of pride over the whole thing, even as Asaph’s words made sense. His pants were no longer comfortable – front or back - and the memories of his mother’s “sex” talk made his face flush.

“So what do we…?” He trailed off. Ronan hadn’t been prepared to see his mate, or for his mate’s actions and the confidence he’d spent a day building up before he’d gone to that fateful dinner, was sorely lacking. Thank the Fates Asaph seemed to understand. 

“Will you let me show you the club?” Asaph said with an infuriatingly brief touch of lips. “So many people have worked day and night to get it finished, and although I tried to guess what you’d like, if you want anything changed now’s the time to speak up.”

“But what about?” Ronan let his legs slip a bit so his ass was riding a decided bulge in Asaph’s jeans. He was thrilled when Asaph ground back and a deep rumbling seemed to come from his chest.

“Oh we will be getting to that, precious. Don’t think for a second, I’m forgetting about that.” Asaph’s eyes made so many promises, and Ronan’s heart ached in response. Please don’t let this man reject our mating again. Please. 

/~/~/~/~/

Asaph expected to feel embarrassed and self-conscious, walking around with his arm draped across Ronan’s shoulder, the man tucked firmly under his arm and a slim but strong arm encircling his waist. But as they chatted to people who worked for him and who knew him only as a hard worker and a ruthless businessman all he felt was pride…and a healthy dose of possessiveness. Ronan’s dance had broken the ice in a number of different ways, and more than one person greeted Ronan with flirtatious eyes and appreciative glances. Asaph wasn’t surprised at his wolf’s reaction, Alpha wolf equaled possessive nature, but his human side wasn’t faring much better. He wanted to snap his teeth and hide Ronan away from all the attention. Fortunately, Asaph realized that his skittish mate might not appreciate that sort of display, especially among humans. 

After showing Ronan all there was to see in the finely equipped kitchen, the extensive bar area, the changing rooms, and even taking the time to sneak in another quick kiss in the pristine toilet areas, Asaph finally led Ronan back to the main part of the club. Bronson had clearly finished work for the day because he was sitting, chatting with Jeff and Marcos, drinks on the table. There was a blond twink sitting across Jeff’s and Marcos’s laps and Asaph raised an eyebrow at that, but Ronan didn’t seem surprised; not by the seating arrangement, or by the way the blond squealed, jumped up and came running directly at Ronan. 

“So you’re some big time club owner now. When did that happen and since when do you date, and why, oh why, haven’t I heard about this possessive hunk of manhood that you’ve clearly been hiding away. You’ve wounded me Ro, positively wounded me. I thought we were best buddies and yet I find out all this stuff in one afternoon and you never mentioned a word of any of this to me before now. Wounded.” The blond finally stopped, although the pouty lips, crossed arms and tapping foot put Asaph’s wolf on edge and he swallowed his urge to growl. The little blond was human and clearly a drama queen, but Ronan didn’t seem upset, so Asaph tried to warn his wolf not to be either. 

“I only found out about the club today, Enz darling,” Ronan said soothingly. “It was a surprise gift, and I’m very grateful but a little overwhelmed. They were asking about color schemes for the walls, carpets and drapes and I’m so glad you’re here. You know so much more about that sort of thing than I do. Can you help?”

Oh, my mate is a sneaky man. The little blond was immediately diverted, yelling at Marcos to grab his bag from his car and at Jeff to come and give him a hand – he had stuff to measure. 

“Marcos and Jeff are paying for Enzo’s study as an interior designer,” Ronan murmured. “I hope you don’t mind, but it saved answering awkward questions.”

“I thought I’d made it clear that this was your club. You can do what you like with it. Did you want to check the paperwork again so you’ll be convinced?”

Bright green eyes shone in his and Asaph felt his heart tip – when Ronan said softly, “It’s okay, I trust you,” he felt it fall. His heart now belonged to his fated Omega wolf. 


Chapter Fourteen



The water was cold on Ronan’s face, but he welcomed the bracing shock. His hands were shaking, his knees were rubbery, and he had so much going on below his belt he couldn’t think. He stared at his reflection. He still looked the same, but Ronan knew without a shadow of a doubt that the next hour was going to change his future forever. 

Stay away from wolves. His mother’s voice was not helping. Her adage was all very well and good, and up until recently Ronan trusted and listened to his mother’s advice. Ronan’s omega status made him vulnerable to other wolves, and he’d always believed his mom would keep him safe. He wished, for one short moment, that she was alive to give him advice now. Their conversation on mates and sex had been short, embarrassing for both of them, and never repeated. 

“Are you okay in there?” Asaph’s voice came from the other side of the door. Ronan took a deep breath. The scent of his own arousal hit his nose and he wondered if he should take a quick shower. The one in Asaph’s bathroom looked big enough for an orgy. But no, his mother didn’t raise a weakling. Asaph was his mate. The flowers he’d sent had been just a tiny part of him trying to win Ronan’s forgiveness. Ronan wondered if Asaph would ever realize that it was his acceptance of their physical closeness that’d sealed the deal for him. The flowers were lovely; the club was a definite over-the-top gift. But the way Asaph walked him around, introduced him to everyone as his partner – that was worth more than all of the money his mate appeared to have. 

So now it was time to pay the piper; sing for his supper, jump on the rodeo, or whatever cliché might apply. Ronan had a feeling his brain was on a fried loop, and quickly opened the bathroom door before he chickened out. And then promptly wished he hadn’t. 

Asaph was naked! Ronan had never been in a pack, so nudity was not something he was used to. In fact, the only time he’d seen another naked man was when he’d walked in on Enzo and his lovers one day in the dressing room. All he remembered from that was a blur of movement, and the shock he felt as he’d left the room. This though – Asaph; he was Ronan’s and without even thinking about it, Ronan found himself moving closer; his whole body tingling, his fingers itching to explore. 

“Like what you see?” Asaph’s voice held a certain smug element, and on most men it would be annoying, but as Ronan drank his fill, he could see his mate had plenty to be smug about. The first word that came to mind when thinking about Asaph was big – he was big all over. All over. Well-defined muscles, tanned skin, no hint of a tan line anywhere. In fact, Asaph didn’t have a mark, tattoo or scar on him. Not that Ronan could see. Two small brown nipples and a crotch area were the only color changes on a tanned tapestry.

“You look amazing,” Ronan found himself saying as he reached the side of the bed. He longed to reach out, to touch, but this wasn’t a situation he was familiar with. 

“You can touch if you want,” Asaph said, the grin on his face almost evil as he rolled onto his back. “But I warn you, the bed is a no clothes zone, and naked is the only way I want you on this bed.”

“Oh. Right.” Ronan felt his face flush. You’re a shifter. This is no big deal. He was acutely aware he looked nothing like his mate. He tugged at his t-shirt and pulled it over his head, and then bent to unstrap his boots, jumping when he heard Asaph’s growl of approval. 

“Your ass looks amazing in those pants, baby.”

“Did you want me to leave them on?” Ronan straightened up, surprised. 

Asaph laughed. “No babe, I think I’m going to like the view just fine with them off. Besides, I’ve never seen you without those high heels. How tall are you barefoot?”

“Five foot four,” Ronan muttered as he tugged off his boots. Thank goodness the ones he’d chosen to wear for the audition were only knee high; otherwise he’d be in the embarrassing position of having to ask Asaph to tug them off for him. Not that that might not be fun in the right circumstances, but right now Ronan’s nerves were a mess, and as his toes curled in the bedroom carpet, he forced his hands to his zipper. 

/~/~/~/~/

Asaph was doing his best not to laugh. He could smell the nervousness in Ronan’s scent, and he figured he was going to have to take things slow with his new mate. Unfortunately, his cock and inner wolf had other ideas, and Asaph fisted the blanket so as not to grab the unsuspecting man. Naked, it was clear Ronan didn’t shift during the day. His skin was pale milk, and looked just as smooth. Like most wolf shifters, Ronan didn’t have any body hair, and just two pink nipples and a red cock broke up the color palette. Asaph licked his lips. His mate looked delicious from every angle. 

He forced himself to wait as Ronan climbed cautiously onto the bed; although he damn near yelped when Ronan’s hot hand brushed against and then settled on his chest. Instead, Asaph flexed his pectoral muscle and was pleased to hear Ronan laugh. Ronan’s second hand followed, and as Asaph strained with his own control, those smooth hands followed a path from his chest, to his collar bones, across his shoulders and down his arms. The position had Ronan leaning over him, and his long, soft hair brushed against Asaph’s torso forcing a gasp to escape his lips. 

Immediately Ronan tensed and sat up. “Did I hurt you?”

Okay, the nervous virgin bit had gone on long enough. Asaph didn’t want to come across as an insensitive prick – he’d guessed Ronan was a virgin from their first kiss. But he had needs; strong needs. He growled as he pulled Ronan onto his body, and then groaned as skin met skin. “I’m an Alpha wolf shifter,” he said, his voice raspy with lust. “There’s nothing you can do right now that’s going to hurt me, unless you bite my dick, and the way I’m feeling right now, I’d probably like it.”

“I’m lying on your bits,” Ronan said softly. Asaph was well aware of that and he held onto Ronan’s ass and gently ground upwards with his hips, loving the shiver that ran through Ronan’s body. Gods, he could eat his mate all up he was so delicious. 

“I’ve never…I’m not sure…I want…can you tell me what to do?” 

Completely virginal. Yes! Asaph did a mental fist pump and spread his hands so they covered those perky little mounds Ronan called a derriere. Each cheek fit Asaph’s palm perfectly and Asaph used his hold to apply more pressure to his cock, while his lips scorched along Ronan’s skin. He’d had sex before, often enough to consider himself an expert, even if Ronan was his first full-on male experience. But the feelings Ronan evoked with his small gasps, his moans and the way his butt cheeks flexed as Ronan rubbed himself against Asaph’s own length were intoxicating, and Asaph knew, gender aside because it really wasn’t important, this was going to be the most amazing experience of his fucking life. 

“We gotta move this along, sweetness,” he groaned, running his tongue down Ronan’s arched neck. His mate didn’t even realize he was doing it, showing his submission, arching towards every touch and every lick, pushing the wolf inside of Asaph to want to stake his claim. Ronan was so responsive, his eyes half closed, moans falling almost constantly from his lips. But at Asaph’s words, Ronan’s eyes opened and a red flush ran from his neck, over his whole face. 

“I think I’m ready,” the smaller man whispered, and it took a moment for Asaph to catch on, but when it did, it was Asaph’s eyes that widened. My gods, was that rumor actually true? Cautiously, Asaph changed his grip, letting his fingers trace his mate’s crease until he encountered dampness. Using a single finger, he carefully traced around Ronan’s hole – and as he brushed across it, the tiny starburst seemed to open for him, as though actively seeking penetration. 

“Fucking hell, I have to see.” Asaph rolled them both, until Ronan was flat on his back and then he sat up, grabbing Ronan’s legs, pushing them up towards the young man’s chest and forcing them apart. Asaph whimpered. He fucking whimpered, because sure enough, the legends of the Alpha and Omega matings were true. As Asaph buried his nose underneath Ronan’s tight little balls the true scent of his mate overwhelmed him. Every thought rushed out of his brain and all he wanted was to push into that welcoming hole and fuck and rut until his balls were dry and begging for mercy. He quickly sat up, intent on his goal, but then he stopped as the word “virgin” flashed through his mind like a neon sign. 

/~/~/~/~/

Ronan’s mouth went dry and he swallowed. The look on Asaph’s face was feral, his eyes completely wolf and lust was oozed from every pore. Ronan had never seen anything as magnificent in his life. Chest heaving, a solid cock dripping in anticipation, Ronan wanted to feel that length inside of him. His body ached for the man, his mate, to take him, claim him and never let him go. His nerves were still there, skittering under his skin, but the sight of Asaph hovering, as though almost scared to take the next step, had him opening his mouth. 

“Do it, I’m ready for you,” he whispered. Bright blue eyes burned into him for one long second, and then Ronan felt the push of Asaph’s cockhead against his opening. Sucking in a deep breath, he breathed it out and let his body relax. Within seconds all he could feel was the pulsation of Asaph’s length inside of him. It was as amazing as his mother haltingly promised him it would be. Ronan was glad Asaph was still holding his legs, because his whole body felt like a limp noodle; he was so overcome with the pleasure of it all. He closed his eyes, centering his thoughts on his lower half, willing his mate to move. 

Breathing deeply, Ronan concentrated on the fullness inside of him. It didn’t hurt, if anything it made him feel complete, and yet Ronan hadn’t even been aware before that moment there was anything missing. But as Asaph held his position, Ronan didn’t sense a single twitch; the tension in Ronan’s body grew. When he finally couldn’t stand it any longer, his eyes flicked open and he said, “Move!” Within seconds he got everything he didn’t realize he was asking for. 

Asaph was like a powerhouse above him; Ronan couldn’t see anything else; just his mate’s broad shoulders, flexing torso and fevered expression. Somewhere in the move Asaph had dropped his legs, the width of his hips holding them apart. Asaph’s lower arms were like pillars on either side of his face. Needing something to hold onto, Ronan reached up and grabbed onto Asaph’s shoulders, pulling him down. For a moment he thought he’d upset Asaph’s delicious rhythm, but if anything the man’s hips moved faster. 

Every slap of skin against his ass sent shivers up Ronan’s spine. Asaph’s grunts were music to his ears, and the tension, the smells of their combined arousal was like a drug Ronan couldn’t get enough of. He pushed his back into the mattress and thrust up with his hips, trying to push Asaph harder, faster, further – he wasn’t exactly sure. But with his body humming and his wolf panting with excitement he let his body guide him. He wanted Asaph, he needed his mate, and by the heavens his man delivered. 

A deep growl had Ronan opening his eyes and he instinctively exposed his neck. Seconds later he felt sharp teeth pierce his skin, but instead of hurting, Ronan felt his cock spurt, and his body sing. Overcome with emotions he couldn’t describe, Ronan’s teeth found their own mark, and he swallowed as the sweet taste of his mate’s blood coated his mouth. Warmth coated his insides, and the hardness of his mate’s body against his ass let Ronan know he was bound to have bruises, but he didn’t care. In fact, in that moment, Ronan didn’t care about anything. He’d been bitten, claimed in every way and as Asaph disengaged his teeth, licked the wound clean and then softly kissed his lips, over and over again, Ronan felt nothing but happiness. 


Chapter Fifteen



Asaph woke slowly; warm and with a delicious smell teasing his nostrils. As always his mind went through a checklist, just like a computer booting up – he was in his own bed, check; he wasn’t alone, unusual but not earth shattering; the sun was just setting – what the fuck? Slowly the visions of what had gone on hours before flashed through his mind and he turned his head slowly. Ronan was using his chest as a pillow, his face hidden by hair, a thin but strong arm wrapped firmly around Asaph’s waist. 

I have a mate. I’ve claimed Ronan. A man. Did I do the right thing? What was I thinking?

Mentally slapping himself, Asaph reminded himself exactly what he’d been thinking when he sent bouquet after bouquet to Ronan’s dressing room; why he invested hundreds of thousands of dollars to get a rush job done on a club that was now in Ronan’s name, and why he spent every waking minute over the past five days making sure everything would be ready for the moment his mate walked through the door for the first time. 

Because a wolf shifter only ever got one mate. Because the Fates didn’t care about gender and neither did his wolf. His wolf made sure that Asaph couldn’t get within kissing distance of a female or any other male; he’d been that way from the moment Ronan walked onto the stage weeks before. Ronan was the omega picked for him. His wolf started slobbering over the idea of him from first sight, and had been gutted his human half hadn’t felt the same. When Asaph reminded himself it was about time he pulled on his alpha pants and stopped fucking worrying about what anybody else thought; his wolf was in hearty agreement. 

“Having second thoughts? About claiming me, I mean.” Bright green eyes met his as Asaph looked down. Ronan had that look about him that suggested that he fully expected to be kicked out of bed. His mussed hair was pushed back from his face, and there was a hint of a tremble on Ronan’s bottom lip. Asaph soothed it gently with his thumb, considering how to frame his response.

“I was reminding myself of all the good reasons why I claimed you,” he said, knowing that was partially true, “and now I’m wondering what would be the best place to take you for a slap up dinner, because I don’t know about you but I’m starving and I’m not a good cook.”

“Are you going to spend the entire date talking to me about business again?” The way Ronan wrinkled up his adorable nose had Asaph guessing that his little mate wasn’t business minded. That didn’t matter because he knew enough about the world of business and investments for both of them. Another reason for not worrying about the opinions of others – he had more money than God. Asaph decided he rather liked the idea of taking his new mate out and showing him off and he grinned as he answered. 

“Actually, I thought I’d do something totally out of character, and listen to you talking about yourself for a change.” Ronan laughed, and Asaph loved the warm feeling it gave him inside, knowing he was responsible for such a carefree reaction. “What sort of things do you like to eat?”

Ronan chuckled again and shook his head. “It’s a bit weird, isn’t it? In the human world people date and get to know each other before making a commitment. With us it’s one sniff, we’re in bed together, a quick bite later and we’re bound for life. Then we have to start getting to know each other’s likes and dislikes.”

“I haven’t known the Fates to make a mistake yet,” Asaph said, glad that Ronan seemed to be fine with the claiming aspect. Asaph didn’t want to come across as a wuss asking for any form of reassurance. “How about you hop in the shower, I’ll ring the restaurant we went to last time and see if we can have a first date do-over. How does that sound?”

Ronan nodded. “I’m pretty hungry. This sex stuff takes more energy than dancing and I thought I put a lot into that.” He didn’t move though, and Asaph wondered what was wrong. Ronan tilted his head slightly. “You’re going to think this is weird, but I’d rather not get out of bed without us kissing first. It’s something I always dreamed of doing once I was mated. In my head I thought it would make the things you have to face once you got out of bed just that little bit easier to handle. A way of making sure you always left the bedroom with a smile on your face.” He peered up at Asaph. “I guess you think that’s pretty silly.”

Asaph laughed. “I actually think it’s an excellent idea. Of course,” he added as he gently tugged Ronan so the man was fully on top of him, “I can’t always promise we’ll get out of bed when we’re meant to. Kissing you seems to have a way of making certain parts of my body wake up that would make leaving you a bit of a problem.”

“We’ll work it out,” Ronan said with a warm smile. “I’m sure we can come to some compromise.” He reached down and as lush lips caressed his, it flittered through Asaph’s mind that he may have to start doing a spot more delegating with his work commitments. Ronan’s lips were an addiction he had no intention of quitting.

/~/~/~/~/

Ronan was quietly impressed. Oh, the restaurant was still the same pleasant, classy and discreet place it had been on his and Asaph’s first date, but it was Asaph who’d changed. He surprised Ronan in the shower with a blow job that blew Ronan’s mind, before taking him against the cool glass walls. He’d been complimentary about Ronan’s clothing, thank the Fates he’d remembered to pack a decent shirt and pants in his bag, and when they’d arrived at the restaurant, Asaph not only had his arm firmly across Ronan’s shoulders, he’d also introduced him as his fiancé to the receptionist who knew him by name. The woman looked a little puzzled and Ronan guessed it was because of the grand exit he’d made last time the two had eaten there, but of course she was too polite to say anything. 

The meal was excellent, Penny the waitress blushing when she saw the pair of them again. Asaph was friendly, charming and so sweet when Ronan explained haltingly over the meal about the car accident that took his mother’s life. His big hand covered Ronan’s right there on the table, and it was still there as they were enjoying dessert. Asaph had been right; the chocolate gateau was mouthwateringly good. 

“I guess we should be making plans about when to move you into your new home,” Asaph said as he licked the last of his dessert off his spoon. Ronan was so transfixed by the erotic sight of that thick muscle working the smears of chocolate free that it took him a moment for Asaph’s words to register. When they did, he laughed. 

“Not planning to slum it with me in my little sublet then?” In fairness, Ronan didn’t mind moving in with Asaph. The man owned a house big enough to be called a mansion, so space was never going to be a problem. Unfortunately, Asaph didn’t know him well enough to know he was teasing. 

“F…fiddlesticks,” he said, and Ronan hid a grin. He’d explained to Asaph over their starters that his mother didn’t approve of swearing, and over the years Ronan had come up with different terms to get a similar meaning across. “I was being presumptuous again, wasn’t I? I haven’t even seen your flat, and yet I blithely assumed that you’d move in with me. This is one of those things we should be talking about, isn’t it?” Bless him. Asaph looked like a kicked puppy and it wasn’t easy for any Alpha to pull off a look like that. Ronan twisted his hand and tangled his fingers with Asaph’s, wanting nothing more than to put his mind at ease. But a shadow crossed their table and he looked up.

“What the hell is this, Bosch? Playing faggot now?” At least the man wasn’t yelling, and Asaph didn’t pull his hand away. But the daggers he sent the balding, overweight businessman who was standing by their table were lethal. Ronan shifted in his seat. He’d been insulted before because of his preference for men, but this had to be a first for Asaph. 

“Corsairs; I’d say it’s a pleasure, but as you can see I am having a private dinner date with my fiancé. I suggest you leave.”

“Fiancé?” Corsairs spat the word out like a curse. “Does Leticia know about this?”

Oh farting rainbows and unicorn horns. This was not going to be good. Ronan remembered a picture of Asaph with a woman named Leticia in the Google search he’d done. The woman was blond, beautiful and everything he wasn’t. Asaph’s thumb stroked along his; but his mate’s attention on the older man never wavered. 

“I don’t see what this has to do with Leticia,” Asaph said with an icy calm Ronan hadn’t heard before. “I’m sure she told you we parted ways a while ago, and what I do in my personal life is nobody’s business but my own.”

“She said nothing of the sort,” Corsairs huffed. “She told me in strictest confidence that you and she are expecting and wanted to make an appointment for you to come and ask me for her hand in marriage. I sent the details to your personal assistant yesterday. Then I walk in here and see you with this…this…person as though my daughter and your new child are of no consequence. How dare you disrespect her.”

“I can assure you if Leticia is pregnant then the child is not mine.” Asaph threw his napkin on the table and reached for his wallet. “I suggest you think very carefully before you say anything that might be considered insulting to my fiancé.” 

He stood up, and Ronan felt a tug on his hand and got to his feet as well. Not an easy thing to do with trembling knees. “As far as I’m concerned this conversation is over and don’t forget Corsairs,” Asaph’s voice dropped to a whisper, but Ronan could still hear him. “I own the lease on your company building. If you make trouble for me, you’ll wish you hadn’t. Now I suggest you go and make nice with your own companion. Niece is it this time, or are you rewarding your new secretary for the hours she spends on her knees?”

“Why, you; that’s none of your business,” Corsairs blustered, and Ronan noticed the man’s face was bright red. 

“Then stay out of mine,” Asaph glared, and Ronan felt a strong arm over his shoulders. “While you’re at it, tell your daughter to stop bombarding my office with messages. It makes her look ridiculous and I’ve no intention of returning her calls, especially if she’s spreading any sort of lies about me.”

Ronan almost tripped as Asaph led him past Corsairs, but fortunately his wolf reflexes stopped him face planting on the floor. He managed to keep his head high as Asaph paid for the meal, and even smiled and gave a small wave to Penny who was watching them from across the room. Asaph stayed silent as they began the drive back to Asaph’s house, and Ronan wondered what he could say. But he needn’t have worried because Asaph spoke first. 

“If Leticia is pregnant, I give you my word that child is not mine.”

“Okay.” Ronan said earlier he trusted Asaph and he did. But it was entirely possible for wolf shifters to impregnate humans, and Ronan already guessed that Asaph was definitely sexually experienced. It would be a bit far-fetched to assume Asaph hadn’t had Leticia in his bed. He wriggled in his seat as his wolf whined at the thought.

“I don’t know what game that wretched woman is playing,” Asaph continued. “I broke things off with her the day I came to see you dance that first time. I haven’t slept with her in at least three months because I’ve been too busy and my wolf didn’t like me going anywhere near her. I would have broken things off with her sooner, but I’d just been too busy to get around to it.”

Ronan had wondered about that. Alpha wolves were notoriously sexual creatures; at least that’s what his mother told him. But then Asaph had confided over dinner he had a reputation as a workaholic and was planning to change that part of his life now he was mated. Asaph was being entirely truthful, but it didn’t help Ronan know what to say in response. 

“Has she been in touch with you, since you two stopped seeing each other? You said something to her father about messages,” he asked hesitantly when it seemed Asaph had gone back to fuming. There might not be any deceit in the air, but the anger pouring off of Asaph was palpable. 

Asaph jerked his shoulders. “Text messages and random phone calls at night, until I learned to block her number. I never responded to anything from her. I told my PA to simply tell her I was unavailable if she called, and I haven’t checked my emails lately because I’ve been busy working at your club. My PA would have mentioned anything important that came through my business line, so Corsairs must have sent his email to my private address. And no,” he added, flicking Ronan a quick glance, “I haven’t checked that lately either.”

“You would have scented it though, wouldn’t you? The pregnancy I mean? You should have been able to smell a change in her scent the last time you were with her if she was carrying a child.” Wolf shifters never needed to use pregnancy tests when their noses were far more effective. 

“F…frigid unicorns, you’re right, why didn’t I think of that?” Asaph beamed at him as he swung his car into the large sweeping driveway that ran across the front of his house. Ronan didn’t want to burst his bubble, but he had to ask. 

“Saying she’s pregnant, and telling her father is still a pretty serious thing, though. Any idea why she’s trying to trap you into marriage?”


Chapter Sixteen



Asaph was trying to keep his fuming to a minimum, but he knew he couldn’t hide his mood from his mate. Fuck Corsairs and the bloody bull he rode in on. He and Ronan had been having a perfectly lovely evening and then Leticia’s fucking father had to come along and ruin everything. He strode into his study, tugging Ronan beside him, and immediately switched on his computer. Seconds later he was looking at three emails from Leticia and one from her father. He dismissed the one from the older Corsairs. He already knew what that one was going to say. With Ronan settled on his lap so his mate could see the screen, he opened the first one from Leticia dated four days earlier. 

Asaph darling, amazing news. We’re going to be parents. Pick me up at Daddy’s tonight and we can discuss the wedding plans over dinner. 

Ronan snorted, and Asaph looked at him. “She’s pretty sure of herself, isn’t she?” His little mate said. “The days of shotgun weddings are long gone and she seems to think you’d welcome the idea of having children with her.”

“I’d mentioned having kids, but I never said I wanted to have them with her,” Asaph said, thinking back to when he’d first met Leticia. It was the sort of thing a man of his age and station said when dating a well-connected woman, alluding to the future. But it wasn’t something he’d ever seriously considered. That was something that was shared with mates, and as Asaph never thought he’d find his, kids were a way in the future ideal. 

“We’ll have that discussion another time. We’ve got to get to know each other first,” Ronan said with a twitch of his lips. “Next email?”

Asaph clicked on the next message. It was short and to the point simply telling Asaph to call her the moment he got back into town. “Looks like Beatrice has been doing her job. Beatrice is my PA,” he added when Ronan’s eyes asked the question. “I’ll take you into my office soon so you can meet her.” Ronan nodded and then looked back at the screen as Asaph opened the final email that was time-stamped about half an hour after Corsairs’ one had been sent. 

Asaph, I am not raising this child on my own. Make sure you’re in Daddy’s office on time and with a ring in hand. I’ve ordered the one I want from Tiffany’s and told them you’ll pay for it when you pick it up. 

I’m not stupid enough to think you love me, Asaph. But I do know you’re an honorable man and you’ll do the right thing by me and our child. Think of the scandal it will cause if I have to tell everyone how you’ve abandoned your own offspring – think what that sort of gossip will do to your precious business. Consider this a business merger if it makes you feel any better. 

A wedding planner will be waiting for us after you’ve spoken to Daddy. I have already told him that the wedding will be a relatively small, private affair and will have to be conducted as quickly as possible. I have no intention of walking down any aisle with a baby bump. 

Don’t let me down. You won’t like what will happen if you do. 

“Determined little miss, isn’t she,” Ronan said, but when Asaph looked away from the screen he could see his mate’s face was white. He rubbed his hand up and down Ronan’s back, his mind reeling from the duplicity Leticia was capable of. He knew she was spoiled and used to getting her own way, but only a mad woman would order her own engagement ring and bring in a wedding planner before a proposal had even been suggested. That’s without the threats she was making. 

“Is she right, about the scandal aspect at least?” Ronan asked. “Will it harm your business?”

“No, but she clearly thinks it will,” Asaph thought for a moment and then said, “Leticia doesn’t know anything about my business, she was only ever involved on the social side of things. If the rumor of her pregnancy was true, and I abandoned her, then socially I would be shunned for a bit. But I have ironclad contracts with everyone I work with and if I shut down my business tomorrow, I’d still be rich enough for both of us to live in the lap of luxury for the rest of our very long lives.”

“I’m not with you because of your money,” Ronan said, snuggling into Asaph’s chest. “I don’t run in the same social circles as you do, but is there anyone you could talk to, find out what she’s been saying and doing, just so you can do a spot of damage control? I don’t want to see you hurt by this.”

Right there was the reason Asaph was ten thousand times better off with Ronan than he would be with the likes of Leticia. Ronan genuinely didn’t care about money. All he was concerned about was making sure Asaph wasn’t impacted by Leticia’s lies. Asaph didn’t think anyone had ever cared about him as much as Ronan already did; it was a humbling thought, especially in light of his earlier behavior. 

“I’ll give Bronson a call,” he said out loud, reaching for his phone. “If anyone knows what’s going on in our social circle, it will be him. I’m surprised he hasn’t mentioned it to me already.”

/~/~/~/~/

Ronan sat quietly, stroking Asaph’s chest as he made the call to his friend. Asaph mentioned over dinner that Bronson was the only other wolf shifter he associated with anymore since leaving his pack. Ronan hadn’t said anything at the time, but he was secretly glad. He didn’t want to be involved in pack politics, or being scorned because of his omega status. Despite mating Asaph, his mother’s warnings still rang loud and clear. 

“Asaph, you’ve come up for air? I thought you’d be balls deep in your little one by now and I wouldn’t see you for a week. What’s up?”

“I’ve claimed my mate,” Asaph said. Ronan could hear the pride in his voice and snuggled in further. In fact, Ronan started undoing the buttons on Asaph’s shirt. Asaph looked down at him and winked, so he kept doing it. 

“I’m calling about Leticia. Have you seen or heard anything that might mean she’s up to no-good?”

“No,” Bronson’s voice came over the phone. “She’s been out on the town but not as much as usual. That Rudy guy we didn’t like is always with her and I thought they’d hooked-up. Word is he’s scoring a few investment properties you were into and no one’s sure where he’s getting the money. That’s the only reason I noticed them at all.”

“He must be borrowing money hand over fist. He’s already gone through his father’s inheritance and I’m surprised anyone would loan him anything with his track record. See if you can find out who’s his backer; might be worth knowing, if the shit hits the fan.”

“What shit?” 

Ronan listened as Asaph explained about Leticia, her father and the emails. In the meantime, he’d gotten Asaph’s buttons undone and was tracing lines and symbols on the man’s chest. Asaph had beautiful soft skin and hard muscles underneath it. Ronan leaned forward and licked down the ridge between Asaph’s pectoral muscles, just to see what type of a reaction he’d get. A tightening hand on his hip was all the encouragement he needed to continue. 

“Leticia’s definitely not pregnant,” Bronson said. “She was…well you know, women’s stuff…when I saw her at the gallery opening two nights ago.”

“I never thought she was,” Asaph growled, “but I wouldn’t have put it past her to get pregnant and then try to fob it off as mine.”

“Can’t really help you, but I’ll keep an ear out for any pertinent gossip. Changing the subject, are you two coming down to the club tomorrow; that friend of Ronan’s is driving the guys nuts with his color charts and schematics.” 

“Yeah, we’ll be there, but probably not until after lunch. I have a rather naughty little omega that needs tending to. I have a feeling it’ll be an all-night job.” Ronan looked up, a furrow between his eyes. Naughty? Okay, so he may have a hard nipple between his teeth and Asaph was on the phone. But it wasn’t as though it was a strictly business call; for some reason Leticia’s threats, even via email, unsettled Ronan’s wolf. He wanted to stake his claim, wanted for Asaph to be pounding into him, not chatting about some woman who was scheming to take him away. He matched the gleam in Asaph’s eyes with his own. Asaph’s goodbye to his friend was short and almost rude.

“Now my little omega, got something you want to tell me?” Fudgsicles, Ronan could burn in the heat in Asaph’s eyes. 

Sure have. Where do you want me to begin? 


Chapter Seventeen



Asaph was feeling pretty good about things after the stellar night he’d spent with Ronan. He could totally understand Ronan’s urgency once they hit the sheets. His wolf didn’t like the threat Leticia was to their mating any more than Ronan’s did. But he was a lot calmer by the following morning and had taken Ronan to his office, asking Beatrice to order them breakfast. As expected, Beatrice was smitten with Ronan and didn’t bat an eyelid when Asaph proudly introduced him as his fiancé; although she insisted on getting an invite to the wedding. Ronan smirked at him when Beatrice started talking about it, and when Asaph did get his mate alone in the office, Ronan was quick to point out he was a dancer, not a wedding planner, but Enzo would probably cream his jeans at the thought of the job.

“Or we could elope,” Asaph said when Ronan mentioned rainbows, flowers and flying doves. Enzo was apparently a bit over the top when it came to planning things. “I have to go to Vegas next week. We could just get married there, and throw a party at the club when we come back.”

“You want me to come with you on your business trips?” Ronan sounded surprised.

“We’re mated,” Asaph said more firmly than necessary. “I want you with me all the time.”

“Aww.” Ronan came around the desk and Asaph pushed his chair back so Ronan could climb on his lap. “Could get tricky with me running the club and you being the powerhouse business man, but we’ll work something out.” Asaph noticed that was the second time Ronan mentioned words along those lines and he thanked the Fates he had a mate willing to compromise. His human dates hadn’t been so accommodating.

He was rewarding his mate with a long, sweet kiss when Beatrice’s voice came over the intercom. “Mr. Corsairs is here to see you; he doesn’t have an appointment but he says it’s a personal matter that can’t wait.”

Asaph sighed, and glanced at his mate. “Did you want me to leave?” Ronan asked. 

“No, sweetness, but it would probably be best if you were sitting in another chair.” Although, Asaph thought as Ronan slipped gracefully off his lap and moved to one of the chairs over by the wall, he had nothing to hide from Leticia’s father, or anyone for that matter. His pre-mated concerns were completely gone and he was determined he wouldn’t shun Ronan or their relationship. He was about to tell Ronan to come back when Corsairs was admitted into the office.

Corsairs snarled as soon as he saw Ronan. “This is a private conversation, Bosch. What’s he doing here?”

“Ronan is my full business partner, as well as my future husband. We were sharing a private breakfast that you’ve rudely interrupted. Now say what you’ve come to say and then get out.”

Corsairs seemed to deflate, and he slumped into the nearest chair looking between Ronan and Asaph as if trying to solve a puzzle. “Since when did you need to take a business partner?” Corsairs asked at last. “You’ve always been head of your own company, you don’t have any stockholders, and you haven’t even appointed a CEO. I thought you were rolling in money. If you needed investment badly enough to take a partner, you could have come to me.”

“This has nothing to do with money. I granted Ronan half of my assets as soon as he accepted my marriage proposal. He and I share everything, it’s an old family custom,” Asaph said, although he wasn’t sure why he was explaining their situation to someone he didn’t even like. “I really don’t see that it’s any of your concern.”

“Have you spoken to Leticia?”

“No,” Asaph said. “Why would I? We broke up weeks ago. I’m due to be married. I know she’s not pregnant by me, so I don’t think she and I have anything to say to each other. I warned you though; there will be consequences if she keeps spreading lies about me.”

“Then who the heck is going to pay for the wedding she’s arranging?” Corsairs blustered. “She’s ordered a ring, a wedding planner; she’s booked a church and all sorts of stuff. There’s a woman there today with a line of designer gowns and she claims you’re paying for all of it. It’s already run into the tens of thousands of dollars.”

Asaph saw red. His wolf snarled, and he felt the hairs on his arms get longer. He was pissed off, and he was sure it showed on his face. He bit back a snarl when Ronan suddenly appeared beside him, a warm hand landing on his shoulder. “I think you should call your attorney, Asaph, don’t you? This is getting ridiculous. If this woman is racking up accounts in your name, surely that’s illegal, fraudulent or something?”

“There’s no need for lawyers, Bosch,” Corsairs said quickly, “I’m sure we can come to some agreement.” But Asaph had a feeling Ronan was right. Although he did have a shit ton of money that didn’t mean he wanted someone else to go spending it on his behalf. He flicked the intercom button and said “Get my lawyer on the phone would you, Beatrice.” He waited for his PA’s acknowledgment and looked back at Corsairs. 

“Leticia is your daughter. I understand she’s an adult, but if you can’t stop her from spending my money, illegally as my fiancé pointed out, then I will have her arrested.”

“She honestly believes you’re going to marry her.”

“Where did she get that idea? I haven’t spoken to her in ages. Did you tell her about our meeting last night, and that I already have a fiancé?” Asaph asked but it was clear from Corsairs’ face that he hadn’t and Asaph felt that was probably due to his own dinner companion.

“Leticia showed me a positive pregnancy test. She told me you are the only man she’d ever been with. What was I supposed to think?” 

It was on the tip of Asaph’s tongue to repeat he already knew Leticia wasn’t carrying his child – she wasn’t pregnant at all, but of course he couldn’t say that. He also wasn’t rude enough to suggest Leticia hadn’t been a virgin when they’d slept together. He tried to keep calm, and said firmly, “Corsairs, far be it for me to talk about your daughter and our sex life, but believe me, I haven’t been near your daughter intimately in well over three months. If the child was mine, then she’d be showing by now.”

“Her mother didn’t show until five months,” Corsairs persisted. “At least talk to her Bosch, before you go bringing in lawyers and laying complaints. Surely if there is the remotest chance she is carrying your child, then you owe it to her to see this through. Going through life as an unwed mother would break her. She’ll be shunned by her friends, socially ostracized. She’ll never find a husband if she already has a child by someone else. Surely you don’t want that for her. Come to dinner tonight; talk to her. Please.”

Asaph pulled Ronan into his arms, and glared at Corsair. It was times like this he hated that the human species knew nothing of shifters, mating or their incredible sense of smell. “I am already getting married,” he said firmly. “Ronan has agreed to be my life partner and husband, and that’s the end of the matter as far as I’m concerned. I will arrange for Beatrice to post an advertisement to all local businesses that no accounts in my name will be paid unless issued by me personally, and I will advise my lawyer of the situation. Get Leticia to stop this nonsense now, or my next step will be to contact the police. Leticia is your responsibility, not mine, and I would be a lot happier if she stayed out of my way. Now I suggest it’s time for you to leave.”

Corsairs stood and made his way towards the door, but not before throwing a hateful look at Ronan. Asaph felt his wolf bristling and he vowed he would keep a very close eye on his mate for the foreseeable future. He didn’t trust Corsairs or his daughter as far as he could throw them. 


Chapter Eighteen



“My gods, it’s the wrong color. Don’t you know the difference between Yale Blue and Oxford Blue? I ordered Oxford Blue. Oxford Blue, you idiot. Ugh. I hate working with amateurs, I tell you, I hate it. Now nothing’s going to match. It’ll all be ruined. RUINED!”

“Enz, darling, are you having a few problems?” Ronan hurried over and pulled his friend into a hug. From the dirty looks a couple of the painters were throwing Enzo, it was clear this wasn’t his first tantrum of the day and Jeff and Marcos were nowhere in sight. Smart men.

“I just want it to be perfect, Ro. You know me. I gave clear instructions, and these idiots bought the wrong paint. Look at it – just look at it.” Ronan obligingly looked at the partially painted wall his friend was waving at. It was a nice dark blue – very professional and would look lovely with the chrome and wood fixtures that were already in place. He thought quickly about what he could say. 

“I’m sure you can make it work, darling. The men have the paint here now, and it’d take hours to get more and repaint what they’ve done. Come on, put that awesome creative mind of yours to work. Give me some old Enzo magic. Let these guys get on with what they’re paid to do, while you work out what little tweaks you can make so it fits your vision. I know you can do this. I’m positive you can.”

“You really think I can fix this?” Enzo was studying the wall behind the painters’ heads. “Hmm,” he said, “maybe some stripes.” Ronan grinned apologetically at the painters, and hurried across to his office. Asaph was already in there; apparently he had papers he wanted Ronan to see. 

Bronson was waiting in the office, a tablet in his hand. Asaph had a filthy look on his face, and Ronan hurried to his side, wondering what was wrong. Bronson swung the tablet out of his way, and Ronan stopped, hurt that whatever it was that was upsetting Asaph wasn’t considered his business. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, pulling on the voice he used when Angel tried to get him to work extra shifts. “I was under the impression this was my office, and that Asaph was my mate. If I’m interrupting something important, then please, by all means, kick me out of my space and I’ll go find something else to do. Maybe clean the toilets or something. Omega’s work, yes?”

He spun on his heels, so grateful for the extra six inches in height they gave him. He didn’t feel half as powerful in flat feet. But he hadn’t even made it to the door before he heard Asaph say. “I’m sorry, you’re right, we’re mated. You have every right to know. I just didn’t want you to get upset. Bronson, show him.”

Bronson handed him the tablet with a grim look and Ronan looked down to see what all the fuss was about. A newspaper headline glared at him from the screen - HIGH FLYING ENTREPRENEUR TO WED WEALTHY SOCIALITE. Ronan scrolled down the page, scanning the details. From a reliable source…blah, blah, blah…plans been in place for weeks…wedding to be an intimate affair…two weeks from Saturday. And underneath it all was a picture Ronan recognized from his Google search, although this time Leticia had a large ring on the fourth finger of her left hand. Ronan flicked the screen to zoom the picture. 

“Photoshopped,” he muttered, noticing the distorted pixels. “Expensive chunk of jewelry.”

“Ronan, you have to believe me, this whole thing is a fabrication.” It was the desperation in Asaph’s voice that made Ronan look up.

“Of course it is,” Ronan said. “You’re a man of honor. Even if you were engaged when you met me, I know you’d have broken things off with her before claiming me. I’m not stupid.”

“I just don’t know what to fucking do.” Asaph slumped in the office chair and Ronan quickly handed Bronson back his tablet before running around to his side. Asaph let him climb up and Ronan settled on his lap. Somehow, both of them got a lot of comfort out of that simple act. Bronson beamed at them.

“You could sue the paper,” Bronson said. “Make them print a retraction.”

“I could, but I don’t want the reporter getting into trouble,” Asaph said. “Did you see the byline? Rudy’s brother. I haven’t got any time for Rudy himself, but Troy is trying hard to make his own way in the world. He could lose his job for this, when he’s done nothing but taken the drivel Leticia and Rudy have fed him and run with it. I don’t want to ruin his career when none of this was his fault.”

“Surely, once the wedding date has come and gone, things will blow over,” Ronan said.

“Yeah, but lord knows how much this could end up costing me,” Asaph said. “You heard her father; she’s spending money hand over fist and all in my name. Now this has hit the papers, there’s no telling what she’ll charge up next. Sugar sticks. I forgot to give Beatrice instructions for that advertisement, but that still won’t be in the paper for another two days.”

“So, you two need to do something that will give the papers something bigger and more interesting to talk about,” Bronson said, leaning forward. “I know you have a tendency to hide out when things get gossipy, Asaph, but I think now’s the time to become a social butterfly. Be seen, with Ronan on your arm. Buy him a fancy engagement ring. Kiss him across the dinner table. All that mushy stuff. Let your relationship be as public as it can be. The papers will lap it up. You’re both photogenic and it’ll be good publicity for the club.”

Ronan felt Asaph stiffen underneath him, and he felt a flash of pain, his insecurities rushing to the fore. Asaph had been brilliant about introducing him to the workers at the club, to his PA and other staff members in his offices. But making a public statement and effectively outing himself was clearly more than Asaph was prepared to do. Ronan was gutted. He thought Asaph had come so far, and was truly prepared to be mated to a man, but clearly he wasn’t. 

“Or,” he said, trying to keep the tears from his voice. “You could go on a date with Leticia. Have a huge public fight with her and let that get splashed all over the papers.”

“If I see her again, it’ll be to tear her fucking lying head from her shoulders,” Asaph growled. “She knows I won’t make the paper print a retraction. If I do that, then there will be gossip and she thinks I’ll keep quiet rather than play this out in the press. I don’t know what the hell she’s going to get out of all of this though, when I don’t show up for the wedding.”

“More gossip. More scandal. Face it, she’s already set the ball rolling, and it’s only going to get worse,” Bronson said. “Honestly, I think you need to be seen out with your mate. Yes, the papers will have a field day with the love-triangle concept going on, but without engaging with her personally, I don’t see what else you can do. If the media ask about the wedding announcement, simply say that the reporter got the name of the groom wrong. You don’t actually have to come out and say that you’re gay. Just be seen with your partner, and let people make their own conclusions.”

Ronan stood up, and moved away. He could feel how tense his mate was and could only guess it was because the man never intended on coming out beyond the people he was close to. A part of Ronan died in that moment and he couldn’t stay with two stronger wolf shifters and let them see his weakness. He knew better than that. 

“I’ve got things to do,” he said, forcing a modicum of strength into his voice. “I’m in full agreement with whatever you decide to do Asaph, but until you’ve made up your mind, then it’s best that I not be here. You’re bound to attract paparazzi now this article’s public and clearly you don’t want to be seen with me. I’ll catch you later. Bronson.” Ronan nodded sat the stunned shifter, and quickly left the office. He checked his pocket for his wallet and headed straight for the door of the club, ignoring Enzo’s yells. 

Fortunately, there was a cab outside the club, and Ronan got in, giving the driver his home address. Yes, he and Asaph talked about him moving into that lavish mansion, but right now he needed the comfort of his own apartment and his own things around him. He laid his head back on the seat and pressed his lips together, thinking hard. 

None of this was Asaph’s fault. Ronan knew that. Leticia had some bee in her bonnet, probably because Asaph was a very good catch financially and socially. Her email mentioned the idea of a business merger, and Ronan knew enough from reading celebrity stories in the media, to know that marriages of convenience were made all the time in the human world. Asaph was a workaholic. Being married would give him a permanent date on his arm whenever he needed one, and Leticia definitely looked the part. She could also give him children, which would make Asaph more business credible. Apparently family men were seen as more trustworthy. 

He claimed you, so they wouldn’t be having children even if they did marry, his inner wolf reminded him. Yes, but he doesn’t want me by his side at social functions and she’d be a good fit for that, he argued back. Ronan thought about what Asaph said about his trip to Vegas the following week. At the time Ronan thought it sounded like a fun idea, especially if they did get married as Asaph suggested. He’d never been to Vegas, and in his head he’d dreamed of Asaph showing him around, and treating him like a full partner, husband and someone he cared about. 

More likely I’d be stuck in a hotel somewhere, while Asaph was conducting business, expecting me to keep his bed warm for when he got home. Ronan didn’t like that idea at all. He’d been busy his whole life – friends, his dancing. Now he thought he had a club to run as well. But somehow, sitting in the cab, none of that seemed to matter. All he could think was that he’d always be an appendage in Asaph’s life, and from the looks of things, a dirty little secret at best. 

“We’re here,” the driver said. Ronan nodded his thanks, giving the driver a hefty tip. Dancing. He needed to dance. Maybe then, when his body was tired and his heart wasn’t hurting so much he could think. 


Chapter Nineteen 



“Fucking Leticia, if I ever get my hands on her, I swear I’ll kill her for upsetting my mate like that.” Asaph had been furious before. Seeing his poor mate’s face as the man walked out of his own office was like a knife to his heart. He knew he should follow Ronan, see to it that he was all right, but he was so pissed off he wasn’t sure he should leave his chair. His wolf was riding him, wanting out, and the big beast wasn’t easy to control it seemed, especially when his new mate was involved. 

“Er, actually dude, if you’re going to kill anyone for upsetting Ronan I suggest you look in the mirror. I thought your omega handled the newspaper article brilliantly. I didn’t scent a whiff of pain or upset until you made it plain you weren’t prepared to be seen in public with him – which was a brilliant idea, even if I do say so myself.”

“I didn’t say that. I….”

“You what?” Bronson snapped. “We’ve been through this shit. Ronan is your mate. You bought this club for him. You claimed him already. What’s the harm in being seen with him, which will not only put paid to the ridiculous notion of you marrying that gold digger, but will also promote this club, which in case you’ve forgotten opens at the end of next week. You can turn this crap-fest into a PR opportunity and solidify your bond with your mate. Instead, you let it be known by the things you didn’t say, that the last thing you wanted was for you and Ronan to be seen out in public. Didn’t you hear his comment about the paparazzi?”

“I’ve been out in public with him,” Asaph protested. He rubbed his chest. Ronan must be really upset, and he was getting it all secondhand, which was not pleasant. His wolf didn’t understand why they weren’t tracking Ronan down already. His animal side was all for snuggling around the precious man and snapping at anyone that got too close. Possessive bastard; but Asaph was starting to think his animal side had the right idea. “I’ve taken him to dinner twice. I introduced him to George on security and Beatrice in the office. The men who work here all know he’s my partner, fiancé or whatever the hell you want to call it. I’m not trying to hide him.”

“Then why did you stiffen and your scent change when I mentioned making a thing of this for the press?”

“Because if the press gets wind of this, then I’ll be slapped with fucking labels, and you know I hate that whole idea. I’m a person, an individual. Who I care about, marry or whatever is nobody’s business but my own.”

“I know that, you know that and so does Ronan. But he lives as an out and proud gay man. He cut his niche in the human world, and accepts any limitations that come with it. I’m the first one to admit that what Leticia has done is wrong on so many levels I can’t even count them. But if she’s using the press to pressure you into marrying her, then I don’t see why you don’t use the same tool to get back at her. Either that or call the police and have her arrested for fraud, theft or defamation of character. She’s got to be stopped one way or the other.”

“If I get her arrested, she’d be out of jail before nightfall, you know that. And then, even if the case sticks, there’d be court case after court case, and yes my business would suffer because of it. Who wants to be labeled as a man who dated a psycho bitch who doesn’t understand the word ‘over’.”

“It’s that, or be labeled gay,” Bronson said. “Which one can you live with? Personally, I think the gay angle is your best way to go. Sure, it’ll be big news for a little while, but everyone’s fifteen minutes of fame has been shortened to five thanks to social media and being gay isn’t the kiss of death for your business life. If this happened thirty years ago, maybe; but not now.”

“I’m a fucking businessman. I’ve built this business from scratch. When I go out people respect me because of the hard work I’ve put in, the money I’ve made and the lengths I go to succeed. I’ve done all this with my own two hands. Being seen with Ronan, it’ll change the way people look at me. I don’t know why; I just know it will. With one picture, one comment, I go from being a respected businessman to a gay businessman, and suddenly all anyone is interested in is what I do in the bedroom. It annoys the crap out of me, but it’s true and you can’t deny it. I’m still the same person; my business advice is still as sound as ever. My money’s still the same color, and I still have the same amount of clout. But people’s reactions to me will change, and I’ve worked too hard to let that happen.”

Bronson leaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers. “If that’s the way you feel then go through with this sham of a marriage with Leticia. Set her and Ronan up in separate houses. Get Ronan to jack you off into a jar so you can create mini-Asaphs for the world to see, to preserve your precious image. You’d have to tell Leticia about your wolf side if you want pups, but I’m sure if you pay her enough money she’ll keep her mouth shut. Maybe. And of course, you’ll devastate your omega, but hey, why should that be a problem? You bought him a club of his own. He’s rich now, thanks to your bite. He should be grateful, right?”

Asaph felt his mouth drop open, his mind stuttering, trying to work out what to address first. “I can’t believe, after all these years as friends, you’d think I’d even contemplate doing something like that. I thought you liked Ronan. How could you believe for one second I’d be so cruel as to subject him to a life like that?”

“I do like Ronan and that’s why I’m the one person who can sit here and tell you to your face that what you’re doing isn’t any less cruel. You heard what your mate said. He’ll stay away from you because of the increase in interest from the paparazzi. He already believes you don’t think he’s good enough to stand by your side. How anyone could treat a mate like that is beyond me. And you’re supposed to be an Alpha wolf. You’re letting Leticia walk all over you…”

“Only because I’d rip her throat out if I saw her,” Asaph growled. “I wouldn’t be able to even talk to her without wanting her dead.”

“More importantly you’ve let Ronan down,” Bronson continued, blatantly ignoring Asaph’s comment. “You’ve done the one thing no mated wolf would ever do – put your needs ahead of his. All because you’re worried people’s perceptions of you will change. How do you know they will? How do you know you won’t pick up new business from this? Being LGBTQ friendly isn’t a bad thing and maybe Ronan would be an asset to your reputation as well. Have you seen Ronan out in public? Does he slurp his soup? Pick his nose at the table? Or is he charming, friendly, personable and so damn pretty everyone loves him and doesn’t even care who he sleeps with?”

Asaph thought about how Ronan dealt with Penny and the men and women working at his club. Bronson was right. Ronan had a beautiful, calm way with people. He was friendly, encouraged them to talk and more than that, he actually listened to people, and that was a huge people skill. If he ever had any interest in business he’d probably exceed Asaph in the success stakes. Asaph had already done a background check on his mate, not that he’d told Bronson that, but everything in the investigator’s notes pointed to the fact he was a hard worker, people liked him and he wasn’t afraid to negotiate for the things he needed. Unlike Asaph, Ronan was prepared to compromise and that truly worked in his favor. 

Taking a long breath and letting it out, Asaph made a decision, one he knew would change his life forever. “Do I have anything special on for this evening? You seem to know more about my social calendar than I do.”

“Will it matter if Leticia is there?” Bronson asked, flipping a screen on his tablet. Asaph shook his head. Leticia wouldn’t make a scene in front of the people she’d grown up with. But turning up with Ronan would certainly send the right message to a number of people, especially Leticia. 


Chapter Twenty



Ronan wasn’t the type to chew his nails, but he wished he smoked as his hands wouldn’t stay still. Correction. All of him felt fidgety. Asaph phoned him two hours earlier, apologized for being a jerk, and asked if Ronan could be showered and ready to go out by six o’clock. Oh, and not to worry about clothes because Asaph was bringing him something to wear. They were going to a charity dinner and Asaph wanted Ronan there as his date. His. Date. Asaph said those specific words, and Ronan didn’t know whether to melt on the floor, or fly into a panic.

The call had been a blessing. No matter how hard Ronan tried, his brain kept yelling at him that he just wasn’t enough for his mate. His anger quickly morphed to hurt; understandable, but painful. That hurt had morphed again; worry this time. The type of worry that only a smoke, a stiff drink, or the end of his fingernails would cure. What if Ronan did something wrong? What if he embarrassed Asaph in public? Was Asaph going to continue to introduce him as his fiancé, or was he simply going as a friend or business associate? What if being at this dinner upset wealthy people and Asaph’s business suffered? 

Ronan didn’t know what to do – plead a headache and refuse to go was his first thought – but Asaph had asked him so nicely; when it was all said and done, Asaph was his mate, and even spending a few hours apart, Ronan missed him with an ache even dancing couldn’t dissipate. So he paced and worried about the little things; hair tied up or left to hang nicely down his back; which boots would be most suitable; eyeliner or should he go for a business look. He’d got his hair brushed and he was showered, but by the time he heard the knock at his door he wasn’t sure if he should answer it. But knowing Asaph was on the other side of it, meant that wasn’t really a question at all. 

“You look lovely like that.” Asaph’s eyes gleamed and Ronan realized he’d answered the door wearing only a towel. And to say he was underdressed was a huge understatement. Asaph looked magnificent. He was wearing a light gray suit cut so fine every inch of Asaph’s body was on display. His black shoes matched his shirt and his tie provided a sparkly highlight – black threaded with pale silver stripes. His blond hair was styled, he’d shaved for the evening and even his watch looked expensive. 

“Are you going to let me in?” Asaph’s smile let him know he was pleased with the approval. “I’ve brought clothes for you. I wasn’t sure if you owned a suit.”

“Er no, yes, thank you.” Ronan stepped back and let his mate into his living room. He was acutely aware his space looked nothing like Asaph’s home, but Asaph seemed to like it. 

“Homely,” he said with another smile, looking around. Ronan knew Asaph’s sharp wolf eyes wouldn’t miss a thing, from the shabbiness of his couch, to the abstract art on his walls. “I can’t wait to see what you do with that monstrosity of mine. I definitely don’t have the soft touch or way with colors you do. I like it, but then I like you too.”

Ronan was flustered and he wanted to kick himself for it. The way Asaph looked at him, as though he was the sun and moon combined was intense; Ronan knew that if Asaph looked at him like that over dinner no one would be able to mistake the connection they shared; no matter how he might be introduced. Caught in the intensity of Asaph’s bright blue eyes, Ronan could feel the air almost swirl around them, the feeling growing and growing until Ronan almost fell – his need to touch overwhelming. 

“I feel it too, sweetheart, believe me I do,” Asaph said in a husky voice, stepping into Ronan’s space. “Where’s the bedroom. You need to get dressed as we’re expected at the dinner by seven. How quickly you dress will determine how long we have for kissing.”

“Nothing more?” Ronan blushed as he led Asaph across his living room, to the bedroom beyond. He was never a flirt, never, but just being around Asaph seemed to bring it out. 

“Oh I want to do so much more,” Asaph growled in his ear. “But this is an important night. I plan to show you off.”

Taking the suit bag Asaph held out for him, Ronan carefully laid it on the bed. On opening it, he found a darker gray suit than the one Asaph was wearing, with a pale gray shirt and a tie with tiny black stripes.

“I’ve never worn a tie,” he said, setting it to one side and dropping his towel. Asaph’s moan behind him had Ronan moving quickly. He didn’t own underwear and he didn’t want the front or back of his fancy new pants showing damp marks. He pulled on the pants, finding the legs longer than expected. They pooled around his ankles. 

“I got them to add four inches to account for your heels,” Asaph said. “I had to guess your measurements. We’ll get you properly tailored suits before we go to Vegas.”

“You still want me to go with you then? Only, I was thinking, if I’m just going to be at the hotel all day, then maybe I’d better stay here and get to know my staff.” Ronan said, sliding the shirt around his shoulders. It was so soft, and yet looked like crisp linen and Ronan loved it. 

“We’ll only be gone for three days,” Asaph said firmly, helping Ronan pull on his jacket, once the shirt was buttoned. The fit was perfect and showcased Ronan’s shoulders and trim waist. “I’ve organized the business side of things to be done in the mornings, and I want you to come with me. We’re breaking ground on a new casino and it’s exciting. All the afternoons are free, so we can play tourist. It’s not something I’ve done before so I’m looking forward to it. You’ll be my date for the two dinner meetings I can’t get out of, and I am sorry about that, but I was hoping that on one of our free afternoons you’d duck into a wedding chapel with me and make our relationship legal.”

“I can probably find time in my busy schedule to do that,” Ronan said, turning and handing Asaph his tie. “I honestly don’t know how these things are supposed to be tied. I’ve never had a cause to wear one.”

Having Asaph so close, as the man quickly and efficiently got Ronan’s tie sorted, was playing havoc with his senses. Ronan had his head tilted up. Asaph’s was bent down as he worked with the material in his hands. If Ronan stood on tiptoe, he could….

“There.” Asaph smiled. “Now was there something else you wanted, or should we go? The limo is waiting outside.”

“Kiss me first. You promised.” One brush of Asaph’s lips and Ronan’s nerves melted away. In Asaph’s arms he felt a sense of safety, security and well-being he hadn’t had since his mom died. Asaph deliberately kept his kisses light, almost playful, but the contact was something Ronan was coming to crave and he let Asaph do as he wanted. Feeling Asaph’s heat, his hard torso under the shirt, Asaph smelled like home and love and all of the things Ronan hadn’t even realized he’d been missing. 

It was over far too soon, but in a way Ronan was grateful especially when he buttoned his jacket; pleased to see the cut of it meant that the bulge in his pants was covered. At least he wouldn’t embarrass himself, although a quick peek showed Asaph was having the same predicament. 

“Come home with me tonight?” Asaph asked, his arms still wrapped around Ronan’s waist.

“Can’t wait,” Ronan said, disengaging himself and hunting for his boots. They were only ankle high so would fit under his suit pants perfectly. Sliding his wallet, phone and keys into his pockets, Ronan held out his hand. 

“Ready when you are,” and as they left the apartment and headed down to the waiting car, Ronan prayed his mate would still want his company by the end of the evening.


Chapter Twenty-One



Asaph projected an icy calm exterior, one he was known for among the business community. No one looking at him would guess his stomach was in knots and his teeth were clenched. Focusing on positive things like the stunning way Ronan’s slim body carried a suit; the air of nonchalance the man managed to pull off, even though Asaph could smell his anxiety, all helped, but Asaph knew they were in for a trying evening. Ronan’d been quietly thrilled with the limousine, greeting Asaph’s driver Harry with a smile and a handshake, and then exclaiming over the luxury of the interior. He was fascinated with the communications set up; the way the glass sparkled in the bar and the softness of the seats. But none of that could mask the slight change in Ronan’s scent. 

“What are you worried about sweet one?” Asaph asked, pulling Ronan gently into a hug that Ronan seemed pleased to take. 

“Your business, how people may treat you differently if you’re seen with me,” Ronan admitted. Asaph found his honesty refreshing – it wasn’t as commonplace as it should be among the humans he dealt with. Likewise, there was no sign of the games women often played with him; the coy looks, the hints something might be wrong that used to drive Asaph up the wall because he was supposed to guess what the hell it was. He knew he wasn’t perfect by any means, but if someone had an issue, especially if it was with him, he preferred they just came out and said so. 

“I’d be lying if I said that didn’t worry me a little too,” Asaph said, deciding to repay candor with candor. “But I remind myself I have built a solid business that I could sell tomorrow if I wanted to for double its value. You are the one person who’s important enough for me to walk away from it all if necessary, and once I’d considered that possibility and decided your happiness was more important, then I found there was no way I could lose.”

Ronan was quiet, another bonus. Asaph nuzzled his hair and then for some reason his mouth decided to open again. In a way Ronan was too accepting and Asaph wasn’t used to it. 

“I’m truly sorry for making you think you weren’t worth coming out for this afternoon,” he said softly. “I didn’t realize at the time that I was doing you a disservice. I’ve gotten self-centered over the years and it took harsh words from Bronson to help me remember my priorities.”

“And what priorities are those?” Ronan asked, and Asaph could see his whole face was smiling. 

“Well, there’s you,” Asaph said, kissing Ronan’s forehead, “and then there’s you again, and then…yep, it’s you again. You’re important to me Ronan, and even though I might not act like it sometimes, just give me a chance to get my head around these changes.”

“Because you thought your mate would be a woman?”

“Because I didn’t think I’d ever be blessed with a mate at all,” Asaph corrected. “But yes, I did think if I’d ever be so lucky as to find that person meant for me, then because of what I’d conditioned myself to think and feel, I did picture a woman in that role. It’s not easy being wolf in a human world, as I’m sure you found out for yourself.”

“I never had a pack,” Ronan shrugged. “It was only ever me and my mom. She never told me who my father was, and after a while it didn’t really matter. She always let me know how much I was loved and cared for and while I think it was my dad who probably kicked her out of her pack, she never said anything about it. I like to think he didn’t even know of my existence. I went to human schools, had human friends and didn’t know any different.”

“I’ve seen the worst things that can occur in pack life,” Asaph said grimly, quickly banishing the thoughts of his mother and brother. “I vowed I would never go back; never be an Alpha in that respect and I don’t regret my decision one bit.”

“Then we were lucky to find each other then. Two pack-less wolves used to life in the human world,” Ronan said, reaching up and kissing Asaph on the chin. 

“I need to warn you there’s a good chance Leticia will be at this dinner tonight,” Asaph said, feeling the car slow as they reached their destination.

Ronan shrugged. “If she bothers me too much I’ll drop kick her. If she’s a society girl like you claim, then she should be too well-bred to cause a scene.”

“Let’s hope so,” Asaph said, gripping Ronan’s hand tightly. Leticia wouldn’t be stupid enough to cause a ruckus with Asaph, but if she could get Ronan alone she might do serious damage to his mate’s self-esteem. Hopefully the phone calls he made when he’d set up this date night would pay off. 

/~/~/~/~/

Ronan barely had enough time to appreciate the venue, before he heard an overly forced happy voice sing out, “Asaph, I’m so glad you could make it. I was just telling our dinner companions that there was a chance you’d be held up at work.” He turned, Asaph still holding his hand, and watched the tall blonde he recognized from his Google search heading their way, her gaze intent on Asaph. 

“Leticia, it’s nice to see you,” Asaph said politely. “And where’s your date for this evening? I haven’t had a chance to meet your intended groom, and I want to pass on my congratulations to him. I’m sure the two of you will be very happy.”

Leticia froze for a moment, her voluminous red gown settling around her slim figure. Ronan could see the color worked wonders with her blond hair and lightly tanned skin, but not so much with the mottled red of her cheeks. Then Leticia laughed, throwing her head back and making a production out of it. 

“Oh you do like to have fun, don’t you? This dinner has been on our social calendar for weeks.” Leticia went to take Asaph’s arm and Asaph turned, putting his arm around Ronan instead. 

“It has indeed,” Asaph said smoothly. “May I introduce my date, Ronan Montgomery? He’s the new owner of a club my company has been working on. Ronan, sweetheart, this is Leticia Corsairs; you might recall you met her father the other day.”

Ronan nodded but didn’t hold out his hand. He had no interest in touching anyone who looked like they wanted to see him dead and buried, not necessarily in that order. 

“Your date? But I thought….”

“Fiancé, actually,” Asaph said with a fetching blush and a slight duck of his head. “But honestly, I saw no need to announce it, especially when I read in the paper today about your upcoming wedding. You must have been furious when you saw they’d used one of our old pictures instead of one with you and the man you are supposed to be marrying. I certainly hoped you called and gave Rudy’s brother a piece of your mind. I can only imagine the confusion a mistake like that would cause. Make sure you get them to print a retraction.”

Leticia’s mouth opened, and closed and then she repeated the action. When her eyes narrowed, like any shifter, Ronan prepared himself for an attack. “Married, really? How long have you and Ronan known each other? It can’t have been long or I would have met him.”

“Ronan’s been a friend of my family for years, although we’ve only recently met up again,” Asaph lied smoothly. “But I could say the same about you. You and I have only been split, what, two or three weeks, and then I read about your upcoming marriage in the paper. Isn’t it wonderful when you get that instant connection with someone? I know I couldn’t be happier.”

“Asaph, we need to talk,” Leticia said lowering her voice. Around them couples, small groups of expensively dressed people were apparently mingling but Ronan knew they’d be listening in as hard as they could. “Privately,” she added shooting another hate-filled look at Ronan. 

“I certainly look forward to meeting the new man in your life, maybe later this evening,” Asaph said in his normal tone, even managing a small smile. “But if you’ll excuse us, I see my dinner companions are waiting. Ronan, come and meet some old friends of mine.”

Asaph moved his arm until his hand was settled on Ronan’s lower back, and Ronan allowed himself to be moved. It wasn’t as though he knew where they were going. His mate stopped a few times, introduced him to a couple of people Ronan was sure he’d forget, and nodding greetings to others. It was a huge place, and everywhere Ronan looked he saw money. He wondered what Enzo would have said about the whole affair and wished he was around. But then he spotted a woman with an outlandish purpled concoction on her head and quickly retracted his wish. Enzo would not have been able to keep his mouth shut about something like that. 

His mate was the epitome of confidence, power and…yeah money. He blended easily with these people, congratulating some on deals that’d been finalized, commiserating with others. Asaph was taller and bigger built than most of the attendees, and Ronan felt a fissure of pride at how easy Asaph made socializing appear. Ronan kept his own back straight and his head high, but even in heels he was shorter than many. 

Finally, Asaph stopped in front of a table that held three couples. They appeared to be older people, probably in their fifties or thereabouts – the men in well-cut suits like Asaph’s and the women dripping in jewels. 

“Asaph, you young pup. Who’s this under your arm looking like we’re going to bite him? My secretary said she saw the announcement in the paper you were marrying Corsair’s daughter.” The speaker was a portly gentleman with a full beard, but a kindly face. Ronan felt his body relax.

“Huge misprint, Gordy,” Asaph said. “I was just telling Leticia she should contact the papers and get them to print a retraction. Her intended must be furious.”

“Glad to see you’ve got more commonsense,” the gruff man said with a smile. “Now, who’s this?”

“Ladies and gentleman, this is Ronan Montgomery; my actual fiancé, and as of yesterday half owner of Bosch Investment Company. He’s also the new owner of a dance club I’m having built for him in the warehouse district. Ronan, this is Gordon Monze, CEO of Orlando Oil and his wife Daisy; next to them is Peter Fuller, CEO of Prime Real Estate and his wife Jean, and last but not least, Alistair MacIntosh, CEO of our local Citibank and his wife Lucy.”

Ronan smiled, nodded, and shook the hands of the three gentlemen before Asaph ushered him to his seat. There was a moment’s silence and then the one Asaph called Gordy laughed and slapped Asaph on the back. 

“You are a sly one,” he said with a chuckle. “Now I understand your phone call this afternoon.”

“Ronan’s not used to the money crowd, and we all know what vultures they can be, don’t we? I wanted him to meet some friendly faces otherwise he’d likely never let me come to these things again.”

“Understood.” Gordy eyed Ronan with a shrewd glance. “You keep this man on his toes. We’ve been telling him he’s been working too hard for years. Make sure he finds the time to have some fun.”

Ronan smiled and nodded, but wasn’t sure he should say anything. Asaph was talking to Gordy about the development around the old Albion club and his wife, who was sitting next to Ronan was chatting to Peter. He looked up and saw that Lucy was watching him from across the table, a twinkle in her eye. 

“I take it you’re not a businessman, Mr. Montgomery,” she said with a smile.

“Dash it, I was hoping it wouldn’t show,” Ronan said with a smile. “And please, call me Ronan.”

“Ronan,” Lucy nodded. “So what is it you do? Your hair and shoes suggest something in the arts perhaps. You don’t look stuffy enough for business.”

“I’m a dancer,” Ronan admitted. “My two friends and I will be performing three times a week at my new club. We do a range of dances – some modern, others more classical. You and your husband should come along one night. Asaph has gone all out to create a place where everyone would feel welcome.”

“A dancer, how positively lovely,” Lucy said. “These guys spend so much time making money, they forget about the lighter things in life. Promise you’ll dance with me later.”

“I’d be honored,” Ronan smiled. 

“Oh, do you dance, wonderful.” Daisy said beside him. “I so love to dance but it takes all my time to drag Gordy to the dance floor. Honestly, it drives me nuts. Say you’ll save one for me?”

And that’s how it went. Ronan relaxed, letting the women talk to him about casual things, listening to gossip, while the men talked shop. Ronan didn’t have a lot to contribute to the conversation, mostly because he didn’t know the people his new friends were talking about, but he felt included and that was a nice feeling. Asaph smiled at him every now and then, his hand on Ronan’s knee – hidden by the table cloth of course, but it still felt nice. 

Everything was going well. Ronan had an appetizer that was some sort of fish dish. It tasted all right, but given the company he was in, he thought the food would have been something better than fish sticks and sauce. Unfortunately, things didn’t get better when the main course was served. Ronan could smell the peanuts immediately, and left his knife and fork where they were. Whoever dished up the meal spread the sauce over everything, so it wasn’t as though he could even pick at his meal. He picked up his water instead, hoping no one would notice. 

Of course, Asaph did. “What’s this,” he growled, looking at Ronan’s plate and then attracting the attention of the nearest waiter. “I called this afternoon and confirmed there would be an alternative main for my date this evening as he has a nut allergy. Who served him this stuff?”

“Sir, I’m sorry.” The poor man was blushing terribly and didn’t seem to know where to look. “I didn’t realize this man was your date. The manager’s list shows Miss Corsairs as your date for the evening and we’ve no food restrictions noted for her.”

“It’s not a problem,” Ronan said quickly. Asaph looked like he was going to attack the poor waiter. “If Mr. Bosch already arranged an alternative meal on my behalf, then perhaps you could bring that for me.”

“I can’t do that, sir. My manager spoke to Miss Corsairs when she arrived, because he wanted to know if her food choices needed to be changed. When she confirmed that she was fine with the regular menu, and that she was definitely your date for the evening, my manager felt there’d been an error and cancelled Mr. Bosch’s order.”

“This is unbelievable!” Asaph threw his napkin on the table and made as if to get up. “That woman has gone too far.”

“Asaph, it’s fine.” Ronan put his hand on Asaph’s shoulder, pressing firmly. “A little misunderstanding; I’m sure Miss Corsairs didn’t mean anything by it,” he said to the rest of the table.

“Nut allergies are serious,” Asaph grumbled. “Not to mention there’s no entree for you.”

“Things could have gotten a little hairy there for a bit, if I’d eaten it.” That was an understatement. Ronan found out the hard way he was allergic to nuts. Fortunately, he was at home and only his mother was there to witness his immediate shift into his wolf form. He smiled at the nervous waiter. “No harm done. Perhaps your manager could scrounge up a bit of spare meat in a bread roll or something? Absolutely no nuts, but anything else would be fine.”

“I’ll see what I can do, and I’m so sorry. Mr. Bosch, please, I had no idea. I just do what my manager tells me and he plated the food for this table.”

Asaph waved him away but Ronan could feel he was still fuming. “Please, don’t let your meals get cold. I’m sure the waiter will bring me something shortly,” he said with a grin he didn’t feel. Being the focus of his dinner companions, and a dozen others from the tables around him, was making him edgy. Lucy winked at him, and picked up her fork, and the others around the table followed suit. Once the focus was off of him, Ronan relaxed, and when the manager arrived with a totally different meal that was probably from another restaurant, he thanked the man and stopped the flow of apologies. Really. He didn’t want anyone to make a fuss.

After a passable dessert, again with no nuts, unlike the others at the table, people started to move around. The music started, and apparently this was the social side of the evening. Ronan sat back, happy to watch his mate ooze charm, and expound on this theory and that. It was all to do with developments and finance which Ronan had no interest in, but he could listen to Asaph talk in that sexy voice of his for hours. Lucy caught his eye and tilted her head towards the dance floor. Ronan smiled, stood and offered his hand. 

“Care for a dance, Mrs. MacIntosh?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” Ronan laughed, and led the older woman out onto the dance floor, thanking his mother for the lessons she gave him as a child. This was one area he wouldn’t embarrass himself or Asaph.


Chapter Twenty-Two



“Not your usual date, Bosch, you serious about marrying him?” Gordy said as Asaph watched Ronan swing Lucy effortlessly around the dancefloor. He moved so gracefully and as Lucy was no slouch in the dance department either, they looked really good together. 

“Sure am. Hopefully, next week in Vegas,” Asaph turned back to one of the first men who’d befriended him when he arrived in Orlando. It was Gordy who set him up with his first deal and he’d always been grateful for the advice the man had given him over the years. 

“Would’ve been frowned on in my day, but I don’t see it’ll do you any harm now” Gordy said, leaning back in his chair. “So what’s the guff with Corsairs’ daughter? That was no misprint in the paper and you know it.”

“Leticia and I broke up weeks ago,” Asaph said. “I don’t know why she’s got it into her head that we should be getting married, but I’m going to have to find a way to quickly stop her nonsense. Her dad’s not being a lot of help and I’m starting to wonder what’s behind this.”

“Word in the club is Corsairs is looking for money – backers. He and that idiot Rudy have mortgaged themselves to the hilt buying properties to create a huge shopping complex. He hit me up for an investment, using your name as an introduction, but I turned him down. Sounded like a damn silly scheme to me. Can’t see how they’re going to turn a profit.”

“When was that?” Asaph was immediately on the alert. 

“About a month ago,” Gordy said. “Why? Don’t tell me you’re actually backing them.”

“No,” Asaph said slowly as his mind raced with possibilities. “But does it seem like coincidence to you, that around the same time Corsairs is using my name as an introduction, his daughter is dropping hints she wants to get married?”

“They’re after your money, boy. You’d better be careful. Corsairs is in a real pickle; his mistress is suing him, claiming she’s pregnant, his wife’s left him and is demanding a huge alimony payment. Not to mention the bank owns most of the mansion he’s in. Rudy’s no better. Word is he’s dodging gambling debts in the thousands and you know what this crowd is like. No one is prepared to invest anything with them. Pushing his daughter into marrying you is exactly the sort of thing I can see Corsairs doing.”

“It’s knowing how to stop them that’s the problem, Gordy. I don’t want to see anyone in jail if this is all some misunderstanding, but with what you’re saying now I’m not so sure. The police might be the only answer.”

“Speak to your….”

“Excuse me Mr. Bosch. Lenny Jones, Orlando Sentinel. Any chance I can have a picture of you and your fiancé for our social pages?”

“Of course,” Asaph said, turning around and seeing Ronan was escorting Lucy back to the table. “Here he is now.” He dropped a kiss on Ronan’s cheek as the man sat down beside him looking pleasantly flushed. 

“Mr. Bosch?” Lenny looked shocked. “I meant you and Miss Corsairs. She’s waiting in one of the side rooms and told me to come and get you.”

“Perhaps you should have mentioned that first. You said you wanted a picture of me and my fiancé and this is the man I’m marrying. Ronan Montgomery – write it down, I don’t want you to get the spelling wrong.” 

Lenny scribbled in a small notebook, and Asaph managed a smile. “You’ll want to note this as well. Mr. Montgomery is not only my fiancé; he is also joint CEO of Bosch Investments, and the owner of a new club….”

He looked at Ronan, his eyebrow raised. “Breathless,” Ronan said.

“Breathless,” Asaph repeated, looking back at the photographer. “Which will be opening a week from Friday. The Press will be receiving their invites within the next few days. You’re the first one to hear of it.”

“Oh, wow. Thank you Mr. Bosch.” Lenny was looking a lot happier now, Leticia apparently forgotten. “If you and Mr. Montgomery could sit closer together, that’s right.” Asaph kept his arm firmly around Ronan’s shoulder, and smiled into Ronan’s eyes as the camera flashed.

“Perfect, Mr. Bosch. Thank you. And congratulations to you and Mr. Montgomery. Will the wedding be in Orlando?”

“No,” Asaph said. “Vegas. But do me right by these pictures, mention the club opening, and I’ll see you get a Press invite to the reception we’re hosting at Breathless in a few weeks.”

With much nodding and copious thanks falling from his lips, Lenny disappeared into the crowd. 

“She’s doing her best to get you alone,” Ronan whispered in a mock horror voice. “Should I worry about your virtue?”

“I never had any. Don’t look now but I think Daisy wants to claim the next dance. Are you sure wearing those heels was a good idea?”

“I can dance in these for hours,” Ronan said, smiling as Daisy hovered by his chair. “I may even take a turn on the dancefloor with you when I’ve done my duty by the ladies.”

“I look forward to it.” If anything would get Orlando’s money set talking it would be the sight of him dancing with a man for a charity event. Asaph was never known for his dancing skills, but he knew Ronan would make him look good. 

/~/~/~/~/

“May I cut in?” Asaph clenched his teeth as he saw Leticia over Ronan’s shoulder. It was coming to the end of a long evening. Ronan had been in high demand on the dancefloor, and when Asaph finally got his man in his arms, he was planning to take them home. Being so close to Ronan all night, having to keep all touches light and simple was playing havoc with his cock, although the sight of Leticia’s fake beaming smile was enough to give him the droop.

“Of course,” Ronan said, stepping back and allowing Leticia to take his place. “I’ll wait for you at the table, sweetheart. It’s been a busy night. I look forward to snuggling in our bed.” Ronan sauntered back to the table, and Asaph watched him go until a poke on his chest forced his attention back to the woman in his arms. Noticing other people were watching, he stiffly moved across the floor, making sure there was plenty of distance between their bodies. 

“You’ve been hard to get hold of, Asaph,” Leticia said once they got moving and the attention on them moved away. “I’m not pleased.”

“I don’t owe you anything. We’ve split up, we’ve both moved on. I don’t know what the hell you’re playing at.” Asaph kept his voice curt, and his eyes looking at anything but the woman in his arms. There was a part of him, a small part that felt betrayed by Leticia. The rest of him was just angry.

“There’ll be no moving on from me, Asaph. Not now I have your offspring in my belly,” Leticia hissed. “You will marry me and you’ll take responsibility for your child.”

“I know you’re not pregnant, not with my child anyway. I haven’t touched you in months,” Asaph said, finally ducking his head and meeting Leticia’s cold eyes. It’s funny; he’d never noticed that about her before now. “And even if my own doctor by some freaking miracle confirmed that you were, I would want a positive paternity test done by my own medical team, before you ever saw any money from me. And that’s all you’re interested in, isn’t it. Trying to force me into a marriage neither of us want, was a dumb idea, Leticia. I don’t know why you thought I’d just roll over and play dead for you, but it ain’t going to happen and I suggest you lay off the media campaign or anything else you were planning or I will see you thrown in jail. Now if you’ll excuse me, I am taking my true fiancé home with me. If you know what’s good for you, you’ll stay away from me. You haven’t got a clue who you’re messing with.”

Leticia clearly had more to say, but Asaph completely ignored her, stalking back to his table where Ronan was waiting with a smile in his eyes. He made hurried goodbyes, keeping Ronan under his arm the whole time. It wasn’t until they were in the sanctuary of the limo, that Ronan asked him what was said. 

“I warned her,” Asaph said, his body still trembling with the effort it took not to lash out at something. “I warned her to stay away from me; I told her she wouldn’t be getting a cent of our money no matter what, and I told her I’d see her in jail if she persists.”

“Then you’ve done all you can,” Ronan said soothingly. “If she keeps at it, then you’ll just have to call in the authorities. Did you find out why she’s doing this at least?”

Asaph remembered that he hadn’t had a chance to tell his mate about his conversation with Gordy. Ronan listened, his hand warm on Asaph’s chest, his gaze concerned, but caring all at the same time. By the time Asaph finished, the limo arrived at his house, and Asaph tucked Ronan under his arm, unwilling to let him go for a second. 

“So this is basically about money, then,” Ronan said, once they were in the bedroom and Ronan was undressing Asaph with the same soothing motions he’d used in the car. Asaph stood as still as a statue, letting his mate tend to him. It was a delicious feeling. 

“Yes, it seems that way.”

“I’m sorry,” Ronan said, crouching and removing Asaph’s shoes, first one and then the other, before leaning up and tackling Asaph’s belt. With fingers so close to his needy cock, it took a moment for Asaph to respond.

“You don’t have anything to be sorry for.” Surely Ronan didn’t think any of this was his fault. 

“I’m just sorry,” Ronan said, carefully easing Asaph’s pants from where they hooked on his cock. “Sorry that Leticia was someone you spent time with and yet she saw you as a bank account, not a real man.” Asaph felt Ronan’s tongue trace the vein in his cock – gentle, just teasing, but Asaph felt it as though it was a match. “A good man, who works hard.” Another lick this time, across the head, dipping in Asaph’s slit. He moaned, and fisted his hands, locking his knees. 

“My mom used to tell me that everyone needs someone to see them, you know?” Asaph peered down at the question, and wished he hadn’t. The sight of Ronan on his knees, his full lips close enough with his cock to share breath was making it hard to think. He nodded, hoping that was the right answer. 

“I need you to know that I see you.” 

Asaph struggled for something to say; “thank you” or “I see you too” or something profound, although that was beyond his mental capabilities at that point. He opened his mouth and nothing but a moan fell out. Ronan didn’t just see him, he also tasted him; although his mate’s efforts were a little clumsy, Asaph appreciated the effort. In fact, he more than appreciated the effort. 

Ronan slurped and licked, sucked and nibbled, every caress gentle, more gentle than Asaph usually liked. But one look at Ronan’s shining eyes, and there’s no way Asaph was going to complain. The way Ronan’s mouth stretched around him was enough to make Asaph’s balls tighten. When the pressure in his balls got worse, Asaph pulled away, reluctantly. 

“You’re still dressed,” he said softly, “and I really want to repay the favor and do so much more. Can we take this to bed?”


Chapter Twenty-Three



Ronan curled up on the loveseat Asaph had in his office, listening to his mate make the arrangements for their trip to Vegas. As a rule, he wasn’t someone who was content to sit by and let others do things for him, and generally this sort of inactivity would have him reaching for his boots and music. But after a long hot night where Asaph helped him increase his sexual repertoire, his mate’s wolf was still overly possessive come morning. Although Ronan would rather be at his new club, going over new dance routines with his friends, Asaph’s plea to visit his office first, and for them to stay together all day had been impossible to ignore.

Two quick raps on the door and it opened, Beatrice coming in with a pile of papers in her hands, and a distressed look on her face. “Mr. Bosch, the mail and the papers have just come in and…” She broke off and looked at Asaph nervously. 

“What is it, Beatrice? Worried I’m going to be pissed at the local news?” 

“The papers all include a number of articles about the charity dinner you went to last night,” Beatrice said quietly.

“I expected that. Publicity is supposed to be a good thing, at least that’s what Bronson’s always telling me. I’m sure it can’t be that bad.” Only Ronan would have noticed the gulp Asaph made, although his face was giving nothing away. 

“The pictures of you and Mr. Montgomery are lovely, and the new club was mentioned more than once,” Beatrice agreed, “however, the articles are about you and Miss Corsairs, or more to the point, about how she’s suing you for breach of promise outweigh have overshadowed everything. She’s suing you for fifty million dollars, according to the Sentinel. Mr. Higgins is waiting for you on line two.”

Ronan’s mouth dropped open and he quickly shut it again before he looked like an idiot. He might not know who this Mr. Higgins was, but the rest of what Beatrice had to say was clear enough. It seemed Leticia was hell bent on getting money out of Asaph one way or another and if she couldn’t marry him, she’d make his life hell until she got what she wanted. 

Asaph growled; a low guttural sound that was more wolf than man. “Thank you Beatrice,” he bit out. “Hold all my calls, except for Lester; I’m unavailable for comment, no matter who’s trying to reach me.”

Beatrice nodded, and before she’d even closed the door, Ronan was out of his seat, and snuggled on Asaph’s lap. A strong arm around his waist let him know he was welcome, as Asaph reached for the phone. His mate’s body was rigid and the scent of anger was evident.

“Lester, how come I had to hear about Leticia’s ridiculous lawsuit from the local newspapers?”

“I was as blindsided by this as you were, Asaph.” The voice on the other end of the line was polite, but clearly ruffled. “The summons and supporting documentation arrived on my desk with the newspapers. I’ve barely had time to go over them.”

“I saw Leticia last night. She made no mention of suing me, or anything else for that matter. All she was doing was trying to make out we were still a couple, and keep face in front of her friends. I already had a date for the evening, so that didn’t go down to well, but this is ridiculous.”

“These papers have been prepared within the last week,” Lester said, apparently unconcerned with Asaph’s harsh tone. “They claim you proposed to her, in front of witnesses, provided her with a ring, and that the two of you spent the evening celebrating the happy occasion with close friends. She’s claiming five million in costs and forty-five million for emotional distress and heartache. Apparently, according to these documents, she has since learned that you proposed to her as a cover for your gay lifestyle and in particular the long-standing relationship you have with a Mr. Ronan Montgomery. She had to be sedated when she learned you were still seeing Mr. Montgomery, as you’d promised her the affair had come to an end. There are supporting documents from her father, a Miss Katy Gordon and your old nemesis Rudy Walker and the attending physician who prescribed the medication.”

“This is complete bullshit,” Asaph swore, and Ronan ran his hands down Asaph’s shirt trying to keep him calm. There were fine hairs blossoming on Asaph’s arms, and the last thing his mate needed to do was shift while he was on the phone. “I have never proposed to Leticia, never even discussed marriage with her, except to fob her off. Every single thing in those papers is lies. I can’t believe such rubbish would warrant a day in court.”

“The case has been filed with the appropriate authorities,” Lester said quickly, “and rubbish or not, a hearing will be set. However, I also received a message from Mr. Corsairs’ lawyer this morning, saying that his client is prepared to settle out of court, to prevent further embarrassment to both parties.”

“That comment might have held a bit more weight, if she hadn’t already leaked the information about the case all over the papers,” Asaph growled. “How much are they asking?”

“Thirty million, if you pay up within seven days.”

Asaph snorted. “They’re scrambling for money and for some reason see me as an easy mark. I’ll spend double that fighting this if I have to.”

“My fees really aren’t that high.” Lester’s tinny laugh came over the phone. “So how do you want me to proceed?”

Asaph looked down at Ronan, his eyes troubled. Ronan managed a small smile even though his mind was going a mile a minute. The ease at which Leticia would lie, just for money was something Ronan didn’t understand. Shifters were honest by nature, and he admitted to himself he really didn’t know what to do except show support for his mate. Whatever it was that Asaph saw on his face was clearly enough to have the bigger man speak with a lot more confidence as he barked out his orders. “Inform Corsairs’ lawyer they won’t be getting a cent from me, no matter what they do or say. Let them know I’ll fight this in every court in the land if I have to. Send over the documents so I can see what’s being said about me and if you can pencil me in tomorrow morning, we’ll meet to discuss further strategies. In the meantime, if you happen to chat to Corsairs’ lawyer, you might want to mention that he should get his fees upfront. Corsairs’ lifestyle is mortgaged to the hilt and I doubt paying his lawyer is high on his agenda.”

“Will do.” Lester sounded almost cheerful. “See you in the office at ten, tomorrow.”

As soon as Asaph had hung up the phone, Ronan pulled his mate’s head towards him, brushing their lips together as a promise. “I’m so sorry all of this has happened,” he said softly, unsure how he could make Asaph feel better.

“It’s not your fault,” Asaph whispered against his lips. Ronan longed to take things further, but he was conscious of Beatrice in the outer office. “Marrying Leticia was never on my list of things to do, whether I’d met you or not. She’s after my money, plain and simple, and she’s not going to get it.”

“But this could get really ugly,” Ronan said. He didn’t believe for a second that Asaph should have to give up any of his hard earned money, especially not to a woman who had no problem lying in court documents. “You said they’re desperate for money. They’re not going to give up.”

Asaph pulled his head back, and within a split second Ronan caught sight of the Alpha his mate could have been. “I will not be blackmailed, coerced, or forced into giving up anything that’s mine, and that includes you, my money and my company,” Asaph said firmly. 

“This isn’t a pack situation,” Ronan said, hoping his smile might lighten the tension surrounding his mate. “You can’t challenge them and tear their heads off, no matter how much you might like to.”

“This is one of those times I wish I could,” Asaph said, his lips twitching in response. “Maybe a visit from my furry self might frighten some common sense into Leticia and her leech of a father.”

“They’d more likely sell you to the feds as a science experiment,” Ronan warned. Okay, he might read too many books, but the secrecy laws shifters lived by were there for a reason. He slipped off Asaph’s lap and held out his hand. “Come on, I know of a way to work off some of that tension.”

Taking his hand, Asaph leered as he stood up. “We’re heading home?” He asked with a waggle of his eyebrows.

“Nope. Not yet,” Ronan said, laughing when he saw Asaph’s leer replaced with confusion. “You can come and do a workout with me at the club. Let me see how well those well-formed muscles of yours work under a different kind of pressure.”

“I’m an Alpha wolf,” Asaph protested, but he followed Ronan anyway. “I can handle anything you can dish out.” Ronan kept his smile to himself. He’d seen harder men than Asaph fall after one of his workouts. Admittedly they weren’t shifters, but dancing the way he and his friends did used muscles Asaph probably didn’t know he had. The next few hours would be interesting. 


Chapter Twenty-Four



“Stretch those legs out.” Ronan’s voice rang loud and clear, even though the man himself had his legs spread at what Asaph could only call an impossible angle. Men were not designed to do the splits, but Ronan, Jeff and Marcos clearly didn’t know that because they were all in the same position. And none of them seemed to be breaking a sweat. Asaph stole a quick glance to see how Bronson was getting on and from the raised eyebrow he got in return, it seemed his friend wasn’t having any luck mastering their new position either. 

“Now bend from the pelvis. Not your stomach, feel it through your hips…and keep bending until your chest hits the floor. I want to see flat backs and protruding asses.”

You have got to be fucking kidding me. But no, just as he hadn’t in the last hour, Ronan wasn’t joking. He, Jeff and Marcos all let out a long breath, and seconds later their chests were on the floor between their outstretched legs. Asaph caught Ronan’s cheeky grin and filled with a strong sense of determination, he let out a long breath of his own; leaned over and stopped as a sharp twinge ran up his inner thighs. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! No one’s body was meant to be bent in such a fashion. 

There was no way Asaph was going to be shown up by an omega and a couple of humans. He wondered what he was supposed to do with his arms. His hands wanted to grab his legs and push them back together. Then he wanted to cup his balls and never let go, because they were in grave danger of being permanently mashed to the floor. Being half hard, watching Ronan’s previous contortions wasn’t making the situation any easier. 

“I honestly don’t expect you to be able to do this,” Ronan’s soft whisper grazed Asaph’s ear, as the man crouched beside him. “It takes years of training to be as flexible as I am.”

“I can do anything you can do.” Asaph could be stubborn when he wanted to be, and right now he had something to prove. That he could be flexible. Admittedly, not something an Alpha wolf usually needed to be; flexible that is. But Asaph had determination in spades. He was not going to look like a weakling in front of the others. He pushed down with his chest; at least that’s what he thought he was doing, but there was still a good four inches between his chest and the floor. The strain in his thighs was unbearable and Asaph felt like something was about to snap in his groin. He didn’t want to give up but….

“Now ease up slowly.” Thank the Fates. Ronan had moved away and was talking to everyone again.

“Bring your legs together, shake them out…roll your spine down over your legs…and then gently come back up again. Awesome workout guys.” Ronan certainly sounded happy, but Asaph wasn’t sure he could move. “Jeff, can you sort out the music for that new dance we were working on. Marcos, could you come and give me a hand to get these two big lugs off the floor. I think they’re stuck.”

“I’m not…” Asaph took the hand Ronan offered and climbed to his feet, grabbing hold of the towel Roan had and wiping his face. Anything he was going to say was cut short by the brilliant gleam in Ronan’s eyes. His mate was happy, and in his element. If Asaph looking like a bit of an idiot helped contribute to the happiness he saw on Ronan’s face, then he wouldn’t complain about it.

“Why don’t you and Bronson go sort us out some lunch?” Ronan said softly, his eyes getting warmer as he took in Asaph’s disheveled state. “I’ll just run through this routine with Jeff and Marcos, then I’m all yours.”

“Think you can show me a few more of your flexibility techniques when we get home?” Ronan’s arousal smelled so sweet, but the man stepped away before Asaph had any chance to do anything about it.

“Lunch,” Ronan said, looking back over his shoulder. “Lunch or I won’t have any energy to do anything later.” Asaph nodded. He could organize food, especially with the promise of something better to come. Admittedly he didn’t want to move though. Not only were his leg muscles complaining as though he’d run a marathon, but he was totally entranced by the sight of Ronan in his tights and boots. Who the hell needed food when his whole body came alive from just looking at his mate? 

“My God, you’ve got it bad,” Bronson said, slapping Asaph on the shoulder and breaking the spell. “Come on, your man said he wanted something to eat. Let’s go make it happen. I’m could eat a horse.”

It wasn’t until they were sitting in Ronan’s office that Bronson mentioned the newspaper articles. Asaph hadn’t had a chance to have a genuine chat with his friend since he’d mated Ronan, and he quickly filled Bronson in on the charity dinner, the episode with the photographer and the dance he had with Leticia. When he mentioned what Gordy had said about the Corsairs finances, Bronson growled. 

“So this whole thing with Leticia was about money? Fuck, that must have been a blow to the ego.”

Asaph thought back over his relationship with the psychotic woman and shook his head. “I don’t think it was, at least not in the beginning. I could be an idiot for giving her the benefit of the doubt, but I think Leticia liked me well enough. I was the one who pursued her initially, not the other way around.” He sat for a moment, thinking about how his wolf had changed around the woman over time – perceiving a threat Asaph hadn’t been aware of.

“I’m not sure if this money thing is to do with her father, or if this was her idea,” he continued. “My wolf started getting antsy towards her about a month ago, and from what Gordy said, that’s when the Corsairs’ fortunes started to tank. Whether Corsairs thought her relationship with me could help him, or if she’s been in on this plot from the start, I don’t know. I mean, I’m blaming her for this civil suit, and leaking the information to the press, but what if she didn’t know about it until after the fact?”

“She had to know. She’s already tried the pregnancy angle, and you said her father stated he didn’t know about that until she told him.” Asaph nodded, thinking. He appreciated Bronson’s loyalty, but he still wasn’t sure. There was something about the whole scheme that didn’t seem to fit.

“What do we know about Rudy?” He asked. Asaph had always dismissed Rudy as an annoying hanger on; an unwelcome part of Leticia’s social group who was simply tolerated because his family always had money. After his father’s death, Rudy set himself up as an investment adviser and property manager, just like Asaph, but none of his deals were successful. That, combined with his knack of backing the wrong horse had quickly eaten through any money he’d inherited. Asaph always thought Rudy and Leticia were an item, although Leticia swore up and down it wasn’t so, and never had been. But if Corsairs and Rudy were working together now….

“No more than gossip, which I’m sure you already know,” Bronson said. “His father was well respected, worked hard and made a lot of money. The old man’s death was sudden, but not suspicious. Rudy cashed in on that reputation, but it only took six months for the business community to realize he was nothing like his father. His failures are well documented, and from all accounts his gambling debts are large enough to cause him concern, if he was blessed with any common sense at all. Why?”

“He’s got something to do with all of this, I’m freaking sure of it. There’s something we’re missing here; some connection between Rudy and Corsairs, or maybe Rudy and Leticia. I always wondered why she let him hang around so often, especially when she claimed to hate him. But I can’t think of any reason why he’d be after my money.”

“You’ve got a lot of it, Asaph, more than most. Worse, it’s new money,” Bronson snorted. “You stormed into town with a scowl on your face; rented the biggest office you could find, and got to work. Now you own more office space than you could ever use, plus a sizeable chunk of Orlando real estate. You have business holdings all over the world, and your company just keeps growing. You’re bound to have trodden on a few toes on your march to the top, and even if you hadn’t, success breeds contempt among the lazy and the greedy. Maybe this whole thing is because the likes of Rudy and Corsairs, who were born in this town, don’t like a newcomer turning up and showing them up.”

“Could it really be that simple?” Asaph wasn’t so sure. Orlando was a friendly place, and while the upper classes, like anywhere, could be standoffish, once he’d started making money his name opened doors and got him seats in restaurants. “Or is it more than an opportune thing. Maybe Rudy and Corsairs did go into some grand scheme, this mall Gordy told me about. Maybe they couldn’t get the backing they wanted because of the personal shit going on in their lives.”

“And then what? Corsairs figures you’re enamored with his daughter, and decides to start using your name in the hopes things will improve? I still don’t see why that would cause Leticia to start claiming she’s carrying your child; not if she’s as innocent in all this as you’d like to think.”

Asaph let out a long breath. “You’re probably right,” he said. “Hopefully, once they realize they’re not getting a cent of my money, they’ll back off and leave me and Ronan alone.” He rubbed the inside of his thighs. They were still aching. “Turns out we might not be as flexible as we thought we were,” he said with a grin.

“Speak for yourself,” Bronson lifted his chin. “I was doing just fine, could have gone on for hours. I’m sure the workout did me good.”

“Excellent,” Ronan’s voice came from the doorway. He’d thrown on a sweat shirt and was carrying a large tray. “We do these three times a week, sometimes more. You’re always welcome to join us, Bronson.”

Asaph laughed out loud at the look of panic on Bronson’s face. Yeah, he and his friend may be Alpha wolves, but trying to do the splits was not something he planned on doing again. Watching Ronan do it on the other hand…. Asaph took the tray and the three men settled down, chomping delicious stew. But no matter how tasty the food, the only thing Asaph could concentrate on was the pictures he conjured in his mind about watching Ronan work out naked. He couldn’t wait to take his mate home and see if a real life version of his fantasies were as good as his mind claimed they would be. 


Chapter Twenty-Five



Vegas – three days later. 

“Asaph, let me put my bag down…umph.” Nope. That wasn’t happening. Ronan managed to get his backpack off his arm before Asaph pulled him against his chest, hungry lips seeking his. Asaph was insatiable since the meeting at the lawyers. Lester Higgins was a nice, middle-aged man who knew his job, and Asaph trusted him. Reading the lies Leticia and her cronies wrote about an apparent marriage proposal, and the slurs made on Ronan’s character sent Asaph into a frenzy. It’d taken Ronan’s calm thinking to point out the single flaw in the well-rehearsed documents. 

The date of the alleged proposal; the same night Ronan suffered through Asaph’s long-winded discussion on the investment business – in a room full of witnesses. Once Asaph understood there were more than enough people who could confirm where he actually was, plus confirmation of his restaurant booking, the rugged wolf shifter calmed down long enough to create a countersuit for libel and defamation of character. Asaph had Lester get in touch with Corsairs’ lawyer and threatened him with it. They hadn’t heard anything from them since. 

“Five hours in that fucking plane smelling you and barely being able to touch you,” Asaph mumbled against his neck. “Two hours in the airport before that because the flight was delayed. You refused to join the mile-high club with me, what more do you expect? My cock’s freaking hurting here.” Asaph was tugging at his clothes, and Ronan let him. Asaph made some valid points; Ronan was just as horny but he wasn’t going to let Asaph get his own way completely. 

“You’re already a gold-star member. It wasn’t anything special for you,” Ronan said, pulling at Asaph’s belt and getting it free. He unzipped Asaph’s pants and let them fall to the ground. Kneeling, he found Asaph’s shoes were off and Asaph lifted first one foot and then the other, so that his pants and socks could be removed. Ronan eyed Asaph’s cock and then looked up, sporting a cheeky grin. “I have no wish to join the ranks of the flight attendants who’ve amused you. Besides, that bathroom smelled disgusting.”

“I don’t want to think about that bathroom,” Asaph growled, cupping Ronan’s head and pulling him towards his groin. “Suck my dick and I’ll forgive you.” Ronan resisted, unwilling to show eagerness to his bossy mate, although he fully intended to have that piece of meat in his mouth within the next thirty seconds. 

“You forgave me anyway,” he said. “You didn’t have much choice seeing as that flight attendant, Susie was it, was so freaking pleased to see you. Don’t tell me she wasn’t one of your regular stress relievers. The look on her face when you turned her down was classic.” Having had his say, Ronan leaned forward and gently licked the head of Asaph’s cock. Angry red and leaking, just the way he liked it. Horny mate was becoming one of his favorite flavors and the smell of Asaph’s arousal was enough to get Ronan’s own juices going. He let Asaph pull his mouth onto his dick, sucking down the flavor and moaning at the taste. 

Ronan fumbled with his zipper. Asaph was already fucking his mouth; his hips jerking quickly as he pushed more and more of his length down Ronan’s throat. Unable to concentrate on anything else, Ronan relaxed his muscles, his head totally supported by Asaph’s hands. He was thankful his mate bothered to close the suite door before he attacked. He hadn’t bothered at Ronan’s office the day before; the new drinks delivery guy got an eyeful before he dashed out the door, dropping the receipts he was delivering as he went. 

“Fuck it, yeah. Your mouth feels so good, don’t wanna pull out, but I want your ass more.” Ronan’s head was tilted sharply as Asaph pulled away, but instead of heading towards the bed, which was only ten to twenty feet away, Asaph dropped down onto the floor beside him. “You ready?” 

Ronan wanted to laugh, but even he knew that was not something anyone should do with a horny Alpha. Instead he wiggled out of his pants, turned on his hands and knees, gratified by Asaph’s moan at the sight of his bare ass. But the lump that was suddenly pressing between his butt cheeks wasn’t Asaph’s cock. It was his nose, and this time it was Ronan’s turn to come up with some creative language and moan loudly as Asaph proceeded to check his ‘readiness’ with his tongue. Fiddlesticks, it felt so good; wickedly sensual and dirty all at the same time. Ronan palmed his own cock, but Asaph growled, knocking his hand away. 

“Mine.”

“Get on with it then,” Ronan begged. Asaph hadn’t been the only one stuck on a five-hour flight. Ronan’s skin was tight, his cock and ass were leaking – he felt like he was going to fly apart and he needed….

That. 

Asaph’s cock was suddenly filling him in one smooth move, forcing the air from Ronan’s lungs. Asaph draped his body over Ronan’s shorter frame and Ronan went from tight and anxious to warm and calm as everything about him was saturated with Asaph’s essence. At the end of the day, or a five-hour flight with a two-hour delay, this was where an omega was meant to be. Covered by his mate in every way; a cock dominating his insides, and Asaph’s teeth gently teasing his neck. 

“Bite me,” he moaned as Asaph started to move, slowly at first, but soon picking up the pace. Every inward thrust teased Ronan’s prostate, but the pleasure Ronan was feeling went beyond the physical. He could sense Asaph’s possessiveness; the bigger man’s need to claim him an almost tangible force. Asaph’s lawyer suggested that he not respond to the allegations he was a nobody dancer and a gold digger to boot – but being powerless wasn’t something Asaph was used to. Ronan’s ass had taken some powerful poundings in the following three days, as Asaph tried to work out his frustration. 

At least that’s what Ronan thought Asaph had been doing. But the strong hands caressing his hips and back, and the scorching lips on the back of his neck told a different story. Ronan wasn’t sure he should allow his heart to believe what Asaph felt for him went further than their mating bond, but when Asaph was buried deep inside him and both men were reduced to grunts, moans and slapping skin he couldn’t dismiss his heart so readily either. 

“Soon,” Asaph grunted. Ronan was already there. Asaph’s hold on his dick was loose but the pounding on his butt was solid, rhythmic and getting faster. Ronan pushed back, wanting it, needing to feel Asaph spill inside of him.

“Yes,” Asaph yelled and seconds later Ronan felt sharp teeth pierce his mating mark, and his cock exploded. He could feel Asaph still spurting inside of him; his balls were turned inside out as they shot their contents onto the floor. If it hadn’t been for Asaph’s strong arm around his chest Ronan would have been a slumped mess on the carpet. His lungs heaved as he struggled to regain his breath. Who needed a work out, when he had his mate?

“You okay?” Asaph slumped onto his side pulling Ronan with him, his long tongue sending tingles through his body as Asaph cleaned the bite. 

“Hmmm,” Ronan said, quickly scanning his body. “Tired. Aching in all the best ways and there’s a good chance I’ve got carpet burns on my knees.”

“A quick shift will take care of that.” Asaph’s head was resting on the floor, but it didn’t seem like he’d be letting go of Ronan anytime soon. 

“In the hotel room? What if I get fur on the carpet?” Ronan hadn’t shifted in front of Asaph before and he wasn’t sure he wanted to. He was a very small wolf as were all omegas. Given the room’s navy blue carpet and soft furnishings, his white fur was going to show up like a neon sign. 

“They’ll just think we smuggled in a dog. All the celebrities do it, why not the owners.”

“You own this hotel?” 

“We do.”

Ronan should have guessed, what with the way the woman at the front desk damn near turned herself inside out trying to ensure Asaph and his fiancé would have everything they needed during their stay. At the time, Ronan thought it was because of the way Asaph looked, and the confident way he strolled through the building as though he owned it. He did. Ronan smothered a laugh and then the rest of what Asaph said hit him. He was half owner of this place too. He wondered if the woman at the front desk knew that. She was pretty dismissive of him when they checked in. Ronan mentally shrugged. He wouldn’t let the attitude of anyone upset him, especially someone who apparently worked for him. That thought made him want to laugh out loud. 

“Well that means room service should be really quick then,” he said trying to wiggle out of Asaph’s arms. “I need two burgers with double cheese and bacon, hold the salad stuff, and a long hot bath.”

“I thought we could check out the bed,” Asaph said, although he did remove his arm, and Ronan sprung to his feet.

“That would make a change.” Ronan examined his knees. Sure enough, both of them were covered in red grazes. Sugar sticks. He was going to have to shift or his knees were going to be painful and they were meeting people for dinner in less than two hours. Shrugging off the remains of his shirt, Ronan thought of his wolf form, and felt the change come over him. When he opened his eyes, he found himself nose to nose with a much larger black wolf with icy blue eyes. Ronan held deathly still and let Asaph sniff him all over. 

This was a defining moment for Ronan. He didn’t know what he’d do if Asaph’s animal half didn’t accept him. Not having shifted in front of any other wolf except his mother, he wasn’t sure of the proper etiquette involved. Was he allowed to sniff as well? He really wanted to. In his wolf form, Asaph’s scent was stronger, and power emanated from his fur. Ronan’s wolf was excited that his mate was paying attention to him, and it took all Ronan’s concentration not to prance around like a pup. 

Then Asaph stepped back. He sank down onto his front legs, his back end and tail waving madly in the air. Even with his limited interaction with more of his kind, Ronan understood the universal signal for playing, the classic play bow. He yipped quietly, and bounded towards Asaph, turning away at the last moment, running to hide behind the couch. Seconds later, Asaph was there, and Ronan ran again – this time dashing into the bedroom, and bounding over the bed. 

Ronan didn’t know his mate had it in him – the ability to play. But in the limited floor space offered by the hotel suite, that’s what he and Asaph did. By the time Asaph cornered him and shifted back into his human form, Ronan was panting. 

“Time to shift little mate.” Asaph’s eyes and tone were kinder than Ronan ever heard him use. “We need a shower, and we’re expected downstairs for dinner in half an hour. You’ll have to enjoy burgers and a bath another time.”

Shifting quickly, Ronan stepped forward, stopping Asaph from heading to the bathroom. Reaching up on tiptoes he kissed the corner of Asaph’s mouth. “Thank you,” he said. “You’re the only other wolf I’ve ever played with apart from my mom.”

“Next time we’ll do it in a park that I know of,” Asaph said, and he did look a lot more content. “Seems to have done us both some good.”

Ronan stole another kiss, his mind and wolf in total agreement. 


Chapter Twenty-Six



Asaph suppressed yet another growl as Mario Bertillini laid his hand on Ronan’s arm for what must have been the tenth time that evening. He was forcing himself to remain polite, but with his wolf riding him so freaking hard it wasn’t easy. Mario was richer than Croesus, and didn’t need to sell the land Asaph was after. He’d indicated he was prepared to part with the parcel more than a year ago. In fact, it had been Mario that’d approached Asaph about it originally; when he’d heard that Asaph applied for building permits for his new hotel/casino. The days of making millions per week in Vegas were long gone, but Asaph had his eye on the long term. As a shifter, he could afford to. Mario’s tract was right next to his new development, and would make an excellent spot for additional parking, or if Asaph ever wanted to extend his operations. 

What he’d never noticed in the half a dozen meetings that he’d had with Mario, was that the man was a consummate flirt. When Asaph had called Mario the day before and let him know he’d be bringing a partner with him to dinner, Mario simply thanked him for the advance notice, and said it would be the perfect opportunity for Asaph to meet his personal assistant. Usually the men dined alone and Mario had never been anything more than friendly. The personal assistant, Paul, was a surprise. He looked more like a wrestler than someone who worked behind a desk and his conversation skills were nil. But Mario more than made up for it. Unfortunately, he seemed to prefer to talk to Ronan rather than Asaph, and Asaph felt his anger upsetting the digesting of his rather large steak.

“Have you made a decision on the offer I gave you?” He said bluntly, when Mario seemed ready to launch into another business story that was clearly designed to impress his fiancé. 

“Do we have to talk about business tonight?” Mario said, with a wide grin. He wasn’t a tall man, only about five foot ten, but he was handsome in a classic sort of way. He had a slim build but wide shoulders, and his dark curly hair framed a pleasant face. 

“I thought that’s why you wanted to meet for dinner,” Asaph said, gritting his teeth and reminding himself to be polite. “Beatrice sent you the contracts over a week ago, and when you telephoned and invited me I assumed you were ready to sign.”

“That’s before I knew you were getting married,” Mario said, his dark eyes gleaming with something Asaph didn’t understand. “Imagine my surprise when instead of having a busty blonde on your arm, you turn up with this delightful creature.”

“Perhaps I should leave you gentlemen in peace seeing as this is meant to be a business meeting,” Ronan said, laying his napkin on the table. “Frankly, I find business talks a bit dry in terms of entertainment; I’m well aware Asaph and I will only be here a few days, so if you have things to discuss, then I’ll only be in the way. I’ll see you in our suite, Asaph.” Ronan made to stand up, but Mario’s hand on his arm stopped him. 

“You are Asaph’s business partner, are you not?” Mario said and Asaph felt his wolf slide into protective mode. “Surely you come from an investment background, just like your surly fiancé. I don’t imagine he does a lot outside of business circles, so how on earth did he meet you?”

“I’m sure you read the papers, Mario, so cut the crap,” Asaph snapped. “Ronan is my full business partner and we now share all assets and accounts. But that was a wedding present; saves us signing a prenup. Ronan prefers not to have a lot to do with business decisions, although I always value his opinion. However, in this matter, we made our agreement before Ronan became part of the company, so it is probably best we discuss it alone if there are problems with the contract.”

“Oh we can talk about business anytime. I’m more excited about your prospective wedding,” Mario said clapping his hands like a two-year-old. “And the papers, they say you’re getting married here in Vegas. Have you got your license?”

“Yes.” Asaph was tense. He didn’t know what was going on, but Mario was up to something, he could smell it. 

“Then that’s perfect,” Mario beamed. “I insist that you hold the wedding at my estate just out of town. My cousin is a celebrant and can conduct the ceremony. I take it you weren’t thinking of too many guests.”

“Bronson and Beatrice are flying in tomorrow. We were planning on getting married after the ground breaking ceremony tomorrow morning.”

“Absolutely wonderful, although why an influential man like yourself wants to run away and get married in one of our tacky chapels, I just don’t know. But please, as a favor to a friend, let me host your guests tomorrow. You can be married by my cousin, and I’ll arrange a small party for some of your associates here afterwards. Elegant, sophisticated, just the sort of wedding you and your man deserve. I’ll even arrange for a car to take your two friends to the airport in time for their flight home.”

Asaph was trapped. It would be rude if he refused and given that Asaph had already made an offer on the land Mario was selling, future negotiations could be difficult if he didn’t play along. 

“Mr. Bertillini…Mario,” Ronan said quickly, when Mario frowned at the use of his full name. “Your offer is beyond generous, but honestly we wouldn’t dream of allowing you to arrange something so elaborate on such short notice. The imposition to your staff, and in your own home as well. Your offer warms my heart, but I’ll let you in on a little secret.” Asaph did not like the way Mario leaned impossibly closer to his mate. 

“I had my heart set on having a Harley themed wedding. I saw it on the Viva Las Vegas site,” Ronan said as though confessing his deepest secret. “Asaph’s arranged everything already, but the best bit is I get to see him in leather pants. Leather pants! How often am I going to get a chance to do that with my businessman boyfriend?”

“I see your point, and of course it is your special day,” Mario said, and he seemed to be thinking about something but either Ronan didn’t notice, or he was ignoring it. 

“You’re welcome to come, of course. You and Paul, or maybe your wife,” Ronan said with a wide smile of his own. “You may look a little…” he waved his hand at the suit Mario was wearing. Asaph knew it was an original Armani and worth more than most men would make in a year. “…sophisticated,” Ronan continued. “But your offer was so generous, especially after only meeting me this evening, and I don’t want you to see this refusal as a negative mark against our budding friendship.” Bloody hell. Ronan had Mario eating out of his hand. 

“You are so kind,” Mario said, bowing his head. “I’ll be there with pleasure, and as my gift to you and your future husband, I’ll sign the contract for the land you want Asaph. Paul will contact your Beatrice and make all of the arrangements. We can sign them just prior to your flying home, Thursday, isn’t it?”

Asaph took Ronan’s hand, no longer caring about how it might look. They’d been talking weddings, so it was hardly as though it was a business meeting any longer. “We are,” he said. “I’m not sure if you saw the papers, but my fiancé is hosting his new club opening on Friday night and he and his friends are going to perform.”

“You sing?” Mario said, grabbing Ronan’s attention again. Asaph slipped his thumb into Ronan’s palm, stroking it gently. Ronan hid his shiver in a laugh.

“No, you don’t ever want to hear me sing,” he said. “My friends and I dance. We’ve been together about five years, I choreograph all of our routines, and we try and perform three times a week. Asaph was kind enough to give me my own club, so I’d have somewhere permanent for our small group of fans to visit.”

“So you don’t travel with your friends?” Mario asked. “Would you be interested in performing in one of my establishments?”

“You haven’t seen him dance yet,” Asaph cut in quickly. “While I can assure you any hotel here would love to have him on their schedule permanently, Ronan would prefer to stay closer to his friends, and his own club.”

“Asaph’s right,” Ronan said quickly. “It would be far too easy for my friends to be swept away by the lights of Vegas. We all prefer a regular pay check, and a chance to fall into our beds at night. Thanks to Asaph, now we can.” Ronan turned his back on Mario, running his hand up Asaph’s arm and then winking. “I’m heading upstairs. We have to be at the ground breaking ceremony at nine sharp tomorrow, and I still have a workout to do. Sitting on that plane has stiffened me up.” Asaph shook his head. Thinking about Ronan working out had parts of him stiffening up as well. But Ronan pretended not to notice. He kissed Asaph on the cheek, and then smiled at the other two men at the table. “Mario, it’s been a pleasure. Paul, so nice to meet you. Now if you’ll all excuse me, I’ll bid you goodnight.”

Asaph watched Ronan cross the room, his head held high, his ass swaying thanks to those impossible boots, seemingly oblivious to the looks he got from men and women. Although most shifters managed to assimilate well with humans, Ronan had this other-worldly aura about him. The graceful way he moved; the confidence he had in his stance. But it was more than that. Many men and women could be graceful. Ronan had something more, an inner glow that everyone seemed to respond to. While he knew his aura was more powerful than Ronan’s would ever be, there was something about Ronan that made people want to get to know him, and to protect him. It seemed that Mario had caught it too.

“You know, old friend, that man of yours shines brighter than the lights on The Strip. I can understand why you want to keep him.”

Ronan disappeared from sight and Asaph turned back to the table. His wolf would rather have followed their mate, but Asaph felt he’d be showing his weakness if he didn’t stay at least a little bit longer. “Ronan is very special to me,” he said, unused to talking about his personal life with business associates. “I trust him more than anyone.”

“As it should be between engaged people,” Mario said, but there was an edge in his voice that Asaph didn’t like and he braced himself for whatever Mario said next. “There’ve been some people however,” Mario continued, “who, how should I say this; are concerned a person with your business acumen would take up with someone who is clearly not in your social circles.”

“I’ve seen a dozen colleagues take up with people who appear to be totally unsuitable for them, but it doesn’t impact the way they do business, and their personal love life is none of my concern,” Asaph said, purposefully staying calm and refusing to let Mario rile him.

“Of course. Old men, young women; such a cliché and yet it still happens.” Mario’s eyes narrowed. “But you’re not old, and Ronan is definitely not a woman. You’ve made no secret of the fact that you’ve handed over half your company to him, and that is not something the business community understands. In fact, it’s unheard of. There are those who think you’ve lost your mind over a perky man with a sweet face and a tight ass.”

Asaph sat back in his chair and picked up his glass, watching the contents swirl as he twirled it. He had always thought that the biggest problem to his mating Ronan would be Ronan’s gender. He never thought for a second that people would question anything else. “So what if I have?” He replied. “Why should it bother anyone what I do with my company? I don’t owe anyone any money. I have no stockholders or shareholders to worry about. All of my businesses are turning a profit and I’m raking in cash every day. Why should anyone in the business community care if I decide I want to share that wealth with my partner?”

“This marriage is causing you problems in Orlando, is it not? The papers said you’re being sued over a breach of promise.”

“A jealous ex who’s proving with everything she does that she’s nothing more than a gold digger. My lawyers are handling it.”

“So there’s no substance to the stories. You didn’t get engaged to her and then break if off, leaving her heartbroken in grief. Your relationship with her wasn’t just a cover for your homosexual desires?”

Asaph sat upright, slamming his glass on the table. Paul quickly reached under his jacket, and then clearly thought better of it. “What’s this about Mario? We’re friends to a point, but that’s all. Why the hell should it bother you who I sleep with or what I do with my company as long as I have enough money to pay you for the land we’ve been negotiating for the better part of a year.”

“I wanted to do business with you,” Mario said, mirroring Asaph’s pose. “Your reputation for solid business sense extends well beyond Florida’s boundaries. But now, in the space of a few weeks, you’ve been outed as a gay man, bad publicity is being circulated faster than it can be read, and your business – the one thing that gave you credibility has been halved with one stroke of the pen. What were you thinking?”

“There’s nothing wrong with the way I do business, or my credibility,” Asaph snarled keeping his voice low. His eyes might be fixed on Mario, but he was still conscious that there were in a restaurant, the clink of glasses and cutlery on plates a backdrop to their discussion. “My family has a long standing tradition of sharing everything with the people they marry. It’s how I was raised, and before you ask, Ronan knew nothing about it until after the fact. If you don’t want to do business with me, then just say so. But don’t criticize my personal life or the way I operate unless you have hard facts to back up what you’re talking about.”

“But that’s just it,” Mario said, leaning across the table. “I am doing business with you, but from what my accountants told me, I’m going to lose a hell of a lot of money if this marriage with Ronan goes through.”

Asaph sat back, more to do with him wanting some personal space than the overpowering smell of Mario’s cologne. It hadn’t bothered him earlier but now he was fighting his wolf who was enraged at the insult to him and Ronan. “What are you talking about? The only business we have together is this land deal, and you said yourself you’re going to sign it. You’re the one making money out of this, not me, not yet.”

“The Lake Apopka Mall deal. Come on,” Mario said, running his fingers through his hair. “I know you’re a busy man, and sure, you’ve got a hot young lover to keep track of but you can’t tell me you don’t realize how badly this multi-million dollar deal is doing. When are you going to get the permits sorted, and inject your own money into this?” 

Understanding hit Asaph like a sledgehammer. “You met with Rudy Walker?”

Mario shook his head. “I met him briefly, a long time ago. But no, your man Corsairs called me. You should know that, you told him to get in touch.”

“I did no such thing,” Asaph said grimly. “I have absolutely no connection with any new mall deal in Orlando, not at the lake, not anywhere. I don’t deal in malls.”

“Well how did Corsairs get my number, or even know who I am?” Mario demanded. Asaph had a pretty good idea, but he wasn’t going to share those thoughts with Mario. “I’ve already put twenty mil into this thing, and Corsairs’ lawyer got in touch the other day and wants a further thirty. My accountant told me not to send any more money until I’d spoken to you because his research didn’t turn up any pending permits or anything.”

“You’re lucky you’ve got such a good accountant,” Asaph said. “Why the hell didn’t you call me before sending money? You know what kind of a businessman I am. Have you ever known me to seek investment without personally talking to the people involved?”

“Well, no,” Mario said. “But Corsairs…Fuck.” Mario grabbed his glass and sculled the contents. “He sounded so convincing. Hell, I knew you were seeing his daughter. He told me you two were getting married. The mall was something your supposed wife wanted to do and it had your backing. Apparently you were putting up your half when you married the daughter – as a wedding present to her. Then just after they asked me for more money, I read about the court case, and see the pics of you and that young man of yours and I’m thinking what the fuck?”

“So that’s why you wanted to meet me, and bought along your personal assistant,” Asaph said grimly, casting a look at Paul who’d sat stoic throughout. “What’s next, going to take me outside and fit me with concrete boots?”

“What? No,” Mario said impatiently, brushing off Asaph’s innuendo. “But my twenty mil was given with the understanding that you were matching all investments. If you’re not, then how the hell is Corsairs going to get the project up and running.”

“He isn’t,” Asaph said, standing up and buttoning his jacket. “You should have talked to me before parting with one red cent. Do you have a list of the other investors?”

“Yes, back at the office.”

“Then I suggest you grab that list, make some calls and then bring in the lawyers. I can tell you this for nothing – Corsairs is broke; his partner Walker is broke. I’ve never heard of this mall project; Corsairs never mentioned it when I was dating his daughter. You’ve been conned, plain and simple. You know how I do business. You should have picked up the phone and saved yourself a ton of money. Goodnight.”

Asaph strode through the restaurant. He refused to feel sorry for Mario. The man’d known him a year. Asaph never passed messages through other people and always dealt with him directly. With an investment of that size, Mario should’ve talked to him first. But as he hurried to the penthouse suite, wanting nothing more than to inhale Ronan’s scent and sink himself into his mate’s slender body, Asaph couldn’t help but worry about how many other business associates had been fleeced the same way. Maybe he should get the list from Mario and offer to help with a class action suit. Or maybe he should just sell his business and retire. Dealing with the lies and deceit going on around him was getting to be a right pain in the ass.


Chapter Twenty-Seven



Ronan tugged at the sleeve of his new leather jacket. Why don’t bikers get married in denim? They probably do, or maybe they go the suit route just for something different. But given we’re not bikers we insisted on the leather, and ugh, this thing’s so damn stiff. His pants were fine – he owned them and had for some time. They were soft, molded his shape and were comfortable to wear. But his jacket was less than a day old, a surprise present from his too-rich-to-count fiancé. 

“You nervous?” Enzo whispered beside him. That was another surprise. Bronson turning up with Marcos, Jeff and Enzo. Thankfully Enzo got past the anger, tears and his typical drama fairly quickly. It wasn’t that Ronan forgot to invite his friends to his wedding; he just hadn’t mentioned it because he thought Enzo would’ve been insulted at not being asked to organize the event. But apparently getting the club ready for an opening in three days’ time, when it wasn’t going to be perfect for “weeks, darling, simply weeks,” was enough to keep Enzo diverted. 

“I’ve nothing to be nervous about. He’ll show up.” Ronan said. Of that he had no doubt. But Asaph had been in a strange mood since he’d come back to the room the night before. In typical Asaph fashion, he didn’t want to talk about it, and after being pinned to the bed and kissed in a way that should be illegal and probably was, Ronan found he didn’t have the brains left to worry about anything. 

Unfortunately, Asaph’s mood persisted. The ground breaking ceremony was…nothing shattering. Ronan stood at Asaph’s side while the man dug a hole in the ground. Men clapped and cheered. Asaph made a speech and that was that. Ronan wanted to go back to their hotel so he could have alone time with his mate, out of bed, but Asaph dragged him to the shops on The Strip, determined to find him the perfect jacket. After that, lunch in a bustling café with Asaph being studiously busy on his phone. By the time they got back to the hotel, Bronson, Beatrice and his friends had arrived. Enzo’s loud cries about a biker wedding and him having nothing to wear needed to be sorted and not long after that Bronson dragged Asaph away, claiming they should have some time alone before the actual event, so the chance for a talk never happened.

Now it was too late. Ronan looked around the small chapel. It’d been decorated and looked like a swanky biker bar. There was a huge Harley Davidson flag in place of flowers above the altar, which itself was a plain wooden table complete with gouge marks and graffiti. The celebrant was dressed in ripped jeans, chains and a surprisingly clean white t-shirt, his grey hair standing out in tufts around the bright red bandana he wore. Bronson and the others decided to sit on the hard wooden chairs provided, but Enzo declared he would stand by Ronan until his prospective groom arrived. 

And then Ronan heard it. The unmistakable thrum of a Harley engine turning into the driveway of the chapel. The bike was the reason Ronan wanted this particular themed wedding – he had no interest in Elvis, Medieval or Marvel Comic themes. Although Ronan had never been on the back of a bike in his life, much less ridden one himself, he could picture his mate riding straight into the chapel, his arrogance, confidence and model-worthy looks complemented perfectly by the gleaming black bike. 

Turning, Ronan’s breath caught in this throat. The reality in front of him was so much better than his imagination. Asaph had left off the helmet provided, his mussed blond hair enhancing the devil-may-care smirk he had on his face. As Asaph eased the bike to a stop, turning it off, the silence was almost deafening. But then he lifted the black-mirrored glasses he was wearing and Ronan’s heart leapt. Asaph might’ve been standoffish and moody all morning, but as Ronan watched his mate stalk towards him, every inch the Alpha he was, the possessiveness, the happiness and the lusty gleam in those bright blue eyes touched Ronan’s soul. His wolf howled in his head and his heart sang right alongside him.

“I knew you’d look good in leather pants,” he said with a smile as Asaph stepped close and took his hand. 

“Meh, these old things,” Asaph said, but Ronan knew he was pleased. “Bronson dug them out of the back of my closet and brought them. I wasn’t sure they’d even fit anymore.”

“You look fantastic,” Ronan said. And it was true. Asaph in a business suit came across as untouchable and aloof, but in more casual clothes, and with his eyes still bright as Asaph looked Ronan all over – this was the man he was going to marry. For one split second Ronan wished his mother could be standing by his side, but he refused to let negative thoughts upset his wedding day. He was sure, if she could see him, no matter what her advice had been growing up, she would have approved of Asaph. 

Instead he focused on the slight tinge of pink on Asaph’s face, the way his jacket stretched effortlessly across his broad shoulders, and how his muscle shirt looked painted on. His mate was every one of Ronan’s dreams come true, and yet even in the short time they’d been together, Ronan also knew that under that forbidding exterior, Asaph had a heart of gold. Taking a deep breath, he said, “Well, shall we do this then?”

Asaph winked, and still holding onto Ronan’s hand they turned and faced the celebrant who was looking more than a little amused. “It’s not often we get a couple in here who are so clearly in love as you two,” the celebrant said. Ronan refused to consider what it might mean that they hadn’t spoken those three magic words yet. They were shifters, they had plenty of time. Even if the words weren’t said, Ronan knew what he felt in his heart, and he straightened his back and smiled as the celebrant started his introductions. 

Ronan had never been to a wedding before, but he presumed that the customary opening remarks about love and commitment were commonplace. Personally he thought those ideas were unnecessary. If a couple came together to get married, then surely they’d already thought about those things. But it is Vegas, he reminded himself, so maybe those magazine stories were true and people did just get drunk and get married. Although it would have to be one heck of a bender because he and Asaph had to wait twenty-four hours after getting the license before they could actually go through the ceremony. But for shifters a wedding wasn’t even necessary and if he and Asaph didn’t spend so much time in the human world Asaph probably wouldn’t have mentioned it at all. But of course the celebrant didn’t know any of that, and didn’t need to. Ronan was just keen to get to the important bit. The kiss at the end. 

“Before Asaph and Ronan exchange their vows, in accordance with the law I need to ask if anyone present knows of any valid reason these two should not be joined together in matrimony today.” The celebrant smiled at Bronson and the others. Ronan smiled too. There wasn’t one person present who had a problem with him and Asaph getting married. That’s probably why the wedding party is so small. But the chapel doors slamming open made a lie out of his assumptions.

“I object,” a clear, loud and unmistakably female voice yelled. Oh no!

“Leticia?” Asaph turned, pulling Ronan with him. It was Leticia all right, and she wasn’t alone. Mario was with her, as was Paul and someone who could have passed as his twin brother. Both men were carrying large guns.

“That’s right sweetheart,” Leticia said striding forward. “I have every right to object to you marrying this, this, this person, when you promised to marry me.”

“I did no such thing,” Asaph said hotly, moving as if to protect Ronan from Leticia’s spite. Ronan wasn’t having any of that. He gripped Asaph’s hand tightly and stayed by his side.

“I have witnesses,” Leticia said casually. “I have this lovely rock on my finger with a receipt for it in your name. You asked me to marry you, I said yes, we agreed to do it in two weeks’ time, all of which constitutes a contract. Marry this thing beside you and that’ll be all the proof I need to win the court case.”

“Excuse me, miss,” the celebrant stepped forward. “Whether he promised to marry you or not, the license has been issued for Mr. Bosch and Mr. Montgomery. You can sue him for breach of promise, but that’s not grounds to stop this wedding.”

“That’s what you think,” Leticia snapped, and she waved Paul and his lookalike forward, before digging in her purse. “I have papers,” she declared, waving them about, “court papers putting an injunction on this marriage until the breach of promise case is finalized.” She handed them to the celebrant who quickly scanned them.

“They’re not valid,” he said, handing them back. “Those papers only apply to weddings performed in Florida. There’s nothing in that injunction stopping me from marrying these two today. Now if you’ll excuse us, I’d like to get on with it. I have another wedding booked in thirty minutes.”

“Oh you’re no fucking use.” Leticia stuffed the papers back in her bag and then pulled out a small hand gun, firing point blank at the celebrant. He fell to the floor with a loud thud, the white of his t-shirt marred with a growing bloodstain. Ronan stared in horror and Asaph growled beside him.

“You’ve gone too fucking far this time, Leticia. You’ve got no interest in marrying me, you never had. You just want to get your hands on my fucking money and I’ll tell you now, it’s not going to happen.”

“Oh that was Daddy’s plan,” Leticia said, looking for all the world like she was at a party rather than standing over the body of a man she’d just shot. Ronan noticed Shaman Waters creeping over to check the celebrant, who was breathing at least. When had he arrived? Waters gave him a quick wink and settled his hands on the celebrant’s chest. Ronan looked back at Asaph and Bronson who’d appeared by his side. There was going to be fur flying in a minute if those two Alphas didn’t calm down.

“You’ve always loved Asaph, haven’t you? This was a love match for you, wasn’t it? Is that why you’re so upset?” He said, moving into Leticia’s line of sight.

“What would you know about love, faggot?” Leticia said. Her mouth twisted in an ugly sneer and her eyes were cold. “Love’s for fools. Don’t you know who Asaph is? How important he is among people who matter? How could you possibly understand what being married to him will mean. You…your nothing but a…peasant. A fucking toy, and if you think for one minute I’m going to let you step into my place by Asaph’s side, then you’re more stupid than you look.”

“I’m not going to marry you Leticia,” Asaph growled. “There’s nothing on earth that will make me marry you.”

“Not even to save your precious toy?” Leticia raised her finger and Ronan suddenly found himself staring down the barrel of two guns, Mario’s men were scarily focused, their trigger fingers itching. Ronan went to say something, but a glare from Asaph made him shut his mouth. His Alpha was barely hanging onto his control, Ronan could see the wolf in his eyes and the increased hair on the back of his hands. 

“You see,” Leticia said, walking around Asaph trailing her gun-free hand over his body, pushing Bronson out of the way. “My dad’s plan was too simplistic. He wanted the money, he was furious when he’d heard you’d dumped me. When you refused to cave in to the pregnancy demands, well, he took matters into his hands one way, with the court case, and as for me. Well, I had a little help from your Italian friend.”

“He’s no friend of mine,” Asaph growled. Admittedly Mario’s face was covered in sweat and he didn’t look as confident as he did when he’d arrived. Seems he wasn’t aware of what Leticia was capable of. Ronan didn’t think any of them were. Shifters were faster, stronger and more capable than humans in a lot of respects, but a gun could still kill one. Not to mention that if any of them shifted then there’d be hell to pay. “Selling me out for twenty million is not a good basis for friendship,” Asaph added and his voice dropped dangerously low.

“I did what I had to do mio amico.” Mario shrugged. “Business is business, and I didn’t want your reputation to suffer.”

Ronan didn’t have a clue what Mario was talking about, but apparently it didn’t matter, because Leticia was bored. “You two,” she said, pointing to Paul and his companion. “Take the scrawny one, lock him up and keep him hidden until you get my call. Come Asaph darling, we have a license to get and we can find someone else to marry us within the next twenty-four hours. I’ve already done the preliminary application, so we just have to appear in person at the clerk’s office and show our ID.”

“I’m not marrying you and if anyone lays one finger on Ronan, I’ll fucking kill them.” Sugar Pops. Asaph was on the verge of shifting and he wasn’t about to stop. Ronan looked around, Enzo was staring, his eyes wide. 

“Enz,” he hissed. Enzo looked. “Lock the chapel door,” Ronan mouthed. Enzo frowned, and Ronan tried again, “Lock the chapel door.” Enzo’s hands came up as if asking a question, but then as silent as a mouse, he crept towards the door, and Ronan heard a distinctive click as Enzo turned the lock. Out loud, Ronan said brightly, “I think it’s about to get messy in here,” and it was as though that was the signal Asaph was waiting for. His shirt and jacket exploded in a mass of shredded threads and fibers, his fingers became massive claws and Ronan watched fascinated as Asaph’s chiseled features sported fur and the elongated snout of a wolf. 

My Gods, he’s holding his shift between forms. But it wasn’t just Asaph, Bronson had done the same thing and now there were two huge furry forms looking like something out of a late night horror movie. Asaph flung his head back and howled, the long angry sound morphing into growls as he advanced on Leticia. 

Leticia screamed, and started yelling, “Shoot them, shoot them.” Not on my watch, Ronan thought grimly, swinging his leg high and around, knocking the guns to the floor. Paul and his pal didn’t even bother trying to pick them up. They ran to the door, frantically trying to get it open, but suddenly Waters was there, his power swirling around him like a huge cape. 

“Sleep,” Waters said, raising his arms. Both men stared as though in a trance and then just fell to the floor in a heap of tangled limbs. Ronan turned back to see Asaph had grabbed Leticia and had a big hairy hand around her neck, her feet dangling in mid-air. Asaph was trying to say something, but all that was coming out of his mouth was growls.

“Asaph, you can’t kill her,” he said, running over. Asaph tilted his furry head and Ronan could see the question in his eyes. “Sure, she might’ve tried to trap you into marriage, she’s suing you for thirty million dollars, and she shot the celebrant and was going to marry you at gunpoint.” Ronan closed his mouth. The more he thought, the more he felt Leticia would be better off dead. If she’d been a shifter, there wouldn’t have been any doubt. Asaph was still looking at him, and he shrugged. “Sorry, you’re right. I got nothing.”

“Actually Ronan, you were right,” Waters said, coming up and placing his hand on Asaph’s arm. The fur started to recede. “You can’t kill her, despite the threat to your mate. I’ll call the council and they can deal with her, the two goons and your Judas over there.”

“Hey, I didn’t see nothing, I didn’t do nothing, I’m…I’m not….”

“Sleep.” Ronan wondered where the Shaman got his powers; it was a pretty awesome trick. Leticia went from a screaming mess, to a rag doll in the space of a second. Mario resisted for all of a second and a half, before he too ended up slumped on the floor. 

“Hey, you’re not going to do that to us are you?” Marcos said. Ronan completely forgot that the others were in the room. Beatrice looked shocked, her face white, but she had a determined set to her chin. Enzo was curled up in Jeff’s arms and wouldn’t look at Asaph and Bronson. The celebrant seemed to be still unconscious, but he was breathing regularly and didn’t seem to be in any pain. Ronan was surprised to see even the man’s t-shirt was blood and hole free.

“I think all of you have got things to discuss,” Waters said calmly. “However, you should know that our council takes the possibility of leaking our secret to humans seriously. If I doubt that any of you can keep your mouths shut, I will be back, and it won’t be pleasant.”

“We won’t say anything,” Enzo said with a flash of bravado the spunky little twink was known for. “But yeah, our friends, old and new have got a lot of explaining to do.”

“What about our wedding?” Asaph returned to his human form, although he was without a shirt or jacket. Bronson was in the same state, and Ronan’s mouth twitched as he saw Enzo’s eyes widen. His friend was devoted to Jeff and Marcos, but it didn’t stop him looking. 

“The celebrant will remember nothing; the council will make sure there’s no record of you having been here.” The Shaman looked around the room. “And we’ll need a quick cleanup crew, and thankfully I know there’s one local. But the celebrant won’t be fit to marry you today.”

“I’m guessing it’s going to have to be another time,” Ronan said regretfully. “As my dear friend pointed out, we’ve kinda got to do a bit of explaining first.” He looked over to where Bronson was kneeling in front of Beatrice, saying something in a low voice. Beatrice glowered, but Bronson kept talking and slowly the woman smiled. After a few more moments Bronson patted her on the knee and stood up, coming over to where Asaph now had Ronan snugly held in his arms. 

“Whew,” he said, “I felt for sure Beatrice was going to take my coffee away. There’s no way I’m suffering through cups of Chai Latte simply because she thinks it might be better for me.”

“So you pointed out that going furry had nothing to do with coffee?” Asaph asked.

“Of course,” Bronson tried to look indignant but failed miserably. “That woman loves me, and now she loves me even more because of my genetic condition.”

Genetic condition. That was one way of putting it.


Chapter Twenty-Eight



Asaph gently stroked the hair from Ronan’s face. His little mate looked exhausted even in sleep, and Asaph felt guilty about waking him. Apart from Beatrice who’d cried a little when she thought Asaph didn’t trust her; and Enzo who’d muttered something about buying Ronan a rhinestone covered flea collar for Christmas; the whole “shifters are real, it’s a secret, and no we aren’t like the werewolves on television” conversation went remarkably well. Enzo thought the idea of fated mates was “too adorable for words,” and even Beatrice was seen to wipe a quiet tear from her eye. 

The “I have a psycho ex-girlfriend and yes she’s after my money,” conversation didn’t go as well, but it was soon forgotten. Waters had been true to his word; within thirty minutes of the attack, Leticia, Mario, Paul and his sidekick were bundled into black SUV’s with tinted windows and spirited off into the afternoon. Asaph didn’t know what would happen to them all, and personally he didn’t care. He’d worried about his land deal for two seconds flat, and decided his mate’s health was more important. 

Jeff and Marcos teased him and Bronson, claiming if they were shifters they should have more flexibility than they had. Ronan shifted, simply to show his friends, and Beatrice, that not all shifters turned into massive two-legged creatures with fangs and drool. Asaph would have shifted too; but he’d had enough teasing from Ronan’s friends as he made his way from the chapel to the hotel without a shirt or jacket. Not that Bronson was in any better state. A huge meal, more than a few laughs and a couple of well-deserved bourbons made for a pleasant evening and by the time Ronan and Asaph had seen their friends off at the airport, there was no weirdness at all. 

“Hey wake up,” Asaph whispered in Ronan’s ear.

“Not now, hon. We’ve got meetings in the morning.” Ronan mumbled and tried to turn over, but Asaph wouldn’t let him.

“I’ve got a surprise for you.”

Ronan grumbled and rolled over, his eyes only half open. “I know what sort of a surprise you have for me,” he said. “Can’t you just do me while I sleep? Honestly, it’s been a long crappy day.”

Asaph felt a stab of guilt, but that made him all the more determined. “I know, precious, and I’m so sorry. But it’s not that type of surprise. Come on. Get up and get dressed. We have a car waiting for us downstairs.”

“Really? It’s the middle of the night.” But Ronan rolled out of bed, and pulled on the first clothes that came to hand. His wedding outfit, Asaph noted ruefully. Asaph was already dressed, and as soon as Ronan dragged a brush through his hair, and slipped on his boots, he grabbed his hand and pulled him out of the room. As per Asaph’s hastily given orders, a gleaming black limousine was waiting for them at the front of the hotel. Asaph bundled his mate inside, and as soon as the car was underway, he pulled out a bottle of champagne. 

“What are we celebrating?” Ronan asked, trying to peer out of the limo’s tinted windows. 

“You’ll see,” Asaph said. Ten minutes later he felt the limo stop and the driver’s voice came over the intercom.

“We’re here Mr. Bosch, did you need me to come in with you?”

“Yes, we’ll need a witness,” Asaph said.

“A witness?” Ronan asked and then his eyes widened as he suddenly figured out what they were doing. “You want to marry me in the middle of the night?”

Asaph waited until they were out of the car before he answered. In their hurried conversation before Bronson left, his friend urged Asaph to look for his romantic side. He wasn’t sure he had one, but he was going to try. He gazed into Ronan’s bright eyes and felt a warmth filling him inside. “I promised you we would be married in Vegas, precious and I have no intention of letting you down. We have meetings tomorrow, another business luncheon after that and then it’s back to Orlando, so it had to be now. I figured being the middle of the night, all conspiring psycho exes, jealous business associates and other idiots will all be in bed. I can’t help my schedule tomorrow, but there was no way I was going to let that make me break my promise to you.”

“Aww, you do care.” Ronan smiled. Yes I do and Asaph knew it was now or never for him. He inhaled sharply.

“I care more than you’ll ever know,” he said quietly, conscious of the driver standing by the Little White Wedding Chapel door. “When Leticia threatened you, all I wanted was to kill her. When you kicked those guns away…” Asaph took another deep breath to calm himself. “I love you,” he added, hoping honesty was best. “I’ve never felt like this before about anyone, but when you walk into a room I just want to hold you. When you smile I feel like the sun’s come out. I’m so proud to be seen with you, and I love how you have people eating out of your hands mere minutes after meeting you. I never knew that omegas could be so strong or so caring but I will thank the Fates every day for the rest of our long lives, that they paired me with you. I’m not marrying you because it’s a good business deal,” Ronan snorted softly and Asaph ignored the noise. “I’m not even marrying you because you’re my mate. I want that commitment with you – a commitment in every way possible. I want to be your husband; I want you to be my husband and…I don’t really know what else to say.” He stopped, hoping like heck he’d said enough. 

“Asaph.” Ronan shut up for a moment, and Asaph felt a second of sheer panic. But Ronan didn’t leave him hanging for long. “I know I’m not who you were looking for,” Ronan continued, “But I know we’re right for each other. I might not have thought it at the start,” this time it was Asaph’s turn to huff, but his mate was right. “However the more I get to know you, the more I love you. It’s just that simple really.”

“So you do love me.” The businessman in Asaph demanded he nail down the facts. His wolf side was over the moon.

“More than breathing,” Ronan whispered, reaching up and pulling Asaph down for a kiss. It wasn’t nearly long enough, but Asaph knew they had a lifetime for kissing. Right now there was a celebrant waiting, and with their driver as their witness, Asaph and Ronan became Mr. and Mr. Montgomery-Bosch in just fifteen minutes. And no one was around to stop them.


Chapter Twenty-Nine



Orlando, Breathless Club, Opening Night. 

“I can’t believe you got married without us. We could have stayed in Vegas another night, or you could have done it here.” Enzo had to yell above the noise. Breathless had been open just a few hours and already the place was packed, with a line out the door of hopefuls waiting to get in. Bronson and Beatrice worked hard to get the word out, and as Ronan stood to the side of the stage he could see everyone was having a really good time. 

The bartenders were a good choice, and Ronan reminded himself to thank Bronson for having such a good eye for pleasing flesh. The mixture of men and women, all in smart but sexy clothing were working like an efficient team; flirting and laughing and generally having fun, while the tills were working overtime. All around the tables even more of his staff; he still had to pinch himself when he thought about being responsible for staff, were busy taking drink and food orders. The kitchen would be closed in another hour, but the club would stay open until three with last drinks being served at two. 

“You’ve done a marvelous job with the color scheme,” Ronan yelled back, ignoring Enzo’s continual harping about him coming back from Vegas married. Personally Ronan thought what Asaph had done was romantic and sweet, and he couldn’t be happier. He’d already promised that Enzo could plan their reception party to be held in two weeks’ time. The boy was shaping up to be an event planner rather than an interior decorator and Ronan shuddered to think what his friend would come up with.

“It would have been better if I’d had more time,” Enzo said. Ronan resisted the urge to slap him. Instead he cast a quick look around the club for a diversion. 

“I see Jeff and Marcos are making new friends.” Okay, he might have been overstating things, because he knew his two dance buddies would never do anything that would jeopardize their relationship with Enzo, but that didn’t stop Enzo glaring, and then hurrying across the room. 

“You have a sneaky streak in you. You’re going to make an astute businessman,” Asaph said from behind him, and Ronan felt himself encased in strong arms. “Happy?”

Ronan nodded. “Yes. The performance went well, people are having a good time, and…oh sh…sugar. Who’s that coming this way?”

Ronan watched as a tall, thin youngish man pushed and shoved his way through the dance floor, stopping every now and then to yell, “Bosch, you Bastard.”

“Fucking Rudy Walker,” Asaph growled. “Damn, I thought this shit was over and done with.”

“Come on,” Ronan was already moving towards Rudy. “I’m not having this guy causing a scene on our first night.”

With Asaph hot on his heels, Ronan was beside Rudy in seconds. “You need to come with us, sir,” He said firmly, glad for his six inch heels. His grip on Rudy’s arm was hard to the point of hurting, but Ronan didn’t care even when the man started yelling again. With Asaph on the other side of him there was nowhere Rudy could go, and he wasn’t happy about it. Ronan blocked out Rudy’s insults and headed straight towards his office, patrons and staff looking on in shock. 

Slamming the door behind them, Ronan threw Rudy towards his two-seater and stood firm, his arms folded across his chest. “Who are you and what right do you have coming into my club and making a scene on opening night.”

“He knows,” Rudy glared at Asaph who was backing Ronan up. Ronan was surprised his mate hadn’t intervened, but he was pleased he hadn’t. 

“This is my club, and Asaph is my husband. Now what…?”

“You married him?” Rudy still wasn’t paying any attention to Ronan – all of his focus was on Asaph. “What about poor Leticia? All she ever wanted was you…never me…but I could’ve…You’ll break her heart…and the baby…my poor mall.”

“You’re drunk,” Ronan snapped. “Either tell us what you want, or I’ll have you kicked out.”

“You’ve got no right to talk to me like that,” Rudy sneered. “So he married you, so what? You can’t get pregnant, and Asaph will go running to Leticia’s side when the baby’s born.”

“What baby?” Asaph said. “Leticia isn’t pregnant; fuck, get with the program man. That was a ruse to trap me into marriage, and when it didn’t work she tried to sue me instead. That hasn’t worked either, now what’s your part in all of this?”

Rudy looked confused, and for the first time Ronan actually felt a bit sorry for him. Rudy was youngish still, and he had the air of someone who’d fallen on hard times. “What happened to the baby?” He stood up and wandered around as though in a daze. “There had to have been a baby, she said, she promised that was the only reason she was going to marry you. She loves me, you see,” Rudy turned and looked at Ronan and Asaph who stood impassive at his side. “She always loved me, she always came back to me. But then, she said she was pregnant, and she had no choice but to marry you…” his voice trailed off. 

“So you thought you’d cash in on the connections she’d have when she married my husband.” Ronan said. Rudy looked up, but didn’t say anything so Ronan continued, the idea gaining momentum as he spoke. “You two loved each other, but word around town is you’re broke and there’s no way Leticia is the type of woman to live like a church mouse. You’ve got some deal going on, this mall you’re babbling about and you’ve been using Asaph’s name to get investments. Your one of Leticia’s supposed witnesses for the bogus breach of promise case against Asaph. This whole thing is just a ruse for getting my husband’s money.”

“Well why shouldn’t we have it?” Rudy yelled. “It wasn’t all me you know, Corsairs is in just as much shit as I am. And what does your precious husband do? He breaks my Leticia’s heart. Leaving her with a baby and she won’t marry me until the mall deal goes through. It’s all your fault!” By the last word Rudy was screaming, and Ronan thanked the Fates Asaph installed soundproofing. 

Ronan caught the flash of metal and then Rudy was on the floor, Asaph straddling his back. “I’m getting tired of people trying to shoot my husband,” Asaph growled, shaking Rudy’s pistol from his hand. “I know you’re drunk, but try and get this through your thick head. Leticia’s not pregnant. She’s gone away. She doesn’t want you or me, or anyone else because she’s a selfish bitch who only thinks of herself. Mall or no mall, she’d never have married you. She used to laugh about you when she was in bed with me, laugh about how stupid you were, hanging around when nobody liked you.”

“Asaph.” Ronan felt a little uncomfortable with the cruel way his mate was talking to Rudy. It might have been true, but Asaph didn’t have to be so blunt about it. 

“This idiot needs to hear the truth,” Asaph said, his voice just as harsh as before. “His father died, no suspicious circumstances, and leaves this twat a fortune – a freaking fortune. And what does this idiot do? He blows it all. Lavish parties, stupid deals that never worked, and gambling – a lot of gambling.” Asaph gave Rudy a shake. 

“I worked for every cent I’ve ever had, you bonehead. Twenty hour days, seven days a week. I worked my fingers to the bone for years, never taking anything from anybody.” Ronan wasn’t sure if Asaph was talking to him or Rudy, but he listened carefully. “I lost all of the family I had when I left home, and yet I still succeeded. If you think for one second I’m going to let some overbearing, self-entitled piece of shit like you come along and take what I’ve worked for you’ve got another thing coming.” Asaph slammed Rudy’s torso into the floor for the last time and stood up. Ronan picked up the phone and called security. What was the point of having bouncers if they didn’t use them? 

“Don’t ever come near me again,” Asaph warned a stunned Rudy who was still on the floor. “You round up Corsairs and the pair of you get the hell out of town. Because I’m warning you, come Monday morning I’m calling the police and my lawyer. If you’re not out of town by then, the only place you’ll be heading to is jail. Fraud, extortion, kidnapping, assault with a deadly weapon, perjury and that’s just for starters. This is your one chance, Rudy. Fucking take it, because I won’t give you another one.”

There was a knock on the door and Ronan opened it. “One to remove please,” Ronan said. “Make sure everyone knows he’s banned from now on.”

“Right away Mr. Montgomery-Bosch.”

“Call me Ronan, it’s less of a mouthful.” The burly bouncer grinned and he and his partner picked Rudy up between them and carried him out. When the door closed behind them, Ronan moved instinctively into Asaph’s arms. 

“You okay? Looks like dealing with Rudy brought old stuff up for you.” Ronan realized he knew next to nothing about Asaph’s home pack, or why he’d left. 

“Its ancient history,” Asaph said, struggling to control his breathing. “I will tell you, there should be no secrets between us, but not tonight, okay? My father and I, we haven’t spoken in years, my mother and my brother are both dead. It’s not a pretty story and tonight is supposed to be about your success. Can we just go and find our friends and have a bit of fun for a change?”

Ronan nodded, his breath quickening as Asaph bent his head, and scorched his lips with a kiss. No matter how often their bodies came together, Ronan went weak at the knees at Asaph’s touch and he had a feeling he would always feel that way. As Asaph’s kiss deepened and became more passionate Ronan was sure his mother was smiling down on them. She’d always been a believer in love. But hopefully she would avert her eyes soon. No one wanted to watch their boy being banged on the desk, not even by a mate. Ronan grinned at his silly ideas as he reached for Asaph’s belt buckle. 


Epilogue



A month later. 

“You all packed?” Bronson asked as he bounded through the door with his usual enthusiasm. Asaph closed it and headed for his bar. He needed something stronger than coffee even if it was only ten o’clock in the morning. 

“Yes, I’m packed, and then Ronan re-packed my stuff because apparently I don’t need to be wearing power suits to meet my father for the first time in a decade.” Asaph was nervous and he knew his closest friend would understand. 

“I’m pleased we’re going,” Bronson said, sitting down and taking the drink Asaph poured for him. “It’s been a freaking long time, and your old man’s not getting any younger. How’d he take you being mated to a male omega?”

“Ask Ronan,” Asaph said shortly. “The two of them have been talking on the phone for hours ever since he conned me into getting in touch with him.”

“Conned?” Bronson arched a perfect eyebrow. Asaph felt his cheeks heat up but he wasn’t going to mention the knee trembling blow job Ronan gave him; before casually asking if he was going to let his father know he was mated. Rather than answer, Asaph returned the favor, but his mate was persistent in more ways than one. Now the three of them were heading to Atlanta to spend a week with Asaph’s dad and Bronson’s family. It’d been hell trying to work it in with his business schedule, but Ronan persisted and Asaph was fast learning the art of delegation. 

“They seem to get on well,” Asaph said. “Just the other day I could swear my dad was busy telling Ronan about my first ever hunt. I’ve never known anyone so interested in my childhood before.”

“Ronan’s never lived in a pack before, he has no idea what it’s like. Given that his mother told him to stay away from wolves, he must trust you a lot to even think about making this trip.”

“Of course I trust him,” Ronan said cheerfully, dumping the two big bags he was carrying on the floor, and setting a large box beside them. Asaph eyed the box suspiciously.

“I thought you were going to take only one pair of boots, and some sensible flat boots for hiking. You’re already wearing your favorite pair of heels,” he said, watching Ronan’s cheeks go bright red. 

“I don’t have hiking boots,” Ronan said, sauntering over and sitting on the arm of Asaph’s chair. “A man like me wasn’t meant to be out in nature on two legs. That’s what my wolf is for.”

“Your heels are going to get stuck in the grass,” Bronson laughed. “We have barbecues, and outdoor meetings all the time. If we get one drop of rain you’re going to get stuck every time you take a step.”

“I’ll carry you,” Asaph said, when the red on Ronan’s face got deeper. 

“I don’t want to be seen as some damsel in distress,” Ronan snapped, slapping Asaph on the arm. “I want your pack to like me.”

“Everyone will love you,” Bronson assured him. “But honestly, doesn’t it make things harder for you, walking around in heels every time you go out?” 

“My mate likes it when things get harder,” Ronan teased and Asaph had to agree. He’d never dreamed he’d ever find his mate, or that when he did it would come in the shape of a five foot four man, with a preference for wearing six inch heels. A mate who not only listened to him, helped him, and showed him what fun could be, but who loved him, and found a million new ways to show he cared every single day. And the nights. It was Asaph’s turn to blush. Ronan learned a lot in their short time together, and although he’d never say it out loud, Asaph’s favorite time was sleeping with his body curled around his mate. 

“Come on my sexy angel,” he said getting up, and sweeping Ronan off his feet. Ronan’s arm around his neck felt like it was meant to be there, his smile outshining the sun. “We’ll make a stop at your bootmaker on the way. He might have something there to surprise you.”

“I do love you,” Ronan said softly. Asaph could see the truth of those words shining in his bright green eyes. 

“I love you too.” And Asaph did. Which was why he’d already placed an order for hiking boots with Ronan’s favorite bootmaker. His mate was funny, smart and sexy but he wasn’t thinking with his feet. Asaph knew what Ronan needed, even if Ronan did try to fob him off. And if the boots he ordered weren’t ready, then carrying his mate around, so those lovely boots he was currently wearing didn’t get covered in mud wasn’t a hardship. As far as Asaph was concerned, it was what he was born to do. 



The End
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