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Im sure Leif and Hacon arent the only ones whove ever discovered the tapestry of their lives had a wrinkle or two. This ones for Mate, who discovered that I was woven into his and wasnt going to get untangled any time soon.

Also to Josh, heres hoping the Fates are kind. You deserve it.

And it really was all Greys idea.


Fates Delivers a Prince

Andrew Grey






Chapter One





THEY were as old as time, three ageless sisters of neither beauty nor ugliness; they just were. Created by the gods at the beginning of the world, they existed at the center of the Earth, far away from the life-forms they controlled. These three women, these sisters, were the Fates. They existed in their own portion of the world, controlling it and yet completely separate from it. In their cave, for lack of a better way to describe it, for they knew neither day nor night, these sisters did their work, never tiring and always vigilant.

It was one sisters job to call the names, one watched the wheels and called the reading, and the final recorded the fate in the book of time. 

Sisters, the oldest one said. She was older only because she had been created a millisecond before the others. Its time to switch. The others nodded, and without missing a beat, they shifted position with grace and speed, as theyd done once a century ever since the first thinking being appeared on the planet.

They called each other sister, their actual names long unused. To say them they would subject themselves to the randomness of the wheels they alone controlled. Those very wheels lined the walls of their cave, floor to ceiling, spinning constantly unless a name was called.

Urnst Hunblotter! the middle sister called in a level voice.

Then, and only then, would the wheels stop just long enough to be read before whirling again. Each wheel had thousands of possibilities, and not every wheel stopped for every name. Some were lucky and the wheel of disease continued spinning; others werent. Sometimes the wheel of wisdom hit the jackpot, and other times it never slowed. There were times when the longevity wheel read days, and sometimes decades. And it was the sisters job to keep the wheels running, the fortunes spinning, and record the fate of each for the gods, because once a fate was recorded, it was written for all time.

Mario Vitelli. The name sounded in the cave, and the wheels stopped for a split second before starting again. Do you ever tire of this, sister? she asked before calling another name.

No, sister, the eldest answered before reading and calling what the wheels had said so the youngest could write it down. This is our fate, and you know what happens when you rail against us. 

The others nodded, and another name was called. They very rarely spoke of anything other than the wheels. Some might say they were cursed, others that they were blessed, but to them, they just were.

Cheyenne Dobson. The name sounded through the cave, and all three sisters stared at the wheels, unmoving. Every once in a while the wheels spun something the sisters had never seen before, and they would stop and stare before recording the fate, which would start the wheels spinning once again. This happened rarely, but every so often something or someone captured their attention. That attention could be for good or bad, the life long or short, but it always guaranteed one thing: a very interesting ride.





CHEYENNE sat in his room with the door closed and tried his best to ignore the persistent itch on his arm. Over the years hed gotten quite used to it, and if he concentrated and kept busy, he could wait it out, usually. He hadnt wanted to come along with his parents on this trip, but when his father, who also happened to be his alpha, asked him to do something, it might be phrased as a question, but in actuality it was an order. So here he was, staying with his family in a baroque nightmare of a house outside Munich, in Bavaria. After wandering over to the window, Cheyenne gazed at Danube River Valley and the mountains beyond. The country was beautiful, but the mountains werent those of home. He hadnt been gone all that long, but he already missed his Rocky Mountains and the pack lands where he and his wolf could run. 

Cheyenne sighed as he moved away from the window and settled on the side of his bed, looking around the huge bedroom. Everything in this place was massive, from the entrance hall and living room to his bedroom. He swore his parents room was large enough to play basketball in.

He heard a soft knock on the door and realized that hed been rubbing his arm. He stopped his hands and forced his arms back to his sides. Come in, he said, his eyes nearly watering with the need to scratch everywhere. Sometimes the urge was so overpowering he could hardly stand it. The door opened, and Cheyenne saw his father enter.

Your mother and I are attending a diplomatic reception this evening, and Id like you and your brothers to attend as well, his father said as he strode over to where Cheyenne was sitting. He was a huge man, nearly six and a half feet tall, and strong both physically and in personalityevery inch the alpha, and he wore it well. Cheyennes brothers took after their father in almost every way, which had always made Cheyenne feel like a bit of an outcast. 

What is it, Chay? his father asked as his expression softened.

Nothing, he lied as tears threatened to come to his eyes. Then, when he couldnt take it any longer, he lightly rubbed his side. The relief was almost palpable as the itching finally subsided. Id really prefer not to go. He knew hed do something to embarrass his family; that was the one thing he seemed to be good at. Ill stay here and read.

His fathers expression softened further, and he sat on the bed next to him. Id really like you to come. You spend way too much time alone, and you need to meet people and make contacts and friends. You cant do that if you stay here and never go out. His father placed a hand on his shoulder. I know you feel self-conscious, but you have no need to be. I have never been ashamed of you in my life.

Chay lifted his gaze from his shoes and looked his father in the eye. Please, Dad. Remember that reception we were at with the British ambassador last year? The itching got so bad, half the people on the room saw me scratching my back on the potted palm.

To Chays surprise, his father smiled. No one would have noticed if you hadnt knocked the dang thing over and into the ambassadors wife. His father began to laugh, and Chay looked at the floor once again until he felt his fathers amazingly soft fingers under his chin. For the record, that was the highlight of the most boring party Ive attended in a decade. So, no, Im not now nor have I ever been embarrassed by you. I know you have a skin condition that itches terribly all the time, and if there was something I could do to make it go away, I would. Ive heard theres a doctor over here who can possibly help you, and Ive got people trying to contact him.

Cheyenne shook his head. No more witch doctors, Dad, please. The last one damned near turned me green.

He did not, his father protested and then shook his head. Look, if we can get in touch with him, will you at least consider it?

Chay sighed. Okay. His father tried his best to do whatever he could for him. Ill consider it. 

His father patted his knee a couple of times and then stood up. You dont have to go to the party tonight. Your mother and I will understand, but I wish youd reconsider. 

His father left the room, and Chay lay back on his bed, looking up at the elaborate plasterwork in the ceiling. His father had made a career in the foreign service and seemed to have a gift for mastering diplomacy. Chay always figured he was so good at it because of his quick mind backed by the power that lay just below the surface. His fathers wolf was the most powerful Chay or anyone in their family had ever encountered, and he exuded an authority that even humans seemed to feel. That sense of power helped back up his reasoning skills and extreme sense of honor.

Chay knew his father would be disappointed if he didnt go, but he simply wasnt sure how he could face all those people. He hated feeling that way, but it was better than hurting his father. Besides, something truly embarrassing or stupid always happened when he was around. This time he was determined to spare himself and his family the humiliation. 

With that settled firmly in his mind, Chay settled back on the bed after grabbing the book hed been reading. He sat on the thick bedding and began to read. The warm afternoon breeze wafted in through the open windows, and more than once Chay inhaled the scent of the river, the old trees, and the clean, fresh air.

When his father had purchased the estate, he had made sure they were well away from the scent of the city. Chay knew his father had done that largely for him, because the one thing that theyd found out over the years was that the fresher the air, the easier it was on Chay. That was one of the few things that made any difference. Breathing the sweetness of flowers from the garden on the air had a calming effect on Chay, and he soon closed his eyes, the book falling open on his chest.

Chay reached for his book again, figuring he must have dozed off for a few seconds, but he couldnt seem to find it. When he opened his eyes, he saw a woman standing at the foot of the bed. He tried to move, but he seemed frozen in place. Who are you? he asked, but the form didnt speak. It simply turned toward the far wall, or where the wall had once been. In its place was a view into a ballroom with people milling about, some dancing. The figure pointed toward the scene, and Chay watched for a few seconds. Then both she and the scene vanished.

He woke with a start, gasping for air. The book that had rested on his chest thumped to the floor. Chay gasped and looked all around him, but the room looked the same as it always had. Weird dream, he said to himself as he got out of bed. He bent down to pick up his book and then placed it on the table next to his lamp and alarm clock. It looked as though hed been asleep for an hour. Walking toward the door, he stopped when he saw a tuxedo hanging on a portable valet next to it. Wondering where that had come from, he once again looked around the room. No one seemed to have come in, yet here was everything hed need for the evening. 

Youre not at all pushy, are you, Dad? he said out loud. He reached out and felt the fabric. It was soft, almost buttery in the way it felt on his skin. Figuring it wouldnt hurt to try the things on since his dad had gone to all that trouble, Chay lifted the hanger and carried the clothes to the bathroom, where he hung them on the back of the door. Peeling off his clothes, Chay avoided looking at himself in the mirror. He knew what hed see, anyway: light-red blotches in all the places that itched. The human doctors hed seen had said it was some sort of eczema, but they couldnt place it, and neither could anyone else. At least his face and hands were clear for the time being, but that wasnt always the case.

Chay washed up and then rummaged in his kit, finding a small tube of lotion that sometimes helped keep the itching at bay for a while. He put some on the worst spots and then began to remove the clothes from the hanger. Beneath the jacket and shirt, he found a pair of boxers that seemed to be made of the same material. Dad sure thought of everything this time, he murmured to the white tiles lining the walls. After pushing off his underwear, Chay pulled on the new pair. The fabric was like nothing hed ever felt before. He reached for the white shirt and pulled it on. He couldnt help flexing his arms and back, it felt so good. The pants came next, and then Chay tied his bow tie. Hed expected a black onethat was his fathers stylebut the one on the hanger was a deep red, and Chay wondered if this was his mothers doing. He straightened the jacket and then shrugged into it. Every part of the tuxedo felt as though it had been made especially for him, and when he walked back into his bedroom, he spied socks and a pair of highly polished shoes waiting for him on the valet. He put them on before finally allowing himself a look in the full-length cheval mirror.

He immediately hurried back to the bathroom to retrieve a comb, and then stood in front of the mirror again. For the first time Chay could ever remember, his hair actually did what he wanted it to, and he had to admit, he looked as good as he figured was possible. Maybe he could go to the reception for his father after all. After stepping back from the mirror, Chay walked to his bedroom door and pulled it open before leaving his room and heading down the hallway to the main staircase. He could hear the voices of his parents and brothers in the hallway, talking as they got ready to leave. Feeling a bit like Cinderella, or in this case Cinderfella, he took his first steps down the stairs.

Chay, his father said as he approached the bottom of the stairs, I didnt think you…. His father stopped as Chay saw his mother, in her emerald floor-length gown, nudge his father in the ribs. I didnt think you were going to join us.

So, Scratchy, you decided to come, his youngest brother, Alex, chided with a smile, and Chays oldest brother, Reese, smacked him on the back of the head. Hey, Alex groused, rubbing the spot. Chay stepped back in case the growling began. It wasnt likely, since Reese was most like their father when it came to his wolf, but Alexs compact body held a wolf few would mess with.

Both of you, his mother said in her melodic voice that could stop a runaway train with barely a whisper. Turning back to Chay, she said, Im glad you decided to come, with a beatific smile that could light up any room. You look very handsome, she continued before taking Chays fathers hand and letting him lead her out of the house. The three sons followed dutifully, with Chay bring up the rear.

There was a definite pecking order in the family, just like there was in any pack, and Chay had known for a very long time that he was at the bottom of theirs. Not that it really mattered to himhed long ago accepted his place and he was content in itbut as they stepped into the limousine, Chay was surprised to see that the single space next to his father had been left free. That was usually Reeses place, and he guarded it almost jealously. Chay looked at both his brothers and saw Reese nod to him before Chay sat down next to his father. 

Whats going on? Chay asked, but his father ignored the question as the driver closed the door, and then his father signaled the driver.

This evening will most likely be the usual diplomatic reception. There will be a receiving line, of course, and your mother and I will lead you through and make introductions. You all know the proper way to behave.

Unless Scratchy decides to get it on with one of the plants again, Alex teased, and thankfully his father ignored it and continued.

There will then be cocktails with appetizers, and then dinner followed by dancing, his father explained. I want all of you to keep your wolves under control. He looked pointedly at Alex. There will be no going after the hosts daughterI dont care how good she smells. He glared at Alex, who straightened right up. While this isnt an official state function, there will be a lot of informal business conducted, and I dont want to have to worry about any of you. This evening is important, and if you pay attention and act graciously, there will be many important people worth meeting. All three of them nodded, and their father smiled as the limousine bumped slightly and then pulled onto a long, smooth drive. When the car stopped, they waited until the door opened, and then Chays father got out of the car before extending his hand to help his wife. Reese and Alex exited next, and Chay brought up the rear, as usual.

They all walked as a small group along a covered portico toward the front door, where they were greeted and Chays father showed his invitation. From there, they simply followed the others. Everyone was announced, just like in the movies: Sir Jackson and Lady Dobson, Misters Reese, Alexander, and Cheyenne Dobson. Chay usually forgot that his father had been knighted at some point years ago.

They then made their way down the receiving line, where they were introduced to the host and hostess. Chay always hated this part because often his hands werent presentable, and hed had people seem afraid to touch him as they passed through. With that over, they found themselves in a grand reception room with waiters carrying trays of drinks and canapés. Chay took a glass and a bite from a passing tray, watching as his brothers took a drink each and proceeded to snag something to eat from every tray that passed their way. Their metabolisms were so fast they ate great amounts, and Chay usually did the same, but he was a bit too nervous to eat, so he ate the tidbit and sipped from his glass, observing and listening as more people were announced.

Cheyenne, dear, his mother said as she approached him, probably on her way to powder her nose, and lightly touched his shoulder. Mingle and talk to people. They wont bite, I promise, she said with a wink before gliding away.

His Royal Highness Prince Arthur Keuerningen of Paragonia and Lady Lizette Stanton. 

The announcement made Chay turn his head to see what an actual prince looked like. Hed met more titled people than he could count or remember, but not a prince. A man in an elegant tuxedo with actual ribbons and medals pinned to his chest entered the room, and people around bowed slightly. Chay did the same, but not for the reason everyone else did. All the air had suddenly flown out of his lungs, and his heart rate had skyrocketed. Chay felt his wolf try to leap forward, and he pushed him back down as everyone in the room straightened up once again.

As the prince and the woman with him passed Chay, he couldnt help taking a small step closer and slowly inhaling. The richest, most intoxicatingly heady scent hed ever come across went up through his nose and right to his brain before plummeting south. Chay had to turn slightly and shift things so they wouldnt be noticeable to everyone in the room. His wolf, in the meantime, was sitting up and ready to charge full force. Hed heard his mating call, and it took all Chays strength to keep him under control. 

The prince began to move away, and Chay chanced one more inhale, but the scent he longed for was gone, and instead he got a noseful of the most cloying perfume on Earth. Chays eyes watered and he began to cough. Belatedly, he realized he didnt have a tissue or a handkerchief, so he tried to make his way through the milling crowd toward the restrooms. But he could barely see, and just when he thought hed made it out of the room, he bumped into someone and began to tumble to the floor.

Ich habe Sie, a rich voice said, and once Chay managed to breathe again, the scent he recognized and wished he could smell until the day he died filled his nose. The urge to cough abated quickly, and Chay got back to his feet, blinking away the tears from his eyes.

Please excuse me, he gasped as the prince moved away from him. His wolf bounced inside him, trying to propel Chay closer. He wanted that touch back, at the very least. Hell, his wolf wanted the prince laid out for him to take on the floor right damned now. I didnt mean to bump you, Chay stammered with the last of his breath as he stared into the bluest eyes hed ever seen. The blue was nearly impossible for Chay to describe, as if the western sky had met the bluest ocean and somehow theyd mixed to form this mans eyes.

It was my fault for not watching where I was going. Im Arthur, he said, holding out his hand.

Cheyenne, but my friends call me Chay, he said a bit breathlessly as he took the offered hand. His wolf wanted him to lick it to see if the prince tasted as good as he smelled, but Chay had to keep his head and remember where he was. Its a pleasure to meet you, he added, letting go of Arthurs hand, already missing the softness and warmth of his skin.

Its nice to meet you too, Arthur replied, and now that the pleasantries were out of the way, Chay simply stared at him, wondering what in hell he was supposed to say. Are you here alone?

Thank God he asked a question. No. Im here with my father, Jackson Dobson… Your Highness. He almost forgot to add the last part and realized he had forgotten it earlier.

Yes, youre one of his sons. Please skip the Your Highness bit, though. Everybody calls me that day and night, and it gets annoying after a while. 

Chay smiled and nodded, and was wondering what he should say next when the cloying scent from before began to surround him, and Chay tried to stop himself from breathing it in.

Arthur, Im ready, the woman said, and then she seemed to notice Chay. Hello, she greeted him pleasantly but with no warmth.

Lizette, this is Chay Dobson, the prince said, and Chay shook her hand, trying not to breathe in her perfume as the way Arthur said his name made his chest quake. We sort of bumped into each other.

What do you do, Mr. Dobson? she asked properly.

Im studying to be a veterinarian, he answered. The animal-healing part came quite naturally to him. I have just a few years to go and then Ill take care of large animals like horses and cattle.

How interesting, she said, turning to Arthur. Chay thought she was about to say something, but Arthur interrupted her.

Ill be along in a minute, Arthur told her, and she reluctantly released her hold on his arm before heading back toward the reception. Thank goodness, Arthur said as soon as she was out of earshot. I keep telling her that ridiculously expensive perfume she wears gives me a headache. Arthur took a deep breath of fresh air and smiled.

Its pretty awful stuff, Chay agreed, and thankfully both she and her scent were gone.

Ive known Lizette since we were children, and shes been my date to things like this for the last few years, Arthur said as he slowly walked toward one of the side rooms. Chay followed because he wasnt about to let Arthur get away from him, at least not if he could help it. Shed love nothing more than to be a princess. Arthur rolled his eyes as they entered what looked like a lavishly appointed library with books in cases that ran from the floor all the way to the fourteen-foot ceilings. Chay was in awe, and he openly gaped at all the books. Its quite impressive, isnt it? Arthur asked, and Chay nodded slowly before pulling out of his daydream.

It is, Chay said as he shifted his attention back to Arthur, leaning a little closer.

Did you just smell me? Arthur asked, and Chay lowered his gaze to his shoes.

Sorry, Chay said, expecting to hear Arthur walk away from him at any moment. Instead, the scent that captivated him became stronger.

Why would you do that? Arthur asked in a whisper.

Because you smell so very good, Chay said, lifting his gaze to meet Arthurs eyes. Hed be damned if he was going to lie, and if this was as close as he ever got to Arthur again, he was going to have as many sensory memories to treasure as he possibly could. Chay closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, nearly losing control of his wolf as he inadvertently let his guard down. A soft growl formed in his throat, but he managed to swallow most of it.

Jesus, I must smell really good for you to make a sound like that, Arthur said with a bit of a chuckle. Are you always this forward with everyone you meet?

Chay stepped back, a bit mortified. Im sorry, he answered, shaking his head. Im never forward at all with anyone. I dont know what…. Chay swallowed hard. Shouldnt we return for dinner? Theyll start without you.

Arthur smiled a wide, beautifully perfect smile that made Chay want to run his tongue over Arthurs lips and teeth to see what they tasted like. Thats the one nice thing about being a princedinner will never start without me. Arthur began to chuckle deeply. Come on, lets give them a break.

Are you always this free with the people you meet? Chay asked as they reached the door.

Heavens, no, Arthur answered, and his expression changed as he seemed to realize all the things hed said. I havent felt as comfortable with anyone as I have with you in a very long time.

I suppose people see you as the prince first, just like they see me as my fathers youngest son before they see me. I know it isnt the same thing, but I can sort of understand how you feel. I mean…. God, he needed to shut up, because he was rambling, and Arthur was going to think he was some sort of idiot.

Yes, Arthur said as they left the room and walked back toward the gathering. So I spend most of my time with people who understand, Arthur explained before leaning close, giving Chay another whiff of heaven. But the thing is, theyre all about as exciting as dirt. 

Chay began to giggle, and after a few seconds Arthur did the same.

By the time they reached the reception room, they had both gotten themselves under control, and Arthurs date attached herself to his arm as soon as he entered the room. Chay backed away as soon as Arthurs sweet muskiness was replaced by her cloying, almost alcoholic, floral scent. Arthur and his date made their way across the room as people moved out of the way. They joined their host and hostess as the dining room doors were opened.

Chay smelled his parents and brothers as they approached from behind him. As usual, he followed behind the others and took his place at the massive table. Once everyone was seated, Chay looked down the table and watched as Arthur and Lizette were served, followed by the host and hostess. Then the dinner service began for all the other guests, and the room burst into conversation as glasses were filled and people began to eat.

Was that the prince you were talking with? Alex asked from next to him, and Chay nodded, trying to keep a smile off his face as he peeked down the table. Then his good humor faded, and Chay concentrated on his plate. What did he say to you?

We just talked. He was really nice, Chay said, peeking down the table once more as a realization slammed into him. Setting down his fork, Chay looked at his mother and father, wondering just how he could get out of here as the walls seemed to close in on him. But there was nowhere for him to go without making a fool of himself and his family, so he closed his eyes and took deep breaths, willing the rising panic away.

Opening his eyes slowly, Chay then carefully ate a few more bites of his course and then waited as the plate and utensils were taken and the next course brought.

Dinner finally drew to a close, and everyone moved to a grand ballroom, where a small orchestra was set up. The orchestra began to play and couples began to dance. Of course, Arthur and Lizette shared the first dance as Chay stood off in one of the corners. He hadnt felt a single itch all evening, and right then it was like all the scratches he hadnt been feeling caught up to him all at once. As the dance ended, Chay found his parents and told them he was leaving.

Are you sure? his mother asked, and Chay peered out onto the dance floor as Arthur and Lizette moved beautifully together. His wolf was set to howl and pounce, and his arms felt like they were going to fall off, he wanted to scratch them so badly.

Yes, he answered, already turning away. He couldnt bear to watch Arthur with her any longer or hed do something his family could never explain away. He saw his father talking softly into his phone, and then he gestured toward the door, and Chay walked out quickly.

Outside, the fresh air smelled wonderful, and his mind began to clear as the limousine pulled up. Chay got inside and the car moved away from the estate and out onto the road. He moved from seat to seat, unable to sit still as he rubbed both arms with his hands. As soon as the car pulled to a stop and the door opened, Chay jumped out and rushed into the house and up to his bedroom. He stripped out of the fine clothes and left them on his bed, then pulled on an old pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt. He then hurried through the house and out into the back gardens.

Chay began to run. As he approached the edge of the gardens, he stopped, intending to pull off his clothes, but he was already shifting before he could stop himself. Hed already done this so many times he didnt think about or even feel it anymore, even as his bones reconfigured and hair sprouted everywhere. In a matter of seconds, he was snared in the clothes hed been wearing. He slithered out of them, leaving them at the edge of the grass before lifting his head, howling the forlorn cry hed been holding in ever since dinner. One howl led to another, but there was no answer, and none was expected. Then Chay began to run again.

Hed explored these woods a few times before, but this time there was no plan, no curiosity, only the need to move. Chay took off, sprinting faster first down one path and then another, over and under fallen trees. He didnt care where he ran as long as he kept moving. He crossed a small stream and stopped to lap at the water before continuing his run, then eventually stopped when he could run no more, his hindquarters collapsing onto the ground. Lifting his head to the sky, he cried out again before dragging himself off the path and into a small indentation near a fallen log. There he closed his eyes and simply breathed through his exhaustion. He tried to go to sleep, but his body felt as though he were covered in a million fleas all biting him at the same time. 

At least something is normal, his human half thought. Many of his kind totally became their wolf, but Chay had always retained much of his consciousness when he was in wolf form. That was a family trait he had inherited. The longer he remained as a wolf, though, the less prominent that consciousness became. Chays human consciousness forced his wolf not to go after the itching, or he would scratch himself bald trying to make it stop. Chay could already feel the urge beginning to grow. After forcing himself to stand, he followed the scents of his family and loped back toward the house.

Approaching the lawn, Chay scented and approached, smelling his father in wolf form sitting right next to his clothes. Chay walked right up to him and rolled onto his back, expecting to be chastised. But his father bumped him playfully with his head, and Chay rolled back onto his feet before shifting to human form. He immediately collapsed onto the grass from total exhaustion.

Get dressed, Chay, and tell me whats wrong, his father told him, and he looked up and saw his father standing over him, holding out his clothes. 

Chay pulled on the sweats and T-shirt, barely able to move. 

What happened, Chay? I thought you were having a good time. Reese and Alex told me you spoke with the prince.

I did, Chay said, sitting up on the grass and pulling his knees to his chest. Thats the problem. Hes a prince and Im… Im… Scratchy. Chay clamped his eyes closed. Hes human and hes my mate, Dad. Chay heard his father gasp and then nothing more.


Chapter Two





CHAY spent much of the next two days in his room, talking to no one if he could help it. He knew he had a mate, but that person was so far out of his leagueand a human, no lessthat there was no way he could ever get close to him. If Prince Arthur had been a wolf like him, he would have felt the mating pull just like Chay had, and maybe Chay would have had a chance, but there was no way now. Each night, hed slipped out of the house and spent time running, because the only way he could keep his wolf under any sort of control was to run him out. That the exercise exhausted him as well was just an added bonus. 

Chay was nearly asleep, having just come in from another nocturnal run, when he heard a knock on his door. He unburied his head from the covers and sniffed the air lightly. Come in, Dad, he called.

Chay, his father began even before hed even closed the door, you cant keep acting like this. I know you think Prince Arthur is your mate, but are you really sure? You only spoke with him for a few minutes, and hiding yourself away from everyone isnt good for you. His father sat in the chair in the corner, and Chay slowly sat up.

When you met Mom, when did you know she was your mate? Chay asked.

As soon as I laid eyes on her, his father said, and Chay smiled slightly when he saw the wistful look on his fathers face. Chay had seen him rip apart another wolf whod challenged his leadership, but talking about his mother still made the powerful man look like a lovesick teenager. But, Chay

What? Chay asked snappily, and he received an answering growl from his father. Chay pushed back the covers, got out of the bed, and walked naked to where his father sat tracking him with his eyes, just as Chay was doing to him. You think that because my mate is a man rather than a woman, that its different? That I feel the pull and the loss less than you did just because your mate happened to be a woman? Chay had never challenged his father before in his life. Hed never even tested the boundaries, not really. How arrogant of you, Dad. Chay sneered.

Thats enough, his father said with a soft growl, and Chay could see his fathers eyes beginning to shift.

Why, because its not what you want? Im gayIve always been gay. Youve known that ever since I was a teenager and you could smell my arousal around other men. Did you ever realize that I never smelled that way around girls at all? Chay moved closer, and when his father stood up, Chays wolf couldnt be contained any longer, and he shifted.

Chay saw a massive black wolf towering over him where his human father had once stood. The wolf blinked and opened his massive jaws, baring sharp white teeth. Chay stood his ground, snarling back. The black wolf prowled closer, but Chay stayed where he was, his eyes locked on his father. A massive paw took a swipe at him, but Chay dodged it. His father obviously didnt think Chay was a threat, because he wasnt moving very fast, and as the paw passed, Chay clamped down on it hard with his teeth and tasted blood. Another swipe caught Chay on the side of the head, this one backed with much more force, and he slid along the floor before his body thumped hard against the wall. His hind legs hurt, and he watched as his massively powerful father loomed over him. Chay bared his neck and closed his eyes, hoping his father would simply put him out of his misery. Instead, he felt nothing, and Chay waited before slowly opening his canine eyes. A world of black and white greeted him, and Chay saw his fathers wolf sitting near him, remarkably at ease.

Chay closed his eyes once again and shifted back to human, remaining on the floor. He watched as his fathers wolf began to shimmer, and then in little more than the time it took him to blink, his father stood in front of him. Like most wolves, Chay had to strip out of his clothes before shifting or hed have to squirm out of them before he could move. His father, on the other hand, could shift without stripping, and when he shifted back, hed still be in the same clothes as though he had never shifted. That was another manifestation of his fathers power. Reese could do the same thing, but neither Alex nor Chay could.

His father stepped back, and Chay slowly stood up. Are we done? Chay asked as he crawled back into bed. The last thing he was going to do was apologize. His father had beaten him the way Chay had known he would, but Chay had also stood up for himself in some way, and that made his wolf feel less beaten and rejected. Without saying anything else, Chay shut his eyes and listened as his father walked across the room, then closed the door as he left.

Chay closed his eyes, but his thoughts refused to settle. His mind turned to Arthur, just as they had in every spare moment hed had over the past few days, and as soon as they did, his wolf begged for freedom. The memories of how Arthur looked, the way he smelled, and his deep, rich laugh were enough to make Chays eyes shift and his canines start to lower. I know you want him. I do too, but we cant have him, Chay told his wolf. So we better get used to doing without him. 

Maybe he should just go home to the main pack, lick his wounds, and try to forget. After all, his parents were scheduled to return in a week or so anyway. Going home would give him a chance to think things throughbecause not only was he heartbroken, hed actually challenged his father. First, though, he needed to sleep for a few hours. Maybe then hed be able to think more clearly. Chay closed his eyes, and he could feel his wolf prance and prowl for a while before finally settling down as well.

He woke to the sounds of the house as his brothers moved outside his door. Thankfully, they were leaving him alone. As he looked around, he realized he was dreaming again as he saw the same woman in white standing at the foot of his bed. Just like before, he couldnt move, even though he tried. This time, though, she pointed toward his door, and it opened by itself, but instead of the hallway, Chay found himself looking out the front door of the house. He moved through the opening, and suddenly he was zipping along the street on a motorcycle behind a figure in black leather, leaning from side to side, weaving through traffic, the wind in his hair. Chay smiled and then laughed as the scene around him dimmed.

Chay blinked and sat up, trying desperately to get enough air into his lungs as he held his head in his hands to ease the dizziness. Once his head stopped spinning, he got out of bed and padded to the bathroom for a shower. His wolf loved the water as much as he did, so Chay stayed in the shower a lot longer than was necessary before drying himself, putting on lotion for a respite from the itching, shaving, and then getting dressed. At least he felt somewhat better as he descended the stairs, intent on finding something to eat. He heard his father and brothers discussing something in his fathers office, but like the good little wolf he was, he paid no attention and continued on toward the kitchen.

He pulled open the refrigerator and began pulling out the fixings for sandwiches, which for him meant sliced meat of every imaginable kind. After opening the containers, he rolled a few pieces and popped them into his mouth before making a thickly stacked sandwich. 

Hey, Scratchy, hows it going? Alex said jovially as he joined him, and immediately snagged his plate and sandwich before settling on a stool down the way. You can make yourself another one, he said before taking a huge bite.

Youre an ass, Alex, Chay said before getting up to reach for the bread. He quickly made another sandwich and put it on a plate. As he got ready to leave, he waited until Alex had taken a huge bite and then reached over and smacked the back of Alexs head the way Reese always did, before hurrying out of the room. Chay heard Alex sputter and cough as he nearly choked, and he used the delay to his best advantage, joining his mother in the morning room.

Youre up, his mother said as he approached, and he set his plate on the table before kissing her cheek and taking a seat across from her. Your father told me what happened last night. You know I love him dearly, but sometimes he can be a stubborn mule. She knew his father could hear every word she said. In a house full of werewolves, there tended to be very few secrets. Hes always hoped that you would meet your mate and she would be perfect for you and youd settle down to have a houseful of pups.

But Im gay, Chay said before taking a bite of his sandwich. He knew his mother understood better than anyone else.

Yes, but that didnt stop him from hoping. We dont get to choose our soul mates, you know that, and I think your father hoped youd find yours in the shape of the perfect woman for you. She lifted her teacup to her lips and sipped before setting the cup silently back in its saucer. He wants you to be happy, as I do.

I know, Chay answered.

If you were meant to be together, then fate will find a way, his mother said as she took his hand and lightly squeezed it.

And if were not…, Chay said as he caught her eye, and he noticed that his mother didnt have an answer for that. He was saved from descending into another bout of self-pity when Reese stepped into the room.

Theres someone here to see you, Chay. Hes waiting in the entrance hall, Reese explained, and Chay said good-bye to his mother and walked toward Reese. Stay away from Alex, Reese warned with a wink and a slight smile, and Chay nodded.

As he approached the hall, he knew exactly who was waiting for him. He could smell the heavenly scent of his mate getting stronger and stronger, and his wolf was ready to bound down the rest of the hallway. By the time he reached the hall, Chays vision had shifted and his canines were already descending. He had to stop just outside and will himself to remain in control. Deep breaths and calming thoughts to his wolf had his eyes and teeth shifting back to normal, even if his dick remained painfully hard. He sniffed again, his mates scent filling his nose, along with the distinctive scent of leather.

I have a score to settle with you, Scratchy, he heard Alex call from the top of the stairs as he stepped into the hall. Chays throat went dry as he saw Arthur standing near the front door, dressed in black riding leathers and holding a bright-red motorcycle helmet.

Chay heard Alex on the stairs. Not now, Alex, Chay said but knew his brother wouldnt listen; he rarely did. Chay braced himself and closed his eyes, ready for whatever tackle his brother had in mind, but it never came. Instead, he heard a thud, and when he opened his eyes, Alex was on the floor with Arthur holding him down by the throat. Its okay, Arthur. Thats my brother Alex, Chay said, a bit surprised that his brother hadnt shifted. Chay could sense his barely controlled anger ready to burst out.

Dont even think about it, Arthur said, and Chay could see his eyes were locked with Alexs. Ill take you down before you can move a single muscle. They stared at each other for a few seconds, and then Alex did something Chay had only seen him do to Reese and his fatherAlex bared his neck to Arthur, a human. Arthur let go and backed away, watching every move Alex made.

Im sorry, Arthur, he was being a little overly playful, Chay said, trying to defuse the situation as Alex stood up. Chay turned to his brother. Do you remember Prince Arthur from the party? Chay said, and Alex nodded, lowering his eyes.

Arthur barely acknowledged Alex before turning toward Chay, his face losing its tension. I came to see you. I was wondering if you might like to go for a ride with me. Arthur smiled at him, paying no attention as Alex left the hall.

Id like that, Chay said, his wolf doing leaps of joy even as he looked down at his clothes. I need to find something to wear. Ill just be a minute. 

Chay headed up to his room with his wolf fighting him the entire way. In his bedroom, Chay pulled open the closet and tried to find something he wouldnt look ridiculous in on the motorcycle. I hope jeans are good enough, he mumbled as he moved to his chest of drawers. Next to the chest stood the portable valet with a leather jacket and pants hanging on it. Chay looked around, wondering where those had come from. He knew damned well that neither his mother nor his father had bought them for him. The room was empty, and he turned his attention back to the clothes. Lifting the jacket, Chay found it was soft, but still firm enough for protection, and the pants were equally fine. Realizing he was leaving Arthur waiting, Chay stripped off his clothes and pulled on the gear. Once he was dressed, he saw a pair of leather boots he hadnt seen before. Everything fit perfectly, and the boots slid on his feet, hugging them like theyd been custom made. How can this be? Chay asked as he took a few tentative steps and then hurried out of the room and down the stairs.

Arthur was waiting for him in the foyer, and Chay saw his eyes widen as he came down the stairs. He couldnt have suppressed his smile if he tried. So you ride often? Arthur asked, and Chay shook his head.

Ive never ridden a motorcycle before, he confessed, feeling a little foolish.

Well, come on, Arthur said, leading him outside to where a gorgeous red BMW cruiser awaited. Arthur opened a hatch on the back and handed Chay a helmet that matched Arthurs. Put that on. I hope it fits. I had to sort of guess at the size.

Chay placed the helmet on his head. You got this just for me? 

Arthur helped him fasten it properly. Of course I did, Arthur said, as though he got helmets for people every day. He threw his leg over the bike and showed Chay where to sit behind him. Just put your arms around my waist.

Chay didnt have to be told twice. He climbed on the bike and settled in behind Arthur, wrapping his arms around his waist, and he was in total heaven. All he could smell was Arthur, and his wolf rumbled softly in his chest. The engine of the motorcycle started, coming to life beneath him, and his wolf rumbled louder. Chay hoped Arthur wouldnt notice it over the sound of the engine. Hang on, Arthur said as they took off down the driveway before turning onto the road that ran in front of the estate. Chay hung on and moved with Arthurs body. Being this close was problematic, especially since he was throbbing in his pants and there wasnt a damn thing he could do about it.

Arthur accelerated, and they whipped down the street, picking up speed as they flew down a long, straight roadway. This was just like his dream, especially as they approached busier roads and Arthur wove the bike through traffic. Chay felt so free, both he and his wolf wanted to howl, and before he knew it, he was. Turning his head toward the sky, he let loose a cry of joy like hed never done before. He wanted to hold Arthur in his arms forever and never let him go.

I take it youre happy, Arthur commented as they got closer to town and stopped at a traffic signal.

God, yes! Chay responded honestly, grinning like an idiot inside the helmet. Where are we going?

Its a surprise, Arthur called as the traffic began to move and they took off once again. They rode near the center of town, the spires of the churches and city hall towering above them. Chay thought that maybe Arthur was taking him to the square, but he kept going. Not that Chay wanted the ride to end. He could sit right here behind Arthur until the end of the world, he was so happy.

The city density began to thin, and Arthur turned again and again. Chay began to wonder where Arthur was taking him, but he felt a momentary touch of Arthurs hand on his, and they rode on. 

Arthur turned into a driveway and rode along a manicured drive before pulling up to some sort of castle. He parked the bike near the main entrance and turned off the engine. The sound of the motor reverberated in Chays sensitive ears for a few seconds before slowly fading away. 

Do you like it? 

Chay didnt know what to say as he tugged off the helmet. 

It was built as a castle at the end of the Hundred Years War and was never used for much other than posturing.

You mean its a real castle? Chays gaze traveled up one of the towers on the corner of the building.

It was. Now its home when Im in Munich. Arthur smiled as Chay gaped while looking all around. His parents had a lot of money, so hed seen big houses, mansions, and estates, but hed never met anyone up close who lived in an actual castle. Would you like to come inside? Arthur asked, and Chay nodded. To his surprise, Arthur took his hand and led him through the massive front door.

The hall wasnt particularly large, but the walls were covered with lances, swords, daggers, and even a gigantic sickle. Are all these real? Chay asked, trying not to reach out and touch.

Almost everything in the castle is real. There are very few reproductions, and the ones we have are only because the real items are simply too fragile to actually use. Arthur pulled the huge sickle off the wall and handed it to Chay. The weapon was incredibly heavy. That was used by my ancestors to behead some of my other ancestors. These swords were used by kings.

Can you ever be king? Chay asked, handing back the weapon, and Arthur hung it back in its place.

No. There is no kingdom anymore. Its part of Germany now. I inherited the title of prince, but its just a title, although all this and two other castles go with it. When Im not in residence, this is open for tourists. Arthur took Chays jacket before slipping off his own and then setting them on one of the chairs. Taking his hand again, Arthur led him through the impressive air-conditioned rooms. This is what I wanted to show you. Arthur opened the door with a flourish, and Chay stepped into the library. It was two stories tall, with bookcases going all the way up to the ceiling.

Arthur, Chay marveled as he craned his head. This is….

Yeah. These are the printed books. The manuscripts require special care and are stored separately. I actually have a librarian whose full-time job is to take care of the collection. Go on, you can open the cases, just be sure to put any book you take out back in its place. Arthur was grinning as Chay hurried up the stairs and walked all around the second floor. He couldnt help peering down at Arthur and saw him looking back at him, following his every move with a happy gleam in his eyes. Chay made an entire circuit before joining Arthur back on the main floor.

How many books are there?

Nearly twenty thousand, all told. They go back as far as the twelfth century, Arthur explained as he took his hand again. Theres another reason I brought you here. Arthur slowly led him out of the room, and Chay reluctantly followed. He could spend the rest of his life with Arthur in that one room. Why did your brother call you Scratchy? Arthur asked, and Chay stopped walking, tugging his hand away.

Slowly, Chay rolled up his sleeve. I have a skin condition that sometimes makes me itch all over. No one can figure out what causes it. So there are times when the itching becomes uncontrollable. Alex is the only one who calls me that. Its sort of his nickname for me. Chay rolled his sleeve down and, for the first time, realized he hadnt felt so much as an inkling of an itch all day, and even when he thought about it, he didnt now.

Do you have a nickname for him?

Yeah, Chay said. Dumbass. Chay giggled, and Arthur began to laugh.

It fits, Arthur said as he continued laughing.

Chay stepped closer. How did you take him down today? You shouldnt have been able to do that. Chay looked into Arthurs eyes for some sign that he might have missed even as he continued inhaling his scent, which had changed and was now tinged with excitement and… arousal.

Why? Arthur pressed, and Chay stepped back without answering. Hed never had to tell anyone about who and what he was because all the people in his life already knew. Here he was with his mate and he somehow had to tell him that he was part wolfsomething that most humans didnt think was real. Chay lowered his eyes and took another step back, not sure how to proceed. The words were on the tip of his tongue, but he kept thinking it was too soon. If Arthur found out about him, he might run away, and that would break Chays heart. Or worse, it could put everyone he loved in danger. Chay had heard stories about people whod been told and then gone on to hunt their friends down. Wolves who had been killed by their human mates who had rejected their wolf partners. He couldnt do that to himself or his family. Not yet. At the very least, he had to talk to his father.

I was just curious. Alex is really strong, Chay fudged and tried to make it look convincing. He wasnt sure Arthur bought his explanation, but at least he didnt press him.

This is what I wanted to show you, Arthur said and opened another door that led down a long hallway. The rooms Im going to show you arent on the public tour. These are private, and usually only immediate family members get to see them.

Chay moved down the darkened hall. From the look of the place, he sort of expected to see torches in holders on the stone walls. The air felt comfortably dry, but he wouldnt have been surprised to hear the sound of dripping water. The room had a very earthy, connected feel about it, and his wolf felt immediately at home. Large, richly dark full-length portraits hung on both sides of the hallway, each person dressed to the nines, some in royal regalia, others in simple but elegant clothing. Each persons personality seemed to ripple from the canvas. The paintings portrayed power and compassion, all with dignity and grace, in varying painting styles that spanned centuries. 

These are my ancestors, going back almost eight hundred years. These arent the portraits youll see in museumsthose are the public portraits. These you see here are the private portraits, the ones each male ancestor of mine had painted to show the real them. Arthur stopped in front of a particular portrait. This one was painted by the famous German artist Albrecht Dürer. But the artists arent important; its what the painting represents that really matters. Arthur motioned toward the next portrait, and Chays mouth dropped open.

Arthur, Chay whispered almost under his breath. Was he a king?

Yes. From all accounts, he was a good leader who helped rebuild the kingdom and his people after the Hundred Years War.

But…. Chay stared. What he was looking at seemed too good to be true.

This is what I wanted you to see. Arthur touched his shoulder, and Chay turned away from the portrait. I know what you are and whats inside you. Arthur turned back to the portrait. This is Friedrich, and he specifically wanted his portrait done this way. 

The man was tall and as regal a man as Chay had ever seen, wearing full royal regalia. Standing beside him was an equally impressive massive black wolf. Legend has it that Friedrich nearly worked the artist to death when he sat for this portrait because he expected to artist to paint his human form during the day and his wolf at night.

Youre human, Chay said, sniffing once again just to be sure.

Yes, Im human. In my family, the ability to shift sometimes skips a generation. Not all of my ancestors could shift, either. But many of them could, and many used that strength to make themselves more effective rulers.

Then how did you know about me?

Just because I cant shift doesnt mean I havent inherited some impressive abilities. For example, I heal remarkably fast, I have amazingly sharp hearing, and Im as agile and quick as any wolf. Thats how I was able to take down your brother. Arthur took his hands, and Chay felt his heart rate speed up, his wolfs tail metaphorically thumping excitedly on the floor. I dont feel the pull that you do, but I have an awareness of something very different about you. Theres something I feel for you that Ive never felt with anyone else.

I know, Chay said excitedly. Youre my mate. The words were out of his mouth before he could stop them, and he waited to see Arthurs reaction.

I thought so. You get this blissful look every now and then. I recognized that expression from my parents. They were mates, and rarely have I seen two people happier in each others company, Arthur told him, but he made no move to get closer, and Chay wondered what that meant. He wanted to pull him closer so he could feel him in his arms the way he had when they were riding together, but Arthur had to make the first move. Chay knew how he felt because every fiber of his being was drawn to Arthur, but what if Arthur didnt feel the same way? He didnt have a wolf, so he couldnt feel the mating call the way Chay did. Ive dreamed about finding someone like that of my own, Arthur added.

Chay took a tentative step forward, and Arthur stepped back. Then whats stopping you? Chay asked, holding his breath. His heart had skipped a beat when Arthur had explained that he understood what was happening, and it had raced when Arthur spoke of finding his mate. 

Arthur hesitated for a moment longer and then stepped forward. Nothing, Arthur answered tentatively, and Chay wondered what the hesitation meant, but Chays wolf had no such reservations, and he bounded forward as Arthur leaned toward him. 

Their kiss was explosive. The minute their lips touched, Chay knew this was perfection. Arthur encircled Chays waist with his arms, tugging them close together. Chay wondered if he should take it easy, but his wolf would have none of it. After the first taste of his mate, Chay was all instinct.

Clutching Arthur tightly, he pressed him back against the stone wall. But before they reached it, Arthur turned them, and Chay felt the stone press along his back. His wolf rebelled for a split second but then surrendered to Arthurs touch and taste. Chay whimpered as Arthur deepened the kiss before moving Chays arms away from his body and above his head.

Normally, Chay wouldnt let anyone see him without his clothes. He hated the way his skin looked, but Arthur was already pulling off his shirt before he could think about stopping him. The cool stone pressed to the skin of his back, and he humphed softly as a shiver went through him. Just stay there a minute, Arthur said, and Chay didnt move as his mate stepped back, looking at him.

Chays first instinct was to cover himself, but he resisted, lowering his arms instead. This was his mate, and everything hed ever heard about mates had said that his mate would be his other half. He hoped that meant accepting his condition. Sometimes they go Chay started to explain, but Arthur cut off the words with another kiss that stole his breath away. 

Arthur stroked along Chays side, his hands doing magical, tingly things to Chays skin. Chay moaned from deep in his throat, knowing it would sound a bit like a growl. Arthur nipped at his lips, the kiss turning hard and almost bruising, exactly what Chay wanted. He felt his knees weaken as Arthur pressed against him. His leathers had become way too tight, and he groaned when he felt Arthur slide his hand down his belly.

The pressure on his cock eased as Arthur opened his pants and slid the zipper down. Chay clung to Arthur as his mate pushed his boxers out of the way and gripped his cock. Is this what you want? Arthur asked, tugging on him, and Chay nodded, unable to speak. Have you ever done this before with anyone?

Chay shook his head, and Arthurs eyes darkened as he firmly stroked Chays length. Rolling his head to the side, Chay showed Arthur his neck, and he felt his mate nuzzle him in just the right place, tasting him with his tongue and lips and then sucking hard enough that Chay would have a mark for a little while. It wouldnt last very long, but that didnt matter to Chay. Hed wear Arthurs mark with pride, and then maybe hed get another one.

I want you to come for me, Arthur murmured into Chays neck, and Chay thrust his hips forward while Arthur tightened his grip even further. Chay gasped for breath as his climax slammed into him. Lifting his head, both he and his wolf howled, the sound filling the chamber, echoing off the walls until Chays legs collapsed and he slid down the wall.

Chay breathed deeply, covered in sweat, as he looked up at Arthur with a grin on his face. Wow, he muttered, and Arthur grinned before helping him to his feet. Chay worked to put himself back together, then stopped as Arthur pulled him into a softer kiss. What about you? Chay asked, feeling a bit selfish that he hadnt thought about his mate.

Ill be fine until I can get you someplace more comfortable, Arthur told him with a wink, and just like that, Chay was ready to go again.

Is there more you wanted to show me? Chay asked without shifting his gaze from Arthurs.

Yes and no, Arthur said. Theres plenty I want to show you, but right now, I think my private quarters would be best. Arthur took his hand and led him back the way theyd come, then locked the door to the gallery behind them. Then Arthur led him through grand rooms toward the back of the castle, where he unlocked a nondescript door that led to a whole series of warmly furnished rooms. The furniture in these rooms was probably hundreds of years old, but all of it said comfort and luxury. These rooms are only ever seen by me and my private guests, Arthur explained as he led Chay up a flight of stairs to a sitting room and then into a massive bedroom. Here was the first piece of modern furniture Chay had seen: a gargantuan, tall poster bed with what looked like a canopy and curtains.

Bed curtains, Chay said with a chuckle.

Dont laugh, Arthur teased. This place is drafty, and when it gets cold, the curtains keep out the chill. I also have a personal staff, and they may come into the room while Im sleeping, so if I want privacy, I can pull the curtains. Arthur moved closer, guiding Chay toward the bed with his body.

A throat clearing stopped them. Chay turned to see a man of about fifty, wearing a suit, standing near the door. Excuse me, Your Highness, but Lady Stanton has arrived. I led her into your quarters, and shes waiting for you in your lounge, he said in German.

Chay, this is Helmut, Arthur said in English. Hes the castle manager and acts as butler when Im in residence. Nothing would happen around here without him.

Its very nice to meet you, Chay said, extending his hand with a smile. 

Helmut glanced at Arthur and then shook Chays hand. A pleasure, Helmut said and then stood back. Excuse me, please, he added with a slight bow and then exited the room.

I need to see what she wants, Arthur said with more than a little exasperation. Lizette can be more than a little pushy, if you take my meaning. Holding his hand, Arthur led Chay back down the stairs. She wants to be princess more than anything in the world, and she thinks shes got me on the hook.

Are you on the hook? Chay asked, and Arthur stopped in the doorway.

I dont love her and I never will, not that way. She would very much like our relationship to be more, but it cant be. Arthur touched his cheek lightly. Remember, I know what having a mate is like because of my parents, and I want that. You are my mate, I know it. I may not feel the pull the way you do, but there isnt a way for you to disguise the expression on your face when Im near, or the way my touch excites you. I see it now, and I felt it the entire ride here. Arthur winked as Chay blushed what he knew was a deep red.

Should I wait here? Chay asked as he looked out through the wavy glass to the gardens beyond.

If you like. You can also wander the gardens. I shouldnt be too long. I promise. Arthur took his hand and kissed it lightly.

Im not some blushing girl, you know, Chay said, and he saw Arthur grin.

No, youre not, Arthur agreed before moving closer. I think we established that a few minutes ago. But you are blushing. Arthur kissed him before he could protest. With a wink, he left the room, and Chay listened as his footsteps retreated.

Gazing around the room, Chay inhaled the scent of plants and earth with an overtone of sweetness from tropical blossoms. He allowed himself a smile as he breathed deeply. After walking over to the glass door, Chay opened it and stepped out into the garden. The land sloped away from the castle in terraces. Those closest to the building were formal, with swirling shrubs and topiaries. Chay walked through them and then on to gardens of lush flowering shrubs and trees. Closing his eyes, he inhaled deeply, wishing he could shift, because he knew his wolf would love nothing more than to run through these plants, the soft grass under his paws, and scent everywhere in the lush garden. Maybe he could ask Arthur if it would be okay after dark sometime. 

He continued around the building toward the side of the castle where the plants became less trained, wilder and more free, but still cultivated and beautifully rich. Following the path, Chay found benches placed around a clearing with an arbor stretching around the edge. He sat down, listening to the birds and the warm breeze. He would love to let his wolf loose to frolic and play here. Every now and then, he sniffed the air, because each breath of wind seemed to blow in something new.

A familiar rich scent caught his attention, and Chay stood up and followed it back the way hed come. He stopped at the edge of the thicker garden as he saw Arthur and Lady Stanton step into the formal garden. They were talking, he could see that, and if the breeze had shifted just a little, he probably could have heard what they were saying. Slowly, Chay moved forward, and he saw when Arthur realized he was there, because he moved away from her and walked toward Chay. Chay could see the annoyed look on her face, and as Arthur pulled him into his arms, the look turned to disgust. Then Arthur kissed him, and Chay didnt pay attention to anything except Arthurs mouth on his, his hands cupping his cheeks.

Are you trying to tell me something? Or Lady Stanton? Chay asked, and Arthur pinked slightly.

Maybe a little of both, Arthur admitted. I cant hide my feelings from you. You already know that. If I lied, youd smell it immediately. Arthur smiled, and Chay peered over his shoulder. Lady Stanton looked at him with abject hatred in her eyes. Is she looking like shes going to kill you? Arthur whispered into his ear, and Chay nodded.

Arthur moved away and pasted a smile in place. Taking his hand, he led Chay to where she stood. She was wearing a light-colored dress that must have cost a small fortune. As soon as he got close, Chay smelled that same terrible perfume from the night before, and thankfully, Arthur guided him upwind. Lady Stanton, its nice to see you again, Chay said with a honeyed tone that would have made his mother proud.

Lizette, you remember Cheyenne Dobson, Arthur pressed, and Chay saw a slight smile form around the edge of his mouth.

Of course, its nice to meet you again, she said coldly. Arty, could I see you for just a minute before I go? She extended her arm. Please excuse us for just a minute. She led Arthur away, but Chay could tell he wasnt happy. Chay furrowed his brow, wondering how he knew that. Hed never really been able to read other people, but every nuance of Arthurs demeanor and body language was like an open book to him.

He could now hear them talking softly, and from the tone, he knew neither of them was particularly happy with the other, though he couldnt make out the words. That was, until Lady Stanton raised her voice, and then he understood every word. Youre casting me aside for him? she asked in German, and Chay turned away so she wouldnt see him smile. 

After walking back to the conservatory, Chay went inside and sat in one of the chairs. As much as he wanted to listen to what they were saying, he needed to give Arthur his privacy. His mother would be pleased about that, as well.

A few minutes later, Lady Stanton breezed through the door and stopped just long enough to glare at him before continuing through the rooms, the ribbons on her dress fluttering in a breeze of her own making. Arthur followed behind her, and this time, Chay could not read his expression at all. Chay stood uncomfortably. Maybe I should go. Hed caused enough trouble for his mate and didnt want to upset him more.

Please dont, Arthur said, striding up to him, slowing to a stop only when he was kissing Chay, who nearly toppled backward at the force of it. Please come with me, Arthur said, taking him by the hand once again. Id like to take you back to the bedroom, and this time we wont be interrupted, I promise you, Arthur said, and Chay shivered with excitement. He expected Arthur to rush, but they walked calmly and slowly through the rooms as if in sort of an architectural foreplay. By the time they reached Arthurs rooms, Chay was ready to jump out of his skin. Arthur opened the door, and Chay stepped inside.

He heard the door close, and then Arthur propelled him toward the bed. The kiss quickly deepened as they tumbled on the bed in a tangle of arms and legs. Chay frantically tried to remove Arthurs clothes, and a few times he knew he heard the sound of fabric ripping, but he needed to see and taste his mate, and he needed it now. Chays wolf wasnt going to accept any further delays. When Chay got tangled in his pants, he jumped off the bed and shucked them as fast as he could before going after Arthurs.

Sorry, Chay said as he bounded back onto the bed. His wolf wasnt sorry in the least, and Chay ran his tongue over Arthurs chest, tasting his mates skin for the first time. Arthurs kisses were eye-rollingly good, but the taste of his skin sent Chays heart racing. He wanted to taste him everywhere. Lifting his head, he peered into Arthurs eyes.

I know, Arthur told him, almost reading his mind. Take your time.

Chay nodded and licked his way down Arthurs body, squirming down the bed until his mates cock bobbed near his lips. Extending his tongue, Chay licked along the length. Arthurs flavor, rich and musky with a hint of sweetness, was stronger here, and he wanted more. After opening his mouth, Chay took in first the large head and then part of the shaft, careful not to take too much. 

Thats it. Take it easy, Arthur encouraged, resting his hands on Chays head. 

Chays wolf, however, had other ideas and wanted everything as quickly as he could get it. Chay bobbed his head, licking and sucking while he tasted his lover. His entire body thrummed with excitement and relief as he became more intimate with his mate. Arthur moaned and whimpered above him, and Chay redoubled his efforts, knowing he was causing his mate to make those sounds.

Is this okay? Chay paused to ask, and Arthur grinned, guiding Chays lips to his. Their bodies came together, Chay resting on top of his mate. But not for long. Chay quickly found himself beneath Arthur, with those rich, indescribably blue eyes looking down into his. Chay whimpered as Arthur nibbled lightly at his neck, their cocks sliding along each other. Hed never felt anything like this. Arthurs body was strong and firm, his mate taking control. 

Arthur, Chay whimpered as he bucked up against him. He wanted more, and his wolf cried for more. Arthur seemed to know just how and where to touch him, because Chay felt shiver upon shiver run through him.

I know. My touch drives you crazy, and your wolf is begging you to join. He knows Im your mate, and he wants nothing more than to join with me and complete the mating. But we cant do that right now, Arthur told him. We need to get to know one another. Theres more to it than just making your wolf happy. You need to be happy, and you need to know that this isnt just a matter of predestined matehood.

But, Arthur, Chay begged, his hips continually shifting and thrusting, which he didnt stop until he felt Arthur place his hand lightly at his side.

Im not saying we wont join and become mates, but you deserve to be loved, not just mated, and that takes time. I know what your mind is telling you to do, but my father explained to me how important mating is. You will only mate once, and its for life, Arthur said as he stroked Chays cheek. I want you, us, to do it for the right reasons and with everything you deserve. So just relax and let me take care of you.

Can I taste some more? Chay asked, and Arthur chuckled, shifting until he was straddling him.

Keep your hands at your sides, Arthur told him, and Chay obeyed happily as Arthur positioned his cock at his lips and then slowly pressed forward. Chay hummed as Arthurs cock slid along his tongue, moving back and forth slowly. Chay wanted more, but Arthur was determined to take his time. Careful of the teeth, he warned, and Chay realized he was getting so excited that his canines were lengthening. He was also seeing Arthur in black and white, but he really didnt care.

Arthur reached behind him, and Chay felt his hand firmly grip his cock. Chay hummed around Arthurs length and sucked harder, bobbing his head. Arthurs unique taste, scent, and touch filled his senses, and he could barely decide what to do. So he gave in and let Arthur take charge. As soon as he did, Chays pleasure multiplied.

Arthur rolled his hips lightly, his abs stretching and tightening. Chay wasnt sure how much more he could stand as Arthur began stroking him deliberately, twisting his hand as he moved it slowly along his shaft. Chay began whimpering as the excitement and pleasure got to him. Hed always hoped hed find his mate, and being here with him was blowing his mind. Arthur was amazingly beautiful stretching over him, all lean muscle and power that transferred itself to Chay everywhere Arthur touched him. 

Im not going to last, Arthur groaned, and Chay sucked harder. He desperately wanted to taste his mate in every way, and in seconds, he felt Arthur coming. Chay swallowed and relished the unique taste of his mate, at the same time trying to hold off his own climax.

Arthur slipped from his mouth, and Chay saw him shift onto the bed. Without warning, he was surrounded by the hottest heat hed ever imagined, and Chay clamped his eyes closed, filling the room with a near glass-shattering howl as both he and his wolf relished their mate. His breath returned much more slowly this time, and Chay lay wrung out on the bedding. This time Chay felt Arthur lay next to him, his chest pressing to Chays back, strong arms wrapped around his chest, pulling him close. Sleep, sweetheart, Arthur told him, and Chay nodded slowly, his eyes already closing.

He didnt sleep for long, though. Chay heard movement in the room and cracked his eyes open to see Helmut carrying their clothes away just before closing the door. Rolling over, Chay smiled as Arthur dozed. With him asleep, Chay took the opportunity to study him. 

Are you watching me sleep? Arthur groaned.

Yes, Chay answered, breaking into a smile. Can you blame me? Chay whispered as he stroked Arthurs cheek. Chay heard the bedroom door open, and while most werewolves were comfortable with nudity, Chay wasnt, and his wolf certainly wasnt comfortable with anyone seeing his mate but him. Chays wolf growled loudly, and he heard Helmut start. Then he heard rushed footsteps and the door closed.

I hope you liked scaring Helmut, Arthur whispered, his eyes still closed.

Yes, I did, Chay said seriously before breaking into peals of laughter as Arthur began tickling him.
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