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      Locke had never been so cold, and the cabin stood there—empty of lights and people and promising to be warmer than sitting out in the trees. He’d watched it for four days, but he needed food, a fire, a long nap. His paws hurt, he couldn’t feel his tail, and he was fucking exhausted.

      The inhabitants of this place weren’t here. He would just go in, get warm and maybe grab a bite to eat. That was it.

      He just…

      Hell, he was hurt and scared, cold and tired and on the run. A night of sleep would make all the difference in the world.

      He crept onto the porch, the scent of the cabin’s owners filling his nose. Male. Musky. He touched the door and to his shock, it immediately opened an inch or two.

      That wasn’t breaking in, right? He peered in, whiskers twitching madly. He yowled, so softly.

      Only silence answered him.

      The smell of male was even stronger inside, and beneath that he could detect something else. Oatmeal?

      His nose wrinkled, but the scent still drew him. Spicy and sweet and so warm.

      Then he saw them, in the kitchen, in the middle of the wooden table. A plate of oatmeal cookies. They were obviously homemade—each one a different size.

      He hopped up on the table, snarfing them all down. Oh, so good. He purred softly, searching for any crumbs. He licked up all the ones he could find, then leapt across to the kitchen counter, finding some apples in a bowl and eating them too.

      Oh. Salmon jerky. Yum. That was his favorite of the things he’d found and he cleaned up every last piece. At last his belly wasn’t empty, for the first time in so long.

      A huge yawn nearly dislocated his jaw.

      Oh. Nappage.

      It was cloudy and cold, so no sunbeam, but still… He jumped down and padded through the huge cabin in search of a warm spot.

      There were three big chairs in front of the fireplace, but there was no fire there so no warmth, and he kept going. He could see a large bed at the far end of the room and it boasted a colorful comforter and a half dozen pillows.

      Oh.

      Oh, yes.

      Locke jumped onto the bed, curling up in the blankets with a soft sigh.

      He’d been run out of the city by a group of gangsters, the wolves snapping and tearing at him as he ran. His body was sore, his wounds not having a chance to heal while he was out in the elements and he was so tired, deep down into his bones.

      This was what he needed.

      Sleep.

      Healing.

      Rest.

      Now.
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      Kodi rolled his eyes as Pole and Griz bickered about whether Macintosh or Paula Red apples were better. It was an eternal argument that he knew damn well could never be won. Pole preferred the tartness of the Mac while Griz liked the slightly sweeter Red. Kodi himself didn’t care, as long as there were apples.

      He pulled the truck up next to the cabin and they all piled out, grabbing the supplies they’d picked up out of the truck bed and headed inside.

      Kodi frowned at the half-open door. “Pole.” He growled. “You left the door open again.”

      “Did not. It musta been Griz.”

      “No way!”

      “Yes, way!”

      Great Salmon Spawn, they were as bad as each other.

      Kodi dragged his bags to the kitchen, remembering they had oatmeal cookies to snack on until they could make something more substantial to eat.

      He stopped short at the site of an empty plate, the light blue bright against the dark wood.

      This time he did growl. “Which one of you ate the cookies?”

      Pole growled back. “Griz, your ass is grass.”

      “It wasn’t me!” Griz insisted. “God, you guys blame me for everything.”

      Kodi shook his head, putting his bags on the table, then went for the salmon jerky. That was almost as good as cookies. Only the fucking jerky was gone too. He didn’t believe it.

      “The jerky too? What the fuck?”

      Griz’s nose wrinkled, then the dark eyes widened. “Guys.”

      Kodi and Pole both stiffened and began sniffing as well. Something wasn’t right. Someone was here. Someone male. Someone not a bear.

      “Told you it wasn’t me!” Pole exclaimed.

      Kodi shook his head. “Shh. He’s still here.”

      Griz nodded and they all stepped close together, looking around.

      They found him in their bed, a gorgeous blond man, covered in bruises, bare as the day he was born.

      Pole was the first to express what they were all thinking. “Oh… he’s beautiful.”

      Griz nodded and Kodi did too. They should have been angry that he’d broken in and eaten their food, was sleeping in their bed. But… well, he was very pretty and it looked like he needed someone—or three someones—to take care of him.

      “Someone’s been mean to him,” Griz whispered. “Those aren’t the good kinds of bruises.”

      Pole nodded. “We should wake him and find out who did it to him—go knock some heads.”

      “I vote we keep him and when he’s healed we play with him until he has the good kinds of bruises. Then we can help him heal and do it all over again.” Just the thought had Kodi hard. All that lovely golden skin would show their marks so beautifully.

      “He did break into our house after all,” Griz said. “I think that’s fair.”

      Kodi chuckled. He did love how Griz thought.

      Pole bounced and nodded, looking like he wanted to pounce the golden boy asleep in their bed right now.

      “Pole,” Kodi whispered. “No pouncing. He’s been chased.”

      “Right. No pouncing.” Pole sat on the side of the bed, though and the golden one came up in a rush, a low snarl splitting the air.

      Pole sprang back and all three of them went on alert, surrounding the bed.

      “Easy,” murmured Kodi. “No one here is going to hurt you.”

      “I. I. I’m sorry. I was cold.”

      God, those were the most beautiful golden eyes he’d ever seen. Ever.

      “And hurting and hungry,” Kodi noted. “You ate all the cookies.”

      “And the salmon jerky,” Pole noted morosely.

      “Apples, too,” put in Griz.

      “I’ll pay you back.” The man slid off the far side of the bed, heading slowly for the window, almost slinking.

      Kodi nodded toward Pole and he moved to stand in front of the window, blocking the golden one’s exit.

      “You don’t have to pay us back.” Kodi held the man’s gaze. “If you stay and heal here where we know you’ll be safe.”

      “I don’t… I’m not in a good frame of mind.” The beautiful one was beginning to tremble, one hand over his fine cock, the other on his flat belly.

      Kodi knew it was time to step in and soothe the ragged nerves. He went right over to the man and picked him up, laying him down on the bed again. He climbed onto the mattress with their interloper and Pole and Griz joined him, the three of them cocooning the lovely body.

      “Just sleep, golden boy.”

      “What?”

      Pole growled low, the sound the most comforting rumble on earth.

      Kodi smiled when he heard Griz’s soft reply and he nodded. “You’re safe. We aren’t going to hurt you and we especially are not going to let anyone else hurt you. So just go back to sleep. When you wake, there will be more food.”

      Food. Sex. Possibly a nice long shower with wet kitty.

      That made him growl as well and all three of them rumbled, the low vibrations making the long-lashed eyelids slowly droop.

      Good boy, Kodi thought. Their unexpected visitor already trusted. The four of them were going to have so much fun together.

      Now all he had to do was convince their new boy of that.
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      Warm. He was warm, surrounded by something soft and fuzzy. Lots of somethings. Or someone.

      Someones?

      What?

      Locke’s eyes flew open and a low rumble sounded. Oh sweet mother of the mountains, he was surrounded by bears. One black, one brown and one white. They were huge. They were holding him and keeping him warm.

      He could take on a single wolf, no problem, but not even one bear. Not even at his best, and he wasn’t at his best.

      One enormous white paw patted his ass. It didn’t seem like they wanted to hurt him. Locke tried moving, easing his way up, but the brown one growled and shot up, shifting into his human form as he did so.

      “You’re awake.”

      The other two bears shifted as well and now he was faced with three studs—wow they were something else, he would drool if he wasn’t so worried—all of them focused on him.
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