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Nothing worth having comes easy...

Once a soldier and then a psychiatrist, wolf-shifter Lazlo Pena prides himself on being calm, cool, and collected. All that flies out the window when he scents his mate. Now that he understands the intensity of the mating drive, he’s helpless to resist. Thankfully, he doesn’t have to. His mate is eager and willing. Only afterward does the truth come out—and it isn’t just Lazlo with a big secret to share.

Trapped in a blood-debt to a possessive vampire, real estate agent Nick Young craves freedom but can’t escape the promise he made to his dying father. Showing the intriguing Lazlo an old summer camp high in the Rocky Mountains encourages Nick to toss caution to the wind and have what he thinks is a fling. Finding out he’s made a lifetime commitment only makes his precarious situation more dangerous—to both him and Lazlo.

Eternally bound, the two are determined to free Nick from the vampire’s hold, but with almost a decade invested in getting his teeth sunk into him, the narcissistic blood-sucker won’t give up easily. Will the newly-mated pair be strong enough to thwart an ancient vampire, or will they be forever haunted by his obsessive bloodlust? 



This hurt-comfort M/M romance contains a thoughtful alpha wolf-shifter, a human mate torn by conflicting emotions, a ruthless vampire who will stop at nothing to claim his prize, an amazing property high in the Rocky Mountains, a fiercely protective pack, and some wild twists and turns. 48,250 words or 193 pages.



Please be aware: each novel features a unique romantic couple, but the series must be read in order to understand the overall story arcs.
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Chapter One
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His packmates said when a wolf-shifter found a human mate, the lust was instantaneous. Lazlo Pena hadn’t believed them. He couldn’t imagine a scent driving him to distraction. He loved the smell of rich Columbian coffee, the scent of a freshly starched shirt, and the ink-and-paper perfume of a new book, but those smells didn’t make him lose sight of himself. Nothing could. Or so he believed until the smallest whiff of his mate’s essence burrowed deep into his brain and took complete possession of his body. 

“Mr. Pena?” Bright blue eyes behind lightly tinted glasses riveted Lazlo’s gaze while he struggled to meet the real estate agent’s offer to shake hands. “I’m Nick Young with Evergreen Real Estate.”

“Call me Lazlo.” He managed to clasp Nick’s hand and instantly regretted making contact. All he wanted to do was pull him close, kiss him hard, and then strip him bare. 

“That’s so kind of you.” The deepening of his smile revealed a dimple on the right that disappeared when he spoke. “Call me Nick.” He withdrew his hand, lifting it toward a large SUV. “Let’s take a ride, shall we?”

The only ride Lazlo wanted to take involved Nick on his hands and knees while he held tightly to his hips. Growling softly, Lazlo shook off the thought and went around to the passenger side of the vehicle. He climbed in and almost climbed right back out. The whole thing reeked of Nick’s scent. Shaking his head, he struggled to find an excuse to call off their meeting but nothing came to mind. 

“I think you’re just going to adore this place.” Nick closed the door then fired up the engine. 

Mercifully, cool air washed over Lazlo, giving him a respite from the enticing scent.

“Is that sticking again?” 

Before Lazlo could answer, Nick leaned over him and grasped onto the seat belt over Lazlo’s shoulder. Nick yanked several times until the belt came free then he tucked it into the clip.

“Sorry about that.” Another smile and a flash of the dimple. “I’ve had the dealership look at it twice, but they can’t find anything wrong.”

Gods, his mouth was right there. Nick had lips that would feel soft against his mouth and hungry around his cock.

“It’s fine.” Uttering two words left Lazlo feeling like he’d run a marathon.

Nick put on his seat belt then carefully eased out of the real estate office parking lot. “Did you remember your camera?”

“I did.” Lazlo patted his phone in the pocket of his shorts and wished he hadn’t. He didn’t want to draw any attention to his hard-on.

“Excellent.” Nick adjusted his rearview mirror. “I’m sure everyone at Wild West Adventures will want to see this place.”

Lazlo nodded. The idea had been for him to go alone and check the place over first. If it looked good, they could all go and poke around. 

“If they aren’t sure from the pictures and what you tell them after our showing, I can schedule a tour for the whole crew. We can rent a van and bring everyone up.”

“I’m sure they’d enjoy that.” Actually, he was a lot more sure that they’d enjoy teasing him about finding his mate. They’d certainly enjoyed doing that to Jon on the river trip. Less so with Stone, but then again, no one had realized what was going on between Stone and Loren until after they’d mated. Then the whole thing between Morgan and Shane had thrown everyone for a loop. As far as Lazlo was concerned, the best thing would be to keep his mate far away from the rest of the pack until he could get control of himself.

Now that he’d scented him, Lazlo couldn’t go back. The only way through was forward. Or was it the only way forward was through? Christ, already his brain was floundering. Pushing that aside, he tried to figure out how in the world he could woo his mate when all he wanted to do was pin him down, get his cock as deeply into him as possibly, and then mark him repeatedly? No wonder Jon had been so cross. Wanting something with every fiber of one’s being while simultaneously wanting to protect a much smaller and far more vulnerable human caused such internal conflict Lazlo wanted to run away screaming.

“This place hits a nine out of ten on your wish list.” Nick, blissfully unaware of Lazlo’s distress, kept up the chatter and a more than decent space cushion between him and the vehicle in front.

“That’s what Jon said.” Lazlo took deep breaths through his mouth as covertly as he could while repeating the phrase calm blue ocean several times. By gods, he’d been a marksman. He knew how to slow his pounding heart and keep his focus on a target for hours at a stretch. Despite the overwhelming allure of his mate, he could keep it in his pants. He had to. If he jumped him now, they’d end up in a car accident. 

“I hope everything is okay with Jon.”

“He’s fine,” Lazlo said. Jon was probably still in bed with Channing. Thankfully, the house had thick walls. Lazlo had not had to suffer the sounds of his packmates mating, but he had walked in on two amorous encounters. Once on Jon and Channing in the garage and once on Stone and Loren in the kitchen. From the state of their clothing, the couples had just gotten started, and Lazlo had been able to exit before being seen, but he’d not been able to shake a deep-seated envy. He wanted what they had. Could he have brought this infatuation with Nick on himself by longing almost desperately for a mate of his own?

“A great point in this property’s favor is that it’s been on the market for years.” Nick flicked on the turn signal, checked all his mirrors, and then changed lanes. “Not a lot of interest in a property this large with so much work needing to be done.”

“We want something we can use now but also expand in the future.”

“Oh, don’t get me wrong.” Nick offered up that flashing dimple again. “That—living at and working on the property at the same time—is completely possible. That’s why when I saw this place I instantly thought of Jon.” Nick eased off the accelerator when a car yanked hard into their lane, cutting his space cushion by half. “And I’m pretty sure the price tag can come down by half.”

“Half?” Finally, something that took the lust out of his brain for half a second.

“Half.” Nick flashed that dimple when he smiled, making Lazlo wonder if he had divots above his buttocks. 

“That would be fantastic.” Lazlo forced himself to turn his thoughts away from the state of Nick’s ass, yet found himself trying to look at Nick without being obvious about it. He failed miserably. 

Nick caught him and smiled, but this time no dimple appeared. “Is everything okay?” Nick asked, lines settling into his forehead. 

“Everything’s fine,” Lazlo said, trying to mean it.

“If you need to stop for anything, we should do that before I get on the interstate.”

“I’m good,” Lazlo insisted. “I just swear I’ve seen you before.” He didn’t think he had, but it was a good excuse for the way he kept staring at the man. “You seem familiar somehow.”

“I get that all the time.” Nick laughed and the lines on his forehead went away. “And there’s a very good reason for it.”

“There is?”

“Wait a minute and you’ll understand.”

Frowning, Lazlo tried to guess what he was waiting for, but he didn’t have a clue until they came upon a big billboard with Nick’s million-watt smile beaming from it. Only, he knew the smile wasn’t genuine. No dimple.

“Does that explain it?” Nick asked, slowing down for a stop light.

“That it does.” Lazlo chuckled. “Is that why you took this route?”

“Just so I could go by my billboard?” He lifted his brows then flashed his dimple. “You caught me.”

“I imagine if I had a billboard with my face on it, I’d want to show it off too.” 

“It’s only been up for a month, but I get stopped all over town. It was kind of fun at first. Not so much now.”

“Why?”

“Oh, nothing.” Nick forced a smile. “Tell me about you.” He spared a glance then turned his attention back to the stoplight. When it went green, he took on speed but managed to keep his distance from the car in front. “I’ve never been on an adventure holiday.”

The therapist in Lazlo felt a lot behind that dismissal, but he didn’t want to push. Instead, he asked, “You’ve never done anything exciting while on vacation?”

“Oh, well, that, sure. I tried surfing in California.” He laughed and the most intriguing blush washed over his cheeks. “It didn’t work out.”

Before Lazlo could get lost imaging Nick on a beach with nothing on but that blush, he asked, “What’s your sport?”

“What makes you think I have one?”

“You’re in amazing shape.”

“You can tell that under this suit?”

“That suit shows you off.” Lazlo allowed his gaze to wash over him, taking in the stylish way the black suit clung to his slender frame. “And I think you know it.”

“I...” Nick uttered a truncated laugh then pulled onto the interstate. 

“I think you wore that suit on purpose.”

“Of course I wore it on purpose.” Nick’s brows lowered and his shoulders rose. “I could hardly arrive wearing my bathrobe.”

“I mean that you picked your most flattering suit despite the fact you’d be wearing black on a hot summer day.”

Nick opened his mouth as if to argue the point but changed his mind. 

“I’m flattered.”

“What?” Nick gave him another quick glance before focusing on traffic.

“Or did you wear it for Jon?” Lazlo tried not to feel disappointed but did anyway. Jon was probably the best looking out of all of them. That Nick had been out to impress him and maybe catch his eye wasn’t that surprising. It was, however, deeply disappointing. Unlike Jon with his tall, dark, and handsome good looks, Lazlo was less tall, blond, and oddly charismatic. It took a while for people to see his beauty. Sadly, most men hardly blinked at him before they moved onto to Jon or to one of the other more classically handsome men in the pack.

“I didn’t wear it for anyone but me,” Nick defended.

Sensing a touchy subject in there somewhere, Lazlo switched topics. “If you were on your day off, would you wear that suit?”

“Of course not.” Nick forced a smile and a laugh this time, but the dimple didn’t appear and the laugh sounded hollow.

“What would you be wearing?”

“Probably my swim trunks.”

“You have a pool?” Lazlo managed to make an intelligent question right before devolving into lusty thoughts of stripping Nick out of his trunks and eating his ass while underwater.

“My landlord does.” Again, a confusing expression on Nick’s face made it difficult for Lazlo to pinpoint the problem.

Before Lazlo could question the nature of the relationship between Nick and his landlord, Nick slapped the steering wheel.

“Which reminds me, there’s a great pond on the property. Actually, two. One is a skating pond, while the other one is for swimming.”

“What’s the difference?”

“One is big and wide but only about four feet deep while the other one, the old swimming hole, is narrow but deep. It’s fed by a spring. The extra water flows out to the creek that runs through the property.”

“Any fish in the creek?”

“Minnows, probably. I don’t think there’s anything large in there, but I’m not sure.” Nick signaled, checked his mirrors, and then eased over into the fast lane. “I could check on that, if you’d like.”

“That’d be great.” Lazlo and some of the others liked to shift then catch and eat fish. Most of them weren’t very good at it but every once in a while they got lucky.

“There’s also electric close to the property now.”

“It was run on generators?”

“My understanding is they didn’t use electricity for much, mostly emergencies. The point of the camp was to go back in time and learn survival skills.”

“No modern plumbing, then.”

“In the big house, yes. In the little cabins, no. But that’s easily addressed. At one point, the current owner had plans drawn up for how to put in a septic system for the place and bring electricity to the smaller buildings.”

“Why didn’t the owner finish?”

“He died.”

“Oh.” 

“He had a lot of health issues. I think...well, perhaps I shouldn’t say.”

“Why?”

“It’s scuttlebutt.”

“What a great word.” 

“You like words?”

“I play a lot of word games.”

“I do too.” Nick’s dimple appeared.

“Whatever you tell me, I’ll take with a grain of salt.”

“Well...”

“And I won’t repeat what you say to anyone else. Or let it interfere with the sale.”

“Okay.” Nick chuckled. “The thing is, the current owner inherited the property from his uncle who inherited it from his father, I believe. Anyway, by the time the uncle got the property, he was sick, and I think envisioning the possibilities for the property gave him something to live for. Actually doing the work and turning the property into something viable was secondary.”

“I can understand that.” Lazlo had met plenty of people who’d hung on because of a dream. “Was he a good man?”

“Good as in terms of what?” Nick asked.

“Did he have a good heart? Did he want the best for the people in his life?”

“Does it matter for the sale?”

“Not in the least. I’m just curious.”

“Well, the strange thing is, when I dug into the history of the place, I got diametrically opposed answers.” Nick spared him a glance then turned back to the roadway. “People either thought he was a saint or they thought he was the worst kind of sinner.”

“That’s unusual.”

“I thought so too.” Nick tilted his head to the right then nodded. “I started wondering what people would say about me if I died.”

“And?” Lazlo encouraged.

“I think most of the people I know would say pretty much the same thing about me.”

“That you were a sinner and a saint?”

“Oh, no.” Nick laughed. “I meant that they would all use pretty much the same words when they talked about me. I don’t see the descriptions varying that much from person to person.”

Lazlo considered. If someone interviewed his packmates, they’d probably all have the same basic view of him too. “I think the people in my life would have a rough consensus of me. There’s some who know more about me, some who know less, but I think the overall impression would be the same.”

“Right?” Nick nodded. “With this man, it was so starkly different from person to person that I wondered if—well, I really should learn to keep my thoughts to myself.”

“I don’t know why you keep pulling back. Nothing you say is going to change anything about the sale.”

“It’s just—the rules of being a real estate agent dictate I should keep the talk light and positive when I’m showing properties. Too much chatter can kill a sale.” Nick spared him a longer glance this time. “But then again, I’ve never met anyone so easy to talk to.”

Lazlo suppressed a smile. No one could get people to talk like a classically trained psychiatrist. 

“You’re not what I expected,” Nick said, under his breath.

Lazlo could have let the comment go, but he chose not to. “What were you expecting?”

“In all honesty?” 

“Please.”

“A frat bro.”

Lazlo laughed and touched his finger to his chin, something he did when considering the implications of what another person had said. 

“That’s terrible, isn’t it?” Nick asked.

“Not in the least.” Lazlo chucked again. “I can see where you might think that. A man who lives with a bunch of other men and spends his days on wild adventures—trust me. I understand how you drew that conclusion.”

“But it’s so wrong.” Nick darted his gaze from the top of Lazlo’s hat-covered head to the tips of his battered hiking boots. “You’re more hippie than frat bro.” 

“I enjoy granola, peace symbols, and protests, but I’m not much for free love or psychedelic drugs.”

“I’m with you on that.” 

“Wait.” Lazlo turned in his seat so he could get a better read on Nick while he drove. “You thought Jon was a frat bro?”

“I assumed he was.” Nick shrugged. “When I met Jon, I couldn’t reconcile his outward personality with the idea I had in my head about a man who ran that kind of business. And then I met you and went even further from that frat-bro idea.” Nick tilted his head to the side again. “It’s like expecting lemon and getting apple. I guess the real lesson is never to assume, or never to judge a book by the cover.”

“If it helps, all of us had lives and jobs before we started our company.”

“And why did you? Start your adventure company, I mean.”

“It was Jon’s idea.” Lazlo left out their secret lives as a wolf-shifting pack. “At the time, most of us were working nine-to-five jobs and doing adventures on the weekends.”

Nick nodded but kept his gaze on the thickening traffic. Friday afternoon meant the city folk were heading out early to the mountains, getting in the last of the late summer escapades before fall turned things chilly and early snowstorms put people at risk.

“Jon wondered why we were all living for the weekend. He said why should we spend most of our lives doing things that we hated? Only, well, not all of us hated our jobs.” Lazlo had always had a complicated relationship with his professions. “But the point was why spend most of our time doing anything other than something we really enjoyed?”

“I get it,” Nick said. “Why not do the weekend things during the week?”

“Right,” Lazlo said. “That was the thinking.”

“But isn’t there a Shakespearean quote about if every day were a holiday...” Nick tilted his head to the side, something Lazlo now realized he did when he was thinking hard about a topic.

“‘If all the year were playing holidays; To sport would be as tedious as to work.’”

“That’s the one.” Now when Nick gave him a glance, there was more appreciation in his gaze and just a little envy. “You knew that off the top of your head?”

“I literally said that to Jon when he proposed his idea. And no, at the time, I didn’t know the exact quote, but I looked it up and memorized it.”

“Ah.” Nick’s dimple appeared. “Interesting that we both had the same thought.” Nick paused for a moment. “Unless everyone else had the same thought?”

“Nope. Just me. And now you.”

That made the blush reappear and made Lazlo’s barely checked lust return with a vengeance.

“And has it become work to have adventures all the time?” Nick moved out of the fast lane and into the center lane of the interstate. Half a dozen cars went flying past them despite Nick’s ten-miles-an-hour-over-the-posted-limit speed. “Do you find it as tedious to go on adventures as you used to find going to work?”

“No.” Lazlo laughed. “I’ve never been so glad to be so wrong about something.” He paused for a moment, thinking, then said, “There are times when it’s work, but it’s more enjoyable work.”

“How so?”

“On the river trips, we still have to do the dishes, just like we do at home.”

“Ah.”

“But it’s different to the dishes while peering at a piece of the Grand Canyon than it is while staring at the fence between our property and the neighbor’s.”

“I think I get it.” Nick checked the rearview mirror. “Chores in the great outdoors aren’t the same as they are at home.”

“That’s it.”

“I think my mind has been changed.”

“You’d give up your real estate business to take people on adventures?”

“I guess I’d have to learn some adventures I could take them on first.”

Lazlo couldn’t stop himself from wanting to introduce his mate to every wild adventure he could, especially sex in the great outdoors. Since they were going to a secluded property, he just might get his wish sooner than he thought.
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Chapter Two
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Nick had never taken such an instant liking to another man in his life. In fact, he found his attraction strange to say the least. Lately, he’d become ever more wary, even going so far as to avoid men who showed so much as a flicker of interest in him, but this man didn’t come across as predatory. 

Or, well, he did, but not with Nick as the prey. There seemed to be a hunter inside Lazlo, something primal and primitive, but it reminded him of the same predator type feeling he’d gotten from Jon. Men like Jon and Lazlo hunted for fun, for food, but not for men to conquer just so they could put notches on their bedposts. 

Then again, two such handsome men hardly had to search for companionship. Nick imagined gorgeous hunks like Jon and Lazlo had men throwing themselves at them constantly, a thought that hit right at the base of Nick’s self-esteem. What in the world would Lazlo see in him? The most adventurous thing he’d ever done was try to surf, and he’d failed miserably. 

“What kind of adventures does your company do, exactly?” Nick not only wanted to keep the conversation going, but he remembered the advice that people enjoyed talking about themselves. Learning about the client would help him sell the property. It wasn’t like he was trying to date the man or anything. Lazlo probably had three steady boyfriends and the stamina to have one-night stands on the side.

“All kinds.” Lazlo took his hat off then used his fingers to fluff up his dirty-blond hair. “The most popular are white-water rafting, hang gliding, and repelling.”

“Do you ever go surfing?”

“We have.” Lazlo nodded and smiled while folding up his hat and stuffing it in his backpack. “It’s not that common, but it’s a lot of fun if we can get enough people together.”

“I could have used your help in California.” That had to be the understatement of the year.

“We could have shown you some tricks to get you up and keep you up.”

Nick’s brain tumbled right into the dirt. He didn’t think Lazlo would have any problem getting him up and keeping him there. He’d been hard since they’d climbed into the SUV. Something about the scent of Lazlo’s sun-warmed skin and the slightest hint of spicy body wash. 

“Was balancing an issue?”

Nick nodded, but the real issue had been too many judgmental gazes, or rather one in particular. As kind as Lazlo had been in encouraging Nick to relax the rules, he didn’t think the man would appreciate hearing about his personal problems.

“A suggestion?” Lazlo narrowed his eyes. “If you’re interested.”

“Sure.”

“You can take up skateboarding or try using a something about the size of a skateboard over a rolling pin.”

“A rolling pin?”

“Like what you’d use to roll out pastry. A good-sized dowel will work too. Something about three inches in diameter. It helps you get that shifting feeling of balance.”

“Sounds dangerous.”

“Could be. Keep it on the grass, and you should be fine. Unless you have very weak ankles.”

“I don’t know if I do or not.”

“Remind me when we arrive.” Lazlo coughed and straightened the button placket of his shirt. “I’ll check.”

“Thanks.” But then Nick went right into the dirt again. How would Lazlo inspect his ankles? He imagined he’d have to turn in his seat and lift his leg into Lazlo’s lap. Lazlo would roll up his pant leg and then—before he could get lost in that fantasy, he turned off the interstate and onto a two-lane blacktop.

“Is surfing something you really want to learn?” Lazlo rearranged the items in his pack.

“Not—well, not really.” Nick debated just how much to share. “I only tried it because we were on a beach and the ocean was right there. It just seemed the thing to do.”

“But you don’t have a burning desire to learn?” Finished with his pack, he closed it up and settled it on the floorboard by his feet.

“Not really.” Not now that he lived in land-locked Colorado where he didn’t have much opportunity to surf. Nick tried to remember the last time he’d felt a burning desire to do anything. Well, other than the man at his side. Crazy how he’d gone erotically flat for months, and then he’d come roaring back to life when he’d seen Lazlo. “I guess it was more the idea of when in Rome...”
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