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      Can the mated humans and wolf shifters of Sapphire Ranch navigate their lives and new love through a world of hunters, danger, and betrayal?

      

      Finding his mate was easy. Proving his innocence is another issue entirely. Will his human mate stand by his side or walk away?

      

      A knock at the door of Sapphire Ranch. Finally, Ross’s lost mate arrives. He’s waited forever to meet his shifter wolf, and now he doesn’t know if Dylan is a traitor to the Cavalry and the war they’ve been fighting against the hunters. The passion between them is undeniable, but their happy ever after is in jeopardy. No one from the pack trusts his mate.

      Dylan remembers nothing before waking up four days ago. This strange pack tells him he was an operative of the Cavalry before he went dark. They tell him he could be a traitor. His past is a blank. Does his new mate trust him?

      The newly mated couple must find out about Dylan’s past if they are to rejoin the pack. Dylan doesn’t care but for Ross, the Cavalry and the pack are his life. Will Ross stand by his mate whatever the outcome? Will Dylan’s memory return?

      Read the next instalment of Sapphire Ranch Wolves to discover if Ross and Dylan face exile or a happy ever after.
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      Orange and pink streaks crisscrossed the deepening blue sky over Sapphire Ranch. Duncan Ross —no one called him Duncan and lived to tell the tale except his mother—paused for a moment to enjoy the sunset before he rejoined the pack inside the ranch house. Inside, there would be loved-up gay couples, shifters and humans, and ongoing discussions about the human hunters trying to kill them. Sometimes a single man just had to appreciate the quiet of the evening, the endless sky, and the critters settling down for the night before walking into a world that had turned his life upside down. Except Ross wasn’t truly a part of this strange world…yet. He was still waiting.

      He opened the kitchen door, expecting a wall of sound. Instead, he was greeted by tension he could cut with a knife. What had happened now? Was more trouble heading their way? Ross hoped the hell not. The local hunters were dead or in jail and they weren’t expecting trouble from outsiders yet. His pack was exhausted and needed time to decompress from the past few months.

      Into the silence, he said, “The horses are all settled, but we’re low on feed for the cows. I’ll get supplies tomorrow.”

      Then he realized all eyes were on a slim, lithe man with light brown hair tied back in a ponytail by the door. Ross glanced at him curiously to discover the stranger gazing at him, his face going ashen, as he made a choking noise. What was wrong with this guy? He was a shifter. Ross was sure of that, but he hadn’t met him before. “Oh hey, sorry, I didn’t know we had a visitor.”

      “Oh, shit,” Eli, his boss and the leader of the Cavalry security firm, said. “Not another one.” He knocked his head against the large kitchen table.

      Then the guy turned Ross’s world upside down. “I came to find you. I just don’t know how I got here.”

      Ross furrowed his brow. “I don’t understand.” At Owen’s snort, Ross glanced at him, then back to the young man. “Are you all gonna be cryptic and shit?”

      Well, this is a clusterfuck.

      You’re telling me.

      “Wait, I heard that in my head.” Ross furrowed his brow, confused, then he went pale. He didn’t need someone waving a sign to tell him what a voice in his head meant. “You’re my mate.”

      “Give the guy a gold star,” Owen muttered.

      “But how?” The shifter stared at Ross, his light green eyes wide and shocked and looking as if he were about to faceplant on the kitchen floor. “You’re a…human.”

      Joe, whose family owned the ranch, grinned at him. “Welcome to the Sapphire Ranch pack, Dylan. Sit down next to Ross.”

      Eli held up his hand. “Before you put your feet under the pack table or get jiggy with my operative, Anderson, let’s start with the basics. What the hell happened to you?”

      Ross turned to his mate. Your name is Dylan Anderson?

      I don’t know. The grumpy guy seems to think so.

      Ross grinned at the accurate description of his boss. He’s always grumpy. Just ignore him.

      Then Dylan looked between them all. “I’ve got no clue. I don’t know who you are. I just knew I had to find him.” He waved at Ross who took his hand.

      “We’ll find out,” Ross assured him. “That’s what we do.”

      He had ultimate faith in his new pack and the security agency he worked for. “Eli?”

      “He’s Dylan Anderson,” Eli growled. “He was one of us. I can provide his personal information…once we find out where he’s been.”

      Dylan flinched and Ross gathered him closer, glaring at his boss for scaring his mate.

      “He had long, black hair in the photo you showed me,” Owen said to Zeke.

      Zeke shrugged. “Maybe he dyed it for an assignment.”

      Ross glowered at them. “He is sitting right here.”

      Both apologized to Dylan, but his mate was ready to bolt. Ross held him close, not about to let him get away that easily. He’d been waiting for his mate since he’d discovered the existence of shifters. A naked man changing into a wolf was damn convincing. That naked man was now Eli’s mate, Sheriff Milo, sitting next to Eli.

      Ross wasn’t stupid. He understood Eli’s reservations about welcoming Dylan Anderson into the pack. He’d heard the name before, and a Cavalry operative gone dark was a danger to the whole pack. As they’d been betrayed by a shifter operative recently it was no wonder his boss didn’t trust Dylan.

      Betrayal hit him like a strong wave in his head, and Ross realized it came from his mate. He could hear everything Ross had just thought.

      “I’m sorry,” Ross said immediately, turning to hold Dylan’s hands and gaze into his light green eyes. Ross had never seen eyes like his. They were the deepest spring green with gold lines. He could drown in Dylan’s eyes. Ross pushed Dylan’s hair back from his face, noticing a small scar edging his left cheek. “This is all new for me.”

      “Duncan,” Dylan whispered.

      “Call me Ross, everyone does.”

      “Okay, I don’t care who you are, Dylan.” Cal, the omega wolf of the alpha pair, interrupted their conversation. “Right now, you’re tired and shaking. You need food. Bring him to the table, Ross. Budge up, Milo. There’s two of them now.”

      Cal’s mission in life was to feed his pack and Ross, even as an unmated human, had always been part of the pack, so his mate was too. Milo obligingly shifted closer to Eli.

      Dylan was shaking. Ross was embarrassed that he’d been so overwhelmed at the idea of finding his mate that he hadn’t noticed. For a wolf to be this exhausted, he had to have been on the road for a long while. Ross put an arm around Dylan’s thin shoulders and led him to the table. He eased Dylan into his seat and sat down next to him, taking his trembling hand.

      “Are you sure you want me here?” Dylan glanced around the table. He caught Eli’s scowl and pushed closer to Ross who put his arm around him again.

      “No,” Eli growled. “I’m not fucking sure.”

      “He’s not going anywhere,” Ross insisted.

      “Eli, back the fuck down,” Joe, the alpha of the pack, ordered. “We take care of our mates, you know that. Let him eat and decompress. You can question him later.”

      Ross smiled gratefully at Joe, but his boss wasn’t finished.

      “What if he brings the hunters here?” Eli barked.

      “Then we deal with it,” Cal said, “but no mate of our pack goes hungry.”

      “What hunters?” Dylan asked, looking confused. “I don’t know about any hunters.”

      They all stared at him.

      “You don’t know who the hunters are?” Ross asked gently.

      Dylan shook his head. “I don’t remember anything except waking up four days ago with this address imprinted in my head. I had to get here.”

      Ross took Dylan’s hand and held it tight. He watched Eli bristle, but Milo was clearly talking to him through their link, because he sighed and nodded. He caught Dylan’s bemused expression as he watched the dynamics around the table.

      “I know this is confusing and not like any pack you’ve encountered before. We’re humans and wolves, and we’re all gay.” He nodded as the two older men coughed. “Bisexual too.”

      “All gay?” Dylan asked.

      “Sapphire Ranch pack is run by Joe, that’s him, and his mate, Cal.”

      Dylan stared at Joe. “But you’re human.”

      “What gave it away?” Joe said dryly. He rolled his eyes as his mate shot him a scowl. “Ask all your questions now and we’ll try to answer them.”

      Dylan turned to the older men. “You’re the strongest wolves. Why aren’t you the alpha pair? You’re an alpha,” he said to Peter. “My wolf wants to submit to you. And why are you a wolf and he isn’t?” That was aimed at Joe Senior.

      “I’m Joe’s dad, but I’ve only just become a wolf.” Joe Senior counted the points off his fingers. “I’m getting used to the wolf thing. This is Peter, my mate. We were friends as kids, and we’ve just met again.”

      Peter smiled at him fondly. “I have to remind him not to broadcast his power to everyone.”

      Joe Senior shrugged. “It’s complicated. I was dying and they found my mate. He saved me.”

      “Joey is mine.” Peter held him close. “I know I’m the strongest alpha, but I was thrown out of my family’s pack as a teenager. Since then, I’ve never wanted to be an alpha or even part of a pack. This…” he waved around the table, “is all new to me. My mate and I need us time, not dealing with pack politics.”

      Joe snorted. “Like the rest of us got a minute to ourselves the second we mated. I met Cal when he came into my yard as a wolf, and I shot him.” He grinned at Dylan’s gasp. “Then my friend, Eli, met the sheriff, who’s hidden his wolfy side for years, and Zeke met Owen, who was exiled from Cal’s former pack.”

      “I get the feeling you’re missing a lot out.”

      “You have no idea,” Joe said with feeling. “I want to welcome you with open arms, Dylan, but Eli has been my friend for years and came when I asked him. I trust him with my life. If he needs to know what happened to you before he trusts you, I agree with that too.”

      Ross saw Eli relax a fraction at the praise. He knew it was hard for an alpha guy like Eli not to be in charge, but they all knew Eli would defend them to the end of days, him included.

      “Do you want me to go?” Dylan asked, his face pinched.

      “You’re not going anywhere without me,” Ross assured him.

      Joe coughed and they both turned to him. “Dylan, you get to eat, decompress, and meet your mate. Ross will take care of you. You’re welcome on these terms. I’m gonna listen to what Eli has to say and maybe we can make sense of your past. Owen here is real good at working out who’s talking bullshit. He’s got those instincts.”

      As Dylan shrank back, Ross wrapped his arms around his mate, scowling at Joe. “We can go elsewhere if you’re gonna throw threats at him.”

      Dylan tipped his head to look at him. “You can’t speak to your alpha like that.”

      Cal snorted as he placed a plate on the table with a thick, juicy steak, a baked potato with all the trimmings, and mac ‘n cheese. “Dylan, this is going to be hard to understand, but Sapphire Ranch isn’t like a normal pack. We’ve all got a voice here. From the alpha to the omega, from the exiled wolf to the newest member, that’s you, even if you’re still finding your way. We’re an unusual pack.”

      “I don’t think I’ve met a pack like yours,” Dylan admitted.

      “I don’t think anyone has a pack like ours,” Cal said and turned to his mate. “I guess we won’t be going to your apartment right now?”

      Joe shrugged. “Not until we find out what’s going on.”

      “You can stay with us,” Milo said.

      “I don’t want to throw you off the ranch,” Joe Senior said.

      Joe rolled his eyes. “So you haven’t been telling me it’s your ranch and I’m just the hired help every other conversation?”

      “He’s got you there,” Peter said.

      Joe Senior grunted. “Maybe.”

      From the whimper, Ross had a feeling Dylan was more focused on the food than the discussion around the table. He could feel the hunger pangs in his belly as if they were his own.

      “Eat,” he said gently, and Dylan tore into the meal like he hadn’t eaten in weeks.

      Ross caught Owen’s sympathetic expression. The exiled wolf knew what it was like to be hungry.

      Owen raised his eyes to Ross. “Take care of him,” he mouthed. “He’s empty inside.”

      He wasn’t sure what that meant, but he nodded and kept his arm around Dylan even as his mate ate as if this was his last meal.

      Ross knew he was going to have to make nice with his boss before the evening was out. Eli was fiercely protective of his security company and his pack. Since they’d discovered shifter traitors in their ranks, Eli’s protective nature had intensified to where Milo grumbled that Eli would send every pack member with a guard, no, two, if he could get away with it. Eli never denied it.

      But for the first time, Ross understood what it meant to have a mate. He would stand between Dylan and the world to keep him safe, even if it meant leaving the job he loved and the pack that had become his new family. Dylan was his and there would never be anyone else. Ross was also a Cavalry man to his fingernails and knew his boss was right. He needed to know what lay behind Dylan’s vanishing act and sudden reappearance. It was suspicious to say the least.

      Dylan stared at his empty plate as if he couldn’t believe he’d finished it. He whimpered as Cal took it away.

      “It’s okay,” Ross said. “He’s refilling it for you.”

      “I don’t want to be greedy.”

      “No one goes hungry here,” Cal said, returning to the table with another plate, and Ross noted the pointed stare at Owen.

      “I’m used to being hungry,” Owen said with a shrug. “Being part of a pack that gives a shit whether you live or die is new.”

      “I will always care,” the Black guy by his side rumbled.

      Ross had known Zeke for years and still found it hard to believe how loving and gentle he was with his mate. The man scared the daylights out of some of the other operatives, but Ross had seen another side of him since meeting Owen. He’d wanted that for himself and now he had, he wasn’t sure how to handle it.

      He glanced at his mate. He had the feeling Dylan was still only half-listening as he dove into the second plate, as full as the first one. Dylan hadn’t moved out of his hold. He seemed to need the touch as much as he needed the food. Ross caressed Dylan’s back in soothing circles.

      It’s okay, just relax. I’m here and I won’t let anything happen to you.

      He wasn’t sure whether his mate could hear him like he could hear Dylan, but all the other mated couples had mental links.

      Am I a traitor?

      It worked! A surge of excitement pushed through Ross as he heard Dylan’s worried response.

      I don’t know. Ross couldn’t lie. He had no idea who Dylan was, but Eli did. I didn’t know you before.

      Dylan seemed to shrink back. Eli hates me.

      No, he doesn’t. He’s just protective of us, is all. He runs a security firm. I work for him. So did you. You have to understand, Dylan, we’ve been under constant attack since Joe met Cal.

      From who?

      Ross was just about to answer, then he hesitated. No matter what he thought about Dylan, the young shifter was still an unknown quantity, and the Cavalry needed answers. But he hurt at the sadness over their link.

      You don’t trust me.

      Would you trust me if I walked into your pack and your pack member told me you were a traitor? Eli is my boss and my pack. I would walk through fire for him.

      And me?

      You’re my mate.

      Dylan turned to him. “What does being my mate mean to you?”

      Ross blinked as Dylan switched to talking out loud.

      “If you’ll walk through fire for him.” Dylan pointed at Eli and the conversation at the table died. “What will you do for me?”
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      Ross would have preferred the ground to open up and swallow him whole as the entire table turned to stare at him. How did he answer that?

      “I…uh…”

      Dylan pulled away from him. He turned to Joe and Cal. “Thanks for the food, alpha. I need to go. I need to find somewhere to sleep tonight.”

      Cal rolled his eyes. “You’re staying here. Ross just got the words stuck in his throat. What he meant to say was ‘I’ll take care of you until the end of my days.’ But he’s a stupid human and they don’t know how to say things like that.”

      “Hey, I can tell you we’re together forever,” Joe protested.

      “You normally tell me to stay in my bedroom and try to cover me in bubble wrap,” Cal said snippily.

      Dylan looked between them, then turned to Ross. “I’ve never met an alpha pair like this…I think,” he added before Eli could leap in. “I don’t remember anything.”

      Eli glowered. “We need to find out why you’ve gotten amnesia.” He couldn’t have screamed ‘very conveniently’ more than if he’d yelled it out.

      “We can take him to the hospital,” Joe suggested.

      Cal shook his head. “We need a shifter doctor. You remember what it was like when Ross and I were in hospital, and I healed quickly.”

      “Thanks for the reminder,” Ross said sourly. He’d taken months to recover. Cal was healed before they’d smuggled him out of the hospital.

      Cal’s lips twitched. “Sorry.”

      Ross glared at him. Could he sound less sincere? Cal just smirked.

      “You were hurt?” Dylan asked, looking horrified.

      “Someone totaled our SUV,” Ross said. “Cal recovered quickly. Me, not so much.”

      Dylan’s hands fluttered over him as if they didn’t know where to land. “Are you all right?”

      Ross smiled and took his hands, anxious to soothe his concerns. “I’m fine.”

      Joe raised an eyebrow. “Is there such a thing as a shifter doc?”

      “I’ve known a few,” Peter said, “but most of them are retired now.”

      “I know a doc in the Wild Creek Pack,” Cal said quietly. “He survived the massacre because he was away at the time. He returned home to help them. But I don’t know if he’d come here. He was one of the betas and friends with my brothers.”

      “If you invite him here, I’m out,” Owen said harshly.

      “We go together,” Zeke assured him. ‘You’re my mate. I won’t let you run away again.”

      Ross kept quiet. This was above his pay grade. He just wanted someone to look at his mate.

      You still think I’m your mate?

      I know you’re my mate, Ross assured Dylan. I don’t know all the words yet, but I’m here for you until the end of our days.

      Joe pointed at Owen. “You can’t go. You’re pack. You will always be part of my pack. We’ll go to them, if necessary.”

      Dylan leaned against Ross who gathered him in close. I should go. I didn’t mean to cause trouble. But he buried himself against Ross’s chest, clearly not wanting to move away from him. Ross held him tightly in his arms because he wasn’t letting Dylan go, not when he’d just found him. Ross had prayed to find his mate and the shifters in the pack had always believed he would. That was good enough for him.

      The conversation swirled around them, mainly focused on how to contact the shifter doctor. Ross didn’t join in, his whole attention on the young wolf in his arms. Dylan was exhausted. That was clear when he heard a soft snore, then the wolf jerked awake.

      “Guys,” Ross said, repeating it a second time when the conversation didn’t die.

      They turned to look at him. “Dylan is worn out. I’m taking him to bed.” He would not blush. “Joe, I can understand if you don’t want us to stay with your dad.”

      “Don’t be ridiculous,” Joe Senior snapped. “He’s not going to harm us. Peter could twist him into a pretzel. No offense, Dylan.”

      “None taken.” But Dylan didn’t take his eyes away from him. He looked worried.

      Ross chuckled through their link. You should have seen Joe’s dad a few weeks ago. He was dying of cancer. Now he wants to take on the world.

      And you? What do you want to do?

      I’m a soldier, my mate. I take orders. I’m not interested in taking over the world. Just saving the ones I love. Ross hoped his mate would hear the love in his voice and understand that it was meant for him.

      You’re not an alpha?

      Was that disappointment in Dylan’s voice? Ross bit his lip. He was never going to be an alpha. He was one of the pack but he’d never wanted to be in charge.

      Dylan turned to look in his eyes. I don’t need an alpha. Just a mate. Alphas hurt their pack.

      Ross frowned. “Joe and Cal aren’t like that. Is that what happened to you?”

      “I…don’t know. I think so.” Dylan seemed to be thinking it through. “I don’t remember what happened. I think ‘alpha’ and feel pain. Here.” He pointed to his kidneys. “I don’t feel that when I see you.”

      Ross looked up. The conversation at the table had died and everyone stared at him and Dylan.

      “Your alpha beat you?” Owen asked, his voice harsh.

      “I don’t know,” Dylan said, clearly exasperated. “I don’t remember a thing.”

      Except that wasn’t quite true. Dylan may not have remembered specifics, but he could remember the pain, and that came across their link as if it were Ross being beaten. That was something he hadn’t appreciated about having a mate. He could feel the pain that Dylan had experienced too. He wondered if that worked the other way. If so, they were going to have to stay away from danger.

      Cal leaned forward, his gaze fixed on Dylan. “But you feel the pain.”

      “I do. Every time I hear the word ‘alpha’.”

      Ross held him close. “You’re safe here, honey. I promise. Our alphas are not like that. Not Joe and Cal, not the others.”

      He barely knew the boy and already he was calling him endearments. But this was his mate, his forever. Honey was only the start of the names he would heap on Dylan.

      “We’re here to protect you,” Joe agreed and there was a murmur of agreements around the table.

      “Even me,” Eli muttered.

      Milo laughed and leaned against his mate. “Especially you. You’re the worst mother hen of them all. Stop spluttering. You know I’m right.”

      “You don’t know how true that is yet,” Owen added. “I didn’t believe it either. Pack meant pain for me. I was a rogue wolf until I came here.”

      “You had no pack?” Dylan asked, clearly horrified.

      Owen’s mouth twisted in bitterness, but Zeke gathered him close. “I was exiled from my pack.”

      “Owen was part of my family’s pack,” Cal said, “until my father and brothers, the alpha and betas, threw him out for trying to show them a better way of working. Owen has more brains than all of them put together, but they wouldn’t listen. They only respect brawn, not brains.”

      “The Wild Creek pack?” Dylan asked.

      Cal gave a curt nod. “Do you know the name?”

      Dylan shook his head. “No, but I don’t know the name of any pack, even my own.”

      “Yet, you knew to come here,” Eli said.

      “I came for my mate, not for the pack. I felt him from miles away. He was like a beacon in the darkness of my mind.”

      Ross had never been a beacon for anyone. He wanted to curl around Dylan and hold him tight forever.

      “Don’t say that to Ross,” Eli muttered. “Look at him. He’s just melted into goo.”

      Ross glared at his boss. He was a bodyguard, a protector. Not a gooey thing.

      And you also melt into goo? Dylan suggested.

      He huffed through the link and Dylan laughed.

      “Like you’re any better when it comes to me,” Milo pointed out to his mate.

      “We’re all suckers for the wolves in our lives,” Joe agreed.

      Eli focused his attention on Dylan. “Where were you before, when you felt this beacon?”

      “Uh…” Dylan wrinkled his forehead. “I don’t know.”

      “That’s enough,” Ross said firmly. “Leave Dylan alone. He’s tired. I won’t let you exhaust him.”

      He ignored the collective gasps around the table. He knew why. Ross rarely stood up to his boss or confronted anyone. He was the calm one, the one who just got on and followed orders. He was reliable, not scary like Zeke or a maverick like some of the other operatives.

      But Eli gave him a curt nod instead of reaming him out. “Take care of him. I’ll arrange cover for Joe Senior and Peter tonight.”

      “We don’t need babysitting,” Joe Senior snarled, but Peter leaned toward him and the newly made wolf subsided.

      No one said a word, although Joe seemed to be staring at the ceiling. It was clear he was trying not to laugh at his dad.

      Joe Senior sighed. “Thank you for babysitting…guarding us.”

      Eli snorted. “You’re welcome. If the hunters come through the door, you can eat them.”

      “Deal,” Joe Senior said, a little too enthusiastically.

      Peter sighed, then gave a rueful smile as his mate nuzzled against him.

      Are the hunters bad guys? Dylan asked through their link.

      God, how did he explain the hunters, without giving too much away?

      Worse than that. They’re evil. You’ve gotta be careful, Dylan. Stay with me at all times.

      I will.

      With that tired agreement from his mate, Ross breathed easier. He stood and scooped up Dylan, picking him up without asking. “I’ll be on duty in the morning,” he said to Eli.

      Owen suddenly burst out, “I’ll stay with you.”

      Zeke coughed and they all turned to look at him. “We were just discussing arrangements. Ross, take my keys and go back to our house. The spare room is made up. Owen and I’ll take your room tonight. I’ll cover for him, boss.” He threw his keys and Ross caught them one handed.

      It was as easy as that.

      Ross didn’t argue and Dylan seemed to be half-asleep already, his face buried in the crook of Ross’s neck. Ross laid him on the backseat of his pick-up. Dylan sighed and grumbled a little, but he didn’t wake up.

      Ross tangled his fingers in Dylan’s soft hair. “Sweet dreams,” he murmured.

      Before he could drive away, Owen darted out of the house. Ross didn’t know Owen that well. He’d been recovering from a car accident when Owen appeared on the scene. But he was pack and that was all Ross cared about.

      “Ross, wait up.”

      He leaned against the pick-up, waiting for Owen to reach him.

      Owen looked worried. “Listen, Dylan’s been missing for weeks, maybe longer. He wasn’t with the Streersons when Jake kidnapped me. I don’t know where he was, but he wasn’t one of the shifters who tortured me.”

      “You know that for sure?”

      “I do, and I told Eli too.”

      “Good to know,” Ross said. He tapped his head. “I can’t sense it up here yet. I can hear him now but not beyond that.”

      “It takes time and you’re human. Your senses are dulled.”

      Ross tried hard not to be offended, knowing that Owen was right. He was still only a human. He shouldn’t even know that shifters existed. Now he was part of a wolf/human pack and for the first time, had another being in his head.

      “You’ll learn,” Owen said with a smirk. “Zeke is amazing.”

      Ross smiled at him. Zeke was freaking scary, but around Owen he was a different man. “Why did you come out to tell me about Dylan?”

      “Because he needs to know someone is on his side.”

      “And you want him to know you are?”

      Owen gave him an ‘are you stupid’ look that should have reduced him to ashes. “That’s you, you idiot.”

      Ross flushed. “Sorry.”

      “He needs a friend. That can be me. I’ll come home tomorrow, and we can talk. But you’re his mate. You must have his back, no matter what the others say.”

      “Even if it means leaving the pack and the Cavalry?” Ross wasn’t sure if that was a question or a statement.

      “Yes.”

      No ifs or buts. Ross’s priority had to be Dylan now. He nodded slowly. “Keep reminding me, yeah? I know I’m going to screw up and say the wrong thing.”
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