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      Chapter One


      Wind in my face. Bait in the cooler. And, hopefully, the sun on my bare ass later. Sean Morita guided his 230 Boston Whaler Dauntless out of the marina and down the channel toward the Intracoastal leading to Lemon Bay while Jason Mraz blasted on the waterproof speakers. He’d had the boat three months and only managed to get it out on the water two other times.


      I’m paying enough on it every month. I should make more time to actually use it. The boat was the reason he’d be driving his beater Ford pickup for a few more years. He’d wanted his own boat for as long as he could remember. Sure he could borrow his parents’ boat, but then he had to endure hours of lectures from his father on proper use and care despite having been raised going out nearly every weekend and knowing their Mako even better than they did.


      It was a little after nine o’clock on a beautiful June Tuesday morning in Englewood, Florida, and Sean damn sure wanted to be a part of it. He’d been working his ass off six months straight with barely a day to himself. If his father didn’t like it, he could go screw himself. When he woke up and saw the weather report, and the fact that he didn’t have to be out in the field today supervising their survey crews, he’d decided to chuck it and called in to the office. No doubt his father would be up his ass about it, but unlike his old man, he didn’t enjoy working twenty-four-seven.


      Today is me time.


      When he left the no-wake zone behind and reached the main channel, he pushed the throttle forward. The 250-horsepower Yamaha outboard smoothly responded, putting the boat up on plane and gliding over the silky water not yet rippled by afternoon sea breezes. He could almost feel fish tugging on his line already. Hopefully, no one would be out at his favorite near-shore fishing spot in the Gulf and he could shuck his swim trunks.


      Maybe even rub one out under the sun. It’d been too damn long since he’d been laid. The only thing he didn’t like about Englewood was the lack of eligible and hunky gay men. He rarely had time to trek up to Sarasota or St. Pete or even Tampa to waste nights trolling bars, which really wasn’t his thing anyway. He also wasn’t comfortable meeting someone online. He wanted face-to-face interaction.


      He smiled when he spotted the trio of dolphins off to starboard a few hundred yards ahead of him in Lemon Bay. It wouldn’t be the first time dolphins swam along with him, surfing in the outboard’s wake. As a kid he’d been fascinated by the animals, wondering how they always managed to stay safe despite their dangerous-looking acrobatics while playing chicken with boats.


      They veered toward him, homing in on his wake. He laughed and maintained a steady course for them. Except for some commercial guides, he practically had the glassy water to himself this morning and didn’t need to watch for other boats.


      * * * *


      Emery and Erik closed in on their quarry, Denby. Denby was “it” in their game of fuck tag, and if he could make it to the no-wake zone before they caught up with him, they’d switch off until one of them tired enough to get caught by the other two.


      And that one would then proceed to get his brains fucked out.


      Not a bad fate, admittedly.


      While the pod generally frowned on them going off on their own for play due to their stuffy “safety in numbers” thinking, the older younglings generally preferred to take this kind of play out on the water when the elders were at their normal two-legged day jobs.


      Besides, it wasn’t like they were going out in open water to hunt. And it was daytime. On a weekday, for chrissake. A few hours playing in Lemon Bay wouldn’t hurt anybody. Emery loved the feel of his shifted body cutting through the warm salt water, feeling free in a way his human form didn’t allow.


      Denby veered toward an oncoming boat. Emery and Erik both let out chirrups of triumph, easily seeing from his trajectory that he’d have to veer away and back toward them, giving them the win. Denby had just turned twenty and wasn’t used to the rocketing pace of their play yet. It was only the fourth time he’d been out with them for fuck tag, although he hadn’t come out to the pod as gay yet.


      Then again, Denby could be like one of many others before him, playing on the side with his male youngling pod mates while putting up a respectable front for the females and eventually settling down with a female dolphin shifter, or even a human female.


      Hell, stranger things had happened.


      Emery didn’t give a shit who knew he liked guys over girls, and neither did Erik. Not that Erik was mate material, but as a friend and fuck buddy, he was fine. Although Emery’s parents insisted that because he was an Alpha, and son of the Placida Pod’s head Alpha, he would mate with a female dolphin shifter and produce grandchildren for their line despite him repeatedly telling them no way in hell. He just wasn’t interested in women, shifter or human.


      Just because Dad’s in charge of the pod doesn’t mean I’m going to kowtow to him.


      As they drew closer to the boat and Denby didn’t veer away, Emery’s thoughts turned to concern. “He sees the boat, right?” he chattered to Erik.


      “Yeah, I think he does. Shit. Maybe not.”


      They both put on speed, the game no longer fun as they sent warning clicks to the younger male. “My father will sooo have my ass if someone gets hurt,” Emery said.


      “No shit, dumbass. I don’t want him ripping me a new one, either.”


      Unfortunately, Denby maintained his course. Emery dug deep, adrenaline pouring through his shifted body as he flipped his tail fluke and pulled ahead of Erik. Denby’s course was too straight. He’d cut in front of the boat just in time to get hit by it if he didn’t veer off or slow down.


      Denby either ignored or couldn’t hear their loud pleas for him to stop. Within a few yards of the boat, Emery managed to leap out of the water, striking Denby in the side and knocking the wind out of him.


      Unfortunately, it put Emery directly in the path of the boat. He heard the captain throttle the engine back, but too late. The bow caught him squarely in the head over his melon, sending blinding pain throughout his body that violently spun his world into grey clouds of pain, followed by black.


      * * * *


      “Shit!” Sean had been so fascinated by the dolphins that it wasn’t until the last second he realized the one in front, slightly smaller than the other two, was going to run right into his path. He throttled down, but too late. The dolphin right behind the lead dolphin leapt, knocking the smaller dolphin aside but plowing directly into his bow with a sickening thud.


      He shifted into neutral and raced up to the bow, feeling heartsick. The smaller dolphin was shaking his head off to the side, as if the wind had been knocked out of him. The third dolphin dove under the boat, his loud, agitated squeals and clicks audible even through the water.


      It surfaced on the other side of the boat, head out of the water and turning around as if looking for its comrade, chattering and clicking before diving again.


      That’s when Sean spotted the man’s body ten yards away to his port side. Naked and floating facedown.


      Without thinking, Sean kicked off his shoes and dove into the water, taking strong strokes that quickly carried him to the man’s side. Sean flipped him over and hooked an arm under the man’s armpits. Pressing two fingers to the man’s throat, he felt a strong but racing pulse. And he was breathing.


      It wasn’t until he’d towed the man back to his boat that he had time to wonder at his sudden appearance. He’d forgotten about the dolphin, which from the agitated chattering of the other two still apparently hadn’t resurfaced.


      Sorry, fella. I hope you’ll be okay, but I have to take care of this guy. He climbed up on his swim step and hauled the guy in over the transom, collapsing under his weight to the deck. Around the boat, the other two dolphins swam, practically screaming from the sounds of their chattering.


      This guy had a huge goose egg on the top of his head, and a scalp laceration that was bleeding all over the place. Sean grabbed a towel. Then he reached over to the console and turned the key to shut the engine off. When he turned back to the man, he pressed the towel against his head to staunch the bleeding.


      Now he had a chance to actually look at the guy. Hunky and hung, he was a large guy but had a swimmer’s build and sandy blond hair that under other circumstances Sean would have been panting after. Strong shoulders that tapered down a well-defined chest and over rigid, washboard abs to a narrow waist. Sean looked around but didn’t see any other boats or watercraft nearby to explain the man’s appearance.


      His first-aid training kicked in. Other than the head injury, Nakey Hunk didn’t appear to be hurt. “Where the hell did you come from?” he muttered. “I’d better call Marine Patrol.” He leaned toward the console to grab the VHF radio mic when Nakey Hunk’s hand grabbed his wrist.


      “No,” Nakey Hunk croaked. His eyes were still closed.


      “Dude, you’re hurt. You might have a serious injury. A concussion, at the very least. Not to mention you’re bleeding all over the place.”


      The hand squeezed, nearly painfully. “No.”


      Sean gave up. “Okay. All right.”


      Nakey Hunk let go of his wrist and gingerly put his hand on the towel, over Sean’s.


      From the way Nakey Hunk was sprawled in his lap, Sean suspected the only way the guy could miss the sudden hard-on pressing into his shoulder would be if he had a concussion.


      * * * *


      Blinding pain exploded through Emery’s body, twenty times worse than getting kicked in the balls. Guys playing dirty hit each other in the nuts.


      Dolphins playing dirty aimed for the melon, where their echolocation senses were located. And at least in this way, girls weren’t immune.


      But a boat nailing him…


      Fuuuck.


      He was too stunned to resist when the guy pulled him into his boat. All he’d wanted to do was slip into unconsciousness, but even that didn’t happen. He vaguely heard Denby and Erik chattering and clicking at him from somewhere outside the boat, but he ignored them.


      All he wanted to do was die.


      Seemed like that wasn’t happening either. At least Denby was safe.


      I’m gonna kill that asshole when I feel better.


      He laid his hand over the man’s hand holding the towel to his scalp. That injury would be healed within a few hours. One benefit of being a dolphin shifter was the ability to heal quickly, although far more quickly than even bio-dolphins.


      “Water, please,” he croaked at the guy.


      He felt the guy lean over, heard the sound of a cooler open and close, and then the snick of the plastic cap being wrenched open on the bottle.


      The guy pressed the bottle to his lips. “Here.”


      He took several long, deep swallows. That helped settle his stomach, which had threatened to upend from the pain. And he didn’t feel like explaining why he would be upchucking a dozen or so pinfish, swallowed whole, all over the guy’s deck.


      “Thank you,” Emery said.


      “No problem. Mind telling me how you got out here? Did you fall out of your boat? You’re lucky those dolphins came along, although I think one ran in front of me. I wouldn’t have seen you if I hadn’t stopped.”


      Fuck. His brain hurt too much to think of an adequate response. “Not sure. Too many drinks last night and asshole friends.” Okay, that will buy me some time.


      “We should really get you to shore and to a hospital.”


      Something about the sound of the guy’s voice drilled down deep inside him. He liked it. It sounded like deep, rich morning coffee and just as strong, with just a hint of a native Floridian drawl. “No. Just need to lie down.”


      “I don’t think you’re in any condition to drive. Where’s your car?”


      Crap. Erik had picked him up at his duplex in south Venice after Erik had picked up Denby. His keys, wallet, and cell phone were in Erik’s SUV. His shorts and T-shirt were hidden in a strand of mangroves at the end of Stump Pass Beach State Park, where they’d stripped before entering the water and shifting.


      “Home.”


      “And where is that?”


      This guy is asking way too many questions. Despite the pain receding a little, his head still throbbed in time with his pulse. He cracked open an eye and peered up at the guy who’d nearly killed him and saved his life all at the same time.


      That’s when his cock started throbbing as well. Brown hair and sweet, almond-shaped brown eyes the color of cappuccino. Sun-kissed golden skin, what he could see of it around the wet T-shirt plastered to his well-defined chest.


      And what felt like a generous cock rubbed against his shoulder, where he was lying in the guy’s lap.


      “Can you just take me to your place?”

    

  


  
    Chapter Two


    My place? Is he serious?


    Then he spotted Nakey Hunk’s cock, which had gone from limp to semi-chub interested at some point.


    Sean hoped his mouth wasn’t watering. If he was that big limp, he wondered what he looked like fully erect.


    “Dude, you might have a concussion. And you’re going to need stitches.” And you’re in no condition for me to beg you to fuck my ass, which would break my heart if you said no.


    The man closed his eyes again and slowly sat up. Then he removed the towel from his head and gingerly felt his scalp. “It’ll heal quick. It’s already stopped bleeding. See?”


    Amazed, Sean saw it indeed had already stopped bleeding.


    Nakey Hunk slowly opened his eyes again. They were beautiful, like grey granite with flecks of dark blue, black, and gold. Blond eyelashes fluttered and Sean forced himself not to lean in and kiss him.


    “I’ll be okay. I just need to rest for a little bit. Or do you have a boyfriend?”


    Sean quickly shook his head before he even had a chance to think about how the guy knew he was gay. “I’m single.”


    “So am I.” He glanced down at his cock before offering a half smile to Sean. “And as you can see, I’m interested if you are.”


    Sean’s mouth went dry. Was he interested in a hot naked hunk? Hell yeah!


    He nodded.


    Nakey Hunk’s mouth quirked in another lopsided smile. He extended one hand. “Emery Nadel.”


    Sean shook with him. “Sean Morita.”


    Sean helped him to his feet and got him settled on the bench seat in front of the console with another towel to wrap around his waist and a sandwich bag full of ice from the cooler for the goose egg on his head. Sean stripped off his own wet T-shirt and stowed it. Then he cranked the engine and slowly turned the boat around to head back to the marina.


    The dolphins didn’t seem to want to let him go. They kept trying to swim in front of his boat, chattering at him in a way he’d never seen before. Unfortunately, he still didn’t see the third.


    They must be pissed at me for hitting their buddy.


    He gingerly eased the throttle up enough to move past them, until he finally was able to put it on plane and navigate back to the no-wake zone. Behind him, the two dolphins persistently followed, catching up and again trying to stop him once he had to slow to idle speed. Emery apparently paid them no attention. He sat there holding the ice to his head and sipping on another bottle of water.


    When Sean finally pulled into the marina basin and slid up to the dock, the dolphins gathered at the stern of his boat, still chattering at him. He imagined them scolding him, could almost hear their accusations.


    “Listen, it was an accident!” he finally yelled at them. “You guys were coming after me, remember? I’m sorry.” He turned to see Emery smirking at him. “Well, it’s like they’re blaming me. They’re the ones who ran into my way. I feel bad about it, but I wasn’t trying to hit them. I’ve never seen dolphins do that before.”


    He stood and waved his free hand at the dolphins, as if shooing them away. “Dolphins are funny creatures,” he said. “Pod dynamics that can make a Jewish mother look downright aloof.”


    “Holy crap, do I know Jewish moms. I have one.”


    Weirdly enough, the two dolphins looked at each other before quickly swimming away.


    “Huh,” Sean said. “That was freaking weird.” Then his eyes drifted back to Emery. Especially to the light dusting of blond hair that ran in a happy trail from his navel, down under the towel wrapped around his slim hips.


    And the unmistakable bulge lying against his thigh under the towel.


    Sean cleared his throat. “Give me a minute to get a dock cart and grab my stuff out of the boat and we’ll go.”


    Emery nodded and stepped out of the boat and up onto the dock where he sat on a bench to wait. Sean hurried down the dock, located an available cart, and quickly unloaded his stuff. Then he left word with the dockmaster that they could put his boat back in dry storage. Emery followed Sean down the dock to the parking lot where he’d parked his truck. After quickly putting stuff in the back, he returned the dock cart and jumped in.


    Emery sat back, eyes closed, the ice pack pressed to his head.


    “Might want to roll down your window,” Sean said, now a little embarrassed by his ride as he rolled his down. “The air doesn’t work.”


    Emery reached for and found the handle crank, rolling the window all the way down.


    “You sure you don’t want me to take you home?” Sean nervously asked, hoping the guy would say no.


    “No. You live close, right?”


    “Yeah. Over near Dearborn Street.”


    “That’s fine. I live up in south Venice. I need to call my friends. My wallet and cell and keys are in their car. And I’m not in a hurry to go home.” He turned his head and opened one grey eye at him.


    “Okay,” he squeaked, his cock throbbing almost painfully as he started the truck.


    * * * *


    If Emery’s head hadn’t hurt so damn much, he’d be laughing. Nice thing about being a dolphin, his senses were far more acute than a human’s. Hearing, vision, smell. And when he said he wasn’t in a hurry to go home, Sean’s pulse had begun racing again. He could also smell the sweet tang of pre-cum leaking from the man’s cock.


    Sean was as attracted to him as Emery was to Sean. Now if his headache would just go away, he could spend the rest of the day fucking this gorgeous guy’s brains out of his head. It was, after all, how he’d planned on spending his day.


    Just not with this guy.


    This guy, however, was far better than Erik or Denby. He’d been with humans before, sure. But there was something different about this one. Something that pulled at him and stirred his soul and cock like no other before, shifter or human. He didn’t know what that something was, but he wanted to find out.


    Ten minutes later, they pulled into a small apartment complex two blocks north of Dearborn Street. Six small units sat side by side in a U-shaped one-story building that looked like it’d been built in the sixties. Emery got out of the truck and followed Sean inside. Fortunately, the air in his apartment was working just fine. He breathed in a sigh of relief as the cool air soaked into his skin.


    “There’s more ice in the freezer if you want to redo your ice pack,” Sean said. “Let me grab my stuff out of the truck. I’ll be right back.”


    “Okay, thanks.” Emery walked into the kitchen, dumped the melting ice out of the bag into the sink, and refilled it from the freezer. The apartment was tidy, clean, and while not amply furnished, it looked like the guy had spent some money at IKEA. He rummaged through a couple of cabinets and found a bottle of ibuprofen. He shook two, then a third, into his palm and dry swallowed them. Already he felt the itchy line of the scalp laceration where the flesh had started knitting itself back together again. By tonight, it would be a pale, white line. By tomorrow morning, he’d have a hard time finding it.


    Sean returned with a load of things from the bed of the truck, grabbed a furtive look at his towel-clad ass, and ducked outside again.


    Emery would have laughed except for his still-throbbing head. Which had started feeling better by the minute.


    He walked out of the kitchen and down the short hallway. Bathroom and two bedrooms. In one bedroom, a nice queen-size bed and dresser set.


    Guy really likes IKEA.


    In the other room, storage and home office setup. He could smell only Sean’s scent in the apartment.


    He smiled again. No roommate to annoy. Good.


    He dropped his towel in the bathroom and walked naked out to the living room. That’s where he was standing when Sean returned again. He’d backed in the front door while juggling two fishing rods. When he turned and spotted Emery standing there in the buff, his jaw gaped.


    “How about we start by grabbing a shower?” Emery asked as he walked over. Yep, the headache is already getting better. He was lucky. If he was a normal human, the blow would have probably killed him. But it’d happened while he was shifted. He hadn’t meant to shift back, but the impact had taken him by surprise. The shift helped speed his healing anyway.


    Sean dumbly nodded.


    Emery smiled and took the fishing rods from him and set them on the floor. Then he reached over and snapped the dead bolt. He didn’t miss how Sean’s damp shorts were now tented in front of him.


    No problem. He didn’t mind taking charge. Sean was only a couple inches shorter than his own six-five. He slanted his mouth over Sean’s and parted his lips, teasing and tasting with his tongue.


    Sean let out a soft moan and fell against him, his lips parting and giving him full access.


    * * * *


    What the fuck am I doing? I never just fall into bed with a guy!


    Sean didn’t know what had come over him, but this guy was sin on legs, with the most beautiful cock he’d ever seen on a man. At least eleven inches, and thick.


    He could be a lying asshole! He could be a psychopath! He could be—


    Emery ground his hips, and his rock-hard cock, against him.


    He could be about to fuck my brains out. Then he banished that worrywart inner voice from his mind and wrapped his arms around Emery.


    He tried to follow Emery’s mouth when he lifted his face from Sean’s. “Shower,” Emery hoarsely croaked.


    “Uh-huh!”


    Emery backed them toward the hall, leading Sean with his lips. His hands slipped inside the elastic waistband of Sean’s shorts and pushed them down and off him. Sean barely paused to kick them off, moaning even louder as his freed cock brushed against the fine dusting of blond hair on Emery’s stony thigh.


    Jesus, he doesn’t have an ounce of fat on him!


    Emery’s hand closed around Sean’s cock and he lifted his mouth again. “Lights?”


    They’d somehow made it into the bathroom. Sean reached over and fumbled for the light switch. When he turned, Emery had sunk to his knees and engulfed Sean’s cock with his mouth.


    Holy fuck!


    Sean started to grab Emery’s head, remembered his injury, then grabbed the counter to hold on. It took approximately five seconds for Emery’s talented tongue to coax the first explosive orgasm out of him. His knees nearly went out from under him.


    Sean let out a moan, gasping. “Sorry. It’s been a while,” he apologized as his face reddened.


    Emery sat back on his heels, licking his lips as a smile curled his mouth. “Don’t worry. We’re going to be here for a while.”


    * * * *


    Dear, sweet Goddess! Emery fought the urge to roughly dig his fingers into Sean’s ass as his cum poured over his tongue. Even that was perfect about him, tangy yet just enough salty sweetness to make him want to spend the whole day making him orgasm just so he could taste him and fill his belly with it.


    Mate.


    He didn’t want to think that word. He didn’t believe in the old bullshit myths about love at first sight anyway. Lust at first sight, absolutely. Okay, so no, he’d never felt such a strong, magnetic, visceral reaction to any other person, human or dolphin, before. That didn’t mean anything.


    Did it?


    He stood and led Sean into the shower. With the water sluicing over their bodies, Emery enfolded him in his embrace again, tasting as the salt spray washed off his flesh, leaving Sean’s naturally sweet flavor behind. He licked and sucked and bit, played with Sean’s nipples, and then slid to the floor.


    “Soap,” he said, holding a hand up.


    Sean handed it to him. Then Emery grabbed his hips and turned him to face the wall. He soaped the crack of his ass and rinsed it. Then he used his hands to spread Sean’s ass cheeks and he buried his tongue deep between them, finding his rosebud and spearing it.


    Sean loudly moaned. Emery chuckled as even in the shower he could smell the pre-cum freely flowing from the other man’s cock. He’d already gotten hard again.


    After a few minutes, Emery traded his tongue for a finger, pleased to find it easily slipped past his tight ring. He didn’t want to do more without lube, but Sean was already grinding his ass back against his hand, trying to get him to swipe his finger along his sweet spot and set him off.


    He stood, Sean moaning again, only this time apparently at the loss of having nothing in his ass. Emery spun Sean around and crushed his lips against him again. “Bed,” he roughly said. “Now.”

  


  
    Chapter Three


    They shut the water off. Barely pausing to grab a couple of towels from the shelf in the bathroom, Emery led Sean into the bedroom and fell backward onto the bed with him in his arms.


    “I’ve never done this before,” Sean said.


    Emery studied him. “You’ve never been with a guy?”


    “No, not that. I mean yes, I have. I mean…” He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “This sounds so girlie, but I usually don’t just fall into bed with a guy like this. With a stranger.”


    Emery grinned. “Neither do I, but I also don’t let a good thing get away. Life’s too damn short.” He grabbed Sean’s hair and pulled his face down again, kissing, fucking him with his tongue. He wanted to spend all day twined with this man’s body, in every possible way. He wanted to fuck his ass, his mouth, and feel his cock fucking him. He wanted to sixty-nine him and try to make him come at the same time. He wanted—


    He blinked. He wanted to spend the rest of his life doing that to him.


    What the fuck?


    Then Sean’s hard cock rubbed against him and pure, raw need took over.


    I’ll think about it later. Much later. He pushed Sean up. “Condoms and lube?”


    Sean nodded and rose on shaky legs. He opened the drawer of the bedside table while Emery spread a towel out on the bed and lay on it.


    * * * *


    Sean didn’t know what the fuck he was doing. At least Emery had brought up the C-word before he had to. Good, one less worry.


    Except as he got a good, long look at the fully erect cock jutting straight up from Emery’s body, he had a new worry.


    How the fuck am I going to get that in me?


    Emery rolled the condom onto him and took the bottle of lube. He slicked his cock with it, his grey eyes burning into Sean’s as he stroked his immense shaft.


    “Kneel over me,” Emery ordered.


    With a will of their own, his legs complied. Emery squirted more lube into his hand. “Spread your ass for me.”


    Sean reached behind him and complied, a little embarrassed to see pre-cum dripping from the end of his cock onto Emery’s abs.


    Skillfully, Emery slicked his dark hole, playing with Sean, making him moan as he slid first one, then two fingers in him. He played with him for a minute before adding more lube and a third finger, scissoring them inside him, the pinching burn turning pleasurable almost immediately. Sean closed his eyes and rocked against Emery’s hand, wanting him deeper, harder, faster.


    Then the fingers disappeared. Sean was so startled his eyes flew open again.


    Emery put the lube aside, wiped his hand on a towel, and grabbed Sean’s hips. “My damn cock is so hard it hurts. I need to fuck you.”


    Sean tried to control his breathing, afraid he’d hyperventilate and pass out. With Emery guiding him, he felt the man’s thick knob press against his rim for entrance.


    “Just take it slow,” Emery coaxed.


    Slow? It was huge. He panted as he gingerly reached between his legs and held Emery’s cock as he guided it past the outer ring of muscle. He whimpered, the burn back with a vengeance. He was too fucking big.


    Then Emery’s hand closed around his cock. “You can take it,” he hoarsely said. “You know you want to.”


    He did want to, and the delicious feel of Emery slicking his own juices up and down his throbbing shaft quickly turned the burn into a pleasant fullness he wanted to completely experience. Slowly at first, he rocked back and forth, taking a little more each time, Emery matching his strokes until he felt his ass cheeks settle against Emery’s hard thighs.


    He opened his eyes and met Emery’s gaze. Emery tented his legs behind Sean, cradling him on his hips. He laced the fingers of his free hand through Sean’s. “You like that, don’t you? You like having my cock buried in you.” It wasn’t a question.


    Sean couldn’t think, much less speak. He nodded, whimpering slightly. He didn’t want to explode again so soon. He wanted to enjoy it, savor it for a few minutes at least. He just didn’t know how he’d last.


    “Just wait till you’re used to me and I can bend you over and fuck your ass whenever I want.”


    Sean’s cock throbbed at Emery’s words. Whenever he wants? It sounded like Emery wanted more than just an afternoon fuck.


    He couldn’t understand why the thought of having this guy he’d just met stay in his life for the long term turned his insides into tapioca pudding.


    * * * *


    Emery couldn’t believe he’d said it. There was no denying it, however. Unless Sean suddenly turned into a real douchebag in the next five minutes, no way in fucking hell was he letting him out of his life. He didn’t understand it, but he wasn’t going to argue with it. The thought of any other guy in his life had suddenly become repellant.


    Mate.


    Fuck that shit. He could fall in love with a guy without it being a mate-bond, he tried to tell himself. He didn’t even give a shit about the complications of trying to tell him the truth about who and what he was.


    He didn’t care. All he cared about was not letting this man walk out of his life.


    Sean’s ass squeezed around his cock so deliciously tight that he thought he might explode before he got his shaft totally buried inside him. And then when he started moving, delicious turned into perfection. The only thing better would be fucking without the condom.


    We’ll get there soon enough.


    He didn’t need a condom, because he was immune to STDs, but had asked for it more for Sean’s mental comfort and to avoid the whole I’m-a-dolphin-shifter issue.


    He thrust his hips up into Sean as he started stroking Sean’s cock faster. Through a tight jaw he said, “I won’t last long.”


    Sean squeezed his hand as he bounced up and down on his cock. Then at the same time he felt Sean’s ass spasming around his shaft, jets of cum erupted out of his cock and all over Emery’s belly.


    “Yes!” Emery thrust hard, letting go and enjoying the way his aching balls emptied, filling the condom inside his lover as his orgasm boiled over.


    Sean collapsed on top of him. Emery wrapped his arms around him and buried his face in his hair. As they lay there, Sean’s cum drying between them and gluing their bodies together, Sean started to laugh.


    “What’s so funny?” Emery asked.


    “Guess your head feels better, huh?”


    “Which one?”


    Sean hesitated. “Well, I guess both of them.”


    Emery rubbed his chin across the top of Sean’s head. “Yes. They both feel better now.” After a few minutes he reluctantly made Sean move so he could go clean up in the bathroom. When he returned, he crawled into bed and pulled Sean close with his head resting in the crook of his arm. “Do you have to be anywhere today?” Emery asked.


    “Nope. Called in sick. What about you?”


    “Ditto. Then let’s take a nap before we fuck each other’s brains out again.”


    “What about your friends?”


    Emery yawned. “What about them?”


    “Didn’t you say they had your stuff?”


    “They’ll still have it later.” He snugged Sean more tightly to his side. “Way later.”


    * * * *


    Erik looked around before sinking down into the water, shifting, and emerging to walk up to the mangrove trees. Denby followed him. They both grabbed their shorts from where they’d left their clothes and quickly pulled them on. Erik grabbed Emery’s clothes, too, before they hurried back to the parking lot.


    Erik punched his code into the keyless entry pad and the Cherokee’s locks clicked open.


    “What are we going to do?” Denby asked for the gazillionth time.


    Erik slammed his fist down on the roof of his SUV. “I don’t fucking know! I didn’t know all the other times you fucking asked me, and I don’t fucking know now! Get the fuck in!” How had he missed how whiny Denby was before?


    They took off toward the marina. The boat they’d followed was there, being hauled out of the water by the forklift to go into dry storage, but no sign of Emery and the guy. When Erik tried to find out who owned the boat, the woman in the office looked at him suspiciously.


    “He’s the friend of a friend,” Erik explained. “But our friend went with him, and forgot his cell phone, wallet, and keys in my car. I’d like to get them back to him.”


    She pushed a piece of paper and a pen across the counter to him.


    “Leave me your name and number and I’ll pass it on to him. I can’t give out customer information.”


    Stewing, Erik wrote it down and handed it back. “Thank you.”


    Denby hammered him with useless questions again when they got back to the parking lot. Erik whirled around on him. “Shut the fuck up. It’s all your fault anyway. Didn’t you see the fucking boat? He was trying to save your goddamned ass!”


    “I thought I had time to make it across. I was going to use it to slow you two down.”


    “Get in the fucking car so I can take you home.”


    Erik wanted to smack the shit out of Denby and knew he couldn’t. That would get him in trouble with the pod. Erik understood Emery didn’t feel the same way about him that he felt about Emery, which was why he’d never said anything to him before. But the sight of the man he loved in the arms of another man—a human man—hurt and unable to help him, had nearly ripped Erik to pieces.


    I’ve got to tell him. Let the chips fall where they may and be done with it. Stop torturing himself over Emery and tell him he wanted to be more than occasional fuck buddies with him. And if Emery didn’t want him back…


    He’d deal with that when it happened.


    But he wouldn’t lose the man he loved to a fucking human.

  


  
    Chapter Four


    Sean awoke from his short nap with a pleasant ache in his ass and his head still nestled in the crook of Emery’s arm.


    Wow.


    He looked up at the ceiling.


    Wow.


    This felt unreal. Something inside him hoped Emery hadn’t been kidding when he talked like he wanted to see where this would go. That it wouldn’t be some one-time fling.


    Emery rolled over onto his side to face him. Those intense eyes, the gold and blue flecks even more prominent now, stared into his.


    Without a word, he took Sean’s chin in his hand and tipped his face. Then Emery’s lips closed on his and Sean softly moaned. He tasted warm and rich, like a sweet lager. When Emery’s tongue pressed for entrance, Sean’s lips willingly parted before him.


    Trapped between their bodies, Sean’s cock throbbed. He couldn’t help rocking his hips, the gentle friction against Emery’s body stirring his desire even more.


    Emery pulled back a little, to look into his eyes. “I’m not going anywhere, unless you want me to leave.”


    Sean shook his head. Maybe a little too eagerly to not come off looking pitiful, but he was beyond caring. The thought of this gorgeous hunk walking out of his life nearly broke his heart. “I don’t want you to leave.”


    Emery rolled him onto his back, his weight pressing Sean into the mattress. He laced his fingers through Sean’s and pinned his arms over his head against the pillows.


    Sean thought he’d melt inside.


    Emery’s cock was as hard as his and pressed against Sean’s thigh. “We have a lot to talk about.”


    Sean swallowed, but nodded.


    “I want a relationship.”


    Sean nodded again. He could listen to Emery’s voice all day. It matched his taste, like a thick, sweet lager he wanted to roll over his tongue forever before swallowing. It gave him nearly the same mental buzz as well.


    “I don’t fuck around when I’m involved exclusively with someone. And I expect the same in return. If you decide you want out of the relationship, or don’t want to be exclusive anymore, you need to speak up and say so.”


    Sean eagerly nodded. For some reason, he couldn’t remember how to talk, only listen.


    And he really liked what he was hearing


    Emery smiled. He loved the little lines that formed at the corners of his eyes when he did that. It meant he was a man who smiled a lot. “Do you want to say anything?”


    “I’m good,” Sean finally managed to get out.


    “Oh, you’re better than good.” It came out like a purr.


    Sean’s cock throbbed. “So are you!” Jeezus, I’m a frickin’ moron.


    Emery sat up, straddling Sean. He reached over to the bedside table and grabbed lube and a condom. “I want to feel that cock of yours in my ass.” He laid the stuff on the towel on the bed. “But first, I want to feel that sweet mouth of yours on my cock.”


    Sean didn’t realize his mouth had dropped open in a wide invitation until Emery smiled again. He scooted up the bed until Sean could reach him. Pearly drops of pre-cum glistened on his slit, awaiting him. When he swiped his tongue over the smooth heat of his large knob, the taste filled him, invoking mental images of the open Gulf waters, tangy and salty with enough sweetness to make him crave more. Sean closed his eyes as Emery ran his hands through Sean’s hair.


    “That’s it,” Emery murmured, his voice husky. “Just like that.”


    Sean swiped his tongue around the edge of the engorged head, taking time to tease Emery’s slit with the tip of his tongue before enveloping his cock with his lips. With Sean’s hands freed, he wrapped his fingers of one hand around the base of Emery’s cock, and cupped his pendulous sac with the other. Slowly, Sean worked more and more of Emery’s cock into his mouth. It felt like hot, living steel against his tongue and tasted way better than any other cock he’d known.


    Emery’s hand cupped the back of Sean’s head a little tighter as he started working his hips in time with his mouth. “That’s it, baby,” Emery said. “Your mouth is every bit as good as your ass.”


    Sean thought Emery’s mouth was fucking fantastic and hoped to give him as good as he’d gotten. He redoubled his efforts, trying to draw more of those deep moans out of Emery that made Sean’s cock grow painfully hard and throb in time with his pulse.


    In his palm, Emery’s sac drew taut, growing close.


    “I’m gonna come,” he said as his cock swelled and pulsed even as it hardened more. Sean sucked him, hard, swallowing and moaning when his juices filled his mouth.


    He looked up to see Emery throw his head back as a deep cry escaped him. Sean felt light-headed, almost close to coming himself, connected in a way he’d never felt about anyone else before, like a low-level current connected their souls.


    I love you.


    He blinked, the shock of the thought almost interrupting him sucking and swallowing what felt like buckets of Emery’s cum. Where the hell did that come from?


    But Emery looked down at him, his eyes also wide.


    As if he’d heard his thought.


    He knew he hadn’t said it out loud, because that would be impossible with a mouth full of Emery’s cock.


    He also knew it was the truth, bubbled up from somewhere deep inside him.


    * * * *


    Emery stared down at Sean’s sweet brown eyes, his shock nearly enough to interrupt the second-best orgasm he’d ever had in his life. The first-best having been not too long ago with his cock fisted tightly in Sean’s ass.


    But he’d heard it. In Sean’s voice.


    Sean looked as shocked as he felt. Only Emery was shocked not only because of the sudden appearance of what was obviously a mate-bond between them, but because he knew he felt it deep within him, too.


    “I love you, too.”


    Sean’s eyes widened.


    One last spasm finished emptying his balls and he gasped for breath, unable to look away from Sean’s surprised expression.


    What the fuck? He caressed Sean’s cheek with his thumb. He knew he felt something deeper for this man he’d just met, deeper than he’d felt for anyone else, but a mate-bond?


    His cock was growing limp inside Sean’s mouth but he didn’t have the heart to move yet. Sean appeared to be in no hurry for him to move. He gently sucked on Emery’s cock, making sure he got every last drop from him. Emery reached behind him to find Sean’s cock. It twitched when his fingers brushed against it, velvet steel under his touch.


    That was the encouragement he needed to move. He pulled his cock from Sean’s mouth and leaned down, deeply kissing him. Without a word he opened a condom and sheathed Sean’s cock in it. He slathered lube on Sean’s cock, then in his own hole, his eyes never leaving Sean’s.


    When he settled down on top of his cock, Emery let out a deep, satisfied sigh, first when the knob breached his rim. Another once he had Sean’s entire nine inches buried deep in his ass.


    He leaned forward again, capturing Sean’s fingers and pinning his hands over his head. As he slowly started to move, he fucked Sean’s mouth with his tongue. He tried again.


    “Mine. Forever.”


    Sean let out a deep moan, his cock spasming inside Emery, before he replied. “Yes!”


    No doubt about it. They had a mate-bond. Emery shut his brain off and fucked his mate, never wanting to let him go. He could think later. Right now, all he wanted to do was make his mate come.


    Harder and faster, he felt Sean trying to hold back even as he thrust his hips up to meet each stroke. Emery kissed him harder. “Give it to me, mate.”


    He swallowed Sean’s loud, wordless moan as he climaxed. He squeezed Emery’s hands. Emery felt Sean’s cock swell and throb in his ass as he filled the condom. Beneath him, Sean’s body relaxed as Emery continued kissing him, nipping at his lips until they were deep red and swollen.


    Emery released his hands and laid his palms against Sean’s cheeks. He stared deep into his eyes.


    “We really need to talk,” Emery softly said.


    * * * *


    Sean felt like begging him, pleading with him not to talk. To just do more fucking. The way Emery had said, “We really need to talk,” put a chill inside Sean’s soul. This can’t be good.


    He turned his head and kissed Emery’s palm. “No talking, please.”


    “Yes, we need to. I’m serious. There are things about me you need to know.”


    Fuck. “I don’t care.” He closed his eyes and licked at Emery’s palm, hoping to distract him.


    Emery forced him to look at him. “Please.”


    “You have a record?” he asked, closing his eyes again. Hell, if that’s all, no biggie.


    “No. I—”


    “You’re broke? Because if you didn’t see my truck, I know the feeling. I don’t give a shit if you’re in debt up to your eyeballs.”


    “No, Sean. I—”


    “Please tell me you’re not pos.”


    That earned him an amused laugh. He dared to open his eyes again and looked up into Emery’s handsome smirk.


    “That’s a definite hell no. I’m totally clean.”


    He swallowed hard. Those were the biggies, right? Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all. “What?”


    “I’ve got a very large…extended family.”


    He blinked. “That’s it? That’s the big news? You had me fucking worried.”


    “No, not exactly. They have some…very specific ways of doing stuff. They might not welcome you. In fact, they might exile me when I tell them about you?”


    “What, are they like Amish or religious nuts or something?”


    “No. Just…they have a lot of traditions. And me being gay, plus mating with someone outside our…kind, well it might not go so well.”


    He breathed a sigh of relief even as he let out an amused snort. “Dude, I have a Jewish mom and a Japanese dad. I’m the only child and they both want grandkids. I’ve got the market cornered on family issues. It’s not a problem.” Nervous tension set in again. “Unless it’s a problem for you?”


    Emery shook his head. “You’re mine. I don’t give a shit if I’m exiled or not. It just…might not be easy at first. If they don’t exile me, I can guarantee things won’t be easy for a while, at least.”


    “I don’t care. And did you really mean it when you said you love me, too?” The explosion in his cock had temporarily driven the other questions out of his mind. Now that his wits had returned, so had his questions. “And how the hell did you hear my thoughts? And how did I hear yours?”


    Emery leaned in and kissed him again. “Yes. I heard you. And yes, I meant it when I said I loved you, too.”


    Sean’s eyes widened in shock. He froze as Emery lifted his face from his. “Like I said, we have a lot to talk about.”


    Sean dumbly nodded.

  


  
    Chapter Five


    Sean, still reeling, went to the bathroom to clean up. He veered by the living room first to check his cell phone. It wasn’t even noon yet. As expected, he had three texts from his dad wanting to know why he’d called in, and two from his mom wanting to know if he needed soup.


    Oy.


    He texted them both back that he’d taken the boat out, leaving out the part about him being home and fucking his brains out with a handsome stranger.


    Then he saw the missed call from the marina and that he had a new voice mail. He played it, frowning as he listened.


    “Sean, it’s Liza from the marina. Two guys said a friend of theirs is with you and he left his wallet and stuff with him. His name is Erik, and his cell number is 941-555-9933. He asked for you to have their friend call them so they can get him his stuff.”


    He saved the message and took the phone back into the bedroom. “Some guy named Erik stopped by the marina and had them give me a message to have you call them. But how did they know you were with me?”


    “Yeah, he’s got my stuff.” He held out his hand for the cell. Sean handed it over, watching as Emery dialed a number from memory and waited for the call to connect.


    He could hear someone male answered, but not enough to make out the other man’s words.


    “Yeah, it’s me. I’m fine. Listen, just drop my stuff off at my house. Use my keys to lock everything in my trunk. I’ve got a hide-a-key and spare car keys in the house…No, I can’t talk right now…Dude, I said I’m fine. Take Denby home and tell the fucker I’m going to beat his ass later for that…No, I…” Sean watched Emery’s expression darken. When he next spoke, his voice sounded deep and booming. Commanding. Sean’s cock stirred at the sound of it. “Erik. Stop. Now. What I’m doing is none of your fucking business. I will talk to you later. Good-bye.” He hung up and shook his head before handing the phone back to Sean. “Sorry about that.” His voice had returned to normal.


    “Is everything okay?”


    “Yeah. He’s actually one of my…extended family. We’re not technically related though. He thinks he can stick his nose into my business.”


    “Oh.”


    Emery smiled at him. He reached for Sean and pulled him to him, planting kisses on his abdomen. “I warned you, it might not be easy.”


    “I don’t care.” He ran his hands through Emery’s hair before he realized what he was doing. “I’m sorry. I hope I didn’t hurt you.”


    Emery laughed against his skin. “No, your cock definitely didn’t hurt me.”


    “I mean…” He gingerly ran his fingers through Emery’s hair. There was a slightly raised line where the scalp laceration had been, but the goose egg had almost completely gone down. “What the hell?”


    “I heal fast.”


    “Fuck that.” He pulled away enough that he could look down at Emery. “And how did that guy know you’d gone with me?”


    Emery sighed. “Does this place have a pool?”


    * * * *


    Emery followed Sean out the back sliding glass doors to a shared lanai courtyard area where the pool was. Small, but big enough for Emery’s purposes. Sean had pulled his shorts back on. Emery had retrieved the towel from the bathroom floor and wrapped it around his waist.


    “Any of your neighbors home?” he asked.


    “No. The owner is a snowbird and they’re gone for the summer. The other four tenants have day jobs.”


    Emery looked around. A high wooden privacy fence shielded the back of the courtyard from prying eyes. He dropped the towel and jumped into the pool.


    Sean quickly glanced around. “Um, I know I said everyone’s at work, but we probably shouldn’t get crazy out here.”


    Emery looked at him, took a breath, and sank beneath the water. He kicked off with his legs, laid his arms along his side, and shifted. When he popped up at the shallow end of the pool, careful not to scrape his fluke on the bottom, he met Sean’s gaze.


    * * * *


    Sean didn’t understand what was happening at first. He watched Emery sink beneath the surface and start swimming. Then it was as if the water shimmered. Something happened to him by the time he’d popped up at the other end of the pool. He expected to see Emery’s face, but…


    His knees unhinged. He sat heavily on the deck, biting his tongue as his teeth clicked together. The air exploded from his lungs.


    He was looking at…


    He closed his eyes, counted to three, and opened them again.


    The dolphin still stared at him, with Emery’s grey eyes.


    He closed his eyes again.


    “It’s me. You’re not imagining it.”


    Sean’s eyes snapped open at the sound of Emery’s thoughts in his brain.


    After another long moment of silence, he heard Emery’s thoughts again. “The reason Erik knew I’d gone with you is because he and Denby followed us after you picked me up.”


    Sean felt light-headed, realized he hadn’t taken a breath in a while, and sucked air in. It promptly whooshed out of his lungs again.


    “They were the dolphins at the marina.”


    He’d forgotten how to breathe. Maybe he was having a seizure. He took another gulp of air that didn’t want to stay in his lungs.


    “I was the dolphin you hit. That’s why I was there. The impact stunned me and I shifted back.”


    Air in. Air out.


    Sean had never fainted in his life, but he suspected the light-headed sensation was a sign. He leaned forward with his hands braced against the concrete deck and focused on breathing for a few minutes.


    Emery didn’t speak. He…the dolphin…stared at Sean from the water.


    When he felt like he wasn’t going to faint, he sat up again. “What are you?”


    The dolphin sank beneath the surface. Emery stood up and walked through the water to stand in front of him. He clasped Sean’s hands. “You saw what I am.”


    “That’s impossible.”


    Emery pulled him into the pool with him. He wrapped Sean’s legs around his waist and draped Sean’s arms around his neck. “Don’t let go,” Emery said. “Hold your breath.”


    Sean took a deep breath and Emery sank below the water. Sean felt it, felt Emery’s body change shape. When they broke the surface again, he had his arms and legs wrapped around a dolphin.


    Sean’s whole body had gone numb. Shock? Okay, maybe that’s it.


    Emery the dolphin sank down again. When they emerged, the man had his arms wrapped around Sean.


    Sean also realized there was a very hard cock pressed against his groin.


    He didn’t resist when Emery pushed at his shorts. Sean put his legs down so Emery could get the shorts off him. Emery tossed them out of the pool, where they landed on the concrete with a wet splat. Then Emery’s strong hands gripped the back of Sean’s thighs again and made him wrap them around his waist. That put Emery’s cock nudging at his ass.


    Without a word, Emery leaned in and kissed him. Sean closed his eyes and lost himself in the feel of the kiss, preferring to focus on that, the tangible, instead of the impossible. He didn’t resist when he felt Emery reach under him and position his cock better. He adjusted himself, tilting his hips more so Emery’s knob could press in.


    Without lube it didn’t hurt because of the water, but Sean hoped he didn’t plan on a marathon fuck like that, either.


    Still, he moaned, working with Emery to get that enormous cock as deeply inside him as he could. It wasn’t until he felt his ass make contact with Emery’s hips that he remembered they were bareback.


    Emery didn’t break their kiss. “It’s not an issue with our kind. I would never do anything to harm you. I love you. You’re my mate.”


    Sean moaned and started rocking in Emery’s arms. The friction of their bodies rubbing together in the water felt perfect on his cock trapped between their bodies.


    “Don’t let go.” Emery broke their kiss and looked at him as he fucked him harder. Sean didn’t know if it was the emotional shock, or the excitement of fucking in the pool, or what, but he was close to exploding. Sean locked his hands together around Emery’s neck and leaned in for another kiss as the cock inside him swelled, ballooning from holy-crap-huge to omigod-enormous. The sensation of it pressing against his gland outweighed the sudden burning pinch of his ass stretching to accommodate him and made Sean’s cock jerk and pump as his orgasm took his breath away again. He felt Emery’s body tense as his cock twitched and throbbed inside him, filling his insides with a flood of warmth he knew was the other man’s juices.


    They rolled in the water, Emery’s arms still tightly wrapped around Sean and Emery’s cock growing limp in his ass.


    Sean’s head dropped to Emery’s shoulder. Then Sean did something he hadn’t done since he was a teenager and they had to put their dog, Missy, to sleep.


    He burst into tears.


    * * * *


    Erik stared at the phone, hate already building inside him. He didn’t know the human Emery was with, but he knew there was only one reason why he’d fucking pull Alpha tone on him, and that was if he was getting laid.


    He clenched his jaw tight and forced himself to calm down.


    Denby stared at him. “Is he okay?”


    “Yes, he’s fucking okay.” He started the Cherokee and pulled out of the grocery store parking lot they’d been sitting in.


    “Where are we going?”


    “He told me to lock his shit in his car. And I’m taking you home.”


    “I’m sorry, Erik.”


    He pulled up to a red light and closed his eyes for a moment to think. He’d never felt raging jealousy like this before.


    When the car behind him honked, he opened his eyes and realized the light had turned green. He hit the gas, squealing the tires as he took off.


    I’m going to kill the fucker. Whoever the pissant human was, he was dead. Then he could focus on convincing Emery they would be perfect for each other.

  


  
    Chapter Six


    Emery didn’t put Sean down, now terrified he’d hurt him. Fuck, fuck, fuck! With his arms wrapped around Sean and his cock still in his ass, he walked over to the pool steps and climbed out. He left the shorts and towel where they were and carried Sean back to his bedroom. He turned and sat on the bed, Sean still enveloped in his arms and his own juices leaking from Sean’s ass and puddling in his lap.


    “I’m sorry,” Emery whispered, his heart pounding in his chest. “I’m so sorry, Sean. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”


    That brought not only a renewed bout of tears from Sean, but the other man also rapidly shook his head.


    “I didn’t hurt you?”


    Sean shook his head again. Now his whole body started shaking. Confused, Emery pulled back enough to get a look at Sean’s face. He was still crying, but he was also…laughing?


    “Are you okay?”


    Sean shook his head even harder. Nope, now he was definitely laughing. He vacillated between laughter and sobbing before he started taking deep, hitching gasps of air.


    Emery pushed the wet hair out of Sean’s face. “I’m sorry. Are you okay?”


    That triggered another bout of hysterical-sounding laughter from Sean that lasted a good five minutes until he got the hiccups and managed to get himself under control. “Quit…quit asking me that.”


    “Asking you what?”


    “That.” He took a few more deep breaths, nervous giggles still burping through, along with the hiccups. “I’m sooo not okay.”


    “I’m sorry I hurt you.”


    “Dude, you didn’t hurt me.” Sean’s sweet brown eyes bored into his. “You didn’t hurt me. That was…that was…” He burst out laughing again. “That was fucking fantastic!”


    Then the tears started again.


    He laid his head on Emery’s shoulder. Emery slowly rocked him, stroking his back as Sean got it out of his system. Hysteria, obviously. Emotional shock, likely.


    Another few minutes later and Sean had cried himself out. He lay in Emery’s arms, his cheek pressed against his shoulder. “What the hell,” he whispered.


    “You’re not crazy.”


    “Don’t be so sure about that.” Sean fell silent again for a few minutes. “So when you said we needed to talk, you really meant we needed to talk.”


    “Kind of. Yeah.”


    Sean finally sat up and looked at him. “When you said that guy you called is part of your family…”


    “Pod, actually. Like with bio-dolphins.”


    “You mean the reason dolphins are so smart is because they’re really humans?”


    Emery smiled. “No, bio-dolphins are just dolphins. There are lots of different kinds of shape-shifters. We just happen to be dolphin shifters.”


    Sean’s eyes widened. His voice dropped to a whisper. “Dude, how many kinds of shifters?”


    “Lots of canines. Like wolves, dogs, and coyotes. Some felines, mostly larger cats like cougars and tigers and panthers. Bears. Dragons—”


    “Fuck!”


    He nodded. “That’s what I said the first time I saw one. Horses, Selkies, antelope—lots.”


    Sean’s head dropped back to Emery’s shoulder. “Fuck me.”


    Emery chuckled. “Exactly.”


    “No, I mean it. I don’t want to think anymore. Fuck me again. Please. Right now.”


    As Sean’s words sank into Emery’s brain, his cock responded, growing hard again inside Sean’s ass. He stood and turned, laying Sean on the bed. He withdrew, slathered his cock with more lube, then pressed in again. With Sean’s ass still a little loosened from the pool romp, Emery’s cock easily slid all the way to the root.


    Emery lifted Sean’s legs to his shoulders and bent him over on the bed. “I’ll fuck you every day. I’ll keep you so well fucked you won’t even remember what any other guy’s dick felt like. There’s a lot of nights you’ll go to sleep with my cock buried in your ass.”


    Sean’s eyes widened. His kiss-bruised lips parted and Emery heard him gasp, his passion ignited as his pulse raced.


    “You want me to fuck you hard, baby?”


    Sean nodded, his fingers plucking at Emery’s nipples. Yeah, Emery instinctively knew Sean wouldn’t have any trouble adapting to being his mate once the shock wore off. Sean’s cock had grown hard again, slapping against his stomach with every thrust.


    Something had taken hold deep inside Emery, instinctive. He no longer questioned the mate issue. He’d kill and die for this man and the mere thought of spending a single night away from him ripped him apart.


    “Who do you belong to?” Emery asked, his voice deep.


    “You!”


    He smiled. “Who does this sweet ass belong to?”


    A sexy smile spread across Sean’s face. “You.”


    He stopped thrusting and reached between Sean’s legs. He gripped Sean’s dripping cock. It twitched against his palm, desperate for release. “Who does this belong to?” he whispered, gently squeezing.


    “You—ah!” Sean’s cock erupted, shooting off in Emery’s hand.


    Emery frantically fucked him, quickly coming before the last spurt had seeped from his mate’s cock. Gasping for breath, he let Sean’s legs down and leaned in. He kissed him gently, showering his jaw and lips with light, teasing kisses.


    “Who does your heart belong to?”


    Sean grabbed him, hugging him tightly. “You.”


    Emery closed his eyes as a surge of emotion threatened to upend him. “And I belong totally, completely to you, my mate.”


    * * * *


    They managed to shower without fucking each other again. They were both hungry. Sean couldn’t keep his hands off Emery, though. After getting out of the shower and finding shorts and a T-shirt that would fit him, he pulled Emery to him and kissed him. “I want to spend all day with your cock in my ass.”


    “Maybe I want to spend all day with your cock in my ass,” Emery countered.


    Despite having more orgasms that morning than he’d had in the past year, not counting rubbing them out solo, his cock twitched again. “I’d be down with that. You have a very nice ass.”


    Emery’s hands dropped to Sean’s ass and grabbed him through his shorts. “So do you.” Emery lightly patted him on one cheek. “But we do need to eat. I know I do.”


    “So is your head really okay? I didn’t hurt you?” The thought that he could have accidentally killed the man he was now inexplicably, madly in love with twisted like a knife in his heart.


    “I’m okay. Lucky for both of us, I have a damn hard head.” He grinned. “And other parts.” He stepped away. “Food. Seriously. Otherwise we’ll die of starvation at this rate.”


    Sean started making them both turkey sandwiches while Emery retrieved the shorts and towel from the pool deck. He tossed them into the tub and returned to the kitchen. “So what do you do for a living?”


    Emery asked.


    “I run my dad’s survey company. Technically he’s retired. But no one’s been able to convince him of that.”


    “How’d you manage a day out of the office?”


    “I do a lot of fieldwork. Today was a rare day I didn’t have to be out in the field. We had one job get postponed by the contractor. I woke up and decided today was me day.”


    “Lucky for me.”


    Sean looked up to Emery’s pleased smirk. “So what do you do to be playing hooky on a Tuesday?”


    “Insurance agent. I take off a couple of Tuesdays a month to, ah, get out on the water.”


    Sean slid a sandwich on a paper plate over to him, as well as a bag of chips. “I’m thirty-two. And as you can see, I don’t live at home with my parents, thank God. You?”


    “Thirty-four.” He took a bite of his sandwich. “I have to say, other than the whole initial mental breakdown, you’re handling this very well.”


    Sean smirked. “I’m still not totally sure I’m awake yet. When do we break the news to your family?”


    Emery snorted. “I’m thinking the same day we break it to yours. Get all the fireworks out of the way in one big-ass boom.”


    “Do you really think they’ll exile you, or whatever you said?”


    He let out a sad sigh that tugged at Sean’s heart. “I don’t know. I hope not. I’m already pushing the envelope by being gay. But they tolerated it. I think they thought it was a phase. They’ve told me in no uncertain terms that since I’m the pod Alpha’s eldest son, and the only Alpha son, I will mate with a female dolphin shifter and produce dolphin babies.” He looked grim. “Not happening. If I get exiled, so be it.” His expression darkened. “I won’t give you up.” His eyes met Sean’s. “I never believed the bullshit about mate-bonds. I thought it was just myth. No one bats an eye about dolphins getting frisky in front of others out in the water, but talking about it isn’t encouraged.


    Just like you don’t walk up to someone and ask how their sex life is with their spouse, we don’t discuss stuff like that. It’s supposed to be kept private. But now that I feel it, I understand.” His eyes roamed Sean’s body. “I love you and nobody is taking you away from me. Ever. Even if they exile me, I won’t be alone if I have you.”


    * * * *


    After lunch they headed up to south Venice to Emery’s place. He lived in an older but well-kept duplex a few blocks off SR 776, not too far south of US 41. A grey Mustang was parked in the driveway on the left side of the house. Emery walked around the side of the house and returned a moment later with a key. “I need to get another spare made,” he said with a smile after unlocking the door and pressing the key into Sean’s palm. “Come on in.”


    Sean followed him inside. With a little bit of relief, he saw that Emery’s place, while a little more furnished than his, was on par with his own. Emery walked over to a kitchen drawer and pulled out a set of car keys. “Let me get my stuff. Make yourself at home. I’ll be right back.” He placed a quick peck on Sean’s lips and headed outside.


    Sean looked around. Two bedrooms, one bath, but a little bigger than his place because of the size of the combination living and dining room. Like him, the spare bedroom was storage and a home office. Bathroom tidy. He sat on the couch as Emery returned with his arms full. He dumped everything on the counter before walking over to the couch. He straddled Sean’s lap, his knees on either side of him, and leaned in for a deep, soulful kiss.


    “What do you think?”


    “I think I’m horny again.”


    “I meant about my place.”


    “It’s nice.”


    “We have a pool, too. Out back.”


    “Who lives on the other side?”


    “One of my cousins. But he’s out in California for a few months on business.” He grinned. “Skinny-dipping anytime we want.”


    Sean’s ass still bore a pleasant, nagging ache from the last time. “I think I need a few hours to recover.”


    “I thought you said you were horny.”


    “I am, but you kind of set the bar pretty high there, pal.” He grabbed his crotch. “I think I should get to fuck you twice for each one time you fuck me to make up for the size differential.” He grinned.


    Emery slid a hand behind his neck and kissed him, holding him in place. “Maybe this weekend we’ll just spend it in the pool.”


    Holy fuck! Sean had bought a butt plug and one rainy weekend when he didn’t have to work he’d spent most of the time with it in his ass. He’d spent most of that weekend horny and struggling not to wank himself into exhaustion. He could only imagine how horny he’d be with Emery’s gigantic version crammed inside him all weekend. “Wow!”


    “Yeah, wow.” He kissed him harder, melting Sean’s insides and stiffening his cock all at the same time. He slid down to the floor and shoved Sean’s legs apart. Then he pulled the waistband of Sean’s shorts down, freeing his cock.


    With a wicked grin, Emery went down on him, swallowing him to the root.


    Sean let out a moan, no longer afraid to bury his hands in Emery’s blond hair. He held on, fucking his hips up to meet Emery’s bobbing head.


    “That’s it, mate,” Emery silently encouraged. “As hard as you want.”


    Sean let out a loud groan. He’d never come this many times this quickly in his life. Not even during the weekend of the butt plug. He was already damn close to exploding again.


    “Do it. Use me.”


    He tightened his grip on Emery’s head and fucked his mouth, no longer passively receiving, but taking control and using him. Emery hooked his arms under Sean’s thighs and held on as a furious wave of desperate need took Sean over. He was slamming hard into Emery’s mouth by the time his balls tightened and released another flood of his cum down Emery’s throat.


    He collapsed, spent and panting, against the sofa. Emery didn’t move except to softly chuckle around Sean’s wilting cock as he flicked his tongue around it, lapping up every last drop. He rested his cheek against Sean’s thigh. “Good?”


    “Uh-huh!” He flopped over on his side, making Emery laugh. “Tired?”


    “Uh-huh!”


    * * * *


    Erik watched from a wooded lot three houses down from Emery’s. He didn’t realize he’d been gripping the oak tree he was hiding behind until a chunk of bark came off in his hand. Emery had arrived home twenty minutes earlier with the human, who still hadn’t left.


    He could only imagine what they were doing inside.


    He didn’t want to think about it. But he was damn sure going to do something about it. He walked back to his car and drove to Emery’s, parking behind the human’s shitty truck. Before he could lose his nerve, he walked up to the front door and knocked.


    A moment later, Emery opened the door, a frown flitting across his face before nodding. “Hey, what’s up?”


    Erik tried to see past him but Emery stood firmly in the doorway, obviously not moving. “I wanted to stop by and check on you. Can I come in?”


    “I’m fine. Thanks for dropping my stuff off. I appreciate it.”


    Erik silently fumed, knowing Emery wasn’t going to invite him in. “Can I come in?” he asked again.


    “It’s not a good time right now. I’ve got company.”


    “Well why don’t you introduce me to your company?”


    * * * *


    Emery didn’t know what kind of damn game Erik was playing, but he didn’t like it. “Fine.” He glanced at Sean, who’d gotten his shorts pulled back up. He threw the door open and stepped aside. Erik walked in. Emery didn’t miss the frown on his face when Erik spotted Sean sitting on his couch.


    “Erik Chait, I’d like to introduce you to Sean Morita.” He closed the door and walked over to stand beside Sean. “Sean is my mate.”


    Erik’s face went blank for a split second, flashed over to fury, then returned to the frown. “What?”


    Emery reached down for Sean’s hand. “My mate.” Sean stood, gripping his hand a little tighter.


    “But he’s a human,” Erik said.


    “So?”


    “You can’t fucking mate with a human!”


    “You’ve slept with humans before. We both have. What’s the big deal?”


    “Yeah, slept with them. Fucked them. Dated them. You cannot mate with one! You’re the Alpha’s son!”


    “Watch me. We already have a mate-bond. The Goddess is apparently very fickle.”


    Erik blinked again, apparently stunned from his momentary lack of words. “What? A mate-bond?”


    “Yeah. And yes, he knows what I am. I already showed him.”


    “You just met him a few hours ago, and you’re telling me you’ve already mated with him? But he’s a human!”


    Emery so wasn’t in the mood for this bullshit today. “That’s exactly what I’m telling you.” He didn’t understand why Erik was giving him so much hassle over this. He knew they weren’t ever going to be anything more than fuck buddies. He’d always made that clear to him and Erik had said he was fine with it.


    “Your parents won’t allow it.”


    “They have no choice.”


    “You’re willing to risk exile over a human?”


    “This doesn’t concern you.”


    “The hell it doesn’t. You’re my…my friend. I can’t let you throw your life and family away like this. Not to mention your responsibilities to the pod.”


    Emery let go of Sean’s hand and took a step forward, challenging. “I appreciate your concern, but I will not give him up. Did you not hear me say we have a mate-bond? You know as well as I do what that means.”


    He wasn’t sure he liked the stony set to Erik’s jaw as he stared from him to Sean and back again. Then he jabbed a finger at him. “This isn’t over.” He turned on his heel and stormed out the front door, slamming it so hard behind him that windows rattled. Outside, he heard Erik’s SUV start up, then the squeal of tires as he pulled out.


    He breathed a sigh of relief and turned to Sean. “Now, where were we?”


    * * * *


    Doesn’t fucking concern me? I’ll fucking show him. Mate-bond with a human? Erik dug his fingers into the steering wheel and forced himself to adhere to the speed limit. “If he thinks this is over, he’s dead wrong,” he muttered to himself.

  


  
    Chapter Seven


    “I don’t think he was very happy to hear the news,” Sean said. Not only that, Sean saw the daggers flashing in the other man’s eyes. An admittedly handsome and hunky man, but not as good-looking as Emery.


    Emery scrubbed his face with his hands before engulfing him in a hug. “I told you, I don’t care what he or anyone else in my pod thinks. You don’t understand. A mate-bond isn’t something people choose. It chooses them.”


    “He’s your ex, isn’t he?”


    Emery let out a sigh. “Technically, no. He’s in my pod, and we’ve fucked around a few times in and out of the water. But I’ve told him from the start we were just fuck buddies.”


    “I don’t think he got that memo.”


    “That’s not my problem.” He kissed Sean, momentarily driving all thoughts of the angry man out of his mind. “I never lied to him. I never led him on. I’ve always told him there would never be more between us than just friendship.”


    “And fucking.”


    “On occasion. We weren’t regular, and most of the fucking we did was…” He didn’t finish.


    “In the water?”


    A delicious smile curved his lips. “Yes. Dolphin younglings often play together.”


    “Younglings?”


    “There’s a lot I have to tell you, but I’m really too tired and horny to talk right now.”


    Sean didn’t know if the sudden flash of insight came from his own brain or was some part of the new psychic connection he had with Emery. “The three of you were out there playing some sort of fucking game this morning, weren’t you?”


    “You won’t let this drop, will you?”


    “What do you think?”


    “Okay, fine.” He scrubbed his face with his hands. “We call it fuck tag. We take turns racing to whatever the safe zone is. First one to get caught gets his brains fucked out by the others. Then we switch off again and repeat.”


    Jealousy twined through Sean’s heart. “So were you caught this morning? Or did you do the catching?” He couldn’t believe they’d just met. It felt like days, not hours ago. Deep in his soul, it felt like he’d loved Emery forever.


    But the thought of him with someone else nearly made him sick.


    Emery smirked. “No. We’d just gotten out there and we were chasing Denby. Erik and I haven’t screwed around together in a couple of months. In or out of the water. Does it really matter since that’s all in the past? I don’t care who’s in your past.”


    “No one from my past showed up in my living room this morning, angry and determined to break us up, either.”


    “There’s nothing he can do. It doesn’t matter how pissed off he is. The only thing he can do is be pissed off.”


    “He could tell your family about us.”


    He shrugged. “So? I’ve got to tell them. I’m not hiding you like some dark, dirty secret. I love you, and I don’t care who knows it. If my family won’t accept you, that’s their problem, not mine.”


    * * * *


    Emery hoped Sean couldn’t sense his deeper thoughts, that the look on Erik’s face and his tone of voice had Emery concerned. I’ll have to talk to him alone today or tomorrow. He needed to get to the bottom of this. He’d hoped they could still be friends, but if Erik was going to be this douchey about things, friendship wouldn’t be in the cards. Emery wouldn’t have anyone in his life who couldn’t accept his mate-bond with Sean.


    Life was too damn short to waste it on negative people, or trying to change bigoted minds.


    Next on the agenda, however, was a nap. He led Sean to his bedroom where they both stripped and crawled under the covers. Sean’s body felt right snuggled against him, like they were meant to fit together.


    When they awoke a little after five o’clock, Emery made slow, teasing love to Sean, taking time to learn his body and wanting more than just an energetic fuck. This time, they lay on their sides, sucking on each other until they both came nearly at the same time.


    “You’re gonna kill me at this rate,” Sean teased as he flopped onto his back.


    Emery changed position to lie next to him and kissed his lips. He loved tasting himself on his mate’s mouth. “Me, too.” He grinned. “But what a way to go.”


    Sean looked at him and laughed, fine lines crinkling the corners of his almond-shaped eyes. “That’s a really old cliché.”


    “And yet, it’s still true.” He stretched. “How about I cook you dinner?”


    Sean rolled over, fished for his shorts where he’d left them, and retrieved his cell phone. “Sounds good. Dammit.”


    “What?”


    He let out a sigh. “Four more texts from my dad.”


    Emery rolled onto his side and propped himself on his elbow. “Serious?”


    Sean shook his head. “Dad has no problem working eight days a week even though the rest of us would like a day off.”


    “There’s only seven days in a week.”


    “And my dad refuses to let me forget that. He says resting is for when you’re dead and there’s not enough time in the week to take days off. And he’s supposed to be retired.”


    “Ah. Good old-fashioned work ethic.”


    “More like slave-driver ethic.” Emery watched him thumb a reply before putting his phone down. “And he said Mom wants me there for dinner tonight. I told her I’d be bringing you with me.”


    Emery couldn’t help the smile that turned the corner of his mouth. “Oh, reeeally? Sounds like a plan to me.”


    * * * *


    Sean loved the playful smirk on Emery’s face. “This should be interesting,” Sean said.


    “Have you ever brought guys home before?”


    “Once. My mom refused to acknowledge we were a couple. Kept asking him questions like if he had a girlfriend, stuff like that. I think she was an ostrich in a former life.”


    “How’d your dad react?”


    “He didn’t. He was polite, but he would have preferred I brought a woman home.”


    “What time are we going?”


    “Seven. Which means we’ll need to get moving because I need to go home and change.”


    “Guess I’ll need to dress to impress.”


    Sean was pleased to see him don khaki slacks, a button-down Oxford, and loafers. “Is a tie too much?” His grey eyes sparkled with merriment.


    “A little. You look hot.”


    “This?” He shrugged. “It’s what I usually wear to the office. Only with a tie.”


    Emery pulled him close and kissed him. “You’d better get moving. I’ll come pick you up. Where do you want to sleep tonight?”


    “With you.” Sean didn’t want to be away from him that long. He didn’t understand why he felt so needy all of a sudden, but the thought of not spending the night with Emery made his heart race and anxiety squeeze his soul in a bad, ugly way.


    “I meant here or at your place? Together is implied.” He kissed Sean, hardening his cock and making him want to rip Emery’s clothes back off him. It was easy not to think about the crazy dolphin-shifter stuff when his cock seemed unable to stay flaccid for more than thirty seconds around Emery.


    “My place. I have to be up and out the door by five.”


    “Hmm. Crap.”


    “What?”


    He kissed Sean again. By the time Emery lifted his lips from Sean’s, Sean’s cock throbbed in his shorts. “It means I won’t have time to properly fuck you and send you out the door with an ass full of something to remember me by while you’re at work.”

  


  
    Chapter Eight


    Helen and Sam Morita lived in a gorgeous stilt house painted pale yellow on Manasota Key, on the Sarasota side of the county line and on the Gulf side of the road. Nestled amongst thick stands of hardy oak and sea grape trees, you couldn’t even see it from the road.


    Emery parked the Mustang where Sean indicated and stared up at the house. He insured houses on the key. He knew this house, considering it sat on a decent-size lot, had to be worth well over half a mil.


    “So our story is that we met at the marina?” Emery confirmed.


    “Yeah. And we’ve been seeing each other a couple of months.”


    “And we went out in the boat together today, which is why you called in.”


    Sean smiled. “Yep. Don’t worry. My dad would give me a hard time regardless about taking a day off, even if I didn’t say you went with me. It’s just him. I’m used to it.”


    Emery leaned over and kissed him and whispered in his mind, “You have no idea how much I love you.”


    Sean grinned. “That skill might come in handy tonight,” he said aloud. “And I love you, too,” he whispered back mentally.


    Emery gave Helen credit. Her frown spent less than a millisecond on her face before she gave him a smile anyone else would have mistaken for genuine. He also heard the way her pulse thrummed, agitated, when Sean introduced him as his boyfriend.


    “It’s very nice to meet you, Mrs. Morita,” Emery said, taking her hand and brushing a kiss against her knuckles. “Sean has told me a lot about you both.” He’d try charm first. Not too over the top, but maybe he could at least thaw the ice wall she was rapidly throwing up in front of her.


    “It’s nice to meet you, too, Emery. You can call me Helen.” She threw a glare at her son. “Unfortunately, Sean’s told us nothing about you.”


    “Mom—”


    Emery gently nudged him with his elbow. “It’s not his fault, Helen. We didn’t want to rush things.” He sent Sean a wink Helen couldn’t see. “My parents won’t be thrilled either, I’m afraid.”


    Her brow knitted. “I didn’t mean—”


    “It’s okay,” he gently assured her. “I understand. My parents have been insisting I was going to get married and father a passel of grandkids to continue the family line. They’re very strict, very traditional. Old-fashioned doesn’t begin to describe them.” He made sure his sad sigh didn’t sound too melodramatic, but was loud enough she could hear. “I know they’re going to disown me when I bring Sean home.” He let his gaze drop to the floor before he looked at her again.


    “Oh, I’m sure they wouldn’t do that, would they?”


    “Unfortunately, they would. And likely will. They’ve flat-out said they would. My relationship with Sean is against all their beliefs.” Okay, technically not a lie. “Tradition is extremely important to them.” Also technically not a lie.


    Now her eyes widened. “I…I…” She grabbed his hand and squeezed. “Emery, you’re always welcomed in our home. We love our son.” Her face reddened. “I might not agree with how he lives his life, but we would never disown him. Or anyone he loves.”


    He nearly winced at Sean’s silent cheer. “Score! You fucking rock!”


    “Guilt is the first weapon of choice of my people, in or out of the water.”


    * * * *


    Sam Morita wasn’t as welcoming at first. Somewhere between them being seated in the living room and Sean’s father being summoned to the kitchen by his wife to help her with something, he had an apparent softening of his heart. Normally, Emery would have bristled at the blatant pity on the older man’s face, but in this case, he’d take the win.


    They had a fantastic dinner. Sam, as he insisted Emery call him, didn’t even give Sean too much grief over playing hooky from work. Helen was pleased to find out Emery not only worked at an insurance agency, he owned it. She blushed as he raved about her brisket, and even favored him with a smile when he tried to help clear the table when they finished.


    She shooed them out to the living room. “No, go sit with your father. I’ll be out in a few minutes.”


    Emery needed to duck into the bathroom. When Sean showed him the way, they stole a quick kiss.


    “You’re amazing!” Sean whispered. “Mom’s practically in love with you!”


    “Your dad doesn’t seem too upset.”


    “No, and I don’t know why unless Mom just flat-out put her foot down to him when we got here.”


    Emery gave him another quick peck. “I’ll be out in a minute.” He locked himself in the bathroom. While he was seated, he looked at his phone, which he’d left on silent.


    He had five missed calls from his father, and two text messages to call him ASAP.


    He refused to play the four voice mails. It would only piss him off.


    Fucking Erik. That was it. He’d give the asshole a piece of his mind and then turn his back on him. He had no room in his life for bullshit. Especially now that he had a mate to take care of.


    * * * *


    They left Sean’s parents’ house a little after nine o’clock that evening.


    “You totally won Mom over!” He reached across the seat and let his hand rest on Emery’s thigh. “That was freaking amazing!” He watched Emery smile, illuminated by the instrument panel. His heart rolled over. When he woke up that morning, he never suspected this was where his day would end. The best he’d hoped for was some legal snapper in the cooler and maybe one rubbed-out orgasm under the afternoon sun.


    “Like I said, guilt is the weapon of choice of my people. They make Jewish moms everywhere look like friggin’ amateurs.” Sean watched as he frowned briefly and dug out his phone. He glanced at it and thumbed the screen before tossing it into the backseat. Then he looked at Sean. “I think Erik went to my parents. My dad’s texted and called me.”


    Sean felt guilty. “I’m sorry.”


    “No, don’t be.” He found Sean’s hand and squeezed. “I’m not sorry. Like I said, I’m not alone if I have you. I really think your parents are going to be okay with it eventually.”


    “I think so.” He couldn’t begin to express how much relief he felt over that.


    Emery pulled into the apartment complex and parked next to Sean’s truck. “We are going to need to sit down and talk tomorrow about some serious stuff, though.”


    Sean’s heart pounded. “What?” What could be more freaking serious than he was somehow now irretrievably in love with a dolphin?


    Emery laughed and squeezed his hand again. “Dude, no, not like that.” Then his smile faded. “My place is in my cousin’s name. He actually owns it. I rent from him. I strongly suspect that once the shit hits the fan, I’m no longer going to be a welcomed tenant.”


    “Move in with me.” Sean didn’t even need to think to say the words.


    “That’s what we need to talk about. We need to discuss finances and figure out if we want to buy a place or rent somewhere different or stay here for the long term or what.” He lifted Sean’s hand to his lips and traced his knuckles with his tongue. “We might piss off your neighbors with our loud sex,” he said, a smile creeping across his face.


    Sean’s cock hardened in his slacks at the warm, silken feel of Emery’s tongue on his flesh. “You could always shove your cock in my mouth to keep me quiet.”


    “Tempting, but sometimes I’m going to want my cock in your ass, or yours in mine.” His hand slid between Sean’s legs. He cupped his warm hand around his bulge and squeezed.


    “Like right now?” Sean asked.


    Emery waggled his eyebrows at him. “Exactly like right now.”


    They made it inside without ripping each other’s clothes off—barely. By the time they hit the bed they were naked. Sean ended up on top. “You know, there’s still part of me afraid I’m going to wake up in the morning and find out this was all nothing more than a really hot dream.”


    Emery grabbed the bottle of lube and slapped it into Sean’s palm. “Then get me slicked up so I can fuck your brains out before you wake up.”


    Sean did, adding plenty to his hole before slowly settling down on Emery’s hard shaft. Once it was seated all the way inside him, he reached up and played with his nipples. “Get me off, too,” he hoarsely begged.


    Emery grabbed Sean’s cock and slowly stroked. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me as hard as you want.” He cupped Sean’s sac with his other hand and gently massaged it, lightly squeezing and making Sean moan.


    Sean started moving, slowly at first before gaining speed. The sound of their flesh slapping together filled the room, along with the musky-sweet smell of their passion.


    Through clenched teeth, Emery said, “I’m gonna blow soon.”


    Sean didn’t hold back, willingly letting Emery’s skilled fingers milk his cock. He felt it building, deep inside him, intensified by the feel of the head of Emery’s enormous shaft gliding along his gland at the top of every stroke. He pulled on his nipples, pinching them to drive his orgasm harder, faster, closer, until it erupted and his cum splattered all over Emery’s chest and hands.


    Emery let go and grabbed Sean’s hips, thrusting up hard and fast to meet him. Then he let out a cry as Sean felt him flooding his insides with his hot seed. Panting and exhausted, he collapsed on Emery’s chest with the other man’s cock still buried in his ass.


    Emery’s arms closed around him, fingers gently stroking his back, his face buried in Sean’s hair. “Forever, mate,” Emery whispered. “I’m never letting you go.”


    Sean closed his eyes and nuzzled his lips against the hollow at the base of Emery’s throat. “Good. That’s fine with me.”


    * * * *


    Emery lay there, feeling happier and more content than he could ever remember. As Sean fell asleep in his arms, he closed his eyes and opened his senses, listening to the sound of Sean’s pulse thrumming in his veins, the air passing in and out his lungs, the tangy scent of their lovemaking mixed with the slightly floral aroma of Sean’s shampoo.


    He didn’t move until he was positive Sean was deeply asleep. Carefully, he rolled to his side and climbed out of bed to clean up. Sean was so exhausted he didn’t even move when Emery wiped him down with a warm washcloth before returning to snuggle with him in bed.


    Happiness aside, he’d have to deal with his parents tomorrow.


    And Erik.


    In a way, his friend’s betrayal saddened him more than angered him. He’d thought of anyone Erik would have been the one to understand.


    I wonder if he’s more pissed off that I mated with a human, or just that I mated with someone other than him?


    Either way, it wasn’t his problem. He’d never lied to Erik, never led him on. Had Erik come to him with joyful news that he’d mated, regardless of who or what the person was, he would have been happy for him.


    They’d known each other since they were little kids, before they could even shift. They’d always had each other’s back.


    After placing a kiss on Sean’s head, he closed his eyes and tried to sleep. He’d deal with tomorrow then. Tonight was for falling asleep with his mate secure in his arms.

  


  
    Chapter Nine


    Sean awoke disoriented when the alarm went off at 4:15 a.m. the next morning. He sat up and tried to reach over to slap at the clock and hit the snooze button, but he stumbled over a big, warm, good-smelling roadblock. He let out a startled cry and fell on the lump sharing his bed. It was then his brain connected the pleasant aches in his ass and elsewhere in his body with the man lying next to him who let out a startled cry of his own when Sean landed on him.


    Sean managed to silence the alarm by hitting the snooze button. “Sorry,” he mumbled to Emery. “I didn’t mean to wake you up.”


    Even in the dark Emery managed to latch his lips onto Sean’s. “Good morning.” Emery’s voice sounded even more delicious, deep and husky and sleep-slurred.


    Sean stretched and slowly crawled out of bed. He ached in places he wasn’t used to aching. Not just his ass, but his thighs, and jaw, too.


    Aches that made him smile.


    He found the alarm clock and shut it off so it wouldn’t buzz again. He blinked when Emery switched on the bedside lamp. Emery laced his hands behind his head and smiled at Sean.


    “Am I still a dream?”


    Sean slowly blinked. “I don’t know, dude. I’m not even half human until I’ve had my coffee and a shower.”


    “Do you have to get up this early every day?”


    “No, thank God. But we’ve got a project all the way up in Sarasota. I need the extra time to get up there to the site. Today, tomorrow, and Friday I have to get up early.” He staggered into the kitchen and set up the coffeepot. Usually he did it at night before he went to bed, but he’d been a little distracted the night before.


    A giggle escaped him as he dumped grounds into the filter.


    I got fucked yesterday. Fucked gooood.


    And Mr. Nakey Hunk wanted him.


    When the memory of Emery shifting into a dolphin in the pool threatened to upend his equilibrium, he shoved it deep down into his subconscious. He didn’t want to think about that. He could deal with that at his leisure once they’d settled into a routine. He could not deal with it right now, however, without coffee and at oh-crap-thirty in the morning. He could even deal with the fact that a guy he’d met less than twenty-four hours ago was the man he instinctively wanted to spend the rest of his life with. And he could deal with the fact that Emery magically seemed to want him just as much.


    Dolphin shifters?


    Nuh-uh.


    Not without coffee.


    He was in the shower when Emery stepped inside with him under the spray. He stared into his grey eyes. The next thing he knew, he was pressed up against the wall with Emery’s slicked cock deep in his ass.


    Emery reached around him and grabbed his cock, which immediately hardened in his hand. “I guess I do have time to fuck you so I can send you to work with a reminder of me,” he rumbled in his ear. Then Emery bit his neck.


    Sean shivered, throwing his head back against Emery and letting out a cry as his cock immediately exploded in his lover’s hand.


    “Hmm, I’ll have to remember that magic button,” Emery teased. He pushed Sean forward, one hand in the middle of his back, the other on his hip as he furiously fucked him to completion. Then Emery pulled out and turned him around, capturing his mouth in a bruising kiss that threatened to awaken Sean’s cock again.


    “Mine,” Emery growled. “You belong to me, and I’m going to spend every second we’re together showing you how much I love you.”


    Sean wanted to melt right there. He managed to get a hand around the back of Emery’s neck. “You’re mine, too, you know.”


    The taller man grinned. “Prove it.”


    Sean didn’t know if it was dumb luck or their mental connection that gave him the idea, but he pulled Emery down and bit the side of his neck, bruisingly hard, earning him another growl from Emery. He sucked hard on his flesh for a few minutes. Then he lifted his head and looked.


    The dark hickey wouldn’t fade anytime soon. And it was high, up under his jaw, where his shirt collar wouldn’t hide it. Sean traced the outline of the mark with his finger. “You’re not the only territorial one, buddy.”


    Emery’s eyes had darkened, smoky, the blue flecks dominant. “We keep this up, we’re gonna look like a couple of octopus victims.”


    “I don’t have time to keep this up this morning.” He gently tweaked Emery’s cock. “Or this. Tonight, though. I promise.”


    “Do you want to stay here tonight or my place?”


    “Here. I have to get up early again tomorrow.”


    Emery pressed a deep, lingering kiss to his lips. “Then let me cook you dinner tonight. I’ll go shopping on my way home.”


    “What’s for dessert?” Sean asked.


    He felt his heart flip at the sight of Emery’s playful grin. “You. Drizzled with my very own special sauce.”


    He barely managed to get out of the apartment on time after finding his spare key for Emery and giving him a kiss good-bye. He sipped his coffee and pulled out onto SR 776 to head north, the radio blaring and his mood light. Usually he was a sourpuss when he had to wake up this early. Today he had the best reason of all to smile.


    Not to mention he had an ass full of Emery’s cum.


    He laughed and thought about the spare pair of briefs he’d stashed in his messenger bag with his laptop. He had a feeling he’d be needing to change them out at some point.


    He laughed again when he realized he didn’t mind in the least. Tomorrow morning, he’d be sure to return the sentiment if he was awake enough.


    * * * *


    Emery turned on Sean’s TV and listened to the morning news while he set up his laptop and checked his e-mail. He didn’t have to be at work until nine, and he suspected his father wouldn’t be too far behind him, if he wasn’t sitting there waiting on him in the parking lot.


    He rubbed at the bruise on his neck, broadly smiling. Sean might be a human mate, but he obviously had an Alpha streak of his own in him.


    He loved it.


    He finally played the voice mails on his cell, deleting them all before the messages played completely out. His father sounded progressively angrier in each one.


    This won’t go well.


    After pouring himself another cup of coffee, he returned to his laptop and began searching local real estate ads. With Sean’s help, he could easily be packed and out of the house in a day. He didn’t have a lot of stuff. If he had to, he could put it in storage and stay with Sean until they decided what to do. He e-mailed himself the information on a few listings so he could see them on his phone. By eight o’clock he was dressed and out the door, smiling as he looked at the apartment complex after locking the door with the key, now on his key ring. Other than wishing they had a pool to themselves, it was fine for now.


    Our place.


    He got in his car and started it. While he let the AC run for a few minutes to cool it down, he texted Sean. Heading out. Love you.


    Before he pulled out, Sean replied. Luv U 2. CU 2night.


    Emery smiled at the shorthand and wished he could speed up time to that evening so he could have Sean in his arms again.

  


  
    Chapter Ten


    “Emery? Your father is here to see you.”


    Emery stiffened at the nervous tone in his usually laid-back receptionist’s voice. It was nearly eleven o’clock in the morning, and he’d managed to put his parents out of his mind when he was pleasantly surprised to find no one other than his own employees parked in the lot when he arrived at work.


    He was about to tell her to tell him he wasn’t there when he heard his father’s deep voice rumbling behind her as he pushed past her and through the door.


    Emery glanced at her. “Thanks, Kim. Please close the door.”


    She furtively glanced at Emery’s father before hurrying out and pulling the door shut behind her.


    From the furious look on his face, he immediately understood why Kim had acted so weird. She’d been terrorized. Joseph Nadel stood one inch shorter than his son and cut an imposing figure, in far better shape than most men a fraction of his fifty-nine years. No grey yet lightened his black hair, and his grey eyes burned with a hellish intensity in his rage.


    Emery, however, was immune to his father’s thunderous looks. He leaned back in his chair and tossed the pen in his hand onto his blotter. “Yes?”


    “You haven’t returned my phone calls.”


    “I was going to.”


    “When?”


    “When I got around to it. Is that why you came here and scared the crap out of my receptionist?”


    He stormed over to Emery’s desk and leaned over, his hands flat on the surface. “I forbid you to mate with a human. Especially a male human!”


    “You don’t have any say in the matter, Father. And pass along the message to Erik that the next time I run into him, I’m kicking his damn ass for being a snitch.”


    “He at least has the pod’s best interest at heart.”


    “I have a mate-bond with my mate, Father. You know as well as I do we have no control over that. And what difference does it make if I mate with a human or not? Others in our pod have mated with humans.”


    Joseph Nadel took a few deep, enraged breaths. When he next spoke his voice sounded lower, barely controlled through clenched jaws. “You are the Alpha son of the pod Alpha. You will fucking marry who I tell you to marry. I don’t give a shit about a mate-bond. It’s a human. As far as I’m concerned, it doesn’t exist.”


    Emery slowly rose and leaned over the desk, nose to nose with his father. “Fuck. You,” he softly said. “Sean is my mate. He is not an ‘it.’ You and the entire pod can go fuck yourselves.”


    Joseph’s eyes widened in shock as he stood back. “You are my Alpha son! You cannot walk away from a pod that our family has controlled for generations! It is your responsibility to take over and produce an heir to continue our line!”


    Emery didn’t move, didn’t give ground. He had four siblings, three sisters and a brother. He was the eldest child, and none of his siblings were Alphas. He also didn’t give a shit about anything anymore other than Sean. “Maybe it’s time someone else’s family controls it.”


    “Perhaps you don’t understand what’s at stake here. If someone else comes in and challenges for control, the entire pod is at risk. The safety of the members are at risk.” He set his jaw. “Children are at risk.”


    “This isn’t the old times you loved to scare the crap out of me with, Father. Some asshole can’t just go around committing infanticide because he’s now in charge of the pod.”


    “Our pod has remained safe for all these years because of tradition. Because we’ve cared for each other for centuries. You cannot walk away from that.”


    Emery let out a snort. “You’re not getting it. You can’t stop me. Exile me if you won’t accept my mate, but if you force me to choose between the pod and Sean, it’s a no-brainer.”


    He turned and headed for the door, spinning on his heel and jabbing a finger at Emery. “This isn’t over.”


    He left, slamming the door behind him.


    Emery dropped into his chair and blew out a long, relieved breath.


    Well, that didn’t go half as bad as I thought it might.


    He looked at his phone and pulled up the e-mails he’d sent himself with the real estate listings. He picked up his office phone and dialed the phone number in the first listing.


    * * * *


    Joseph Nadel returned to his Lincoln and climbed behind the wheel, slamming the door harder than he intended. He turned to Erik. “He’s infatuated.”


    “I told you, sir.”


    He tried to rein in his rage and pounded his hands on the steering wheel a few times to release the pressure. “This cannot happen. I will not allow it. It will threaten the pod.”


    “I know, sir.”


    He studied Erik. “I know you’re gay, and your motivations in this matter aren’t exactly the purest, but I do appreciate you coming to me with this.”


    “Sir, I won’t lie to you. I love your son. I also understand the traditions. I know how important it is for the pod Alpha’s line to continue. I would have no problem with him being in an arranged marriage to produce an heir to preserve the traditions as long as we have your blessings to still be involved with each other. I would never do anything to interfere with the future of the pod.”


    Joseph took a deep breath before patting Erik’s shoulder. “See, you’re a good man. You know what’s best for the pod and are willing to put your own desires aside for the greater good. I wish you were my son.”


    “I will always put the pod first, sir. Tell me what you want to do. How can I help?”


    “I don’t know. He’s stubborn.” He pointed at Erik. “Not a word of this to anyone else. Especially not to my wife. Do not breathe a word of this to her. Tell Denby to keep his mouth shut about what happened, too. I want you to find out everything you can about this guy he’s seeing. Report directly to me, understand?”


    “Yes, sir.” He handed him a scrap of paper. “That’s the guy’s cell number. Emery called me from the guy’s phone yesterday. His name is Sean Morita, but that’s all I know about him.”


    “Good.” He pocketed it. “Once I know more about him, I will then decide how to handle it. If he’s driving a crappy car like you said, maybe I can pay him to leave.”


    “What if you can’t?”


    He didn’t want to say it out loud to Erik. Giving voice to it might make it so. It wasn’t an option he favored, but he wouldn’t discount it if it meant doing what was best for the pod. Exiling his son was never something he wanted to vocalize lest it come true. “Let’s just say I hope it doesn’t come to that.”


    * * * *


    As Joseph put the car in gear and pulled out of the parking lot, Erik did his best to conceal his smile of triumph. He wouldn’t have a problem sharing Emery. Hell, maybe they could find a kinky girl who’d take them both on for the good of the pod. He could still have Emery then, and Joseph would elevate Emery to pod Alpha once Emery had an heir. He could be as good as in charge by Emery’s side. He just needed time to show Emery how good they could be together.


    And get that damn monkey man out of his bed.


    * * * *


    Sean spent his drive to Sarasota thinking alternately about what he had to do that morning and wiggling his ass around on his seat to relieve the pleasant ache from where Emery had fucked him in the shower.


    His cock remained half-hard for the entire drive. A few times he’d tried sending silent mental messages to Emery, but didn’t receive a reply.


    Must be the distance. Sad panda.


    He consoled himself with the thought of getting back home that evening and into Emery’s arms. Even better, he’d checked his schedule and he’d have a rare entire weekend off. Some of their projects had to be conducted on weekends when traffic was lighter. This one, however, had opened up.


    The thought of getting out on the water with Emery turned his chubby to a full-on woody. Despite his initial shock and discomfort over the size of Emery’s penis, he had to admit in retrospect he was eager to try it out again.


    Soon.


    Guess that means I need to accept the whole dolphin thing.


    At lunch he called Emery. “My briefs are squishy.”


    Emery’s laugh on the other end churned his heart in a good way. “I can’t imagine why.”


    “Fortunately, I brought a spare pair to change into.”


    “Aww. That’s cheating.”


    “No, that’s not wanting to walk around smelling like a cumdump all day.”


    “I think you smell delicious as a cumdump. As long as it’s my cum.”


    “Oh, look at that. We’re already making romantic small talk like two old fuddy-duddies. Have you talked to your dad?”


    * * * *


    Emery closed his eyes and conjured the image of Sean’s face in his mind. He wasn’t going to worry his mate about the confrontation with his father. “You mean suffer through a lecture? Yes, but he’s full of hot air. Hey, I hope you come home hungry. Baked ziti and all the trimmings.”


    “Yum. It’s not bad enough you fill my ass, you’re gonna fill my stomach, too?”


    “One way or another, buddy. Call me when you’re on the way home so I can have it ready.”


    “Will do.”


    When he got him off the phone he tried to focus on his work and had trouble concentrating. He knew his father prized the pod over all else, but this was ridiculous. He was his son. He couldn’t put the other bullshit aside? Sure, in the old days, when they had to worry about being discovered, it made sense to keep the ranks closed tight. But now, shifters married humans all the time. Even other shifters of different races. They were better off banding together than isolating themselves.


    Fuck the pod. If his father cared more about the Alpha position than his own flesh-and-blood, he could have the fucking pod, and Erik.


    Now his anger simmered, threatening to boil over. He wanted to beat the crap out of the son of a bitch for sticking his nose in where it didn’t belong. Friends all their lives and then turning on him like that?


    Fuck. Him.


    By the time four o’clock rolled around, he’d accomplished very little except narrowing the field of possible rental houses to three good choices. He had appointments to go look at them tomorrow.


    They all had pools and private, fenced backyards.


    That boosted his mood somewhat.


    He gathered his things and called it a day. He had to go grocery shopping.


    A grin split his face. I get to cook for my mate.


    * * * *


    Erik watched from the parking lot across the street, where he’d parked in the deep shade under a stand of trees off to the side where Emery wouldn’t spot him. Emery would have to cross the highway and make left-hand turn to head south. Erik could pull out a few cars behind him. Erik suspected he’d be going to his mate’s house again tonight since he hadn’t gone home at all the night before.


    He’d find out where the mate lived and track down more information on him from there.


    He hated the shit-eating grin on Emery’s face because he knew he wasn’t the one who’d put it there.


    It was that damn human he was grinning for.


    When Emery’s car passed, Erik made his move, staying far enough behind Emery’s Mustang that he wouldn’t be spotted. He’d borrowed a friend’s car, because Emery would spot his Cherokee.


    The next stop was the Pine Street Publix in Englewood. He was in there over forty minutes and emerged with a cartful of groceries. Then Erik followed him to a crappy apartment complex north of Dearborn Street.


    Erik turned a street before the apartment when he saw Emery pull in. He waited, circled the block, and cruised by in time to see Emery hauling a load of groceries into apartment 4.


    He didn’t dare risk getting any closer for fear of Emery spotting him. He kept moving, circling around to the Publix where he pulled in and called Joseph Nadel.


    “I have an address, but not where he works yet… Yes, sir. I will get that for you soon. Very soon.”

  


  
    Chapter Eleven


    Sean fought the urge to speed on the way home. Then again, his craptastic truck probably wouldn’t have handled it very well. When he pulled into the driveway, relief at seeing Emery’s Mustang parked there flooded through his body.


    Part of him, despite their frequent, sexy text message banter throughout the afternoon, and talking to him before he left Sarasota, had worried he wouldn’t be there.


    When he walked in the door, the luscious aroma of garlic hit him. “Wow!” He walked to the kitchen where Emery was in shorts and nothing else and preparing a salad. “Something smells delicious!”


    Emery leaned in for a kiss Sean didn’t want to end, but had to. “Thanks. Hope you’re hungry.”


    “I am. But I need a shower first.” He grinned. “Want to join me?”


    Emery looked like he wanted to pout, but then a sexy smile filled his face. “I want to but I can’t. Still need to finish this.” He grabbed Sean by the shirt and hauled him in for another kiss. “I’ll get you at dessert time.”


    Dinner was delicious. Sean felt almost too full to do anything but fall over into a garlic bread coma on the couch, but he got up to help Emery clean up the kitchen. “So tell me how things went with your dad today,” Sean said.


    He didn’t like the way Emery’s expression darkened, how his brows knitted together. “Let’s just say I don’t think we’ll have any trouble deciding whose house to go to for holiday dinners.”


    “That bad?”


    “Do we need to talk about him tonight? What I’d really like to talk about are rental houses. I found a couple I’d like to go look at tomorrow.”


    “I did mention I’m not rich, right?”


    “Well, for starters, they’re not bad. I could afford one by myself if I had to. How much are you paying here a month?”


    “$650 plus utilities and cable.”


    “That’s nearly half of the mid-ranged one.” He made Sean look at him. “Pool fucking whenever you wanted.” He grinned. “How could you possibly say no to that?”


    “I don’t want to be a mooch.”


    Emery grabbed him and pulled him close, kissing him, forcing his lips open until Sean wanted to melt in his arms. “You are my mate,” he softly said. “You are not a mooch. Besides, you have a kick-ass boat.”


    “And that reminds me. We can go out in it this weekend. I don’t have to work.”


    “Ooh.” He ground his hips against Sean. “I know someone who will be walking funny come Monday morning.”


    “I’m walking funny now.”


    “Funnier.”


    Sean stared into his grey eyes. He knew to the very depths of his soul that he loved this man. He didn’t understand what had happened, and parts of it still felt like a dream, but he wouldn’t question what he felt.


    “How do you know you’re going to want to live with me?” he softly asked.


    Emery gently palmed his cheek and leaned in for a tender kiss. “I want you for the rest of our lives,” he said. “You’re my mate.” Then he silently added, “We were meant to be together. Otherwise, this wouldn’t be happening.”


    Sean’s eyes widened at the sound of Emery’s thoughts in his mind. “Wow,” he whispered.


    Emery smiled. “Wow is right.”


    * * * *


    They made slow, gentle, tender love. When they finished, Sean lay nestled in the crook of Emery’s arm. Emery loved rubbing his face along the top of Sean’s head and feeling his soft hair brush against his flesh.


    “I’m going to look at houses tomorrow for us,” Emery told Sean. “I want to be moved out of my place this weekend.”


    Sean let out a sigh. “Okay. Just make sure I can park my truck there. Some places around here have deed restrictions.”


    Emery smiled and kissed the top of his head. Sean sounded like he was already well on his way to falling asleep. “I will. I love you, Sean.”


    Sean tilted his head to look at Emery. Yep, a sleepy smile pulled his lips into a delicious, kissable curve. “I love you, too.”


    He lay there listening to the sound of Sean’s breathing as it lengthened and settled into the slow rhythm of sleep. Only then did he allow himself to think about the confrontation with his father. He knew the old man had deeply entrenched views based on their family history, and the history of the pod. And yes, their pod still thrived while others had been destroyed or absorbed over the years.


    He couldn’t believe his father wouldn’t recognize a mate-bond, however. Human or not.


    Maybe I can talk to Mom. He’d give it a few days, though. Let the old man have a chance to settle down. Hell, if having an heir was his only issue, he’d even agree to donating sperm and using a surrogate to have a baby. He wanted kids. He’d always wanted kids. Then his father would have an heir, and he and Sean could have a baby. There was nothing in the traditions that prohibited that.


    But he refused to sacrifice true love just to have kids for his father’s reasons.


    He closed his eyes and took another deep breath, inhaling Sean’s shampoo, a little leftover garlic breath, and the uniquely spicy scent of his mate’s skin combined with the smell of their lovemaking.


    This. Is. Heaven.


    * * * *


    Sean had once again forgotten to set the coffeepot up before he fell asleep. This time, however, he’d ended up on the correct side of the bed to roll over and slap the snooze button without falling on Emery.


    Emery hooked an arm and a leg around him and dragged him back to him. “I hate that damn thing.”


    “So do I, but I have to get up.” After giving him a good-morning kiss, he managed to extricate himself, shut off the alarm, and head out to the kitchen. After he got the coffee going, he stopped by the bathroom to pee before returning to the bedroom. Emery had turned on the bedside lamp and wrapped himself around Sean’s pillow. He cocked an eye open at Sean.


    “Yeesss?”


    Sean’s cock viciously throbbed, his heart pounding at the sight of Emery’s delicious ass and thigh on top of the covers. He didn’t understand what deep, primitive need had come over him, but he did remember his promise to return the favor.


    He strode over to the bed and picked up the tube of lube. Before Emery could react, he’d grabbed him and pulled him around so his legs were off the bed and his ass at perfect fuckable height. He slicked himself and lined up his cock with Emery’s rim.


    “I did say I would return the favor,” he rumbled before sinking his cock deep into his lover.


    Emery thrust his hips back against him, letting out a pleased growl of his own. His hands fisted the sheets. “Fuck, yes!”


    On blind instinct, Sean fucked him, hard and furiously, throwing in a few hard ass slaps for good measure. As he grew close, he reached around and found Emery’s cock hard, throbbing, and leaking generous amounts of pre-cum. He fisted it, stroking. “You’d better come before I do or you’ll not only spend the day with my cum in your ass, but horny, too.”


    Emery threw his head back and let out a deep moan as his cock exploded in Sean’s hand. Grinning, Sean fucked him harder until his balls emptied deep inside Emery’s ass.


    Gasping, Sean collapsed on top of him as his brain started functioning again and the smell of fresh-brewed coffee filled the apartment.


    “Wow!” Emery said.


    Sean laughed, now feeling a little self-conscious. “Sorry.”


    “No, don’t be. That was…fuck. That was amazing.”


    Sean pushed himself up and off of Emery so he could stand.


    Emery turned and hugged Sean, kissing him. “Good morning.”


    “Just returning the favor.” He didn’t understand, but he liked the look in Emery’s eyes as they searched his face. Amusement? Happiness? Satisfaction?


    “You’re incredible.”


    Heat filled Sean’s cheeks. “I just saw you lying there and… I don’t know. You do something to me.” He caught sight of the bed and laughed again. “Um, I guess we need to do laundry. Those were my last clean sheets.”


    “I’ll add sheets to the shopping list.”


    “Maybe we just need plastic ones.”


    “Or puppy pads,” Emery said.

  


  
    Chapter Twelve


    Emery followed the property manager through the house as she showed him around. He surreptitiously adjusted his slacks when she wasn’t looking. He couldn’t stop thinking about how Sean had jumped him earlier, and it left him with a perpetual chubby.


    Human or not, he definitely has an Alpha streak in him.


    He loved it. They would have some interesting times ahead.


    This was the third house he’d looked at this morning, and he liked it the best. When they returned to the kitchen, he pulled out his phone. “Let me make a quick call, please, and I’ll give you my answer.”


    “Sure.”


    He stepped out onto the lanai and closed the sliding glass doors behind him. Sean answered on the third ring. “How’s your ass?” Sean asked by way of greeting.


    Emery’s chubby went full wood. “Good,” he growled. “And so’s my cock.”


    Sean laughed. “We’re going to fuck each other to death at this rate.”


    “But what a way to go. Listen, back to serious for a moment. I like this house the best.” He described it to Sean.


    “It’s your call. I don’t care. It sounds fine to me.”


    “Do you want to see it first before I sign a lease?”


    “No. I trust you.”


    Now Emery thought his heart would explode. He’d never had any kind of relationship remotely approaching what he had with Sean. Despite what he’d promised Sean Tuesday, that he’d make him forget any other man, now it was Emery who had trouble remembering what it was like to ever be with someone besides Sean. “Thanks,” he said. “I’ll call you later, once I’m done.”


    “Okay. Love you.”


    “Love you, too.” He hung up and returned to the kitchen. “We’ll take it.”


    * * * *


    Emery stopped by his place to pick up a few more things on his way back to his office. He now had keys to the rental house. He’d get the utilities, cable, and Internet set up that afternoon. It felt surreal, but in a good way. As he stood in the living room of what would soon no longer be his place, he now understood why despite living in the duplex over four years, it had never truly felt like home.


    It was Sean who completed his heart. Even Sean’s apartment already felt like home. Stopping by his place now felt like visiting some sort of temporary hotel room.


    He didn’t expect the knock on the door.


    He opened it, enraged to see Erik standing there. “What the fuck do you want?” He should beat the crap out of him, but he didn’t want to ruin his work clothes and he had to get back to the office.


    “I want to talk.”


    “We have nothing to talk about. You went behind my back to my father, asshole. We’ve been friends since we were kids. I thought that meant something.”


    “It does mean something. You’re not thinking clearly. I’m worried about you.”


    “I have a mate-bond. I don’t see what’s so hard about that to understand.”


    “Emery, I love you. You and I are good together. We could have a really good thing together.”


    Emery let out a snort. “No, we couldn’t. I’ve never lied to you. We’re friends, and we’ve known each other a long time, but I don’t love you like that. I never have. And I damn sure don’t trust you now.” At the look of pain and fury on Erik’s face, Emery tried to hold on to what few charitable thoughts he could. “Erik, even if I hadn’t met Sean, it never would have worked out between us as anything other than friends with bennies. You know that.”


    “No, I don’t know that. You never gave me a chance.”


    “And I’m not going to. I love Sean. He’s the man I’m going to spend the rest of my life with. You know, if you’d come to me and told me you found a mate, I’d be happy for you.”


    “How can you expect me to be happy for you?”


    “Because I thought we were friends.” He closed the door in Erik’s face before he was tempted to slug him again. He didn’t want their friendship to end like this, but it was obvious Erik had hid the extent of his feelings from Emery. Had he known Erik felt like that, he would have distanced himself sooner, not fooled around with him. He felt badly about that, and it did explain why Erik was acting like this, but it didn’t change the way he felt about Sean.


    He waited until he heard Erik leave to open the door again. He needed to get his stuff loaded and head back to the office. He had to arrange to rent a moving truck for Saturday morning.


    * * * *


    Erik seethed as he drove to meet with Joseph again. He had almost missed following Sean to work that morning. He’d just turned onto the street when Sean’s crappy truck passed him. Startled, Erik had managed to get turned around and follow him. Sean had headed to I-75, up to Sarasota. It was there Erik realized Sean was part of the survey company working on a road construction project. Morita Survey Technologies. Erik watched for a little while from a distance and assumed Sean was in charge based on the company name on one of the other vehicles, and Sean’s last name.


    He had copied the company name and phone number off the truck and called Joseph with the news, as well as Sean’s home address.


    “Good. I’ll follow up on this myself.”


    “Do you think I should try talking to Emery again?”


    Joseph had let out a sigh on his end. “You can try, but my son is stubborn. I’m certain he’s either mistaken or lying about the mate-bond, but you can try. I don’t suppose it can hurt.”


    I want that human out of his life. His knuckles turned white around his steering wheel. I’ll do whatever it takes to show Emery he’s meant to be with me.


    * * * *


    Erik stood nervously shifting his weight from one foot to the other in Joseph Nadel’s study and related what had happened when he talked to Emery. Joseph sat behind his desk, lips pressed into a thin line, hands clasped together on the desk blotter.


    When Erik finished, he sat back in his chair and mulled things over. “I will take it from here, son. It’s time for you to back off for a while. I’ll talk to this Morita guy myself. See if I can talk some sense into him. If nothing else, I’ll offer him money to go away.”


    “What about the other option you mentioned?”


    Joseph waved his hand, dismissing his words. “That’s only for me to decide. I won’t speak of it. Thank you for all you’ve done, Erik. I won’t forget it.”


    Erik knew that was a dismissal. “You’re welcome, sir.” Inside, however, he seethed.


    He also had an idea.


    * * * *


    When Erik left, Joseph stood and went to pour himself a drink. He didn’t want to think about his other option, about exiling his own son from the pod. Especially when it meant it would leave a gap in their line. Emery was his only Alpha son, the only one he could hand control over to.


    He sadly stared at the family photos hanging on his study wall. He loved his son. Now that he was over his initial shock of the news of Emery mating with a human, sadness filled him.


    I let my anger get the better of me.


    But he couldn’t turn his back on the way things were done. That wasn’t how he’d kept his pod safe. How his ancestors had kept the pod safe.


    Exile my son?


    He stared at a picture taken at Emery’s high school graduation, all of them gathered around him.


    He had to find a way to talk sense into his son. Or at the very least, into Sean Morita. Besides, everyone knew mate-bonds were a myth, just magical thinking. Hell, he didn’t even have that with his wife and they’d been happily married nearly forty years.

  


  
    Chapter Thirteen


    Sean sat in his truck with the laptop on and his phone in his ear, talking with the construction foreman who’d managed to disappear after lunch. “Dude, I’m telling you, I need you back here ASAP. This guy you left in charge doesn’t know what the frak he’s talking about, and we’re stalled until we get this cleared up.”


    He caught sight of the older guy approaching his truck out of the corner of his eye, but didn’t pay any attention to him. He scrolled through PDF files of plans on his laptop. “That’s not what we were told yesterday. I’m serious, I don’t want DOT coming down on my ass because of y’all’s screwup. If you don’t get back here and help us get this cleared up, I’m sending my crew home and you’re still paying for a full day. There’s no reason to have them standing out in the hot sun all afternoon with their thumbs up their asses.” He hung up and took a deep breath to try to control his anger.


    The man now stood by his open door. “Can I help you, sir?” Sean asked him.


    “Are you Sean Morita?”


    He shut down his laptop. “Yes. Please tell me you’re here from the construction company to help me get this mess straightened out.”


    “No, I’m sorry, I’m not.” He held out his hand. “My name is Joseph Nadel.”


    “Nice to…” He made the connection just as their hands connected. “Nadel?”


    “Emery’s father.”


    Sean swallowed hard. “What can I do for you?”


    The older man glanced at Sean’s work crew, who were now standing around another company truck and getting water from a large Igloo cooler. “May I talk to you for a few minutes in private?”


    Sean glanced at the guys. “Um, sure.” He locked his truck and led the man over to a stand of oak trees nearby. “What’s this about?” Sean suspected he knew exactly what this was about but would hear the guy out before he told him to go fuck himself.


    “My son is apparently under the mistaken notion that the two of you have…eh—”


    “Mated,” Sean finished for him. It surprised him he had no qualms saying it. He wasn’t a person to hold on to disbelief when proof was shown to him. He’d seen Emery shift with his own eyes, and it wasn’t his imagination that they could now talk without speaking when they were together.


    He also didn’t imagine how much he loved Emery.


    “Yes.” He reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a piece of paper and handed it to Sean.


    When Sean took it, he realized it was a folded check. He unfolded it.


    Made out to him, in the amount of five hundred thousand dollars.


    Sean looked at him. “What is this for?” He also suspected he knew what it was for, but would make the old man say it.


    “That’s for you. Take it and walk away from my son and it’s yours.”


    Bingo. He refolded it and ripped it in half before tucking the pieces in the man’s shirt pocket. “Fuck you.” He pushed past him and tried to walk away, but the man grabbed his arm and spun him around.


    “Listen to me. You have no idea what will happen if my son doesn’t drop this foolishness!”


    “Yeah, I do. He said you’ll be an asshole and exile him from the family or pod or whatever the hell you call it. I love him, and I’m not walking away from him. So go fuck yourself.” He shook himself free and stormed back to his truck. He unlocked it and threw his hardhat inside. “Jimmy, I’ll be back in ten,” he called to the crew. “Call me if the foreman shows up before I’m back.” Without a look behind him, he pulled out and headed down to a McDonald’s where he locked himself in a bathroom stall for a few minutes.


    He’d wanted to punch Emery’s father, to smash his nose and make him bleed.


    And he wasn’t a violent person, normally. He’d only ever been in one fight in his life, and that had been in high school.


    He finally emerged from the stall, washed his face, and went out to order himself lunch and a shake. He usually didn’t eat fast food, but today he’d make an exception. He thought about calling Emery but didn’t want to upset him. I’ll tell him when I get home.


    Fuck. I should have kept the check to show him. Maybe he wouldn’t believe his story.


    No, he chided himself, Emery will believe me.


    He made his way back to the construction site, happy to see Joseph Nadel had left. Unfortunately, the construction crew foreman hadn’t returned, either.


    He sat in his truck and ate his lunch.


    * * * *


    They were about to knock off at four when Emery called him. “Hi, handsome. You about ready to head this way?” Emery asked.


    Sean looked around. His crew had nearly finished stowing their gear. The foreman had returned earlier and they were able to get back to work. One more day, and this job would be done. “Yeah. You?”


    “Guess what? I signed the lease for a house.”


    Sean smiled at how happy Emery sounded. No, he couldn’t tell him about his father yet. “That’s great.”


    “Stop by my office on your way home and I’ll take you there. Besides, I want to introduce you to everyone here. My receptionist says I look disgustingly happy.”


    That made Sean laugh. “I’ll be there in twenty minutes. Love you.”


    “Love you, too. Drive fast.”


    Sean stared at his phone. No, he wouldn’t walk away from Emery. Not for any amount of money.


    He had the address to Emery’s office and when he pulled into the parking lot, he saw Emery’s Mustang. Feeling a little out of place in his sweaty work clothes, he walked in.


    The receptionist smiled. “May I help you?”


    “I’m here for Emery. I’m Sean.”


    She let out a happy-sounding gasp. “You’re Sean? Oh my gosh, it’s great to meet you!” She rounded the desk and gave him a hug despite how grungy he must have looked. “He’s told me a lot about you.”


    He wondered how much she really knew about Emery when the man himself walked out of an office and immediately grinned when he saw Sean. As he walked over, he winked.


    “I want to strip you out of those clothes and lick every inch of your body.”


    Sean nearly let out a startled squeak before he realized Emery had said it silently. His cock had once again immediately hardened. “I see you’ve met Kim,” Emery said out loud after pulling Sean in for a hug and kiss.


    “You didn’t tell me how cute he was,” Kim scolded Emery.


    Emery draped an arm around Sean’s shoulders. “I most certainly did.”


    Sean felt his cheeks heat. Standing there, after having been out in the sun all day at a dusty, dirty road construction project, he didn’t feel very cute.


    Especially with the dark memory of Emery’s dad trying to bribe him to leave weighing down his heart.


    After Emery introduced Sean around to everyone, he took him to his office to show it to him. He closed the door behind them and pulled Sean into his arms.


    “I want to fuck you over my desk right now.”


    Sean was down for that, except that he felt grody and needed a shower. It did feel good, however, to have him close so they could use their little psychic connection. “Can we do that on a day when I feel less grungy?”


    Emery cupped his cheek with his palm and kissed him tenderly. Sean wanted to melt against him. “Of course. I’ll take a rain check. But don’t make me wait too long. I’d love to sit here working and have the memory of my cock in your ass over my desk.”


    “Maybe I want that, too. I mean my cock up your ass.”


    Emery ground his hips against Sean. He was fully erect, his cock straining against his slacks. “I want that, too.”


    Sean finally whispered aloud, “How close do we have to be for that to work?”


    Emery’s lips quirked in a delectable smile. “I don’t know for sure. Fairly close, I think. There’s no dolphin mate-bond handbook. No one usually talks about that stuff. You ready to go see our house?”


    That one word drove all bad thoughts out of Sean’s soul.


    Our.


    “Yeah. Let’s go.”


    * * * *


    It was an older house, but in great shape, and just a few streets north of Sean’s apartment, less than two miles away. He especially liked its close proximity to Lemon Bay Park. That meant the thick stand of pine and palmettos on the other side of the eight-foot wooden stockade fence that surrounded the backyard wouldn’t be disappearing anytime soon.


    “This is great!” Sean said as Emery showed him around.


    Emery grinned. “I hoped you’d like it.” He handed him two keys. “And those are yours.”


    Sean looked at them in wonder. “I woke up Tuesday morning in a totally different world than I’m in now.”


    Emery tilted his head. “Is that a bad thing?”


    “No, I like this world a lot better.” He shoved the keys in his pocket and grabbed Emery, turning him and backing him against the kitchen counter. “I don’t ever want to go back to the old world.” He grabbed a handful of Emery’s hair and laid a bruising kiss on him that left them both gasping. He felt his voice go hoarse, his feelings threatening to bubble up and overwhelm him. “I don’t want to live if you’re not in my world.”


    “Neither do I,” Emery softly assured him. “Are you okay?”


    Sean quickly nodded and kissed him again. He didn’t want to tell him about the confrontation with his father yet. This was too good a moment to spoil.


    “I already got a rental truck for Saturday morning,” Emery said. “I’m going to take tomorrow off and go get boxes and get everything packed up. We can have my stuff moved out by noon.” He grabbed Sean’s hips again and ground against him. “Then we’ll have the rest of the day for play on the water. I’ll get the truck again when you’re ready to move your stuff over. Unless you want to do it Saturday, too?”


    Sean swallowed hard, emotion swelling his heart to the point where it felt it would burst from his chest. “Yeah. Let’s get me moved, too. I only have two months left on my lease. As long as I leave the apartment clean, they won’t care that I’m leaving early.”


    Emery ran his fingers through Sean’s hair. “This is real. And I’m not going anywhere.” Emery smiled again. Sean knew over the years that smile would be his undoing. He’d do anything Emery asked just to see that sweet, sexy smile of his. “I’m all yours, and you’re all mine.”


    * * * *


    Erik knew what this meant. He’d followed Emery all morning as he toured houses. Now, he’d showed his little human whore one of them. That should be him with Emery looking at houses, not that monkey man.


    He hadn’t heard back from Joseph yet, but Erik wasn’t one to wait around. He would save his pod Alpha the trouble of having to make the hard decision he hadn’t wanted to talk about.


    It was what was best for the pod.

  


  
    Chapter Fourteen


    They showered together, making love under the spray and leaving them both spent. They ate leftover baked ziti for dinner as they sat and discussed their plans for the weekend…and their lives.


    By the time they finished eating, Sean couldn’t stand keeping it back any longer. “I need to tell you something.”


    Emery frowned. “What’s wrong?”


    The only way to tell it was to plunge in. “I had a visitor today.” As Sean told him what happened, Emery’s expression darkened until his eyes looked nearly black with rage.


    “That fucking son of a bitch,” Emery said, his jaw clenched. “That’s it. He won’t have to fucking exile me from the pod. I’m done with him and them. Fuck him.” He grabbed Sean’s hand. “I’m so sorry he did that.”


    Sean’s overwhelming relief at how Emery took the news suddenly relegated it to the basement of his concern. “It’s okay. I’m a big boy. I can handle myself.”


    “Why didn’t you call me when it happened?”


    “I was…” It felt foolish now admitting all he’d felt, the doubts, everything. “I was too upset.” Well, that was the truth. “And then I didn’t want to ruin the moment when we were at your office and looking at our house.” Emery’s sudden, face-splitting grin took him by surprise. “What?”


    Emery leaned in and kissed him. “You said ‘our’ house, baby.”


    * * * *


    Emery lay awake long after Sean had fallen asleep. When Sean had told him what his father had done, he’d wanted to go over to his parents’ house and beat the crap out of him.


    How fucking dare he?


    Pod Alpha or not, he couldn’t get away with trying to fuck with peoples’ lives.


    He wondered if his mom even knew anything about what was going on. Surely she would have weighed in with an opinion if she did.


    He also wondered who his father’s spy was, gathering information about Sean. It wasn’t hard for him to raise Erik to the number-one place on the list.


    Fucker.


    Any sympathy he’d had for his former friend vanished. This was beyond the pale.


    There was also no way in hell he’d do anything like offer to work with his father on alternate ways to produce the desired heir. He and Sean would live their lives, have their friends, and be happy. If they decided to have kids, they’d make the decision together. Maybe even adopt.


    He thought he’d feel at least a little bad about walking away from the pod, then realized it didn’t bother him in the least. He already had lots of friends who were human and knew nothing about his true identity. Besides, he spent very little social time out of the water with anyone from the pod.


    The more he thought about it, the better he felt. Like a weight had lifted from his shoulders.


    Relief to have the issue settled once and for all.


    With a smile on his face, he nuzzled the top of Sean’s head and closed his eyes.


    * * * *


    Sean groaned when the alarm went off the next morning. At least he’d remembered to set up the coffeemaker before falling into bed with Emery. He shut off the alarm and sat up.


    I hate these damn early mornings.


    Tomorrow morning, he was looking forward to sleeping in a little before they picked up the moving truck.


    That was a good enough thought to make him smile as he swung his legs out of bed and made his way through the darkened apartment to the kitchen. He hit the button on the coffeemaker to get it started before heading to the bathroom. He’d stepped into the shower when he saw the bathroom door open.


    “Someone want coffee?”


    Sean stuck his head out the shower curtain. Emery had fixed him a cup exactly the way he liked it. Sean crooked a finger at him, beckoning him closer. When he was within range, he kissed him. “You’re like a dream man.”


    “Well, you’re my fantasy come to life,” Emery replied.


    “Come join me.”


    “My pleasure.”


    By the time they finished showering, they’d both spend the day with asses full of each other’s cum. Sean managed to make it out the door only five minutes later than he’d planned. He rolled down the windows, blasted the radio, and headed toward River Road to get to I-75.


    * * * *


    A few cars behind him, Erik followed. It wasn’t quite daylight yet, and traffic would be light on the Interstate. It had only taken him ten minutes in the middle of the night to siphon most of the brake fluid out of the truck’s master cylinder and replace it with water and power steering fluid. With a little extra help, hopefully it would be enough to cause the intended effect.


    * * * *


    There were very few stops between his apartment and when he crossed US 41. He noticed his brakes felt a little spongy. That’s weird. I just had them done two months ago. I’ll have to call Jake and see if he can fit me in next week to look at them.


    He put it out of his mind when Aerosmith’s “Love in an Elevator” came on the radio. He sang along with it, tapping his fingers on the steering wheel. He reached I-75 and slowed to make the turn north onto the on-ramp. That was the only good thing about the early mornings when he had to drive to Sarasota. Traffic was always very light, the morning rush hour not yet started.


    He coaxed the old truck up to seventy and held it steady in the right lane. The occasional car passed him in the left lane. When the road widened to three lanes north of the Laurel exit, he slid over into the far right lane. With the wind rushing into the cab through the open windows and the morning radio DJs taking calls, he let his mind drift. It wasn’t until he noticed a set of headlights bright in his rearview mirror in the heavily wooded section south of the Clark Road exit that he broke out of his highway hypnosis.


    Go around me, douche. I’m in the slow lane for a reason.


    The SUV, a Jeep Cherokee, did finally swing around him. Then, they cut back in close, nearly clipping Sean’s front fender as they did, and hit the brakes.


    Sean slammed on his brakes and barely had time to realize they felt like they’d locked up. He cut the wheel hard to the right, too hard to keep it from plunging down the steep, grassy shoulder. When the tires hit the slick grass at highway speed, the truck flipped.


    Sean’s world went black.


    * * * *


    Emery went out and bought boxes and packing tape as soon as the nearby storage complex opened at eight that morning. He felt the twinges of a headache coming on, which was odd. He rarely had them.


    He drove to his place and started packing. But as the morning continued, the headache worsened, as did his mood. He’d texted Sean several times and hadn’t yet received a reply. By noon, his headache, combined with an imminent sense of dread, had him in the foulest of moods.


    I’m going to spank his ass for worrying me.


    When his cell phone rang a little after ten, he’d nearly finished getting his things boxed up and he almost ignored the phone. But seeing he didn’t recognize the number, he thought it might be work.


    “Emery Nadel.”


    There was a moment’s hesitation that inexplicably filled his heart with dread. When the man spoke, he immediately recognized Sam Morita’s voice. “Emery?”


    “Yes? Who is this?” he asked, hoping he was wrong.


    “This is Sam Morita. Sean’s father.”


    Chilling fear replaced dread. “What is it? What’s wrong?”


    The choked sound in the older man’s voice didn’t help. “You need to come, Emery. Sean’s been in an accident. They air-lifted him to Bayfront. In St. Pete.” He man sounded like he was holding back a sob. “He’s in surgery.”

  


  
    Chapter Fifteen


    As he drove, Emery wondered if the headache he felt was directly related to Sean’s injuries. The Moritas had just arrived at Bayfront not too long before him, FHP having only notified them of the accident minutes before they called him. Sam had explained they got his number from Sean’s cell phone, which the FHP officer who came to their house had with him. They didn’t know the extent of Sean’s injuries, only that he was still in emergency surgery and in critical condition.


    When Emery ran into the ER, they directed him back to the surgical waiting room where he found the Moritas huddled together in a corner. His fear and grief mixed with gratitude that Sean’s parents had taken the time to find his number and contact him. They both stood at Emery’s approach. Helen threw her arms around Emery and burst into tears. Sam put his arms around both of them.


    “How is he?” Emery asked, worried they’d tell him the worst.


    “He’s still in surgery,” Sam said. “His vitals are strong, but he’s not quite out of the woods yet.” Sam detailed Sean’s injuries as they sat, Helen huddled between them and refusing to let go of either of their hands.


    “How did the accident happen?” Emery asked, relieved that Sean was alive and that the Moritas had obviously gotten over what little reluctance they might have felt about him being their son’s partner.


    “The trooper said there was a witness, but he was over a quarter mile behind Sean. He said it looked like another car cut Sean off and hit the brakes in front of him. Sean ran off the road and the truck flipped several times as it went off the embankment and down into the woods. The driver’s side slammed into a pine tree. It took them nearly an hour to cut him out of the cab, they said.”


    They sat and waited for more news. In Emery’s heart, suspicion grew, blossomed, flourished.


    A nurse came to tell them Sean was doing well, and they would be moving him to recovery soon. From there, he would go to the surgical ICU. Emery excused himself and went outside to make a call. His body tensed, trembling, rage now coursing through his veins. Sean would likely live, but with a head injury, there were no guarantees as to his long-term prognosis. As he punched in a number, he walked down the sidewalk, away from a throng of smokers gathered around an ashtray.


    When his mother’s voice mail answered, he struggled and failed to keep his voice calm. “I’m at Bayfront Medical Center in St. Petersburg, waiting for my mate to get moved to ICU. You tell that fucking son of a bitch father of mine that if I find out he had anything to do with his accident, I’ll fucking kill him with my bare hands.”


    He hung up and turned his phone off.


    * * * *


    The nurse encouraged them to go to the cafeteria and eat. It would be at least two hours before they would be allowed to see him. She assured them she would personally come to the waiting room to get them.


    Emery noticed the Moritas seemed grateful to let him take charge. He gently herded them out of the waiting room and to the cafeteria. Once they had food and were seated at a table, Sam touched his wife’s hand and gently asked, “Do you want me to call Diane for you and tell her what happened?”


    Helen sniffled. “No, I did before we left. She said she’d probably come up later to sit with us.”


    “Okay.” He looked at Emery. “She was supposed to volunteer today.”


    From the shell-shocked expression on Sam’s face, Emery didn’t press for details. They had fully adopted him as a son, leaning on him, taking for granted he already knew what they were talking about. Despite his own heart breaking over not being at Sean’s side, he would do his best to be as strong as he could for them.


    They returned to the waiting room after eating. Emery had gently coaxed both of them to eat a little despite his own stomach threatening to upend. Their previous seats had been taken by another grave-looking family. He left their information with the volunteer at the desk before guiding them over to a set of chairs on the far end of the waiting room but with their backs to the door. This time, they maneuvered him to sit between them, holding both their hands. Helen leaned in, resting her head on his shoulder.


    Twenty minutes later, he started when he heard a woman’s voice. “Helen?” He looked up at the same time Helen did. Two women stood there.


    “Diane, Louise, oh, thank you for coming.” She stood and hugged the first woman.


    Emery blinked as he stared at the other woman. “Mother?”


    Louise Nadel’s eyes widened. “Emery? What are you doing here?”


    “Me? What are you doing here?” If this was some trick of his father’s, he’d wring the man’s neck.


    “Helen and I volunteer at the hospice house. I came with Diane when she told me about Helen’s son. How do you know Sam and Helen?”


    Helen looked confused. “What?” Her eyes widened. “Oh, Emery, that’s why your last name sounded familiar to me when Sean introduced you to us at dinner.”


    Both Louise and Emery said, “What?”


    Emery let confusion replace his anger. He scrubbed his face with his hands. “Mother, can I talk to you for a minute? Alone?”


    “Okay.” She gave Helen a hug and left the Moritas with Diane.


    He led her out into the hall where they’d have a little privacy. “What the hell are you doing here, Mother?”


    Her brows furrowed. “I told you. Why do you sound so angry?”


    “You didn’t get my voice mail? Father didn’t send you?”


    “What voice mail? What are you talking about? And how do you know Sam and Helen?”


    He dropped his voice to a low whisper. “Sean is my mate.”


    She blinked, her eyes widening. “What? Since when?”


    “Tuesday. Long story. But Father showed up at my office on Wednesday telling me I couldn’t do it. When I told him it was already done, and that we have a mate-bond—”


    “What?”


    He continued as if she hadn’t interrupted him. “He stormed out pissed off. Then he showed up at Sean’s jobsite yesterday and offered him five hundred thousand dollars to walk away from me. And now this morning, my mate is in the hospital after a car cuts him off on the Interstate.”


    Her hand had flown to her mouth. “I…I don’t understand.”


    “Oh, come off it, Mother. You mean to tell me Father didn’t say anything to you?”


    She shook her head. “No. I’ve barely spoken to your father the past few days. I was out of town until yesterday.” She reached out to him, tears in her eyes. “You have a mate-bond with him? Really?”


    He decided to give her the benefit of the doubt. “Yes. Just like a man and a woman. We can talk to each other with our minds when we’re close by.”


    Tears spilled from her eyes. Her fingers plucked at his arm. “You can?”


    Something’s really wrong here. “Yes. Why does that shock you? Because he’s a man?”


    She slowly shook her head. He had to struggle to hear her next words. “Because your father and I don’t even have that.”


    * * * *


    Emery’s mind reeled. He couldn’t think straight. He didn’t have time to question her further, however, because the nurse who had been updating them walked into the waiting room. Emery hurried in after her. When she told them they could go to the ICU to see Sean, he gathered Sam and Helen. With his mother and Diane in tow, they all followed the nurse down the hall to ICU. After a few tense moments of conversation with the staff, Helen and Sam signed papers allowing Emery full access to Sean and his medical information as his partner, and the three of them were allowed into the ICU to see him.


    Emery felt grief and rage threaten to make his head explode. Sean looked pale and thin against the bedsheets, his head bandaged, face bruised and battered, right arm in a cast, and IVs and monitor leads running from him.


    His doctor stepped in behind them and closed the sliding glass door. “How is he?” Emery asked, afraid to hear the answer.


    At the doctor’s quizzical look, the Moritas explained who Emery was. The doctor nodded. “Well, we have very good news for you. I know I told you initially he had a skull fracture, but it seems we were wrong about that. We took another CAT scan after surgery to check for brain swelling, and now we can’t find any sign of a skull fracture.”


    A giggle threatened to erupt from Emery’s throat as the doctor continued. He barely swallowed it back. “We did another one, just to be sure. There had to have been some sort of malfunction in our equipment the first time. We’re still looking into it. So I apologize for the scare.”


    Emery chewed on the inside of his lip to stifle his laughter. He knew damn well it wasn’t an equipment malfunction. It was another one of the mate myths confirmed. Dolphins mated healed faster than lone dolphins. That Sean was a human didn’t appear to matter to the Universe. He barely heard the doctor’s other comments. Sean’s spleen had been removed, and his broken right arm had a plate in it, but otherwise, it looked like Sean’s injuries weren’t nearly as bad as they initially thought.


    “He may be moved out of ICU as soon as tomorrow, depending on how he heals.”


    “What about the ventilator?” Emery asked.


    “We should be removing that soon,” the doctor said. “There’s no reason to keep him sedated now that we know his head injury isn’t as serious as we first thought. There’s no brain swelling. He likely has a concussion, and we’ll want to keep him in here for a few days, but as long as he continues to heal, he might be going home by the middle of next week.”


    Emery barely kept himself from hugging the doctor. “Thank you,” he hoarsely said.


    Emery walked around the bed to Sean’s head and leaned in, pressing a gentle kiss against his cheek. Then he silently spoke to him. “Come back to me soon, mate. You belong to me and I won’t let you go. You carry my heart and soul with you.” Aloud, he whispered, “I love you.”


    He stepped out so Sam and Helen could have a moment with him before the staff set about pulling his breathing tube. The three of them returned to the ICU waiting room, where the nurse said she’d come get them once they were ready.


    Emery tried to avoid his mother’s gaze, but she grabbed his wrist. “Can we please go talk for a minute?”


    He didn’t want to leave. He wanted to go back to Sean, to be there when he opened his eyes. There was a quiet corner in the back of the room. “Over there.” He pointed. He pulled his wrist free and led the way.


    She glanced around and turned her back to the Moritas. “How is he?”


    “He’ll live,” he growled, now more convinced than ever this was more than an accident.


    “I called your father.”


    “You did what?”


    She grabbed his arm again, her fingers digging in. “Listen to me, you stubborn child. I didn’t know what was going on. He didn’t tell me. And when I flat-out asked him if he had anything to do with this, he sounded distraught. He’s on his way here.”


    “He’s a liar then. He tried to bribe Sean to leave me.”


    She nodded. “That’s exactly why I called him. He swears to me he didn’t do anything. That he wasn’t involved.”


    “He called Sean an ‘it’ in my office. Forgive me if I’m less than convinced. He cares more about the pod and his precious family legacy than he does me or Sean.”


    “Please,” she begged him. “Listen to me.” Her expression hardened. He knew that look all too well, but her next words shocked the hell out of him. “If I don’t believe him, if I think he had anything to do with this, or if I find out he had anything to do with it, I will leave him. I swear upon the oceans of the Goddess.”


    Stunned, he stared at her. Eventually, he made his mouth work again. “You mean it?”


    “Have you ever known me to take an oath lightly, my son?”


    No. Louise Nadel was a woman of her word.


    His focus right now, however, had to be on Sean. “Will you interfere with me and my mate? I know how you’ve felt about me being gay.”


    Her eyes turned sad. “Son, if the Goddess has blessed you with a mate-bond that even I don’t have with my husband, then I will be the last one to question it, and the first to welcome your mate to our family.”


    He closed his eyes and fought the urge to burst into tears as she hugged him tightly. “Father will likely exile me,” he whispered.


    “Then he’ll be exiling us both, son. And your brother and sisters.”

  


  
    Chapter Sixteen


    Emery nervously followed Sam and Helen back into the ICU when the nurse came for them. He didn’t care who saw the tears rolling down his cheeks when they stepped into Sean’s cubicle and his eyes opened.


    He looked at Emery and silently said, “I’m not letting go of you, either.” Followed by a tired, pained smile. He whispered, “Love you, too.”


    Emery let the sob escape him. He blinked away tears as he walked over to him and tenderly kissed Sean’s lips. “You heard me.”


    Emery realized his headache was now gone. He wasn’t sure exactly when it disappeared.


    “I thought I was dreaming.” He looked at Sam and Helen on the other side of his bed. “Hi, Mom. Hi, Dad,” he whispered.


    Helen and Sam both smiled widely through their tears. “You scared us, Sean,” Helen said as she leaned in to kiss his forehead.


    Then she made way for Sam to lean in. “Love you, son.”


    “Love you guys, too.” His eyes flicked to Emery before settling on them again. “You guys called Emery?”


    His mom nodded. “Your father did after the highway patrol came to the house. They had your phone.”


    He smiled. “Thanks.”


    Sam squeezed his hand. “Hey, if you wanted a honeymoon, you could have asked for vacation time off. You didn’t need to go to these drastic measures.”


    Moans of pain punctuated Sean’s laughter. “Ow, Dad. No jokes. Please. Besides, you’re supposed to be retired.”


    “Sorry, son. Looks like it’s a good thing I’m not, you goldbricker.” He smiled at Emery. “He loves his mother’s soup. You’d think he’d just ask for it instead of doing this.”


    Emery couldn’t hold back his laughter anymore. Whatever happened next, they would all face it head-on as a family.


    * * * *


    Joseph Nadel felt sick to his stomach as he drove up to St. Pete. He started to call Erik several times, each time afraid to complete the call.


    No. He wouldn’t have.


    He pulled over at the southern Skyway Bridge rest area and, with trembling fingers, finally made the call.


    He didn’t like the smug sound of Erik’s voice when he answered. “Hello, sir. How are you?”


    “Tell me you didn’t do anything,” he whispered, even though he was alone in his car. “Tell me you didn’t do this.”


    “Do what, sir?”


    Joseph was no fool. He heard the false tone in Erik’s voice. “Tell me you didn’t cause the accident, dammit!”


    “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


    If Erik had been standing in front of him, Joseph knew from Erik’s tone of voice that he’d have a grin on his face. “If his mate dies because of what you did, there won’t be anywhere for you to hide. I’ll see to it myself.”


    “Wh–What?” Erik’s tone had changed from confident to questioning.


    “You heard me.”


    “But…but you said there would only be one other option.”


    Horror filled Joseph’s heart. “Yes, exiling my son! What did you do? I never said anything about hurting anyone!”


    “But you…but you said—”


    “I said it was an option for me alone. And I meant it! Only I have the ability to exile a member of our pod!” He hung up on Erik, his pulse racing. What had he set into motion? He’d never dreamed…never thought…


    Now he understood the anger in his wife’s voice. Had he just lost not only his son, but his entire family? No one would forgive him if they thought he was behind Sean’s accident. He wouldn’t blame them, either.


    He sped back onto the highway to get to Bayfront.


    * * * *


    They were only allowed a half hour with Sean before they had to leave. They could come back in a couple of hours.


    Emery wanted to stay with him, but at least his mate was safe.


    His mate would live.


    Back in the waiting room, Emery’s mother hugged him. “I love you, son,” she whispered in his ear. “I will stand beside you and your mate, I swear it.”


    He hugged her more tightly. “Thanks, Mom.”


    She walked over to Helen and hugged her, then Sam. “I guess this makes us in-laws, huh?” she joked.


    Helen nodded, glancing at Emery. “Emery told us he didn’t think you and your husband would accept their relationship.”


    Louise sighed. “My husband, unfortunately, is a very stubborn man. Frankly, I don’t give a rat’s ass what my husband thinks. I’m done letting him speak my mind for me. If my son is happy, then that’s all I care about. I’m ashamed to admit I let my husband’s views be my own for far too many years simply because it was the easy way to maintain peace at home.”


    By the time the man arrived not too long after, he faced the angry faces of his wife and son, as well as the Moritas and Diane, who had been filled in on the basics.


    “Is he going to be okay?” Joseph asked.


    Emery stood, his fists clenched. He wouldn’t tolerate his father ranting here, especially in front of Sean’s parents. “He will.”


    His father walked over to him and in a low voice said, “I swear upon the oceans of the Goddess I didn’t order this done. I am afraid, however, I indirectly caused this.”


    “Excuse us,” Emery said to everyone. He grabbed his father’s arm and dragged him out into the hall. “What are you talking about?”


    He ran a hand through his hair. “Erik Chait. He’s somehow responsible. He heard me talking about another option. I meant exiling you. My guess is he assumed I meant getting rid of your mate, but, son, I swear it, I do, I didn’t know he was going to do this!”


    Emery’s gut ran cold. “How do I know you’re not lying to me?”


    He shook his head. “The pod be damned! I’ll pass on Alpha to you and exile myself if you’ll believe me.”


    Shocked, Emery stared at him for a long moment. “You’re telling the truth?”


    His father nodded.


    He leaned against the wall and tried to digest that. He wanted to kill Erik with his bare hands. He’d also never seen his father this obviously distraught before. If he was willing to walk away from the pod…


    He stared at the floor. “I will not give him up. He is my mate. If you want to exile me, fine. But I won’t give him up.”


    His father’s hand gently clasped Emery’s shoulder. “You really can talk to him mentally?” he softly asked.


    Emery nodded without looking up.


    His father didn’t speak. When Emery finally looked, he saw the tears in his father’s eyes. “When he is healed,” his father whispered, “I will be first to welcome him to the full moon swim as your mate.”


    Emery let his father hug him as he closed his eyes and breathed a sigh of relief. Joseph Nadel wasn’t an easy man to sway. But one of the things he’d always respected about his father, despite their differences, was his ability to admit when he was wrong.


    “I love you, Dad.”


    “I love you, too, son.”

  


  
    Chapter Seventeen


    Emery’s father made him promise not to go after Erik, to let him deal with it. Despite it chafing him to the very core, he agreed.


    The next morning, after further CAT scans confirming no skull fracture or brain injury, Sean was moved from ICU into a regular hospital room. The doctors scratched their heads at how fast he seemed to be healing, but Emery knew the truth.


    Emery’s mother returned to visit late Saturday, after Sean’s parents had left. “I envy you both,” she quietly said.


    “Why?” Sean asked.


    Emery had never seen his mother look so sad. “You have something I don’t even have with Emery’s father,” she said. “You two have a mate-bond.”


    “Why did you marry him if you weren’t mates?” Emery asked.


    She shrugged. “It was an arranged marriage. I do love your father. I fell in love with him when we met. I know many of our kind who fall in love and marry without a mate-bond. Until you told me about yours, I didn’t know anyone personally who’d experienced it, although I had always heard stories about it.”


    “No one?” Sean asked.


    She shook her head. “You know we don’t talk about stuff like that, usually.”


    “Father told me yesterday he’ll accept Sean as my mate,” Emery said. “Does he still feel that way?”


    She nodded. “He would be here today except he’s out with Ambrose and Stephen, trying to find Erik.”


    Emery’s gut churned. “Did the eel run?”


    “Yes. When your father went to his apartment yesterday, it looked like he’d packed and left in a hurry. If his parents were still alive, they’d be so disappointed in him.”


    An investigator from the FHP had stopped by earlier to report they’d discovered Sean’s brakes had been tampered with. They had given them Erik’s name, and the truth that he was a jealous, spurned lover. “Good riddance. If he crosses my path again, I’ll kill him.”


    She laid a hand on his arm. “You’ll do no such thing.” She cast a smile at Sean. “You have a mate to care for.”


    “I hope Father finds him before the FHP does.” Pods tended to take care of people like Erik in their own way.


    In permanent ways.


    “I don’t want to talk about that,” Louise said. “I want to hear all about your new house, and when we can have a housewarming party for you two.”


    * * * *


    It was late that evening, and Sean was alone, watching TV, when Joseph Nadel walked into his room.


    “Hello, Sean.”


    Despite the good, relaxing painkillers he was still getting, Sean’s gut churned. “Hello, Mr. Nadel.” He knew Emery and Louise had told him the old man had a change of heart worthy of Scrooge, but he wouldn’t believe it until he saw it for himself.


    “May I talk with you?”


    Sean nodded.


    He pulled up a chair next to his bed and sat. With his hands clasped together and his elbows resting on his thighs, he took several long moments to finally speak. “I want to apologize for the other afternoon, Sean.”


    Warily, Sean eyed him for any sign of sarcasm. Eventually, he nodded. “Thank you. I appreciate it.”


    Joseph looked up. Sean couldn’t miss the resemblance to Emery in his eyes. “I was wrong, and I admit it. We’ve done things a certain way for so many generations, it’s hard to admit the world has moved on, and so should we.” He sighed. “I never intended for Erik to harm you. I hope you can forgive me for that.”


    Emery had told him the story. Sean also didn’t want to hold a grudge. “I do. I don’t want to fight, Mr. Nadel. I just want life to be peaceful.”


    A sad smile crossed the old man’s face. “As do I. But I would consider it an honor if you’d call me ‘Dad.’ You are my son’s mate. You are a part of my family.”


    Sean nodded. “Thanks, Dad.” He felt himself relaxing. “Did you find Erik yet?”


    “No, I’m sorry to say. I’ve put word out to other pods he might try to join up with. If anyone sees him, they’ll notify me immediately.”


    “Do you think he’ll try again?”


    “I wish I could say no, but who knows? My instinct is that he’s left the area and won’t return for fear of being captured by us. He knows what will happen if he is.”


    “What?”


    Joseph’s face hardened. “You don’t hurt mates. Ever. It’s forbidden. It’s one of the unbreakable rules of our pod. Mates and children are off-limits. If you have an issue with someone, you take it to them and the pod Alpha.”


    “Do I want to know what will happen if you catch him?”


    “Let’s just say if we did catch him, he would permanently disappear. You don’t need to know anything more than that.”


    * * * *


    Sean struggled not to succumb to cabin fever while in the hospital. By Monday, he felt fine except for how badly his healing arm itched. Even the worst of his bruises had mostly faded. The doctors still scratched their heads, but admitted it looked like his body was recovering quite well. Denby, Emery’s brother, and several friends helped Emery get all their things moved to the new house. By the time Sean was released from the hospital the next Wednesday afternoon, they had everything ready as well as a kick-ass welcome-home party for him.


    Both Sean’s and Emery’s parents came. Mindful of the Moritas’ ignorance of the shifters, nothing of that was mentioned.


    Sean couldn’t wait for everyone to leave. Once Emery closed the door behind the last guest, Sean pounced on him, wrapping his good arm around his neck. “Do you have any idea how horny I am?”


    Emery grinned. “Can’t be worse than me.”


    “Um, yeah, it can be. Do you know how hard it is trying to rub one out southpaw when you’re a righty?”


    Emery cupped the front of Sean’s shorts with his hand. Sean’s cock throbbed under the material. “I did offer to help you with that in the hospital.”


    “I didn’t want a nurse coming in and catching us. You can help me with it now.”


    Emery gently squeezed. “Gladly. Get your sweet ass into our bed.”


    Emery’s bed had been set up in the master bedroom because it was larger than Sean’s. Sean stripped as fast as he could hampered by his cast and lay on his back on the bed. His cock throbbed and stood fully erect.


    “Like this?”


    “Exactly like that.” Emery quickly stripped and crawled up the bed to lie between his legs. He flicked the tip of Sean’s cock with his tongue. “Lie back and enjoy this, baby.”


    Sean wanted to watch him, but the feel of Emery’s hot mouth engulfing his shaft was just too good. His eyes fell closed. He rocked his hips in time with Emery’s tongue and fingers. He brought him close to release time and again, backing off and keeping him simmering.


    Finally, Sean couldn’t take it anymore. “Please get me off!”


    He had just enough time to open his eyes and lock onto Emery’s smoldering grey gaze when Emery slipped a finger into Sean’s rim.


    Sean’s whole body tensed as his cock exploded. He watched, fascinated, as Emery deep-throated him down to the root, his tongue flicking against his sac as he swallowed every drop of cum he spurted into his mouth.


    Spent, Sean’s body went limp. His eyes fell closed.


    Emery released his cock with a final suck. “Better?”


    “Uh-huh.”


    “Aw, did I wear you out?”


    “Just for a couple of minutes. Then I want your cock in my ass.”


    “Ooh, I wasn’t going to ask in case you weren’t up for it.”


    “Oh, believe me, I’m up for it.”


    Emery grabbed a towel to slide under Sean’s ass and the lube. His gaze burned into Sean’s. “I’ve missed you so much,” he hoarsely said. “I don’t know what I would have done if I’d lost you.”


    “Quit thinking about that and fuck me, dammit. You’re harshing the mood.” He wanted Emery’s cock inside him. Right now!


    Emery slicked his cock with lube before working a generous amount into Sean’s dark hole. He pushed Sean’s legs up and back before pressing his thick knob against his rim. “You’re the only thing in my life I give a damn about.”


    “Less talky, more fucky.”


    Emery laughed as he pressed forward, slowly breaching Sean’s ass and giving him a minute to adjust to it again before sliding his generous length all the way in. “Like that?”


    Sean wiggled his hips against him, trying to take him as deeply as possible. He loved being skewered on Emery’s cock. “Oh, yes, exactly like that. Only harder and faster.”


    Emery took a hard, deep stroke, his balls slapping against Sean’s ass. “Like that?”


    “Better. Now repeat. A lot.”


    Emery leaned forward, bracing his arms on either side of Sean’s head. He began fucking him hard and fast. “Like that, mate?”


    “Uh-huh!” Sean grabbed his arms and held on tight. “Just like that.”


    “You’re going to spend the weekend naked and well fucked.”


    Sean’s heart raced at the growling tone in Emery’s voice. “I hope so.”


    “We’ll have to wrap a bag around your cast so we can break in the pool.”


    Sean felt his cock inflating again, between Emery’s thick cock hitting his gland on every stroke and the thought of reliving the pool sex. “Yes!”


    Emery slowed his pace and leaned in to kiss Sean. “You want to feel my cock grow inside you, don’t you? Just spend an entire day impaled on it.”


    Sean shuddered with need, wanting exactly that. His cock now throbbed between them. Emery looked down, saw it, and wrapped his fingers around it. He slowly pumped it with his hand.


    “You are a horny man, aren’t you? Look at you, with my cock buried in your ass and your cock already hard again.” Emery’s deep, sensual tone wound Sean’s need tighter. “Who do you belong to?”


    “You!”


    He squeezed Sean’s cock. “Who does this belong to?”


    “You!”


    He took a hard, vicious stroke that nearly finished Sean off. “Who does this ass belong to?”


    “You!”


    Emery leaned in and nipped the base of Sean’s throat while taking hold of his cock again. “Come for me, mate. Show me.” He quickly pumped Sean’s cock as he bit down, hard.


    Sean let out a cry. His balls drew up tight and filled Emery’s hand with his cum. After several more pumps, Emery kissed him and released his cock. “Goddess, that’s a beautiful sight.” He started fucking Sean hard, quickly building up speed and force until he was driving Sean up the bed with each stroke. Emery arched his back and threw back his head, letting out a loud, satisfied moan before falling still. Sean felt his lover’s cock throbbing inside him, filling him, joining them.


    He wrapped his good arm around Emery and pulled him down to him, both of them trying to catch their breath.


    As Emery’s cock began growing limp in his ass, Sean nipped his ear. “Mine,” he said.


    Emery laughed and kissed him. “Always.”


    * * * *


    The next afternoon they went truck shopping. Sean silently thanked his father for harping on him to keep up comp and collision coverage on his truck despite its age and battered state. The payout he received from the insurance settlement was enough for a down payment on a good used truck despite Emery wanting to buy him a new one.


    “I don’t need a new one,” Sean said. “Having AC will be a bonus.”


    “You’re my mate. I want you to have the best I can afford.”


    Sean kissed him. “I don’t need a new truck. End of story, buddy.”


    Emery nuzzled his ear. “I should have fucked you in the pool before we came out today. You’d probably agree to anything if you were impaled on my cock.”


    Sean struggled to keep his knees locked under him. “That’s not playing fair.” All he could think about that morning was getting home for pool sex.


    “All’s fair in love and war.” Emery nipped his earlobe. He straightened, a playfully evil smile on his face.


    When they got back to the house, Sean duct-taped a garbage bag around his arm and waved a tube of lube at Emery. “Pool. Now.” He walked out through the sliders.


    Emery roared with laughter. “Getting pushy, are we?” He stripped in the living room and followed Sean out onto the lanai, where he was already naked and lubing himself up. He jumped into the pool and swam over to where Sean was walking down the steps.


    His cock was already hard. He grabbed Sean, who draped his arms around Emery’s neck and his legs around his waist. Emery seated his cock deep inside Sean before wrapping his arms around him. “Ready?”


    Sean eagerly nodded.


    Emery kissed him and sank backward in the water. Sean let out a loud moan as Emery’s cock swelled inside him. The pinching burn as his ass stretched to accommodate him quickly turned to searing pleasure he couldn’t control. When Emery rose up again, Sean laid his head against him. “Fuck! I came!”


    Emery silently chuckled and pressed his lips to Sean’s. “You’re a horny mate. Lucky for you, I can keep it up a looong time.” He slowly swam backward around the pool with his arms around Sean, deliberately twitching his cock in Sean’s ass. “I love feeling you squirm against me.” It didn’t take long for the friction of Sean’s cock sandwiched between them to get him up again. “Fuck yourself on my cock. I don’t want to hurt your arm.”


    Sean let out a moan, but he started moving, bouncing up and down on him in the water.


    “Let me know when you’re close.”


    “I’m close!”


    He felt Emery begin to thrust with him. It only took a few seconds of that for Sean to come again. Then Emery’s cock pulsed inside him, filling him, that delicious sensation of a warm flood of cum pouring deep inside him.


    Sean closed his eyes and rested against Emery. Emery kissed his forehead. “I’ve got you.” He walked them over to the steps and turned to sit on them, Sean cradled in his arms. “I’ll always have you.”


    “God, this is so fucking kinky, but it feels sooo damn good,” he softly said.


    “It’s supposed to feel good. We’re mated.”


    “You know what I mean. Fucking in the water like this.”


    Emery shrugged. “No kinkier than the wolf shifters or cat shifters doing whatever they do. It’s all consensual.” He nuzzled Sean’s head. “We’re mates. We want to make each other feel good.”


    “Does it feel good to you when you fuck me like that?”


    “Oh, hell yeah. Your ass gets so freaking tight around my cock. It’s a good thing I can stay harder longer than the average human.”


    “You know what I’d like to do now?” Sean asked.


    “What?”


    He yawned. “Take a nap. Then build up some energy for more pool fucking.”


    “That sounds like a fantastic idea to me.”

  


  
    Chapter Eighteen


    Sean’s cast came off after only two weeks, much to the disbelief of his doctors, who couldn’t argue with the X-rays showing his arm had fully healed. Erik still hadn’t been found, although there was both a warrant for his arrest for attempted murder as well as a secret hunt out for him by all the pods in the southeastern United States.


    Either way, he was a wanted man.


    The next full moon was only two days away. Sean nervously awaited it, not sure what to expect from the full moon swim despite Emery telling him it was just that, a monthly celebration and gathering they had in addition to hunts and regular swims.


    Emery had asked his parents to join them on Sean’s boat. While they had welcomed him into the family and into the Placida Pod, he still felt a little nervous around them. As he guided his boat out of the marina and down the channel through the no-wake zone, Emery stood next to him. Emery’s parents sat up front. In front of them, the sun was setting. The moon would rise behind them in about an hour.


    Following Emery’s directions, they soon arrived on the harbor side of Little Palm Island. A few other boats had gathered, and several dolphins played in the water around them.


    “This is good,” Emery said. He went forward and tossed the anchor. The water was only twelve feet deep, but calm and at slack tide.


    Sean’s eyes widened as Emery’s parents began stripping. He gasped and turned around, facing the stern.


    Emery laughed as he returned to Sean’s side. “What’s wrong?”


    “I don’t want to see your mom and dad naked!” he hissed at him.


    He heard Louise laugh. “It’s all right, Sean. We aren’t embarrassed. Please, join us.” Then he felt the boat rock and heard two splashes. When he looked, the Nadels were in the water. They both ducked under the surface. Seconds later, two dolphins leapt out of the water, chattering and splashing.


    The other dolphins raced to join them. People still in the other boats stripped and dove in. Soon, Sean and Emery were the only ones topside.


    “They’re all dolphins?” Sean asked.


    “Yes. Human mates are always welcomed to join us, but it’s summer. A lot of kids are out of school, so the human parents will frequently stay home. Kids can’t shift until after they reach puberty. Then we call them younglings.”


    “I thought you said you were a youngling.”


    “I’m not anymore.”


    “Why not?”


    Emery grinned, grabbed him, and placed a soul-melting kiss on his lips. “Because now I have a mate.” He stripped off his shorts and dove into the water. “Come on in,” he called to him.


    Sean nervously looked around. There weren’t any other boats close by not part of their group. He dropped his pants, grabbed his mask and snorkel, and did a cannonball over the side, splashing Emery. “What now?” He pulled the mask on and fitted the snorkel into place. Emery had warned him ahead of time it’d be a good idea to have one. With the snorkel in place, Sean realized being able to talk mentally with Emery was a huge bonus.


    Emery shifted. “Hang on to me.”


    He held still so Sean could straddle his back and hold on to his fins. Then he slowly and carefully headed for the pod, who’d gathered around two other dolphins Sean assumed were Joseph and Louise. Emery swam through the dolphins and joined the other two in the center. The larger of the two dolphins, who Emery confirmed was his father, began chattering at the others.


    Emery translated for him.


    “Tonight is a celebration. We welcome my son’s mate, Sean Morita, to the Placida Pod. By the oceans of the Goddess I declare him one of us, and we stand united with him as a pod.” Followed by Louise, he swam to the ring of dolphins and led them in swimming around, first clockwise, then counterclockwise, with Emery and Sean in the center.


    “Put out your hand,” Emery told him. One by one, every dolphin passed Sean and gently touched his hand with their beak. Then Joseph, followed by Louise, took off, playfully jumping and chasing each other. Several other dolphins hung back as Emery, with Sean holding on, slowly followed.


    “That’s Denby, Carl, Tom, and Mike,” Emery explained. “They’re adult younglings. They’ll follow us to help keep you safe. We always have the eldest younglings hang back when human mates join the swim.”


    Sean felt a little guilty that all the other dolphins were frisking and playing, racing around and having a grand time. “I can go back to the boat if you want to go play.”


    He heard Emery’s laugh. “No, you’re my mate. I don’t want to do the swim without you.”


    As Sean grew more comfortable holding on, Emery picked up the pace a little. They swam until midnight. Then those who’d come by boat returned to them, shifted, and climbed out of the water to get dried and dressed. Others who’d swam out headed back to shore.


    Emery let Sean off him by the swim platform of his boat and waited until he was out of the boat and safe to shift and join him. Emery grabbed towels for his parents, handing them to them as they climbed out of the water.


    Sean averted his gaze but still felt a little embarrassed.


    “Well?” Joseph asked once he and his wife were dressed. “What did you think?”


    “That was fun,” he admitted. Despite Emery’s encouragement that it was okay for him to shift back to human form and for them to mess around in the water, he’d gently refused Emery’s offer for a little fucking fun during the swim.


    He was kinky, but he wasn’t an exhibitionist. He especially didn’t want to do it in front of Emery’s parents.


    Instead of a shower when they returned home, they jumped into the pool. That’s when Emery cashed in Sean’s rain check on the fucking. By the time they fell into bed shortly before dawn, they both sported full asses, limp cocks, and happy, sated smiles.


    * * * *


    The evening of their one-month anniversary together, Sean returned home to the delicious aroma of baked ziti filling the house. He set his messenger bag down on the couch and walked into the kitchen, where Emery was clad in nothing but an apron and a smile.


    He wrapped his arms around his lover and ground his hips against his bare ass. “You are a handsome cook.”


    He turned his head to kiss him. “You’re right on time.”


    “What’s for dessert?” he asked with a wicked grin. He pulled Emery’s ass tight against his straining cock.


    “You, of course. Go grab a shower and get your gorgeous ass back here.”


    Sean laughed and headed for the shower. Some days, it felt as if life before Emery was a dream. He’d never been so happy. And it didn’t hurt that both sets of parents were now close friends and doing things together socially as well.


    He showered and returned, naked, to the kitchen. They made it through dinner with minimal pawing at each other. After cleaning up the kitchen, they fell into bed.


    Emery pinned Sean on his back, his fingers laced through Sean’s and his hands over his head. This was Sean’s second-favorite thing next to pool fucking, the feel of Emery’s weight pressing him into the mattress.


    “I got you something today.”


    Guilt washed through Sean. “I didn’t get you anything. I’m sorry.”


    “Oh, stop it.” He raised up and grabbed something from the drawer of the bedside table. Then he grabbed Sean’s left hand and slid a silver ring onto his finger. Dolphins chased each other around the band.


    “I love it,” Emery teased, “so I’m putting a ring on it.”


    Sean grabbed his head and kissed him. “I don’t need a ring to know I’m spending the rest of my life with you.”


    “Neither do I. But I’m territorial, if you’ll remember.”


    “How can I forget? I’ve got no less than three hickeys on my body at any given time.”


    Emery pointed at the piercing in his left nipple. “And you’re not?”


    Sean grinned, sat up, and flicked it with his tongue. Emery had gotten it a few weeks earlier at his insistence. “I didn’t say I wasn’t.” He grabbed it with his teeth and gently pulled before letting go.


    Emery’s hard cock rubbed against Sean’s as he let loose with a growl. “Goddamn, you know what that does to me,” he hoarsely said, his voice thick with passion.


    “Why do you think I do it?” He grabbed it with his lips again and teased and tormented Emery until the man couldn’t take it anymore.


    Emery hooked his arms under Sean’s thighs and threw him back. He grabbed the lube and had himself slathered and buried in Sean’s ass before Sean could even laugh.


    Emery pressed forward until Sean’s thighs touched his chest. “You can tease me all you want, mate, but you know the consequences.”


    “Don’t you know that was my evil plan the whole time?”


    He pinned Sean’s hands over his head again as he fucked him hard and fast. “Just for that, you’re going to work with an assful in the morning, you damn tease.”


    Emery felt Sean trying to wiggle his hips to get his neglected, dripping cock some friction. “Hey,” Sean gasped, “I’m not a tease. I always put out.”


    “Yes, you…do!” He took one last hard stroke before emptying his balls deep inside his mate. Sean tried frantically to wiggle under him.


    Emery laid his entire weight on him. “Stop,” he growled.


    “But I’m horny!”


    Emery nipped his neck. “Patience, mate.” He reached over to the bedside table and pulled something else out of the drawer. Sean’s eyes widened at the size of the butt plug. It wasn’t as big as Emery, but it was definitely similar in girth. “Oh, by the way, I found your butt plug when we were moving everything here,” Emery said, sounding amused. “But I thought to myself, you know, Sean really needs something worthwhile in his ass. That other plug wasn’t nearly big enough.” He slathered it with lube. When he withdrew, he immediately pressed it against Sean’s rim.


    Sean moaned, squirming, his cock throbbing as Emery seated the butt plug all the way home. Then he kissed Sean. “I think that will do a good job keeping anything from leaking out during the day tomorrow, don’t you?”


    Sean’s eyes widened. “You want me to go to work with that in me all day?”


    “But you keep complaining about squishy briefs.”


    “But…but…” He gave up and laughed, his head dropping to the pillow. “Shit.”


    Emery went to clean himself up before returning to bed. “Now, how do you want to fuck me?”


    “I don’t care!” He rolled on top of Emery, hungrily devouring his lips. “Holy fuck, this thing feels so damn good!”


    “Not as good as my cock, I hope?”


    “Hell no. Nothing feels better than that.”


    “Good.” He handed the lube to Sean before he rolled onto his hands and knees. “Then fuck my brains out, baby.”


    Sean let out a hungry moan at the sight of Emery’s ass presented to him. It only took him a moment to get them both lubed up and slide his cock home.


    He reached around Emery and grabbed his cock. “You’d better not have lunch appointments. I’m gonna need a good, hard fucking over your desk.”


    “Don’t worry, I already cleared my calendar.”


    Emery’s cock exploded in Sean’s hand about the same time Sean’s cock went off in Emery’s ass. They both collapsed to the bed. Sean rolled off him and stared at the ceiling.


    “Holy fuck!” He let Emery gather him into his arms and cuddle with him.


    “I’ll expect you by noon. That butt plug better be firmly embedded in your ass.”


    Sean smiled. “So what’d you do with the other butt plug?”


    Emery kissed him. “What do you think I use to keep my briefs from getting squishy on the days you send me to work with my ass full of cum?”


    Sean went to clean up. He brought back a wet washcloth for Emery. Then they cuddled under the sheets, drifting to sleep.


    “Hey, Em?”


    “Uh-huh?”


    “The full moon swim this month.”


    “Yeah?”


    “Can I come?”


    “Of course.”


    He mustered courage. “I think I’d like to get frisky, too.” While they’d spent countless hours in the pool, they had yet to make it out on the water to actually do it in the ocean.


    Emery’s chuckle rumbled deep in his chest. “My sweet, kinky mate.”


    THE END
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