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   Tiny legs moved down Jason’s naked arm, tickling the sensitive skin over his wrist and making him twitch. Lifting his hand, Jason tried to shake the annoying creature off.
 
    
 
   It was a mistake. Pain so intense he almost blacked out coursed through Jason’s body, making him cry out like a wounded animal. It felt like his stomach had been ripped open by a bear, his head was pounding, and there was something wrong with his leg. It throbbed, the pain deep and pressing. 
 
    
 
   Where am I? 
 
    
 
   Panic hit him hard and fast. 
 
    
 
   What happened to me? 
 
    
 
   Opening his eyes, the sun forcing him to squint, he looked around. 
 
    
 
   The park. 
 
    
 
   Closing his eyes, his breath coming hard and fast, he tried to remember why his whole body hurt like he’d been run over by a car. He couldn’t remember a thing.
 
    
 
   He’d been walking his dog, Trick. The memory—Trick wagging his tail as Jason fitted the collar around his neck—was reassuring, until he realized that Trick was nowhere in sight. Taking a second, working through the pain, Jason grit his teeth and looked around for his companion. 
 
    
 
   “Trick!” he called out, getting no reply. His voice sounded weak and hoarse to his own ears, as though he’d been screaming. He blinked, turning his head, and froze in horror. 
 
    
 
   Trick was dead. 
 
    
 
   Jason choked back a sob, closing his eyes to the sight of the mangled body of his best friend. This couldn’t be happening. Trick had been the best friend he’d ever had. 
 
    
 
   Groaning, Jason pulled himself to his knees, trying desperately to maintain his balance as he crawled over to Trick’s body. He sat down and pulled the bloody remains into his lap. Forgetting his own pain, Jason sobbed into the soft fur. Trick had been loyal, and had loved him unconditionally when Jason had needed it most. Some mornings, Trick had been the only reason he got out of bed.
 
    
 
   The sound of a branch snapping jerked Jason out of his haze. He froze, fingers clutched in Trick’s cold fur. He turned, slow and scared, wiping his eyes as he tried to see what had made the sound. When he did, he was shocked. It was a wolf, standing about five feet away, looking straight at Jason with an uncanny intelligence in its eyes. Its fur was a mix of luxurious gray and white, and it was the biggest animal Jason had seen in his entire life. 
 
    
 
   Terrified, Jason looked away and thought about what he should do. He wondered if he should run away, or if he should lie down on the ground and wait for the wolf to leave. Before he could make up his mind, however, the wolf approached him. It moved with slow, measured steps, its gaze never leaving Jason’s wounded body. Terrified, Jason stared at it. He held his breath; the enormous creature almost close enough to touch. Jason’s pulse thundered in his ears, and he clenched his eyes shut. He could feel the wolf move closer, its breath warming his cheek. 
 
    
 
   Jason was sure he was about to die. The big wolf sniffed him, the sound noisy and wet, and Jason opened his eyes before he could stop himself. He met the beast’s eyes, staring at it in shock, then dropping his gaze like he’d been burned. 
 
    
 
   It was the strangest feeling. The wolf cocked its head, tongue lolling out of its mouth, and ran away. Jason watched it disappear while he remained glued to the spot. If it wasn’t for the massive footprints that littered the ground next to him, he would have been sure that he’d hallucinated the whole thing.
 
    
 
   Shaken, Jason pulled himself up. He ignored the protesting ache in his leg, stumbled, and tried to figure out where he was in the park. Trick would have known. 
 
    
 
   Looking around, feeling dizzy and faint, Jason realized that he was just a few feet away from the road where he and Trick went for their morning walks. Limping, he started the agonizing trek back to his apartment. He moved slowly, every step an effort of pain, sweat, and tears. He needed medical attention in the worst way. By the time he made it to the road, the world was spinning and he was pretty sure that he was bleeding profusely from the back of his head. He walked a few more steps, running on fumes, and collapsed flat onto his stomach, unconscious.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jake was pissed. He went over each pack member in his mind, trying to decide if any of them could have been the wolf that attacked the kid in the park. By the time he had finished the run back to his house, his paws barely touching the ground before lifting off and propelling him on, he was certain it hadn’t been any of them. 
 
    
 
   The boy hadn’t smelled like pack. He’d only sensed blood and wolf on the kid—though the smell of wolf was so faint that Jake had almost missed it. The young man had never been in wolf form, that much Jake was sure of, but he was also quite definitely a werewolf. It didn’t make sense. Once infected, new wolves always changed to heal the damage done in the attack, otherwise the damage would almost certainly kill them. 
 
    
 
   But the boy was still alive.
 
    
 
   Shifting out of his fur, Jake dressed quickly and hurried into his SUV, racing back to the park. What was he going to do? He could force the change, but that would be painful and invasive. It was for a very good reason that a forced change was used to punish disobedience. Trying to think of another option, he almost missed the still form lying on the side of the road. He hit the brakes, the SUV lurching to a stop, and rushed out to see if it was too late. 
 
    
 
   The boy was on his belly in a pool of blood, his skin pale, and his chest still. Jake bent down to see if he had a pulse and was relieved when he felt a distant but steady beat against his finger. With his hand still on the boy’s neck, Jake weighed his options. He could take the boy to the hospital, deal with the police, doctors, and possible discovery, or he could force him to change and be done with it. Allowing the kid to die was not an option. This was Jake’s territory, and he’d be damned if he’d let a werewolf get away with killing on his land. The boy was going to survive. Jake demanded it.
 
    
 
   The question was, would forcing the change be better for the young man, or just easier for Jake? 
 
   Finally, deciding that the boy wasn’t worth risking the discovery of his kind, Jake prepared to call the boy’s wolf. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jason regained consciousness with a scream. 
 
    
 
   Something alien and powerful was moving around in his mind, forcing its way deeper and deeper into the very heart of who he was. The violation made him feel humiliated and weak. Whatever was rooting around inside of him, it was much bigger than he was, and powerful in a way that he had never been.
 
    
 
   Without warning, the presence found what it was looking for, and Jason’s whole body seemed to explode in agony. Bones snapped and reformed, and skin moved across the surface of Jason’s body with excruciating disregard for the pain he endured. 
 
    
 
   He hurt. 
 
    
 
   There had never been a more absolute example of the statement. When the pain finally stopped, gone as suddenly as it had arrived, Jason wondered if he was dead. Exhausted, he felt like he’d been burned, boiled alive, and had every bone in his body snapped like a twig. 
 
    
 
   He tried to stand. The first thing he noticed was that he was not himself: his legs were all wrong, and the ground was unsteady. His nose was assaulted with the scent of damp earthy mud, and a thousand other things he couldn’t name. He heard too much, smelled too much; it was like an explosion of undiscovered colors were suddenly burning themselves into his mind. Except there were no colors, because the world was suddenly painted in shades of gray. Jason didn’t understand. 
 
    
 
   Tired and confused, Jason closed his eyes and surrendered to blissful unconsciousness. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jake felt like shit. 
 
    
 
   He had messed up big time. The change was usually easy and natural, ranging from pleasant to orgasmic, and over in an instant. This, however, had been torture. By the time he realized that the new werewolf’s body wasn’t going to take over and complete the change itself, it was too late. 
 
    
 
   Forcing a change usually involved calling the wolf to the surface, and nothing else. From there on, the new wolf would take over and finish the change. Having the wolf called up was a painful and humiliating experience, but it wasn’t debilitating or harmful. 
 
    
 
   This time, however, Jake called the wolf and got no response. Jake had assumed the new wolf only needed a little push because of the extent of the boy’s injuries, but once he started pushing, there still was no response from the wolf. Jake realized in horror that he was forcing not just the decision to change, but the actual change itself. Without the internal wolf to guide the process and transmute the signals of pain into ones of pleasure, the pain would be unbearable. Jake nearly vomited when he heard the boy’s screams and realized what was happening, but he forced himself to keep going and complete the process. 
 
    
 
   He wondered briefly if it would be kinder to put the man out of his misery, but he quickly pushed that thought out of his head. 
 
    
 
   Standing, he stared at the scrawny wolf passed out in front of him. 
 
    
 
   The wolf was beautiful. He had luscious silver fur, and the most adorable black spots on his ears Jake had ever seen. Scooping him up in his arms, Jake placed the wolf gently into the back of his SUV, wondering how the hell he was going to fix this.
 
    
 
   Pulling into his driveway, Jake was surprised to see the cars of Mike and Riley blocking his garage. The two men were his pack enforcers, his second and third in command, and the ones Jake turned to when pack members required discipline, help, or supervision. 
 
    
 
   “Hey Jake!” Riley came running down the front stairs of the house. “We need to talk to you.”
 
    
 
   Riley was slightly out of breath, and his suit was rumpled. This was unusual. Riley never looked rumpled. When acting as enforcer, Riley always wore a tightly fitted black suit, white shirt, black leather gloves, and mirrored police shades. His hair was always slicked back, and his boots were always polished. Riley was the perfect mix of Versace runway model and military assassin.
 
    
 
   “There’s been an attack,” he said, approaching Jake.
 
    
 
   “I know. I found the victim while I was out running.”
 
    
 
   “What?” Riley looked startled. 
 
    
 
   “I said I found the victim out by the park.” Jake opened the back door of his car. “He was pretty cut up, but he changed, and he should be okay.” 
 
    
 
   Scooping the wolf out from the back seat, he handed him to Riley. 
 
    
 
   “See? He’ll be fine.”
 
    
 
   Riley examined the wolf in his arms critically, a questioning look on his face.
 
    
 
   “How did he manage to change?” Riley’s voice sounded suspicious.
 
    
 
   Jake looked away and asked distractedly, “What do you mean?”
 
    
 
   “He means, how did a little runt like that ever manage to call the wolf by himself?”
 
    
 
   It was Mike. The younger wolf walked out of the door, scowling at Jake after sending the newly changed wolf a contemptuous look. Jake fought down the urge to growl.
 
    
 
   Mike was trouble. After having lost his challenge to Jake for the position of pack alpha, going down hard, he had been resentful and unbearably obnoxious.
 
    
 
   “Mike, tell him,” Riley intervened, before Jake had to discipline the weaker wolf.
 
    
 
   “Tell me what?” 
 
    
 
   Jake already knew about the attack. Had they found the rogue?
 
    
 
   “We found a body.” Mike sounded gleeful, obviously relishing the idea of hunting a rogue. 
 
    
 
   “A different body than the victim you found,” Riley added. 
 
    
 
   “We buried it, and covered up our tracks. We followed the attacker’s trail, but we lost it in the park.” Mike gave Riley a disapproving look as he spoke. 
 
    
 
   Jake hoped that was the end of it. If the rogue had left his territory, he would be happy. None of his pack members had been attacked, and no challenge to the territory had been issued. 
 
    
 
   “Look into it. If nothing more happens, just forget about it,” he ordered. He walked into the house, expecting Riley and Mike to follow.
 
    
 
   “Put him in the basement.” Jake nodded toward the still-unconscious wolf and waited for Riley to leave. Once Riley was out of sight, he turned toward Mike. Without warning, Jake punched the younger man in the face. The sound of Mike’s nose breaking was satisfying on a primal level.
 
    
 
   “Watch your tone,” Jake grumbled, and walked into the house.
 
    
 
   Mike lay on the ground, an angry look on his face. “Yes, sir.” He pulled himself up, wiping his bloody nose in the process.
 
    
 
   Mike was handsome, and Jake was loath to admit it. He had high cheekbones, full lips, and a very masculine square jaw. What set Mike apart, however, was his fetish for leather. Today he wore skintight leather jeans that barely came high enough to cover his bulging crotch, clingy leather boots that came up over his knees and hugged his thighs indecently tight, and a leather jacket that was at least two sizes too small. Jake yearned to reach out and touch the buttery soft material. 
 
    
 
   Jake wondered how Mike managed to get boots like that on and off. As far as he could tell, they needed to be sewn on. 
 
    
 
   The sleeves of Mike’s jacket left about two inches of skin bare, and the front had no hope of closing, forcing Mike to expose his delicious six-pack and rock-hard pecs. The combination of gleaming black leather and golden skin was breathtaking, and Mike knew it.
 
    
 
   Jake had made his move a few weeks after Mike joined the pack, and Mike had told him that he was a strict top. Jake didn’t bottom, ever.
 
    
 
   Mike had let him down firmly, smirking, but Jake had seen the lust in his eyes. The wolf might claim to be a top, but Jake was sure he could have proven otherwise. If only he wasn’t the hunk’s alpha, he might have. As it was, Mike was off-limits.  
 
    
 
   Studying the Adonis, Jake said nothing. If Mike didn’t accept that Jake was his alpha soon, he would have to fight him again in a challenge. Second challenges were to the death, and he had no intention of losing Mike to his own ambition. It would be an unacceptable waste.
 
    
 
   “Go talk to Keaton and see if he can help you find the rogue. Check out the scene where I found my wolf as well. Maybe he left some clues.”
 
    
 
   Mike didn’t answer, but rather mumbled a quiet, “Yes, sir” and headed off.
 
    
 
   Jake really hoped he didn’t find anything. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Waking up was difficult. The room was spinning, and Jason’s eyelids seemed like they were made of lead. 
 
    
 
   Why do I have four legs? He looked down, his mind refusing to process what he saw. There was no way he had turned into a dog. Simply no way. Nothing made sense.
 
    
 
   That’s it, no sense, as in crazy, as in I’m locked up in a mental institution because I think I’m a dog. That had to be it. He tried to speak, and was rewarded with what was either a bark or a growl. Shit.
 
    
 
   Standing up, he realized he was on a bed. The room was nice, in a modern, impersonal kind of way. The hardwood floor was shiny and clean, and the bed and furniture were simple and elegant. It all looked very white, although for all Jason knew it could have been yellow, pale green, or any other bright color. 
 
    
 
   Walking to the edge of the bed, Jason stared at the floor with trepidation, wondering how the hell he was going to get down. He could have jumped, but seeing as how standing was taking an inordinate amount of concentration, he didn’t want to think about how he would handle landing. 
 
    
 
   The door opened, and Jason looked up with a start. Standing in the doorway, looking at him with an unreadable expression, was the scariest man Jason had seen in his entire life. He was also one of the most beautiful. The first thing Jason noticed was his size. He was well over six feet tall and seriously muscled, with powerful arms, a bulging chest, and thighs like tree trunks. 
 
    
 
   But that didn’t account for his off-the-charts scary factor. He oozed menace. It was in his eyes and his scent. Danger. A warning that this man was the boss, and you should accept it or face the consequences. 
 
    
 
   Jason backed away slowly as the man approached. When he bumped into the headboard, as far back as he could get, he pressed himself down into the mattress, instinctively avoiding eye contact and signaling submission. Jason resented the reaction, but caution seemed like the best course of action here. The man kept walking toward him, and Jason couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his jeans…the big bulge in his jeans. 
 
    
 
   “Okay, so we’re going to try to change you back now,” the man said. 
 
    
 
   His voice was deep and commanding, and it was obvious he was used to being obeyed. He reached out his hands and took hold of Jason’s head, his fingers surprisingly gentle. Jason pressed himself further into the mattress, wishing that the man would step back. He tried to pull his head down and away, and was rewarded with a spine tingling chuckle and a much tighter grip.
 
    
 
   “You’ll be fine,” the man said, firmly massaging Jason behind the ears. Jason closed his eyes and tried to think. The man’s presence was oppressive and crushing, but his hands felt really good. Then, Jason realized what the man said: 
 
    
 
   Change you back.
 
    
 
   Change! That’s what the gruesome, earth-shattering pain had been. He had been changed. And now, this terrifying man was going to do it again. Jason jerked up and ran for the door, but before he even reached the edge of the bed he was hanging by the scruff of his neck in the scary man’s hand. 
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” the man said. He sat down and pulled Jason into his lap, holding him in an iron embrace. “But we need to fix you. Unless you want to be a wolf for the rest of your life?”
 
    
 
   A wolf. So that’s what he was, not a dog. He realized that escape was not immediately an option, and he would have to suffer whatever the man had planned.
 
    
 
   “What I’m going to do is call your wolf, and then let it guide your change.” 
 
    
 
   The man patted him reassuringly on the head, and Jason felt an unexpected, and unwanted, thrill in his stomach. 
 
    
 
   “That way the change won’t be painful, okay?” 
 
    
 
   Not painful. That was a good thing, right? Jason thought it over, but was interrupted by a familiar invasion. It felt like someone was rearranging the back of his mind, moving things to places where they shouldn’t be. It still made him feel violated and humiliated, but nothing more. He waited in dread for the unspeakable pain, but it didn’t come. Nothing happened.
 
    
 
   “You need to let your wolf take over.” The intimidating man’s voice was soothing.
 
    
 
   My wolf? Jason thought, wondering what the man was talking about. Then he felt it, something familiar and yet entirely new. Something that shouldn’t be there, but that somehow fit in perfectly. He felt it shifting around inside of him, and then it began.
 
    
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jake watched with fascination as the wolf took over. The change was slow—slower by far than any he had ever seen before—and it looked like it was definitely on the orgasmic side of the pleasure scale. 
 
    
 
   Jake was fascinated by the young man that emerged from the wolf. He looked young, maybe early twenties, and he was beautiful. His hair was a dark blonde, almost brown, and he had the most kissable, luscious lips that Jake had ever seen. The fact that there were literally fangs poking out from behind those lips only made them cuter. 
 
    
 
   Without thinking, Jake reached down and stroked the adorable mouth, tracing the curves with his finger. Looking down at the man’s twitching cock, he was rewarded with an image of the handsome young man writhing beneath his massive frame as he slammed into him without mercy, grinding him into submissive ecstasy. The fantasy surprised him, and he quickly yanked his hand away from the delicious lips, making sure to avert his eyes from the leaking cock. Jake knew the chances of the young man being gay were slim, and the chances that he would be willing to submit to Jake were even slimmer. 
 
    
 
   Jake was not an easy man to please. His intense alpha instincts and dominant personality, coupled with a sadistic streak he’d rather keep hidden, made for difficulties. Although most of his boyfriends had let him tie them up and rough them up occasionally, none had really liked it or wanted it in the long run. Riley had joked that he should look for a “slave” rather than a boyfriend. He didn’t quite understand that; although Jake liked to be rough and mean in bed, he abhorred such behavior anywhere else. Thus, Jake’s love life consisted of an endless stream of one-night stands and quickies, and he had long ago given up on ever having a real boyfriend. 
 
    
 
   It worked out well. Running the pack and his advertising business left little time for romance, flowers, and leather restraints. 
 
    
 
   Jake hovered over the young man on the bed, so absorbed in his own thoughts that he didn’t notice that he was now fully human, and entirely awake. It wasn’t until his petrified guest leaped toward the door that Jake realized the change was complete. Acting on instinct, Jake leaped with inhuman speed toward the naked boy, catching him up in his massive arms and throwing him on the bed, pinning him. 
 
    
 
   Jake’s cock was so massively hard it hurt, but his young captive didn’t seem to notice. Jake knew he was acting stupidly. He needed the kid to trust him as he guided him in the ways of being a werewolf, and that was not going to happen if he kept hurting and scaring him. 
 
    
 
   As he eased himself up off the young man pinned beneath him, he soothed, “Easy now, you’re okay.”
 
    
 
   The young man’s heavy breathing sent shivers down Jake’s spine, and he had to fight not to grind his hips into his captive’s body.
 
    
 
   “What do you want?” 
 
    
 
   Jake nearly came when he heard the delicious voice of his young wolf.
 
    
 
   “I’m just here to help you,” he said. With an immense effort of will, he pulled away and stood by the bed.
 
    
 
   “Help me with what?”
 
    
 
   Jake looked at him critically. “Do you remember what happened to you yesterday?” 
 
    
 
   “I was…” Summer-blue eyes stared at him with a desperate, pleading expression. The boy looked away and appeared to be concentrating very hard.
 
    
 
   “I woke up, and I was hurt, and Trick was dead.” The boy looked around the room, “And then I tried to walk home…” He looked at Jake imploringly.
 
    
 
   “Do you remember what happened next?” Jake asked, rubbing the young man’s arm and shoulder. 
 
    
 
   “I…” he said with a dejected look on his face, “I changed.”
 
    
 
   Jake decided that he should try to figure out who had attacked him in the first place, so he asked, “Before you woke up. Do you remember what attacked you?”
 
    
 
   “Attacked me?” The kid looked startled.
 
    
 
   “Yes, what did the wolf look like?” Jake’s hand had moved up from the arm and shoulder to touch the kid’s neck.
 
    
 
   “I don’t remember.”
 
    
 
   Jake rubbed the boy’s neck, grip firm, letting the little wolf know that he was safe and protected. Jake knew that he was taking far too much pleasure in the contact—that he was being creepy—but he didn’t care. There was something about this boy that called to him.
 
    
 
   He stepped away, waiting for the boy to rise. When he just sat there, looking up with a mix of terror and awe on his face, Jake decided to try a different tactic. He held out his hand, like a human, and said, “Hello, I’m Jake Lawrence.” 
 
    
 
   Holding his arm out between them, trying to look harmless and failing miserably, Jake waited.
 
   After a tentative silence the young man took his hand and said timidly, “Jason. Jason Keep.”
 
    
 
   Jake relished the feel of Jason’s hand cradled in his own. It was smaller than his own, fitting perfectly in his grip when he closed his fingers around it. He squeezed firmly and shook it as he said, “It’s nice to meet you, Jason Keep.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jason thought he was going to die; he was so embarrassed and humiliated. The change from wolf back to human had been the most amazing thing he ever experienced. It was everything Jason had always imagined sex would feel like. The aftermath, however, wasn’t. 
 
    
 
   Halfway through the change he had shot his load. His cock had, with no help whatsoever, fired spurt after spurt of hot cum onto his belly, all under the oblivious gaze of Jake Lawrence. If Jason wasn’t so terrified he would have been insulted. As it was, he just marveled at how completely Jake ignored both his nakedness and his sticky belly. 
 
    
 
   “Nice to meet you, too,” he finally stammered.
 
    
 
   Jake seemed satisfied and turned around without further comment. Jason pulled the white cotton sheets around him and watched the gorgeous man rummage through the closet. While Jake had his back turned, Jason noticed something weird. There were no doors leading out of the room. What he’d thought was an exit was actually a closet. 
 
    
 
   Confused, Jason studied the room more carefully. How was he supposed to get out? Jason’s fear came rushing back, irrational and stupid, threatening to suffocate him with its intensity. The feeling grew stronger and his heart started to beat rapidly. 
 
    
 
   It felt like he was going to die, and not the embarrassed type of death, but the one where your heart pops like a hammer hitting a dry old drum. Putting his head between his knees, Jason tried to breathe. It almost worked, until he felt a large hand grab ahold of his neck and firmly massage it. 
 
    
 
   “Just relax.” Jake’s deep voice was oddly soothing. Jason tried to sit up, but Jake held him firmly in place.
 
    
 
   “Breathe in and out,” Jake said, and Jason found himself complying. After a few minutes he actually felt better, but Jake’s hand was still rubbing his neck. He couldn’t decide if the grip was best described as sublime, or bruising.
 
    
 
   Before he could make up his mind, Jake had left him and walked back to the closet, a curious smile on his face. He came back with a bundle of clothes.
 
    
 
   “Put these on and we’ll go outside and talk.”  
 
    
 
   Outside would be good. It would be very good. What to do once they got out of the room—that was another matter entirely. Running was not an option; Jake was obviously the fastest of the pair. That also ruled out just about any scheme using force. Jason would have to take Jake by surprise, although he doubted that the old-vase-over-the-head thing would work as easily as it did in the movies. 
 
    
 
   Once fully dressed in clothes that were about eight sizes too big, Jake led him toward the closet and pushed aside the coats, shirts, and pants hanging there, motioning for him to go inside. Unsure of what to expect, but too nervous to do anything but obey, Jason walked into the closet. After having been turned into a wolf, who knew what was possible and what wasn’t? Maybe the closet had some sort of Narnia thing going for it. 
 
    
 
   Or, maybe he was a crazy lunatic in an insane asylum, thinking he was a werewolf about to meet the fern. 
 
    
 
   He felt Jake behind him. The man filled the frame of the door, making Jason feel trapped and apprehensive. Why was he standing in a closet? It made no sense.
 
    
 
   “To your left.” Jake sounded amused. Turning left, Jason saw another door. 
 
    
 
   “No Narnia,” he muttered under his breath, and was startled by a deep rumbling laugh behind him. The sound almost seemed to tickle Jason’s insides, sending a tingling sensation from his stomach and into his groin. 
 
    
 
   “Through the door, please.” 
 
    
 
   Jason opened the door and headed out into a hallway. The floors were the same hardwood as the bedroom, and the walls were painted a modern hospital white. There were pictures hanging on the wall, all depicting wolves in the wild. Jason started to walk down the hallway, moving past six doors before he finally reached the stairs. He felt Jake behind him, the oppressive menace mixed with something… delicious. Jason wanted to run, but he couldn’t quite decide if it was away from, or toward Jake.
 
    
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jason had the most delicious ass Jake had ever seen, like a ripe peach. He wanted to sink his teeth into it. 
 
    
 
   God, he hoped Jason was gay, because he wanted to fuck him so hard he wouldn’t be able to sit on his ass for weeks, regardless of his sexuality.
 
    
 
   Jake pushed the last thought aside. He would not use his status as alpha to coerce sexual services from his new pack mate, although God only knew he could. For a werewolf, the alpha of the pack was king. There was no disobedience allowed, regardless of how inane or cruel the alpha’s commands were. Might makes right. It was a rule they all lived by, and Jake was very, very right.
 
    
 
   It took a slight shove to get Jason moving up the stairs, but pretty soon they were sitting at an iron and glass table in Jake’s yard. Jake noticed with some amusement how Jason looked inconspicuously for an escape.
 
    
 
   “You’ve probably realized that you are a werewolf,” he said, getting Jason’s full attention. “I don’t know who attacked you, but I’ll do my best to find out.” 
 
    
 
   Jason didn’t say anything. He sat there with a blank look on his face, almost like he was in shock.
 
    
 
   “Do you understand me?” Jake asked patiently, leaning over to rub Jason’s thigh.
 
    
 
   “Werewolf…yes,” Jason answered quickly. “Are you one, too?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, I’m this territory’s pack alpha,” Jake said with pride.
 
    
 
   “What does that mean?” 
 
    
 
   “It means that you do as I tell you,” he said, jokingly. When Jason only nodded, Jake quickly added, “The pack alpha is responsible for maintaining the order of things. I basically make sure nobody gets out of line, kills people, or hunts where they’ll draw attention to themselves.”
 
    
 
   “So you’re like the werewolf police?”
 
    
 
   “More like judge, jury, and executioner.”
 
    
 
   Jason didn’t look like he was taking this well. He was frowning, and he reeked of fear, worry and…shame? Jake thought about that. It occurred to him that for someone who had never changed, the sexual aspect might be a shock. 
 
    
 
   Was he embarrassed that he had ejaculated? That was so cute! Jake’s cock got even harder. It was now clearly outlined in his jeans, and it took all his willpower to leave it tucked away from Jason’s delectable mouth and ass. Jason, however, didn’t seem to notice. He looked like he was trying to say something, but he wasn’t quite sure how.
 
    
 
   “Did you want to ask something?”
 
    
 
   Jason looked down, his gaze coming to rest on Jake’s crotch. His eyes widened at the huge outline, his breath catching in his throat before looking away.
 
    
 
   “I was just wondering,” he said, with seeming difficulty, “where I fit in with all this? I mean, what am I supposed to do now?”
 
    
 
   Jake thought about it. Obviously, Jason would have to officially join the pack, accepting a position on the bottom of the hierarchy and then fighting his way up to his rightful position by challenging those weaker than him. Then again, from what Jake had seen so far, that might be a very short list.
 
    
 
   His only option besides joining the pack was to become a lone wolf in an unclaimed territory. That might have worked for someone like Jake, who had the power and strength to keep such a territory for himself, but Jason would be at the mercy of just about everyone. Jake did not want to think about what some of the nastier packs would do if they found a cute, defenseless thing like Jason living on his own, without protection. 
 
    
 
   “You’re going to have to join my pack,” he said. Some of the tension left Jason’s body, and he seemed to relax. 
 
    
 
   “You’ll start at the bottom rank. If you want to rise in pack hierarchy, you’ll need to issue a challenge to the most powerful person you can defeat.” Jason looked worried, so Jake quickly added, “But, because we can feel each other’s strength, most challenges end with the challenged party conceding, given—of course—that the challenger is the stronger wolf.”
 
    
 
   Jason just nodded and stared blankly ahead. Jake wondered what he was thinking. 
 
    
 
   “So, is rank important? I mean, how does the pack work, after all the ranks have been settled?”
 
   Jake thought about the question and how he would answer it. On the one hand, he wanted to tell Jason that rank really didn’t matter, and that being on the bottom of the pack food chain would be okay. That, however, would be a lie.
 
    
 
   “Rank is important, sort of,” he said, after short consideration. He looked out over the gardens, the perfectly manicured lawn and hedges at odds with his wild nature.
 
    
 
   “The higher your rank, the more say you have in pack matters, and because your life is a pack matter, the higher your rank, the more control you have over your own life.”
 
    
 
   “You said werewolves could feel each other’s strength, right?” Jason was twirling his finger through his hair, looking anywhere but at Jake.
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Well, can you tell where I would fit in strength-wise?”
 
    
 
   Jake really didn’t want to tell him.
 
    
 
   “I don’t think it would be a very good idea for you to challenge anyone,” he said, finally. 
 
    
 
   “So, I’m what, going to be at the bottom?” Jake looked a little indignant. He seemed to have forgotten his aversion to looking at Jake, and was now scowling.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Jake answered, “You’ll be the bottom.” Jake’s wolf liked the idea of that. Of having Jason at his mercy, bending him over whenever the mood struck, and fucking into him… making him writhe.
 
    
 
   “So, the higher in the pack you are, the more control you have over your own life,” Jason explained to Jake, as though he was ignorant of the fact, “and so, the lower you are, the less control you have?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Jake answered, wishing he had better news.
 
    
 
   “No!” Jason blurted out.
 
    
 
   Jake would have replied, but his mind momentarily went blank. His alpha instincts told him that such an outburst needed immediate correction—that dominance must be established—but all he could think about was fucking the defiant young wolf senseless.
 
    
 
   He wanted to grab the petulant mouth and fuck it, forcing his cock down the tight throat, gagging Jason with his massive meat until he was choking and tears were running down his face. Jake’s cock was leaking pre-cum, and a large wet spot was growing on his thigh on the tip of the huge bulge. His cock throbbed, and it took every ounce of self-control he had to not rub it or, even worse, pull it out and use it like an assault weapon.
 
    
 
   This was unusual. Jake sometimes had interest in guys, usually if he hadn’t fucked or jerked off in a while, but this was insane. Never had he experienced such intense lust for someone, and never had he been tempted to actually force someone to submit to him.
 
    
 
   Then it hit him. How could he not have seen it sooner? It was so obvious! Jason was his mate.
 
   Realizing that the weak little runt was his mate presented Jake with several problems. First among them was that Jason’s own recognition of their situation would not occur until he had changed enough times for the wolf’s instincts to merge with his own. The process could take anywhere from months to years. 
 
    
 
   This was bad. Jake’s need to claim his mate would only intensify. He didn’t know if he could wait five minutes, much less five months. 
 
    
 
   The conscious recognition of his mate intensified his instincts, as if awareness of them made them stronger. He needed to change Jason out of his human form before he lost control of himself. 
 
    
 
   Knowing what he was about to do was a bad idea, he reached forward.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to have to change you back to a wolf,” he said, grabbing hold of Jason’s head. 
 
   Jason struggled and tried to break his grip, but he was no match for Jake. 
 
    
 
   “What the fuck are you doing?” he yelled, as Jake practically lifted him off the ground and set him on the table. Standing between Jason’s legs, Jake held him against his body in a crushing grip. He pressed his erection against the startled young man’s stomach.
 
    
 
   Startled, not frightened. Somewhere in the back of his mind, Jake was pleased with the observation.
 
    
 
   Knowing that he was about to lose control, Jake quickly summoned Jason’s wolf. Once he was sure the wolf was called and a change would take place, he threw Jason down on the grass.
 
    
 
   “Fuck you, get away from me!” Jason yelled, trying to crawl away.
 
    
 
   Grinning through a haze of lust, Jake knew that Jason had better change, fast. He caught Jason’s leg and yanked the boy back. Positioned so that he straddled Jason’s face, Jake lowered himself, trapping the boy’s head between his thighs and under his crotch. Jake ground his hips down, pressing his bulge into Jason’s face. It felt so good, but it wasn’t enough. Pushing himself off with monumental effort, Jake sprang to his feet and turned around. He freed his cock, standing with his back to Jason and jerking himself off. His cock was hard and heavy, hot and silky to the touch, and it didn’t take him long to come. Not with Jason’s scent filling his nose. Spraying his load on the grass, balls pulled up tight, Jake felt better. More in control. He tucked his cock back in his jeans, wiping his hand on his thigh as he drew in a long, shuddering breath.
 
    
 
   Staring up at the sky, he felt badly about his loss of control, but happy that he had managed to avoid brutalizing the poor boy’s throat and ass. Reining in the instinct to claim your mate was no small accomplishment, and Jake was proud of himself. He turned around, wondering how he was going to explain this to Jason.
 
    
 
   But Jason was nowhere in sight. Jake surveyed the garden, turning his nose up and sniffing the air, but aside from the heavy scent of sex still lingering in the air, nothing.
 
    
 
   Pushing down the wolf and its demand to hunt, claim, mate, Jake cursed his loss of control.
 
    
 
   But Jason was a new wolf, and the forest was vast. He wouldn’t get far. Though Jake didn’t have it in him to track him without claiming his prize at the end, his enforcer would have no such problem. Running into the house, Jake called Riley. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jason ran. 
 
    
 
   He didn’t understand what had come over Jake. The man was a lunatic. 
 
    
 
   Jason could still feel the pressure of Jake’s crotch on his face, the musky, salty smell of man overpowering his senses. It had been the most intoxicating and humiliating experience of his life.
 
    
 
   Jake had no right, regardless of his position in the pack. 
 
    
 
   Was that it? Had Jake been making a point? That he, Jason, as the man at the bottom, should expect whatever treatment his “pack mates” dished out?
 
    
 
   He didn’t think so! Jason had every intention of getting the hell out of town. There really wasn’t anything keeping him there. His family, the ones who were still alive anyway, had long ago disowned him. It had been him and Trick, a scholarship to the Richardson Culinary Institute, and that was it. However, given that he still needed to pay the remaining tuition for the upcoming semester, despite his best efforts at the diner and the garage, that dream was out the window.
 
    
 
   Maybe he’d go to New York, or Boston, and find work at a strip club or something. He was cute enough. At least, he thought so. He’d earn enough money to pay for tuition, and then find a school far away from the pack. It could work.
 
    
 
   Still running, Jason deftly navigated his way farther and farther away from Jake and everything that smelled like him. It was amazing how easy it was to pick up the telltale scent of the man, and then go in the other direction.
 
    
 
   He could feel himself moving away from pack territory. The air was fresh, and the world was alive with the scent of trees, animals, and the slightly foreign smell of mankind. Then it hit him. The world was alive with sounds and smells, but his vision was remarkably lacking. Jake had changed him! He was a fucking wolf, and he would need Jake if he ever wanted to change back to himself.
 
    
 
   The wolf suddenly felt like a prison. He needed to get off the ground, and he needed to see something other than confusing shades of gray.
 
    
 
   Now that he was aware of his body, it suddenly became difficult to control. Like he had too many legs, and keeping them balanced was impossible. It didn’t matter that moments ago, he had been running fast enough to catch a fleeing rabbit.
 
    
 
   With the return of his human instincts, it became far less clear where he was. He could still smell all the scents that had guided him, but they made little sense to the human instincts that were now firmly in control.
 
    
 
   He had to change back.
 
    
 
   Concentrating, he tried to remember what it had felt like when Jake called the wolf. He remembered the sense of invasion, of someone reaching in and touching a part of him not meant to be touched, but he had no idea how to get there on his own. 
 
    
 
   Narrowing his concentration on that part of himself, Jason thought he felt something stir. Waiting, he tried to feel it again, but nothing happened. 
 
    
 
   Defeated, he pondered that he might need Jake if he wanted to be himself again. Turning his head, he tried to get a sense of where he was, but all he saw were plants and trees. 
 
    
 
   He could be anywhere. 
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   Riley resisted the impulse to put his feet on the coffee table. His boots were clean, but there were limits to how comfortable you could make yourself in your alpha’s home. Still, he allowed himself to relax into the embrace of Jake’s sinfully comfortable couch.
 
    
 
   After taking a moment to close his eyes, enjoying the safety and calm of his alpha’s den, Riley picked up the TV remote and flipped through the channels until he landed on Project Runway. It wasn’t his favorite show, but it was up there. There was something soothing about the combination of utter predictability and creativity. 
 
    
 
   About half an hour into the show, with the volume turned down until the commercial break was over, Riley heard the back door open. A few seconds later, the scent of his alpha’s release hit his nose. It was a pungent smell, musky and intimidating, and Riley scrunched up his nose and tried to breathe through his mouth.
 
    
 
   He was surprised. Jake usually didn’t move this fast, and he’d never—as far as Riley knew—made a move on such a vulnerable pack member. It was uncharacteristically sketchy.
 
    
 
   “Someone had fun,” he said, the words a question, eyes fixed on Heidi Klum. Though Jake was in another room, the alpha would have no problem hearing him.
 
    
 
   “I need you to track the new wolf,” Jake barked back, not sounding like a man who’d just had an orgasm. He sounded pissed. Riley jumped up from the couch, turning off the TV and making his way to his alpha. If Jake had sounded pissed, he looked even worse. Like a crazy person. It was unsettling, and Riley’s wolf responded by going into obedience mode. Jake was the type of alpha who could take on an entire pack and win. Riley wasn’t messing with him when he was in a mood like this.
 
    
 
   Jake paced back and forth, body tight and tense. He turned toward Riley and said with an intent look, “He ran into the woods. He’s in wolf form, but he doesn’t have any control. Should be easy to track.” The words were said in a low growl. The mix of barely constrained aggressiveness and the scent of come did not bode well. Riley wondered what had happened. 
 
    
 
   If the new wolf had lost control, or attacked Jake…Riley couldn’t imagine it. But he also couldn’t imagine Jake losing control. The situation was weird and unfamiliar, but Riley trusted that things would make sense once he had all the information. He knew that Jake’s actions weren’t what they appeared.
 
    
 
   He nodded his head, turning and heading for the front door, and his car.
 
    
 
   “The woods are that way,” Jake growled as Riley started walking, pointing toward the back door. Riley froze.
 
    
 
   “I know. I’m just getting my boots and a leash,” he explained. Jake gritted his teeth, but he didn’t object. Riley hurried outside. Jake followed him, watching him closely as he retrieved his boots, a collar, and a leash from the back of his car. There was a flash of anger in Jake’s eyes at the sight of the leash, but then his pupils went wide and he drew in a sharp breath.
 
    
 
   If imagining the new wolf leashed and collared was doing it for Jake, Riley didn’t want to know. 
 
    
 
   Riley debated with himself if he should bring a muzzle as well, but from what he’d seen of the pup, that would be unnecessary. The kid had looked as if a low growl and a mean look would bowl him over. 
 
    
 
   Stepping out of his shoes and into his boots, collar and leash tucked into his pocket, Riley nodded at Jake, and jogged around the house and into the garden to catch the new wolf’s trail. He could feel Jake’s eyes burning into the back of his neck, but the alpha didn’t follow him. Drawing in a deep breath, the young wolf’s scent hitting his nose, Riley was off.
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   Jason ran. 
 
    
 
   Everything looked the same. The trees were all about the same height, and the occasional bush looked like every other occasional bush. 
 
    
 
   His sense of smell, on the other hand, had the exact opposite problem. Everything was different and nothing made sense. It was like an explosion of sensation in his nose, and he had no idea how to make sense of it. 
 
    
 
   It started to rain. Large drops fell from the sky and soaked his fur, and within moments he was freezing. Exhausted, even though he hadn’t been running long, Jason turned his head around and looked for a place that would offer some kind of shelter.
 
    
 
   There was nothing. The trees offered some protection, but not much. There were no convenient caves or hollow trees for him to wait inside. Choosing a tree with heavy branches, Jason curled up next to the old trunk and settled in for the wait. He’d get going once the rain cleared, and while he waited he might as well close his eyes and get some rest...
 
    
 
   Sleep had almost found him when he heard someone approaching. Looking out from beneath his tree, Jason couldn’t see anyone, but the scent of whoever it was stood out from the rest of the forest.
 
    
 
   The man, and it was definitively a man, smelled familiar. Almost like Jake, but not as potent. Jake Light. Jason considered running, but when lifting his head turned out to be exhausting, he discarded that idea. He was in no condition to run from a real werewolf. Especially not one who looked like the man now approaching him. 
 
    
 
   “Hey boy, you’re all right,” a muscular giant in knee high boots said, crouching down and reaching his hand out to brush it over Jason’s back. The hand felt warm against his wet fur, the touch confident and comforting, and Jason relaxed. He didn’t care if the man was going to collect his pelt, as long as he didn’t remove his wonderful, warm hand.
 
    
 
   “I’m just going to put this on and we’ll be on our way,” the man said, reaching around Jason’s neck and fastening something. When the man stepped away, holding a leash that apparently ended at his neck, Jason realized that he was wearing a collar. He was too surprised to do anything but lie there in shock. How dare this man put a collar on him like he was some kind of animal?
 
    
 
   “We don’t need the muzzle, do we?” the man asked warningly, twisting the leash around his gloved hand, the words sounding almost like a growl. Jason felt the wolf in him go meek and submissive at the words. It was annoying. Still, he was in no position to argue, and he really didn’t want to be put in a muzzle. He held his tongue, lowering his head in a show of submission.
 
    
 
   “Stand up,” the man said, like he expected to be obeyed. 
 
    
 
   Jason wanted to argue that he was too tired, but he found himself unable to disobey the command. Struggling to his feet, legs shaky and unsure, Jason finally managed a moderately steady pose. He stared resentfully at the man holding his leash, humiliated.
 
    
 
   The man, obviously aware of the feelings behind the stare, narrowed his eyes and glared back. Jason fought the urge to press himself into the dirt, and looked away first.
 
    
 
   “And don’t you forget it,” the man muttered darkly, turning and walking away. The leash between Jason’s neck and the man’s hand went tight, and suddenly Jason couldn’t breathe.
 
    
 
   The bastard had put him in a choke collar!
 
    
 
   Jason struggled to follow the man’s brisk pace. He was forced to move fast unless he wanted to feel the collar tighten painfully around his neck, and he managed to keep up for a good thirty feet before he tripped. The collar pulled tight, but when he realized that Jason wasn’t following, the man let the leash go loose. He stopped and sighed. 
 
    
 
   “If this ruins my suit you are going to be so sorry,” he growled, turning around. He crouched down right next to Jason’s body, making him tense up in fear. Then, as if he weighed nothing, Jason found himself suddenly lifted up into the air and draped over the man’s shoulder. It happened so fast he barely had time to process it. One minute he was in a heap on the ground, the next he was dangling over an impossibly broad shoulder.
 
    
 
   The position was awkward. Jason wiggled his unfamiliar body to get comfortable. A low growl from his captor, however, had him freezing. The growling stopped and Jason relaxed. Letting his body go limp, head looking down at the man’s ass, he felt exhausted. He closed his eyes, and before he knew it, he was out cold.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   When he realized that his charge was in no condition to walk, let alone stand, Riley was annoyed. The runt had obviously gotten lost, evident by the endless circles he had taken around the relatively small woods, and his efforts had exhausted him.
 
    
 
   “I mean, come on,” Riley muttered to himself. “He couldn’t even stay out of the rain.”
 
    
 
   And speaking of rain and mud, Riley’s Versace suit was going to need some serious dry cleaner magic. Mud covered his front and back, and had soaked through to his shirt underneath. If he’d known his suit was going to be compromised like this, he would have changed more than just his shoes.
 
    
 
   The runt was definitively paying the drycleaner bill. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   It took Riley less than half an hour to make his way back, and all in all he’d only been gone two hours when he made it back to Jake’s property. He wasn’t surprised to see Jake waiting for him in the garden, but he was surprised at the state of the man.
 
    
 
   Jake was soaked. His T-shirt clung to his body like a second skin, and his jeans were heavy and dark with water. If Riley were into guys, the sight would have been far more welcome.
 
    
 
   Riley wasn’t a particular fan of the runt hanging off his shoulder, but he didn’t want him unwillingly subjected to Jake’s darker urges, either. 
 
    
 
   Riley would have sworn until that afternoon that Jake would never take advantage of a weaker pack member. He had always admired Jake’s leadership, mainly because he made everyone feel safe from the pettiness, and cruelties, that plagued packs where the leader’s only concern was staying on top.
 
    
 
   When he finally reached Jake, he discarded the idea that his boss had tossed his morals out the window. In fact, Riley had never seen Jake look so relieved.
 
    
 
   “I found him,” he said, to break the silence. Riley wished that Jake would snap out of it, and act like the Jake he was used to.
 
    
 
   “Good.”
 
    
 
   Jake seemed to get ahold of himself, and motioned for Riley to follow him inside. The heat inside the house felt great. Bending down to remove his boots, Riley carefully balanced his unconscious charge on his shoulder. Jake didn’t offer to help.
 
    
 
   Once his boots were off, he straightened and looked to Jake for instructions. Jake, who was being remarkably monosyllabic, stared out the sliding glass door into the dark garden.
 
    
 
   “Take him downstairs and shower him,” Jake said finally, eying the runt with an expression of lust and apprehension, “and then get him to change back.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?” Riley asked, worried again. Punishing the poor runt by forcing the change seemed a little extreme. Sure, his suit was ruined, but he’d get over it.
 
    
 
   “Shower him, call his wolf, and put him back in the safe room.” 
 
    
 
   The instructions were final. Moving through the house toward the stairs, Riley wondered what the runt could have done to piss Jake off. He just hoped they would be able to work it out without upsetting the dynamics of the pack. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jake let out a breath as he heard Riley move down the stairs. It had taken all his power to keep from forcing Jason to change so that he could fuck him. The instinctual response to the young man was like nothing he had ever felt before. It terrified him to think that the instincts that told him he had a mate also told him to ravage the boy beyond repair. 
 
    
 
   He would have to make a blood claim.
 
    
 
   It would weaken the trust of the weaker pack members, but what were they going to do? Challenge him? He didn’t think so.
 
    
 
   A blood claim wouldn’t affect anyone in the pack, other than to signal a change in his style of leadership. Those at the bottom would wonder if he would cease to protect them from the more aggressive alphas, and the alphas would want to know if they were allowed to make claims of their own. The answer to both queries would be “no.” He would simply have to make it clear that he was, by necessity, a hypocrite, and that outside of his personal life nothing would change. 
 
    
 
   In the end, it came down to a choice: did he want to disappoint his people by staking a blood claim, or by raping the weakest member of the pack?
 
    
 
   Put like that, the choice was clear.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Removing his gloves, Riley lifted the wolf off the bathroom mat and into the tub. He gently stroked the soft fur and removed the collar. Once the collar was off, the runt started to show signs of waking up.
 
    
 
   Riley lifted the shower nozzle off its hinge and turned the water on full force. He turned the spray on the semi-conscious wolf.
 
    
 
   With a sudden jerk the wolf was on his feet, trying desperately to avoid the blast of water. Riley smiled to himself, took a firm grip on the poor creature’s neck, and proceeded to hose him down. When the water finally ran clear and the shampoo had been washed out, Riley sat back and watched the end result.
 
    
 
   Admittedly, he had spent a great deal longer than necessary actually cleaning his charge, but the werewolf had seemed to enjoy the hot water after he got over the shock. In the end, however, Riley knew that he was stalling. 
 
    
 
   He just couldn’t understand why Jake had issued such a severe punishment. It was the first time he had been ordered to dish out a punishment he felt was cruel and unfair. He didn't like it. He had, however, been given a direct order. Now that he couldn’t convince himself that more cleaning was necessary, the compulsion to complete the second part of his instructions would be impossible to fight.
 
    
 
   Moving slowly toward the clean wolf, Riley couldn’t help but feel he was about to betray someone in his care. The feeling was unpleasant.
 
    
 
   The young wolf—Riley didn’t even know his name—obviously sensed that something was about to happen. As Riley moved toward him, he backed away until he was pressed up against the rear corner of the tub.
 
    
 
   Riley easily grabbed ahold of the runt’s head, and held it firmly in place. He then waited until the compulsion became unbearable, and called the wolf. The minute he finished calling the wolf the compulsion released him, leaving him feeling drained and dirty. He opened his eyes, not realizing they had been closed, and was surprised to see that the runt was still, well, a runt.
 
    
 
   Then he noticed it. The paws were elongating, slowly, the fur retracting into unblemished skin. It was like watching a normal change…but in slow motion. Fascinated, Riley watched the transformation unfold. It was beautiful and disturbing at the same time. He almost forgot to feel guilty for forcing it.
 
    
 
   When the change was finally complete, the young man was lying on his stomach, breathing heavily. Riley watched as his breathing calmed and the young man fell asleep.
 
    
 
   He took a towel and draped it around his naked body, lifting him out of the tub and into his arms. Ignoring the erection making a tent in the heavy fabric of the towel, Riley carried the runt out into the hallway, through the closet, and into the safe room. 
 
    
 
   It wasn’t until after he had placed the young man under the sheets that he realized Jake was standing in the corner, silently observing his every move. Unsure of what to do, Riley stepped back, and waited.
 
    
 
   Jake moved forward, and without taking his eyes off Riley, bent over the sleeping boy.
 
    
 
   Apprehension turned to dread as Riley watched Jake’s incisors extended dramatically and his teeth sharpen into something dangerously carnivorous. Unable to do anything for the poor kid, Riley watched in horror as Jake turned the sleeping boy’s head, exposing unmarred flesh. 
 
    
 
   He flinched when a large tongue darted out to lick along the steady pulse throbbing under the skin. Unable to turn away, Riley fought the urge to vomit as Jake, without ever looking away, savagely bit into the innocent flesh. 
 
    
 
   Fighting to reconcile what he was seeing with the man he knew, Riley realized that with his head turned toward him, the young man would be unable to see his attacker. Even as that attacker was licking away the blood and sealing the wound with his saliva.
 
    
 
   Riley felt helpless as the young man stared at him in silent terror, his eyes begging him to intervene, to do something. 
 
    
 
   “Sleep.” 
 
    
 
   Jake’s order, directed to the boy, was so strong Riley almost got sucked in. Fighting to stay awake, he glared at Jake as the more powerful man wiped the blood off his face. Jake was looking down on the sleeping form, and to Riley, it seemed as though he was trying to gauge his own reactions.
 
    
 
   Apparently satisfied, Riley felt the gaze turned on him. Jake’s expression showed neither remorse, nor cruelty. It looked as if the boss was his old self again.
 
    
 
   As the silence stretched on between the two men, Jake smiled sardonically and said, “You’re the one who said I should get a slave.” 
 
    
 
   Riley didn’t find the comment funny.
 
    
 
   Jake started to leave the room before he added, “Change the sheets.” 
 
    
 
   Riley, too shocked to think, did as he was told.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Riley had no idea how close he had come to being ripped apart. Only the knowledge that his enforcer was under compulsion from Jake’s own orders kept him standing silently in the corner. The gentle way the other man tucked his mate, his unclaimed mate, under the covers, had him in a jealous haze. 
 
    
 
   It had been his intention to send Riley away and then perform the ritual in private. His instincts, however, now demanded the weaker wolf be present to witness his claim. He felt his teeth shifting inside his mouth, taking up more and more space, growing sharp and deadly. As he bent over the sleeping form, he knew Riley would see and understand what was happening.
 
    
 
   Satisfied that the weaker wolf made no attempt to stop him, he turned Jason’s head, exposing the tender throat to his teeth. Licking the skin, saturating it in his saliva to aid the healing that would soon be required, he considered what he was about to do.
 
    
 
   Only the strongest of alphas could hold someone in a blood claim. Once bitten, Jason would be bound to his will more thoroughly than any slave was to his master. He would be physically unable to leave Jake’s territory without him, and he would be forever seen as unfit to join a pack. He would effectively become Jake’s property, cherished or discarded as he saw fit.
 
    
 
   His tongue leaving the delicious flesh, Jake trusted that he would love his mate enough that he would never abuse the invisible chains he was about to place around him.
 
    
 
   Trusting that Riley and the rest of his pack would eventually understand, he opened his jaws wide and sank his teeth into the unsuspecting flesh.
 
    
 
   When Jason, suddenly awake and terrified, began struggling, Jake cursed himself. In his jealousy toward Riley, he had forgotten to order the young man to sleep through the ordeal.
 
    
 
   Teeth lodged firmly in Jason’s neck, Jake waited until he felt the stirrings of the younger man’s wolf. It took Jake less than a second to bind the new wolf to his will, completing the ritual. Withdrawing his teeth, he quickly licked the wound shut, letting the healing agents of his saliva do their magic. 
 
    
 
   Jason, at that point a hyperventilating wreck, was obviously traumatized. Realizing that he was holding his mate’s head in an iron grip, Jake relaxed his hands and ordered quietly, “Sleep.”
 
    
 
   The command, intended as a gentle compulsion, was magnified a hundredfold by the new bond. Jason didn’t stand a chance.
 
    
 
   Standing, feeling almost drunk on power, Jake surveyed his mate. The intense attraction was still there, but it no longer threatened to overpower him. His gaze drifted toward Riley, and he was again satisfied that the urge to rip out his heart had mostly passed. 
 
    
 
   As the silence stretched thin between them, neither man knew what to say. Riley looked like he had just seen his mother kick a puppy, and then strangle it with a plastic bag. Jake, desperate to lighten the mood, joked, “You’re the one who said I should get a slave.”
 
    
 
   It was the wrong thing to say. Riley looked like he wanted to attack, the disgust in his eyes making Jake cringe. None of his wolves had ever had cause to look at him like that before. He would let Riley process what had happened and then explain himself once they were upstairs. Hopefully his enforcer would understand.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The living room was illuminated by the faint glow of the porch light seeping in through the windows, the silence heavy and oppressive. It didn’t occur to Jake to turn on the lights or the new flat screen hanging on the wall. He wondered how to best explain the situation to Riley.
 
    
 
   Riley would understand why binding Jason was the only way to protect him. Jake would have to stress how close he had come to losing control. Had there been a stronger wolf in the pack, the situation would have been different. As things were, however, there was no one powerful enough to suppress his instincts for Jason, and he didn’t have the control to do it himself. 
 
    
 
   It had never been necessary to suppress his instinct. He had always lived under the assumption that his iron control and strict ethics were enough to tame the beast. Obviously, they were not. By the time he heard Riley moving apprehensively up the stairs, he still wasn’t sure how to go about his explanation.
 
    
 
   “Sit down,” he ordered, as his enforcer quietly entered the room. The two men sat in dark silence while they struggled to find the right words.
 
    
 
   “Jason is my mate,” Jake finally began.
 
    
 
   “The kid downstairs?” Jake hadn’t realized that he’d never told Riley Jason’s name.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” he said, wondering what Riley was thinking.
 
    
 
   “He hasn’t been a wolf long enough for a mating bond to be established.” Riley stated the fact as if he didn’t quite know what to do with it.
 
    
 
   “That didn’t change the way I reacted.” Jake watched Riley absorb the information. When he didn’t say anything Jake continued, “I wasn’t able to control my response to him. The fact that he wasn’t ready didn’t change that.”
 
    
 
   “I remember the feeling.” Jake was relieved that Jake, who’d been happily married to his mate Lindsay for four years, understood. 
 
    
 
   “So, you see why I had to bind him.” It was a statement, not a question. Riley was obviously having a hard time with that part of the situation.
 
    
 
   “So, you couldn’t be in his presence without eventually trying to mate with him, regardless of the consequences.” Riley made the statement seem like a question.
 
    
 
   “Right, and if he’d stayed out of my presence, I would eventually hunt him down, and kill whoever came in my way.”
 
    
 
   “So, what happens now?” Riley’s question was reasonable.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to get to know him, and when he’s ready…we’ll mate.” Jake knew it wasn’t going to be that easy, but he was confident that he would be able to win Jason over in time. Riley sensed that the conversation was over, and started toward the door. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t want anyone to tell him what it means.”
 
    
 
   Jake’s voice made it clear that the enforcer was expected to spread the word, and make sure the rest of the pack didn’t discuss the newly minted bond with Jason. 
 
    
 
   “I’ll make sure everyone knows.” Riley lingered a moment at the door, before finally asking, “What happens to the claim, once you mate?”
 
    
 
   Jake considered the question, unsettled, not sure what the answer was. He told the truth.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Jason woke up in the same room as before, but this time he had the correct number of legs. His hand shot up to his neck, the memory of his assault hitting him hard, but the skin where he’d been bitten was smooth and unscarred. 
 
    
 
   Getting up, he looked around the room, wrapping the sheets from the bed around his body. They were silky and smooth, and the cotton felt amazing against his skin. 
 
    
 
   Walking over to the closet that was also a door, he found a pair of oversized sweats and a T-shirt. He wondered what had happened to the clothes he had been wearing the day before, but before he could think of an answer, he forced his mind away from the events.
 
    
 
   Finally dressed, Jason took hold of the doorknob on the door inside the closet. When it refused to turn, he realized he was locked in. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly he needed to pee. The basic urge was almost comforting, amid all the fucked up stuff that kept happening.
 
    
 
   Sitting down on the edge of the bed, wondering what was going on, he tried not to panic. So far he had been attacked—although he couldn’t really remember the event itself—he had been perved on by his ultra-hot pack leader, and then he had been chewed on while his so-called rescuer stood calmly by and watched. 
 
    
 
   He really hated this town. The Richardson Culinary institute was not worth the trouble. While the need to relieve himself grew stronger, Jason pondered what to do next. The room held no windows, and the only door was apparently locked. Walking back into the closet he attempted the door again, hoping that it was accidentally jammed, rather than locked. When it refused to budge, he started banging. The wood trembled beneath his fists, but refused to give.
 
    
 
   After an exhausting effort, he stepped out of the closet. The need to pee was getting unbearable. Looking around the room for some sort of container he could use, he wondered what he would do if nobody came. Pee in the corner like a dog? It almost seemed appropriate.
 
    
 
   Desperate, he decided to give the door another chance. He headed back into the closet, where he proceeded to throw himself against the unyielding wood. Ignoring the pain blossoming in his shoulder, he continued his full body assault until he collapsed in exhaustion.
 
    
 
   His bladder felt like it was going to burst. Moving into the corner, he fumbled with his shorts and pulled out his cock. The door opened.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
    
 
   Jason pushed his dick back into his sweats, almost jumping out of his skin at the menacing voice. He turned around, and the sight that greeted him did not make him feel better in the least. The new arrival was scary. He wore a tight leather racing suit that hugged his powerful body like a supple second skin, showing off his bulging muscles. His gloved hands were bunched up in tense fists, and his boots were planted far apart, legs in a wide stance. With full lips in a contemptuous sneer, the man stepped forward. Jason stepped back. 
 
    
 
   The man walked toward him with grim determination, backing Jason up into the corner where he had intended to pee. The large leather-clad body towered over him, making him feel tiny.
 
    
 
   Jason, who was as far up against the wall as he could get, tried to flatten himself against the cool plaster. The man smiled, and positioned himself so that his powerful chest smothered Jason’s face. 
 
    
 
   “I asked you a question, boy!” the leather monster growled.
 
    
 
   “I had to pee,” Jason stammered, still feeling the needs of his bladder screaming at him.
 
   The man pressed the length of his leather-clad body into Jason’s smaller frame, before stepping back with a humorous laugh.
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t you say so?” he asked, mockingly.
 
    
 
   Before Jason could reply, the man threw his arm around Jason’s shoulders and gave his head a quick squeeze. Held firmly against the larger man’s body, Jason was led through the closet and out into the hall.
 
    
 
   Jason soon found himself in the bathroom from the previous night. It was much larger than he realized, with a marble counter and sink occupying one wall, and a large hot tub the other. A door to the left led into the actual bathroom.
 
    
 
   “In there.” The man’s gloved hand gripped his neck and pushed him firmly toward the door. When Jason hesitated, he added, “You want me to come in with you?”
 
    
 
   Jason muttered “No” and headed through the door. Once inside, the door closing behind him, he quickly got down to business. After peeing for what seemed like five minutes, the relief like bliss, he took a moment to gather his thoughts.
 
    
 
   Once gathered, those thoughts told him that he liked the door separating him from the leather monster. Leaning against the wall of the small room, taking a deep breath and exhaling slowly, he waited.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “This is just wrong.” Lindsay threw her head back and stared up at the ceiling. “I mean, how are they supposed to have a relationship?”
 
    
 
   Facing his wife, Riley didn’t know what to say. Although he did think she was being a little fatalistic.
 
    
 
   “Jake’s not the type to abuse his power,” he said finally, finding that he truly believed his own argument. Lindsay didn’t look convinced. 
 
    
 
   “It’s not as though he’s bound an alpha…” His wife shot him a scathing look. “I mean, Jake would always have been the more powerful half of the relationship. This just makes it a little more formal.”
 
    
 
   When his wife just continued to glare, Riley decided the best course of action was to let her come to terms with the situation herself. After an uncomfortable silence, Lindsay pointed out, “He won’t be able to join the pack.”
 
    
 
   And that was the crux of the matter. Jason would always be on the outside of the group, acknowledged only as Jake’s property.
 
    
 
   “Why is Mike taking so long?” Lindsay asked after a few moments of mutual contemplation.
 
    
 
   Mike had gone to check on Jason, who had been out cold for almost twenty-four hours. Hoping that the cocky young wolf wasn’t getting into trouble, Riley got up. “I’ll go check on him.”
 
    
 
   Jake liked Mike, most of the time. The younger man had showed up without warning a few days after gaining his majority, rising quickly in the pack ranks and defeating everyone, including Riley, with remarkable ease. Then he made the mistake of challenging Jake.
 
    
 
   The cocky young wolf had been torn to shreds, but it was the humiliation of utter defeat that really got to him. Where most wolves would have run away, tails between their legs, Mike had stuck around. For a short time everyone thought he had accepted his position as second, and that he would face his defeat with dignity. No such luck.
 
    
 
   If Mike didn’t start treating Jake with respect, the older wolf would eventually snap, an event Mike was unlikely to survive. Walking through Jake’s luxurious home, Riley wondered why Mike had chosen this particular territory. His obvious strength meant that he could have taken over just about any of the weaker packs in the surrounding area. But then again, taking over a weak pack wouldn’t appeal to a man like Mike.
 
    
 
   Riley found the object of his contemplation leaning against the wall opposite the downstairs bathroom, his pose the quintessential cliché of gay masculinity. The look would have been appropriate in one of Jake’s dungeon fantasies, but transplanted to real life Riley found the effect slightly ridiculous. Not that he would ever tell Mike.
 
    
 
   “What’s up?” he asked casually, getting the young man’s attention.
 
    
 
   “Jason.” Mike made the name sound dirty and laughable at the same time. 
 
    
 
   “He’s been in there for about half an hour.” He motioned to the door with a large gloved hand, his expression daring Riley to comment.
 
    
 
   Ignoring the obvious provocation, he instead instructed the younger man, “Go upstairs and tell Lindsay, then call Jake at the office.”
 
    
 
   Although Mike was technically his superior as second, he usually let Riley take the lead. Pushing himself off the wall, Mike sauntered off without comment. When knocking on the bathroom door produced no response, Riley entered the room. 
 
    
 
   “When you’re ready come out, we’ll go upstairs and talk,” he said, through the second door.
 
    
 
   “I’m okay in here, thanks.” 
 
    
 
   The reply was unexpected. Riley considered himself a nice guy, but he wasn’t going to let an inferior wolf talk back to him. Then again...the wolf in question belonged to Jake. It was a tricky situation.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry if Mike was obnoxious, but we would like to talk to you upstairs.”
 
    
 
   “No, thank you.” The young wolf’s voice was determined. 
 
    
 
   “We would like to talk to you upstairs.” Riley repeated himself more forcefully, realizing that he wasn’t getting anywhere.
 
    
 
   To his shock the door opened and Jason emerged. The runt almost disappeared in his oversized shorts and T-shirt, and he looked tired and nervous. Riley couldn’t really blame him; he’d been through quite a lot in the past few days.
 
    
 
   “What, like you couldn’t have knocked down the door if you wanted to?” Jason asked, reacting to Riley’s surprised expression.
 
    
 
   Not knowing what to say to the perfectly true statement, Riley shrugged and motioned for the other man to step out into the hallway. Jason, keeping as much distance between himself and Riley as possible, exited. Watching his back, Riley realized that he was taller than he initially thought. He would guess five feet ten or eleven, which was still considerably less than Jake’s massive six feet ten, or his own six feet eight. 
 
    
 
   Stepping out after him, they headed up the stairs.
 
    
 
   ***
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The kitchen, like the rest of the house, looked like it had been plucked out of the pages of a magazine: the type his mother used to cut out and collect in her scrapbook when he was little. Endless granite countertops and stainless steel appliances, all polished to a mirrored sheen, had the feeling of something luxurious, but unused. The room, for all its design glory, looked un-lived in.
 
    
 
   Studying his surroundings let Jason take his mind off the leather monster sitting at the large table, looking smug and obnoxious. Also sitting at the table was a beautiful, curvy woman, who got up as he entered and headed toward him.
 
    
 
   “I’m Lindsay, and you must be Jason,” she gushed, taking his hand. The greeting seemed overly familiar, and Jason felt uncomfortable. 
 
    
 
   “You’ve already met Mike and Riley.” She motioned to the muscular giants who had settled at the table.
 
    
 
   “Kind of,” he said, eying them warily. 
 
    
 
   “Come and sit, I’m sure you’ve got a hundred and ten questions you would like answered.”
 
   Lindsay sat down and motioned for him to join her.
 
    
 
   Moving to end of the table, Jason sat down as far away from the trio as possible. Lindsay frowned, but didn’t say anything. The leather monster smiled to himself, and the man in the suit—he wasn’t sure which one was which—kept his face perfectly blank.
 
    
 
   “So, where to start?” Lindsay looked to the two men for support.
 
    
 
   They didn’t say anything, and an uncomfortable silence settled over the table. 
 
    
 
   Jason finally asked, “Where exactly are we?”
 
    
 
   He hoped that they were within walking distance of his apartment. If he packed quickly, he could probably leave town on the six o’clock train.
 
    
 
   “Oh, this is Jake’s house.” The lady was scary happy—like she was trying too hard to make things seem bright and cheerful. Jason didn’t think his situation was particularly bright or cheerful, but at least she was making an effort.
 
    
 
   Then again, so did the witch in Hansel and Gretel, before she tried to eat them.
 
    
 
   “We’re about a mile away from Grayson Park,” the man in the suit, the one who had found him in the woods and taken him back to the house, kindly added.
 
    
 
   His apartment building was about a mile and a half from Grayson, which meant that he could theoretically walk home. The question was, would they let him?
 
    
 
   “So if I wanted to walk home?” He asked the question with a casual desperation.
 
    
 
   “I think it would be best if you waited for Jake to get back, then you can get your stuff later,” Lindsay said. 
 
    
 
   “Get my stuff?”
 
    
 
   Jason had no intention of taking his stuff anywhere but out of this stupid town. Lindsay, apparently confused by his question, looked to the suit for help.
 
    
 
   “This is part of what we need to talk to you about,” the man in the suit said, leaning forward. He looked like he didn’t quite know where to start.
 
    
 
   “When Jake changed you in the garden,” he said, after a pause, “he did it to protect you.”
 
    
 
   Skeptical, Jason looked at the trio, “And when he bit me?” The question was only partially sarcastic. The Suit gave him a steady stare.
 
    
 
   “It was a desperate measure, but it was ultimately for your own good.” 
 
    
 
   Lindsay had lost her positive demeanor, and was looking at the suit with an incredulous glare. “You mean you didn’t even tell him what was going on?” 
 
    
 
   Jason was very confused.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t even know what was going on, and Jake was about to lose control!” The Suit defended himself. The man in leather looked bored.
 
    
 
   “And it didn’t occur to you that I might need to know that?” The woman looked like she was about to explode. 
 
    
 
   “Let me explain,” Leather Hunk said, slouching back in his chair with his hand on his bulge, sounding like he didn’t really care one way or the other. “Werewolves can mate in one of two ways. The first way is basically identical to the way humans mate. They meet, fall in love, and live happily ever after.” He looked like he found the concept funny. 
 
    
 
   “Sometimes, however,” Leather Hunk continued, “your wolf will choose someone for you to mate with. Sort of like an arranged marriage, guaranteed to work out.” Then after a second’s thought he added, “Most of the time.”
 
    
 
   Leather Monster folded his arms over his chest, apparently done talking. Jason was still confused. 
 
    
 
   “So what does that have to do with me?” 
 
    
 
   “Right now your wolf is like a separate entity existing in your subconscious,” Lindsay said. “In time, it will become a part of you, and the instincts of the wolf will become your own. This is why, even if you were to meet your mate today, your wolf wouldn’t be able to tell you what to do or guide you through the mating process.” Lindsay stopped, and indicated that The Suit should take over. 
 
    
 
   Rubbing his temple, The Suit continued, “When an alpha male recognizes his mate, the drive to claim her, or him, will be all-consuming. Because the instincts are mutual, mating inevitably occurs within hours of recognition.” 
 
    
 
   Jason didn’t like where this was going.
 
    
 
   “When Jake changed you he called your wolf, effectively forcing it to introduce itself.”
 
    
 
   “Which leads us to the main problem,” Leather Hunk interrupted.
 
    
 
   “When he called your wolf, Jake recognized you as his mate. Only, you weren’t ready.”
 
    
 
   Jason felt like he was in over his head. No way could he and the sexy pack leader be mates. How was he ever supposed to be with someone who made him feel like he needed to bow down and grovel in obeisance? 
 
    
 
   “So why the changing and the biting?” he finally managed to ask the trio at the other end of the table.
 
    
 
   “When he realized that you were his mate, Jake’s instincts told him to begin the mating process. You wouldn’t have known how to handle it, and you would have probably died,” The Suit said, pausing to let his words sink in. “Because you were in human form Jake’s instincts told him that you were ready to mate. By changing you he took the edge off his need until he could come up with a solution that wouldn’t be fatal to you.”
 
    
 
   “And that brings us to the biting,” Leather Monster interjected.
 
    
 
   “The reason alphas are driven to mate so quickly is to prevent their mates from being claimed by someone else.” Lindsay’s expression told him exactly what she thought about that. Sending the man in the suit an annoyed look, she continued. “By removing the chance that someone else would claim you, Jake would be able to keep his instincts in check until you were ready for the real thing. The only way to do this would be to…”
 
    
 
   “Mark you as taken by biting you.” 
 
    
 
   Lindsay looked annoyed that The Suit had interrupted her, but she didn’t say anything.
 
    
 
   “So it’s like he placed a hold on me?” Jason didn’t quite know what to think about that. 
 
    
 
   “Other wolves will recognize Jake’s claim.” The Suit was being evasive, giving Jason the feeling that there was more to the story than he was being told.
 
    
 
   “So is there anything else I should know?” he asked Lindsay. For a moment she looked like she wanted to say something, but glancing quickly to the suit she seemed to change her mind. 
 
    
 
   “You’ve just been turned into a werewolf and the pack leader is your mate. Of course there’s more you should know.” Leather Monster was giving him condescending look. 
 
    
 
   Obviously being the pack leader's mate didn’t guarantee that anyone would respect you or be nice to you, which reminded him of his conversation with Jake. How did Jake feel about being mated to someone on the bottom of the proverbial food chain? 
 
    
 
   “So how big is the pack?” he asked, if only to show Leather Monster that he was capable of asking pertinent questions.
 
    
 
   “Jake’s pack is made up of twenty-six werewolves, including six alpha males.”
 
    
 
   The trio shared a moment of self-congratulation at that fact.
 
    
 
   “And is that in some way unusual?” He didn’t like the way they said alpha like it meant superior.
 
    
 
   “It’s unusual for a pack leader to have the strength to keep that many alphas in line,” The Suit explained. 
 
    
 
   “It’s unusual for a pack leader to have the strength to keep that many alphas from preying on the weaker pack members,” Lindsay corrected.
 
    
 
   “Jake wants everyone to get along.” The sarcasm told Jason that the Leather Monster was one of the alphas that needed to be kept in line. It made him wonder what the man would be like if he wasn’t forced to play nice. 
 
    
 
   “What we’re trying to say is that Jake is a very good leader who believes that power shouldn’t be abused,” Lindsay said.
 
    
 
   And the witch had a house made of candy because she liked kids. Right. The only interactions he’d had with Jake had been painful and humiliating. 
 
    
 
   How could he know that it wasn’t Jake or one of his alphas that had attacked him and killed Trick in the first place? The plan to leave town on the first bus out still seemed like the best course of action. Jake would just have to find someone else to be his one and only. 
 
    
 
   “Where is Jake now?” he asked, trying to think of a way to evade the trio and his so-called mate.
 
    
 
   “He’s at work,” Leather Hunk said, looking away from Jason and toward The Suit. 
 
    
 
   “He’s not on his way back?” The Suit asked, sounding none to pleased. 
 
    
 
   “No, he wanted us to explain everything and call him when we were sure the kid wouldn’t freak at the sight of him.” Leather Hunk didn’t seem to care that The Suit was upset. Jason wondered what was up with these two. The man in the ridiculous leather almost seemed like he was trying to antagonize the man in the sharp suit on purpose.
 
    
 
   “What does he do?” Jason asked, hoping to get a sense of how far away Jake was and thus how long it would take him to get back.
 
    
 
   “He owns Lawrence Advertising. He works at the main office in the city,” Lindsay offered.
 
   In other words he had an hour commute to get back into town, at least. 
 
    
 
   “Is there anything else you want to know before we call Jake?” Lindsay asked him sympathetically.
 
    
 
   “I just need a little time to think.”
 
    
 
   Hoping that they would offer him some privacy, he waited for one of them to respond.
 
    
 
   “Okay, we’ll be in the living room.” As far as he could tell Lindsay and the suit were just as surprised as he was that the leather monster had been the one to make the offer. 
 
    
 
   “Just get us if you have any more questions, okay?” the suit said as they all got up from their seats and reluctantly headed toward the door.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” he replied, impatient for them to leave.
 
    
 
   When they were finally out of the room and he was by himself, he wondered what his next step should be. 
 
    
 
   There were three doors leading into the kitchen. The trio had left through the one on the right, which obviously led them to the living room. The door in front of him was the one from which he had entered. He remembered no exits that way. This left the door on the far left. Getting up, he walked as quietly as possible toward the door. Turning the handle he was relieved to find that it opened without a sound. Walking down a dimly lit but wide hallway he came to a second door.
 
    
 
   It was slightly wider than the ones in the kitchen, and it looked heavy. It looked like the type of door that would lead outside. Cautiously he turned the handle and felt it open slightly. It wasn’t locked, but there wasn’t any light coming in through the crack either. Pushing it open further he was rewarded with a loud creak. The sound reverberated through the suddenly oppressive corridor, and he half expected to find himself crushed against the wall by the leather monster at any minute. When no angry alphas came running he walked into the darkness beyond the door. Eyes adjusting, he felt along the wall to his right for some sort of switch. Finding it farther away then he would have expected, he turned on the lights. 
 
    
 
   Jason was in the biggest garage he had ever seen. Five gorgeous cars were lined up and polished to a glossy sheen. Walking to the door at the end of the large space he turned the lock and opened it. Fresh air had never felt so good. There were an additional two cars parked in the driveway. Moving around the cars so that he was out of sight from the house, he checked the doors and was relieved to find that neither car was locked. Heading back into the garage he had a plan.
 
    
 
   The beautiful trophy cars gleamed in the bright fluorescent lights, and Jason was almost sad at what he was about to do. Quickly moving down the line he cut the ignition wires of each car with a pair of gardening shears he found discarded in the corner. Hoping against hope that none of them would have an alarm system, he worked as rapidly as he could. When he cut the wires of the last car his hands were shaking with adrenaline. 
 
    
 
   Outside he slipped into the Toyota and repeated the process. Moving on to the Porsche he hoped he could remember what John from the garage had taught him. John was a believer in preparation, and as he figured, hotwiring a car was a perfectly honest skill any mechanic should master. Jason hadn’t exactly agreed with the sentiment, but he’d been happy to learn anyway. 
 
   After a few unsuccessful tries he was rewarded with the quiet hum of the motor. Shaking and scared shitless he flicked the lock on his door and started to drive away from the house. He didn’t have the courage to look in the rearview mirror.
 
    
 
   After some intense internal debate Jason decided that he needed to stop by his apartment before he drove to the train station, if only to get his ID and debit card. Pulling into the parking lot of his building he decided to leave the car running as he went up to grab his things. 
 
    
 
   Feeling like he was being watched, Jason ran up the stairs of his building and into the second story hallway. The peeling paint and cracked tile was a remarkable contrast to Jake’s mansion. Using a spare key under a loose tile on the floor, Jason entered his small one-bedroom unit and quickly packed all his clothes into a worn-out old duffle bag. Throwing it over his shoulder, he grabbed his wallet, birth certificate, and social security card out of the drawer. Feeling not even a little melancholy to be seeing the dump for the last time, he headed back down into the parking lot.
 
    
 
   As he was about to throw his bag into the back seat it occurred to him that leaving the car at the train station would let Jake and the pack know exactly how he had left town. He walked over to the payphone and called a taxi instead.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Waiting for the taxi was hell on his nerves. It had been a stupid idea. Jake’s house was less than three miles away and the trio could arrive at any moment. When the yellow car finally pulled into the lot he practically jumped into the back seat.
 
    
 
   “Where to?” the driver asked like he didn’t really care one way or the other.
 
    
 
   “Train station.” 
 
    
 
   “That’ll be twenty dollars.”
 
    
 
   Offended at being required to pay in advance, Jason held his tongue and handed the man a twenty. The driver took the bill without comment and started driving.
 
    
 
   The train station was deserted. Jason walked over to the ticket booth only to find the old woman behind the counter firmly asleep.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?”
 
    
 
   The woman didn’t move. Knocking on the bulletproof glass, he repeated himself. The woman moved her head up slowly, giving him a nasty look with her small beady eyes. 
 
    
 
   “What you want?” she asked rudely, her voice grating.
 
    
 
   “Could I get a ticket for the southbound train please?”
 
    
 
   There were only two trains: one going south and the other going east.
 
    
 
   “Thirty two dollars.” 
 
    
 
   He passed her the money under the small space between the glass and counter. She made a show of counting the bills before handing him his ticket.
 
    
 
   “Train gets here in eight minutes, you’ll have one minute to board.” Putting her head on the counter, the woman went back to sleep.
 
    
 
   Settling himself on the platform bench, Jason settled in for a short wait. The train arrived on time and just as he was about to step on board, he found that he couldn’t. His legs refused to move. Stepping back he found that his legs worked fine, but moving forward once again had him immobilized.
 
    
 
   Scared, he watched as the train continued on without him. He saw the ticket booth hag glaring at him.
 
    
 
   “No refunds!” she yelled through the glass, glaring.
 
    
 
   Jason had eight dollars left in his wallet and another two hundred and fifty in his checking account. Throwing his bag over his shoulder, he walked away from the station until he reached the highway. Dropping his bag to his feet he did what his mother had always forbidden. He lifted his arm and held out his thumb, hoping that someone who wasn’t a werewolf would give him a ride.
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   Jake’s phone crashed against the wall. It would have to suffer the damage intended for his second. Mike had been in charge when Jason ran away, and that made him responsible.
 
    
 
   Hoping that they found his mate before he tried to leave pack territory, Jake quickly packed his things and headed toward the elevator.
 
    
 
   “Will you be back later today, Mr. Lawrence?” Rob, his secretary, asked as he stormed past him in the hallway. Snarling wordlessly, the modest young wolf reared back with a startled expression, and he stormed on without answering. 
 
    
 
   The elevator opened up to the lower level parking garage and within seconds Jake was behind the wheel of his Bentley. 
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   His wolf was panicking and Jason couldn’t understand why. An older woman in a pickup had offered him a space on the back of her truck, saying that she could take him as far as the next town east. They were currently driving down the highway, cutting through the thick woods that surrounded Grayson. 
 
    
 
   The panic was getting worse, and he was starting to feel sick. Before he could stop himself he was crawling toward the back end of the moving truck, and with horror he realized that he was about to throw himself off.
 
    
 
   Not in control of his own movements, he felt himself stand up and jump off the vehicle. After landing on the ground with a rolling motion he decided to take a moment before trying to move. His decision, however, was overruled and unwillingly he pulled himself to his feet and started running back toward town.
 
    
 
   After running for ten minutes he found himself standing at the place where the panic had started, once again in control of his own body.
 
    
 
   The good news was that he hadn’t broken any bones or appeared to suffer major trauma from his fall. The bad news was that he was incapable of moving farther away from the town.
 
    
 
   Then it hit him. He wasn’t incapable of moving away from Grayson; he was incapable of moving away from pack territory.
 
    
 
   Sitting, he gave in to desperation. His life was officially no longer his own. He couldn’t imagine spending the rest of his life in Grayson, and he couldn’t understand how the rest of the pack tolerated it either. Then again, maybe it was a restriction only the weakest wolves in the pack had to suffer.
 
    
 
   Contemplating the woes of his position, Jason didn’t pay attention when he heard the motorcycle approaching. 
 
    
 
   He looked up as he watched as the Harley come closer and slow down, finally coming to a halt a few feet away. A man in a familiar leather racing suit stepped off the bike and headed toward him.
 
    
 
   He didn’t look up as leather monster towered over him. 
 
    
 
   Feeling the man’s intense scrutiny, he almost jumped when the man finally spoke.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
    
 
   He was surprised that the man sounded genuinely concerned. 
 
    
 
   “Not exactly, but I’m not extensively injured either if that’s what you’re asking.”
 
    
 
   The man sat down, facing Jason.
 
    
 
   “Look, I’m sorry I was such a shit to you this morning,” he said when Jason wouldn’t meet his eyes.
 
    
 
   He didn’t really have anything to say to that.
 
    
 
   “What’s your name?” he asked instead of acknowledging the apology.
 
    
 
   “I’m offended,” the man held out his arms and made a face, “that you would forget my name so soon.” 
 
    
 
   Jason looked up, slightly mollified by the man’s obvious attempt to be nice. He liked this side of Leather Monster much better than the asshole he’d met that morning.
 
    
 
   “Lindsay didn’t specify which one of you was Mike and which was Riley.”
 
    
 
   The man held out his hand. “Hello, my name is Mike.”
 
    
 
   Jason took the gloved hand, deciding that he had nothing to lose by making friends with Mike, if that’s what they were doing.
 
    
 
   “Can you walk there?” he asked, pointing down the road away from town.
 
    
 
   Mike looked down the road where he was pointing.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” he said after a moment, looking a little hesitant to be answering the question.
 
    
 
   “Could you show me?” Jason needed to witness the wolf do what he was physically incapable of.
 
    
 
   “You want me to show you that I can walk down the road?” Mike asked just to be sure he had heard correctly.
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   Mike got up and started walking down the road. Jason got up and tried to follow. After a few steps he stopped, unable to move any farther.
 
    
 
   “Why can’t I move farther?” he asked Mike loudly. The man turned and walked back to join him on the invisible line.
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?” Mike asked.
 
    
 
   “I mean, why am I unable to move my legs once I get to this point?” He was getting a little frustrated by Mike’s apparent inability to understand.
 
    
 
   Mike stared down at the ground and seemed to be thinking it over. Finally he said, “I think that’s a question you should ask Jake.”
 
    
 
   “But do you know why?” he asked, pressing Mike.
 
    
 
   “This is one of the things Jake wanted to explain to you himself.”
 
    
 
   Walking back to his bike, Mike left Jason standing on the invisible line. A few seconds later he came back with a helmet.
 
    
 
   Taking the helmet, Jason realized that his bag was still in the truck. After quickly checking his pocket for his wallet and papers he was relieved to find them still in place. 
 
    
 
   Feeling somewhat like a fish discovering the glass walls of his bowl for the first time, he followed Mike back to the bike.
 
    
 
   The ride back to the mansion was scary. It was the first time he had ever been on a motorcycle and Mike wasn’t one for speed limits. Deciding that the best course of action would be to hold on tight and shut his eyes, he tried to convince himself that he was perfectly safe. 
 
    
 
   Pressed up against Mike’s broad back he was relieved when they finally came to a halt and the motor was turned off. His thighs were still tingling from the vibrations when Jason opened his eyes, and he saw Lindsay and Jake standing at the base of the stairs. Lindsay looked incredibly relieved, while Jake looked like he was trying hard not to punch someone.
 
    
 
   Still clutching Mike around the middle, he clumsily untangled his arms and tried to get off the bike. The effort was not successful. Tripping over himself as he tried to swing his leg over the bike, he fell flat on his face.
 
    
 
   Feeling foolish, he pushed himself up on his elbows and prepared to stand, only to find himself face to face with Jake’s boots. 
 
    
 
   Instincts not quite his own screamed at him to wait until the man gave him leave to stand.
 
   Fighting the wolf, he pushed himself up to his knees, annoyed when Jake didn’t offer to help him up.
 
    
 
   With his knees planted firmly on the ground, he was confronted with Jake’s crotch. A large bulge was clearly outlined in the tight suit and Jason had to stop himself from reaching out and touching it. Feeling his own cock stir he knew that the last thing he wanted was to embarrass himself by getting hard. With a final effort he pushed himself to his feet.
 
    
 
   Staring at the broad chest in front of him he stood quietly, a man defeated. 
 
    
 
   He stiffened slightly when Jake placed his arms around him. The need to submit felt different than it had when he’d first met Jake. It was still intensely sexual, but tinged with a warning that he was in danger. It was frightening. 
 
    
 
   Sensing his discomfort Jake released him and put his hand on his back and nudged him toward Lindsay. Unable to do anything but comply he walked away from Jake, every step like a release.
 
   Standing with Lindsay on the base of the stairs he watched Jake move over to Mike, who was still straddling the bike. Grabbing Mike by the hair, Jake lifted him into the air, holding him an inch above the ground. The hanging man held perfectly still, not putting up a fight. After holding him in place for a few seconds Jake closed his eyes and appeared to concentrate. Mike’s face contorted with pain before Jake released him and he fell. 
 
    
 
   The transformation was so rapid that Jason couldn’t be sure if it had happened before or after Mike hit the ground. 
 
    
 
   Jason could feel the anger rolling off Jake. Looking to Lindsay to see if she could feel it too, he was surprised to see that she merely looked resigned. 
 
    
 
   His wolf was reacting to Jake’s anger with absolute terror. It screamed that Jake was dangerous and that they needed to make themselves invisible. He almost gave in and was about to crouch down when Jake walked over to him and Lindsay with long, determined strides.
 
    
 
   “Call Riley,” Jake told Lindsay, ignoring Jason while he waited for her to nod and head up the stairs. 
 
    
 
   Heart beating frantically, Jason stood frozen. He came close to hyperventilating when Jake gripped his arm above the elbow and started marching him up into the house.
 
    
 
   By the time they reached the top of the stairs Jake’s grip on his arm had tightened painfully and he was having trouble thinking straight. Letting go abruptly, Jake spun him around and grabbed his shoulders. Looking resolutely at his feet, Jason was horrified when Jake grabbed ahold of his hair and forced his head up.
 
    
 
   “You need to calm down,” Jake growled through clenched teeth.
 
    
 
   He needed to calm down? Anger so thick it was hard to even think radiated off Jake and he was the one who needed to be calm?
 
    
 
   Jason, almost pissing his pants in terror, opened his mouth to give Jake a piece of his mind.
 
    
 
   “Let. Go.” 
 
    
 
   The words, while not all he wanted to say, were spoken with determination and force. The effort of fighting down his fear and standing up for himself left him feeling drained and shaky, but it was worth it. He refused to be a doormat, no matter how powerful of an alpha Jake was.
 
    
 
   Jake, looking surprised, released his grip on Jason’s hair and took hold of his arm, but his anger seemed to be contained. He was much calmer.
 
    
 
   Silently they walked up the stairs onto the second floor of the house. Jason’s panic threatened to rise again as they moved into a large bedroom. A huge king-size bed with silky red sheets dominated the room, and he couldn’t help but notice the four metal rings attached to each of the bedposts. As they moved past the bed and continued on to the other side of the room he let out a small sigh of relief. Standing up for himself, even in a small way, had helped him get a grip on the wolf, and the terror Jake had inspired earlier was almost gone. 
 
    
 
   Jake moved him through the open door and into the large master bathroom. It was huge, and Jason couldn’t help but admire it.
 
    
 
   “Strip.” 
 
    
 
   Jason found himself complying before he even knew what he was doing. The fact that Jake was in control of the force that had made him throw himself off a moving truck didn’t exactly surprise him, but it was unsettling.
 
    
 
   Humiliated, Jason removed his sweatshirt and sweatpants, surprised to find that they were both crusty with blood. He knew that he hadn’t broken any bones, but looking in the mirror he realized that he looked pretty bad. His face arms and legs all bore witness to the impact of skin to asphalt. He glared at Jake for a good three seconds before his wolf forced him to look down.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” Jake said, sounding tired. Jason wasn’t sure if he was apologizing for forcing him to strip, or for the fact that he was scared of him. “Changing you would heal everything, but if you want we can clean you up the old-fashioned way.”
 
    
 
   Jason appreciated the choice, but neither option sounded all that appealing.
 
    
 
   “You can change me,” he said finally, thinking that it would be the least painful option. 
 
    
 
   Jake moved closer and placed his hands on either side of Jason’s head. Expecting an uncomfortable mental invasion, he was surprised when his wolf simply rushed up to meet Jake on its own. 
 
    
 
   The change was fast, and he felt remarkably good. Bending down, Jake placed his hand on his back.
 
    
 
   “Don’t leave the house without me.” 
 
    
 
   Jake got up and walked away, leaving Jason alone in the bathroom. He waited a few minutes, listening to make sure that Jake was really gone, then made his way into the bedroom. The big room reeked of Jake—his scent musky and pungent—and Jason found himself both turned on and deeply discomfited. The feelings made him uncomfortable, so he ignored them, pushing them out of his mind. He explored the room, cautious and slow in his movements, a feeling of dismay settling over him when he realized that the door out was shut. 
 
    
 
   Not sure what to do, trapped in the heart of Jake’s den, Jason made his way into a corner facing the door and curled up in a tight ball. The wolf prowling around in the back of his mind was tired and scared. Resting his head on the cold hardwood, body unfamiliar and strange, he waited for his alpha to come back.
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   Forcing Jason to strip had been a mistake. That didn’t stop him from being relieved, however, to see that all the wounds were superficial. 
 
    
 
   The sight of his mate on Mike’s bike, bloody and dirty, had made him terrified and furious at the same time. Punishing Mike by drilling into his mind and ripping out his wolf had taken the edge off his anger, but his instincts screamed that Jason was his and that he needed to be punished for trying to escape.
 
    
 
   With Jason changed and confined to the house, he ran down the stairs into the basement gym. Pulling off his suit coat and shirt, he put on a pair of gloves and let loose his anger on the heavy punching bag hanging in the center of the room. It didn’t take long before the gloves came off and his knuckles were bleeding.
 
    
 
   After a quick shower, soaping up and wiping down as his ruined knuckles healed over, he walked up to the main floor. Lindsay and Riley were sitting at the kitchen table, quieting when he entered the room. They looked at him, their expressions weary and subdued.
 
    
 
   “Where’s Jason?” Jake asked, his voice and body language calm. He didn’t want Lindsay and Riley to think he was angry with them.
 
    
 
   “We haven’t seen him since you took him upstairs.”
 
    
 
   Lindsay obviously wanted to ask him what he’d done to the poor boy, but she wisely kept silent. Deciding that he didn’t owe her, or Riley, any explanation, Jake turned around and started to make himself a sandwich. 
 
    
 
   “Go upstairs and make sure he isn’t getting himself into any trouble.” 
 
    
 
   If they were so worried about his mate, they could just go see for themselves that he hadn’t done anything unseemly to the boy. Lindsay pushed away from the table and left the room. When she reappeared in the doorway a minute later she asked him cautiously, “Is he allowed to come out of your bedroom?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course.” He wondered what she was talking about. “Why?”
 
    
 
   “Well, the door to your bedroom was closed,” she said as she turned and ran back up the stairs.
 
    
 
   He’d closed the door to his bedroom? God, he was such an ass. Why was it that everything he did regarding his mate made him seem like a major asshole?
 
    
 
   Putting his sandwich on a plate, he walked over to Riley who was sitting quietly at the table. They sat in silence as Jake began to eat, and he wondered what the other man was thinking. Before he could ask, Lindsay rejoined them, settling herself next to her husband. Looking over at the door Jake saw his mate standing timidly in the doorway, gaze fixed on his sandwich. 
 
    
 
   He was drooling.
 
    
 
   “Did he eat today?” he asked the couple.
 
    
 
   Lindsay looked horrified and Riley just shrugged, indicating that he didn’t know. 
 
    
 
   Jake walked over to the fridge and rummaged around until he found the leftover roast from the last time Riley and Lindsay had been over for dinner. Bringing it up to his nose he decided that it was still good.
 
    
 
   He thought about defrosting some raw meat from the freezer, but he doubted the human part of Jason’s wolf would appreciate raw meat.
 
    
 
   Cutting the roast into chunks under the watchful gaze of Jason, he placed them on a plate and carried it back to the table. Wanting to place the food by his feet, he resisted the impulse and placed it on the floor a few feet away. Jason wouldn’t have to get too close, but he would have to enter the room. The little wolf needed to get over his fear of him, and that would only happen if Jake could prove the fear was unfounded. Jason was about to get more Jake time than all the wolves in his pack combined. 
 
    
 
   “Jason, if you’re hungry I’ve got some food for you.”
 
    
 
   Jason walked slowly into the room. Jake was impressed, if dismayed, by the way the wolf managed to keep his gaze down and subservient without ever taking his eyes off him.
 
    
 
   “It’s all yours,” he said when Jason just stood in front of the plate.
 
    
 
   “Maybe he wants you to change him back before he eats,” Riley said when Jason just stared at the meat, moving his nose in close but not doing anything but sniffing.
 
    
 
   “If you want me to change you back sit down,” Jake instructed.
 
    
 
   Jason sat.
 
    
 
   Pissed that Riley had a better sense of his mate than he did, Jake got up and walked out of the room.
 
    
 
   Jason stood where he was, not moving.
 
    
 
   “Jason, come with me,” he ordered without turning. Trusting that Jason would follow, or rather that Jason wouldn’t have any choice in the matter, he walked up the stairs and into his room.
 
    
 
   “On the bed,” he said as Jason walked into the room. The wolf, tail between his legs, clumsily jumped on to the bed.
 
    
 
   Placing his hands on either side of the wolf’s head he once again reached into the boy’s mind and forced him to change, with the new bond acting as a well-paved road into his psyche. He didn’t know if the ease with which he could enter Jason’s mind was ultimately a good thing, but for now it worked to his advantage.
 
    
 
   The change was fast, and Jason didn’t have time to orgasm. Jake was disappointed and relieved at the same time. To distract himself from the very nervous man on the bed, Jake went over to the closet to find something for him to wear. Pulling out a stretch t-shirt and a pair of workout shorts he placed the clothes on the bed.
 
    
 
   Without comment Jason dressed and sat back on the bed. He looked so miserable that Jake was at a loss for words.
 
    
 
   “Are you hungry?” he asked finally.
 
    
 
   “Yes.” Jason wasn’t looking at him.
 
    
 
   “Then let’s go downstairs.”
 
    
 
   After waiting for Jason to move in front of him they walked back to the kitchen. Lindsay got up to greet Jason, but before she could say anything Jake spoke.
 
    
 
   “Lindsay, Riley, thank you for coming. I’ll call you if you’re needed.” The couple looked at him, then at Jason, their expressions more than a little dubious. Jake growled, and they shot out of their seats and left the room without looking back. Jake’s wolf didn’t like having to intimidate people like that, but it liked disobedience even less.
 
    
 
   Moving his mate to the table he pulled out a chair. He had a hand on Jason’s lower back as they walked, the young wolf arching away from the touch but not making any real effort to get away. His breathing was even, and though he was nervous and scared he wasn’t terrified. Jake would take it.
 
    
 
   Jason sat, still refusing to look at him.
 
    
 
   Jake decided to pretend everything was normal. Fake it ‘till you make it. Opening the freezer, he pulled out a plastic box labeled “spaghetti meat” and put it in the microwave. Then he found a pot in the cupboard next to the sink which he filled with water. 
 
    
 
   When he’d finished boiling and draining the spaghetti he retrieved the meat sauce from the microwave. He split both the pasta and sauce equally between them on two plates. Setting the food on the table he proceeded to find silverware, glasses, and a bottle of red wine.
 
    
 
   When he finally sat down and poured them both a glass, the silence was deafening. 
 
    
 
   “Eat,” he commanded, and watched in fascination as Jason attacked the food.
 
    
 
   It was to be expected; the poor kid hadn’t had a bite to eat since his attack. He must have been starving.
 
    
 
   Not really hungry, Jake sipped his wine as Jason finished slurping up the last string of spaghetti. When the boy eyed Jake’s untouched food with obvious hunger, he silently handed the young man his plate.
 
    
 
   Jason took it cautiously, and Jake tried to imagine what it would feel like to deal with a wolf more powerful than himself. 
 
    
 
   Part of his problem was that he quite simply couldn’t put himself in Jason’s shoes. He had never, since the day he was made a werewolf, met anyone with more natural dominance than himself. 
 
    
 
   Jason had the exact opposite problem.
 
    
 
   Wondering for just a small moment why on earth he had been stuck with such a pathetic runt for a mate, Jake wished that he had found someone more like Mike. 
 
    
 
   Then again, Jason didn’t exactly lack willpower or spine. When he’d seen the state of his precious cars, part of him had wanted to cry, but mostly he was impressed. 
 
    
 
   Jason had slowed his eating to a normal pace, and by the time the food was all gone from his plate he looked full.
 
    
 
   “We need to talk,” Jake started, “not just about today, but about where we go from here.”
 
   Jason nodded, but didn’t speak.
 
    
 
   “Could you look me in the face when I’m talking to you?”
 
    
 
   The question came out much harsher than he had intended, but had the desired effect.
 
    
 
   “Is it difficult to look at my face, or are you angry with me?”
 
    
 
   He hoped that by discussing their instincts he would be able to help Jason get over some of the anxiety they seemed to be causing him.
 
    
 
   “It’s hard,” Jason said and then added quietly, “and the other thing.”
 
    
 
   “Could you explain?” he prodded gently, and Jason took a moment before he answered.
 
    
 
   “You’re dangerous,” he said finally, “And there’s something in my head saying that I shouldn’t draw attention to myself.”
 
    
 
   The reply was more honest than Jake had anticipated.
 
    
 
   “Those are the instincts of your wolf,” Jake explained carefully, “and the reason they go into overdrive around me is probably because I bound you in a blood claim.”
 
    
 
   The confession wasn’t easy, but he realized that he would have to be completely honest.
 
    
 
   “What is a blood claim?” Jason asked suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “Blood claims are twofold,” Jake explained. “On the surface they act like a signature, which is what the biting is for, warning everyone that the wolf in question has been taken.”
 
    
 
   Hoping that Jason wouldn’t hate him, he prepared himself to tell his mate the rest of it.
 
    
 
   “The second part involves subjugating the wolf to your will and binding it to your territory.”
 
    
 
   Jason was back to looking desperate.
 
    
 
   “The reason I bound you was so that you would have time to learn how to survive the mating ritual. Once we complete that, the mating bond will replace the blood claim.”
 
    
 
   He wasn’t entirely sure that was true, but he’d given it quite a bit of thought, and a mating bond was stronger than a blood claim; as such it should be the more dominant force if both bonds were in place.
 
    
 
   “So where do we go from here?” 
 
    
 
   Jake almost wanted to tell him that he could go back to his old life and forget the past week had ever happened. Instead he asked, “You know how the squirrels in the park jump up into the trees when they see you coming?”
 
    
 
   Jason nodded.
 
    
 
   “Their instincts tell them to avoid you, not because you’re going to hurt them, but because they can’t tell the difference between a nature enthusiast and homeless person looking for a quick meal.”
 
    
 
   “So I’m a squirrel and you’re a nature enthusiast?”
 
    
 
   Jake was happy with his analogy, but he needed to make sure Jason understood that he was no longer free to run around in the park.
 
    
 
   “I’m more like a kid who wants to take you home, but yes.”
 
    
 
   “You make it sound like I’m supposed to be your pet.” Jason said, indignant. When Jake didn’t respond right away he lost the attitude and went back to looking desperate.
 
    
 
   At first he wanted to reassure him that he would not be like a pet, but Jake realized that it would be untrue. Jason, however loved and taken care of, was his property. He’d effectively removed the boy’s freedom and now he expected them to what, be friends?
 
    
 
   “That’s not the relationship I want,” he said, “but yes.”
 
    
 
   Jason looked angry and hopeless, and Jake’s gut told him that he wasn’t being a very good mate. Then again, neither was Jason.
 
    
 
   “Getting over your instincts regarding me is a matter of exposure. Once you’ve spent enough time with me you should feel safe.”
 
    
 
   Jason took his wine and drank the glass in one large gulp. Refilling his glass, Jake saw their reflection in the window. He hadn’t realized that it was dark outside. He checked his watch and was surprised to see that it was past ten.
 
    
 
   “How old are you?” Jason asked, and Jake was reminded that for all his feelings and instincts, they were still strangers.
 
    
 
   “I was in my thirties when I changed,” he answered, “You?”
 
    
 
   “I’m twenty,” Jason replied distractedly before asking, “But how old are you now?”
 
    
 
   “You know how when you changed all your scrapes were gone by the time you changed back?”
 
    
 
   Jason nodded.
 
    
 
   “Well, changing has the same effect on the results of time as it does on the results of accidents,” he clarified. “Every time you change back to a human you revert to the body you had before you became a werewolf.” Taking a deep sip of his wine, Jake took a moment to remember how long ago that was for him.
 
    
 
   None of the older wolves liked to talk about the old days. If you didn’t learn how to adapt and live in the present, you eventually got buried under the weight of time. Most wolves didn’t die of accidents, old age, or foul play. They died because they felt they’d lived enough, and that it was time to go.
 
    
 
   “So when did you become a werewolf?” Jason pressed on, and although Jake didn’t really want to talk about it, he was glad Jason was able to overcome his instincts to the point where he could initiate conversation. 
 
    
 
   “I was changed in 1850,” he finally admitted. Jason looked appropriately stunned, and Jake wondered what he was thinking.
 
    
 
   “Are you still hungry?” Jake didn’t think it would be possible for his little wolf to stuff himself further, but you never knew.
 
    
 
   “No, I’m good.” Jason had that look from the garden, like he wanted to say something but wasn’t quite sure how.
 
    
 
   “Yes?” Jake prompted.
 
    
 
   “What kind of relationship do you want?” 
 
    
 
   Stopping his cleaning he sat down, determined to put all his feelings on the table.
 
    
 
   “I want to be your lover.”
 
    
 
   Jason visibly swallowed, looking somewhat like a deer caught in the headlights. Then he pulled himself together. 
 
    
 
   “And if I don’t want that?” It was obvious that Jason had fought his wolf in order to get the question past his lips.
 
    
 
   Knowing that his reply would be crucial he answered somewhat truthfully.
 
    
 
   “Then I’ll be your friend until you do.”
 
    
 
   Friends could sleep in the same bed and spend every waking moment together, right?
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Maybe Jake wasn’t such a bad guy after all.
 
    
 
   Or so he’d thought until it was time to go to bed. 
 
    
 
   “There should be a toothbrush in the drawer to the left, and if you need pajamas I think I have something in the closet.” Jake closed the door and he was alone in the large bathroom.
 
    
 
   Why was he in the upstairs bathroom? When Jake said he would wait for him to be ready, had he just been humoring him? Brushing his teeth with slow mindless strokes, Jason rinsed and put the brush down on the counter. Did he want to sleep with Jake?
 
    
 
   There was no doubt that he was attracted to the man, but he needed some time to get to know him. Or rather to become less scared of him.
 
    
 
   He opened the door and saw Jake sitting on the bed. The muscular man smiled at him, his expression open and charming, getting up when he saw that Jason was done in the bathroom. Getting his own toothbrush Jake started to brush, leaving the bathroom door open. Jason watched him, struck by just how hot his new alpha was. Shirt stretched tight over his wide shoulders and massive arms, Jason felt like an underweight ugly duckling in comparison. 
 
    
 
   “If you want a t-shirt to sleep in they’re in the closet over there.” Jake pointed with his brush and closed the door, giving him privacy to change. Jason shook himself out of his daze, wondering if the amused quirk of Jake’s lips had been his imagination.
 
    
 
   Finding a large white cotton t-shirt, he quickly changed. The shirt was way too big, coming down past his thighs like a nightgown. It was a little embarrassing. 
 
    
 
   Jake emerged from the bathroom wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts. Forgetting himself, Jason couldn’t help but stare. The man looked like a god, and the bulge in his underwear was both the hottest and most intimidating thing Jason had ever seen.
 
    
 
   “You want the left or right side of the bed?” 
 
    
 
   “Where are you going to sleep?” He couldn’t believe that Jake wanted them to sleep in the same bed after their conversation downstairs.
 
    
 
   “Depends on which side you choose,” Jake joked. When he didn’t laugh, Jake explained. “The blood claim does mean that my instincts won’t overpower me, but they’re still there. If we sleep in the same bed it will make it much easier for me to resist fucking you before you’re ready, and it will go a long way in making your wolf comfortable with me.”
 
    
 
   Jason wasn’t convinced, but if he made the choice to comply it would be his choice. He didn’t want to take the risk that Jake might force him; it was pretty obvious that Jake always got his way.
 
    
 
   Without saying anything he walked over to the bed and got under the silky sheets. It was faintly ridiculous, a werewolf with the body of a model from the nineteenth century who slept in red silk sheets. 
 
    
 
   Lying on the very edge of the bed, waiting apprehensively for Jake to join him, he wondered what direction his life would be taking.
 
    
 
   It obviously involved Jake and the pack, but beyond that? Maybe Jake could give him a loan and he could follow a modified version of his original plan by going to the Richardson Culinary Institute. It’s why he’d moved to Grayson in the first place, working over the summer in order to afford the tuition. With school starting in just three weeks, tuition due in less than two, he hoped that Jake would be supportive.
 
    
 
   Before he could give it any more thought Jake slipped into the bed. His breath caught for a second as the covers moved, caressing him gently as the other man settled. He didn’t quite have the courage to turn his head, but he wondered in what direction Jake was lying. The gay man in Jason wished that his bedfellow would move over and hold him, while his wolf merely wished he was somewhere else.
 
    
 
   In the end exhaustion won the day and Jason fell asleep without really knowing how he felt about anything.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   “How about these?” Mike held up yet another pair of jeans that would be too low and too tight. Jason wanted to scream.
 
    
 
   After waking up to the screeching buzz of Jake’s alarm at the ungodly hour of four-thirty, Jake had pushed him into the shower and told him to find clothes in the closet when he was done.
 
    
 
   Thirty minutes later he emerged from the steamy bathroom bright pink and ready to go. Well, ready to go back to bed if nothing else. Why was he up? 
 
    
 
   Moving down the stairs and into the kitchen he ignored the instincts that flared up at the sight of his mate. It was too early in the morning for fear or feelings of inferiority, and he was too pissed that someone else’s alarm had woken him.
 
    
 
   Jake, looking sharp in Armani, handed him a plain bagel and marched him outside into his Bentley. To his surprise Mike was sitting behind the wheel, wearing modest leather pants and a simple white t-shirt. Apparently he was to babysit Jason and go shopping for clothes while Jake worked. 
 
    
 
   “Too tight,” he answered Mike.
 
    
 
   “You don’t know that,” Mike said, handing him the jeans, “I’ll add them to your pile.”
 
    
 
   The pile consisted entirely of clothes Jason had vetoed, but which Mike believed warranted a trip to the changing room.
 
    
 
   Knowing that his babysitter would buy him the clothes whether he tried them or not, as their visit to Armani Express had taught him, he didn’t argue.
 
    
 
   So far Mike had swiped Jake’s AmEx the equivalent of five semesters at Richardson’s, and Jason couldn’t help but feel that the money was wasted. When he suggested they try the Gap, or something a little cheaper than Gucci, Mike had given him a look and answered simply, “No.”
 
    
 
   Mike seemed to enjoy the role of sugar daddy, but Jason was getting tired of having the sales clerks talk to Mike about what would look good on him, ignoring him as they brought the man with the card clothes Jason would be embarrassed to see on someone else, much less himself. 
 
    
 
   “Jake said that I couldn’t leave the territory without him, right?” he asked Mike from behind the changing room door. When Mike didn’t answer he quickly checked himself in the mirror before heading back out. The jeans, while too tight, looked good on him.
 
    
 
   Mike was standing right outside the door, and he didn’t look happy.
 
    
 
   “You can’t run away just because he took you across the line.”
 
    
 
   He couldn’t have said it any clearer, or made Jason feel like more of a prisoner. 
 
    
 
   “So how does it work?” he asked, wanting to know the limits of his confinement.
 
    
 
   “Outside pack territory you can go up to five hours without Jake. Once five hours have passed you’ll need to return to either Jake or his territory.” Mike looked uncomfortable talking about it.
 
    
 
   If that “need” was anything like what had forced him to jump off a moving truck, he would rather not experience it again.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t until Mike dashed his hopes of escape that Jason even realized he’d been thinking about it. 
 
    
 
   “What do you think about the pants?” he asked, preferring Mike to be his personal shopper rather than prison guard.
 
    
 
   “I think you need a size smaller,” Mike replied, and Jason wished he’d have kept his mouth shut. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Riley sighed, rubbing the bridge of his nose as he sat down at his desk. Keaton, the pack’s only man in local law enforcement, had found the rogue. It was surprising and unfortunate. Surprising because Keaton had finally managed to track someone without Mike’s help, unfortunate because he had killed the rogue on sight. The situation would have been fine, however, if it weren’t for the fact that the rogue was shot in Jason’s old apartment while in her human form.
 
    
 
   A young police officer with only three years on the force had fired his gun at an unarmed squatter; it was a public relations nightmare just waiting to happen. Luckily none of the residents in the run-down building had called 911, or made any notice of the noise at all. The situation was salvageable. The real question Riley needed to know was, what was the rogue doing looking for Jason? 
 
    
 
   “So you tracked her from the diner, then what?”
 
    
 
   Keaton, who was obviously proud that he’d managed to track the rogue, answered evasively.
 
    
 
   “She tried to run, so I shot her.” 
 
    
 
   For Keaton it really was that simple. The rogue didn’t have the right to be in their territory, so he’d taken the first chance he had at killing her. Riley would have done the same thing… if they were in wolf form. You just didn’t kill things when they looked human; it became too easy to make the leap to hunting the real thing.
 
    
 
   “Did she say anything?”
 
    
 
   As far as Riley knew the dead woman had attacked only Jason and the homeless person he and Mike had found on the outskirts of Grayson Park. Rogues were known to hunt humans, but it was highly unusual for them to then go look for those humans.
 
    
 
   Maybe she had intended to change Jason and been interrupted by Jake? 
 
    
 
   “No, she tried to bolt the minute she saw me.”
 
    
 
   Keaton said it like it was an affirmation of how intimidating he looked. It was probably true, but it rubbed Riley the wrong way. The only reason they let Keaton get involved in enforcer business was that he had access to resources they, as civilians, didn’t. Keaton knew it, and as a result was constantly trying to prove himself. He obviously thought that today he had done just that, and with the exception of shooting the rogue, he had. It really pissed Riley off.
 
    
 
   “Take the body and burn it, then call Jeff and Laura and have them come over here to clean up the mess.” 
 
    
 
   “Are you going to tell Jake?” Keaton sounded incredibly hopeful, and Riley was reminded of how young he truly was. Though he didn’t like the man, he did act with the best interest of the pack in mind.
 
    
 
   “I’ll tell him,” he said as he left the building, picking up his phone to call Jake.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   “You’re saying Keaton was the one to track her?”
 
    
 
   Jake twirled his pen distractedly as he listened to Riley’s report. When the other man was finished he hung up and leaned back into his chair.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Lawrence, Mr. Dunn is here to see you,” his assistant Rob notified him over the intercom. Jake told him to send him right in, worried that there was no mention of Jason.
 
    
 
   When Mike stepped into his office without the boy he almost exploded.
 
    
 
   “Where is Jason?” he growled through clenched teeth.
 
    
 
   “Apparently your office has a No Pets Allowed policy.”
 
    
 
   “What?” Jake was confused.
 
    
 
   “He’s right outside. Rob wouldn’t let him in.”
 
    
 
   Getting out of his chair Jake walked over to the door of his office, furious with Rob. That was until he saw his mate through the glass conference room wall, twirling idly in one of the big leather chairs.
 
    
 
   Quickly closing the door he turned to Mike, who simply smiled innocently.
 
    
 
   When he’d dropped Mike and Jason off in the shopping district that morning, he should have been more specific. In retrospect, he should have known this would be the result of sending Jason out shopping with Mike. He had intended it as a tedious punishment, not realizing that Mike would take it as an opportunity to play dress up with Jason.
 
    
 
   His mate was wearing low rise jeans that hugged his thighs like a second skin, and a low cut t-shirt that might as well have been painted on, revealing the greater part of his chest and upper abs. The final part of the outfit was a brand new leather dog collar, hugging his boy’s beautiful neck, just waiting for a leash to be attached.
 
    
 
   “He agreed to wear that?” Jake finally asked, not sure if he should be angry with Mark or thrilled with Jason.
 
    
 
   “We compromised.” Mike answered.
 
    
 
   Not wanting to know the details behind the statement, Jake called Rob and told him to send Jason in. Rob seemed embarrassed but did as he was told.
 
    
 
   The door opened and Jason walked in, but before he could say anything the collared young man exclaimed, “Tell him I look ridiculous!” 
 
    
 
   Pointing to Mike, who was practically smirking, Jason waited impatiently for him to respond.
 
    
 
   A day with Mike had obviously numbed any instincts the boy had about stronger wolves.
 
    
 
   “Well?” The question was impatient, and there was obviously only one correct answer.
 
    
 
   “I think it’s a little out there for daytime wear,” he said finally, shooting Mike a murderous glance. “But if you don’t like it, why don’t you just take it off?”
 
    
 
   Jason looked at him like he was an idiot, and then said through clipped teeth, “I don’t have the key.”
 
    
 
   Jake noticed for the first time the small padlock keeping the collar firmly in place. Sitting to hide his erection he turned to Mike, who seemed to be enjoying himself immensely. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t have a key either!” the man exclaimed, and Jake realized where he had taken Jason. They had been to the S&M bondage gear shop where he got all his “toys” custom-made. The little padlock could only be opened using a master key, which, coincidentally was on the keychain in his pocket. Pulling the keys out of his pants he threw them to Jason.
 
    
 
   While his mate struggled to free himself, Mike turned toward him.
 
    
 
   “I honestly didn’t know that the store didn’t have the key.”
 
    
 
   As far as Jake was concerned that was a lesser issue.
 
    
 
   “What were you doing there in the first place?”
 
    
 
   Mike grinned at his question, making him a little nervous.
 
    
 
   “Jason wanted to go in and have a look.”
 
    
 
   It was not what he had expected, but in a way that gave him hope about his sexual future with Jason.
 
    
 
   “I just wanted to see what it was like; you were the one who said I had to try things on!” Jason exclaimed, having removed the collar and thrown it on the floor.
 
    
 
   “I just said that if you tried them on we would be sure that we were getting the right size.”
 
    
 
   Jake didn’t want to know, or rather he really wanted to know but he was afraid to ask. 
 
    
 
   “Aside from that,” he asked Jason, “Did you get enough clothes?”
 
    
 
   “We got a full wardrobe with something for every occasion,” Mike answered before Jason could utter a reply. 
 
    
 
   Jason opened his mouth to say something, but then seemed to change his mind.
 
    
 
   “I need to go to the bank, but Mike said I had to ask you first since it’s not a ‘clothing related errand.’” Jason was obviously uncomfortable having to ask permission to do something so trivial. Jake wondered what his mate needed at the bank, but there was no good reason to deny the request. 
 
    
 
   “Sure, take care of whatever errands you need and I’ll see you back at the house.”
 
    
 
   When the pair started to leave he asked, “Do you need any money?”
 
    
 
   Jason took a long time to answer, and he seemed to be conflicted about it.
 
    
 
   “Two hundred and fifty dollars?” he finally said. Jake realized then that it wasn’t just in terms of pack that he was more powerful than Jason. For him, two hundred and fifty dollars was nothing, but it was obvious that to Jason it would be a big deal.
 
    
 
   He wrote a check and handed it to his mate, feeling a little bit like a sugar daddy. Jason obviously felt it too, but he accepted the check with a muttered, “Thanks.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   “Honey, this check is for two thousand five hundred dollars, not two hundred and fifty.”
 
   The teller waved the check in his face, shooting him a questioning glance with her overly made-up but very pretty eyes.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” he answered, not sure what to say.
 
    
 
   “You still want to deposit it?” the woman asked. Pushing away his feelings of being bought, he told her that he did.
 
    
 
   “I’ll just change this then,” she muttered as she filled in a new deposit slip.
 
    
 
   “How long until the funds are available?” he asked, hoping that the check would clear before the payment deadline to Richardson’s.
 
    
 
   Typing furiously away the teller didn’t look up as she answered. “Two to three business days.”
 
    
 
   “Could you set it up so that five hundred dollars are transferred to my school once the funds are in?” 
 
    
 
   “To Richardson’s?” The woman asked after a moment. The school was already linked to his account from when he had transferred his deposit earlier in the summer.
 
    
 
   “Yes please.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll set that right up for you.” After a few minutes she looked up. “Is there anything else I can help you with today?”
 
    
 
   “No thanks, that’s it.” He flashed a polite smile and walked away. The rest of the bank’s customers all seemed to look quickly away when he turned, and he cursed Mike for forcing him to wear the stupid outfit. 
 
    
 
   While in the changing room of the store Mike had taken the clothes he got from Jake’s closet, told him that they were an embarrassment, and promptly threw them away, leaving him in the slutty hustler outfit he had reluctantly agreed to try on. Assuring him that he looked delicious, Mike had ignored his protests, finally asking if he wanted him to find him another outfit. Knowing that his tormentor would only choose something even tighter from his bag of horrors, Jason shut his mouth and didn’t complain. At least not until they were in the next store, where Mike had him trying on wrist cuffs, collars, and straitjackets. 
 
    
 
   “You ready to go home?” Mike asked when he rejoined him by the door.
 
    
 
   “Sure.” Jason wished that home was his crappy old apartment, but didn’t say anything. He wondered how they were going to get out of the city; Jake had taken the car after dropping them off. His question was answered when Mike settled himself on a motorcycle parked on the curb a few blocks away from the bank.
 
    
 
   “What?” Mike asked when Jason just looked at him.
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” he muttered as he put on the helmet, closed his eyes, and held on tight. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jake was modestly pleased. The past week had gone well. Jason had mastered the instincts of his wolf, at least in terms of what they had to say about Jake, and he was even getting to know a few people in the pack. Admittedly those people had been assigned to keep an eye on him while Jake was at work, but Jason didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    
 
   In fact, Jason didn’t seem to mind anything. He was a paragon of cooperation. Or rather he was like an animal in the zoo, refusing to acknowledge the bars of his cage by never going near them. Jake understood, but it was frustrating. Jason obviously thought it was better to cooperate than to risk being forced, ignoring Jake’s assurances that he really did have a choice in the matter. It was tempting to just use the bond to force his mate to say what he really felt, but that would have been the very violation that Jason was trying to avoid. 
 
    
 
   “You know that he can feel you staring, right?” Mike whispered dramatically, pausing in his report on where things stood with the rogue. Jake looked away from the window and focused on his annoying enforcer. They were sitting in the garden, but he had a perfect view of the back of Jason’s head through the window. His mate was sitting in the couch, probably surfing on his laptop. 
 
    
 
   “Makes him feel loved,” he replied sarcastically. “You were saying?”
 
    
 
   “About Jason?”
 
    
 
   Mike was still an obnoxious shit, but after losing Jason, he seemed to have had an epiphany regarding his attitude. Jake knew he had done it intentionally to piss him off. Mike had finally realized that he needed to suck it up, or move on. Jake was glad he’d sucked it up.
 
    
 
   “About the rogue.”
 
    
 
   The report continued, but what Mike was saying in a nutshell was that they had no idea why she’d gone to Jason’s apartment.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got to get going,” Mike said when he was done, “I’ll see you tonight.” Then he asked, almost like he’d intended not to but he couldn’t help himself, “Are you bringing Jason?”
 
    
 
   The event in question was the monthly pack gathering. Every month the pack gathered to discuss problems, vent grievances, and to bring new members into the pack. The proceedings were followed by a night of celebration, in which the pack renewed and strengthened their bonds and their connection to each other. The feeling of pack was always wonderful, like a mellow buzz just under the surface, but at the gathering it became downright intoxicating. That and all the alcohol.
 
    
 
   “No,” he answered regretfully, and Mike nodded in understanding.
 
    
 
   Jason wasn’t pack. If he brought him he would only feel more excluded; like a designated driver without a license. Jason would have to stay at home. Jake, as pack leader, would have to go and stay until the end. There was no getting around it.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Checking the clock on the nightstand, Jason groaned. Four in the morning was not a good time to wake up. Turning his head and listening intently, he heard someone moving around on the floor below. Jake was home, and it was obvious that he was very, very drunk. 
 
    
 
   Stumbling into the bedroom, his lord and apparent soul mate turned on the light and started to undress. Pulling off his shirt, Jake revealed his sculpted chest and hard muscular body. Jason watched him, a little turned on and very annoyed. Had he mentioned that he wasn’t a morning person?
 
    
 
   Jake proceeded to pull the thick leather belt off his pants. Before throwing the belt on the floor he hesitated, wobbled slightly, and brought the two ends of the belt together, holding it like a strap… or a whip. He smiled to himself, and without saying anything placed the belt carefully on the bed.
 
    
 
   Jason was getting a little nervous. The past week had dulled the terror he felt for Jake right after he had been claimed, but the strange glint in the drunken wolf’s eye seemed to be drawing that emotion up from an unknown pit in his stomach.
 
    
 
   Unbuttoning his jeans and slowly peeling the tight fabric away, Jake removed his pants. His underwear were strained by a sizable erection, and Jason’s breath caught as the man moved his hand down and grabbed it, stroking the delicious bulge. Jason didn’t know if he was terrified or in heaven. His own penis, on the other hand, was giving Jake’s performance a standing ovation.
 
    
 
   Heart hammering, he watched Jake crawl onto the bed, his huge body moving clumsily until it came to rest by his side. Watching warily, Jake’s hand came around and took a hold of his hair, holding his head painfully immobile. 
 
    
 
   “Jake, that…” Jake stopped him by placing the fingers of his other hand on his lips, tracing them gently before moving into his mouth.
 
    
 
   “Don’t say anything,” Jake murmured, and Jason felt himself silenced. The command was more effective than any gag; Jason felt trapped. 
 
    
 
   Head lifted further off the mattress, extra body weight now pulling at his hair through Jake’s iron grip, Jake’s fingers penetrated further into his mouth, reaching for his throat. 
 
    
 
   Gagging, he tried to move away, but Jake held him in place with terrifying ease. 
 
    
 
   Lowering his head to the mattress, Jake removed his fingers and loosened his grip, but before Jason could bolt he found himself pressed into the mattress, with Jake straddling his face, arms, and upper body. The bulge was now right above his field of vision, while large muscular thighs held his head immobile. He watched as Jake slowly pulled down his briefs. The penis jutting out over his face was huge, long and thick with a terrifyingly big head. Jason couldn’t fit that in his mouth, much less his ass. Trying to free his arms, helplessly trapped under Jake’s legs, he wriggled furiously. Jake laughed. It wasn’t a cruel laugh, but rather the sound of someone being tickled.
 
    
 
   “Stop that!” Jake squealed as Jason’s very real struggles intensified. The command had him lying still, unable to do anything that would constitute an attempt to get free.
 
    
 
   The large penis loomed above him, beautiful and delicious and much too big. Jake grabbed it by the base and moved it down to Jason’s face, smearing pre-cum all over his skin. Closing his eyes, Jason felt the large head move across his eyelids, leaving them wet and sticky. 
 
    
 
   Jake lifted his weight off his knee, probably in an attempt to change position, but instead wobbled and placed all his weight unsteadily on Jason’s chest. Finding it difficult to breathe but unable to say anything or attempt an escape, Jason waited for the weight to lift and his lungs to expand again. 
 
    
 
   It didn’t. Jake seemed perfectly content to sit on Jason’s chest, jerking his cock with slow, sure strokes. Jason could smell the alpha’s crotch, pungent and musky, and he was surprised by how much he liked it and how hard his cock was despite his nerves.
 
    
 
   “Love your face,” Jake growled, once again pushing the head of his cock down and smearing the head over Jason’s cheek. The alpha’s length was hard and warm, and Jason wondered just how far the older—and much stronger—man intended to take things tonight.
 
    
 
   “My little runt,” Jake laughed, grabbing his cock by the base and bringing his other hand down to work his head. He jerked his cock as he rubbed his palm over the sensitive head, eyes clenched shut with pleasure. Jason was starting to feel faint from the lack of oxygen, but before he could pass out Jake let out a mighty grunt and shot his load. Cock aimed down, right at Jason’s face, Jason was blasted with spurt after spurt of hot seed. The smell was intense, the sticky fluid pooling over his eyes matting his hair down. He’d never known it was possible to come so much. It had to be a werewolf thing.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, look at that,” Jake breathed out, sounding awed. He was still squatting on Jason’s chest, huge and heavy, breathing deep like he’d just run a marathon. A large thumb wiped over his eye, moving most of the come off his lids, before being shoved into his mouth.
 
    
 
   Jake wasn’t gentle, fucking into his mouth with his thumb, making him eat his load. The taste was delicious, and Jason found himself closing his lips around Jake's thumb and sucking greedily.
 
    
 
   Jake spent a few minutes scooping up his come and feeding it into Jason’s mouth, the lack of air making Jason more and more hazy. With his alpha’s fingers in his mouth, three of them pushing down on his tongue and wiping them clean of come, he passed out.
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   Jake patted Jason’s face, frowning when he didn’t get a response. Shifting off his young mate’s body, he lifted the boy into his lap. After a few seconds Jason blinked his eyes open, looking sleepy and confused. 
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” Jake asked, stroking his hair. Jason scrunched up his nose, but then he nodded. 
 
    
 
   “Good,” Jake said, relived. He knew that he was far too drunk—and that he probably shouldn’t be around Jason when he was like this—but Jason didn’t seem unhappy or scared. He pulled the little runt’s head back, giving him a kiss on the nose that ended up being a little sloppier than he’d intended. He could taste his own come on the boy’s skin. 
 
    
 
   Feeling sleepy and sated, Jake lay down and pulled Jason into the curve of his body. He realized with a start that while he had come, Jason had not been so lucky. He reached down and found the little runt’s cock, grabbing the hard length in his grip. His hand dwarfed the cute little erection. Jason gasped, pushing into the grip, but Jake clamped an arm over his chest and held him still. 
 
    
 
   Jake jerked Jason off with steady strokes, and it wasn’t long before the young wolf was shooting his load into Jake’s hands. His whole body going tense, Jake milked Jason's orgasm out of his balls like an expert. When he was done he wiped his hand on the sheets and pulled Jason tighter. 
 
    
 
   Exhausted and feeling like a good mate, finally, Jake fell asleep. 
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   Jason stared at Jake as he slept, cataloging the alpha’s rugged features. With a wide jaw and cleft chin, his nose aristocratic and distinguished, Jake was an appealing study. 
 
    
 
   Jason felt the wolf inside of him, still a new and alien thing, rise to the surface. It watched Jake through shared eyes, and it yearned. Jason was surprised by the intensity of the wolf’s longing, but it was a thing apart from him, something inside of him that could be retreated from and observed. 
 
    
 
   Until it wasn’t. 
 
    
 
   Jason’s heart stuttered, the wolf’s feelings and instincts no longer a foreign thing, but his own. They had been separate entities—the wolf and he—and now they were not. Just like that, prodded by nothing but the study of his mate, Jason’s wolf was merged into the essence of his person.
 
    
 
   Jake moved, and Jason held his breath. What had just happened was too new. He needed time, if only a few minutes, to come to terms with the merging of his old self and the wolf. 
 
    
 
   Taking stock of his mind and feelings, Jason was almost surprised to find that he was still himself. The wolf was not a human thing—with human wants or needs—and so Jason lost nothing in the merger. He only gained. 
 
    
 
   The claim Jake had put on him weighed heavy on his wolf. At first Jason didn’t understand the feelings of betrayal and longing—mixed and impossible to make sense of—but his confusion didn’t last long. He felt the blood claim like a tangible thing. Where before it had been filtered through his wolf, with the newly born part of him bearing the brunt of the evil practice, now Jason felt the full force of the bond. 
 
    
 
   It hurt. 
 
    
 
   With Jake asleep, his dominant and forceful will a dormant thing, Jason could breathe easy. But he knew out of fresh instinct that once Jake woke up his will would lash out and bind Jason tight. It would not be ill-meant, because Jason understood why Jake had acted as he did, but the magic Jake had used to bind him would allow Jason no freedom. 
 
    
 
   He needed to act. 
 
    
 
   Jake had claimed Jason not as a mate, but as a slave. He believed—and Jason hoped he was right—that the mating bond would be stronger than the blood claim, and that it would render the evil bond dormant. 
 
    
 
   Jason watched the rise and fall of Jake’s chest, the alpha’s muscular body relaxed and easy. He let his eyes travel over the expanse of Jake’s neck, lingering on the curve of his jaw, covered in dark stubble. 
 
    
 
   He knew what he had to do. This was his mate—despite the claim that bound him in slavery—and it was his right to have him. To take Jake as his own. 
 
    
 
   If things had gone as they should, Jake would have laid the first claim. He would have given Jason the mating bite, and then Jason would have returned the bite in kind. Mates, with Jake clearly recognized as the dominant partner. 
 
    
 
   If Jake were to give him the bite now, Jason’s knew with certainty it would do nothing to weaken the blood claim. He would be doubly bound, a thing that must not be allowed to happen. 
 
    
 
   Though his sudden insight might be false and a thing born of fear, Jason couldn’t risk it. Jake had given him first bite—even if it was not the one his wolf wanted—and now it was Jason’s turn. Acting before his racing heart could give him away, Jason let his teeth elongate and the part of him that was wolf come forth. 
 
    
 
   Jake moved, hand slung over Jason’s hip, but he did not wake. Jason held his breath, ready to claim Jake as his own, and lifted his face until his teeth were poised over Jake’s corded neck. The claim Jake had put on him bore down on his mind. His actions were disobedience of the highest order, but Jason managed to fight the compulsion to pull away. 
 
    
 
   Jake wanted the mating bond as much as he did, and the knowledge let him proceed. He was not disobeying, he was fulfilling the wishes of his master. The bond didn’t quiet, but it didn’t arrest him either, as Jason knew it would if his actions were truly anathema. 
 
    
 
   Tasting the salt of Jake’s skin, mouth open and teeth ready to sink in and stake his claim, Jason bit down on his alpha’s neck. Blood filled his mouth as Jake shot awake, his shout of alarm deafening in the quiet room. Jake roared, enraged, springing to his feet as Jason did his best to hold on.
 
    
 
   Wrapping his arms around his alpha, clinging as Jake tried to shake him off, Jason refused to unclamp his teeth until his claim was recognized by Jake’s wolf. He waited for the bond to take hold—for Jake’s raging wolf to submit to the claim—but nothing happened. 
 
    
 
   Jake was enraged, not understanding what Jason was doing. The alpha grabbed Jason by the hair at the nape of his neck, about to rip him off his body, when he froze. Jason could feel Jake’s heart hammering in his chest, his confused rage giving way to understanding. 
 
    
 
   The claim took hold, layering over the blood claim and rendering it moot, with Jake’s wolf going from rage to ecstatic joy in the blink of an eye. 
 
    
 
   Jake was his, and if Jason belonged to him in turn it didn’t matter. Jake laughed, loud and happy, and Jason relaxed his jaw and released his new mate. 
 
    
 
   Jake wasted no time. He sank his teeth into Jason’s neck, his claim taking hold the minute his teeth pierced Jason’s skin. Jason could feel the alpha’s grin against the wound. 
 
    
 
   When Jake released him, the pain of the bite an inconsequential thing, they were both smiling. Jason was still clinging to Jake’s huge body, the alpha sinking down to sit on the mattress.
 
    
 
   “You’re mine now,” Jason said, giddy with pleasure. Gone were the nerves and fear that had tainted his relationship with the alpha since they met, replaced by a content understanding that he was safe now. 
 
    
 
   “Always,” Jake responded, hugging him tighter. The feel of his firm chest, so warm and hard, had Jason sighing in pleasure. 
 
    
 
   “What made you… how did you know it would work?” Jake asked, awe in his voice. Jason turned his face up, staring into Jake’s eyes. The look there was intense, but joy had them crinkling at the corners. 
 
    
 
   “I just… I woke up, and I knew what I had to do. If you claimed me first it would have strengthened the other bond. It was my turn to claim you.”
 
    
 
   Jason was a little nervous as he said it. He knew that he’d encroached on Jake’s authority, but his worry turned out to be pointless. 
 
    
 
   “I’m glad,” Jake said. “You did good.”
 
    
 
   Jason, heart still racing, warmed at the praise. Even though he had claimed Jake first, upsetting the natural order of such things, Jake was by far the most dominant of the two of them. The strongest. 
 
    
 
   “I’m so happy,” Jason said, the words just popping out. But they were true. He was happy. His wolf and he were one, and the bond that had bound him in slavery was gone. 
 
    
 
   “Me too,” Jake said, stroking his back. 
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   Riley stumbled, tripping over his legs as he ran. He was in human form, jogging through the forest while Lindsay slept, running for no reason other than to clear his mind. 
 
    
 
   He stopped, wondering what had tripped him up, and then he felt it. A new addition to the pack, slitting into place like it had been made for it. 
 
    
 
   Riley grinned. Jason had finally become pack, which meant that the evil measures Jake had taken to maintain his control had been rendered moot. It was a relief, if only because it would restore a measure of peace. 
 
    
 
   Everyone had been unsettled by what Jake had done when he claimed Jason in a blood claim, even if they understood why it was necessary. With Jason now a member of the pack and mated to the alpha, Jake’s course of action had proved a wise one. 
 
    
 
   Riley started running again, chafing at the thought of how unbearable Jake was going to be for the next few weeks. Newly mated, anything that took his attention away from his mate was bound to make him snarly and aggressive. 
 
    
 
   Riley remembered the feeling well. 
 
    
 
   Running toward the back road that cut through pack territory, Riley smoothly parted the forest with a speed no human could match. Though running as a wolf felt better, practicing as a human was a necessity. There were times when taking the form of the wolf was impossible, and on those occasions they had to be ready. Once he’d crossed the road, Riley would run until he reached the edge of the territory and follow its border back home. 
 
    
 
   As he neared the road, Riley came to a sudden halt. There was a black van parked on the side of the road, a human dressed in camouflage sitting behind the wheel. The human sat silently, and Riley wondered what he was waiting for. The back road connected two highways, but only the pack had any reason to use it. This person was out of place, and Riley didn’t like it. 
 
    
 
   The man in the van had a short beard, his features rugged and hard, a cap pulled down over his eyes. 
 
    
 
   Making a note of the license plate number, Riley texted Keaton and asked him to find out who the van belonged to. Though he had his issues with the man, having a cop in the pack was often a great asset.
 
    
 
   Since Keaton was likely to be asleep, Riley didn’t expect an answer. He crept closer to the van, keeping out of sight, straining his ears and keeping a watchful eye out for any clue as to why the van was parked in their territory. 
 
    
 
   Debating with himself if he should confront the driver by circling back and pretending that he’d been running along the side of the road, Riley stayed hidden and waited. 
 
    
 
   After about half an hour his patience was rewarded. The man behind the wheel pulled out a cell phone, swiped the screen and brought it to his ear. Hoping he’d be able to at least hear the man in the van’s side of the conversation, Riley listened intently. 
 
    
 
   “She hasn’t shown up. What should I do?” The man’s voice was surprisingly light, his words measured and professional. Riley wondered who they were talking about. He tried to hear the answer, but it was too low.
 
    
 
   “Yes, sir. I’ll check with the local police, see if they’ve had any animal attacks or missing persons. If she bungled the job she might have taken off.”
 
    
 
   Again Riley couldn’t hear what was said on the other end of the line.
 
    
 
   “Will do. I’ll check in tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   The van roared to life and drove off, leaving Riley with an uneasy feeling in his stomach. 
 
    
 
   The man in the van had been human, he was certain of it. The scent of a wolf too difficult to disguise. 
 
    
 
   Still, the talk of a woman not showing up just a week after Keaton had found and killed the rogue… Riley didn’t like how this was adding up. 
 
    
 
   Bracing himself and cursing his luck, he turned around and headed for Jake’s house. The alpha might be newly mated, and Riley would probably get his head ripped off for interrupting him, but this wasn’t something he could handle on his own. Not if the rogue had been working with humans who were now looking for her. 
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   Mike pulled the leather pants up over his thighs, arranging his cock so that his bulge was nice and pronounced. Looking himself over in the mirror, he grinned at the sight. The leather molded to his legs, shiny and soft, showing off his muscles to their best advantage. A low-cut shirt in deep blue cotton that clung to his pecs and shoulders completed the look. 
 
    
 
   He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been in such a good mood. Jason, Jake’s adorable little runt of a mate, was now a member of the pack. Mike was relieved. He liked Jason, and he still felt bad for letting his issues with Jake turn him into an asshole back when he’d first met the boy. He had no excuse, and he was ashamed by his behavior. 
 
    
 
   But he and Jason had mended fences. He’d even helped the boy pick out a new wardrobe, going so far as to help him donate all his old clothes to charity. 
 
    
 
   Happy with the way he looked, Mike grabbed his jacket and left his apartment, hopping on his bike. Just because Jake had mated didn’t mean that Mike had any intention of abandoning his morning ritual of walking into the alpha’s kitchen and making himself breakfast. 
 
    
 
   Jake had invited him to live in the big house with him. There were areas sectioned off that basically functioned like small apartments, but so far Mike had liked having a place of his own. Now that he’d made a decision to be a part of Jake’s pack—for real, not just while he plotted to overthrow Jake—he might take him up on the offer. 
 
    
 
   As the only alpha in the pack without a family of his own, Mike was loath to admit that he sometimes got lonely. Besides, living with Jason would be a blast. The little dude wouldn’t know what hit him.
 
    
 
   Speeding toward Jake’s house, Mike pulled up in the alpha’s driveway and was surprised to see Riley running up toward the house. While Mike was the sort of person who wouldn't hesitate to barge in on his alpha the morning of his mating, Riley was not. 
 
    
 
   Something must have happened. 
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?” he asked, dismounting his bike and running up to meet Riley. The other alpha wiped his brow, sweaty from running, and gestured for him to walk with him. 
 
    
 
   “There was a van on the back road. I didn’t like the look of it so I watched it for a while. The man was waiting for someone, a woman, and she didn’t show. He called someone and they agreed that he would check with the police here if there were any animal attacks or missing persons.” Riley looked unsettled, and Mike didn’t blame him.
 
    
 
   “You think he was waiting for the rogue?” Mike asked.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know. Keaton is running the plates. If they come into the station looking for information he’ll see what he can find out about them.”
 
    
 
   Mike made a face, frowning at Riley. “You think he’s up for that?”
 
    
 
   “He better be,” Riley muttered. Mike shook his head. He knew that Riley didn’t like Keaton, though personally he thought Riley was being unfair. Keaton was just young and eager to prove himself. Not an alpha, he had to struggle to be in a pack with so many of them. With time Mike was sure he’d calm down and be a real asset to them. 
 
    
 
   Not that he’d ever tell Riley that. 
 
    
 
   Together Mike and Riley made their way toward Jake’s bedroom, pausing at the sound of Jason chanting, “Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!”  
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’m not interrupting that,” Mike said, folding his arms. 
 
    
 
   “Coward,” Riley growled, walking down the hall and toward the door. The sound of fucking had stopped—Jake no doubt having heard them—and Mike took an involuntary step back. 
 
    
 
   The extent of his planned impertinence had been to enter the kitchen and make breakfast as if it were any other day. The last thing he wanted was for Jake to think this was a joke. 
 
    
 
   Riley knocked, hurrying to explain what he had seen through the closed door. A few seconds later Jake barged out, a disgruntled look on his face, the sweats he’d hastily pulled on doing nothing to hide his hugely erect cock. 
 
    
 
   Mike couldn’t help but stare, the sight turning him on. Jake was powerful and sexy as hell. Just the idea of topping him had Mike salivating. Sadly, the alpha would never let that happen, especially now that he was mated. 
 
    
 
   “What are you doing here?” Jake growled, flashing teeth that were too sharp to be human. 
 
    
 
   “I ran into Riley and he told me what happened,” Mike said, neglecting to mention where he had run into his partner. Jake’s eyes narrowed, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    
 
   “Fine. Riley! Call Keaton and see what he found on the plates…”
 
    
 
   Mike let out a sigh of relief, Riley giving him a sardonic look as he pulled out his phone. Together they walked down to the kitchen. 
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   Jake seethed. Just an hour after mating with Jason and he was pulled away on pack business. If the human in the van and the people he’d contacted were in any way involved with the rogue, Jake was going to tear them to pieces. With his teeth. 
 
    
 
   “Keaton says the van is a rental. He can’t find out who rented it without a warrant. So far no one has come in asking about animal attacks, either.”
 
    
 
   Jake resisted the impulse to pinch his nose, feeling annoyed and unsettled. If there were humans involved with the rogue… well, it would explain why she had acted so strangely. It would also be very, very bad. 
 
    
 
   The government was aware of the existence of weres, but it had been well over a hundred years since the last hint of a conflict. Jake had served in more than once Special Forces team before he settled down and took control of the territory he now lived in. 
 
    
 
   But even though werewolves were known to some humans, they were a secret to the larger part of mankind. They had to be. Humans were too unfriendly toward those that were different or those they didn’t understand. 
 
    
 
   But these people weren’t military. Military didn’t operate like this. 
 
    
 
   “Riley, get Brock to hack into the rental agency and find out who rented the car, and track them. I’ll call my old contacts in the military and see if they have anything going on in the area.”
 
    
 
   “Right away,” Riley said, already dialing his phone. Jake looked to Mike.
 
    
 
   “Go down to the station. If they show up there, follow them,” Jake looked at Mike’s tight leather pants and indecent shirt with a frown, “And change into something less conspicuous. I don’t want them to notice you.”
 
    
 
   Mike nodded, looking chagrined. Jake got why he liked dressing up in leather—he did, too—but every day? It was a little much.
 
    
 
   “Right away,” Mike said, echoing Riley. The other alpha shot him a look, like he wasn’t sure if he was being mocked or not, but Mike’s face was perfectly serious. 
 
    
 
   “Good. Call me if there are any developments,” Jake said, standing. Jason was waiting for him upstairs, and Jake was itching to get back to him. He’d been in the middle of eating out the boy’s hole, pinning him down and feasting on his ass, when his enforcers interrupted him. His cock would never forgive him if he dawdled any longer. 
 
    
 
   “We will,” Riley said, but Jake had already turned and left the room. He ran upstairs, pushing his pants down as he entered the bedroom, cock springing free with a bounce.
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   Jason held his breath, the sight of Jake barging into the bedroom and tearing off his pants making his hole twitch in anticipation. Jake had been working up to fucking him: kissing him, touching him and finally eating him out until he was a trembling mess. 
 
    
 
   He wanted to get fucked. Now. 
 
    
 
   “Look at you,” Jake growled, his voice hot and rough. Jason shuddered, and without giving himself time to get embarrassed, turned over onto his stomach and pushed his ass up. Jake drew a startled gasp, practically jumping on the bed. 
 
    
 
   Jake’s weight made the mattress shift, Jason almost falling flat, but Jake grabbed his hips and held him steady. Held him up and ready for his cock. 
 
    
 
   “You want my knot?” Jake growled, and Jason took a minute to understand what he’d said. His brain was too caught up in the feel of Jake’s cock nestled in the space between his cheeks. 
 
    
 
   “Your what?” he asked, once he’d processed the words and they still didn’t make sense. 
 
    
 
   “My knot,” Jake growled, sinking down so that he was draped over Jason’s back, arm curling around his throat. “My cock is going to plug you tight. Make sure my seed stays inside your body.”
 
    
 
   Jason shuddered, the alien concept making his stomach clench in desire. He wanted it. 
 
    
 
   “I want your knot,” he whimpered, as Jake thrusted his hips and fucked into the space between Jason’s cheeks, over his hole. “Want it now.”
 
    
 
   “Good boy,” Jake growled, voice low and dark. He grabbed a bottle of lube Jason hadn’t seen before and drenched his cock in the clear gel. “Good boy who’s gonna take my cock.”
 
    
 
   Jason was about to speak, to beg for Jake’s cock, but Jake beat him to it. The prep was over. Jake aimed his cock and pushed, sinking inside Jason’s body inch by inch, owning his hole. 
 
    
 
   “Yes! Yes! Yes!” Jason groaned, the feeling unlike anything he’d ever felt. Jake was huge, his cock splitting Jason open, hurting as much as it felt good. Still, no matter how much it burned, Jason needed more. 
 
    
 
   “So tight,” Jake growled, slamming the final inch of his cock home. Jason could feel Jake's heavy balls swing and slam into his thighs. It felt amazing. 
 
    
 
   “Fuck me,” Jason demanded, wanting even more. He was in heaven, but he wasn’t satisfied. Now that he knew what his wolf wanted—the knot—he wouldn’t be satisfied until he was plugged tight and bloated with come. 
 
    
 
   Jake reacted like he’d been shot: a gutted sound, his hips pulling back and snapping forward, driving the breath out of Jason’s lungs. 
 
    
 
   Jake fucked him like he was proving a point. Hard and ruthless, Jason could only hold on for dear life as Jake pounded into him without a shred of mercy. Hands gripping his hips, bruising his pale flesh, Jake’s presence over him was a heavy thing that blocked out the rest of the world. 
 
    
 
   Jason’s orgasm came like a punch to the gut. It took him by surprise, his cock throbbing as ropes of come shot out of his cock. It was like something had reached into his sack and pulled the orgasm out of him. Jason couldn’t breathe, it felt so good. 
 
    
 
   “Mine,” Jake growled, moving his hand down and taking Jason’s cock in his grip. His palm was calloused and rough, and when he started jerking Jason off through his orgasm the dry grip almost hurt. 
 
    
 
   Almost. Everything Jason felt in that moment was good. Jake was like a god, raining pleasure down on him like water in the desert. 
 
    
 
   “I’m going to come,” Jake warned, snapping his hips forward a last time. He collapsed down on Jason’s back, pushing him flat on the mattress, crushing Jason’s body under his bulk. The alpha’s teeth found Jason’s neck, landing on the bite he’d placed there just hours before, licking at the wound as his cock started to expand. 
 
    
 
   Jason was drowning in pleasure. Jake’s cock filled him—stretched him—and by the time it was over Jason didn't know how it could all fit. Jake’s knot was huge, much bigger than he’d expected, although the pleasure it brought him was worth any discomfort. 
 
    
 
   Jason came again, the pressure on his prostate an agonizing pleasure. 
 
    
 
   Jake laughed, a happy sound, and rolled them over onto their sides.  “Are you okay?” he asked, stroking Jason’s chest. 
 
    
 
   “So good,” Jason mumbled, pleasured to the brink of exhaustion. 
 
    
 
   Jake didn’t reply other than to lean into Jason’s neck, kissing him softly before letting his head fall down on the pillow. Jason’s head nestled beneath his chin. 
 
    
 
   Jason didn’t know how long the knot would stay inside of him with Jake’s cock still leaking come into his ass, and he didn’t care. As far as he was concerned, he could stay like this forever. 
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   Riley hung up the phone with Keaton, the officer confirming what Mike had already told him. No one had come to the station asking questions. Next he called Brock, who also had bad news. He’d tried his best, but he’d been unable to get into the rental agencies records. 
 
    
 
   Riley didn’t blame Brock for his failure, and he knew Jake wouldn’t either. Brock was an amateur, and Riley knew that asking him had been a stretch. 
 
    
 
   The man and the mysterious van were gone, and they still had no idea why the rogue had attacked Jason, or what her intentions were in coming to Grayson and Jake’s territory.
 
    
 
   Her behavior made no sense. 
 
    
 
   Shaking his head, Riley called Jake to brief him on their failures. His call went straight to voicemail, and since none of his updates were urgent, Riley made do with leaving a message.
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   After fucking and knotting Jason three more times, Jake was forced to admit that a fifth time was beyond him. At least until he’d had some food and rested. 
 
    
 
   Lying in bed, the sheets damp from come and sweat, the scent of sex heavy in the air, Jake turned his head and studied his mate lying next to him. Jason was flushed, his eyes closed, mouth curled up in a self-satisfied grin. 
 
    
 
   Jake couldn’t resist leaning over and kissing him. It was soft, a nice contrast to the rough way he’d just fucked the smaller man. 
 
    
 
   “I’m dead,” Jason said when they broke apart, the words a complaint but his tone letting Jake know that it was anything but. “You killed me with your cock.”
 
    
 
   Jake laughed, turning over on his side and pulling Jason into the curve of his body. Jason let himself be moved, offering no resistance as Jake gently manhandled him. 
 
    
 
   “Are you hungry?” Jake asked, trailing his hand over Jason’s chest. His mate’s nipples were puffy, and Jake suddenly remembered twisting them hard as the boy came. He worried that he might have been too rough.
 
    
 
   “Starving,” Jason said, laughing. Then he went quiet. “What are you thinking?” he asked, twisting his body so that they were face to face. Jake relaxed his grip enough to let it happen. 
 
    
 
   “I wasn’t too rough, was I?” he asked, worried that he might have lost himself in his instincts. Jason blushed, shaking his head. 
 
    
 
   “No. It was… perfect,” he said, looking up through his lashes. His eyes were heated and satisfied. 
 
    
 
   “Good,” Jake said, relieved. He sensed nothing but truth in his mate’s reply. 
 
    
 
   “You like being rough,” Jason said, making Jake freeze. He didn’t know what his young mate meant with his statement, nor how to respond to it.
 
    
 
   “Is that a bad thing?” he asked, hoping Jason wasn’t worried. He knew that Jason was aware of his tastes in the bedroom—or what his tastes had been—but he hoped Jason wasn’t worried about it and that he didn’t feel a need to measure up or do things he wasn’t comfortable with. 
 
    
 
   “No. I think… I think I might like it,” Jason said, his face as red as a fire truck. 
 
    
 
   “You might like… what?” Jake asked, heat pooling in his belly. The image of Jason bound in soft ropes, spread open and even more vulnerable flashed in his mind, making his spent cock twitch. Jason noticed the reaction, his pupils huge and aroused.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” he said, looking down. Then he seemed to find his courage, turning his face up and staring into Jake’s eyes, “Why don’t you say some things, and I can say if I want to try it.”
 
    
 
   Jake closed his eyes, his cock hard despite how sore it felt. His balls ached. He wondered just where to start. What would be too much?
 
    
 
   “I want to tie you up,” he said, voice gruff with want. “Make you helpless.”
 
    
 
   Jason swallowed, the sound loud, and licked his lips. “That sounds… good,” he said, voice hoarse. Jake grinned, reaching down and capturing both Jason’s wrists in his hands. He held them still, right where they’d been, but trapped. Jason whimpered and Jake felt like a god. 
 
    
 
   “I want to put my collar around your neck,” he continued, squeezing down on Jason’s wrists. His free hand went to Jason’s throat, resting over his Adam's apple. He closed his fingers over the vulnerable expanse of flesh, not exerting any pressure as Jason held his breath. “I want everyone to see who you belong to.”
 
    
 
   Jason shuddered, his eyes rolling back in his head as Jake subtly pressed down on his throat. He gasped, Jake letting him go before pulling him in for a kiss. 
 
    
 
   “Do you want… all the time?” Jason asked when they broke apart, lips swollen. 
 
    
 
   “The collar?” 
 
    
 
   Jason nodded. 
 
    
 
   “No. Just when we’re playing, or when you feel like it.”
 
    
 
   It was the right thing to say. Jason’s pupils, impossibly, grew wider, his eyes looking like inky black pools. Jake would have put a collar around his neck then and there, except Jason’s collar would be new. Made just for him. There would be no taint of previous partners on anything Jake used on his new mate. 
 
    
 
   The specialty store where he got his gear was going to be pleased. 
 
    
 
   “Do you want…do you want to hurt me?” Jason asked, expression inscrutable. Jake blinked. 
 
    
 
   “Only if it makes you feel good,” he said at last, Jason nodding. 
 
    
 
   “How?” 
 
    
 
   Jake took his time answering. He wasn’t inexperienced when it came to dishing out pain, but he didn’t think Jason was ever going to ask for cock and ball torture or needle play. From the way Jason had responded to being fucked, Jake knew that Jason liked pain, as long as there was an equal or greater amount of pleasure added to it. 
 
    
 
   “I’d get you hard,” he said, letting some of his alpha authority shine through, “And then I’d use my flogger on your ass. I’d start slow, warm you up, and then I’d let it build and build until you were shooting your load without once even touching your cock.”
 
    
 
   Jason’s eyes were wide, but Jake had no doubt he could deliver on his words. 
 
    
 
   “Oh,” Jason said, biting his lip. “That sounds…”
 
    
 
   “Good?”
 
    
 
   Jason nodded. 
 
    
 
   “It would be. I’d never do anything that you don’t like. All I want is to make you happy.”
 
    
 
   Jason grinned, eyes bright, and leaned in for another kiss. 
 
    
 
   Food could wait.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jason watched as Jake grilled their steaks, the alpha barely searing each side before taking them off the grill. Jake looked good enough to eat, the casual yet expert way he worked the grill while drinking a beer making Jason’s gut clench in desire. It wasn’t fair. Not everything Jake did should turn him on.
 
    
 
   That was one thing that had changed since his shift. Where before Jason had liked his meat well-done, he now found himself craving the meat rare and bloody. 
 
    
 
   “You know that money I borrowed?” he said, Jake bringing their plates to the table and setting one down in front of him. The alpha raised his brow, taking his seat. 
 
    
 
   “The money I gave you,” Jake corrected. “Yes, what about it?” 
 
    
 
   Jason stamped down a flare of irritation. The money was borrowed. He had every intention of paying it back. 
 
    
 
   “The reason I moved here to Grayson,” Jason started, nervous, “was because I wanted to go to the Richardson Culinary Institute. I was accepted and started last January. We’re on summer break right now, but class starts up again in two weeks. I was just…do you mind if I keep going?”
 
    
 
   Jake, steak untouched on his plate, gave him a weird look. He leaned forward, eyes pained. 
 
    
 
   “Jason, you don’t have to ask my permission for that kind of thing. Whatever you want to do with your life, I’ll support you. It’s your choice.” Jake’s voice was intense, and Jason relaxed. He felt silly. He should have told Jake that he was starting school again, not asked for permission, but he still wasn’t quite clear on what Jake’s dominant position to him meant for their human halves. 
 
    
 
   “I just… I wasn’t sure how it worked with jobs and school in the pack,” he said, playing it off like he’d made the request to Jake as his pack alpha and not his mate. 
 
    
 
   “Everyone does what they want, contributing what they can. We’re an old pack, and we’re rich, so we don’t rely on our members for capital.” Jake paused, leaning back. “I’m sorry I didn’t know that you are a student. I should have.”
 
    
 
   Jason shook his head, not minding. “It’s okay.”
 
    
 
   “No, it’s not. I should know these things about you. It matters to me.”
 
    
 
   “Okay,” Jason said, blushing. It occurred to him that Jake actually knew very little about him. Not where he came from, his family situation or anything, really. It had been nice, in a way, the absence of sympathy or pity he usually got from strangers. 
 
    
 
   “What do you want to know?” he asked, wondering what Jake would make of his story, if he would be awkward like so many people were. 
 
    
 
   “Food. Is that what you want to do as a career?” 
 
    
 
   Jason was relieved by the question. He nodded, grinning. “Yeah. I love cooking, and I’ve always wanted to be a chef. Richardson has one of the best programs in the country.”
 
    
 
   They talked about school and jobs for a while, and Jason didn’t know why he was surprised to learn that Jake had only been in advertising for ten years. 
 
    
 
   “Before that I worked in the military for about a decade, and before that I was an electrician. I like being in advertising, but working behind a desk is getting old. I was thinking I might be a fireman next. What do you think?”
 
    
 
   Jason thought about Jake as a fireman, blushing as he imagined the alpha dressed up in his uniform. Jake grinned, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he took a long sip of his beer. 
 
    
 
   “You have a thing for uniforms?” Jake asked, voice rough with desire. Jason’s pants tightened, his cock pressing against the fabric. He nodded. 
 
    
 
   “I can work with that,” Jake said, leaning back and watching Jason with hooded eyes. “Any particular uniform? I’ve still got my army gear lying around here somewhere, and I’ve got a motorcycle patrol number that would make Mike drool. You think you’d like that?”
 
    
 
   Jason nodded, mouth filling with drool at the idea of Jake—with his natural dominance and his body—dressed up in an authoritative uniform. Jake grinned wider, looking very pleased with Jason’s reaction. 
 
    
 
   “Well, eat up,” Jake said, sitting up straight and grabbing his utensils. “We’ll see what we can do about your little kink after dinner.”
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   Riley was having dinner with his wife when his phone rang. It was Keaton. Lindsay must have caught the look on his face, because she shooed him away, “Deal with it, it’s fine. I’ll put your plate in the fridge.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” he leaned over and kissed her, then got up and answered the phone as he left the room.
 
    
 
   “Keaton, what do you have for me?” he asked, grabbing the keys to the car in case Keaton needed him to come to him. 
 
    
 
   “Those people you were looking for? They didn’t come in, but someone called the station earlier today and asked a lot of questions like you said to watch out for. I traced the number they called from.”
 
    
 
   Riley waited, hoping that Keaton’s information would yield answers. “Who was it?” he asked when Keaton didn’t supply the information unasked. 
 
    
 
   “The number is registered to a man called Brian Fosse. I looked him up, and he’s a private contractor who works for Red Banner Security. I called them and they said that he was on leave for family reasons.”
 
    
 
   Riley shook his head. Of course Keaton had called them. He bit back a sigh. “Did you give them a reason for asking about him?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah. I said I was with the Grayson Police and that we were wondering why Red Banner was looking into accidents in our town.”
 
    
 
   Riley thought it over. It wasn’t a bad story. Grayson was a small town, and the interest of a company like Red Banner could very well be a source of worry. Hopefully Keaton had managed to come across as a small town cop who was just worried about his town.
 
    
 
   “That’s good, but next time call me or Mike before making contact like that.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” Keaton sounded subdued. Riley sighed, this time making no effort to hide it. 
 
    
 
   “Your information is good, Keaton. I’ll tell Jake what you’ve found,” Riley said, knowing how much impressing Jake meant to the young beta. 
 
    
 
   “Thanks. I’ll make sure to ask you before doing anything else,” Keaton promised, no bitterness in his voice. Riley said goodbye and hung up, then called Jake to let him know what Keaton had found out. 
 
    
 
   If a private contractor was dealing with werewolves… well, it wasn’t unheard of. They were involved enough with the military that it made sense they would come across the big secret, and the idea of super soldiers was sure to appeal to them. 
 
    
 
   Whatever Red Banner’s involvement was with the rogue, Riley didn’t like it. It couldn’t mean anything good.
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   Jake nodded, giving his approval for the final layout of the ad his team had put together, though his mind was on other matters.
 
    
 
   “That looks good. Good work, guys. Cindy, are you going to be the one leading the presentation?” Jake looked to the woman in question. She was the team leader, and though not a wolf, one of his most trusted employees.
 
    
 
   “Yes, unless you would like to do it?”
 
    
 
   Jake shook his head, smiling. “No, this is your project. I’m happy to sit back and watch you do your magic.”
 
    
 
   Cindy allowed herself a small smile, pleased. Jake bid her and her team goodbye, and leaned back in his chair.
 
    
 
   It was Jason’s first day of the new semester, and Jake wondered how he was doing. It was his first time away from the pack since he’d been changed, and Jake knew that he hadn’t quite understood how difficult that could be.
 
    
 
   But Jason had his number, and if he had any problems all he had to do was call. And they were lucky. With most new wolves, shifting by accident was the biggest worry. Though Jason had learned how to shift at will after he merged with his wolf, it was something that required quite a bit of effort. Jake was doubtful that it would happen by accident, even if Jason felt threatened.
 
    
 
   Rob, his assistant, poked his head in through the door. “Mr. Lawrence, would you like me to get you some lunch? You have half an hour before your meeting with Mike and Riley.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Rob. The usual please,” Jake said, smiling at the young man. While Rob was good at his job, having someone from the pack around was a comfort to his wolf.
 
    
 
   While he waited for Rob to bring him his lunch, Jake texted Jason to ask him how he was doing. There was no reply, but then Jake wasn’t really expecting one. Whatever Jason was up to at the culinary institute, Jake doubted he had a lot of time to be checking his phone.
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   Jake ate his lunch while watching the news on his computer, waiting for Riley and Mike to come brief him on what they had found out about Red Banner and their interest in the rogue.
 
    
 
   The alphas in question showed up five minutes early: Riley looking professional and perfectly at home in the office environment, while Mike did… not. Jake suppressed a grin. Mike was wearing a suit, sure, but it—along with his shirt and tie—were made from gleaming black leather. It was a good look, but entirely inappropriate.
 
    
 
   “Mike, I thought we talked about this,” he said, doing his best to frown. Mike widened his eyes in mock surprise, feigning a look of hurt.
 
    
 
   “You said I should wear something appropriate, like a suit. This is a suit,” he said, running a hand down the buttery soft leather of his jacket. Glancing up, the look in his eyes was pure mischief.
 
    
 
   He really was a stunning man, and Jake wondered if Jason hadn’t been around if he’d ever have found an opportunity to tame him.
 
    
 
   “Be that as it may. Have you found anything?” Jake asked, changing the subject away from Mike’s leather fetish. Though Jake could push the issue, Mike was just playing with him. There was no real disrespect intended and they both knew it.
 
    
 
   “No, nothing. Looking at the rogue’s behavior, I’m thinking… maybe she didn’t know that this was pack territory?” Riley said, sounding like he’d given the issue some thought.
 
    
 
   “Maybe there was something wrong with her. Attacking people like that… it’s what a feral wolf would do if they were trying to build a new pack,” Mike said, frowning.
 
    
 
   Jake nodded, the explanation making a perverse kind of sense. A feral wolf wouldn’t care that this was pack land. It might sense it on an instinctual level, but it would pay that instinct no heed. Rogues were one thing—lone wolves looking for trouble—but feral wolves? They were a different problem. If she had been feral, Keaton had done her a favor by putting her down.
 
    
 
   “Keep your eyes open, but don’t be obvious. If she was feral and didn’t know about the pack, the last thing we want to do is lead Red Banner to us. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   Both Riley and Mike nodded. Jake realized that he was clenching his jaw and made an effort to relax.
 
    
 
   “We’ll tell Keaton, too,” Riley said, looking thoughtful. Jake was thankful for his forethought. Keaton was just the type to take it upon himself to be a hero and muck everything up.
 
    
 
   After discussing Red Banner, the discussion turned to more mundane matters. An hour after they showed up, Riley and Mike took their leave. Rob hovered in the doorway, wanting to give Jake a message, and on his way by Mike smacked his ass. Rob jumped, covering his ass with his hands and looking beet red. Mike laughed, but the look he sent the young beta was pure heat.
 
    
 
   “If you ever want to have some fun, you know where to find me,” Mike said, giving his bulge a squeeze.
 
    
 
   “All right, Mike. That’s enough,” Jake warned. Rob, who had been staring at the bulge in Mike’s pants, jerked like he’d been slapped and stumbled into the office. Mike watched him go, a smirk on his face.
 
    
 
   “Goodbye, Mike,” Jake said, the younger alpha taking his leave and closing the door behind him.
 
    
 
   “Sorry about him,” Jake said, feeling sorry for Rob. He was a good beta and a good assistant, but if ever there was a bigger prude Jake hadn’t met him. Then again, Rob hadn’t looked disinterested. Just shocked.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay,” Rob said, swallowing and making an effort to compose himself. He glanced toward the door, a strange look on his face. “He’s very… cocky, isn’t he?” he asked, almost like he was talking to himself. Then he shook himself, remembering why he’d come into Jake’s office, and it was back to business.
 
    
 
   Jake let him change the subject, ignoring the scent of arousal still lingering in the air and the way Rob’s fingers trembled as he fiddled with his tie.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jason hadn’t made any real friends in his first semester at Richardson’s, but he got along with his classmates well enough. It was mostly his own fault. Between working a full time job at the garage and school, he hadn’t had the time or energy for friends. He’d been so driven by the need to succeed, he’d figured social stuff could wait until he was done and had landed on his feet.
 
    
 
   Now that he was a part of Jake’s pack, things were different. He no longer had to work himself to the bone in order to afford tuition, now that Jake stepped in and paid like it was nothing.
 
    
 
   Though it stung his pride, Jason was grateful. His wolf saw nothing wrong with the arrangement. Jake was his alpha, after all. It was only natural he took care of them.
 
    
 
   Washing his hands, Jason dried off with a paper towel and started walking toward the exit. He had his bag slung over one shoulder, one of the last to leave the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Hi Jason, how was your break?” Tina, the woman who had been working across from him all day, came up and asked. She looked tired but happy.
 
    
 
   “It was good,” he said, smiling at how much his life had changed. “You?”
 
    
 
   “It was okay.”
 
    
 
   They walked outside, neither one of them having anything more to say. It was a little awkward. Jason looked around for Jake’s car, the alpha having promised to pick him up on his way home from work.
 
    
 
   Instead of Jake’s sexy sports car, Jason turned his head and saw Mike sitting on his motorcycle.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” Tina said, looking at Mike. “Can you imagine having the balls to go out dressed like that?”
 
    
 
   Mike pulled off his helmet and grinned, no doubt having heard the statement.
 
    
 
   “He’s a very special snowflake,” Jason said. Mike laughed, swinging his leg over the bike and stalking toward them. He looked hot and menacing, and Tina sucked in a breath.
 
    
 
   “Do you know him?” she asked, half-worried and half-impressed.
 
    
 
   “He’s friends with my…” Jason wasn’t sure what to call Jake. “He’s friends with my boyfriend, Jake. Don’t worry, he’s harmless.”
 
    
 
   Tina looked at him, a tiny frown on her forehead. “Your boyfriend?”
 
    
 
   Jason blushed. He hadn’t gotten around to telling anyone in the class that he was gay. Not because he was ashamed or hiding it, he just didn’t know them well enough that it had come up.
 
    
 
   “Yeah. We met over break. He’s nice,” Jason said, confused at Tina’s reaction. She wasn’t a homophobe, was she?
 
    
 
   “Oh, that’s nice,” she said, forcing a smile. “Good for you.”
 
    
 
   Jason didn’t have time to give a reply. Mike strutted right up to them and stared down at them with a smirk on his face.
 
    
 
   “Jason, I’m here to pick you up from school. Daddy was a little bit held up, I’m afraid,” Mike said, grabbing Jason’s bag without asking and slinging it over his shoulder. “Say goodbye to your little friend.”
 
    
 
   Jason ignored Mike and turned to Tina. “Sorry about him. He gets nervous around new people. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?”
 
    
 
   Tina looked a little shell shocked, but she nodded. “Great, see you tomorrow.” She didn’t look at or say anything to Mike, turning toward her car and getting in without looking back.
 
    
 
   “The look on her face!” Mike said, laughing as he slung an arm over Jason’s shoulders and walked him toward his bike. Jason was confused.
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “She likes you,” Mike said, squeezing his arm and pulling Jason’s head down to his chest, giving him a noogie. “She wants to date you.”
 
    
 
   Jason squirmed away, Mike letting him go without a struggle. “She does?” he asked, wondering if Mike was just messing with him. Jason had never been very good at telling when girls flirted with him.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” Mike laughed. “You should be careful. We wouldn’t want Daddy to come rip her spleen out.”
 
    
 
   Jason made a noise of disgust. “First of all, Jake wouldn’t do something like that. Second of all, don’t call him that. It’s super creepy.”
 
    
 
   Mike put Jason’s bag in the storage compartment on his bike, and handed him a helmet. Swinging his muscular leg over the bike, Mike scooted forward to make a place for Jason.
 
    
 
   “Maybe not,” Mike said, answering Jason’s first statement. “And why not? I’m pretty sure I heard you call him that the other night when I was getting my nightly glass of milk.” Mike grinned, flashing teeth. Jason froze.
 
    
 
   Jason might have—in the heat of the moment—used that word when addressing Jake, but that was private.
 
    
 
   “Jealous?” he asked, getting on the bike. Mike wanted a reaction, and he wasn’t getting it. At least not from Jason. What Jake would make of his second listening at the door while he had sex…Jason had no clue.
 
    
 
   “What?” Mike asked, thrown by Jason’s reply. Jason wrapped his arms around Mike’s waist, holding on tight. Mike didn’t start the bike, and instead looked over his shoulder.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay if you are. I get it. If I were you I’d be jealous of me, too.”
 
    
 
   Mike opened his mouth and then closed it. “I’m a top,” he said, indignant. Jason leaned back and gave him a dubious look.
 
    
 
   Mike bristled, and Jason had to force himself not to laugh. The indignation on Mike’s face was both amusing and insulting. What was wrong with being a bottom?
 
    
 
   “I thought you were a bottom,” Jason said, shrugging. “I mean, you have the whole brat thing going for you. Though I guess that explains why you and Jake weren’t a thing before I came along…”
 
    
 
   Mike looked affronted. His brow was scrunched up, and his mouth set in an angry line. “Brat thing? What the fuck are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   Jason had been kidding, except now that he thought of it… Mike was kind of a brat. Always pushing limits and acting out. It was a marked contrast to Jake’s steady sense of calm and control.
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” Jason said, loving the way the tables had turned. Here he was, calm as you please, and Mike was nearly frothing at the mouth. It was delicious.
 
    
 
   “You can’t just say that and—”
 
    
 
   “Can we go home now?” Jason interrupted Mike’s rant.
 
    
 
   “We’re not done talking about this,” Mike growled, putting on his helmet. They took off, the ride taking half the time it should. When they made it back, Mike started up again.
 
    
 
   “I’m not a brat,” he said, walking next to Jason up toward the main entrance.
 
    
 
   “You kind of are, though. I mean… pushing limits, acting out, misbehaving just to get a reaction? Doesn’t that describe you pretty well? I always figured you were looking for a dom that could handle you.” Jason walked inside, doing his best not to laugh. Mike stood frozen on the top step, looking outraged.
 
    
 
   “A dom? For me? Are you fucking crazy? I’m a dom,” he thundered, rushing inside and blocking Jason’s path. Jason looked up at him, doing his best to look innocent.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry. My mistake,” he said, stepping around the alpha. He started jogging up the steps, calling out over his shoulder, “I’m going to go take a shower. I’ll see you later!”
 
    
 
   Closing the door to the bathroom behind him, turning on the shower to mask the noise, Jason burst out laughing.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jake stared after Mike, feeling confused. For the past couple of days it was like the alpha had undergone a personality switch. Gone were the teasing remarks, the cocky swagger, and the insolence that sometimes drove Jake up the wall.
 
    
 
   Glancing to his right, Jake caught a strange look fleeting across Jason’s face. Did Jason know what was going on with his second?
 
    
 
   “Okay, what’s going on?” he asked, crossing his arms. They were at the dinner table, Jason pushing his food around on his plate and looking guilty as hell.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t think he would be this upset by it,” Jason said, confirming Jake’s suspicions. Though what Jason could have said that made Mike behave—when Jake had spent months trying to do the same—he would very much like to know.
 
    
 
   “Upset by what?”
 
    
 
   Jason made a face. “I said I thought he was a bottom, and that he was being a brat to root out the doms who couldn’t control him. Or something like that.” Jason’s expression turned indignant. “He shouldn’t dish it out if he can’t take it.”
 
    
 
   Jake agreed, though he was surprised that Mike had taken Jason’s words so seriously. Then again, Mike saw himself as an alpha top dog second only to Jake. A total top. To have Jason casually dismiss all those qualities had to have stung.
 
    
 
   Jake grinned. Mike was kind of a brat. Topping him—seeing all that strength and dominance yield to him—it would have been one hell of a challenge. Before he mated, obviously.
 
    
 
   “He’ll get over it,” Jake said, laughing. There was no way Mike had it in him to behave for any length of time.
 
    
 
   “I hope so,” Jason said, smiling. “He’s no fun like this.”
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   Jason helped Jake put the dishes away, and then made his way to the living room to watch television while he snuggled under his favorite blanket. Jake kissed him before he went, pushing him up against the wall and licking into his mouth before stepping back with a grin and a declaration that he was going to go work out.
 
    
 
   Jason shuddered. Working out made Jake horny as hell, and Jason couldn’t wait to be at the receiving end of his lust.
 
    
 
   Flipping through the channels, Jason’s phone started buzzing in his pocket. Turning the TV on mute, Jason answered.
 
    
 
   “Hello?”
 
    
 
   “Mr. Keep, hello. This is Barney, your building manager. Or, your old building manager I guess. I’m just calling you about your storage unit. Now that you’ve moved out I’m going to need you to clear it out. Could you come by sometime this week? You still have your key, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   Jason had completely forgotten about his storage unit. There wasn’t much in it—just a few fold up chairs and some books—but he should still take care of it.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, I completely forgot. I still have the key, yes. Do you want me to drop it in your mailbox after I’m done?”
 
    
 
   “That would be great. Thanks,” Barney answered. They said goodbye and hung up, and Jason glanced at the time on the screen of the DVD player. It was only six, and Jake would be at it for at least an hour, if not more. He might as well get it done now.
 
    
 
   Scribbling a note for Jake explaining where he went, Jason grabbed the keys to Jake’s truck and took off. Walking past Jake’s stunning collection of cars, which had all been repaired after Jason’s escape attempt, Jason grinned at the memory of how he had disabled them. He went outside and hopped into the driver’s seat, making his way to his old apartment building.
 
    
 
   After a short drive, Jason parked the truck close to the back exit of his old building, keys in hand. Then he frowned. He still had the key to the padlock on his storage unit, but he’d already turned in the key to the building itself. Feeling silly, he walked around to the front of the building and pressed on the buzzer for Barney’s apartment.
 
    
 
   There was no reply, but a minute later one of his old neighbors walked out the door. Jason gave her a nod and a smile, stepping inside.
 
    
 
   It was weird to back in his old building. Though it had only been a matter of weeks since he moved out, it felt like a lifetime ago. Smiling at his weird nostalgia, Jason climbed the stairs to the attic where the storage units were located.
 
    
 
   It only took two trips to get everything down to his truck. Taking the back stairs and using a book to keep the door open while he loaded the chairs into the back of the truck, the last remnants of his old life were loaded onto the back of Jake’s Ford. It was weird.
 
    
 
   A white van pulled into the parking lot, stopping behind Jason’s truck and blocking his exit. Annoyed, Jason walked around the truck to confront the driver. It was a man, and if Jason hadn’t recently been turned into a werewolf, it was a man who would have made him nervous.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, you’re blocking my truck. Could you please move?” he said, walking up to the front of the van and speaking to the man through the rolled down window.
 
    
 
   “Are you Jason Keep? Barney said you might need some help to move,” the man said, his voice light and pleasant. Though he looked menacing, his tone was unthreatening. Even helpful. What the fuck, though? Barney didn’t know when Jason was going to show up for his stuff, and Jason certainly didn’t have enough in his storage unit that he’d need help to move it.
 
    
 
   There was something not quite right here.
 
    
 
   “No. I’m just picking this up for him,” Jason lied, the man’s eyes narrowing.
 
    
 
   “That’s nice of you,” he said, tone suddenly not so pleasant.
 
    
 
   “Not really. He said I could keep the chairs if I helped him out,” Jason said. The man nodded, still looking uncertain.
 
    
 
   “Do you know Jason too?” Jason asked, forcing himself to sound normal. The weirdness of the situation, however, was stressing him out and making him nervous.
 
    
 
   “We have a friend in common,” the man said, staring at Jason with far too much intensity to be normal. “I’ll move the van.”
 
    
 
   Jason thanked him and stepped away, heart thundering in his chest. He moved back to the truck, but before he could get into the front seat the back door to the building opened and his old neighbor, Janet, came out with her trash. She stopped at the sight of Jason.
 
    
 
   “Jason, long time no see,” she called, waving at him. Jason froze, cover blown and truck still stuck behind the van. Instincts telling him to flee, Jason did. He took off with all his newfound speed, running past the truck and the van as fast as his legs could carry him. Adrenaline coursing through his veins, Jason felt hunted.
 
    
 
   Before he made it to the road, Jason felt something like a bee sting on his thigh. He kept running, but rather than fade, the pain spread up his hip and through his veins like fire. Legs unable to carry him, Jason fell forward. Unable to run, he crawled, scraping his hands on the rough pavement. It was futile.
 
    
 
   The fire spread through his body—up into his chest and down his arms—burning and intense and awful, and when it spread up past his throat and neck, choking him, Jason passed out. The last thing he heard before darkness took him was the abrupt end of Janet’s scream.
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   Jake wiped his face with a towel and threw it to the side, reaching down to grip his hard cock through his workout shorts. He’d been half-hard since dinner, and he was itching to sink his cock inside Jason’s sweet hole.
 
    
 
   His boy might look like a little runt, but he could take a cock like the best of them.
 
    
 
   Grinning and sprinting up the stairs, Jake searched for his young mate. Maybe, if he was lucky, Jason would let him cuff his hands together behind his back. Or not. Jake wasn’t going to push.
 
    
 
   “Jason? Are you there?” Jake called out, wandering into the kitchen and then making his way to the living room. Jason was nowhere in sight. Leaving the living room, Jake saw a piece of paper with Jason’s signature scrawl on the small table in the hallway. Picking it up and reading it, he sighed in annoyance.
 
    
 
   Jason was making a quick trip to his old building to clear out his storage locker at the behest of his old building manager. Jake, and his raging hard cock, felt very inconvenienced.
 
    
 
   After getting a beer from the kitchen, Jake made his way to the living room and sank down into the couch. He bundled Jason’s blanket up and used it as a pillow under his arm, surreptitiously lifting a corner and bringing the soft fabric to his nose. It smelled like Jason, and Jake’s cock was no softer for it.
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   An hour passed and Jason wasn’t back. Jake’s cock had gone soft, and his skin felt grimy with sweat. Mood ruined, Jake set his empty bottle of beer on the coffee table and set off to take a shower.
 
    
 
   Clean after having done the bare minimum of soaping up and rinsing off, Jake was annoyed to find that Jason still hadn’t come back. Annoyed and a little worried. When a call to his mate’s cellphone went unanswered, Jake decided to go find his missing runt.
 
    
 
   Dressed in well-worn jeans and an old t-shirt, Jake grabbed the keys to his Bentley and headed for the door. His phone rang as he was sliding into the driver’s seat, relief surging through him. It had to be Jason.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t. It was Keaton.
 
    
 
   “Yes?” he answered, impatient and short.
 
    
 
   “Oh, hi. Are you okay?” Keaton asked, sounding nervous. “It’s just, your truck was found abandoned in the parking lot of your mate’s old apartment building. It was blocking some of the cars and the back exit, so one of the residents called to have it towed. Brian recognized it when he went to pick it up and called me. I wasn’t sure what to do.”
 
    
 
   Jake could feel the blood rushing to his head, his inner alpha furious and demanding that he find out what was going on right away.
 
    
 
   “Did he move it?” Jake asked, turning the key in the ignition. He tore out of the garage and down his driveway at full speed, racing toward Jason’s old building. Brian worked a host of odd jobs, one of which was towing cars at the behest of the police. He was a beta in Jake’s pack, a good man with a keen sense of pack. Jake liked him.
 
    
 
   “No, he’s there with it waiting to see what he should do,” Keaton said, sounding nervous.
 
    
 
   “Good. Call Riley and Mike and tell them to meet me there.” Jake hung up, speeding up now that his attention was wholly on the road. He made it to Jason’s building in record time, parking outside the lot entrance and jumping out of his car like it was on fire. Brian was waiting for him, looking very nervous.
 
    
 
   “Alpha, I’m sorry. I didn’t know—”
 
    
 
   “You did fine, Brian. Calling Keaton was the right thing to do,” Jake said. Brian’s nerves melted at Jake’s calm words. Brian was a beta, and it was Jake’s duty to make sure he was well and taken care of. So far, the beta had done nothing for which he should be nervous. Jake walked up to the truck, looking around as he spoke to Brian, “Have you checked the area?”
 
    
 
   Brian looked nervous again, shaking his head. “No, sorry. I didn’t know I was supposed to.”
 
    
 
   Jake nodded, and when nothing else happened Brian relaxed. Jake lifted his nose and sniffed the night air, catching traces of Jason’s unique scent. But it wasn’t enough. He needed his wolf’s nose if he was going to have any luck tracking his mate. Stripping, looking around to make sure no one was watching, Jake changed into his wolf.
 
    
 
   Much better.
 
    
 
   Putting his nose to the ground, Jake could easily track where Jason had walked less than an hour ago. From the rear door to the truck and back, then around... and then something had happened. Jason had run—Jake followed the trail with his nose—away from the parking lot and toward the road. He had fallen, blood where his palms scraped the ground, and then he had crawled... but his legs had failed him. He’d tried to pull himself along with nothing but the strength in his arms, but it wasn’t enough.
 
    
 
   Jake’s wolf was furious. Jason had collapsed, his whole body flat on the ground, as though he were unconscious. As though he’d been drugged.
 
    
 
   A tranquilizer, Jake thought with a growl. Someone had shot his mate in the back and watched him fall. Then, when he lay unmoving and helpless, they had taken him.
 
    
 
   It was a man. Jake put his nose to the ground, catching every note of his scent and committing it to memory. Whoever it was, he had made no attempts to hide himself from a wolf’s nose.
 
    
 
   The unknown man had carried Jason back to his vehicle and lifted him inside, driving away. Jake wanted to roar, wanted to sink his teeth into flesh and feel it tear apart under the strength of his jaws. Were he a lesser alpha he would have sated his bloodlust on Brian’s flesh, but that was not his way.
 
    
 
   Turning back into a man, Jake got dressed just as Riley and Mike arrived on the scene.
 
    
 
   “Someone has kidnapped Jason,” he announced without preamble. “The bastard left his scent all over the ground. Make sure you know it.”
 
    
 
   Both Riley and Mike stripped hastily, tracking Jason’s last movements just as Jake had, turning back when they were done.
 
    
 
   “Tranquilizer in the leg,” Riley said, voice grave. “You think it’s Red Banner?”
 
    
 
   Jake nodded. It had to be.
 
    
 
   “I want the whole pack on this,” he said, looking between Mike and Riley. They both nodded. Confident that they would do everything they could to find Jason, Jake turned and left them to it. If Red Banner really was behind Jason’s kidnapping, they would have little luck.
 
    
 
   Jake pulled out his phone and scrolled through his contacts. He still had the number of a few military higher-ups, and though it would cost him, they were his best bet to getting Jason back.
 
    
 
   If finding his mate meant that Jake had to spend a few years at the beck and call of his old Special Forces commander, that was a bargain he was more than willing to make.
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   Jason woke to the sound of voices arguing. He blinked, vision hazy, and then closed his eyes and pretended to still be asleep. He was bound, wrists and ankles, by heavy steel manacles that left little room for movement,
 
    
 
   “...and what, are you going to let this one go as well? Convince it to get out and build a pack? Get a grip, Smither. We’re lucky she made even one, and even that was a disaster. I say we keep him here and study him, like we planned.”
 
    
 
   “And what do we do when he dies, eh? Go out and catch another one? Do you have any idea how hard it is to find them? They hide, Brock. They pass for human. It took us years to catch one.”
 
    
 
   Jason was confused. It sounded like they were talking about the rogue that had attacked him, but he didn’t understand. They had known she would attack people? Had counted on it?
 
    
 
   Jason realized with a start that they had no clue about the pack. They had let loose the rogue so that she would turn people. Were they going to study him?
 
    
 
   Jason had a horrifying vision of himself being dissected like a science class frog. Mind racing, he couldn’t help the way his heart started to hammer.
 
    
 
   “He’s awake,” the one called Smither said, sounding excited. Jason could feel the air move as he came closer, and could smell him as he stood by Jason’s bed and waited patiently.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay. Open your eyes,” the one called Brock said. Deciding that there was no point in continuing his pretense of sleep—not when they knew he was faking it—Jason opened his eyes.
 
    
 
   The two men looked utterly ordinary. Mid-forties to early fifties, not too tall and of average build. The kind of people you wouldn’t look twice at in a crowd.
 
    
 
   “Where am I?” Jason asked, not able to keep his voice from trembling.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay, you’re safe,” Brock said, smiling and patting Jason’s arm. Jason would have pulled his arm away if he weren’t cuffed to the bed.
 
    
 
   “Where am I?” Jason repeated, stronger this time.
 
    
 
   “You’re somewhere safe, boy,” Smither said, dismissive and stern.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay. This must be very confusing. Did Alana tell you about us?”
 
    
 
   Jason shook his head, having no idea what they were talking about. “Who’s Alana?”
 
    
 
   Smither frowned, eyes narrowing like he thought Jason was lying. Brock kept on stroking his arm, gripping his shoulder. “We mean her no harm. But she should have brought you to us.”
 
    
 
   “Who are you?” Jason asked, tearing his gaze away from the two men and looking around the room. It was starkly decorated, and reminded him more than anything of a hospital room. Except for the manacles on the bed.
 
    
 
   “Never mind that, boy. Tell us where Alana is and we might answer your questions.” Smither was impatient, glaring down at him like Jason owed them an explanation.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know anyone named Alana. Now let me go, you have no right to keep me here,” Jason said, his wolf coming to the fore and lending him strength and courage. Smither didn’t look the least bit intimidated.
 
    
 
   “You were changed, yes? A woman came to you with an offer and—”
 
    
 
   Jason realized that whatever they had intended when releasing the rogue, things had not gone as they planned. He interrupted Brock mid-sentence.
 
    
 
   “No one offered me anything. I was just out walking my dog when some kind of animal attacked me and killed my dog. If that was Alana, then I never saw her again,” Jason said, spitting the words out and glaring daggers at his captors. They both looked startled.
 
    
 
   “So Brendan was right. She was feral,” Brock said, sounding put out. “He’s going to be insufferable.”
 
    
 
   Jason couldn’t believe how callous and awful these people were.
 
    
 
   “Who are you?” he cried, once again interrupting the two men. They looked at him, Smother with contempt, and Brock with false kindness in his eyes.
 
    
 
   “If what you’re saying is true… you’re a werewolf. Yes?” Brock said, voice gentle, like he was a confused child. He didn’t know how to answer them. Should he pretend he wasn’t? Feign ignorance?
 
    
 
   Or did they already know?
 
    
 
   “There’s something wrong with me,” he said, deciding for a half-truth. They didn’t know about the pack, and Jason had no intention of giving Jake and the rest of them away. He would pretend that he thought himself insane. “I’ve had these… episodes. I don’t know. It isn’t real.”
 
    
 
   “But you were attacked?” Smither asked, still suspicious.
 
    
 
   “I was. I thought it bit me, but in the morning it was gone. But my dog died, so I know it happened. It wasn’t in my head.”
 
    
 
   “No, it wasn’t. The animal that attacked you… that was Alana. She is a werewolf. She was supposed to recruit people—willing people—to join her pack. I don’t know why she did this. It makes no sense.” Brock’s voice was gentle.
 
    
 
   “Her pack?” Jason asked, wondering why a werewolf, a lone werewolf, had been working for these people and what they wanted with her and the pack she was building.
 
    
 
   “Never mind that,” Smither growled. “Have you changed into your wolf form yet?”
 
    
 
   Jason’s eyes widened, the reaction partly real. The question was blunt and it made the wolf in him anxious to be spoken of so openly by a human.
 
    
 
   “I had… I had a dream, I think. But I woke up in the forest and everything was normal. It only happened once,” Jason said, looking between the two men to see if they believed him.
 
    
 
   “His readings are… weaker than we’d expect. Nothing like what the readings the general sent us. He could be defective,” Smither said, talking as though Jason wasn’t even there.
 
    
 
   “I’ve never heard of something like that… but you’re right. His readings are almost human. We’ll try inducing it. If the normal dose isn’t enough we’ll at least know that the readings aren’t just an error,” Brock said. He was staring into space, deep in thought. It made Jason feel like a fucking lab rat.
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about? I just want to go home,” Jason said, real fear in his voice. He wanted his alpha.
 
    
 
   “Yes, about that. You moved. Why?” Smither asked, pinning Jason with his gaze.
 
    
 
   “I moved in with my boyfriend. He says I should see a shrink… Oh my God, is he the one who had me committed here?” Jason cried out, faking alarmed outrage. Smither rolled his eyes.
 
    
 
   “This isn’t that kind of institution. We’re a research lab… and you haven’t been committed. We just need to make sure that you’re… safe, before we let you go. It’s nothing to worry about. We’ll run a few tests and then we can figure out how to help you, okay?” Brock said, patting his arm and turning to Smither. They both turned and walked away.
 
    
 
   “Hey, you can’t leave me here!” Jason yelled after them, but they ignored him and left the room. Alone, Jason let his head fall back on the pillow.
 
    
 
   What the fuck was he going to do now?
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jake dropped his phone, took a deep, calming breath, and punched a hole in the wall. It didn’t make him feel better.
 
    
 
   Red Banner claimed ignorance, even when Jake’s old lieutenant colonel—now a major general—pressed them. The old man had called Jake back, apologizing for his failure.
 
    
 
   Cursing the waste of time and frantic with worry for his mate, Jake didn’t know what to do. This wasn’t another pack come to challenge him or a rogue acting on her own. This was humans. Humans with access to money and secrets they had no right knowing. If Jake ever got his hands on them he would tear them limb from limb, and that was if Jason was unharmed. Had his mate been injured in any way, Jake would make them suffer until they wished for death.
 
    
 
   Pacing the room, feeling caged and useless, Jake tore off his clothes and shifted. The door leading out to the garden was closed, but Jake crashed through like it was made of paper. He ran toward the woods, letting the wolf rise to the surface, rage driving him to run fast and hard and patrol the borders of his territory against further incursion.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jason watched the needle warily, but strapped down there was nothing he could do to stop them from pushing it into his arm and injecting the milky green mixture into his vein. Brock stepped back, a satisfied expression on his face.
 
    
 
   “Let’s see how he responds to the standard dose,” Smither said, standing by and observing. There were four more people in the room dressed in white coats with serious expressions on their faces, but they stood in the background, silent.
 
    
 
   Jason felt it. The liquid they had injected into his arm was in his blood, reaching every cell in his body. It was like the call of an alpha. A command to shift. How they had managed to duplicate the command and turn it into a drug, Jason had no idea.
 
    
 
   Though he could feel what the injection meant him to do, Jason resisted shifting. It wasn’t hard. The drug was no alpha to force his wolf into submission.
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” Smither spat, disappointed. Brock frowned at him.
 
    
 
   “He did say he hadn’t shifted, only had a dream… It might not have taken hold. We don’t know enough about how these things work to say for certain.”
 
    
 
   “He healed,” Smither argued. “It took.”
 
    
 
   “You can’t know that,” Brock said, reading another dose. Jason watched him inject it into his arm, piercing the same vein. It still hadn’t healed from the last needle—a small pinprick of a wound marring his skin—and as he withdrew the needle, Brock called Smither over to show him.
 
    
 
   “Look here, it didn’t heal,” he said, Smither’s expression darkening further.
 
    
 
   Again Jason felt the urge to shift, and ignored it just as easily.
 
    
 
   The next dose was double the one before, and the one after that filled almost the whole syringe. Jason pushed the wolf so far down he could hardly feel it. The urge to shift hardly touched him.
 
    
 
   “How are you feeling?” Brock asked, sounding far away. Jason turned his head, and the world lurched. The room was spinning.
 
    
 
   “I-I’m…” Jason threw up, lifting his head and getting the mess all over his chest and throat. It was disgusting.
 
    
 
   Smither made a noise of disgust. Brock gave the other man a sharp glance, then turned his attention back to Jason.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay. We’re done with the tests. Janos here will help you clean up,” he said, nodding one of the men who were watching forward. The man in question did not look happy with his given task, but he didn’t object.
 
    
 
   Brock and Smither left the room, taking everyone but Janos with them. The room was still spinning.
 
    
 
   “Hey, do you know what’s going on here?” Jason asked, feeling helpless and humiliated. Janos wrinkled his nose, but he didn’t answer the question. He cleaned Jason thoroughly, though, and when he left only the scent of vomit remained.
 
    
 
   Closing his eyes, still feeling nauseous, Jason allowed himself a moment of despair.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jake felt the mating bond with Jason flicker. Alarm coursed through him, the turbulence tearing at the bond only getting worse. Halting in the middle of the forest, still in wolf form, Jake clung to the bond and prayed that Jason was all right.
 
    
 
   With each flicker of their mating bond and every second where the bond went silent, Jake could feel the blood claim he had on Jason surge to the surface. It felt awful and evil, and Jake doubled his efforts to cling to the bond he cherished.
 
    
 
   Except… Jake froze. Even his efforts to keep the bond intact came to a halt. The blood claim he had on Jason gave him complete ownership over his mate. It gave him rights no mate possessed. It gave him knowledge.
 
    
 
   Like a compass, the claim on Jason’s wolf let Jake know exactly which direction to run to find his mate.
 
    
 
   Taking off, Jake ignored the mating bond and focused on the claim. The mating bond had held—whatever was happening to Jason wasn’t killing him—but it allowed Jake a glimpse at their darker current, and that current was leading him straight to his mate.
 
    
 
   Jake ran and ran, and when he thought he couldn’t possibly run any more, hours and hours later he stumbled upon a fence. It arose suddenly, in the middle of the woods, with no sign to indicate who had put it there. It was high, with the trees on either side felled to prevent anyone from using them to climb over.
 
    
 
   As Jake ran along the fence, circling whatever lay beyond, the direction of his internal compass spun with it.
 
    
 
   Jason was on the other side of the fence.
 
    
 
   Nearing the edge of the forest and the road leading into the enclosed area where Jason was being held captive, Jake slowed down. He needed to be cautious. If the humans who had taken Jason saw him, they might—
 
    
 
   Jake felt a sting on his back, making him jump in the air. He turned, baring his teeth at the unseen threat. But there was nothing. Or nothing he could see, anyway. The pain of the sting lingered, and with a dawning sense of horror Jake realized what had happened. He’d been hit by a tranquilizer dart.
 
    
 
   Cursing himself for his carelessness, Jake fell over, unconscious.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jason didn’t know what was going on, except that everyone in the lab was very excited.
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?” he asked Brock, sitting up. His restraints had been reduced to just a single manacle on his wrist, and though it was better, he still chafed at the loss of freedom.
 
    
 
   “Nothing to worry about,” Brock said, sounding downright cheerful. “And I have good news. We’ve determined that whatever happened to you, it didn’t have the intended effect. We’ll be letting you go in the morning. Back to your boyfriend, safe and sound.”
 
    
 
   “Oh. You’re just going to let me leave?” Jason asked, dubious. Somehow he didn’t think that a research facility that experimented on werewolves was just going to let someone they’d kidnapped go. Even if that person turned out not to be a werewolf.
 
    
 
   “Of course. Jason, we needed to be sure that you weren’t a danger. You aren’t, and so we have no reason to keep you. Brian—the man who found you—will take you back to your town.”
 
    
 
   Jason didn’t believe it. Not for a second. Sure, Brian might come for him, but Jason very much doubted he’d be transported home. A ditch on the side of the road was more likely.
 
    
 
   Still, he had to play it cool. Keep his wits about him.
 
    
 
   “Okay, I’m glad. This place is freaky,” he said, pretending to believe Brock. The man nodded, still smiling, and walked away.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Morning came, the night long and sleepless, and as promised, Brian—the man from the van—came for him.
 
    
 
   “You ready to go home?” Brian asked, sounding pleasant. Jason nodded.
 
    
 
   “I can imagine. Sorry about… you know. Just doing my job.” Brian unlocked Jason’s wrist, stepping back.
 
    
 
   “It’s fine. With… things like this, I guess the normal rules can’t really apply, can they?” Jason asked, doing his best to sound cheerful and forgiving no matter how badly he wanted to tear Brian’s belly open and rip out his entrails.
 
    
 
   “That’s right,” Brian laughed, leading him out of the lab. Jason was unsteady on his feet, still weak from the drugs they had pumped into him. He couldn’t wait to shift, resetting his body and health to normal.
 
    
 
   Brian led him into a van—different from the one he’d had in the parking lot—and gestured for Jason to get in the back. It looked like a prisoner transport van, and Jason felt a moment of dread. Was this the moment he should try to flee?
 
    
 
   Not here, Jason decided. Not where there were so many people to stop him. He got in the back of the van, the door slamming shut with an ominous bang. In the dimly lit space, Jason wondered if he hadn’t just made a terrible mistake.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Jake wanted to roar, but he lay quiet. He was chained down, but the steel was no match for a werewolf of his strength. There were people milling about, excited and chattering, wondering how they had been so lucky as to catch another werewolf.
 
    
 
   He was in a cage.
 
    
 
   “He has to be one of Alana’s,” a voice said from not far away, sounding sure of himself. “She must have told him to come to us.”
 
    
 
   Jake wanted to grin. They knew nothing of his pack, and when he tore them to shreds he would leave no trace of his identity.
 
    
 
   Energy and aggression buzzing under his skin, Jake could wait no longer. It was time to act. He rose, feigning weakness, leaning against the bars of the cage as he looked out on the room.
 
    
 
   There were two doors and six people blocking his way. Straining his ears, Jake listened, counting ten more heartbeats throughout the building. Though the men and women in the room all looked soft and weak, the faint hint of gunpowder in the air let him know that they were guarded.
 
    
 
   “Hello,” a man said, bending down in front of the cage. “If you could shift back for us, we can let you out of the cage.”
 
    
 
   Jake collapsed, letting his tongue hang out of his mouth and his breathing go ragged. There was a cry of alarm from the man, and the cage was opened with much haste. The sound of the door opening filled him with satisfaction.
 
    
 
   He was out and on them like a demon. They screamed, but not for long. Jake drenched the floor with their blood, crashing through the door closest to him and into a hallway. There were guards, but they were startled and slow to move. Jake downed them in seconds.
 
    
 
   The hallway was quiet and Jake forced himself to be careful. He was strong and fast, but one shot and he’d be helpless.
 
    
 
   He hoped they switched to bullets. Those he could shrug off until he found a place to heal in peace.
 
    
 
   Listening for the familiar beat of his mate’s heart, Jake was distressed not to hear it. Whatever had been happening with the bond had settled, with the blood claim firmly buried no matter how hard Jake reached for it.
 
    
 
   The sound of boots hitting the floor in a controlled run jerked Jake out of his thoughts. He cursed himself. He needed to get rid of the threat before he could search for Jason.
 
    
 
   The men were good, lining up with their guns, waiting around the corner. But Jake was better. Where before he had crashed through doors and taken them off their guard, this time he needed to be clever.
 
    
 
   Shifting back to human form, Jake lifted one of the dead guards off the floor and drew the Glock from the dead man’s holster. Using the dead man’s body as a shield, Jake rounded the corner and took aim at the men waiting for him.
 
    
 
   Jake fired before they even registered his presence, and by the time they’d started shooting he’d killed two. A second later they were all dead.
 
    
 
   Jake looked down at the dead guard’s body, frowning at the darts embedded there. Not bullets. Had he been hit he would have been out for the count.
 
    
 
   Tilting his head and listening, Jake could hear no more heartbeats. He made his way through the building, wondering what the hell they had done with his mate.
 
    
 
   He should have kept one of them alive, he realized, cursing himself again.
 
    
 
   Shifting back to a wolf, Jake made for the exit. Outside, with the fresh air muting the scent of blood and death, Jake caught the scent of his mate… and the man who had taken him. When he realized that Jason had been taken away in a car, he howled in fury.
 
    
 
   Taking off, back into the woods, Jake headed home for reinforcements.
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   The van stopped, and Jason’s stomach lurched. He braced himself, wondering what was going on. Listening, he could hear Brian get out of the driver’s seat and walk around to the back of the van.
 
    
 
   The door opened, and Jason nearly jumped out his skin. His wolf told him to attack, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it.
 
    
 
   “Hey, could you come out here for a second? I need you to take a look at something,” Brian said, sounding affable and not threatening in the least. Jason didn’t trust it.
 
    
 
   “What is it?” Jason asked, not able to mask his nerves.
 
    
 
   “I have to show you. Just get out of the van, please.” Brian moved away, holding the door open for Jason to step out. Feeling nervous, Jason did as he was told.
 
    
 
   “What is it?” he asked again.
 
    
 
   “It’s down there,” Brian said, pointing to the ditch. Jason gave the man a dubious expression, but Brian just waited.
 
    
 
   This was a trick. He knew it was a trick and that Brian was planning something terrible, but Jason still made his way down into the ditch. He turned back to ask what he was supposed to be looking at, only to find himself staring at the wrong end of a gun.
 
    
 
   He’d known that Brian was going to do something like this. Why the hell hadn’t he stopped him?
 
    
 
   Because he hadn’t been sure. There was no way he could attack Brian until he was sure the man meant him harm. Well, now he knew.
 
    
 
   “What are you—”
 
    
 
   Brian shot him. It was loud, and as the woods went deathly still behind him, pain exploded in his shoulder. Jason fell to the ground, his wolf surging to the surface and taking control. He shifted, clothes tearing and tangling around his body, and attacked.
 
    
 
   Brian wasn’t expecting it. His eyes were wide, though he wasted no time pulling the trigger again. He was too late. Jason jumped on him, clamping his teeth down on the traitor’s neck. Blood filled his mouth, hot and plentiful, tasting like copper and victory.
 
    
 
   Jason hung from Brian’s neck, holding on until the bigger man was falling to the ground, Jason falling with him. Once they were on the ground he unclenched his jaw, jumping back and staring at the dead man lying there.
 
    
 
   He shifted back, the blood coating his face still warm and sticky. The wound from where the bullet had struck him was gone, the healing and energy of his attack leaving him weary to the bone.
 
    
 
   Swaying, feeling foul and dizzy, Jason wondered what to do.
 
    
 
   Crouching down, he patted the dead man’s pockets. Sighing in relief, his fingers traced the hard outline of what could only be a cellphone. Jason pushed the phone up and out of the pocket. Flipping it open, he cursed when he realized that it was password protected.
 
    
 
   Wondering if he should call 911, Jason quickly dismissed that idea. He had a dead man lying at his feet, and he was covered in blood. The last thing he wanted was the authorities on the scene.
 
    
 
   Grabbing Brendan under the arms, Jason hoisted him up into the back of the van and closed the door. He walked around to the driver’s side of the van, getting behind the wheel, sighing in relief when he found the keys still in the ignition.
 
    
 
   About to pull back onto the road, Jason realized that he had no idea where he was. He turned the keys in the ignition anyway, almost weeping with joy when the screen on the dashboard revealed itself to have a GPS map.
 
    
 
   Typing in Jake’s address, Jason started the fifteen-minute drive home, the voice of a nice British lady guiding him every step of the way.
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   Jake was still waiting for Mike and Riley to arrive when he heard the sound of an unfamiliar vehicle pulling into the driveway. Growling, chest vibrating, Jake stalked outside prepared to kill anyone who might have come for him.
 
    
 
   The sight of Jason sitting behind the wheel, drenched in blood and looking exhausted, nearly stopped his heart. The rumbling growl in his chest was replaced by a shout of alarm. He rushed to the driver’s side door and tore it open. Jason watched him, a grin making him look radiant.
 
    
 
   Jake leaned forward, reaching around his young mate’s body and lifting him carefully out of the car. Most of the blood belonged to a stranger, Jake realized, inhaling the scent. It was from the man who had kidnapped Jason in the first place. Jake felt a surge of pride. He had set off to rescue his little runt, and here he was, having rescued himself, coming home bathed in the blood of his enemies. It made Jake’s wolf preen that he should have chosen so well.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” Jake asked, lifting Jason into the house and setting him down on the couch. Jason nodded.
 
    
 
   “I’m fine, just tired,” he looked down at his chest, tattered shirt hanging off him like rags, and laughed. “He shot me.”
 
    
 
   “Where?” Jake demanded, crouching down to examine the wound. He found none. Jason must have changed after it happened.
 
    
 
   “Here,” Jason pointed at his shoulder. The skin was unblemished, like it had never happened.
 
    
 
   “You’re okay now,” Jake said, running his hand through Jason’s hair, resting it at the nape of his neck. “I’m sorry I let them take you.”
 
    
 
   “It wasn’t your fault. They were crazy. Did you know they had an agreement with the rogue? She was supposed to make a pack and bring it back to them.” Jason was rambling, leaning back into Jake’s palm. The adorably tired runt lifted his head, suddenly very serious. “I didn’t tell them about the pack. They gave me a drug to make me change, and it didn’t work. They thought I hadn't turned. They don’t know about any of you.”
 
    
 
   Jake grinned, happy that Jason had taken such care to protect his pack.
 
    
 
   “I’m so proud of you,” he said, bringing their foreheads together. “But you don’t have to worry about them.”
 
    
 
   “What?” Jason asked, sounding confused. “Why?”
 
    
 
   Jake told him how they had captured him, and how he had killed them for it.
 
    
 
   “But other people must have known it was there? Won’t they come looking for it?” Jason asked, sounding worried.
 
    
 
   “They might, but they won’t find anything. I told Riley to send someone up there and burn it all to the ground. My friends in the military will let Red Banner know not to try anything like this again. And like you said, they don’t know about us.”
 
    
 
   “What’s Red Banner?” Jason asked, looking confused.
 
    
 
   Jake explained, and to his surprise Jason was angry.
 
    
 
   “You should have told me,” Jason said, turning his face away.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to worry you,” Jake said, stroking Jason’s cheek. The boy kept his face averted. Jake let him sulk for a moment, then grabbed his jaw and turned his head so that they were looking at each other. Jason glared at him.
 
    
 
   “I should have told you. I promise that, in the future, I will let you know when something like this is going on. Can you forgive me?”
 
    
 
   Jake let go of Jason’s chin, but the boy didn’t turn his face away this time. Nodding, Jason leaned forward and put his head on Jake’s shoulder. He could feel the boy’s breath on his neck, hot and soft, making his cock harden in want.
 
    
 
   But now was not the time.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you get some sleep?” he said, lifting Jason up and carrying him up the stairs to the bedroom. Jason mumbled his assent, nuzzling into Jake’s neck with a tired sigh.
 
    
 
   Jake didn’t care that Jason was still covered in lumpy and drying blood, but something told him Jason would not thank him for leaving him in this state no matter how much Jake’s wolf liked seeing him covered in the blood of his enemies.
 
    
 
   Jake himself was still bloody, he realized, but Jason hadn’t seemed to mind.
 
    
 
   Jake stripped a half-asleep Jason of the remainder of his clothes, then got naked himself. He turned on the water in the shower, making sure it was just the right temperature before lifting Jason inside and holding him up under the spray.
 
    
 
   “Feels nice,” Jason mumbled, leaning all his weight against Jake’s chest. Jake grinned, washing him carefully until the water no longer ran red. Once he was satisfied they were both clean, he stepped out of the shower and dried them both off. Jason made a noise of protest when Jake lifted him off his chest to wrap the towel around his body, making Jake laugh.
 
    
 
   “What?” Jason asked, frowning as he once again let Jake lift him up.
 
    
 
   “Nothing. You’re just cute, that’s all,” Jake said, kissing the top of his hair.
 
    
 
   “Whatever,” Jason mumbled, closing his eyes.
 
    
 
   Jake laid his mate down in their bed, pulling the sheets up around his neck and making sure he was comfortable, reluctant to leave him now that he was finally safe.
 
    
 
   But Mike and Riley were waiting for him downstairs. Brushing the hair out of Jason’s forehead, and kissing his sleeping lips, Jake got dressed and jogged down to meet his enforcers.
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   “Did they find it?” Jake asked when he descended the steps, finding Riley and Mike waiting for him in the downstairs hallway.
 
    
 
   “It’s burning. Do you think it will be enough?” Riley asked, looking worried. He was right to be. A lab with captive wolves to be held in cages and studied… it was vile.
 
    
 
   “For now. I’ll give my old contacts a call, see what they have to say,” Jake said, and Riley nodded.
 
    
 
   “And Jason is okay?” Mike asked, looking toward the stairs. Jake nodded.
 
    
 
   “How did that happen?” Mike asked. The last thing he’d known Jason was still missing.
 
    
 
   “He escaped on his own,” Jake said, pride welling up inside him. Mike looked surprised. Then he grinned.
 
    
 
   “Well, what do you know? Good for him.”
 
    
 
   After telling Riley to stay with Jason and make sure he was safe, Jake instructed Mike to get in one of his cars and follow him as he got in the van Jason had commandeered. He drove to the lab—and how they had managed to operate right under Jake’s nose without him having a clue he didn’t want to think about—and saw the smoke rising up over the trees before he saw the actual building.
 
    
 
   Terrance, Tom, and Mitch, all alphas and members of his pack, were parked on the road leading into the property. They all straightened at the sight of their alpha.
 
    
 
   Jake drove the van all the way up to the burning building, then turned it around and backed it up. He jumped out of the van, fire licking at his boots and smoke clouding his vision. He jogged to safety, drawing a breath when he was clear of the smoke.
 
    
 
   The van was on fire, the building around it burning like a raging inferno.
 
    
 
   Terrance, Tom, and Mitch had done a good job dousing it before lighting it on fire.
 
    
 
   Mike came walking up to him, staring at the burning building. Jake gave him a clap on the back, then turned and headed to talk to the other alphas.
 
    
 
   It was time to leave this place for the crows.
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   Jason was okay.
 
    
 
   It had been less than a week since his attack and captivity, but it was over. Jake had burned the place to the ground, and though he was still worried about Red Banner, Jake assured him that his friend in the army had dealt with it.
 
    
 
   “You in the mood for some fun?” Jake asked, coming up behind him. Jason turned, pupils widening at the sight of his alpha. Jake was shirtless, jeans hugging his muscular legs, the bulge of his cock making Jason’s mouth water.
 
    
 
   Sinking to his knees, hands resting on Jake’s thighs, Jason nuzzled his face into his alpha’s crotch. It smelled so fucking good. Parting his lips, Jason mouthed at Jake’s cock through the denim, earning a groan from the alpha.
 
    
 
   “I’ll take that as a yes,” Jake growled. The alpha reached down and fisted his hand in Jason’s hair, pushing him into his bulge. The move was aggressive and rough, and Jason loved it. Cock pressing against the inseam of his pants, Jason reached down and rubbed his own bulge as Jake pressed his face into his.
 
    
 
   “Good boy,” Jake growled, pulling him to his feet by his hair. It hurt, but not so much that Jason didn’t love it. Dropping the grip on his hair, Jake held Jason’s face between his hands and leaned down to kiss him.
 
    
 
   It was a hungry kiss, with Jake’s tongue licking into his mouth in a battle for dominance. Jason yielded, letting Jake ravage his mouth as he pleased.
 
    
 
   They kissed for a long time, Jake’s hands groping and touching Jason’s body anywhere they could reach, squeezing and caressing him until he thought his balls were going to burst.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me,” he said, the words coming out as a whimper. Jake pulled back, a feral grin on his face. Before Jason knew it he was hoisted over Jake’s shoulder, the alpha running toward the bedroom. He bounced when Jake threw him down on the mattress.
 
    
 
   “Ass up,” Jake commanded. Jason pushed his pants down around his thighs, turning over as he shoved the denim down his legs, and presented his ass.
 
    
 
   Jake climbed up on the bed, grabbing Jason’s cheeks in his meaty hands and pulling them apart to expose his hole. Shuddering with anticipation, Jason reached down and fisted his cock, stroking himself as Jason studied his hole.
 
    
 
   “Whose hole is this?” Jake growled, massaging Jason’s glutes with greedy fingers.
 
    
 
   “Yours, alpha!” Jason cried, wanting to be fucked. To be owned and claimed by his alpha.
 
    
 
   “That’s right, runt. All mine,” Jake growled, letting go of Jason’s right cheek and smacking his hand down.
 
    
 
   Jason gasped, the sharp pain of Jake’s palm turning hot and delicious. He pushed his ass up for more, Jake obliging him until the heat was simply too much to bear.
 
    
 
   “Please!” he cried. “Need your knot.”
 
    
 
   Jake stopped slapping his ass, once again gripping his cheeks and massaging the now-burning flesh. It felt so good. Jason had to squeeze the base of his cock to keep from coming.
 
    
 
   He wanted to save his orgasm for when he was speared on Jake’s magnificent member.
 
    
 
   “I’ll give you what you want,” Jake growled, freeing his cock from his jeans and lining the bulbous head up with Jason’s ass. He could feel it pressing for entry, huge and demanding, and Jake’s teasing was not amusing.
 
    
 
   “Put it in me!” he growled, so close to release he felt like he would die if he didn’t get it. Jake laughed, doing as he was told. He grabbed Jason’s hips, slamming his cock home in a single thrust.
 
    
 
   “Fuck!” Jason cried, the stretch and burn of Jake’s cock a pleasure unlike any other. He felt full, and only the fullness of Jake’s knot could possibly feel better.
 
    
 
   But Jason didn’t have it in him to wait. Crying out, Jake’s cock dragging over his sensitive prostate, he shot his load into the sheets below him, clenching down on Jake’s cock as he came.
 
    
 
   Jake grunted, hips moving like a jackhammer as he pounded into Jason’s hole. He was magnificent, huge and muscular, and all of him belonged to Jason. His alpha.
 
    
 
   Pushing his ass back to meet his alpha’s thrusts, the pleasure almost unbearable in the moment after his orgasm, Jason grinned in triumph when he felt Jake’s rhythm stuttering. The alpha came, shooting his load deep inside Jason’s ass, knot swelling and locking his cock in place.
 
    
 
   Collapsing on top of him, Jake made no move to roll them over onto their sides. Jason struggled to breathe, Jake’s body crushing him, loving the feeling of being overwhelmed.
 
    
 
   Still, it was a relief when Jake reluctantly rolled them over, cradling Jason in the curve of his body.
 
    
 
   “I love you,” Jake said, breath moist and hot, lips brushing the shell of his ear.
 
    
 
   “I love you too,” Jason said, meaning it with every fiber of his being.
 
    
 
   No matter what happened in the future, Jason was sure of one thing: Jake would always be there to help him when he needed it. To take care of him, just like Jason intended to take care of his alpha in return.
 
    
 
   Closing his eyes, Jake’s body giving him warmth, Jason smiled to himself.
 
    
 
   He couldn’t be happier.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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